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OUNDED by DANIEL O’CONNELL over a
F century ago, the National Bank offers a
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AN HANC NAISIUNTA

Head Offices :
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Every Success
to the Festival
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98 WOODGRANGE ROAD, LONDON, E.7.
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THE IRISH CENTRE IN WEST LONDON
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CEILIDH
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Practice CEILIDH—Tuesdays - SEDP.IN,
Language Classes—Thursdays Sz RSP,
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CONNRAO NA
sAaeoilse Lonnodsin

(THE GAELIC LEAGUE OF LONDON)

Tooipig agur Apo-Coipoe :

(Officers and Executive Committee)

Uacoapdn (President) :
mare ni pLanngaile

Leap-Uacoaspén (Vice-President) :

Luam pP. 6 RN

cipoe6ipt (Hon. Treasurer) :
br1IAN LRUCS

Ranaroe (Hon. Secretary) :

cConcubar 0 DLROSNACAIN

Caiclin Mic  Tiolla 14pacts, Ppomnprar O Fallamain,
Donncad O Flannagain, Liam O Vongaile, €1bLin Ni Danaif,
Maigpead Ni Cocldm.

OBJECTS OF THE GAELIC LEAGUE :

The preservation, teaching and extension of Irish as our National
Language ; the popularisation of Irish music, dances, games
and industries ; and, generally, the advancement of a free,
Gaelic-speaking Ireland.
Membership is open to everyone of Irish birth or descent,
irrespective of religious or political affiliations.

Our work is carried on entirely by voluntary effort and all monies
subscribed are devoted to the furtherance of the League’s objects.

You are asked to become a member ; to study the Irish language,
and to place the merits of the League before your friends.
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Connnad na Saeoilse
lLonnoain

Office : 28 JOHN STREET, THEOBALDS ROAD, W.C.1.
Telephone : HOLBORN 7129.

TEACHING CENTRES

ScuooLs are held in various districts throughout London. The Central
School meets on Saturdays at the offices at 3.30 p.m.

Local Schools :

Thursday - HIGHGATE.—St. Augustine’s Hall, Archway Road,
N.6., at 8 p.m.
KENSINGTON.—Stadium Club, 45 Brook Green Road,
Hammersmith, W.6, at 8 p.m. céilioe at the same venue
every Sunday and Tuesday evening.

Members may attend both Central and Local Schools, and may enter
for the examinations, held at the end of each full year’s course. Prizes
and certificates are awarded ; and a scholarship—consisting of a fort-
night’s course at one of the Irish summer colleges with all expenses paid
—is offered for competition amongst the students of Grades III and IV.

Lectures and discussions (in Irish and English) on subjects of Irish
interest are held at the Gaelic League Offices.

Frequent Céilioce are organised by the djo-Coiroe and Local
Schools.

The Ancient Gaelic Festivals (heralding the four seasons) of Satmain,
Dpisoe, Lealcame and Lasnapa are specially celebrated with a view
to bringing them back to popular recognition.

“péile na nSaedeal ” the quarterly magazine of the League, is
published on the above Festivals and distributed free to all members.

A Rambling Section has recently been formed and weekly outings
are arranged. Full particulars of forthcoming rambles may be had on
application to LiaM O’DONNGHAILE.

EVERYONE OF IRISH BIRTH OR DESCENT SHOULD JOIN
THE GAELIC LEAGUE.
ALL PARTICULARS MAY BE HAD FROM THE HON. SECRETARY.

Minimum Annual Subscription—2/6.




AN CLAR

Part 1 of the 1940 St. Patrick’s Night Concert

ITEM
1. ORGAN SorLo “Irish War Song,” “ The Lark in the Traditional
Clear Air,” “ Men of Erin Irish Airs
UNA DILLON

2. PIPERS’ BAND : “ The Wearing of the Green,” “ Haste to  Traditional
the Wedding,” ¢ Sean Ua Néill,” “ Wrap Irish Airs
the Green Flag Round Me,” “ Leather away
with the Wattle O,” “Billy O’Rourke.”

PIOLAIRT AN CONNARTA

3. SONG : ¢ St. Patrick’s Day ” Arranged Moffatt
ROBERT IRWIN
4. SONGS : “When He Who Adores Thee Arranged Moffatt
““ The Irish Volunteers » Arranged Stanford
JOHN MCcKENNA
5. FIGURE DANCES : Four-hand Reel ; Four-hand Jig. —
GAELIC LEAGUE SCHOOL-CHILDREN
6. SONGS : “sibal a Spédo 7’ Traditional
“ Yestere’en > Arranged A. A. Needham

MONICA WARNER

7. Ampdin “ Gipe Arranged Hardebeck
““ Aan Cailin Rua ” Arranged N. Bartholomew
0ONNCAD mac concoitledao
8. RECITATIONS :  The Ballad of Father Gilligad ” W. B. Yeats
“ The Rebel Padraic Pearse’

PAUL FARRELL
9. SONGS : “ Aghadoe ” Traditional
‘ Ballynure Ballad Arranged Herbert Hughes

ASTRA DESMOND

10. VIOLIN : Selection of Irish Airs including: Arranged Eva Evalda
“ O’Donnell Aboo,” * Blackbird,” and Violet Barton

“ Foxhunter’s Jig

EVA EVALDA

II. SONGS : ‘“ @amonn an Cnuic Avrranged Hardebeck
“ The Thief of the World Arranged Larchet
ROBERT IRWIN

At the Piano ... AGNES MacHALE

. Interval of Tep Minutes. Doors closed promptly. Admission only between
items. There will be a collection to provide scholarships in the Gaeltacht for
children from the Northern Counties of Ireland.

