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Little Beggarman

YouTube: Clancy Brothers and Tommy Makem - Rare Rare Old footage

Well, I am a little beggarman, a begging I have been

For three score or more in the little isle of green

All over the Liffey and down to Segue

I'm known by the name of auld Johnny Dhu 

Of all the trades a going, begging is the best

When a man gets tired he can sit down and rest

Singin' for his supper when there's nothing else to do

When I come around the corner with me old rigadoo 

I went to a barn, went down to Currabawn

Got down on the floor and I slept till the dawn

Holes in the roof and the rain seeping thru

Me toes froze together in me little beggar shoes 

Who should I waken but the woman of the house

With her white spotted apron and her calico blouse

She began to frighten so I said boo

Sure, don't be afraid, it's only Johnny Dhu 

I met a little flaxen haired girl one day

Good morning little flaxen haired girl, I did say

Good morning little beggarman how do you do

With your bags and your rags and your auld rigadoo 

Buy a pair of leggings and a collar and a tie

A nice old lady you will find by and by

Buy a pair of leggings and I'll color them blue

For a foxy old lady I'll make her too 

Arum diddledidiedida ...

Over the road with me pack on me back

Over all the fields with me big heavy sack

Over the hills with the moon peeking through

Singing, skin a ma rink a doodle on me auld rigadoo 

I must be going to bed, it's getting late at night

The fire is all out, so out goes the light

Now you've heard the story of the auld rigadoo

So good night and God be with you, this is auld Johnny Dhu 

http://nl.youtube.com/watch?v=p5o8XlucwpQ
The Little Santa Claus

Because every songwriter must have a Christmas song, Simon Oak made this one:

(to the tune of The Little Beggerman)

I am a little Santa Claus, asinging I will be

High in sky and aside your Christmas tree

I travel from the north and I travel to the south

And I fill every shoe and boot I will come about

It doesn't really matter if you're young or if you're old

All my presents will be simple not the stuff they make of gold

And if you sing a song for me I'll stay a little while

And I'll stay a little longer when the small ones smile

I went to a barn, I went down to Currabawn

Got down on the floor and I worked till the dawn

Packing all the presents whith the rain seeping thru

And me toes froze together in me old Santa shoes 

Who should I waken but the woman of the house

In her white spotted apron and her calico blouse

She began to frighten so I did some hohoho's
Now, don't be afraid, this is only Santa Claus

Over the road with me pack on me back

Dashing through the snow with me big heavy sack

Over the hills with the moon peeking through

Singing "Ding, Dong, Merrily" on me auld rigadoo
You must be going to bed, it's getting late at night

The fire is all out, so out goes the light

Now you've heard the story of the three hohoho's
And I wish you Merry Christmas, this is auld Santa Claus

The Red Cross Social
For those that need some more challenge, try this song, written by Robbie McMahon, Spancilhill, Co Clare.
Robbie wrote this song in the mid 1950’s, at the time he was a member of the Ennis branch of the Red Cross. The week before the branches annual dinner dance Robbie caught a bought of flu and unsure he would make the social event he was sitting by the fire with his mother up at the table and he asked her for a piece of paper that he might scribble down a song. 

The words highlighted in red text are the names of districts in the townlands of Ennis. Various members of the Ennis Red Cross are mentioned in the song, the first name, Eddie Murphy, was the Unit Officer for the Ennis branch of the Red Cross most.  
Oh excuse me Eddie Murphy now I'm going to sing a song
It's not a very short one or it’s not so very long
It's about a little social that we got up in our own
So I'll tell you all about it if you leave me alone
I left me home tonight and I'm sure it was six o’ clock
Upon me ‘Humber’ bicycle I didn't give a jot
I was singing songs and whistlin' as I came along the line
Says I to meself "oh will I ever be in time"
I left a mile behind me and then I met a client
Says I to him, says him to me we'll go and have a pint
His surname I won't mention but his Christian name was Bill
So we went into Duggan's public house way out in Spancilhill
He drank plenty porter while I had orange crush
Now Bill says I, I'm going cause I'm in an awful rush
I sat up on me bike again and over by Tooreen
Such flying in a bicycle the likes was never seen 

When I came to Corrovorrin, sure I was seeing things twice
I met a cailin on the road "goodnight" says I "Miss Nice"
Will you come for a gallop while the night is grand and fine
Yerrah said she "I have a husband and a family of nine"
I must be an awful eejit for everything's going wrong
And the only thing I'm good for now is making up a song
I'm codded by the women and I'm codded by the pub
Still if you aren't nice to them tis they can give the rub
I sat up in me bike again and drove away like hell
I rounded all the corners without ringing e'er a bell
When I saw the river Fergus, I began to frown 
Sayin' I don't believe a word of it but I must be in town
I saw a lot of buildings I saw the Queens hotel
Be'dad says I'll go inside and I won’t I feel a swell
Tom Neil took me coat and cap and brought me to the bar
Tis there I had more orange crush while he did have a jar 

I went into the dining room to see what was in there
Now there were all the Red Cross and they're sitting round in chairs
We were all in our uniforms the black and blue and red
But says I to Eddie Murphy are we ever getting fed
Be God the supper landed they brought a knife and fork
They had some mash potatoes and a skelp of turkey cock
They brought some dessert after and more things that they had

And be'dad said Jimmy Hickey that supper wasn't bad
Wasn't I lucky to be in for it and I very near was late
I'd a missed my bit of dessert and a lovely bit of meat
And when the supper is over I'm sure Eddie will pull a cork
And give out a round of whiskey to wash down the turkey cock
Aren't the girls looking lovely sitting over there
With their grand rosy cheeks and their lovely curly hair
And look at Carmel Healy at me she's winking o'er
But see her dance a hornpipe when she gets on the floor 

Oh look at Michael Conway is he not good to eat
Ah the divil a bit at all the thief has left there on his plate
And look at all the rest of them and what do you think of that
I'm sure if we had another social some of the Red Cross would be fat
Isn't Eddie Murphy looking well since he ate up all the things
Twas only half an hour ago he was looking very thin
But if you want to know who ate the most it wasn't Mick or Dan
But a man up from Clarecastle that's Alfie Hanrahan

Dr. McCarthy the man that we all love
He's so very nice to all of us and as gentle as a dove
He's great to give a lecture, one of the very best
And no matter what you say to him you never see him vexed
There goes Nel McTernan a girl so grand and tall
She's the ladies unit officer and the bell of the ball 
And there goes Cathleen Brooks sure she's working night and day
To keep the Red Cross going in many a kinda way
Thank you Eddie Murphy, thank you one and all
And thanks to Fr. Sennan who is praying for us all

So now I've entertained you and I've kept you all alive
So good luck and God be with you until 1955
