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MAMÁ (Mamas Don't Let Your Babies Grow Up to Be Cowboys)
interpret: Cop

hudba: Ed Bruce
text: Patsy Bruce
album: Cop 1 (1991)
D(D,D,E)                                  G(G,G,A)
R:
Mamá, když kluk tvůj ti říká, že musí být cowboy,

     A(A,A,H)
a s kytarou sedá na dřevěnej schod,

                                  D(D,D,E)
kam pláchnul by, kouká a nevidí plot,

            

                               G(G,G,A)
mamá, když kluk tvůj ti říká, že musí být cowboy,

A(A,A,H)
ráno pak dveře jsou dokořán,

                           D(D,D,E)
je jasný, že prázdnej je krám.

D                                    G
Cesty jsou dlouhý a některý nevedou spíš

      A                                          D
tam, kam každá máma si chce vždycky přát, už to víš,

a některej kluk holt tý mámě svý ponejvíc

G

sem-tam nadělá kříž,

        A
když chtěl by už zmizet a mít náklaďák

                       D
a s pedálem plynu se prát.

R:
Mamá, když kluk tvůj ti říká, že musí být cowboy…

Bůh ví, jak kalendář spočítá jednou si den,

kdy přihrčí náklaďák a zastaví před domem,

možná, že zůstane, možná, že nedá mu klid

těch pár dní, co tě vídá,

a že vrátí se zas, v noci na lístek psal,

úsměv tvůj s sebou si vzal.

R:
Mamá, když kluk tvůj ti říká, že musí být cowboy…

H
R:
+ ráno pak dveře jsou dokořán,

                             E

je jasný, že prázdnej je krám ...

Mama don't let your babies grow up to be cowboys

Don't let them pick guitars and drive in old trucks

Make 'em be doctors and lawyers and such

Mamas don't let your babies grow up to be cowboys

They'll never stay home and they're always alone

Even with someone they love

Cowboys ain't easy to love and they're harder to hold

And they'd rather give you a song than diamonds or gold

Lone Star belt buckles and old faded Levis 

And each night begins a new day

And if you don't understand him and he don't die young

He'll probably just ride away

Mama don't let your babies grow up to be cowboys

Don't let them pick guitars and drive in old trucks

Make 'em be doctors and lawyers and such

Mamas don't let your babies grow up to be cowboys

They'll never stay home and they're always alone

Even with someone they love

A cowboy loves smokey old pool rooms and clear mountain mornings

Little warm puppies and children and girls of the night

Them that don't know him won't like him and them that do 

Sometimes won't know how to take him

He's not wrong he's just different and his pride won't let him

Do things to make you think he's right

Mama don't let your babies grow up to be cowboys

Don't let them pick guitars and drive in old trucks

Make 'em be doctors and lawyers and such

Mamas don't let your babies grow up to be cowboys

They'll never stay home and they're always alone

Even with someone they love
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