
WESTERN SONG NIGHT 

 

ROUND-UP STARTS AT THE 

FOOD COURT WED. MAY 29TH 

AT 6:00 PM 

 

ALL UKULELE BUCKAROOS WEAR YOUR WESTERN 

ATTIRE AND PLAN ON A NIGHT OF SINGING AROUND 

THE CAMPFIRE.  COWBOY TRIVIA AND DOOR PRIZES.               

                             

 

 



Back In the Saddle Again 

The Cowboy Song 

Ballad of Davy Crockett 

Long Tall Texan 

Tumbling Tumbleweeds 

Yellow Rose of Texas 

Rawhide 

Red River Valley 

Happy Trails 

The Cattle Call 

Don’t Fence Me In 

Home On the Range 

Abilene 

Shenandoah 

She ‘ll Be Coming Round the Mountain 

Mammas Don't Let Their Babies Grow up to Be Cowboys

Ghost Riders in the Sky

Pancho & Lefty

Streets of Laredo

Sweet Baby James



BACK IN THE SADDLE AGAIN 

 
C                        G7      C 

I’m back in the saddle again 

F                                   C 

Out where a friend is a friend 

                  F 

Where the longhorn cattle feed 

             C                    A7 

On the lowly gypsum weed 

D7                                G7 

I’m back in the saddle again 

 

C               G7            C 

Riding the range once more 

F                      C 

Toting my old .44 

 

                   F 

Where you sleep out every night 

                 C                A7 

Where the only law is right 

D7              G7       C 

Back in the saddle again 

 

               F 

Whoopi-ty-aye-oh 

   C 

Rocking to and fro 

                              G7 

Back in the saddle again 

C            F                C 

Whoopi-ty-aye-yay  I go my way 

D7             G7          C 

Back in the saddle again 

 



THE COWBOY SONG 
 

Ee He o he-o (G) Cowboy 

Ee he o he-o (D7) oooo 

Ee he-o cowboy, cowboy, cowboy 

Under the (G) moon 

 

I was ridin’ my (G) horse 

By the Rio Grand (D7) ee 

And all o’ them coyotes singing 

In a prairie (G) symphony 

 

I was ridin’ my (G) horse 

Down by the Rio Grand (D7) ee 

When I seen me a cowboy, cowboy, cowboy 

Ridin’ toward (G) me 

 

Ee he o he-o (G) cowboy 

Ee he o he-o (D7) oooo 

Ee he o he-o cowboy, cowboy, cowboy 

Under the (G) moon 

 

He was twirling his (G) guns 

And he had a gui (D7)tar  

And we sang us up a sweet old 

Song about love 

Under the (G) stars 

 

Ee he o he-o (G) cowboy 

Ee he o he-o (D7) oooo 

]Ee he o he-o cowboy, cowboy, cowboy 

Under the (G) moon 

 

(G) Giddyup! 
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                 YELLOW ROSE OF TEXAS 
                  G 

There’s a yellow rose of Texas I’m goin’ for to see, 

                                                   D7 

No other soldier knows her, nobody only me, 

        G 

She cried so when I left her, it like to broke my heart, 

        D7                                G         D7             G 

And if I ever find her, we never more will part (Chorus) 

 

                     G 

Where the Rio Grande is flowing and starry skies are bright, 

                                                         D7 

She walks along the river in the quiet summer night, 

        G 

She thinks if I remember we parted long ago; 

  D7                                                         G         D7       G 

I promised to come back again and never let her go (Chorus) 

 

        G 

Oh, now I’m goin’ to find her, my heart is full of woe; 

                                                           D7 

We’ll sing the song together we sang so long ago, 

          G 

We’ll play the banjo gaily and sing the songs of yore, 

                D7                                            G               D7     G  

And the yellow rose of Texas will be mine for-ever-more. (Chorus) 

 

Chorus 

                  G 

She’s the sweetest rose of color this soldier ever knew. 

                                                                     D7 

Her eyes are bright as diamonds, they sparkle like the dew, 

                 G 

You  may talk about your winsome maids and sing of Rosalie, 

              D7                                                  G              D7         G 

But the yellow rose of Texas beats the belles of Tennessee. 















