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Ceol

Seamas Connolly

na dtéad le Luas na Méar

THE BONNY BUNCH OF ROSES

By the margin of the ocean, one pleasant ev'ning in the month of June,
When all those feathered songsters their liquid notes did sweetly tune,
'"Twas there | spied a female, and on her features the signs of woe,
Conversing with young Bonaparte, concerning the Bonny Bunch of Roses, O.

Then up speaks young Napoleon, and takes his mother by the hand,

Saying: "Mother, dear, be patient until I'm able to take command;

And I'll raise a mighty army, and through tremendous dangers go,

And | never will return again 'till I've conquered the Bonny Bunch of Roses, O.

“When first you saw great Bonaparte, you fell upon your bended knee,

And you asked your father's life of him, he granted it right manfully.

And 'twas then he took his army, and o’er the frozen Alps did go,

And he said: “I'll conquer Moscow, and return for the Bonny Bunch of Roses, O."

"“He took three hundred thousand men, and kings likewise to bear his train,
He was so well provided for, that he could sweep the world for gain;

But when he came to Moscow, he was overpowered by the sleet and snow,
With Moscow all a-blazing, and he lost the Bonny Bunch of Roses, O.”

“Now son, be not too venturesome, for England is the heart of oak,
And England, Ireland, Scotland, their unity shall ne’er be broke;
Remember your brave father, in Saint Helena he lies low,

And if you follow after, beware of the Bonny Bunch of Roses, O."

“0O mother, adieu for ever, for now | lie on my dying bed,

If | lived I'd have been clever, but now | droop my youthful head;

But when our bones lie mouldering and weeping willows o'er us grow,
The name of young Napoleon will enshrine the Bonny Bunch of Roses, O."

i

| Duibhginn)

TADHG O CRUADHLAOICH

(Continued from Page 13)

sin ciula ceoil ata imithe, nach mor inniu
as dalaibh an cheoil in Eirinn.

Ta dachad bliain on la inar tionoladh
cuig duine ar fhichid de cheoltoiri na
pibe uilleann sa rotunda (fe threoir Oir-
eachtais na Gaeilge ar a raibh Fiachra
Eilgeach agus Seamas MacAonghusa is
Seamas O Casaide agus Michael O
agus on la san i leith ni
thainig duine chun cinn mar phiobaire sa
tir seo nibu thuigseana, nibu dhicheall-
aighe, na nibu sheimhe na an duine seo
do shiol Chuadhlaocich na Mumhan.

SIOLLAI BROIN LE GAOITH

Ar an 4u la Eanair, 1952, do ghaibh
sochraid Thaidh Ui Chruadhlacich tre
Chorcaigh, siar go Roilig Barra Naofa mar
ar cuireadh e le ceol caointe o dhachad
piobaire. Agus os cionn na huadha do
ghaibh piobaire cinn Charraig Ui Leighin
an ri-phort cumha ar a dtugtar “Scoth na
bhfear coille." Is feiliunach mar a thogh-
adh an port, mar de scoth agus de rogha
na nGae! gceolmhar ab ea Thadhg seimh
O Cruadhlaoich.

Go ndeine Dia grasta da anam agus
siochain De go raibh ar an mhorsheasear
de lion tighe ata go croi-bhronach ina
dhiaigh. Is fada go bhhecfar a leitheid ar
aicme an cheoil duchais aris.

{On “Sceala Eireann” Eanair 30, 1952)
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Land-owners, professional men, and priests fell under the enchantment of Irish music
and the harp, pipes and fiddle were heard as often in the drawing-rooms of the gentry
as in the cabins of the poor.

THE MINSTREL BOYS OF WEXFORD

(By GERARD MAGUIRE)

Was there ever such music—so sofl and so soothing
So mournful and wild, so excitling and gay?
Such melody clear as the stream from the mountain
Which splashes along in its own artless way;
The blast of defiance, the sigh of oppression;
From the lilt of the lullaby nothing compares—
All the moods mixed in an Irishman’s nature

Are clearly expressed in Those Old Irish Airs.

