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" All Toilet and Sickroom Requisites

{ Photographic Supplies aTE
‘ \ | Developing and Printing

:‘ | Kodak Agency
LARKHALL

CO-OPERATIVE DRUG ASSCCIATION LTD.
DISPENSING CHEMISTS

| 96 UNION STREET, LARKHALL
Talephone—Larkhall I637
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! 1 Meccano, Hornby Trains Orders Delivered
A and good selection
b of
! Tri-ang Toys
i Edward McMillan
ks BUTCHER
1 Misses E. & H. Haston 5 ARGYLE STREET
L * Ironmongers & - STONEHOUSE
General Merchants : Telephone 451
14-16 TRONGATE Sausages and Black .
STONEHOUSE Puddings of Pre-War
Telephone: 216 Stonehouse Quality
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SONGS OF AVONDALE

CONCERT

(in aid of Old Folk’s Welfare Committee Funds)

STONEHOUSE PUBLIC HALL
FRIDAY, OCTOBER 15th, 1954

Chairman :

J. S. McEWAN, Esq., M.A., LL.B.

ARTISTES:
Elmar Kennedy ... Soprano A
William Noble ... Bass
Robert Russell ... Tenor
Betty Craig Violinist
William Whitelaw Baritone

Neil H. Lees ... Accompanist
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Our Line

is to give every Customer satisfaction
with every job. Bring your next printing
order to us where it will receive expert
attention. Letterheads, Account Forms,
Duplicate Books, Programmes, Dance

Tickets, Etc.

ESTIMATES GIVEN

Before placing your next order consult—

Wm. Burns (Larkhaﬂ) Limited

Clydesdale Printing Works, Union Street, Larkhall
TELEPHONE : LARKHA‘LL 2 ‘
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About The songs

The songs to be sung to-night were inspired by the
countryside around you: by such familiar places as the Avon
Valley, the Aul’ Drove Road, Doosdale, Brankston, and the
Linthaugh Brae.

They are iocal songs; but then many of the world’s
loveliest songs have a ¢,local” setting: “The Banks o’ Doon,”
“ Kelvingrove,” “ Killarney,” * The Banks of Allan Water”
among them. It may be that some of these songs, some day,

will be sung * faur ayont > Avondale.

The composer is Neil H. Lees, A.R.C.O., County
Organiser of Music (who is to be the accompanist to-night),
and the lyricist A. MacCormack Thomson, a journalist and a

son of Avondale.
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Wireless Parts Stocked
Gramophones  Repaired
Batteries Charged :

JOHN GUNN

Motor Cycle Agent and Repairer
Oxy-Acetylene Welder

KING STREET GARAGE
21-27 King Street, Stonehouse
Telephone—Stonehouse 227

Any Make of Motor Cycle or Car Stocked

Petrol, Oils, Tyres and Accessories Stocked

Coming Attraction

SBrand
Xmas Show and Sale

Public Hall, Stonehouse

Two Afternoons and Evenings
MONDAY AND TUESDAY
29th & 30th November, ',I954

Further details will be given at your Local Branch

Larkhall Victualling Society Limited




“SONGS OF AVONDALE?”

Words byA A. MacCormack Thomson
Music by Neil H. Lees

Anita

A July child she was and rare,

Anita of the glowing hair ;

And as she grew in slender grace

Sweet mischief lit her comely face
And pulsed the dimples there.

Still pools were eyes of deepest blue
That sparkled when her smile broke through ;
And when her lips were parted slow
They formed a witching cupid’s bow :
Red petals moist with dew.

Her laughter was like tinkling bells

That fairies ring to bind their spells,

And in her voice were all the notes

Of Highland rills and songbirds’ throats
And music that excels.

Ere field and stream in saifron light
Were soft enfolded by the night :
Then, in the tender afterglow,
Her spirit soared from us below

To that dear land so bright.

Anita’s darling song is sung,
On earth the passing knell has rung,
And we who shared with her the pain
Lift up our eyes in trust again'

To where a Creés is hung.



