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A society t-hat knows 1tse1ﬁ£s a Cumann Seanchais really attracys the
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likes of me — because Seanchaks besides meaning ﬂistory means cggt - as in

the phrase"nll seanchas ar bith agam don dullach sin¥ - and from the word
\
3 e 7
seanchas we get the word ‘seanchai which I take to mean storyteller and hlstorlan:>41~

V4 \389 in such a company as this I can easilys get away with saying that the song
? tradition is the real, living, abiding presence of the past in us all, the ginging
voice crying out in the wilderness of documented history "Listen to me. I am heres
and I was there. Can't you feel as I 4¢ Why must you always want to be

unemotional and objective about the Past ? %

You.see what I mean)I hope. Feelings and attitudes are mere enduring
in the mind and memory of a nation than any dry chronicle of events can efier
be. And that's why I'm now going to give y®u a few quotations from traditional
songs to see if you, on the receiving end, can recapture the feelings and l
emotions, even the peejudices of the men who first sang them.
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Before this wrong all other wrongs of Ireland au giur r—-

For they've clapped the pride of Erin's Isle in cold Kilmainham Jail.

7
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You may or may not kaow that the pride of Erin's Isle® was Parnell, but could
you feel as deeply about hig arrest as the man who sang :
[
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In a song about 2 riot, glorified by the name of the battle of Garvagh,

we have a verse that should make you think about the admingstration of the Law.
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number of the rioters were brought to court and cleared, in spite of the
Judge's opinion.,
1 The judge he would us then condem

Q'\k If it wasn't for our jurymen
Our grateful thanks is due to them

For they freed the boys from Garvagh.

And there's a certain contemporary relevance too in a song made about the murder
of an Orangeman called McBriars in 1860 or thereabouts. He was murdered,the

i song says, for being guilty of a certain indiscretion that we, Ulstermen,

have always been wzrned to avoid.

It was the whiskey in his head

T % No harm was in his mind

.3 He happened for to tell too loud

The way his heart inclined,

1{1 There's hope in my next quotation - have you still got the hope expressed in
il
‘1’} this -
/ Tdn, chigach, gin lon,ds an ohd
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Go mbeidh Eire aige Chait Ni Dhuibhir.
But here's real hatred for you - an Irishman's wish for for his enemies -
I wonder do you share it ?
Ri na bhfeart go leagzidh iad
6' ” /
Ban chliu gan mbeas gan rath gan sean
Go teimiﬁ@ mara 1 measg na bpian

| Gan faoiseamh go deo.

May God strike them down
To the pains of the flames of the fires of Hell

Unhonoured, and unrespected, poverty striken and joyless

J Without hope of release forever.
How do you feel about that ?
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Two reactions to emigration:—

But the rents were getting higher
And we could nc longer stay
So farewell unto you bonny

Bonny Slieve Gallon Braes.

Mother dear I'm over here
I never will be back
¥hat keeps me here

Is the rake of beer

1 The weemin and the crack.

I have quoted for you songs in two languages — Irish and English #
to point for you a fact of catastrophic significance in our history - the
almost total élimination of the Irish language and the substitution for ## it
of English as the vernacular in this country. ﬂgjtzstorian might now research
that process of linguistic change and give economic, sociological, political,
even religious reasons for the eventual dominance of English. He could be cool
and calm and objective apout the whole thing and we would accept his findings
as a mere statement of historigal fact. We'd be surprised if anyone got
upset about it. But the Gaelic song writers of Oirghialla at the beginning
of the 18th Centuary saw things in a different light.

411 around them they saw the crushing results of the defeat of the Boyne,
the land grabbing of the Willimmite settlers (Clann Bhullaigh) and the beginnings
of the erosion of the Irish language even in their own area. Mac - i

foomchossh

puts it all in one verse:
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T4 mo chroilse reabtha na mhile cead cuid

. '§ gan balsam £éin annad' d'fhéirfeadh dom phian

Nuair a chluinim an Ghaeilige uilig 4 tréigbheail
Is caismirt Bhéarla i mbeal gach aoin:

Bhullaidh is Jane ag glacadh léagsai

g Ar dhuichibh éireannna mor-bhall géoin,




<DI& Is nuair fhiafraim scéala, 's 6 freagra gheibhim
I “You are a Papist, I know not thee.

