Singing Boots



Some men built the railroads some had a master plan

Some work for their families and do the best they can

Some men show with silence how much they really care

And I pulled on my singing boots to find my own way there

But I weep for you my darling

Though in foreign lands I roam

I’ll kiss your cheek each evening

Till I find my way back home

I’ll kiss your cheek each evening

Till I find my way back home

Now some cried out for justice and some walked on the moon

Some they said were crazy but found they spoke too soon

Some do the work of Jesus some men will kill for power

I count each blessed moment to get through the longest hour

I dead head all the roses perfume fills the air

The fishing rod is lazy the garden swing still there

Some men show with silence how much they really care

I pulled on my singing boots and found my own way there

