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Note: These songs were known by me, my five siblings and my cousins from the time 
we were little children. Pony Boy and Cheyenne were sung to us by our grandfather, 
David E. Handy, 1887-1964. Pony Boy was especially a favorite as Grandpa would  
cross his legs, put the young children on his knee and sing while he gently rocked them 
up and down. 

I personally cannot recall my grandfather singling these songs to me but my older 
cousins do. However, I recall vividly my father singing these songs throughout his life. 
George Brown Handy, 1921-2015, loved his western and family heritage and enjoyed 
singing these tunes even into his later years. They were passed down to his children, 
grandchildren and great grandchildren. Other than the familiar Strawberry Roan, the 
other three tunes are folk songs that must have come out of Whitney, Idaho, a small 
Mormon farming community where our grandfather was born and raised. Other than 
that, we know little about them but are happy to share them with this collection effort. 
Should you have any questions please don’t hesitate to let us know. 


STRAWBERRY ROAN

I was hangin' 'round town, just  spendin' my time 
Out of a job, not earnin' a dime 
A fellar steps up and he said, "I suppose - 
You're a bronc fighter from looks of your clothes." 
"You figures me right, I'm a good one." I claim; 
"Do you happen to have any bad ones to tame?" 
Said "He's got one, a bad one to buck 



At throwin' good riders, he's had lots of  luck." 
 
I gets all up and I ask what he pays 
To ride this old nag for a couple of days 
He offered me ten; I said, "I'm your man, 
A bronc never lived that I couldn't fan." 
He said: "Get your saddle, I'll give you a chance" 
In his buckboard we hopped and he drives to the ranch 
I stayed 'til mornin' and right after chuck 
I stepped out to see if this outlaw can buck. 
 
Down in the horse corral standin' alone 
Is an old Caballo, a Strawberry Roan 
His legs are all spavined, he's got pigeon toes 
Little pig eyes and a big Roman nose 
Little pin ears that touched at the tip 
A big 44 brand was on his left hip 
U-necked and old, with a long, lower jaw 
I could see with one eye, he's a regular outlaw. 
 
I gets the blinds on 'im and it sure is a fright 
Next comes the saddle and I screws it down tight 
Then I steps on 'im and I raises the blinds 
Get outta the way boys, he's gonna unwind 
He sure is a broad walker, he heaves a big sigh 
He only likes wings, for to be on the fly 
He turns his old belly right up to the sun 
He sure is a sun-fishin', son-of-a-gun. 
 
He's about the worst bucker I've seen on the range 
He'll turn on a Nickel and give you some change 
He hits on all fours and goes up on high 
Leaves me a spinnin' up there in the sky 
I turns over twice and I comes back to earth 
I lights in a cussin' the day of his birth 
I know there are ponies that I cannot ride 
There's some of them left, they haven't all died. 
 
I'll bet all my money, the man ain't alive 
That'll stay with Old Strawberry 
When he makes his high dive.


Redwing


There once an Indian maid,

A shy, little prairie maid,




Who sang a lay, a love song gay

As on the plains she whiled away the day

She loved a warrior bold,

This shy little maid of old

But brave and gay he rode one day

To battle far away.


Now the moon shines tonight on Pretty Red Wing,

The breezes sighing, the night bird crying.

Far, far beneath the stars her brave lie sleeping

While Red Win’s weeping her heart away


She watched for him day and night,

She kept all the campfires bright

And under the sky each night she would lie

And dream about him coming by and by.

Now when all the braves returned,

The heart of poor Red Wing yearned

For far, far away her warrior gay

Fell bravely in the fray.


Now the moon shines tonight on Pretty Red Wing,

The breezes sighing, the night bird crying.

Far, far beneath the stars her brave lie sleeping

While Red Win’s weeping her heart away.


CHEYENNE


Cheyenne, Cheyenne, hop on my pony

There’s room here for two dear

And after the ceremony

We’ll ride back home

Back home as one dear

On the pony they called Cheyenne.


PONY BOY


Pony Boy, Pony Boy,

Won’t you be my Pony Boy?

Don’t say no!

Here we go!

Out across the prairie.

Marry me, carry me,

Ride away with me!




Giddy up, giddy up, giddy up…whoa!

My Pony Boy!


I HAD AN OLD HORSE


I had an old horse and his name was Napoleon

All on a count of his bonny parts.

I hitched him up to my little red wagon

Hollered giddy up when I wanted to start.


He was bred as fine as Hambletonny,

His hair was as fine as any silk.

I hitched him up to my little red wagon

When I wanted to stop, I hollered, “Milk!”


When I was out in the barn a’sleepin’

Mouth open wide

Along came a rat and he got scarred

And  jumped right down in my insides!


I got a piece of cheese as you can see

And placed it on my chin.

I got a tomcat full a’ fleas

Up came the rat and saw the cat

And down went the rat, cat

The whole darn cheese!


Out in the wood shed pickin’ up chips.

Shave and a haircut---six bits!



