

As the sun set behind the mountains in the painted mesa,

An Indian lay dying by a bullet of death,

Slain by the greedy cowboy.

He was sprawled lifeless on the desolate, dusty flat lands,

As the white man walked away from his bloody corpse.

The Indian was shot straight through the heart by the weapon that could kill so many.

He was brutally murdered for the entertainment of the evil cowboy.

As the sun set further the bloodstain grew larger over the plain of dust surrounded by a huge plateau.

Soon the Indian family will mourn for the horrible loss of a human life.

As the earth turns from day to night the family will find their beloved son dead and lifeless.
