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h x  l U t t u m l í a n c e

(C. M. F.)

The m instrel for ever is silent,
The voice is still,
The strings of the harp lie broken 
That once could thrill;
No more with music she loved 
Of her own dear land,
In plaintive ballad or lay 
Or march song grand,
Will the soul of the listener move 
Till the soft tears fall,
Or her martial notes arouse 
Like a clarion call.
Back from the far-off years 
Old shapes would rise 
Warriors sword in hand,
War’s panoplies,
O’Connor upon his shield 
Slow past they bring,
While loud the “ keene ” is raised 
For Erin’s last King.
Is it Bory Dali is playing 
That requiem lay ?
(The last of the harpers all 
When O’Neill had sway.)
Like sorrow for long-lost love 
It steals to the heart;
Ah 1 the soul of the minstrel’s gone 
Where no grief can smart.

E rnest Milltgan.





í R p s . C .  í D i t l i g c m  F o x .

A Memoir of the principal founder of the Irish Folk Song Society, by Miss Alice 
Millioan and Me. Alfred Pebceval Graves, read before the Irish Literary Society 
by its President at a Concert of Irish Folk Song Music organized by the Irish Folk 
Song Society in March, 1917, Mb. H. Plunket Gbeene (Vice-President) in the Chair.

H aving been asked by Mr. Graves to write a brief memoir of my sister 
Charlotte, Mrs. Milligan Fox, who died in March last year, I  feel that, much 
as I would wish to leave the task to other hands, I cannot refuse, since the 
opportunity is given me of acknowledging to the members of the Irish 
Literary Society how much the influence of their organization meant to her 
life and career.

It is, indeed, hard for you in London, and almost impossible for many 
in Ireland, to realize how entirely a section of the youth of Ulster were 
schooled on un-Irish, or even anti-Irish, lines ; and 1 can hardly believe that 
if my sister had not come under the influence of your society, she would 
ever have accomplished the work in the domain of Irish musical research 
which became her passion—I might almost have said her craze.

During the period when she was preparing the Bunting Memoirs, I  had 
opportunity of discerning that she had come to concentrate her whole 
attention on the one subject of Irish Folk Music, and she compelled me to 
concentrate mine also (though I  had a hundred other interests), and secured 
my collaboration in the historical part of that Folk Song work, without 
allowing me at any time to escape from her direction and supervision.

She had her documents absolutely at her fingers’ ends, and the subject- 
matter almost by heart; and though my share in the writing was large, it 
was at every point done as the work of a pupil under the eye of an expert.

In commanding song-words for the ancient airs, which she selected for 
arrangement, she most frequently chose the subject, and suggested the 
manner of its treatment with a very sure instinct, especially for what was 
ancient, historic, and bardic. Themes of that class she usually left for me, 
whilst of others she would say, “ That is more in Mrs. Bunten’s line, or in 
Edith’s1 or Ernest’s*.” I was never very strong at concise lyrical poetry,.and

1 Mrs. Wheeler. - Mr. Ernest Milligan.
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would only write it whilst she played to me. With the exception of the 
ease of the Mayo Love Song, I  don’t think she ever successfully set my 
words to music. A ll the same, it was my part to put words to her original
airs, or to the old airs which she adapted.

But to come to the beginning. My sister was bora in Omagh, County 
Tyrone, in the sixties, on a St. Patrick’s Day. I must say that as I 
developed sooner than she did in Irish sentiment, I long envied her that 
birthday. When she was a very little girl, she went with my father and 
mother on a trip to County Sligo, and, to the great indignation of the long-car 
driver and passengers, she frequently exclaimed, “ I ’ll shoot the Fenians.” 
These were very likely the first words her infant lips were taught to utter
by her nurse, an ardent Orangewoman. .

Her first Folk Songs were, doubtless, “ Derry W alls” and “ The Boyne 
Water.” They were certainly the first tunes I  ever heard, with the exception 
of “ Rousseau’s Dream ” and “ Martyrdom,” the doleful psalm tune to which 
cradles in our home were rocked; whilst in the parlour my mother and her 
visitors sang, “ Alice, Where Art Thou ? ” “ Juanita ” (as a duet), “ Oh Fan- 
Dove, Oh Fond Dove,” “ When Swallows Build,” and performed operatic 
selections as solos and duets. My sister was taken as a very small girl all 
the way to Belfast to hear musical and operatic artists like Titiens, lim a de 
Murska, and others of that era, and had early determined on a musical career.

An old friend of our childhood, Mrs. Sam Bideal (who was with us at the 
Albert H all concert and my sister’s last birthday party a few days before 
her death), made her laugh at recalling the fact that when she was eleven 
years old, she confidentially and solemnly announced to her young friend 
that her musical education was now complete, and that she knew so much 
she could be taught no more. I  can hardly think that my sister believed 
this herself; it  was just a bit of girlish show-off. She was always clamouring 
for more and better teaching; and as soon as the opportunity arose was 
transferred from the excellent mistress under whom she had acquired “ The 
Harmonious Blacksmith,” with variations, to the organist of our parish, 
Dr Palmer, an Englishman of remarkable teaching ability. Beethoven and 
Mendelssohn were now studied; and I  am sure that at this era Irish music 
was entirely scorned as not being classical; but as far as 1 recollect we had 
no opportunity of hearing it  except served up as “ Irish Diamonds” m
pianoforte variations.

W e went to live in Belfast when she was thirteen or fourteen years old, 
and at this time came into touch with Miss Lucy Johnstone, who a little later
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on was one of the amateur stars of our Philharmonic Society, and who whenshe 
became a trained concert singer was one of the first to sing my sister’s songs.

One of the great events of our family history was the return of Charlotte 
from Germany, where she had studied music for two years. .W e were at 
Bundoran for the summer at the time. She had learned to sing as well as 
play, and had a volume of Schubert’s songs in her trunk. A piano was lent 
by a friend in Ballyshannon, for we could not wait till we got home to 
Belfast to hear those wonderful songs and the Beethoven sonatas. Every 
evening was a musical evening after that.

A  year later she came home from the Royal College of Music, London, 
with another song-book to delight us with. This was Villiers Stanford’s 
arrangement of fifty songs of old Ireland, to words by Mr. A. P. Graves, 
I had almost said our first revelation of the glories of ancient native song; 
but for me it  was not exactly the first.

During my sister’s absence in Germany, we had a visit from an aged 
cousin, a lady of over eighty years of age, who had conducted school at the 
period when the use of the globes, heraldry, and mythology, and a correct 
French accent, were important branches of education, not forgetting how to 
enter and leave a room. She had been my mother’s teacher, and though I 
was deep in study for the Intermediate examinations, 1 did not disdain to 
attempt to acquire these accomplishments. Besides, her conversation was 
delightful. She had met Thackeray on his Irish tour, had heard Walter 
Scott and Jefferies plead in Edinburgh, and had been schooled by a French 
refugee who had seen baskets of heads carried from the guillotine. I don’t 
recollect ever having heard her commend anyone of Irish birth except the 
accomplished Mr. Edgeworth and his daughter Maria ; but her rendering of 
Irish airs was an inspiration. Frail and old as she was, she loved to play 
when we were alone together the Irish melodies which she had learned from 
the pages of Eliot Hudson and Edward Bunting, or still better, had heard 
played by the last of the old harpers of the Drogheda school, whom she had 
employed to teach herself and her pupils.

