IN THE SADDLE
by Kathleen Wiley

Sometimes a man may wander

Grass looks green on the other side...
And I was such a one

I felt the call of city life...

The wanderlust I chose

Took me far and caused me to roam...
But I’'m back in the saddle

I’'m coming home...

The cowboy life is waitin’ around a bend...
I miss the open spaces that never end....

I know that someday I'll be there...

Then never will I leave my home again....

This trail is long...

But I’'m coming home...

I left the city lights behind me

On the prairie is where you’ll find me....
It’s where my family will waitin’

Soon we’ll all be celebratin’

‘Cause I’'m back in the saddle

I’'m coming home...

The open air will greet me..

Prairie life never looked so sweet to me...
I’m coming home...I’'m in the saddle...
I’m in the saddle...I’m coming home...



