
streets Of Lured-o.. 
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As I' rvali~ed nut in the streets of L~redo,as I ~~~rall~ed out.  in Laredo,o3~. 

0~ , 

One c~a~r,I spied a ~Toung coVrboy,all dressed in vrhite 13.nen,all dressed 

in ~^rhite linen,ancl cold as t'ne< c~.ay, 
• ~p..  

CHORAS„ Oh beat the drum slowJ_y, 
J �  
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r �  
a.nd play the fife lowly, and play the dead. march, as you carry me along, 

~al:ie me to the graveyard, and lay the sod o t er me,T~'or I'xn a young cowboy, 

y. � ~ �  
a.nd T kno~~r I ~ ve done r~rrong, , 

Oh once in it~y saddle,I used. to go da.shimg,oh once in ?riy sadd_J.e., 
I used to ride gay-, Till I pot to dr eking, and then to card. playing, 

'_got shot ~n t11e ~ly,I~,v s~V~.:t~g 1 -~-aYF,, Cu~~rtl1S_ _ 

Go w,.>ite a letter to my gray haired mother, and also one to, 
iaiy sis L- er so dear,And then., there ~ s another,far dearer than mother, 

_. � :'Jho~17. bitto`~5`~,~.~'r~el9  s~ � I d.ic hero,, CY_C'~~~a,  

Go bring me a glass of pure, cold ~~a2ter,of pure cold ~nla.f~er, 
The � poor f. e7_J.ow sai d,~ut ti~rhen T returr_ed,his sp3.r:i_t has% clepa.rted, 
!~nc1 gone, to ~~~~P ~ver,tiie cQw'hoy ~vaL dead„ CrTO~tA~„ 

r_~Qanzss~~e~ese~!:~~ � ~~rsas+~aarss-~~—~~~rer~ 
~lnd bitterly ~^rept,a;3 ~~ve bore bile along,'=Je took him to i,hF grave-~rard. 
end laid -the sod. o t er ,  h:im,For h.e was n }young cowboy, aJ_tho hE: t d ~a.one 

vJr~ng. .  
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