The Fleadh Cheoil which was held in
Enniscorthy (1967) must have gladdened
fined to the common people alone. Land-
music who abound in Co. Wexford. For
the old people in particular, the Enniscor-
thy Fleadh must have revived nostalgic
memories of the famous Fair of Scarawalsh
—three miles from the town—which was
held every year on the 15th August and
the following day.

CASH, THE PIPER |

Coming as it did in the middle of the
harvest season, the Fair of Scarawalsh was
always attended by a huge gathering of
people In holiday mood who came to hear
and witness the skill of native musicians
from all over the country.

Although it is no longer in existence, the
Fair was as famous in its own day as the
Fleadh Cheoil is in our own. In Wexford
it was the biggest social event of the year
—a feast of music and dancing that would
be the principal topic of conversation dur-
ing the long winter months.

Many old timers in the county recall |
childhood memories of their parents' talk
about Scarawalsh and the many now for-
gotten minstrel boys of Wexford whose

noble spirits must have hovered over En-|

niscorthy when the Fleadh was held there.

The ghost of Johnny Cash, better known
as ''Cash, the Piper,” must have danced
a merry jig with the lads and lassies at the
Fleadh. One of the most celebrated pipers
of the latter half of the 19th century, he
was born in Wexford in 1832 and died in
1909.

A horse-dealer and tinsmith by occupa-
tion, he was a popular figure at all the
fairs in the country. He learned the art of
playing the Union pipes from an uncle
and his mother was also an excellent
violinist.

There was little about traditional lIrish
tunes that he could not speak upon with
authority and none that he could not play.
Always in demand at weddings, dances,
and christenings, his name and fame are
immortalised in a song still popular to-day:

My name is “Cash, the Piper,”

And I'm seen at race and fair;
I'm known to all the jolly souls
From Wicklow to Kildare;

I've played at dance and wedding
From Bray to Clonegal,

But the cream of entertainment
Was at “Mick the Dalty's" ball.

A TRAVELLING MINSTREL

John Cash's son, known as “‘Young
Cash," took no interest whatever in his
father's horse-dealing business and con-
centrated solely on music. He was born
in 1853 at Kilmore, Co. Wexford, and at
an early age made a tour of Munster and
Connaught collecting tunes and improving
his playing of the pipes.

| while conversing freely

Indeed, so expert did he become that

he could play a tune in ten different styles
to the dancers
around him. Patronised by the landed
gentry, who recognised his genius, “Young
Cash' was presented on the stage in
theatres and music halls.

He died at Rathdrum
early age of 38.

THE UNION PIPE

Although the origin of the bag-pipe is
lost in antiquity, the Irish were always re-
garded as expert performers on the in-
strument from very earliest times. The
development of the Piob Mor, or warpipe,
into the Irish, or Union, pipe took place
at the beginning of the 18th century in
Irish musical circles.

Wexford figured prminently in this de-
velopment and makers and players of the
Union pipes abounded all over the county.

in 1880 at the

Seamas O Mathuna, Leo Rowsome, agus Neilius O Croinin (R.l.P.)

The art of playing the instrument was
handed down from generation to genera-
tion and such families as the Rowsomes,
the Byrnes, the Cashs, and the de Lacys
made up a large part of the gathering at
every meeting of traditional musicians.

The love of Irish music was not con-
the hearts of the lovers of traditional Irish
owners, professional men, and priests fell
under its enchantment and the harp, pipes
and fiddle were heard as often in the draw-
ing-rooms of the gentry as in the cabins
of the poor.

Larry Grogan of Johnstown Castle and
Dudley Colclough of Tintern Abbey were
two gentlemen pipers of Wexford who
scorned rank and station to match their
skill with the local lads at the crossroads.

Another wealthy Wexfordman with a
taste for native music was Robert Brown-
rigg of Norrismount. One of the few kind-
nearied landlords 'n the county, he was a
magistrate wno dsvetea more time to bal-
lad sessions than to law sessions

Disguised in peasant garb, he attendesZ
dances and weddings to take part in the

festivities, and his own home was an open
house to all the wandering minstrels who
fou]nﬂ their way to the barony of Scara-
walsh,

His son, Henry Brownrigg, inherited his
father's passion for the Union pipes, which
he played long into the night, and a local
| tradition still survives that when darkness
falls his haunting music can be heard in
the valleys of Norrismount.