UNA DiLLoN will play the following selection of traditional Irish airs on the
Organ : “ Boys of Wexford,” *“ 6116 S& 0o Deata dbaile,” “ The Green Flag.”




PROGRAMME

Part Il of the 1940 St. Patrick’s Night Concert

ITEM
1. PrpERS’ BAND “1I won’t be a Nun,” “ Fogarty’s Jig,” Traditional
¢ Manchester Hornpipe,”  Paddies Ever- Irish Airs
more,” * The White Cockade,” * Freedom
for Ireland
PIOLAIRT AN CONNARTA

2. SONGS : ““ .an fuipeoisin Ruao *’ Arranged Stanford
“1 Know my Love ” Arranged Herbert Hughes
MONICA WARNER

3. VIOLIN : “ Antrim Glen ” Arranged Eva Evalda
‘¢ anmpén Sniomacdm ”’ Arranged Violet Barton
Jigs Arranged Eva Evalda and
Violet Barton

EVA EVALDA
4. SONGS : “ The Snowy-breasted Pearl >  Arranged H. Hughes
“ Avenging and Bright ” Arranged Moffatt

JOHN MCcKENNA

5. SONGS : “ maigpéao Ni Ceallars >’ Arranged N. Bartholomew
“ Ropc-cata na nSaedveal ’ Arranged Dr. Annie Brereton
DONNCAO MAc concoitleao

6. STEP-DANCES : ¢ St. Patrick’s Day > —_—
‘“ Hornpipe ”’
JIMMY HUDSON

NGS : “ The Lover’s Curse ” Arranged Hughes
“ O Would I were the Tender Apple-Blossom Arranged Stanford
ASTRA DESMOND

750

8 SONGS: “ Sean OGN na nJall *’ Arranged Hardebeck
“ The West’s Awake ” Arranged Esposito

ROBERT IRWIN
9. RECITATIONS : “ The Trimmin’s on the Rosary “ John O’Brien
 Norah O’Neill ” “ John O’Brien ™

PAUL FARRELL
10. CHORUS : ¢ ampén na bpienn 7’ Kearney
SING THE NATIONAL ANTHEM IN IRISH

At the Piano ... AGNES MACHALE

In accordance with the requirements of the L.C.C.:— ) :
(i) The public may leave at the end of the performance or exhibition by all exit doors and such

doors must at that time be open.

(i) All gangways, corridors, staircases and external passageways intended for exit shall be kept
entirely free from obstruction, whether permanent or temporary. .

(i) Persons shall not be permitted to stand or sit in any of the gangways intersecting the
seating, or to sit in any of the other gangways. If standing be permitted in the gangways at the
sides and rear of the seating, sufficient space shall be left for persons to pass easily to and fro and
to have free access to exits.

PY ASK the Steward for a membership form of the Gaelic ®
League of London, the organisers of this Concert.




«ST. PATRICK’S DAY ”

Oh, blest be the days when the green banner floated
Sublime o’er the mountains of free Inisfail,

When her sons to her glory and freedom devoted
Defied the invader to tread her soil.

When back o’er the main they chased the Dane
And gave to religion and learning their spoil,
When valour and mind together combined.

But wherefore lament o’er those glories departed,
Her star shall shine out with as vivid a ray,

For ne’er had she children more brave and true-hearted
Than those she now sees on St. Patrick’s Day.

Her sceptre, alas ! passed away to the stranger,

And treason surrendered what valour had held,
But true hearts remained amidst darkness and danger

That, spite of her tyrants, would not be quelled.
Oft, oft, through the night flashed gleams of light,

Which almost the darkness of bondage dispelled ;
But a star now is near her heaven to cheer,

Not like the wild gleams that so fitfully darted,
But long to shine down with its hallowing ray

On daughters as fair and on sons as true-hearted
As Erin beholds on St. Patrick’s Day.

Oh ! blest be the hour when begirt by her cannon
And hailed as it rose by a nation’s applause,

That flag waved aloft o’er the spire of Dungannon,
Asserting for Irishmen Irish laws.

Once more shall it wave o’er hearts as brave,
Despite of the dastards who mock at our cause,

And like brothers agreed, whatever their creed,
Her children inspired by those glories departed,

No longer in darkness desponding will stay,
But join in her cause like the brave and true-hearted
Who rise for their rights on St. Patrick’s Day.

—M. J. BARRY.



