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There was a good explanation for this at some point, but it’s gone now.  All I can say is 
I’m terribly sorry.  For cows everywhere!  ☺ 
 
 
You like to spend the day chewin on your cud 
At night you make your bed in poop and hay and mud 
The expression on your face looks just like you’re ruminatin 
You eat fermented silage while the farmer keeps you waitin 
 
You’ve got wobble knobby knees and a great big bony rump 
And all around the middle you’re more than somewhat plump 
I know I oughtta thank you for the milk and cheese and butter 
But I just can’t get past that funny lookin udder 
 
Chorus: 
In the cattle call of creatures you kinda got short changed 
Why else would wind up looking quite so strange  
And so I’m asking how now— 
Awkward cow?  
 
You’re splotchy black and white just like any other heifer 
But the wind from your behind is no sweet gentle zephyr 
You swing your sullied tail just to keep the flies away 
When you need to go you just lift up that tail and spray 
 
Chorus 
 
Daddy was a bona fide papered pedigree 
Your momma was milkin gal a blue ribbon cross breed 
And all the sweet romance tied to your creation  
Was a needle and a vial of artificial insemination 
 
Reprise? 
In the cattle call of creatures you kinda got short changed 
Why else would wind up looking quite so strange  
There’s a reason you’re not welcome at the china store 
You kind of interfere with all the graceful décor 
Pardon me I have to ask if you 
Wouldn’t rather play the fiddle than hurdle the moon 
And so I’m asking how now— 
Awkward cow 


