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Poetry

45October 2006

The author shared this poem at an “Anything Goes” open-mike 
session at the 22nd Annual National Cowboy Poetry Gathering, 
Elko, Nevada, February 4, 2006.

I grew up a bookworm in Denver—
When not reading, I’d write for a change.
 But to tell you the truth,
 In my city-bound youth,
I idealized the life on the range.

What the “life on the range” did entail, now,
I am certain that I could not say.
 My knowledge was poor
 —’cept for Louis L’Amour—
But I dreamt of it still, anyway.

What did I think being a cowgirl meant?
It had something to do with being free.
 Some confi dent swagger,
 Common sense like a dagger…
Traits like this, which were not quite yet me.

But the oddest things transform our natures,
Strange meetings that are governed by fate.
 The randomest chance,
 The least happenstance,
You could never prognosticate…

On the far back rack of a thrift store,
I discovered these boots I now wear:
 The mystical key
 To the cowgirl in me,
And for only eight dollars, the pair!

These boots are a brazen hussy red,
Three-inch heels, and brass on the toe:
 Flamboyant shoes,
 For a night cuttin’ loose
In the dance halls where bold cowgirls go.

When I put them on, I’m a different girl.
The prairie wind blows in my hair.
 There’s a chap on my lips,
 Tight jeans on my hips,
I am kin to the great wide “out there.”

I feel grit in the crease of my smile,
Wind-blown tears in the side of my eye,
 Rough, rowdy, tough, tender,
 I’m a broken-fence mender!
And my heart is as big as the sky!

An iron will runs through my center,
Proud pioneer blood in my veins,
 I’m at one with all Nature,
 A wild-dream chaser…
Life’s a rough ride, but I hold the reins.

Now the truth is, I am still a slicker,
House, job, and a four-door sedan
 But now she lives free,
 That cowgirl in me…
My red boots made me know that she can.

— Sarah Monson

Editor’s Note: Published with permission of the author.
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