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O Bury Me Not On The Lone Prairie

2. He had wasted and pined till o’er his brow
Death’s shades were slowly gathering now.
He thought of home and loved ones nigh,
As the cowboys gather to see him die.

O bury me not on the lone prairie,
Where the coyotes howl and the wind blows free.
In a narrow grave just six by three-
O bury me not on the lone prairie.

It matters not, I’ve oft been told,
Where the body lies when the heart grows cold.
Yet grant, o grant, this wish to me,
O bury me not on the lone prairie.
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American Cowboy Song


