EAST TEXAS RED
by Whody CGuthrie

E A E
DOMN I N THE SCRUB OAK TI MBERS, OF THE SOUTH EAST TEXAS GULF,
E B
THERE USED TO RI DE A BRAKEMAN, AND THE BRAKEMAN DOUBLE TOUGH.
E A E
HE WORKED THE TOWN OF KI LGORE, AND LONGVI EW NI NE M LES DOWN,
A E B E

AND US TRAVELERS CALLED HI M EAST TEXAS RED, THE MEANEST BULL AROUND.

| F YOU RODE BY NI GHT OR BROAD DAYLI GHT,

IN THE WND, IN THE SNOW AND SUN,

YOU D ALWAYS SEE LI TTLE EAST TEXAS RED, SPORTING HI'S SMOOTH RUNNI NG GUN.
THE TAIL GOT SW TCHED BY STEMS AND THE MAI NS, AND EVERYBODY SAI D

THAT THE MEANEST MAN ON THE SHI NY | RONS WAS LI TTLE EAST TEXAS RED.

T WAS EARLY IN THE MORNI NG, AND ALONG TOMARDS NI NE OR TEN,

WHEN A COUPLE OF BOYS ON THE HUNT OF A JOB STOOD IN THE BLI ZZARDY W ND.
HUNGRY AND COLD THEY KNOCKED ON THE DOORS OF THE WORKI NG FOLKS AROUND
FOR A PIECE OF MEAT OR A SPUD OR TWO TO BA L THEI R STEW AROUND.

RED COVE DOVWN THE Cl NDER DUMP, AND HE FLAGGED DOWN NUMBER TWO,

HE KI CKED THEI R BUCKET OVER A BUSH AND DUMPED OUT ALL OF THEI R STEW
ONE TRAVELLER SAID "MR. EAST TEXAS RED,

YOU BETTER GET YO BUSINESS FI XED RI GHT.

BECAUSE YOUR GONNA RI DE YOUR LI TTLE BLACK TRAI N

JUST ONE YEAR FROM TONI GHT. "

RED JUST LAUGHED AS HE CLI MBED THE BANK

AND SWUNG ON THE SI DE OF A WHEELER.

THE BOYS CAUGHT A TANKER TO SEM NOLE, AND VWESTWARD TO AMARI LLO.
THEY STRUCK THEM A JOB OF O L FI ELD WORK

AND THEY FOLLOWED THE PI PELI NE DOWN,

AND I'T TOOK THEM LOTS OF PLACES TILL ONE YEAR HAD ROLLED AROUND.

ON ONE COLD AND W NTERY DAY THEY HOOKED THEM A GULF BOUND TRAI N.
THEY SHI VERED AND THEY SHOOK W TH DOUGH I N THEI R CLOTHES,

TO OL' KILGORE AGAI N.

OVER HILLS OF SAND AND THE HARD FROZEN ROADS

WHERE THE COTTONS WAGONS ROLLED,

OUT PAST THE TOWN OF KILGORE AND ON TO OL' LONGVI EW

WTH THEI R WARM SUI TS OF CLOTHES AND THEI R OVERCOATS,

THEY WALKED | NTO A STORE.

THEY PAID THE MAN FOR SOVE MEAT AND SPUDS,

AND BO LED THEI R STEW ONCE MORE.

THEY WALKED THE TI ES BACK TO THE YARD,

AND THEY CAME TO THE SAME OL' SPOT,

WERE EAST TEXAS RED HAD ONE YEAR AGO DUMPED THEI R LAST STEW POT.

THE SMOKE FROM THEI R FI RE VENT HI GHER AND HI GHER,
AND A MAN COVE DOWN THE LI NE,
HE DUCKED H S HEAD I N THE BLI ZZARDY W ND, AND WAVED OL' NUMBER NI NE.



HE WALKED ON DOWN THE CI NDER DUMP AND HE COME TO THE SAME OL' SPOT,
AND THERE WAS THE SAME TWO MEN AGAI N AROCUND THAT SAME STEW POT.

RED VENT TO HI' S KNEES AND HE HOLLERED

"PLEASE, DON' T PULL THAT TRI GGER ON ME.

I NEVER DI D GET MY BUSI NESS FI XED." BUT HE NEVER GOT A SAY.

A GUN WHEELED OUT OF AN OVERCOAT, AND THE BLADE, HE OWED ONE TOOQ,

THEN RED LAY DEAD, WHILE THE OTHER TWO MEN SAT DOWN TO EAT THEI R STEW
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