Now there is emotive history for you although the translation misses the effect

of the final line,

{ My heart is broken in a thousand qpieces

and I see no cure for my pain at all

When I hear my people forsake their Gaelic

[
And cacophonPs English on the lips of all,
s

Willy and Jane being granted leases QL
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—Qn—~the -best—of—our-arabite—tend—end—lea—
And if I'm a claimant, the answer is waiting

“You are a Papist,I know not thee.®
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Is it any wonder that poets like Mac%&bhﬁgi and Peadar O Doirnin filled
their songs with the language of escape - either into the past or into an

imaginary world like that mentioned by MacCooey - the beautiful land of honey

~
where the foreigner has not yet got control Ly

“a

O @Doirnin's escape route was less ethereal, but one

which people who have lived through our present troubles will understand

perfectiy. In the only Engiish poem ever attributed to him - it's called

"The \independ&nt lan" - he has this to say
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For richness of \anguage and craftmanship of construction that song

is renowned throughout the country)but those which followed on the lips of the

/‘6 | people, during centuries of linguistic deday, became less and less presentable



as tmaditional Gaelic songs.
What we know now as the Poetic Schooljof South Ulster disappeared in time,
z.nd people untrained in the art of poetry took to making their own songs =

first in uncultivated Irish then in a mixture of we+ two uncultivated languages

and finally in poorly assimilated Englishe.

Down in Forkill in 1952 I heard a song which the singer, Wings Campbell,
= A SN
called "Shule Aghra™. It is an Armagh Yefisios of the well known Shule Aroon,

a love song referring to #p the flight of the Wild @eese after the defeat of

King James at Limerick, Aughrim, and the Boyne. The song is entirely in English

except for a repeated line in Armagh Irish in each verse. When I asked the singer

who was the King he had mentioned in the song, he shouted at me "King James, the

~-:avr and the poor fellows had nothing to do

1 yonder hill
L1an Anvyr hofaore

d 8it an .
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Irish ofvcourse and is sung to an old dance tune = NOT LU cusy ——

like a jig or a reel, but to the tune of & Dbarn dance — and there's an interesting
A p——

subject for research for anyone interested in social studies - how far had

imported dances penetrated our Irish-speaking areas in the time of the Famine ? -

oy fhis song belongs to Famine times and if jsou thisk that a dancing melody and a serious

theme make a bad blend, then you'll have to hear the whole story of the song -

udar an amhrain - it's called Eélggég_gg_ginne_ﬂgi w  wphlamin of the yellow

rock” And who or what is Dilaman ? It is a kind of edible seaweed, and we have

an account of its use during famine times by a French priest, Fr. Adolphe

Perrend, who visited Gaoth Debhair - not Omeath - in 1862 - "Stepping into a

cabin in which there was no one but a little gibrl and her brothers getting

ready the evening meal we found upon the fire a pot full of dulaman ready

cooked; we asked to taste it and some was handed to us on a littde platter.

_ This weed when well dressed produces a kind of viscious juice; it has a



brackish taste and savours strongly of the sea-water. We were told in the
Country that the only use of this weed is to invrease; when mixed with potatoes,
the mass of aliment given to the stomach. The longer and more difficult the
work of the stomach, the less frequent are its calls. It is a kind of compromise
with hunger; the people are able neither to aué;ess it nor satisfy it; they
endeavour to chegg;it.“ 3

Thus for Fr. Perrand in 1862. He never thought the peopke of Omeath
would sing about it and sell it to others in Newry, to buy for themselves much
needed clothing,like the caps and boots and trousers mentioned #n the song. A no-te

in a rare publication called Ceolta Omeith has this to say : When the edihle

seawced and mosses came nko Lz
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their subject matter of their structure or their atmosphere are decidedly in the
Irish tradition. I'm thinking particularly of a verse of a song my father used
to sing for me when I was a smal} boy in Belfast. He called it ™The Armagh Cross"
and I fECZEit for its sad air and because the cposs spoke for itself in the verse,
Just as it woidd have done had the song been written in Gaelic by Ma?Cuartab
or ﬁECooey‘who had as you.remember a whole poetical conversation of“n:iggﬁ”~k
with Glagsdrummodd' Castle. But I digress.
When I came to Armagh over forty years ago I saw the remaiss of the old
Market Cross,placed in a positio:n of Pomour in the Episcopalian Cathedral; and I
read in Stuarts History of Armegh thzt on Jyly 2nd21813)the Market Cress was"prostrated

at nimn+ - ° “=-lan in nieces by some miscreants actnated hv motives of bigotry



aS It was written by the people who broke the cross and
you might expewt it was a balled worthy of the iconoclasts. I shall quote

only four lines, note the internal and final assonantal rhymes - very Irish.
The worshippers of Baal may mourn its downfall

Q)@S Since no idols they have in t_he market

It is evidently known it's a soiitary stone

Which they said was put up by St. Patricke.

