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This is about an Indian Brave
Oh bonny and brave was he, oh!
He lived in the West, where

the sun goes to rest,

[}

' blue sea, oh!
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Far over the broad
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along,
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He’d perfect skill,

was sure to kill
ong bow,




From morn till late

he’d gladly wait

Beside a rock

or stream, oh!
To fill his huntsman’s bag

with a lordly stag -
For this was his

day-long dream, oh!
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He took the prize,
for Braves his size
In fact he beat

boys bigger, oh!

None other was braver, than this
Indian shaver

This little Indian nigger, oh!

He grew to a man — all boys can
‘Who try their hardest to do so —
He'd a wife and a cow, and a

big bow-wow,

And bold baby Braves a few, oh!