My sister, owing to her absence in Germany, had missed the chance of 
meeting with this musical cousin; and it was the late Rt. Hon. Robert 
Young of Belfast who first drew her attention to the works of Bunting. 
This venerable citizen of Belfast, who died at the age of ninety-four this 
year, was a member of the Senate of Belfast University, and it  was partly as 
a mark of gratitude to him, as well as of respect to the Chancellor, the Earl 
of Shaftesbury, who is President of your Folk Song Society, that the Bunting
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papers, which had been put at her disposal by Dr. M'Kory and Lady Deane 
(the musician’s descendants), were placed at her death in the library of the 
Queen’s College.

Of my last visit to my sister I  treasure most happy recollections. I had 
not beenable to leave my invalid mother for many years; but immediately 
after her death, and by her previous express wish, I hastened to London.

My sister was looking forward eagerly to the Patrick s Day Concert at 
the Albert Hall, where some of her adaptations of Polk Music were to be 
produced. Her last birthday was oh the day before that concert, and Lady 
Maude Warrender, sister of the President of the Irish Polk Song Society, 
who was practising two songs with her, brightened the room with a gift of 
flowers. Attendance at the Concert was visibly an effort. Mrs. Chambers 
B.unten, who had called in the morning with anxious inquiries as to her 
fitness to attend, kindly and gravely warnéd me that she and others felt sure 
that her death was near, but the effort had no apparent ill' effect at the time, 
though it  revealed to me her incurable weakness, which was not at all 
evident, for her bright conversation and unfailing pleasure in music and 
society carried it off.

Mr. Bernard Shaw in one of his plays writes cynically “ as Irish as an 
Albert Hall Concert.” But this was a really Irish one. Fresh from Belfast, 
I heard with some bewilderment the massed Guards’ bands wearing “England s 
cruel red,” and yet playing tunes and songs that people are now sent to gaol 
for singing in Ireland. A  song found during my sister’s delightful visit to 
Waterford was beautifully Sung by Mr. Gordon Cleather, with the words I 
had written by command very queerly altered by the publisher’s man, or 
my sister, or someone who knew more about music than poetry. Mr. Graves s 
words were altered, too, to make an ancient -battle-song seem to refer to a 
modern war. Then there were songs by Hamilton Harty and Herbert Hughes. 
It was just a real Polk Song Concert on a big scale ; and my sister s delight 
was increased by the presence of friends from Ireland, who came next day to 
congratulate her, and who brought home to her father an account of the 
great event.

Mrs. Draper, the Assistant Secretary and Treasurer of the Irish Folk Song 
Society, had written telling her of the Folk Song Society s Medal, which was in 
preparation for the Peis Ceoil; and the designs were to have been inspected 
on Sunday, the day, as it came about, which followed her death bn 
March 25th.1 She had written herself asking Mrs. Draper, to have tea with

1 1916.
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u s ; and almost every day of that week she played for me my favourites 
among the old airs, and told me of the kindness and attention of her friends 
in the Folk Song Society, who had done so much towards encouraging her 
life’s aim, and giving her happiness and pleasure to the end.

Alice M illigan.

Let me add to Miss Milligan’s memories of her-sister a few memories of 
my own.

The Folk Song Society from which our Irish Folk Song Society sprang 
was originated as the result of a conversation between our chairman, 
Mr. Plunket Greene, my brother Charles, the literary and musical critic, 
and myself, and was started in the old rooms of the Irish Literary Society in 
Adelphi Terrace, at a meeting attended by the leading Folk Song collectors 
and experts of the day, Mr. Fuller Maitland, Miss Lucy Broadwood, 
Mrs. Gomme, now Lady Gomme, Mr. W. H . Gill, and others. Its moving 
spirit and Secretary was Miss Kate Lee, a member of the Irish Literary 
Society, and one of its musical benefactors, for she gave us a piano for our 
use. That Folk Song Society was intended to embrace the four nations, and 
English, Irish, Scotch, and Welsh Vice-Presidents were appointed to mark 
the Union. But the hands of the Society became too full to maintain a 
Unionist Government,, and Mrs. Milligan Fox, though a Unionist in politics, 
led a Home Buie secession for Irish Folk Song, and hence our present Society.

A similar movement took place on the part of the Welsh, which I am 
afraid I  also aided and abetted. And now the Scotch Gaels, led by sueh 
enthusiasts as Mrs. Kennedy Fraser, are also acting on independent lines. 
“ Well, there is room and for a’,” and we now are an empire of British and 
Irish, and I  may add Colonial, Folk Song, with enough to satisfy the wants 
of all the devotees of this delightful branch of music.

I have wandered for a moment from my memories of Charlotte Milligan 
Fox, but only to prove that she was the first to show the value of a greater 
specialization in our Irish Folk Song Movement. Her departure in an 
entirely Irish direction gave a great impulse to the promotion of our native 
music. She was so indefatigable in the pursuit of what, as her sister writes, 
became such a passion to her that she spared nothing for it—time, money, 
health, and life itself. She traversed the North and South of Ireland with 
pencil and music paper, and then with her phonograph, taking down Irish 
airs and Irish words, colloguing, in her delightfully natural way with high 
and low, farmer and beggar-woman, piper, harper, fiddler, and ballad-singer.
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marchioness and milkmaid. She was indeed here, there, and everywhere as 
an organizer, lecturer, speaker, collector. She disappointed the Atlantic, 
because she came back safe across it after an Irish Folk Song raid into the 
States; but unlike Oscar Wilde, she was not disappointed with it. She 
thoroughly enjoyed her journey, and brought back rich spoil from the 
Hudson collection for our Folk Song Journal, which she edited first in 
conjunction with Mr. Herbert Hughes, and then practically single-handed 
up till the time of her death. Some might object that she did not polish her 
literary and musical periods sufficiently as a speaker, writer, and composer, 
but that was not in her nature, and it is very doubtful, had she done so, 
whether she would have produced half the good work she did. But she. had 
an undoubted vein of melody and a natural literary gift, and what she has 
left behind in the way of music and writing might be so harmonized and 
adapted as to give, a further pleasure to lovers of music and musical 
literature.

There was a homely spontaneity about her speaking which was so 
delightfully disarming that she made friends of the severest critics; indeed 
she made friends wherever she went, and her generosity to brother musicians, 
from whom she never locked up her Folk Song stores, was (juite unbounded. 
I f  by her go-ahead action she occasionally plunged members of the Committee 
into financial embarrassment by the expenses of a Concert, they always came 
up smiling from the temporary submergence. For she not only had “ a 
wonderful way with her ” in getting new friends to become members, but in 
inducing old ones to “ pay the piper.” And if her precipitate proof-reading 
of literary and musical MSS. occasionally reduced us precisians to despair, 
her intuition as to where to go for Folk Music, and her Irish knack of 
coaxing it  out of the most difficult custodian, made her worth her weight in
gold to a Society like ours.

Miss Milligan has pointed out to us very plainly what was the dearest 
object under heaven to her sister—the preservation and perpetuation of Irish 
Folk Music. Surely, then, the best tribute, the highest honour we can pay 
to her memory is to devote ourselves in her spirit to the collection and 
popularizing of that Folk Music which Sir Hubert Parry (our chairman's 
distinguished father-in-law) has characterized as “ probably the most human, 
most varied, and most poetical in the world.”

Alfred Perceval Graves.
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1. The Society shall be entitled “ The  Irish F olk Sono Society.”
2. The objects of the Society are (a) the collection and preservation of the traditional music 

of Ireland, and the publication in a Journal of such specimens as may be deemed advisable; 
(6) the dissemination of useful information on this and relative subjects by means of the Society’s 
Journal; (c) the promotion and encouragement, by whatever means may appear desirable, of the 
practice and culture of the national Folk Music of Ireland.