NOTABLE PERFORMERS

Of the many “Sogarth Aroon" addicted
to playing the pipes, Very Rev. Johrn. Canon
| Scallan and the Rev. John Dempsey were
| two of Wexford's most notable performers.
A native of Ballaghkeen, Canon Scallan
|was born in 1812 and died in 1895. His
| gifts as a musician and organiser resulted
| in the formation of the Bree Total Abstin-
ence Fife and Drum Band which produced
many famous Wexford instrumentalists.
Also an excellent violinist, Canon Scal-
lan's favourite tunes were '"The Coolin,"
| “The Blackbird,” and "The Last Rose of
| Summer," which he played to perfection at
| any social gathering of his parishiqners.

Three of his most famous pupils were
James Sinnott, Thomas Mulligan, and Pat-
rick Whelan, who invariably provided the
musical entertainment for the county's
well-known mummers.

Renowned traditional fiddlers, all three
were natives of Bree, near Enniscorthy. It
was due to Patrick’s Whelan's fostering
care that the famous de Lacy Band be-
came one of the most unique in the land.

Composed entirely of the nine members
of one family, the de Lacys were all versa-
tile musicians who provided Irish-Ireland
| entertainment in Wexford at the beginning
of this century.
| Don’t tell me the music is trashy or common
| That fills men with motives so unselfish and high,
| There is nol a bar In your famous composers,
That would stir us to fight for a cause till we die.

It lost be the cause for a time—well, no matter;
The spirit to conquer will survive in our heirs,
And the hope smold’'ring deep in an Irishman's
[ hosom
| Will be fenned inlo flame by those Qld Irish Airs

—("'Ireland’s Own'' Nov. 4, 1967)
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mitted for the Congress, which
commences at 2 p.m. on Sat.

and 11.30 a.m. on Sunday.
The Congress Mass will be
at 10 a.m. in St. Paul’'s Church

(

THE DEAR LITTLE ISLE

There's a dear little isle in lhe Western ocean,
An island of purity, holy and grand,

It's name fills its daughters and sons with emolion
When heard on the shores of a far distant land.

'"Tis Ireland, Gad bless her, the birthplace ol heroes
The homes of the patriot warrior and sage,
Of bards and of chieflains whose names live In story

! | May they live forever on history's page.

O | love every blade ol green grass on your mountain
Every leal in your tree, every rock on your sirand,
| love your green hills and your murmuring fountains
O | love you, a Cushla, my own dear nalive land.

You once were a proud and a glorious nation,
Your namemand your lame were known all o'er the
world,

John Joe Gardiner, his sister, Mrs. Kathleen Harrington, and Joe Leddy |
——— | (Repeat 3rd Verse).

'Til misfortune came o'er you and sad desolation
And the emerald banner in slavery lay unfurled.

They tortured your children,
bower,

They tried to exterminate you long ago,

But the Irish are somehow like wild creeping flowers

The faster that you pluck them the quicker they
seem lo grow.

despised your green
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AG DEANAMH CHEOIL LE SEAMAS MacMATHUNA
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“O'Connell's Farewell to Dublin” is a set-dance in 12/8 time, which Patrick Kelly, of Cree, played for me. |
have never heard it played by anyone else.
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“MacAuliffe’s Reel” and “Martin Wynne's No. 2" are two reels which are nurrently popular at Fleadhanna.
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MY NAME IS CASH, THE PIPER

(By JOHN McCAFFREY)
WENTY years ago Green Lanes, Terenure, was the favourite temporary quarters of
the travelling people from the south of Ireland when they came to Dublin for the
festive season. | have a vivid recollection of a fascinating experience | had in this place
one Saturday afternoon preceding Christmas. From a distance | heard the scund. of
bagpipe music and, as | approached the caravans, | was enchanted with the rousing

strains of "Garryowen."

Naturally, | stopped and listened until
the conclusion of the alfresco entertain-
ment. | then chatted with the two pipers
and the little boy who said he hoped to
play as well as his father did when he grew
up. The men explained that they were
practising playing their “favourite jigs,
reels and hornpipes for the Christmas.'
Fortunately | had my camera with me on
this occasion and they very kindly agreed
to allow me to take their photographs.