              Abilene  

 C           E-7        F                      C          

Abilene, Abilene, prettiest town I’ve ever seen, 

D-7                           G-7                       C          F     C 

Women there don’t treat you mean in Abilene, my Abilene 

 

                   E-7 

I sat alone, most every night 

F                          C 

Watch the trains pull out of sight 

D-7                                G-7 

Don’t I wish they were carrying me back 

      C           F     C 

To Abilene, my Abilene 

 

 

C             E-7       F                      C 

Abilene, Abilene, prettiest town I’ve ever seen 

D-7                           G-7                       C          F    C 

Women there don’t treat you mean in Abilene, my Abilene 

 

 

                                          E-7 

Crowded city, there ain’t nothing free 

 F                       C 

Nothing in this town for me 

D-7                                G-7 

Wish to the Lord that I could be back 

      C          F        C 

In Abilene, sweet Abilene 

 

 

C            E-7        F                     C  

Abilene, Abilene, prettiest town I’ve ever seen 

D-7                           G-7                       C           F     C 

Women there don’t treat you mean in Abilene, my Abilene 

D-7                            G-7                       C          F      C 

Women there don’t treat you mean in Abilene, my Abilene 







Mammas Don't Let Your Babies Grow Up To Be Cowboys 
recorded by Willie Nelson
written by Ed and Patsy Bruce
 
C                                          F
Mammas don't let your babies grow up to be cowboys
      G7
Don't let them pick guitars and drive in old trucks
                                    C
Make 'em be doctors and lawyers and such
                                           F
Mammas don't let your babies grow up to be cowboys
        G7
They'll never stay home and they're always alone
                       C
Even with someone they love
 
                                                 F
Cowboys ain't easy to love and they're harder to hold
    G7                                             C
And they'd rather give you a song than diamonds or gold
                                               
Lone Star belt buckles and old faded Levis 
         F
And each night begins a new day
       G7
And if you don't understand him and he don't die young
                         C
He'll probably just ride away
  
Repeat #1
                                                        F
A cowboy loves smokey old pool rooms and clear mountain mornings
G7                                                C
Little warm puppies and children and girls of the night
                                                         
Them that don't know him won't like him 
                 F
And them that do sometimes won't know how to take him
         G7
He's not wrong he's just different and his pride won't let him
                                 C
Do things to make you think he's right

Repeat #1



GHOST RIDERS IN THE SKY         Stan Jones, 1948

[Am][Am][Am] 
[Am] Yi_pi_yi_[C] ay, Yi_pi_yi_[Am] o

[Am] An old cowpoke went riding out one [C] dark and windy day
[Am] Upon a ridge he rested as he [C] went along his [E7] way [E7]
When [Am] all at once a mighty herd of red-eyed cows he saw
A'[F]plowin' through the ragged skies [Dm]…and [Am] up a cloudy draw [Am]

[Am] Yi_pi_yi_[C] ay, Yi_pi_yi_[Am] o
[F] Ghost riders [Dm] in the [Am] sky

[Am] Their brands were still on fire and their [C] hooves were made of steel
[Am] Their horns were black and shiny and their [C] hot breath he could [E7] feel [E7]
A [Am] bolt of fear went through him as they thundered through the sky
For he [F] saw the riders comin' hard [Dm]…and he [Am] heard their mournful cry [Am]

[Am] Yi_pi_yi_[C] ay, Yi_pi_yi_[Am] o
[F] Ghost riders [Dm] in the [Am] sky

[Am] Their faces gaunt, their eyes were blurred, and [C] shirts all soaked with sweat
[Am] They're ridin' hard to catch that herd but [C] they ain't caught them [E7] yet [E7]
They've [Am] got to ride forever in that range up in the sky
On [F] horses snortin' fire, [Dm]……as they [Am] ride on, hear their cry [Am]

[Am] Yi_pi_yi_[C] ay, Yi_pi_yi_[Am] o
[F] Ghost riders [Dm] in the [Am] sky

[Am] As the riders loped on by him, he [C] heard one call his name
[Am] "If you want to save your soul from hell a'[C]ridin' on our [E7] range [E7]
Then [Am] cowboy change your ways today or with us you will ride,
A-[F]tryin' to catch the Devil's herd [Dm]……a-[Am]cross these endless skies." [Am]

[Am] Yi_pi_yi_[C] ay, Yi_pi_yi_[Am] o
[F] Ghost riders [Dm] in the [Am] sky



Pancho And Lefty – Willie Nelson 

  C G 
  Livin' on the road my friend is  gonna keep you free and clean 
  F C G 
  Now you wear your skin like iron, your  breath's hard as  kerosene  
  F C F 
  You weren't your momma's only boy,  but her favorite o ne it seems  
  C D F A 
  She began to cry when you s aid, "good-bye",  and sank into your  dreams.  
 