3. The membership of the Society is open to all interested in the subject of Folk Song.
4. The Officers of the Society are a President, Vice-Presidents, an Honorary Secretary, and 

an Honorary Financial Secretary.
5. The business of the Society shall be managed by a Committee consisting of twelve 

members who shall be elected annually, and form definite sub-Committees as follows:— 
Executive, Entertainment, and Publication. The Committee shall have power to co-opt not 
more than three additional members, and to fill up vacancies which may occur in their body in 
the coarse of the year, provided that the persons proposed to be added are nominated at one 
meeting of the Committee, and unanimously elected at the next meeting, a week’s notice of the 
election of new members being given. Four members of the Committee shall form a.quorum. 
Not more than three of the members who are not of Irish nationality shall serve on the 
Committee.

6. The Committee shall have power to make bye-laws, to arrange for lectures and meetings, 
and to take other steps for carrying out the objects or guarding the interests of the Society, 
provided always that the General Eules be not contravened. The Committee shall, for the above- 
mentioned purposes, be at liberty to dispose of the funds of the above Society. The election of 
Vice-Presidents, of Members and Hon. Members, the filling of vacancies in the auditorship, and 
all matters relating to the business of the Society, shall be in the hands of the Committee.

7. Members upon their election shall be required to remit their subscriptions to the Financial 
Secretary within one month from date of election.

8. The Annual Subscription to the Society shall be Five Shillings, payable in advance on the 
1st of January of each year. The Subscription for Life Members shall be Five Guineas. The 
names of members who are more than twelve months in arrear with their subscriptions, and to 
whom three notifications requesting payment have been sent, shall be removed from the books of 
the Society.

9. Members desiring to resign their membership must give notice of such intention, in writing, 
to the Hon. Secretary fourteen days before the end of the year, failing which they become liable 
for their subscriptions for the following year. Members who leave the Society, or whose names 
have been removed from its books, shall not be entitled to have their subscriptions or any part of 
them returned.

10. The Annual General Meeting shall be . held in January, on a day appointed by the 
Committee, a week’s notice being given to each member. At this Meeting a Committee for the 
ensuing year shall be elected, and a Beport and Balance Sheet, showing the position of the 
Society on the previous 31st December, shall be submitted. At this Meeting, two members of the
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Society who are not members ot the Committee, shall be elected.as Auditors of the accounts of 
the Society for the ensuing year. Six members of the Soeiety shall form a inorum

11 The election of the Committee shall be conducted by show of hands. No person shall be 
eligible for nomination, and no member shall be capable of voting nominating, «r Beconding 
whose subscription for the current year has not been paid. In event of there not ^ " g  m0 
candidates than vacancies there will be no election, those nominated being declared ^ t e d  a
if there be a less number of candidates than vacancies, the candidates will, as befoie, be declared 
elected, the remaining vacancies being filled up by the new Committee. #

12 The Hon. Secretary may summon a Committee Meeting at any time on stating m writing 
the reason therefor. Four members of the Committee may also convene a similar Meeting, 
adopting a similar procedure. Notices of such Meetings shall be sent to each member of the
Committee, at least eight days previous to the Meeting. . .

13. The Hon. Secretary shall be required, on the representation m writing of twelve membe s, 
to summon an Extraordinary General Meeting, notice of such Meeting to be posted to each 
member at least eight days previous to the date of the Meeting; the business to be considered 
being stated on this notice in the form of resolutions by one member, and seconded by another, 
and no other business, except amendments to the above, shall be entertained at the Meeting. 
The Committee may summon an Extraordinary General Meeting without requisition, notice being 
given as above. Six members of the Society shall form a quorum.

14 The General Rules of the Society shall not be altered in any way except by an Extra­
ordinary General Meeting, or at the Annual General Meeting, the amendments to be considered 
being stated on the notice in the form of a resolution, as per Rule 13.

15. The Honorary Secretary shall keep Minutes of all Meetings in a book provided for the 
purpose, such Minutes to be read at the following similar Meeting, and, if approved, signed
by the Chairman. . .. . , „ .

16. A n h „ W n  shall be elected at each Annual General Meeting by a majority of votes. H s
decision on points of order shall be final.

17. The name or address of the Society shall not be used on the title-page of any book, or m 
connection with any circular, or other publication, save such as have the sanction, given by
resolution, of the Committee. . . ,, _ ,

18 In order that this Society may in all respects conform with the provision of the Statute 
6 and 7 Victoria, chap. 36, the funds of the Society shall at all times be devoted to the purposes 
for which it was instituted, and no dividend, gift, division, or bonus in money shall at any time 
be made unto, or between, any of the ntfembers.



PREFACE.

In making this collection of Western Folk Songs I think it well to state at 
once that until very recently I  had no intention of offering them for 
publication. They were noted down by me at intervals during the past ten 
or twelve years, partly to satisfy my own longing to acquire an accurate 
knowledge of the airs, partly also w ith’ the intention of doing something to 
encourage and popularize Irish singing in the schools and Gaelic League 
Branches in my immediate neighbourhood. When I came to live in Tuam, 
some fifteen years ago, I had already formed the acquaintance of members of 
the Hession family of Belelare (beside Tuam) at different Feisanna, had 
admired the beauty of their singing, and I regarded myself as fortunate in  
being brought into such close proximity with thein. I  soon realized that their 
singing was merely typical of the district to which they belonged, and that I 
had discovered a rich field of song practically untouched, but in imminent 
danger of being lost through indifference and neglect. The work of reviving 
and fostering it  was pre-eminently that of the Gaelic League, and the subject 
was discussed at several meetings of our Gaelic League Branch. The 
programme we outlined for ourselves was a rather ambitious one, and perhaps 
somewhat premature, and though so far it  has failed of full realization, 
chiefly for lack of sufficient encouragement from those who should be primarily 
interested, it may be useful to state here what we purposed doing. The 
project of starting a school for traditional music was in the air, and we were 
convinced that the place for starting it, as in the case of the Gaelic Colleges, 
should be the centre of an Irish-speaking district where the traditional music 
.still survived. Tuam is the centre of an Irish-speaking district with a wealth 
of traditional music on every side of it; then why not interest the advocates 
of a school of Irish Music in the claims of Tuam ? W ith this end in -view 
we decided to hold a series of open-air competitions (“a-epijeAcca.”) 
throughout the district, at which prizes would be offered for the best 
singers, and by means of which we should be able to ascertain the material
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at our disposal. The prize-winners were to be invited to Tuam when 
the Aepi§e«.ccA were over, to give an exhibition of their talent before 
a selection of Irish musical experts representative of the whole country, 
with whom the decision was to be left as to the advisability and means 
of establishing therein a school of Irish Music. The project of starting 
the school has never materialized, chiefly for the reason I have stated; 
but the holding of the competitions brought me into touch with many 
native singers, and was the first genuine fillip in forming my collection 
of songs. In speaking of help and encouragement in our efforts, I should 
like to express here our gratitude to Mr. Edward Martyn, who gave us a 
generous subsidy for years, and took the keenest interest in our woik.

I  have said that the collecting and registering of the songs has been a 
pleasure to me, but the work was not always easy, and it  required a certain 
degree of diplomacy. My husband’s profession, however, which brings him 
into close contact with the people within a ten-mile radius of the town, made 
matters easier for me than for most people, and tided me 'over many 
initial difficulties. The older people who have the songs are often shy of 
singing them; they feel somehow that their singing is out of date, unappreci­
ated. The children coming home from school with their little anaemic school 
songs, the youth with their music-hall inanities, combined with the recent 
introduction of the gramophone, are gradually ousting the popularity of the 
native music, and- the effect is clearly noticeable in many Irish-speaking 
districts. Perhaps, however, it is less true of this neighbourhood than others, 
for the country people, as a rule, have a good spirit and will not readily give 
up their language. Their only fault— and of course it is the most serious of 
a l l - i s  that they are neglecting to speak it to their children, and are thus 
severing the one link that binds them to their rich traditional past—severing 
it  for something which they will certainly find incomparable to the treasure 
they will have lost. But even in this matter I think I  notice already 
an improvement; and the proffered encouragement of our new Archbishop 
and the. priests of the district will doubtless soon have a decided effect. The 
wholesome tradition handed down by such men as the great Archbishop 
MacHale, Canon Ulick Burke, and John Glynn—all giants in the language 
movement—still prevails, and the memory of their efforts must always serve 
as a stimulus to workers in the Gaelic revival.

