Poet’s Cattle Call

By Cactus Jack McCarty- Ritten while waiting for cows

to comein to the feed grounds March 7, 1996’ sarcastically eclectic.

“Come, though hungry mother kine, to

Where they feed doth wait for thee”

Beautry, calls ye witheut sheuting:
Hearkem! Neath ye bife s spreuting,
Breese amd heel -Uies walts am euting.
Winten's passing leanes a deuwbling,
Promisd, smews a hellew. Louting,
Wime/mills nest- a day of sleumimg.

Drawn by hope, maternal lowing
Fills the trails with bovine flowing.
“Bring with thee thine offspring growing
(Mothers, daughters, sons in line, too)

‘Til they wean as feed for me.”
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