This Man Called Stuart Brannon



Based on The Stuart Brannon Series, Book #1, Hard Winter at Broken Arrow Crossing
He drove a herd from Texas,





Did what none had ever done.

He stocked his ranch and took a chance





In the Arizona sun.

His Lisa died, the baby, too,







the pain was quite severe.






The cattle dropped, his whole world stopped







and he gathered up his gear.

He struggled to a cabin,









with nothin’ left to show.








He found faith to give and a will to live









in the Colorado snow.

But the cabin wasn’t empty.











He faced enemy and friend.










He put up a fight to do what’s right,











with a faith that wouldn’t bend.


They couldn’t run him off,













with rifle, knife or cannon.












He stood his ground.  They all backed down,













from this man called STUART BRANNON.
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Lynda Dawn, Darlin’

based on The Austin-Stoner Files characters

She would always be his darlin’;





this one fact proved true.

And he would never cease to be





her real live buckaroo.

But could they really get along,





this classy New York Lady

and the dimpled, grinnin’ cowboy





all the women just called Brady?

He rides barebacks at rodeos





but has never won the crown.

Twelve floors up she edits books





from a plush Manhattan mid-town.

Then their lives somehow got tangled,





on an Arizona trail,

To a literary discovery





that would make all others pale.

The genuine treasure would never be





a manuscript so old . . .

But hearts so vastly different





growin’ tender, warm and bold

They both gave up their lifetime dreams,


got married, and took a chance.

And moved with a laughin’ one-eyed dog


to a desolate Montana ranch.

Now, some folks have been a wonderin’,


Did it turn out bust or boom?

Are they still there raisin’ cows and such?


Did she find a new perfume?

Well, I am here to tell you, friends,


like no one else ever could.

Them two is still like kids in love


and things is a goin’ good.

‘Course they’ve added to the outfit,


with a front door and baby Laurie.

And there’s that ruckus down in Mexico


ah . . . but that’s another story!

So, Brady’s still her cowboy;


they’re all a doin’ fine.

And she’ll be his Lynda Dawn, Darlin’


until the end of time.
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When A Cowboy Drinks Espresso

by STEPHEN BLY

copyright@1998

I’ve lived long enough to see it all,

at least I thought it so,

‘Till a rainy day at the ranch last Spring,

when they started servin’ espresso.



The west is changin’, so they say,

a fact I cannot hide.

Cowboys used to stand apart

with tradition, guts & pride.

Now we got men who call themselves ropers

wearin’ tennies and baseball caps.

Serious breeders carryin’ papers

on bushy-tailed, spotless Apps.

Why, I’ve seen boots without manure,

sombreros with no sign of sweat.

And punchers ridin’ 4-wheelers,

about as low as a man kin get.

An espresso bar at the horse ranch?

Why, it purtneer broke my heart.

Let them city folks drink their fill

by the two-bit pony at Wal-Mart.

I reckon he ain’t sold his saddle, boys,

but it’s not that far to go . . .

When a cowboy forsakes boiled coffee,

and starts sippin’ that there espresso!