And quite apart from these human influences there is another of a 
material yet romantic kind which I  must 'not omit to .mention. The
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proximity of Knockma—the home of Finvarra and his fairy host—must ever 
he an inspiration to work for the revival and preservation of the folk-music 
and folk-lore of the Tuam district. There is not, I  suppose, in the whole of 
Ireland another place figuring so largely in the realm of traditional song and 
folk-lore in general as this comparatively insignificant hill of 552 feet. Its  
summit is occupied by a huge cairn dating probably from the dawn of history. 
For the benefit of my Tuam readers I  shall quote the description of their 
famous hill given by Sir William Wilde in his “ Lough . Corrib ” (now out of 
print).

“ ‘ Cnoc trie&TW (Knockma), the great ‘hill of the plain,’ so conspicuous 
in the landscape, is about five miles to the west of Tuam, in the barony of 
Clare and County of Galway; its northern slope is occupied by the woods 
and cultivated grounds of Castlehacket, the seat of Denis Kirwan, E sq.; and 
on its summit stands the great cairn within which tradition and ancient 
history say Ceasair, one of the earliest colonists of Ireland, was interred. 
Perhaps we do not err in assigning to this ancient burial-place a date anterior 
to that of any other identified historical locality in Ireland; and hence 
tradition, as well as popular superstition, has thrown over it  the investiture 
of fairy legend beyond all other places in the country; for here Finvarra,the 
Oberon of Irish sylvan mythology, holds his court. From this point may be 
obtained one of the grandest panoramic views in Ireland:—the great plain 
stretching beneath and around Knoekroe; the beautiful Abbey of Knockmoy; 
the towers and city of the Ford of the K ings; the Tuam of St. Jarlath; the 
Bound Tower of St. Bennan; the ruined keeps of the De Burgos; the ships 
riding in the Bay of Galway; the Slievebloom and Clare mountains; the 
blue, island-studded waters of Lough Corrib; and in the far western back­
ground, the Connemara Alps, with their clear-cut edges, and their sides 
momentarily varying in tints from the marvellous atmospheric effects of that 
region stretching round by the Partry range to the lofty peak of Croagh 
Patrick; and in the extreme north-western distance the bulky form of Nefin, 
and even some of the Achill mountains skirting' Clew Bay.”

Sir William Wilde wrote out of profound knowledge and a wide and 
generous understanding. We have had other distinguished visitors to the 
neighbourhood, notably Thackeray and Sir Bichard Burton, whose father was 
born here, who have not been so appreciative; but they came and went seeing 
only the surface of things.

I  have spoken so much of Tuam, because it is here most of this collection



( XX )

was made, and I wished to show the influences which have helped, and will con­
tinue to help, in keeping the native language and music strong in the district.

And now I  must tell how I collected and registered the songs. I t  was an 
easy matter once I  knew of a singer to get him to call and see me the next 
time his’business brought him to Tuam. Many a pleasant evening have I 
spent thus—evenings which I  could see my visitor also enjoyed, for he was 
always as enthusiastic as myself, singing and remembering the old songs.

It was my practice to listen to the whole of the song first, then to write 
down one or two verses, and learn the air on those, paying particular attention 
to phrasing and tempo. Afterwards I  had to hear the whole song again until 
I was satisfied that I had caught both the air and the emphasis on the words 
exactly as the singer rendered them. W ith the simpler songs this was 
sufficient. I  then played it over, wrote down the notes, assigned the words 
to them exactly as the singer gave them, and finally haired it according to 
the emphasis. This I  found the most difficult part of my work, for m each 
case I had to give first importance to the words, as the singer himself does. 
To him the air is only the medium of conveying pleasantly to his audience 
the story he has to tell, and he will even frequently break off in the middle 
of a fine phrase to explain some difficulty in the verse.

For the more difficult songs a second or third visit was necessary, and 
some I had to hear many times before I ventured to write them down.

W ith regard to. others I  myself was the visitor, my trips extending from 
the slopes of Mwaoilrea,overlooking the Killeries, where Ilistenedto SiubÁn 
■oe búpca. singing of far away Murrisk, down to the little Irish-speaking 
village of Tawin on the southern borders of the Co. Galway.

H ie songs most popular still in Connacht are those of the poet Raftery, 
who died in 1835. It is really wonderful how this poor blind fiddler poet 
has set all Connacht singing for the past hundred years, and is likely to 
continue so doing as long as the language lasts. I  have been enabled to give 
eight examples of his poems through the kindness of Dr. Douglas Hyde, who 
allowed me to use the versions given in his collection of Rafteiy’s poems, 
published in 1903. As the book is now out of print, I  have thought it  well 
to give the complete version of each song'as published by Dr. Hyde. One of 
his most popular songs, which I  have not given, is the “b e*n  *n pip R i W ’; 
but this air is almost too well known, and has already been printed m  the 
Rev. P. Walsh’s excellent collection of Southern Songs, as “ An C h i l l i t i  
b i.n .” (See Cnu&p*-óo beo-5 AmpÁn, Part III.)
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Thus after some years I  found myself in possession of a goodly number 
of songs hitherto unpublished, and I determined to make a selection of what 
I considered the best, and to submit them to the judgment of such experts as 
Rev. H. Bewerunge of Maynooth, and Dr. Charles Wood, of London. From them 
I  derived many useful hints as to the proper barring of the airs and the modes 
to which they belong, and received strong encouragement to proceed with 
their publication. The final decision to publish this volume is due partly to 
the-urgency of those musical friends, partly to the committee of the Irish 
Folk Song Society, who offered to bring out the book, but more especially to 
the Rev. Dean Malaehy Eaton, of Maynooth, who assisted me from the 
beginning, and very kindly took upon himself the whole burden of correction 
and translation and seeing the book through the press. He tells me that in 
the work of translation (which, by the way, was done merely to meet the 
wishes of the Irish Folk Song Society) he had the assistance of numerous 
helpers, and that they do not ask for any thanks from me. The knowledge, 
apparently, that they may have been instrumental in saving even a few of the 
old songs is sufficient recompense for them.

I  have not considered it advisable to load the pages of the work with 
grammatical or topographical notes, or to give alternative readings in verses 
where the singers themselves differed. These I  should deem suitable to a 
text-book, but entirely out of place in a musical volume which I  have 
primarily intended for popular use in the schools and Gaelic League classes 
of Connacht. For the same reason I have purposely refrained from including 
in the volume any learned treatise on the old musical modes or on Folk- 
Music in general.

I  have only to thank the many friends who have assisted and encouraged 
me in the work, the collectors and publishers who have kindly given me 
permission to use their songs, and more especially the many courteous, 
generous native singers whose names appear in the volume, and to whose 
delightful gift of song I gladly attribute whatever charm the book is found to 
contain.

For myself, the feeling that I have been enabled to follow, however 
humbly, in the footsteps of such pioneers in the field of Irish Folk Music as 
Bunting, Petrie, and Joyce, is ample gratification.

cuAitn,no'OtAi5,1918.
e ib t in  b e  An true cois*oeA tbA .
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CORRIGENDA.