“ WHEN HE WHO ADORES THEE”

‘When he who adores thee has left but the name
Of his fault and his sorrows behind,

Oh ! say wilt thou weep when they darken the fame
Of a life that for thee was resigned ?

Yes, weep, and however my foes may condemn,
Thy tears shall efface their decree ;

For heaven can witness, though guilty to them,
I have been but too faithful to thee.

‘With thee were the dreams of my earliest love,
Ev’ry thought of my reason was thine ;

In my last humble pray’r to the Spirit above
Thy name shall be mingled with mine.

‘Oh ! blest are the lovers and friends who shall live
The days of thy glory to see—

But the next dearest blessing that heaven can give
Is the pride of thus dying for thee.

—THOMAS MOORE.

“THE IRISH VOLUNTEERS ”

Hear it on the mountain,
Hear it in the glen,
Hear it in the cities—
The tramp of marching men.
Chorus :
God light the way they’re faring !
God give them strength and daring
To strike a blow for Erin,
The Irish Volunteers.

A hundred years of waiting,
Of sorrow and of pain,
And now the heart of Eireann
Beats high with hope again. (Chorus).

Lift up the flag of freedom,

And be your marching song
‘The music of the rifle—

>Tis clear and sweet and strong !

Close ranks ! too long they’re broken,
Wipe out the wasted years ;

March on, march on to Freedom
With Ireland’s Volunteers ! (Chorus).
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“srubdal & SRAD

Traditional.

A buacaillin ao1dinn Aluinhn 013,
DLud Ledtan 00 CEporoe, buwd vedr 00 POT,
Mo teun gan mire LedaT péin Jo 0eo

’S 50 0TED T, 4 maipnin, rLén.
Swbail, rudait, rubail, 4 $néo,
Ni’L Le1gedr le pagdil 4a¢T leigedr an bAir,
0 0’pdg Th mire 11 boct mo Car,
’S 50 "0Téro Th, 4 maipnin, pLén.

1t minic 0o bpeug 1€ mé apt 4 Sliin,
A’ cupt a rgé1L oom péin 1 n-1aiL,
A¢T ¢alll mé &, ’r gup bé mo pan—

’S o 0TéTd TH, 4 MmApnin, plan.
Swbail, rubait, L.

Do fniom mé Lion &’p viol mé é

A’r viol mé 0o mo thipne pém,

Cesannuiy mé clotdoesmn 0o $H&0 mo CclLEWw
’S 50 0TETO T, 4 wGining, pLan.

Swbail, rubail, nL.

ActT cumea’() A Rig Séumar tuaig,
A'r '0 MTIZ na Sé€ana Leir ap Luatar,
D7 r 0’ mMT1g mo buacaill Le6, mo nuaif

’S 50 "0TéTd Th, 4 manin, plén.
Sbal, pubal, 'mL

Vo purd mé piop ap tulac mor,

AS VeANCad 4aft 4 LUINg rao1 feol,

Cionnco cainn muiteann Le S4¢ oeoft,
’S 50 oTETD TG, 4 maiwnin, plén.

Siubal, riubat, 'n\L.

Vo véspramn péin mo Suna béan
A’ cumpceoémnn 4n ooman 1omién
So bpas’ mé mapd & no REGOE

’S 50 oTéTO TH, & Mmaipning, prLan.,
Sudal, rudal, 'n«L

[An Irish renderm by Dr. I . of
“ Shule Agrah.”] g by Dr. Douglas Hyde of the girl’s sad love-song
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4« YEST’REEN ”’
(Ulster Love Song) A. A. Needham.

Somebody whispered to me yest’reen

Somebody whispered to me

And my heart gaed a-flutter, and flew away clean
As somebody whispered to me.

And the rose that I found in my tangled hair
Was a token o’ love, I ween.

An arm gaed round my waist, yest’reen
An arm sae strong and true

And I laid my head on his breast yest’reen
For what could a puir thing do ?

An’ my heart is his for evermair

An’ nothing will come between.

—DONALD RAMSAY.
“éine ”’

Apéip 1 mé To h-uaigneac m’ Luige At mo Leabard fuain ‘oom

'S mé 45 rmeotneam af N4 cpuard deapcatd (pé) tustpum bi m’
comaift

Nuaip 4 T3NS an pi-beasn naral i1 tem’ €ao1b gup futd i rudy Liom

11 Supt binne Liom 4 ouantd nd 4 aiISear {\arh o€ ceol.

’Si coipin oear 1 mbpoig i, coimin puroce coifiedd

’Sa pib 11 Sile 11 0615 Liom nd an edld 4 Linn 45 rnam

Di & gue com bmn Le pmoilin, ‘ra leacain map na norai

’Sa chilin cpeatac ompac 4’ Tuitim 1é1 5o pail.

O’plopuigear pén oe’n pi-bean *0é’n Tip no Tpeid ap oiod i
D6’n baile Cormutoe mbiod pi né’n bean i Tuic 1 MbAoN.

