“High Noon”
The sun beat down upon the town;

Dust swirled about as the horses stamped;

Mountains towered high above.

The sheriff checked his watch, which was hidden under his glove.

Then about noon, as the clouds began to gather,

A one-eyed man rode in through a small quiet pasture.

His horse was black and his chaps, leather;
The spurs on his heels were bright,

And anyone could see, this man came to fight,

His belt, some saw, bore two long guns,

Not a sword, nor a spear, like one of the Huns.

Quickly the sheriff stepped out of his jail,

Just as the clouds let loose their hail.

He said, “Stop there.  Don’t make a move.”

But the one-eyed man had something to prove.

With a spit from his mouth

And a wipe from his cloth,

The outlaw turned to face his foe.

The two men stood naught twenty yards apart,

The anxiety growing in each man’s heart.
Suddenly, with a click and a bang,

The sheriff fell, face down in cold death.
Then the one-eyed man cursed,

“My name is Joe Carver, and I’m the man,

Is there anyone tougher than those in my clan?

Will anyone else dare to fight me?

Will anyone else dare to challenge me?

My guns are long and my horse is black.”

And with a crooked grin he said, “I’ll be back!”