  C G 
  Pancho was a bandit boy,  his horse was fast as polished steel  
  F C G 
  He wore his gun outside his pants For  all the honest world  to feel  
  F C F 
  Pancho met his match you know  on the deserts down  in Mexico  
  C D F A 
  Nobody heard his  dyin words,  ah but that's the way it  goes  
 
  F C F 
        A ll the Federales say, t hey could'a had him an y day  
  C D F A 
         They only let him  go so long, out of  kindness I su ppose.  
 
Lefty he can't sing the blues all night long like he used to  
The dust that Pancho bit down south ended up in Lefty's mouth  
The day they laid poor Pancho low, Lefty split for Ohio  
Where he got the bread to go, there ain't nobody knows  
 
  F C F 
        A ll the Federales say, t hey could'a had him an y day  
  C D F A 
         They only let him  slip away, out of  kindness I su ppose.  
 
The boys tell how old Pancho fell, and Lefty's livin in cheap hotels  
The desert's quiet, Cleveland's cold And so the story ends we're told  
Pancho needs your prayers it's true, but save a few for Lefty too  
He only did what he had to do, and now he's growing old  
 
  F C F 
        A ll the Federales say, t hey could'a had him an y day  
  C D F A 
         They only let him  go so long, out of  kindness I su ppose.  
   F C F 
A ll few gray Federales say, t hey could'a had him an y day  
  C D F A 
         They only let him  go so long, out of  kindness I su ppose.  
 





Sweet Baby James – James Taylor. 
  G D C Bm 
There  is a young cow boy he  lives on the  range. 
  Em C G Bm 
His  horse and his  cattle are his  only c ompanion.  
  Em C G Bm 
He w orks in the  saddle and he  sleeps in the  canyon.  
  C G D Am D 
  Waiting for  summer, his  pastures to  change.   
 
  C D G 
And  as the moon rises he  sits by his  fire.  
  Em C G D 
  Thinkin' about  women and  glasses of  beer.  
  C D G 
  Closing his eyes as the  doggies re tire  
  Em C G 
He  sings out a  song which is  soft but it's clear  
  Am A7 D 
As  if maybe  someone could  hear.  
 
CHORUS:  
  G C D G 
                         Goodnight you  moonlight  lad ies.  
  Em C G 
                         Rock-a-bye  sweet baby  James.  
  Em C G 
                         Deep greens and  blues are the  colors I choose.  
  Am A7 D D7 
                        Won't you  let me go  down in my  dreams .  
  C D G 
                        And  rock-a-bye  sweet baby  James.  
 
  G D C Bm 
Now the  first of De cember was  covered with  snow 
  Em C G Bm 
And  so was the  turnpike from  Stockridge to  Boston.  
  Em C G Bm 
Lord the  Berkshires seemed  dreamlike on a ccount of that  frosting.  
  C G D Am D 
With  ten miles be hind me and  ten thousand  more to go.   



 
  C D G 
There's a  song that they sing when they  take to the  highway.  
  Em C G D 
A  song that they  sing when they  take to the  sea.  
  C D G 
A  song that they sing of they're  home in the  sky.  
  Em C G 
Maybe  you can be lieve it if it  helps you to sleep.  
  Am A7 D D7 
But  singing works just  fine for  me.    
 
CHORUS:  
  G C D G 
                         Goodnight you  moonlight  lad ies.  
  Em C G 
                         Rock-a-bye  sweet baby  James.  
  Em C G 
                         Deep greens and  blues are the  colors I choose.  
  Am A7 D D7 
                        Won't you  let me go  down in my  dreams.  
  C D G 
                        And  rock-a-bye  sweet baby  James.  
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