They told me that they were traditional
Irish pipers and that they toured all Ireland.
They played the pipes at Killarney, Killor-
glin, Ballinasloe and other towns where
“things were stirring."”

Their sets were Uileann pipes with
keyed chanters and regulators. They owed
their popular name to the fact that they
were a union of the tones produced by
two musical instruments, a simple bagpipe
and an organ. These two pipers made a
lasting impression on me. They were very
intelligent men, with gentle and melodious
voices. In a casual manner they mentioned
that their ancestors had made their living
by doing a bit of piping in addition to their
trade as horse-dealers.

They said they would be complimented
if | sent the snaps if they came out at all.
They were not optimistic, because there
was no sunshine and the light in the lane
was fading. However, if the results were
worth looking at | was to forward the like-
nesses to "“Pat Cash, care of the General
Post Office, Dublin."” As directed, | sent
contact copies of my two negatives which
were comparatively successful “though
earth and sky looked dreary,” In due course
| received a flattering letter of thanks.

ONLY PICTURE

Some years later a member of the Uil
eann Pipers' Club, 18 Thomas St., Dublin,
informed me that my Chistmas-week snap-
shot was unique. It appears that it is the
only one known of the famous traditional
piper, Johnny Doran, who died in 1948, as
the result of an accident when the wall of
a derelict building at New St., Dublin, col-
lapsed and crushed him as he was dress-
ing in his parked caravan.

Francis O'Brien, a first cousin of Johnny
Doran, communicated with me and Im-
plored me to get him a copy of the snap-
shot of his cousin with the Uileann pipes.

Of course, | was only too pleased to
oblige Francis O'Brien and from him |
heard the fabulous story of the eminent
Irish piper, Johnny Doran, who during his
compgratively short life made a great name
rq[_r,;s_ mself as a gentle and unassuming
musical genius. His talent was handed
down to him from generations of Irish
pipers.

He married Mary Cash, the handsome
daughter of Myles Cash, a horse-dealer,
who used to live at Castledermot, Co. Kil-
dare. Among Francis O'Brien's most
treasured possessions are the two records
Johnny Doran made of the following tunes:
“The Coolin,” “Slievenamon,” *Rakish
Paddy,”" and “The Bunch of Keys."

"I spent five years,” remarked Francis,
“searching for these records. | have also

got Johnny's tin-whistle at which he was
so expert that he could charm the birds
on the bushes. Another precious heirloom
is the set of Uileann pipes on which
Johnny's father used to play when he was
a strolling musician. | have had these
pipes repaired many times. They are just
a bit flat to a trained ear, Sti|l they are a
keep-sake of a good companion, so |
don't mind."”

CARRIED PIPES

Francis O'Brien also told me that he and
Johnny Doran are the great-great-grand-
sons of the celebrated John Cash, who
was born in 1832 and died at his resid-
ence in Wicklow in 1909. His Tipperary
uncle, James Hanrahan, taught John Cash
how to play the pipes. He married the
beautiful Irish dancer, Polly Connors.

They kept an established home, but on
his horse-dealing journeys John Cash al-

Johnny Doran, wearing cap,

ways carried his Uileann pipes in his gig.
He was a magnificent specimen of man-
hood and he was very particular about
his personal appearance. He wore a white
collar, an artistic black cravat, a black
claw-hammer coat, breeches, brogue shoes
and a black soft hat.

" Cash the piper,” as he was called,
was a famjljar figure at the Fair of Scara-
walsh, which was formerly held annually
on August 16th. At all his recitals he in-
cluded "Cash’s hornpipe.” This was played
in five parts. According to an old ballad,,
from which | quote the following lines,
John Cash was undoubtedly a popular
piper in the provinces:

My name is Cash the piper
And I'm seen at race and fair.
I'm known to all the jolly souls
From Wicklow to Kildare.
I've played at dance and wedding
From Bray to Clonegal,
But the cream of entertainment
Was at ""Mick the Dalty's" ball.
And when the dance was over,
The dancers all sat down;
In tumblers, tins and tea-cups,
The punch was steaming round
While rough and ready Hugh
struck up,
And sang the ‘Ould Plaid Shawl,
Which braught three cheers with
laughter loud
At "Mick the Dalty's" ball.