Music.

No. 10, p. 15. The broken note should be “ Middle D,” | ' J ~  j ■
No. 13, p. 23. The broken note should be “ Middle D.”
No. 16, p. 30. The broken note should be “ Middle D,” 1st bar, 2nd line.

F in 2nd bar, last line.
No. 30, p. 56. In last bar of third line, notes B and E should be quavers. 
No. 40, p. 7 4  The broken note should be “ Middle D.”
No. 55, p. 98. The broken note should be “ Middle D.”
No. 56, p. 102. In last bar of 5th line the 2nd “ D ” should be “ E.”

Text.

Page 22, verse 7, line 6, fo r  “ cpoilroe” read “ cjunlróe”.
Page 28, verse 2, line 2, fa r  “ p ú ” read “ p ú ”.
Page 35, verse 1 (translation), fo r  “ Breaffey ” read " Breaghwy ”.
Page 30, verse 1, line 6, fo r  “ lÁune-e” read “ lÁ-.me”.
Page 55, verse 1 (translation), line 3, for  “ sweep” read “ weep”.
Page 66, verse 1, lines 1 and 4  fo r  “ te/s-n^b ” read “ le&nb ”.
Page 126, verse 5, line 4  fo r  “ c&q-leAn pinne n& ITlite&ÓA ” read 

“ C&ii'teÁn Roinne-ITl^oile”.
Page 127, verse 5, line 4 (translation), for “ the eastle which the Milesians 

built ” read “ Renvj’le Castle ”.
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138
Sung by Miss Maggie Hession, 

Belclare, Tuam.

1. ITleip-eAc b i f  mo máéAipiti,
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béinn-j’e m ile  go te o p : fiéií»

bui-oéAt fíon’, ’r beóp’ Ag - Am, A’r comtuAO - Ap bAti óg. ItlunA
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C11Á.-1Í1A fAOl ’n bfóo.

*  For opening o f second and following verses*
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2. An turns r*° £*"> tuing-fig  ’r®** bromn-f’A néAUAib bpóiu,

As opiAigit inf An oióce, A’f  Ag fiopgot 'fA
U ;

Anoif 6 oaU a*  m’mncteAcc A’f  mé i bfAb 
6m’ ibumnctp, 

tu p  m’fíptnn’ gup tÁgAÓ A ÉAOtnpnn-fe 
ConnoAe tftuigeó.

3. Agop tio fci.it m é te  “ Sergeant,” mo cpeAÍ!
Aguf mo 6pi,b! 

tu g  f é  t e i f  Anonn mé TK>’n fpAinnc Aguf oo’n 
Spimn :

tu g  fé  gunn’ Ap tilth  ÓAm, ’guf ctAibeAih 
fAt>’ 6’n Spimn,

’S n ip  f i t  mé pém go mb’fe ip p  fin nÁ 
ConnoAe tfluigeo.

4. g o  DCAgAib Cnoc »A CpUAlie AP CUAipe Ag 
An A itt lf16ip, 

go  ocAgAtb An coimin tuAÓpA Ag buACAitt- 
eAcc m  mb6, 

go  oCAgAib Cnoc Héifin Apbopo go toóéipne, 
tlí fgApfAib mé g o ' b-éAg teAC, A ConnoAe

ifluigeo.

6. CÁ Cnoc nA CeAcpAihAn CAOite pAmfAiUAit 
go teo p ,

C i ceApcA ’gnf coitig fpAOié Ann, ’f  iao Ag 
feinnm ceott,

CÁ ubtA btAfCA buinc’Ann, cÁ fméApcA Ap 
bipp iiA gcpAob Ann,

’S CÁ géimneAÓ bó ’f  tAog Ann, Ag cigeAfic 
fé it ’ ITluipe m óip’.

* The remainaer ol the air as in verse 1.
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T iunslation.

1. Were it not for my fond mother’s death, I  would be in good cheer; A bottle of wine 
and beer I ’d have and the company of maids: Were it not for constant drinking [quarts] 
and the law that was too strong, In Santa Cruz I would not leave my bones beneath the sod. |
2. On this ship of Patrick Lynch I  used to be in grief, Sighing in the night-time, ever weeping in 
the day: Now since my mind is clouded and my people far from me, In truth, ’tis kindly I’d 
lament my county of Mayo. | 3 .1 enlisted with a sergeant, my torment and my woe 1 He took me 
with him o er [the sea] to Prance and to Spain. A gun he gave me in my hand and a long 
sword from Spain, And sure, I  thought that better than the county of Mayo. | 4. Until Croagh 
Patrick hill shall come on a visit to Aill More, And the little bunch of rushes go a herding the 
cows; Until the hill of Neiphin come aboard ship to Lough Erne, I  will not part from thee till 
death, my county of Mayo. | 5. The hill of Carrowkeel is a pleasant place [to see]. The grouse 
and their mates are making music there; There are sweet yellow apples and berries on 
the branch tops, And cows and calves a lowing there when Lady Day is nigh.

I  owe many of the songs in this book to the Hession family. It is famous 
in Irish-speaking circles. It consists of father, motherland nine children, 
all equally proficient in song and story. I t  is many years now since my 
little schoolgirl friend, Maggie, used to come in to sing me her Irish songs. 
She is a dignified young lady now, in charge of a school near Spiddal, where 
she still continues her good work for the Language, both in her National 
School and in the Irish College.

She often told me of her grandmother, who was a celebrated singer, and 
from whom the family learned all their songs. It was the grandmother’s 
father, Pat Greany of Arddrumkilla, who composed the songs, “ SeÁjAn 05 
ua CiAjvóu'bÁin,” No. 12, “ Amp An tic. Ill in e,” No. 13, and “ T)ocohp 
Jennings,” No. 26, of this Collection.

This song has many variants, both words and air, and is popular 
throughout Galway and Mayo. James Hardiman in his “ Irish Minstrelsy,” 
\o l. i, p. 337, says it was written by Thomas Lavelle, a native of the island 
of Boffin. A  translation appeared in the “ Irish Nation ” over the name of 
George Pox. I have been told, however, that Lady Perguson claimed it as 
the work of Sir Samuel Perguson, but that, as George Pox had a hand in it, 
it was allowed to appear over his name. The translation certainly shows a 
master hand, and I have given it with the second version of “ ComroAe 
thu ijeó ,” with which it corresponds.

Another version is given by Professor O’Maille, U. C. Galway, in his 
“ AmpÁin CÍAitine SA eóect,” p. 5, consisting of twelve verses. It  is there 
stated that the author was one Ccipcin t)pu Aoc-p.
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For other versions see:— “Gaelic Songs of the West,” by Michael Timony; 
p. 5 7 ; “ Ceót Sine,” edited by Norma Borthwick,” p. 41; and “ CUippeAc 
116. nJjAeéeAÍ,” No. 35 (words and air). The English words by George Fox 
are set to the air,” “ Billy Byrne of Ballymanus,” in “ The Irish .Song Book,” 
p. 93, edited by A. P. Graves, and an arrangement of the same song is given 
by Herbert Hughes in his “ Irish Country Songs,” vol. ii.

The words of the second air are taken from “ CtÁi|vpeAc n& nSAeúeAt,” 
No. 35, published by the Gaelic League, and the air is as the singer, who is a 
natiye of Bekan, Co. Mayo, learned it from his father.

2.—c o m v o A e  tr itn g e o  (ii). 
(THE COUNTY OF MAYO.)
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night. Were it not that lull of sorrow from my people forth I

muinncip, Dap mAip-eAnn’f  tnaic a cAom - finn-fe  Conn - OAe rfluijeó. 
go By the bless - ed sun ’tia royally I ’d sing thy praise, May - o.