Supt Tanta i ‘nép oTiomceioll ¢6m "0€anac 1an ‘ran oroce
Tan éinne bed 0’& coinn-leact 4ct i 43 riof\pilead oeon

An Th Pallap n6 sn ci Denup bi porca ‘se Dutcan, cep oub.
016 | an td an Laoy n6 4an oersbesn san ceo.

An ta Juno no fair Helen tug Papir sedl 6'n nSpéis Lesc
T’amm-re anoip ma’y méin leac, né cd bruil 00 3n6 ?

M’amm-re anoip ma’p méin Ledc, 1 0TeansaIn clipoe Saoluinn

Supt bean TA 1 bEAD 1 bPEIN ME Tan € CesfT né com

1t o bruil mo clann 0’4 TCEATAD se clann na nJall fé vdsof
rmacc

Coifci cfudada 0’4 MOLONAD Tan don eocaifl Leo.

AET berd 1140 ANNPED Aft T401b ¢noic “rna ofomai ’ca 04 bpléarsad

A’ cup na breap Le ¢éile rna Sunai oesr’ 1 SO _

Derd 1140 160 Ccoptd, TNAOCTA, Tan bpig nd e ma QSéAS4_“b

Sup booalg an feill 0’4 mosonad ‘0’4 Lém cup pén LFOO.
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“an calin rua”’

04 mbein-re 'mblaro-na map Hi mé ‘nuparo
Toig beag bett agam o’ coir 4’ cuain
Cuicin mo H&O 4mac apt an TSionnainn
Agur beapcamnn sbatle mo catlin fud.

Cunpd :
Riker pol oe voopite Lol 1le LaoOy
Agur beancann abaite mo Cailin fua.

D’tespp Liom i nd b6 ' na beapac,

S nd 4 brutl oe lommgear 4’ Teact c¢un cudin
0i 11 map 4t gpéinne 'oul i és04n stoie
Bi rgém mnd na pimné n mo cailin qua.

0i clonn Stwuaige Lé1 piopr 5o Talam

Iy bapp 4t 4 brinne go 'ocug i buad

D4 méanap 00’n feap 65 4 eobard te meatl’ i
Rog4 na geatlin mo cailin nwa.

“ AGHADOE ”’

There’s a glade in Aghadoe, Aghadoe, Aghadoe,
There’s a green and silent glade in Aghadoe,

‘Where we met, my love and I, love’s bright planet in the sky,
In that sweet and silent glade in Aghadoe.

There’s a glen in Aghadoe, Aghadoe, Aghadoe,
There’s a deep and secret glen in Aghadoe, J
Where I hid him from the eyes of the redcoats and their spies,
That year the trouble came to Aghadoe.

But they tracked me to that glen in Aghadoe, Aghadoe,
When the price was on his head in Aghadoe,

O’er the mountains, by the wood, as I stole to him with food,
Where in hiding lone he lay in Aghadoe.

T walked to Mallow town from Aghadoe, Aghadoe,
Brought his head from the gaol gate to Aghadoe,

There I covered him with fern, and I piled on him the cairn ;
Like an Irish king he sleeps in Aghadoe.

—JoHN TODHUNTER (1839-1916)
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“ A BALLYNURE BALLAD”

County Antrim Air

As I was goin’ to Ballynure,
The day I well remember,
For to view the lads and lasses
On the fifth day of November.
With a maring-doo-a-day,
With a maring-a-doo-a-daddy-o.

As I was goin’ along the road,
When homeward I was walkin’,
I heard a wee lad behind a ditch-a
To his wee lass was talkin’.
With a maring-doo-a-day,
With a maring-a-doo-a-daddy-o.

Said the wee lad to the wee lass,
“It’s will ye let me kiss ye ?
For it’s I have got the cordial eye
That far exceeds the whiskey.”

With a maring-doo-a-day,
With a maring-a-doo-a-daddy-o.

“ This cordial that ye talk about,
There’s very few o’ them gets it,

For there’s nothing now but crooked combs
And muslin gowns can catch it!”

With a maring-doo-a-day,
With a maring-a-doo-a-daddy-o.

“éamonn A’ ¢chuic”’
Traditional.

Cia h-é pin amuig

Na Bruil paobap Ap 4 sut

A5 11a0bad Mo VoAl DUNTA.

Mipe Eamon an Cnuic

T4 bdrocte puap pLuc

O piop fubd’L plétbce’t leanncta.

A 1405 31U 'ra curo,

Cnéao 0éanraimnn-re ‘ouic,

Muna gcuippinn opc beinn oom’ %tna,
S 5o bpruil pEoap 5o TS 0’4 piop-féroesd leaT
S 5O mbetmir 4apdon miacca.
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1 paoa mip’ amuig

Tao1 fneactda ‘sur £4ot fr1oc

’S Tan DANACT 4TAM At étnneac ;
Mo peirnedac san rsufl,

Mo bBpanap san cupt

11 Tan 140 4agam 4 don cop !
Ni’L caparo agam—

1r *oainio Liom roin—

D0 LLACEAD Mé Mot na DETO NAC
’S 5o gcattre mé oul TAp paISe roif,
O’p ann nac¢ bruil mo Feolca.