{To end of next column)

with Pat Cash and his son.
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Cé Ta Ann?

A diligent worker for Comhaltas, & singer &and
ballad-meker, adjudicator and islander, of Jovial
countenance.
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Nodanna:

1. Lovely as a lree?

. A “‘bonny’'’ lass (reel).

. An all important quality of good music.

Some are called Lambeg.

. Sever lo provide a song stanza.

& 9. A most salisfying happening In Germanston
. A city of strife.

. Irish Traditional music is sald to be of this type
theoretically.

10. A debated alternative to ''Uilleann."

11. Former winners of senjor Ceili Band title at
Fleadh na hEireann.

12. Patron Saint of music.
13. Usually a good Ulster Fleadh.
14, A "‘lovely'’ Southern river.
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MY NAME IS CASH, THE PIPER
(Continued from page 18)

John Cash had also a versatile son who
became a professional piper. Born at Kil-
more, Co. Wexford, in Oct., 1853, young
James Cash proved that what O'Farrell
wrote in his ‘‘Collection of National Irish
Music for the Union Pipes" was not an
over-statement. He said that the instru-
ment, so much improved towards the end
of the 18th century, could play any kind
of music, and with the additional accom-
paniments which belong to it, produce a
variety of pleasing harmony which forms,
as it were, a little Band in itself.” James
Cash gave many public recitals of his re-
markable gift. He died in Rathdrum at the
height of his fame when he was only 37.

{From *‘Irish Press'' 12th June, '61)

Annual Subscribers

If you woud like to have '‘Treoir'" forwarded to
you directly the Annual Subscription Is 7/6p. (In-
cluding postage). Write ‘‘Treoir,” 6 Sr. Fhearchalr,
Baile Atha Cliath 2

Young Dermot Crehan (centre) watches attentively as the All-lreland
under-18 duet, John Regan and Pat Glacken, perform at the Tionol

p=== (From Page 13)

Yet from the dead speaks one with pale, calm brow
Most beautiful, who in a weakened frame
Possessed a heart of fire. | see his face,
And startled whisper Sean MacDermott's name.
As when | held him in a last embrace

His voice comes to me now
Upbraiding me for toying with despair
And words compassionate, mere waste of breath
For one who never wavered unto death
But passed to wait for me in God’s clear air.

And though this idle tribute of our tears
We pay to him and all, we know ’tis vain;
For they have died with proud unflinching gaze
Glad that in death they wiped away the stain
Of servitude that marked us in the ways
Of past disgraceful years,
And linked our time with ages long ago
And chieftains who to no false altars bowed,
Whom gifts had never won, nor threats had cowed—
Emmet and Tone, Sarsfield and Owen Roe.

Like Naesi when enmeshed by hunters' toils,

Or grim Cuchulann battling with the sea,

They fought with souls that knew not of defeat,
That could in failure shout for victory,

Though for them came no years with memories sweet
1 Nor wealth of battle spoils,

No feasting in the halls with song and wine.

They chose the halo of a cause o'erthrown,

A Spirit wafted out of Palestine.

That the Dark Rose can never die nor fade.
Though failure and eclipse be now her lot,
The glory dimmed wherewith she was arrayed,
And she for her brave dead in some lone spot
Lie folded up in grief,
The Watchers on the coast shall yet behold
Her ship come home upon a landward tide,
And send her word imperious far and wide
Calling her knights to battle as of old.

For round their brows and through their souls had blown

They have but died to strengthen our belief @;
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RAMBLING-Rambling-Rambling

Well, here we are again, thar n-ais ag
obair, | suppose, by now and looking for-
ward to plenty of winter activity. No doubt,
top of the list will be the Scoraoicht com-
petition and it is expected that again this
year there will be an increase in the num-
ber of branches participating. This com-
petition is becoming extremely popular and
will probably be further enhanced by the
fact that RTE will present fourteen half-
hour scoraiochtanna on Sunday evenings
commencing on the 28th September.

The competition is considered an ideal
branch activity as it involves so many
people. The Central Council has also de-
cided this year to organise a week-end
Course for Scoralocht producers, and this
will probably be held in Birr.

