Mikey Brannigan's Pup Reel 194ANo. 3

It waspld Mikey Brannigan had a bull pup,

It was raised from an clegant stock,

He had forty long hours of the feisure one day
For 1 time dhim myself with the cloek,

His tal 1 was ee littl e bit of a stump,
Bow-legged with two crooked eyes, mug

And one look at this snaggle-toothed pum was enough,
He wasithe devil himself in disguise,

: Cho.

Oh my what a dog to behold,

For fighting e 'd ® ver give up,

There neverwagknown such a dog in the land

As old Mickey ranniggn's PUpe

For he tore the two tailspff Maloney's black coat
And a bustle from Magy Ann Flynn,
And he scooted between Tooty Monaghan's 1egs,

Isn't that a ridiculous sin?
Then he b ok the old sow by the flap of the ear

And he led her around on her sty,
And he cocked his wee td 1 up over his back
And the dog he went ty aye why eye.

An Ital ian ceme mung with a hand-organ one day

With gmonkey tied up in a string,

And the poor little dog was a sight to behold ,

Oh he made such a wond arful spring,

He upset the old hand-organ,grinder and all,

And he bursted the organ inside,

Then that dog he just swal lowed the poor little monk,
But he choked by his tail till he died. Cho,

Sung by Mr. Scott Stuart, St. Andrews,N.B., and re® rded

by Helen Creighton, June 1953,



Lasca Rzel 194ANo.4

When 1 want fr:oe life and 1 want fresh air sn dl sigh for the
canter aftert 2 cattle, @ dthe crack of the whip like shots in
battle, the melee of horns and hoofs that wars and wrangles,
that scatters and spreads with the green besneath and the Hiue
above, the dash,the da ger,the life, the love, end Lasca,

Lascp,she was to ride on a most grey mustang close by
wy side with blue stirmp and bright bells,and I laughed £r
Joy as I looked at her, Littl ¢ knew she of bookspr craedspive
Marie sufficed her needs,little cared she Bnkxka xkdgxwkkhxmexaxd save to
Byuxbixridg be by my side and ride @ d cverfto ride from the sand,
sabre , shore to Lavaca's(?) tide,for she was as hold as the
devils(?) that B at as loud as tLhe breczes that blow,fromier
little head to herlittle fect as she swavedto her suppleness
to and fro, with each gust of massion the sapling pine that grows
on the edge of a ? brought ? when the weather is
roughe Waslixe ths Lasca , this love of minea, She would hinger that
I might eaty t& ¢ the bidtéer, leave me the swzet,

But onee, when 1'd mmde her jea ous, for fun, for something
1'd whiprered, or looked ,or done, one Sunday in San Antonio b a
beautiful girl, on the Alimo, she drew from ner garter a dear little
dagger. It had the sting of a wasp, but it made me stagger. An inch
to the leffor an inch to the right and I wouldn't be mouldering(?)
round here to-might. But sh e sobbed, andin sobbing she swiftly bound
ner tawny ? about my wound and I quite forgave her, for
scratches don't wunt In Texas down by the Rio Grande,

Her eyes were brown, aideep deep browny her hd r was darker
thaa her eyes, and something in her smile and frown, curved crimson
lip a2and instep high made me to see that In :ach blue veingmixed
with the milder Azic(?) stain the ? vantage of old Spain.

The night was sultry, the a r was hot, 1 sat by her side and forgot;
forgotit hat the herd were tek ing its rest, forgot that thelair was
close oppressed, that t he Texas norther come sudden and soon in

the dead of night or t he blaze of aoon, andonce that the herd at its
breath take¢ fright andnoth ing on =arth can stop their flight, And
woe ® the rider, and woe to the stéed that stops In front of that
mad stampcdes Wasithat thunder? No, by the Lordl sprang © the saddle
without aword; one foot on mine and she clung behind,and away on a
hpt chasc down the wind , an d ? ever ® hard;
never was steed so little spared., We rode for our lives . You can
hzar how we fared In Texas, dowm by the Rio Grande,

‘ The mustang flew and we urged him on. There wasm one chance
leftand you had but one, Halt, jump to t'e g round, shoot your horse,
crouch under his carcass and take your chance, and if the steers in
their frantic course don 't batter you both to pieces at once vou
can blessyou star ,if not good-bye with a quickening kiss and b e

long drawn sigh, the open air and the oven sky, in Texas down by
the Rie Grm de.

The cattl « gailmqbn us,l felt for m old six shooter bhehind
in my belt, Downr came Lhe mus tang an d down came we,clinging together,
And what was t he rest? A body that spread & self over my chest,two
arms that shielded my dizzy h:ad, two lips that hardon my tips were pressed



while over us surged that sca §f steers, blows the big Hlood
into my eyes. And when 1 could arise, Lasca was dead, 1
goughed out a grave a few feet deep,and there in zarth's
arms ! laid her,xArzxsxrrexsieisxiying:ansbady knaows -

to sleep. And where she'silying nobpdy knows, and the

sumners shines and the winter snows,and for many a day

the flowers have gpread a pall overher head, and the little
grey hawk hangs al oft init"he al r, and the slv coyote

trots here and there, and the black snake slides and glitters
and gl idesiinto the rick of the cottonwood tree,stately and
still as a ship at sea, and 1 wonder why I do not care for
the things that are for the things that were, Does half my
heart lie buried there In Texas, down by the Rio Gram del

Q: Now where did you pick thatup,Mr., Stuart?

