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Whoopee-ti-yi-yo, git along little dogies!

DON’T FENCE ME IN
Robert Fletcher, Cole Porter - 1934

Oh, give me land, lots of land under starry skies above

Don't fence me in

Let me ride through the wide-open country that I love

Don't fence me in

Let me be by myself in the evenin' breeze

And listen to the murmur of the cottonwood trees

Send me off forever but I ask you please

Don't fence me in

Just turn me loose, let me straddle my old saddle

Underneath the western skies

On my cayuse, let me wander over yonder

Till I see the mountains rise

I want to ride to the ridge where the West commences

And gaze at the moon till I lose my senses

And I can't look at hobbles and I can't stand fences

Don't fence me in

Oh, give me land, lots of land under starry skies above

Don't fence me in

Let me ride through the wide-open country that I love

Don't fence me in - Don't fence me in
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A HOME ON THE RANGE
                                 Brewster M. Higley 1872  

Oh, give me a home where the buffalo roam,

Where the deer and the antelope play,

Where seldom is heard a discouraging word

And the skies are not cloudy all day.

Chorus: 

Home, home on the range,

Where the deer and the antelope play;

Where seldom is heard a discouraging word

And the skies are not cloudy all day.

Where the air is so pure, the zephyrs so free,

The breezes so balmy and light,

That I would not exchange my home on the range

For all of the cities so bright.

How often at night when the heavens are bright

With the light from the glittering stars,

Have I stood here amazed and asked as I gazed

If their glory exceeds that of ours.

Oh, give me a land where the bright diamond sand

Flows leisurely down the stream;

Where the graceful white swan goes gliding along

Like a maid in a heavenly dream.

Home, home on the range,

Where the deer and the antelope play;

Where seldom is heard a discouraging word

And the skies are not cloudy all day

TEXAS RIVER SONG
Traditional ballad

We crossed the wild pecos

We forded the nueces

We swum the guadalupe

And we followed the brazos

Red river runs rusty

The wichita clear

But down by the brazos

I courted my dear

Chorus:

Singing li, li, li, le, le, le

Lend me your hand

Li, li, li, le, le, le

Lend me your hand

Li, li, li, le, le, le

Lend me your hand

There's many a river

That waters the land

-

Now the fair angelina

Runs glossy and gliding

The crooked colorado

Runs weaving and winding

The slow san antonio

Courses the plains

But I never will walk

By the brazos again

-

She kissed me and she hugged me

And she called me her dandy

The trinity's muddy

But the brazos quick sandy

She kissed me and she hugged me

And she called me her own

But down by the brazos

She left me alone

   

THE STREETS OF LAREDO
   Traditional ballad 

 Arranged by Frank H. Maynard - 1924

As I walked out in the streets of Laredo

As I walked out in Laredo one day

I spied a young cowboy, all wrapped in white 

linen

Wrapped up in white linen, as cold as the clay

I see by your outfit that you are a cowboy

These words he did speak as I slowly walked by

Come sit here beside me and hear my sad story

For I'm a young cowboy and know I must die

Chorus:

So, beat the drum slowly and play the fife 

lowly

Sing the Death March as you carry me along

Take me to the valley, there lay the sod o'er me

For I'm a young cowboy and I know I've done 

wrong

Once in the saddle I used to go dashing

Once in the saddle I used to go gay

First to the cardhouse and then down to Rosy's

But I'm shot in the breast and I'm dyin' today

    

Bring six tall young cowboys to carry my casket,

Six pretty maids for to sing me a song

Take me to green valleys, there lay the sod o'er 

me

For I'm a young cowboy and I know I've done 

wrong

    

Singing to the herd - 
Cowboys traditionally talked soothingly 
and sang to their cattle to keep them 
calm when the herd was bedded down 
at night and often during the day on 
the Trail to pass the time. 

So, too, in Open Range, players may 
sing to calm the herd!
 

Any player singing two (2) 
verses and the chorus of any 
traditional Cowboy song 
AUTOMATICALLY calms the 
Main Herd in that turn, i.e., reduces 
the MH’s temperament to CALM.

Singing is an Action. Only one (1) 
Cowboy needs to sing to have this 
effect. 

If the MH (or Stray) is running or 
at Stampede! singing has no effect.

Get this free, online Open Range 
Cowboy Song Book containing 
traditional and popular cowboy songs at 
http://www.fireballforward.com/ruthles
s.html. 

If you are not familiar with some of 
these traditional songs, YouTube 
contains many video recordings of 
these songs being performed by a 
variety of traditional and modern 
artists. Check them out!
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GOODBYE, OLD PAINT

Traditional  by black cowboy, Charley Willis - As recorded by the Library of Congress, 1942

Farewell fair ladies, I'm leavin' Cheyenne;

Farewell fair ladies, I'm leavin' Cheyenne.

Goodbye my little donee, my pony won’t stand

Chorus

Old Paint, Old Paint, I'm a-leavin' Cheyenne 

Goodbye Old Paint, I'm leavin' Cheyenne

Old Paint's a good pony and she paces when she can.

In the middle of the Ocean there grows a green tree

But I'll never prove false to the girl who loves me.