Well they were probahly right about one thing - that the people said
the cross was put up by St. Patrick. In a song about another monumental cross
the 0ld Crogzss of Arboe # we find the people making the same claim for it,
and incidentally telling us why it was pput there =
‘ It was St Patrick that did adorn

(;:: That great sbone cross he placed on high

That each spectator would w®ll remember

That on a cross God's Son did die,

You éee your folk poetszggﬁggus aware of the spiritual function of the cross.
H-e is not concerned with its measurement or craftsmanship or documentation. He
has not the outlook of the historian or the arghaeologist or the museum curator
displaying shards and flints, bone§ and stones for the admgration and instruction
of peripatetics. For as Sir Thomas Browne said ~To subsist in bones and to bé but
pyramidally extant is a fallacy in duratioﬂ‘- I remember seing much impressed by
Sean 6g 0 Tuama who :0ld me that when he first saw the Ardagh chalice he cdouldn't
help thinking that over that chalice years and years ago a priest had bent
his head and said "Hic est makix calix sanguinis Mei" There's tradition for you,

the presence of the past in the hearts and minds of all of us. In 1727 -

over two hundred years ago an unsympathetic historian wrote about the old

Y-~ that the peop.e in his time believed that it was better to pray
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heard in the'ﬁﬁassicak style with an invocation of the gods and muses - he
misused the word "fabric" with all the assurance of a man who knows his Latun
roots - but the whole song is very far removed from the kind of composi$tion
derived by hedge school masters from the Gaelic poets of Munster in the 18th century.
You may remember th-t Eoghan Rua O Sullivan the greatest of our Gaelic meterists
spent some of his ill starred life teaching school in English and Doncha Rua

MacConmara, the author of Ban-Chnuic Eireann ngﬁ also took up in his time

what he ealled "An cheird fholamh" the empty trade of schoolmast_ering. Such
men as these were more concerned with the sound than the sense of the English
words they were using in verse. 'lhey were trying to reproduce in a language

they knew imperfectly the musical éffects they had achieved in Gaelic - when
writing works for Irish melodies. Their successors in the hegdge schools imitated
them, took over their whole apparatus of Classical Mythology, and produced sonmgs

like the—one-you—are-going to—hear—now— The Coleen Rua - a love song in typical
schoolmaster st,les—

=—> y Ag Caleen Rud\_
Lo’
Now of course as i¥e poetry that song is manifestly insincere -the whole

thing is artificial, the poetry of Escapism. It is derived as I have said
from the Gaelic poets of the 18th century and from the Amour Courtois of the Zxmu
Proubadours of Provence (see kmhxaim gg_gzé;ig_éghgéig\givQDaoine by Sean 0O
Tuama ). It has nothing to do with the heurtfelt poetry , writted both in Irish
and English, by peop.e with no pretensions to learning. Their poems are mirroxrs
of their daily lives -their dependance on the éland and on their cattle;
their consequent arrangements for marriage or their absolute fefusal to be bothered
with itj their deep religious convictions) their poverty and their irrepressible

\
gaiety in the face of persecution and famine and dezth. The songs are made b%all

manner of men and women - rather pejoratively referred to by their master as

A 2 Tmates. who in
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I've another weawer's song for you, this time from South Down. But

before I tell you the title of it, I'd like to &ell you a wee story. It's
about a man from Culloville who wenut to America. One day he was walking
over the Rockies and he was attacked by a bear. The two fought for a long time
SBAA L s U ek bessalaniley oxtiansbed Hoythe: gromnds And the man from Clédoville put
his foot on its head and shouted "Culloville for Wrestling tn

There in three words is the summation of an idea that underlies song after
song in Ulster and in Ireland as a whole - the idea that some little place
like Cullovillexr?iisdoonwilly had produced the sturdiest men or the fairest
women in all Iréland. Local pride rings out in the very titles - The Rose of
Moneymore, the Flower of Magherally,the Aghalee Heroes, the Boys of Mutlaghbawn,

the Maid of Mourne Shore.

was on a sunmer's evening =11 in the month of June

T was sitting silently condoling =zt my loom
Ly scissors they cutb sweetly ant my shittle nimbly £l
When 1 first composed these verses on the Mzid of Ballyaoo
o~ +Te
= The - Taid of BaNydod
Well, that's tthe Maid of - and new natuzglly enough we turn

from the fairest of maidens to the bravest of boys - in this case tne boys

of Mullaghbawn, It's a song that dates from the early nineteenth century and
almost certuinly it was writted by a weaver — a veaver that had his ear attuned
to the Gaelic songs that were being sung all arovnd him in South Armaghe He
would have been a bebefi€iary of one of the most enlightened landlords in

18th century Ireland,-Squire Ixzk=d® Richard Jackson of Forkhill Estate.

In an era of absentee landlords, Jackson,whose estate included Mullaghbawn,
tilled his own land and encouraged his tenants to do the same. He estabkished
schools for the children of the district and when they left school provided them
with handlooms and apprentiseships, thus laying the foundation of a home weaving
industry which persisted in Mullaghbawn until the beginning of this century. So
it is no wonder that in this song yog'll hear the name of Squire Jackson

mentioned with honour nearly two hundred yewrs after his death in 1787 .