As Tracy Johnston, A fellow that's dead; he waslin the troop
concert,round, He learnt it somewhere, and he learnt it to
me,and then It eome out in the Family Herald after that,
Someone wm te for it,and someone sent it in,

Q: Whatape mory youy havel

A Well I'm sapposed b have one of the best memories of anyone
round, 1 kinda took to it.

Qs How can you build up a2 memory?

A: By doing things over and over and keeping at its That's
building your memory. .

Qs How long did it take you to learn a song?

A: When 1 was a young feller 1 only had t hear it not more
than twide and 1'd know the whole of it. It would d most come
to me what would be the next line and the next verse, It was
Just that 1 ook to it, You've szen people like that, Something
they take 8o, they can & it in a very short time, and some other
person, it would take them all day to do the same thing.Xamx
Rengmbzrxthatane xdxaw: xixz biradgxdntixyaul Do yan xgee

Poem racifled ,followved by conversation,Mr. Scott
Stuart, St.Andrews,N.B, and rzcorded by Helen Creighton, Juhe
1958



Reel 194B
Exgin, N.B.

142, Chin Musicjdiddle by Mr, Angelo Dornan,Raxram for dancing when

3
4
5
6

instrument not available or forbidden;tunslis,Were you
at the fair sa d did you see the pcople?

A New Broom Swzeps Clean: sung by Mr, Dornang for his words see
reel 127Ajnice tune wel 1 sung

On the Banks of A Rivers sung by Mr. Dornan;pretty love sorg ;4 vs.
geod w ne, well sung

H8jt paa en gren en krage sad; sung in Danish by Mrs.Erica
Deichmann, Sussex,N.,Be; pretty sonc,well su mg 4 vs.&cho.

The Charming Grey Modeg or,Skewbally a few nixedup verses about
2 race horse; see 108A for fullerversionysung by Mr,
Dornan

Roselil' of hendes moder; sung in Danish by Mrs. Erica Deichmanng
sung better on reel 192; see 192 for words

All songs here from New Brunswick

This must have been a used tape; occasional orchestral sounds

between songs and at end,



On the Banks of A River Reel FP4Blio. 4

On the banks of ajriver 1 first saw my lover,

Ten thousand times over he cal led me his dear,

His looksito discover that I was his lover,

And his false flattering tongue did my poor hearf easnars,
2

When I rise in the morning I go to my window,

I take a long look for the place that I know,

I1'm surrounded with sorrow, will 1 never see to-morrow,

Ch Jimmy, lovely Jimmy,if you knew what 1 know,
3

When thepoys come ® court me they all sware they love me,
But I like a hero 1 do them disdain,
My love's gone and left me, no other man will get me,
And I never will marry till xe he comes back again,
4

Oh I'm going to battle where canons loud rattle,

And there I will fight so brave formy dear,

There'll be thunder for thundering andgreat stores for plundering,
And if ever I die let me die with my dear,

(He musthavc meant some other word for thunder in vs.4 as he
remagks thét he has made a mistake)

Sunglby ire Angelo Dornan,Elgin,N.B. and recorded by Helen
Creighton, July 1958

(I have recorded this = ng, or one to sam: tune from Mr.Dornan be fore)



Héjt paa en gren en krage sad Reel 194BNo.5

Hdjt paa en gren en krage sad
Chorus
Sim-sala-bim-sam-bas—sala»dus-sala-dim
R
Da kom en ha slig jager hen. Cho.
3

Han skdd den stakikels krage ned. Zho,

4
Nu er den stakkels krage ddd.cCho,
Question, What is thestory of this little Danish song?
Answer: Itis the story of a crow that is sitting high up on a
branch = dthen a na sty hunter comes a dshoots it down and in
the la 't verse it says "now the poor crow is dead, "

Thexfixstiingxizxskx Each verse is s ng twice,but the first
line al ways omits the last word,

Sung by Mrs, Erica Deichmann, Sussex, N.B. and recorded by
Helen Creighto n,July 1958



The Charming Grey Mare
Skewball Reel 194BNo.6

Skewball in the stable t- his master did say,
"lf hundreds and tho'sands on me you will hold
Go shingle your castle to the top mast with golde”
R
Ch when they arrivedat the middle of the course
There was ladies an d gentlemen drinking atoast,
Drink a heal th to Miss Portly, the sporting grey mare,
Who shook all yogr purses on the plains of Kildare,

"Some tell noble mni der, come tell unto me

How farit™he g rey mare is this moment off theej"

Oh the rider m de answer and said with a snile,

"The grey mare's behind you one hal f English mile,
Hold fast to your stirrups, 1'11 warrant you there
For 1 me'er will be beat by the sporting grey mare,"

Sungby Mr. Angelo Dornan,and rew rded by Helen Creighton,
at Elgin,N.,B.,July 1958

(he says ke can get rest of words)



