Newspaper Cowboy

By Candy Dander

Every day I see him

Standing all alone.

I wonder if this cement island

Is where he calls his home.

He hocks the daily paper

With a wide brim on his head,

And I always want to ask him,

“What is black and white and read?”

Chorus 1:

Newspaper Cowboy,

Why you look so sad?

Ain’t you sold them papers

That you went and got and had?

I would like to buy a copy

Jus to make you glad.

Newspaper Cowboy,

I hope your livin’ ain’t so bad.

Rain or snow or burnin’ sun

This dude, he will abide.

Despite the poor conditions

He will not turn aside.




With handles on his moustache,

And denim head to toe,

He doesn’t mind the weather

His snakeskin boots, they will not go.

(chorus 1)

Then one day he wasn’t there.

No somber face around.

His duster and the buckle

For his belt could not be found.

In his place the biggest thug,

With hat turned to the side.

I my distress I panicked;

Locked my doors and tried to hide.

Chorus 2:

Newspaper Gangster,

Why you look so mad?

Where’s the other fella

Who used to be all sad?

Pick your pants up off the ground.

Your underwear is plaid.

Newspaper Gangster,

Please don’t shoot my mom and dad.