Oh we spread down the blankets on the green grassy ground

And the horses and the cattle were a-grazin' all around

Oh the last time I saw her it was late in the fall

She was ridin' old Paint and a-leadin' old Ball

Old Paint had a colt down on the Rio Grande

And the Colt couldn't pace and they named it Cheyenne

Oh my feet's in my stirrups and my briddle'’s in my hand,

Goodbye my little donee, my pony won’t stand

(Other version lyrics)

Goodbye, old Paint, I'm a-leavin' Cheyenne;

Goodbye, old Paint, I'm a-leavin' Cheyenne.

I'm a-leavin' Cheyenne, I'm off to Montan'

Goodbye, old Paint, I'm a-leavin' Cheyenne;

Old Paint's a good pony, he paces when he can,

Goodbye, old Paint, I'm a-leavin' Cheyenne;

Go hitch up your hosses and give them some hay

And seat yourself by me as long as you may.

My hosses ain't hungry, they won't eat your hay

My wagon is loaded and rolling away.

My foot's in the stirrup, the reins in my hand,

Good mornin', young lady, my hosses won't stand.

THE NIGHT HERDING SONG

Harry Stephens, circa 1890 -  

Arrangement by Syd Masters on Frontier Cowboy Songs ℗ 2013

Oh slow up dogies, quit roving around.

You’ve wandered and trampled all over the ground.

Oh, graze along, dogies, and feed kinda slow,

And don’t always be on the go.

Move slow, little dogies, move slow.

I’ve circled herded, trail-herded, night-herded too

But to keep you together, is all I can do.

My horse is leg-weary and I’m awful tired,

If’n you get away, I’ll be fired!

Bunch up, little dogies, bunch up.

Say, little dogies, when you gonna lay down?

And quit this forever a-shiftin’’ around?

My limbs are so weary, my seat is all sore

Lay down like you’ve laid down before,

Lay down, dogies, lay down.

Lay still, little dogies, since you have laid down

And stretch away out on the big open ground.

Snore loud, little dogies, and drown the wild sound

That’ll  leave when the day rolls around,

Lay still, dogies, lay still.

______________________________________

Harry Stephens, an American cowboy, wrote this song circa 1890, while he was 

herding wild horses in Canada. While the rest slept, one or two unlucky cowboys 

always had to stand guard overnight. Called the “night hawk”, this job was one 

of the worst a cowboy could draw, and they believed the sound of music would 

keep the herds calm. 

 From:  THE NIGHT HERDING SONG, A Cowboy Tune  - GIFFORD MACSHANE 

 https://giffordmacshane.com/2018/04/27/night-herding-song-lyrics/
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THE POOR COWBOY

Traditional Ballad

Recorded by: Cahalen Morrison ·& Eli West on Our Lady of the Tall Trees

     and Bruce Molesky on Poor Man’s Troubles

Oh the poor cowboy, he's got no home

He's here today, and tomorrow gone

He's got no hope, he's forced to roam

Where he hangs his hat is a home sweet home

Chorus:

Roll on boys, roll

Don't you roll so slow

Roll on boys, roll

Don't you roll so slow

Hi, oh, ho, ho,

Hi, oh, ho, ho

You roll like cows

Never rolled before

If I was rich as Diamond Joe

I'd work today, then I'd work no more

For the work day's so hard and the pay so slow

That I don't give a durn if I work or no
-

I'll follow the herd till I reach the end

Then I'll draw my time and I'll blow it in

Just one more tree and one more jail

Then I'll head straight back to the Texas trail
-

I'll cross old Red and the Texas line

Then I'll head straight back to that gal of mine

I'll sit in the shade and I'll sing a song

And I'll watch the herds as they drift along
-

chorus & repeat 

Hi, oh, ho, ho,

Hi, oh, ho, ho

You roll like cows

Never rolled before

J.D. Dillingham, who worked for 50 years as a conductor on Houston and Texas Central 

trains, recorded 'The Poor Cowboy' for the Library of Congress in 1935. He said it had been a 

popular in central Texas some 50 years before that [1883].

GIT ALONG, LITTLE DOGIES
          Traditional ballad

As l walked out one morning for pleasure,

I spied a cow-puncher come all riding along;

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

As he approached me a-singin' this song,

chorus:

Whoopee ti yi yo, git along, little dogies,

it's your misfortune, and none of my own.

Whoopee ti yi yo, git along, little dogies,

For you know Wyoming will be your new home.

Early in the spring we round up the dogies,

Mark 'em and brand 'em and bob off their tails;

Drive up our horses, load up the chuck-wagon,

Then throw the dogies out on the trail.

It's whoopin' and yellin' and a-drivin' them dogies;

Oh, how l wish that you would go on.

It's a-whoopin' and punchin' and go on-a, little dogies

For you know Wyoming is to be your new home.

Some boys goes up the trail for pleasure,

But that's where you get it most awfully wrong;

For you haven't any idea the trouble they give us

While we go driving them along.

When the night comes on and we hold them on the bed-ground

These little dogies that roll on so slow;

Round up the herd and cut out the strays,

And roll the little dogies that never rolled before.

Your mother she was raised way down in Texas,

Where the jimson weed and sand-burrs grow;

Now we'll fix you up on prickly pear and cholla

Till you're ready for the trail to Idaho.

Oh, you'll be beef for Uncle Sam's injuns,

"lot's beef, heap beef," l hear them cry.

Git along, git along, git along-a, little dogies,

You're gonna be beef steers by and by.4 5
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