“THE THIEF OF THE WORLD ”’

What’s the use of Government, and what do we pay peelers for ?
What’s the use of soldiers to be standing at their ease ?

What do they seize poteen stills and hunt the highway squealer for,
When rogues can roam the highroad and go robbing all they please ?
Oh, the thief of all the world ! but sure the sorrow mend myself,
The two blue, coaxing eyes of her, the dimple on her chin !
They stole the heart right out of me, before I could defend myself—
I fell into that dimple and I can’t get out again.

She was sitting at the door, and nobody but the cat with her,
When in I stepped to light my pipe and pass the time of day ;
And I never felt the time while I talked of this and that with her,
And sure ’twas mostly evening when I rose to go away.

Oh, the thief of the world ! when up at last I got to go

My heart was gone, my head was gone, my peace of mind likewise,
But wasn’t I the omadhaun, and she pretending not to know,
And all the while the mischief in the corner of her eye!

But I_’ll have her up to court, and I’ll charge her with the felony,
And if she pleads not guilty, ’twill be only waste of breath ;

For Tll set my face against her, and condemn her for her villainy
To be locked up in my arms till the day of her death.

Oh, the thief of the world ! there’s no use in being kind to her—
Around my neck she’ll have to hang until her dying day,

As a warning to all schemers that the same way are inclined as her,
To go about their business and not set poor boys away.

—FRrANCIs A. Fany.
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“pmseocisin RUAD

Arr. Stanford.

A modern song. The poet falls asleep on a hillock overlooking the sea, and
describes his pleasure at being awakened by the song of a little red lark.

Do biop-ra 1m’ Luige 5o ritedad 1osac

An tutatg ap bopo an cuain,

Map Bicd na roillre 4y Troeacct im’ tpeo
San 40T 45 reoignead mm’ cluair,

D0 rmaoinead n gnio’nea ’n ctraogail moip
’San 15AIPead 10’1 POPNFLIOET Puad

‘Do caoin-veafic OiL1p Riog na Fcomacc

Do tuitedr 1 neol bedg rudam.

‘D4t Liom To OTAINIS £4 Mo comaip
Cant Tuinn fuipeo gin wuao,

Tan tior cd h-dipvo 0ob’ dicpesd 0o,
Cd 40T 00 feol & ap cuaifro,

Do 1Tad O h-&po O TRAIS 04 0edin
11 rseanpculy 4t ceol San buadafic
‘Do dioog mé 1m’ Lén Le h-&tar mop,
CTié aicedr an 1'5e61l 00 Ludro.

«] KNOW MY LOVE”

I know my love by his way of walkin’,
An’ I know my love by his way of talkin’
An’ I know my love all in his suit of blue,
An’ if my love laves me what will I do ?
An’ still she cried “ I love him the best
An’ a troubled mind can know no rest,”
An’ still she cried, “ Bonny boys are few,
An’ if my love laves me what will I do!”

If my love knew I could wash and wring,
If my love knew I could weave and spin,
I’d make a coat all of the finest kind,

But it’s want of money laves me behind.
An’ still she cried, “ Bonny boys are few
An’ if my love laves me what will I do !>
There is a dance house at Maradyke

An’ there my true love goes every night
An’ takes a strange one upon his knee
An’ don’t you think now that vexes me ?
An’still she cried . . . . .
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« THE SNOWY-BREASTED PEARL ”
Arr. Robinson .

Oh ! she is not like the rose that proud in beauty blows,
And boasteth that she’s so wondrous fair,

But she’s like the violet blue, ever modest, ever true,
From her leafy bower perfuming the still night air.

Oh ! she’s gentle, loving, mild, she’s artless as a child,
Her clustering tresses softly flowing down.

T’ll love her evermore, sweet cailin og, a stor,
My true love, my snowy-breasted pearl.

If I sigh—a sudden fear comes o’er her and a tear
Stands quivering within her downcast eye ;
When I smile—those orbs of azure gleam forth with love and
pleasure,
Like sudden glory bursting through a clouded sky.
If I claim her for my bride she trembles at my side,
And gently lifts her eyes with looks so tender ;
I love thee, only thee, my cailin geal, mo chroidhe,
My true love, my snowy-breasted pearl.

Such was she—but, oh ! a change, how mournful and how strange,
O’er my loved one, my own beloved one, came ;
Paler still her pale cheek grew, and her eyes of azure hue
Seemed lighted with a flame, a fatal, wasting flame.
Oh ! we laid her in the grave, where the willows sadly wave,
And the hollow winds are sighing a plaintive wail.
T’m alone ! alone ! alone ! so wearily I moan
For my lost love, my snowy-breasted pearl.