2. An UAip a  liiAip mo óÁipoe bA bpéAg mo 
CU10 dip,

■O’ótAinn bionn SpÁinneAé 1 gcoihluAOAp bAii 
<>5 >

múnA mbéA* ffop-ól nA gcipCA 
’S ah ■oLige beic pó lÁiuip, 

n í 1 Sahca Cpui o ’fÁjjpAinn mo énÁiiiA fÁ’n 
bfóo.

2. When I  dwelt at home in plenty and my 
gold did much abound,

In the company of fair young maids the 
Spanish ale went round.

’Tis a bitter change from those gay days that 
now I ’m forced to go,

And must leave my bones in Santa Crus far 
from my own Mayo.
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3. CÁ ga'oa.Timi tiA h -á ic e  peo A g.éipge pó
thó]\

pó  énocA-ÓA A’r  fó  hair-bag 5A11 cpÁóc Ap 
bÁctAT)A bpóg,

t)Á mAipeA* ■ootrifA au lApuit 
ÚeunfAirm ■oíob ciaii aó 

muriA mbéAi» 50 p cAgAip T)ia oom beic 1 
jciAncAib fÁ bpón.

4 . UÁ tnbéA* pÁopAig toó tA inn  ’n-A lAptA
Ap lA ptn t 50 p ó i t t ,  

bpiAH t>ub A ítlA lhA in’n-A ClgeAptlA ApOUAÓ-
mó]\,

A a t T>ub triAC SplAOA 
’tl-A ÓOiptléAl 1 SCllA]\A,

1p Atinpti béAÍ) m o cpi AlX-pA 50  ConmiAe 
rhu igéo .

3. They are altered girls in Irrul now, ’tis
proud they’re grown and high,

With their hair-bags and their top-knots, for I  
pass their buckles by;

But it’s little now I  heed their airs, for God will 
have it so,

That I  must depart for foreign lands and leave 
my sweet Mayo.

4. 'Tis my grief that Patrick Loughlin is not
Earl in Irrul still,

And that Bryan Duff no longer rules as lord 
upon the hill,

And that Colonel Hugh O’Grady should be 
lying dead and low.

And I  sailing, sailing swiftly from the County 
of Mayo.

3.—w t iI X a c  m ó t i .

(MULLAGHMORE.)

J = 80 Dorian mode.

Sung by Miss. Maoqie Hussion, 
Belelare, Tuam.

i m m i 3 E Í-4- • -
1. b i mé 01*6 . ce  fA01 "féiL - e

a *

bpig-oe  Ap a’ cóppAth

l lS lP ^ E
ciop Ap A ll m u ll- AC m ó p ; Ip Ami AÓeApcmé’pAti o i l  - eAcc a  ncug mé

m
5pA-6

—m- ~f< ~V
— m----- m----- -1——-j—

tru^ bí p AOib - inn, DeAf Á - lu in n  Ó5 . Ip  c« 50

>  fc
a = a t i 5= ::S= =JS=f5=

cinnce A mApbmg m’inctnn. t e A t i n  h á jHon ’p ní LetgeApócAÓi -ft—3-

m é: ’S 50 bpuit mo cporóe ip - cig ini - te



( B )

:* = £ = I
piopAi, m ap’ bpÁgAió nié t>í - Tie All in oo  bpobbAc bail.

2. Ap ah Sbéib 6’n uitm n, peafc Won up mo
liiian-pa,

’S ní óohbuigim oibée, aéc  aj; 'oéAiiAm 
bpóm :

’Si com ha CAOin’ f, ’p méapA mine, 
béab CAiiAibe, AOibinn, A’p liieabb pf a tÁn.
Adc bA cpuag’ tiom  «Aim cú ’ptiA jjbeami- 

CAtb UAigneaé’
11Á ceibcabap cbúciiiAp ’p nÁ ceot ha n-éAn :
’S 50 mbpeápp liom 50 móp-ihóp a beic pínce • 

puap teAC
tlÁ Athpáin buaóiiiAp’ ó étamiAib gaebeab.

3. A’p cé pÁc mo buaÓApcA 11 aé bpuiginn ceai)
cuaipce

50 ocí An baibe úo cíop Ann a bpuib mo
gpÁb:

CÁ im Ap UACCAp, a’p m it Ap buaópaib,
A’p 1 ocúp An pógih Aip a biop n a ba b’Á tnbbea- 

gAin.
bíonn bÁibín baoig Ann,bíonn bpic ’nabuige 

Ann,
A ’p An eaba AOibmn Ap An boó, ’p i ag  

ptiám.
’S oá mbémn pÁÚAC cpiomia béaó mo f  avó- 

bpeAp -oéAnUA,
Agup ceao pince be mo niúipnín b in .

4. A cúibpioim péacaó, An bpuit cn aj; éip-
CCAÍC

be 5AÓ Aon puo a bpuib mé A páb f 
T>Á rnbéinn ’mo ébéipeaó in Aon óéapo i>’ 

éipmn,
beac An rfiéio pn, ni péAopAinn pjpfob’.
Tlí bA, nÁ caoipig, a  bi mé a’ fanncugAb,
Aéc An cAibin cumapad A bi bÁn ne iheon,
’S An ihaigoean thúince óp cionn nA cúipce,
A béapp a6 pógap «Am Ag cig An óib.

1. It was the evening of Si. Brigid’s Feast Day, 
I  went to a wake down at Mullagh More:
My love I saw there, and my heart’s torment, 
The freshest beauty that eyes beheld.
My soul was slain there by you, my fair love, 
Nor wine nor whiskey can give me rest:
And a heart once careless will break with 

yearning,
If it find not refuge in your white breast.

2. To the far off mountain my thoughts fly
countless,

And I  sorrow all through the sleepless night. 
Ah! slender her waist is, her fingers graceful, 
And her sweet mouth lures with bewitching 

smile.
The glens are lonely, and miss you more than 
The cloistered choirs of the feathered throng, 
And my heart desires more to be beside you, 
Than all the raptures of Gaelic song.

3. All day I mourn that I  cannot go there,
To visit my love ’mid the pleasant meads; 
’Mid cream and butter and hives of rushes, 
And milking cows in the autumn eves.
’Mid young calves leaping and trout in the 

streamlets,
And a lake where white swans proudly glide; 
And though I  wished for a miser’s riches,
I’d stretch content there with you beside.

4. Head proud and haughty, hair crowned and
faultless I 

Oh, hear me calling, for pity hear.
Were I a scholar renowned for knowledge,
Not half so much could my passion speak.
’Tis not for kine or for flooks I ’m pining,
But a comely maid of capricious mind,
Beyond court ladies, in whose embraces 
A solace deeper than drink I ’d find.
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I  have heard that the author of this song was one Dominic Cosgrave 
(Cof5]\&c), but I  do not know anything of him. I think ITIutt&c tílóji is 
the place of that name in Co. Sligo, although there is a 1T1u11a.c Itlóp near 
Tuam, once one of the strongholds of the O’Kellys.

' For other versions of this song see Professor O’Maille’s “AiújiÁin Cto-inne 
5*.eóeAl,” No. 15; “ Gaelic Songs of the W est,” by Michael Timony, p. 21; 
also Céo-o x>e Ceot-coib U Iaó,” by énpí ó Wuipije&fA, pp. 50 and 216.

I  wrote down another version from Pat O'Neill, Drumgriffin, near 
Annaghdown.

1 have appended to this song a metrical translation, kindly done for me 
by a distinguished friend whose modesty will not allow him to have his 
name appear. A  few other metrical translations, which I  have thought well 
to insert, are from the same gifted pen.

