    THE COWBOY

The cowboy was dusty and tired to the bone,
But destiny drove him to ride all alone.
The future was counting on him coming through.
It needed his help, and it needed it soon.

Appeared out of nowhere, a bright flash of light.
The stranger looked different but somehow seemed right.
The look of a fighter, intense was his need,
The cowboy from nowhere just had to succeed.

Oh, ride on you cowboy, and help save the day.
The future will change if they pass away.
The new generation will not be the same,
If anyone dies, then so will their name.

The fort was ahead, would soldiers be there
To follow him back to the ones in his care?
He gathered the troops and set out toward the sun,
A prayer on his lips, on his hip a strange gun.

They rode like the wind and with time running out,
The cowboy pulled up, and began with a shout - 
Yelled calmly but firmly to all that could hear. 
The message passed quickly to troops in the rear.

Oh, ride on you brave men, and help save the day.
The future will change if they pass away.
The new generation will not be the same,
If they stay alive, then so will their name.

With new life they rode, then just up ahead
The town was still there, and no one was dead.
Surrounded it seemed, like all would be lost - 
The cowboy’s strange gun, though, had never been crossed. 

With guns all a blazing his men risk their lives
To help them to fight, to help them survive.
And who was that cowboy, and what was that gun?
The bad guys afraid now, had started to run,

As in the beginning, and just as before,
The stranger was gone, now part of folklore.
And all were to live, their part played as planned.
The cowboy from nowhere now plays out his hand.

His chair slowly rocking, his grandson on knee, 
He whispers a story, that once was to be.
Of his generation not being the same,
If those folks had died, then so would their name.

He tells of the cowboy from time far away,
And all that had happened that long ago day.
	His mind bright and clear, he remembers each name. 
And nothing is different, all things back the same.
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