The Green Howm Lea

’I1 meet my love on Lintoch Brae,
On Lintoch Brae, on Lintoch Brae,
An’ doun the bonnie glen we’ll gae

To where the Avon flows.

We'll wander owre the green howm lea,

The green howm lea, the green howm lea,

And yonder where there’s nane to see
He'll pu’ for me a rose.

And in my hair sae tenderly,

Sae tenderly, sae tenderly,

Hell nest the bud and syne ca’ me
The sweetest flower that grows.

And then my love my lips will pree,

My lips will pree, my lips will pree,

And promise aye to shelter me
Frae ev’ry wind that blows.

Upon yon bank in ecstasie,

In ecstasie, in ecstasie,

Wwe'll cling beside the scented tree
While red the sunset glows.

And sae twill be this nicht for me,

This nicht for me, this nicht for me,

Wi Johnnie on the green howm lea
Where Avon gently flows’



'The Hoolet

The hoolet cries frae the he’rt o’ the nicht,
Oot o the nicht’s black he'rt cries he:
T’ Sib the Hoolet, I hate the licht,
Mune an’ staurs in the mirk for me;
T see what mortals canna see
In the burnin’ sun that blin’s the e’e.
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High on a branch o’ the oalen tree
T watch the creepin’ things at wark :
Foumart an’ stoat, an’ the fox sae slee,
Huntin, their meat in the shroudin’ dark ;
The shroudin dark that nocht can hide
Frae the een o’ a hoolet roon an’ wide.

Owre in the kirkyard, gbostly grey, -
Shadows move as the mune slips by,
An’ the he’rt o’ a hoolet is sad an’ wae.
An’ his breist is raxed wi’ a sabbin’ cry :
Whoo!
Whoo-0-0-0!

Oot o’ man’s ken or in’t are you
That swee like reek owre the holy stanes
Fell shapes to gar a body grue,
Craeturs o’ neither flesh nor banes:
. Whoo'!
‘Whoo-0-0-0 !

The whirlin’ warld turns warm an’ bricht
As its face tak’s fire frae the ken’lin’ sun,
An’ the chancy things o’ the daurksomenicht
Are blawn awa’ wi’ the fresh’nin’ wun:
Are blawn awa’; an’ the sun,s red glare
Fa’s on an oaken branch that’s bare.
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[ \ | The Aul' Drove Road

) = “ Frae Cowplaw 'mang the meadowsweet

B ! To Tanhill owre the knowe,

£ A wee, shy path in dappled licht

Dreams deep where bluebells growe ;

Wi’ ilka breeze its cuddlin’ trees
Nid-nod an’ fiirt their hair,

While linties on the swingin’ boughs
Trill oot a denty air

In the aul’ drove road,
The aul’ drove road,
: The brawest bit in a’ the warl’
s That feet 0’ men e’er trod;
b . *Twas there I met my daurlin’,
55 My bonnie Eelin Todd :
2 Hoo we kissed an’ clunk thegither
On the aul’ drove road !

Whan simmer’s sun was high abune
{ An’ larks owreskailed their sang,
The eident bees wad bummle by
On nectar-seekin’ thrang ;
But no’ in a’ their gowden store,
Nor in the honied oor,
Was half the bliss that just ae kiss
Frae Eelin could secure
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(In the aul’ drove road) -

. At gloamin’, roun’ their cracklin’ bleeze,
& The merry tinklers sat,
i An’ while the fragrant vapours rase
; Hummed ¢ Rabbit in the pat,”
But gin ane raised an am’rous e’e
An° gie’d a sly bit wink,
My lichtsome lass wad tilt her chin
‘An’ sweep by gey perjink

) (In the aul’ drove road)

In aulden times this bonnie blink
Kent cartle-reivin’ hordes,
An’ saw the Covenanters merch
Wi’ Biblesan wi’ swords; . )
*But aye for me its memory. -
Is no o’ psalms or stour,
But o’ a rosy kintra=quaen
That blossomed like a floer

f (In the aul’ drove road)
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