—S. E. DE VERE

“ AVENGING AND BRIGHT ”

Avenging and bright fell the swift sword of Erin
On him who the brave sons of Usna betray’d ;
For ev’ry fond eye he hath waken’d a tear in,
A drop from his heart-wounds shall weep o’er her blade.
By the red cloud that hung over Conor’s dark dwelling,
When Ulad’s three champions lay sleeping in gore ;
By the pillows of war which, so often, high swelling,
Have wafted these heroes to victory’s shore !
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We swear to avenge them !—no joy shall be tasted,
The harp shall be silent, the maiden unwed,
Our halls shall be mute, and our fields shall lie wasted,
Till vengeance is wreak’d on the murderer’s head !
Yes, monarch ! tho’ sweet are our home recollections,
Tho’ sweet are the tears that from tenderness fall !
Though sweet are our friendships, our hopes, our affections,
Revenge on a tyrant is sweetest of all !

‘ —T. MOORE.

“ mAasréno ni ceallms ”

D4 bine 0o BEILIN NA Méileac na pive

11 00 coipini gledrote 0o b'foganta cun pinnce

bi site na molac ngedal 1 4Ailneact nd h-eala

A3 catpmipc 1o’ bpagaro-re, 4 Maigpéao Ni Ceallars.

Ir ot tiom map 1géal € $a¢ bpaon veo’ curo pola

Vewe pragce 4T 4an Tcaonac 4 bi nérd outc map Tolg

Map an ygian po ©d L& Liom 11 pedpp i nd capall

It Tpio’ cleon-¢roroe 0o {&oar i, 4 Magnéso Ni Ceallars.

Mo Léan Zeapt 1 MO Cruard-Car mo N&O-pa bert peslltac
I Sup Liom péinig an Lam 00 4 £45 1 5O pannlag

Dero mo ¢foroe-re 5o bPAT-bpdT To cpdroce 10’ earba
Cé gup tug mé an bLAp ouic, 4 Margpéso Ni Ceallats.

“ ROSC-CATA nA nsaedeal ”

A bpditpe oe’n calm-fuil pespacon Foola,
Canaim Le bpoo na panna 1o oib,
I &Cap 04&pn n-anam 1 meanma MOpcaI
Rorc-cata 06¢air agatnn 0&p 0TI
€ine ap n-6a0drl beic Jaevealad ‘na h-aigne,
€ine na nJaeveal 4 1T [40f ATUP TEATAMAC :
SLOgaimip rearca £é Hnatat na pap-feap—

100 capwodar bPETAn 1 oTRearaid An rLOS.

A Ri 01l na bYlaitear, puaip pesnaro 1y pdip otimnn.
lappaimto pdipc & beic Agac ndp seuir,

lanpaimio neanc 4agur balpram ‘Do JNErTa,

Freagain & gcéiproe a5 atCafic 1o’ COIc.

A Parorp an Piappais, surd Tpéine 0o tola cusamn,
A Cartip an Congailig, Toibip 0O curo ol vumn,
A &zarr Mic Capmaim, 4 Anam an AFarais,

Suroro CANXD4Ar DNATAN 1 OTRe4aratd 4t 11L08.
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MA&r baoSalac V0N ATA04A DATCAD Lle namaro
Vémmmipr pdinne reapamail Saeveadl,

le 0éine &p n-anma slacaimir PAINT 4ann,

Fearca ni poldip & oTdalam oGinn péin ;

1 €ipe, A n-64041L 4 be1t Faevedsldd ‘nd h-aigne,
€ipe na nSaevedl 4 HBEIt Ao ATUP Teardamnac,
Slogaimip rearca ré Bpacac na pap-fesp—

Diod canaodar bRATap 1 oTnearatd &n 1Los.

MmRrIS 0 CATAIN.

“THE LOVER’S CURSE ”
Arranged by Herbert Hughes.

This one and that one will court him
But if e’er he gets any but me

Both daily and hourly I’ll curse them
That stole lovely Jamie from me.

Far in the land of the stranger,

Six hundred long miles o’er the sea,
To fight on the lowlands of Holland,
They stole lovely Jamie.

Sadness and weeping are on me
For the lad that is over the sea

But daily and hourly I’ll curse them
That stole lovely Jamie from me.

“ WOULD GOD I WERE?”
A. A. Needham.

Would God I were the tender apple-blossom,
Floating and falling from the twisted bough,
To lie and faint within your silken bosom,
As that does now.

Or would I were a little burnished apple,
For you to pluck me, gliding by so cold,
‘While sun and shade your robe of lawn will dapple.
Your hairs spun gold.
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Yes, would to God I were among the roses,
That lean to kiss you as you float between !
While on the lowest branch a bud uncloses
To touch you, Queen.

Nay, since you will not love, would I were growing
A happy daisy in the garden path,
That so your silver foot might press me going
Even unto death.

‘“sean oun na ngall ”
Arr. Carl G. Hardebeck.

11 51&0 gseal mo ¢poroe ca,’ Cip Conatll, 4 1Tom,
10’ luise map vedad 1edo Jlar ran faIfpge moi,
O gp&oamm ta 1 geomnurdoe, 5o moc 1t 5o mall,

I molpatdo mé 4 corod’ ¢a, 4 Sean Otn na nJall.