The air which Jerry—ﬂieks~has~promised—to-sing'for—me comes from Joyces

0ld I£§§g\§g}k Music and Song and was ;to my surprise, apparently unknown in

Mullaghbawn itself when I visited the area in 1952 . I remember going into the

back room of a pub in Forkhiijﬁust beside the bridge over the river with Wings

Campbell and Nicholas Hughes, who all knew all about Squire dackson and the Beys

of Mullaghbawn - everything that is except the air of the song. Nicholas

claimed there was no air to it but after a lot of argument Wings said to him-—
"Och look here, Nicholas start trying to sing it, and the air will come to you,"

And he did just that, starting with an amorphous quasi-musical utterance and ending

% :
uphthe whole performance to the tune of &he Rocks Of Bawn™ and come to think of nt

there's a resemblance of a kind in meter and title between"Tng_ggggg_gg;ggyg*‘
and& he Boys of Mulla hbawn¥ and Nicholas might have had an unconscious memory of
g\tunéhe had heard locally years before., I don't know - I recorded Nicholas's version
of th; Song anyway, and so strange are the methods of oral transmission nowadays
I heard just recently a lad from South Armagh singing the song to the air oft;hg
Rocks of Bawnjy He told me he got the air from Nicholas Hughes’ record,
And now I'd like to tell you what Joyce said about the subject matter of
the song "It's 211 about a number of young men of Mullgghbawn" he said"who vere te he,
transporteékor some illegal practices (about1798) or seized and sent aboard
shap by a‘fress gang". The bress—-gang notion is highly unlikely - to my mind
Just as unlikely as another suggestion that they may have been transported for
the attempted abduction of an heiress -a suggestion based on & verse published years
ago but never sung traditionally now.
* I beg your pardon ladies, I ask it as a favour

1 hope there is no treason in what I'm going to say

I'm condoling late and early, my very heart is breaking

For a noble esquiréé lady that lives neur Mullaghbawn, '
In the zbsence of clearer proof of the nzture of their offence I prefer to think

with the people of Mullaghbawn that the boys were twrown--
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As I've told you, the air was taken from Joyceé 01d Irish Folk Music and

So ; :
20REC,. M¥oan imagine some folk puristé raising his eyes in horror at that

admission but I'd advise him to think again. If at the beginning of this century
or the last a collector transcribed a good air and it has since been forgotten
locally, then thert is every reason in the world why any words remembered should

be rejoined to that air. I'll go furthigand say that if a cotlector today

finds an impoéiished version of a good tune already noted he should see to it tha.t
the words and the good tune are put together again. Let musicologists record
impoverished versions if they like for their own fell purposes of research, let
them keep their tapes in libraries for the delectation of archivists but let us
make use of the modt musically pleasing versions of songs, already available in
cadllections. We want these songs sung not documented nor hidden away on dusty book
shelves.

All of which brings me to the next song*fBonny Portmore% I hegrd a poor

version of it in Aghadalgan, County Antrim - just beside Portmore in 1952,
but L realizesl that a better version had been noted by Bunting from a harper
150 years before. That's—the air you'll here now.

The song itself is a lament for the final destruction of a castle on the
shores of Lough Neagh and especially fornthe clearing of the woodland around it.

For me, the song is Ulster'gwersion af Kilcash.

at 1uv away.

omww vy pal Was a Lovely tune and an interesting

1ittle piece of history. I've another lovely tune for you from Joyce and another

slice of history. It's called ™The Green Linnet" and it te%?épf the fatébf a
man , who in his time was considered a great friend of Irelandn - Napolgon
Bonaparte. The song has all the marks of the Baelic Tradition - in it-s tune,
its title, and its grandiloquent verbiage.

First the tune, Gaelic speakers will recognize it as a version of

:

"Ban-Chnoic Eireann ® and scholars will point even further back to a tune

associated with the Gaelic words'"Uileacéh Dubh O™ and if you'll excuse the

£ '
\ 4—5 atrocious pun, that's about all I can do for you in pinpointing the Gaelic

o



origin of the air.
As for the title you may well ask ahy Na-poleon was called "The Green Linnet"
I'11 ask you another one - why was the 0ld Pretender known as ¥he Blackbird ;
To me such names are terms of endearment and nothing else.
And I may say that James and Bony got off lightly in the matter of allegorical
names. In Bardic times in Ireland either of them might have been called a H¥und
as a compliment — or a Salmon. And if one of them had been called a Dragon he
would have been expected to like it. Feargas Mac an Bhaird the bard of the O Rourkes
once referred to his chief as
*, an cni de chnuas Gael nGré&g
q the nut of the nut-cluster of the Gaels
There's a compliment for yau.
I think its-about time-we heard Cathal singing

Mhe Greenlinnet
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