4.—A Ó5ÁT1A1S UASAlt. 

(OH, GENTLE YOUTH.)

. Sang by Miss Maggie Hession,
J  = 88 Belclare, Tuam.
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2. IIUAip A é ip tjitn -p e  Ap mArom, ’pé mo
pAimp mo úeóp,

’S nuAip a lu ijim -pc Ap mo teAbAió, bim A5 
opiAijib ó ! 50 móp,

CÁ jjpÚAj; mo cinn Ag caicim  
A’p a s  imceAcc ó ! mAp ah sc eo ,
’S 5«p be cumAió móp ’o o  ó ia ií), a  pcóipin, 
tlí b é ió  m é 1 bfAO b eo .

3. CógpAió m é mo feó tcA S O ofiicce éeo ijeA c
50 moc Ap mAroin,

Ap cuAipc cu is  mo m íbe pcótpín, ’p 50 o eo  
■oeo ní p ltpeA O  AbAite.

H AC CUH1A biom cÓApo óéAppAp Aonuuine 
HUAip HAC tloéApfAlí) mo 5pÁ* pAIC.
Acc mÁ ’p finn-e a pugAÓ o ’Á céibfe, 
pBApAib éipeAtm ni cuippeAÓ eA-opAimi.

4. b ’f-eApp tiom peAp Ap pógnAtn, tÁ aii 
pójtriAip ’p An eAppAig :

’Sé a bAinpeA* ÓAin An eópnÁ, A’p A éóipeó- 
caó nA beApcA. 

rníte b ’peÁpp biom buAcAibb 65, 
llluiiA péiócijcAÓ pé acc mo teAbAib, 
tlÁ pAióbpeAp éeóippe •o’pÁjAib 1 scóipcib 
be peAn-bAincpeAbAis-

T ranslation.

1. Ah! gentle young man, where slept you last night? On the side of your bed, and you 
heeded me not. Did you know my affliction, not a wink you’d have slept, ’Twas your 
bier going the way, left this pang in my side. | 2. When I  rise in the morning my prayer is a tear. 
When I lie on my bed ’tis sadly I moan ; My hair is now falling, and going like the mist. And 
through grief for you, darling, I  shall not long live. | 3 .1 will hoist my sails for Joyce country at 
early morning, To visit my thousand treasures, and home I shall never return. What matters 
to me what any one says, when my love says not a word ? But if we were born for each other, 
all Ireland would not separate us. | 4. I  would prefer a useful man, in autumn-time or spring, 
Who would cut for me the barley, and tie it up in’sheaves. I ’d far prefer a young boy, were he 
only to make my bed. Than the riches of George in coaches, along with an old widower.

Eor another version of this song see “ Gaelic Songs of the West,” p. 30, 
by Michael Timony; “ AtnpÁin Ct&irme go.e'óe.&l,” by Professor O’Maille, 
p. 92, v. 2, and p. 99, vv. 4  and 5 ; “ An ilipeó^,” an Ulster song-book by 
’Oonnó&n ó SeApcAig, p. 5, v. 2; also “ An pibin,” by An SpuAgAc bÁn, 
p. 10, v. 4.

There are two airs, Nos. 1571 and 1572, given in the “ Complete Petrie 
Collection,” which are evidently meant for another version of the same 
song.
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5.—5 °  'o c a s a i'ó An noxjlA ig . 

(TILL CHRISTMAS COME.)

J'= 132
Sung by Mrs. H ession, Belclare, 

Tuam.
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cpAiiipAió, ’S go iroeAnAit) me «eA5 . pAp
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c o t n p A t n i , p Á i p C  O e  ■OO g p A T J ’S ni gAgfAi* pe mo cporoe.

2. Rio bpón Ap An nspÁó peo, ip gAtpA Apip ■o’pÁg pé mo ceAiin bocc 5An pú An 
■oubAc é : onnpA céitte

■O’pÁs pé mo cpoióe bocc com nub teip An Agnp m’lncmn AepAC Ag ÓAbtigAÍ» «Aim. 
njjUAl,

T ranslation.

1. Till Christmas come in the middle of summer, Till I  make a swift race through the 
depths of Loch Beagh, Till the shamrocks shall grow on the boards of my coffin, No part of 
your fond love will fade from my heart. | 2. My grief on this love! ’tis a  mournful disease. It 
has left my poor heart as black as the coal. It has left my poor head without one ounce of sense 
there, And my light airy Bpirit departing from me.

Although I  made exhaustive inquiries, I  could not find any other verses 
of this song, nor does it  seem to he known to any one but the Hession 
family.
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6.—cAisleÁn m  néitX (i).
(CASTLE O’NEILL.)
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1. 1 jjCAip - leÁn ttí tléiLL - (o) - UÁ An ceAt) feeAn tiAin

2. A cuij-lo ’gup a  cAipce!
flí féixn j\ go xicug có nom cúl,
CÁ ino cumAnu teAC Jieixi [6],
’Sé tno I óau géAp tnAp comhaic mé cú.

3. CÁ nA gÁijroim ’n-A bpÁfAc,
A m ile  g]\Á’D geAl, ó Tj’imcig cú UAim ;
CÁ ha h-AliAimi’ Ag ■out l e  fáiiAió 
’Sao Áic 1 lpÁfA‘6 blÁc •otnlleAfcAH ’itA 

g C J Í A o b .

4. Ílíop cuaIaj- c eó l clÁipfige
’■Out An c-j-pÁit) peo, riÁ ceileAbAp iia n-éAti,
ó  o ’imóig mo gpÁó «Aim,
C íl Álumti, go CAifleÁn uí f lé ill.

1. In Castle O’Neill
An enchantress has changed me with spells, 
My doom be declared 
If ever I  court her again.

2. My heart-beat, my treasure!
From me you have hidden your face.
Our love-time is ended.
My grief 1 that my eyes on you gazed.

3. The gardens are waste-land.
Bright love, since you fled from the bowers. 
The rivers are straying,
Dead leaves strew the beds of the flowers.

4. I  hear no harp’s music
On the street nor the piping of birds,
Since vanished the beauty 
To Castle O’Neill, whom I  loved.

This song seems to be equally well known in the provinces of Munster 
and Connacht. There is a fine version given in the second part of “ Poets 
and Poetry of Munster,” edited by Dr. Sigerson (éipeAmiAc), p. 82.
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The above version was given me by the Bev. M. J . Conroy, P.P., Kilmeena, 
Co. Mayo, and he told me he learned it from an old woman in Connemara.

Nos. 7 and 8 are Tuam variants of the song. It is interesting to note the 
change from be&n (in all the other versions) to buACAillin (in No. 8).

For other versions see “ Love-songs of Connacht,” by Dr. Douglas Hyde, 
p. 22, vs. 2 and 3, p. 26, v. 5 ; “ The Irish Beview,” June, 1912; also “ Cóa-o 
"oe CeóbcAib tlU b ,” p. 76.

An air of this name was printed by Bunting in his first volume of airs, 
1797.

7 —cA isteÁ n iií n é i t t  (ii).
(CASTLE O’NEILL.)

J Sung by Miss Maggie Hessioh, 
= 80 Belclare, Tuam.

2. m  bA, CAoipig, tii. gAtmiA 
A pAnncuig mé teAC mAp pppé,
Acc mo f>Á lÁlm p A O i do ceAnn,
THaji ip cú cpAob Áluinn Ag CAipteÁn ut

íléibt.

3. CÁ An gÁipoín peo ’n-A pÁpAc,
A m ite  gpÁó bÁn, Agup mipe tiom péin. 
CÁ An c-ubAttcóipin peo Ag pÁp Ann,
’S An btÁc bÁn Ap bAppAib m  gcpAob.