Ni’t Conmoae 1 n-Gipinn nior oeire nad ta.
Ni’t 04oine 14 "oomain nioy teanpe cail 1 cla
N4 ©d 1 0Cipn Conatll 1 brop 4agur tall,

O bLAT ban 4 ocip’ T, 4 Sean Otn na nJall.

T4 ceanga &t pinnpip 04& LabAIT ahn 50 1OILL
Com mitip, binn bldrca Le h-abpdin nd ceol

N4 n-amnzit ’pna Plarcip gan rmaccussd sen mat,
0 zn&oatm 5o 0eé ta, 4 Sean Van na nGall.

A song in praise of Donegal, taken down by Dr. Carl Hardebeck from the
singing of Con O’Freil, of Clochaneely, Gortnhork, Co. Donegal, and
published in Part II of his Gems of Melody.

“ THE WEST’S AWAKE ”’

Arranged by Esposito.

When all beside a vigil keep,
The West’s asleep ! the West’s asleep !
Alas ! and well may Erin weep,
When Connaught lies in slumber deep ;
There lake and plain smile fair and free,
’Mid rocks, their guardian chivalry,
Sing, oh ! let men learn liberty
From crashing wave and lashing sea.
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That chainless wave and lovely land,

Freedom and nationhood demand ;

Be sure the great God never planned

For slumbering slaves a home so grand,

And long a brave and haughty race

Honoured and sentinelled the place.
Sing, oh ! not e’en their son’s disgrace,
Can quite destroy their glory’s trace.

For often in O’Connor’s van,
To triumph dashed each Connaught clan,
And, fleet as deer, the Normans ran
Through Curlieu Pass and Ardrahan.
And later days saw deeds as brave,
And glory guard Clanricarde’s grave.

Sing, oh ! they died their land to save,

At Aughrim’s slopes and Shannon’s wave.

And, if, when all a vigil keep,

The West’s asleep ! The West’s asleep !

Alas ! and well may Erin weep

That Connaught lies in slumber deep ;

But, hark ! some voice like thunder spake :

“ The West’s awake ! the West’s awake !
Sing oh ! hurrah ! let England quake,
We’ll watch till death for Erin’s sake.”

—THoMAS DAvVIS.

“AamMrRANn na Spiann

Seo 0ib, 4 ¢dipoe, ouan OglLaS,
Catpéimeac, bpiogmap, ceolmap,

A oTeinte cndm go budcac TEro,

* ’S an ppéip 5o min éAlTeTAC.

11 ronhmap paobandac pinn cun gleo,
’S o cTitnmap SLE pomm tioct ve’n 10,

Fé ciinar caom na h-oroce ap peol :
Seo 0ib, canatly Admpdan na bFiann.

Cuppd t—
Sinne Tranna Fail,
Acd pé geall ag Gipunn,
Durdesn 0’4p rluas,
Tapt Tuinn 00 patnig cogamn,
Fé m6ro beit praof,
Sean-Tip &p pmnrean pearcad,
Ni paspan £é’n ociopdn nd pé’n ocpdil.
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ANoCT 4 Té€am 14 bednain baosail

le gean ap Saei)ﬂ,, cun baip no paogail,
Le guna rsnéac pé Lamac na bpiléan,
Seo 0ib, canaty Ampén na bE1ann.

Coir banta néroe, A &roaid pLétde,
Da buavsc & pinnpeasp pomainn,

AT Lamac 5o Théan pé’n pap-bpac-péim,
CA tuar 14 $401C 50 teolTad.

Da oatcar pam 0’4 seme ¢aro,
San 1ompdit prap 6 imipc A,

’S 45 11abaL map 140 1 gecomnid ndmao :
Seo 0id ! canaig Ampdn na bE1ann.

Cuppd :

A burvean na¢ pann o’puil Saorveal 11 Sall,
Sin bpeacad Lae na paoifire,

T4 pgemite p reannplao 1 geporotid ndmao,
Roim panga1d Lsocna 4n ocipe.

A ocemce 11" TREIT Tan rpréac anotr,
Sin Luipne ZLE pan ppRéIN anoip,

S 4n biooba 1 faon na bpiléan agatd :
Seo 0ib ! canatg Ampén na bErann.

Cuppd @

—PEADAR KEARNEY.
Irish tramslation by LIAM O RINN.

NOTE.—The above are the words of * The Soldier’s Song ” in Ir ish. The
audience are requested to-sing the Irish words in preference to those in English.

A SCHOOL WITH A REAL GAELIC ATMOSPHERE

ST- COLUMBA’S COLLEGE

IONA - ST. ALBAN’S

20 minutes from St. Pancras L.M.S. Rly.