*

The repeat of the Television programme
from Fleadh Cheoil na hEireann in Cashel
was on Thursday, 4th September, instead
of 29th August, as originally announced.
The programme has been highly praised
throughout the country and is an indica-
tion of the popularity of Irish traditional
music, song and dance on television.

*

It is interesting to note in recent times
that there is much talk of the re-organisa-
tion and enlargement of the Arts Council.
No doubt, most Comhaltas members will
be looking forward this time to adequate
representation for their organisation on the
Council. One would find it hard to under-
stand how a vast musical body like Comh-
altas Ceoltoiri Eireann could be omitted!

¥

| often wonder why so little time is given

to Irish traditional music on Radio Eireann.
This wonder was increased recently when
| was listening to a Request Programme.
The announcer told us that there had
been many requests for Irish dance music
which she proceeded to give us. | sat
back contentedly to listen and no sooner
had | fixed the cushion under my head
when the record was faded out and the
next ‘pop' record called and, no doubt,
allowed to finish.

| can understand that, perhaps, the
young lady announcer did not like our
native music, but a very big section
of our discerning people do. It Is ap-
palling and saddening that genuine
traditional music is so seldom heard
on the morning Radio programmes.
Bimis ag faire!!

An interesting and very practical com-
mentary reached me from Sean O Drisceoil
as follows: "It seems ironic to me that, at
this point in time, when interest in tra-
ditional music is running at a high level,
many of the valuable source books rele-
vant to Irish songs are no longer freely
available. Examples of these books are:
“Ceol na nOilean'" (An tAthair Tomas O
Ceallaigh—An Gum), “Amhrain Ghaedhil-
ge an larthair' (Micheal O Tiomanaidhe;
Conradh na Gaeilge, 1906), “Amhrain
Chlainne Gaedheal” (Tomas agus Micheal
O_ Maille; Conradh na Gaeilge, 1925),

fuintir Mhic Slinneadara, Clodeiri, Cluain Meala.

“Amhrain na nGleann" (Finghin na Leamh-
na; Educational Co. of Ireland for the Irish
Folklore Commission, 1939), "Amhrain
Mhuighe Seola" (Mrs. E. Costello; Talbot
Press, 1923). A fuller list of out of print
books could be compiled from the biblio-
graphies of works such as "An Gra in
Ambhrain na nDaocine'" (Sean O Tuama; An
Clochomhar, 1960)."

*

IRISH PIPES

| heard them once in the long ago,
But the memory lives to-day,
Tho' the sound is hushed and the player

THE

dead,
And | am far away.

| think of them now when twilight throws
Over earth its chastening spell;
And the feelings that surge through my
yearning heart,
None but myself can tell.

| think of the happy moments spent
'Neath the yellow harvest moon,

When, the day's work o'er, my feet kept time
To the piper's merry tune.

And many a tale they call to mind
Of the dark, dark days of old,
When for Freedom's cause, in the battle
fierce.
Fell many a hero bold.

Nor Irish heart resist,
They bring the past to memory back
From out of the ages' mist.

| long to be back in Ireland again,
To wander at will and free,
And to hear again the skirl of the pipes

Mr. Brophy (originally from Knock, Roscre

Their music hath power no tongue can tell |

Na Fleadhanna
Go Dti

1951—Muileann Cearr.
1952—Muineachan.
1953—Ath Luain
1954—Cabhan
1955—Baile Locha Riach
1956—Inis
1957—Dun Garbhain
1958—Longphort
1959—Durlas Eile.
1960—Mainistir na Buille
1961—Beal Atha na Muice.
1962—Guaire
1963—Muileann Cearr
1964—Cluain Eois.
1965—Durlas Eile
1966—Mainistir na Buille
1967—Inis Chorthaidh
1968—~Cluain Eois
1969—Caiseal Mumhan
e ——————————————]]

Seo

|
|

| From Irish Minstrels and Musicians: “The
Irish peasantry cannot resist the witching
| tones of the violin or Union pipes or other
popular instruments. 'If you would keep
them in their seats,’ says an English tra-
veller, 'you must fasten them down.’” How
expressive is the sad, sweet wail of Louis
Davoren, whose verses betray a wistful
desire to relieve his attack of nostalgia by

a) and his two. piping sons, Pat and James



