Cowboy Songs   (music available on internet or on Wee Sing America CD)

The Old Chisholm Trail

Oh, come along boys and listen to my tale,
I’ll tell you of my troubles on the old Chisholm Trail,

Singin’ Kiyi yippi yippi yay, yippi yay! 

Singin’ Kiyi yippi yippi yay.

I started on the trail on June twenty-third,

With a drove of Texas cattle, 2000 in the herd.

Chorus

I’m up in the mornin’ before daylight,

And before I sleep, the moon shines bright.

Chorus

Oh, it’s bacon and beans ‘most evey day,

I’d as soon be a-eatin’ prairie hay.

Chorus


My feet are in the stirrups and my rope is on the side,

Show me a hoss that I can’t ride.

Chorus

Good-bye Old Paint


My foot in the stirrup, my pony won’t stand, 

I’m leavin’ Cheyenne, I’m off for Montan’

Good-bye, old Paint, I’m a-leavin’  Cheyenne,

Good-bye old Paint, I’m a-leavin’ Cheyenne.

I’m a-ridin’ old Pain, I’m a-leadin’ old Dam,

Good-bye little Annie, I’m off for Montan’.

Chorus

Oh, hitch up your horses and fee ‘em some hay,
And seat yourself by me as long as you stay.

Chorus

My horses ain’t hungry, they’ll not eat your hay,

My wagon is loaded and rolling away.

Chorus
I Ride and Old Paint

I ride an old paint, I lead an old dam,

I’m going’ to Montana to throw the hoolihan. 

They fee in the coulees, they water in the draw,

Their tails are all matted, their backs are all raw.

Ride around, little doggies, Ride around  them slow,

For the fi-‘ry and snuffy are rarin’ to go.

Definitions:

paint – spotted horse

dam – mother of a foal

throw the hoolihan – to rope a steer and wrestle to the ground

coulees – rvines

draw – a ravine which drains water after a hard rain

doggies – motherless calves

fiery – spirited

snuffy - disagreeable

Git Along, Little Dogies

As I was a-walking one morning for pleasure, 

I spied a cow puncher a-riding along.

His hat was throwed back and his spurs was a-jingling,

And as he approached, he was singing this song:
[Chorus:]
Whoopee ti-yi-yo, git along little doggies, 
It’s your mistorune and none of my own.

Whoopee ti-yi-yo, git along little doggies,

For you know Wyoming will be your new home.

It’s early in spring that we round up the doggies,

We mark ‘em and brand’em and bob off their tails.

We round up the horses, load up the chuck wagon,

And then throw the doggies out on the long trail.

[Chorus]

Some fellows go up the trail for pleasure,

But that’s where they get it most awfully wrong.

For you haven’t an idea the trouble they give us,

As we go driving those doggies along.

[Chorus]

My Home’s in Montana

My home’s in Montana, I wear a bandana,

My spurs are of silver, my pony is gray,

Whatever the weather, we travel together,

With foot in the stirrup, I’ll gallop all day.


We’re up with the sun, there’s work to be done,

In the wide open spaces, that’s where we would be,

Out here in the West is the life we love best,

Montana is home for my pony and me.

When far from the ranches, I chop the pine branches

To heap on the campfire as daylight grows pale,

When I have partaken of beans and of bacon,

I whistle a cheery old song of the trail.

Old Texas

I’m going to leave (I’m goin’ to leave) ol’ Texas now (ol’ Texas now.)

They’ve got no use (they’ve got no use) for the long-horned cow (for the long-horned cow).

They’ve plowed and fenced my cattle range,

And the people there are all so strange.

I’ll take my horse, I’ll take my rope,

And hit the rail upon a lope.

I’ll bid adios to the Alamo

And set my face toward Mexico.

I’ll spend my days on the wide, wide range,

For the people there are not so strange.

The hard, hard ground will be my bed,

And the saddle seat will hold my head.

And when I waken from my dreams,

I’ll eat my bread and my sardines.