BOARDING AND DAY SECONDARY SCHOOL
FOR BOYS FROM § TO I8 YEARS

For Prospectus apply :—THE HEADMASTER
- P 6 néll, IONA, St. ALBAN’S, HERTS.
Telephone : ST. ALBANS 245
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Irish Monastic and Episcopal Deeds, 1200-1600.
NEWPORT B. WHITE, M.A

A collection of deeds, tra.nscnbed from the
originals preserved at Ki.lkenny Castle, relating
to religious houses and to episcopal acts, prin-
cipally in the Counties of Kilkenny and
Tipperary. 17/6. Postage, 9d.
The Compossicion Booke of Conought.

A. MARTIN FREEMAN.

Agreements between the Western Chieftains
and the British Deputy relating to the holding
of lands in Clare and Connaught.

7/6. Postage, 6d.
Reglster of the Hospital of St. John the Baptlst.

E. ST. J. BROOKS, M.A., D.LIT

Contains upwards of ()UU dueds of the
twelfth to the sixteenth century, granting
property in Dublin and lands and churches
throughout Ireland. A valuable source for
medizval topography and genealogy.

£1 1s. Postage, 9d.
Givil Survey, 1654-1656. Vol. IV. Co. Limerick.
R. C. SIMINGTON. £1 1s. Postage, 9d.
Negociations de M. Le Comte D’Avaux En
Irlande, 1689-'90.
J. HOGAN, M.A., D.LITT.

Containing a detailed account of the state
of Ireland, the composition of Tyrconnel’s
Army, the aims of the various parties, etc.

15/-.  Postage, 9d.

IRISH MANUSCRIPTS COMMISSION

HISTORICAL PUBLICATIONS

The Chromicle of Ireland 1584-1608.
SIR JAMES PERROTT.

Containing an account of the customs and
habits of the Irish and events of the period.

12/6. Postage, 6d.

The Red Book of Ormond.

The oldest Irish family register extant,
relating to the property of the Butler-Ormond
family. 5/-. Postage, 6d.

Commentarius Rinuccinianus, Vol. I. 20/-;

Voi. 1., 30/-.

REV. FR. S. KAVANAGH, O.M.Cap.

The most important and the most ample
commentary on the period of which it treats—
the Irish Confederation of the seventeenth
century. Postage, 9d. per vol.

The Book or Armagh.
FOREWORD BY DR. E. J. GWYNN, M.A.
Contains the oldest and most important
collections of documentsrelating to St. Patrick:
his *¢ Confession,” the ¢ Lives’’ of Muirchu
and Tirechan, and other shorter pieces.
Price 15/-. By post, 15/5.

THE BOOK OF LECAN.
LEABHAR MOR MHIC FHIRBHISIGH
LEACAIN
With descriptive introduction and indexes
by Dr. Kathleen Mulchrone.

Price, £12 12s. Carriage extra.

Catalogues on Application.

Government Publications Sale Office, 3 & 4 College Street, Dublin

Z1394

W H. Cox

‘“ KILLARNEY *

FULL CREAM CONDENSED MILK

*“ SPRINGTIME °°
FULL CREAM EVAPORATED MILK

Obtainable at all Grocers.
Over 50 years unbroken Success.

THEY ARE THE PRODUCTS

OF THE CONDENSED MILK COMPANY
OF IRELAND (1928) LTD., LIMERICK.

Sole Distributors :
HENDRY BROTHERS (LONDON), LTD.,

107 Uprr. THAMES ST., E.C.4.

22



—]JRISH TEXTS SOCIETY—

The Society publishes Texts in Irish, with introductions, page for page
translations, glossaries and notes.

ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION, 15/- No ENTRANCE FEE.
Members whose current subscriptions have been paid may obtain back
volumes at reduced price.

Larger Irish-English Dictionary, 12/6. Smaller Dictionary (260 pp.), 3/-
Address—THE HON. SEC., IRISH TEXTS SOGCIETY,

c/o. NATIONAL BANK, LTD.,,

15 WHITEHALL, LONDON, S.W.1.

Cumann Lie Cleas Jaevdeal

—c.c. Lonhoain

GAELIC ATHLETIC ASSOCIATION—LONDON COUNTY
BOARD

EVERY SUNDAY

from the middle of April
until the end of August

Hurling and Football Matches

AT
HARROW MEADOW, ELTHAM RD., S.E.9.
at 3.30 p.m. and 4.45 p.m.

Details on application to
S. SMITH, 22, PERRYFIELD RD., CRAWLEY, SUSSEX
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TRADE MARK

ROUND TOWER

HE mark of the world’s finest hand-woven
tweeds and knitwear. Our 1940 ranges are
more fashionable than ever.

SUPPORT THE GAELTACHT

Wear Round Tower hand-woven tweeds and knit-
wear—because in appearance, value and wearing
qualities they have no equal

ROUND TOWER

Hand-woven Tweeds and Knitwear

ERRIS TOYS (Made in Mayo). The delight of the
children. Of Excellent Standard and Moderate
Prices.

CARRAGEEN

The pure natural health food with a hundred

delightful uses. Insist on Round Tower CARRA-

GEEN—and you can be sure you are getting the
best.

Marketed by

saelTtarra éireann
(Controlled by Minister for Lands)

FENIAN STREET AND WESTLAND ROW, DUBLIN.
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