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Bl ack Cowboys
Bruce Springsteen

BLACK COABOYS

(G
Rai ney Wl lians playground was the Mdtt Haven streets
(O (G
VWere he ran past nelted candl es and fl ower weaths
(O (G
Nanes and photos of young bl ack faces
(D (G

Whose death and bl ood consecrated these pl aces

(G
Rai neys nother said Rai ney stay at ny side
(O (G

For you are ny blessing, you are ny pride

(O (9

Its your love here that keeps ny soul alive

(D (G

| want you to conme hone from school and stay inside

(G
Rai ney d do his work and put his books away

(O (G

There was a channel showed a Western novie everyday

(O (G
Lynette brought hi mhonme books on the bl ack cowboys of the Ckl ahoma range
(D (G
The Seminol e scouts that fought the tribes of the Geat Plains
(O (G
Sunmer come and the days grew | ong
(O (G
Rai ney al ways had his nother s snile to depend on
(O (G
Al ong the street of stray bullets he nmade his way
(O (G (0 (9
To the warnth of her arns at the end of each day
(G
Cone the fall, the rain fl ooded these homes
(O (G
Here in Ezekiel s valley of dry bones
(O (9
It fell hard and dark to the ground
(D (G

It fell wthout a sound



(G
Lynette took up with a man whose busi ness was the boul evard

(O (G
Whose snile was fixed in a face that was never off guard
(O (G
In the pipes neath the kitchen sink his secrets he kept
(D (G
In the day, behind drawn curtains in Lynette s bedroom he sl ept
(O (G
Then she got lost in the days
(O (G
The snil e Raney depended on dusted away
(O (9
The arnms that held himwere no nore his hone
(D (G qe
He lay at night his head pressed to her chest listening to the ghost in her
(G
bones
(G
In the kitchen Rainey slipped his hand between the pipes
(©
From a brown bag pulled five hundred dollar bills
(G
and stuck it in his coat side
(O (G
Stood in the dark at his nmother s bed
(D) (G
Brushed her hair and ki ssed her eyes
(G
In the twilight Rainey wal ked to the station on streets of stone
(O (G
Through Pennsyl vania and Chio his train drifted on
(O (G
Through the small towns of Indiana the big train crept
(D (9

As he lay his head back on the seat and sl ept

(9

He awoke and the towns gave way to nuddy fields of green

(O (G

Corn and cotton and endl ess nothin in between

(O (G

Over the rutted hills of Oklahoma the red sun slipped and was gone

(D) (9

The noon rose and stripped the earth to its bone

Wel|l thats the song the way i play it.
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