“THE LAST COWBOY”

By: Don Drury

1.
He’s dreaming of the cities and the folks he’s never seen.


He doesn’t think he’d mind the crowds or if the air’s not clean.


He’s sitting by his campfire, but his mind is far away….


East of Oklahoma where the pretty people play.

CHORUS:
Cowboy, tell me what else can you do….



Cowboy, won’t you try and not be blue.



You must know a little more than the open range.



Cowboy, tell me can you ever change.

2.
There’s nothing left to keep him here.  The west he knew has


grown.  The railroads took the cattle drives….the only life


he’s known.  His drifting days are over.  There’s nowhere else


to go….’cept riding toward the sunset….maybe join the rodeo.

CHORUS:


BRIDGE: 
With his saddle underneath him, and his hand tight on the reins….



He rides across the lonely rolling plains.

CHORUS:
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