[image: image1.jpg]


[image: image2.jpg]



[image: image3.jpg]


[image: image4.jpg]



I am an old grey mare

I wonder what I am going to do next

I hear the munching of hay

I see my hay and oats

I want to run barrels

I am an old grey mare

I pretend that I am eating lush green grass
I feel the saddle upon my back

I touch my nose to my hay

I worry that I might have to run poles

I cry when the bugs are by my eyes

I am an old grey mare

I understand that I am a rodeo horse

I say neh neh

I dream about fast barrel runs

I try to do my best

I hope that I get some oats

I am an old grey mare