4. Acc DÁ bpéADGÁ A cup 1 gCeitl OAffl, 
■OeAtriAn a  V péiDip tioih coo(,Af> 50 ciúin ; 
Acc AppAing 6 inoé Ap 
An cé A CUA1Ó ’cup iDip mé Agup cú.

1. My heart’s love, I ’m calling,
In the yonng summer days let us speed
Away down to Tirawley
Ere morning spreads dew on the fields.

2. No dowry I  hope for
Of sheep, or cattle, or lands.
But my two hands supporting 
Your head like the clustering branch.

3. The garden is waste-land,
Bright love, and lonely I  keep. '
One apple-tree waves there,
White blossom is strewn on its leaves.

4. Ah, if I  heard yúu calling,
No quiet of sleep .would I  know.
But sorrow befall him

-Who came between you and my soul.
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The following version of the song was written down for me by Mr. Michael 
Diskin, 1ST. T., Milltown, Tuam, from Simon Steed, Milltown, but I  failed to
get the air from him :—

1. CÁ An gÁipoi'n peo ’iia pÁpAc,
A mite 5pÁó geit ’gup a cuiptin mo cporoe. 
UÁ AH uliAttcoip Ag fÁp Ann,
’S ah btÁc bÁn cpí bippAib iia gcpAob.

1. The garden is waste-land,
Love, that quietened my pulses with pride: 
One apple-tree grows there,
On its branches the blossom is white.

2. A cuto An c-pAogAit ’p a AnnpAcc!
1 *ocúp An cpAiiipAió nó aii ngbtiAippeÁ tioiii 

péin,
AmAC pop pÁ nA gbeAttnCAib,

2. Oh, come from the castle 
With me when the summer is born, 
Afar through the valleys,
Ere bird-song has startled the morn.

A’pbéAÓTmii'o Aim ful'oÁ tAbjuiigeA'o tiAli-ém.

3. Ip Ap bAtlAli) All cige liiótp 
’SeAÓ ’coriimngeAnnp ’p a co-oUngeannp mo 

gpÁÓ.
A pAm Ait ni’b 1 néipmn,
Acc An péAtc eótAip bl Ap An mbAib’ uoAig 

CaIX.

3. But I  cannot follow
My love to the halls where she shines
A bright star of knowledge,
Whose equal no sage has descried.

4. tliop cuaLaió mé ceót nA gctÁippeAc
Ag gAbÁii All c-ppÁ1t> peo inoé
thro biiine uá a béitln,
cúl Átuiiin bí 1 gCAipteÁn ui néitt.

4. No minstrelsy joyful 
Of harps I  heard going the street, 
So sweet as her voice is.
My love, that’s in Castle O’Neill.

5. A’p ní bA, CAOipig, nÁ gAihnA,
A riiíte pcóipín, A pAiincófiAinn teAC pétn

mAp pppé,
Acc mo ÓÁ tÁim pAOi oo ceAnn-pA,

6. And I ask for no dowry 
Of cattle, or sheep, with my bride, 
But my two hands around her, 
And converse of love in the night.

'5«r ce#°  CAimic* teAC 50 mbuAitp'óe An ■oó 
téAg.

6. A^uf cuipim-pe téAti £ÓAp 5°
Ap ah cé t>Ain T>iom 1110 jp Á ó ;
ApA ! puAtg mé é  50 Sa^aha

An Aic a  rvoéAiiCAj\ ah 'OUine’oubbíoimpbÁn.

6. But sorrow betide him 
Who stole the desire of my soul: 
’Tis my wish I  could drive him 
To exile on Sassenach shores.

7. CÁ to n g  Ap aii jc e ib  peo,
A’p béA|\fAix) pi w ife ■00*11 SpÁmn ; 
Agup tr»A pilXim AiiuAf 50 b-éA£, 
béAppAO péipín AbAite a j  mo spa’d.

7. On the quay there is riding 
A ship that will bear me to Spain: 
I ’ll sail to the wild geese, 
Forgetting dead passionate days.
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8.—CAisteÁti tií n é i t t  (iii).
(CASTLE O’NEILL.)

. Sung by Mrs. Flannagan,
J  — 72  Gardenfield, Tuam.
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2. UÁ ah gÁiptrfn feo 1 11-A fÁfAC,
A riiite gjiAi) bÁti, A^uf impe liom yém.
CÁ HA pÓfAÍ AJ fÁf Ami,
1j* bjieÁ§CA ■OÁ bpACA Ctt A]\ÍA1T1.
tli cttmwpeAH ceób cbÁippeAÓ
■Out An c-fj\ÁiT> peo há ceób bum ha n-éAit
3uj> éAtuij f é  ca|\ fÁite,
Cp&ob Átuimi 50 CAifbeÁn iii tléibb.

3. Ó i f  1 gCAifteÁn ui lléibb
’CÁ ah péA|\ÍA bAin t>fom-f*A (ó) mo jjiÁb, 
5o  ticug tné péin ppéip *06,
’Sé mo téAii géA|\, ’ti jjAn-ptOf •oo’n cpluAg. 
A5 ceAtÍAó ci£e nióifi
’Sea *6 ■o o  óoihnuigeAntif A g u p  donbuigeAntip 

mo éj\Á *;

A fAifiAit « r t  t e  pÁ£Áib
Acc All péAbc eÓlAlf ’cÁ *AJ\ An HlbAlte ÚT)A1§ 

CAbb.

4 . bu-6 nnbpe biotn uo póigín
tlÁ All f\Óf A CAJADtlf A|\ bbÁC,
A’f  be cuniAiT) mój\ 1 h‘oiai’6 mo pcóipín 
tv' mó 11Á 50 5cot>luigim pém tpÁc. 
btiAbAin A*f Ati oróce Aj\éij\
’SeA’Ó tio ]\éAb HA CApAlbblb All fÁb,
Aguf cuai*6 pAX> tie béim,
’Sé mo beÁn jjéAfi, a i h a c  inp a h  piÁiii.

5, tlí’l  cuibe t>Á inéAt)
HAé t1t)4AHAH11 feAt CAttlAbb AJ\ CJlÁlg ;
tlí’b Aim Adc tuóc bpéAj,
Agtif ní yéroij\ tiAé bpibbprb tno £j\Á6.
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Translation.

1. A hundred farewells to last night (Oh, alas!) That this night is not still quite new, With 
the sportive young swain Who would coax me so nicely on his knee. Since you made me 
refuse (you) Oh, darling! my love is not yours; But a hundred times pity. The hills stand 
between me and you. | 2. This garden is grown wild, My fair love Í and I am alone. The posies 
now grow there, The finest that ever you saw. No music of harps will be heard Going this 
way, nor the sweet song of birds, Since he stole away over the sea The fair branch to Castle 
O’Neill. | 3. O h! it is in Castle O’Neill Dwells the pearl that took from me my love; To him I 
myself gave affection, Unknown to the world, ’tis my grief ! ’Tis at the hearth of the big house 
My love has his dwelling and sleeps. His like there is not to be found, The star of knowledge 
in that town beyond. | 4. I  would think your little kiss sweeter Than the rose that springs from 
the bud. And with loneliness after my love I hardly can sleep at all. A year ago unto last 
night, The horses burst out through the hedge. And they went of a leap, Alas! out into the 
flood. | 5. There is no tide, howe’er great, But it comes in a while to ebb, They are all only 
deceivers, And it can’t  be but my love will return.

9.—útiA S a s  5 o n e  a ’ CAítnÁin.

(UP AT GORTHACARNAUN.)

Sung by Miss Maggie' Hession, 
J = x08 Belelare, Tuam.
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2. Hi pubA Íf ai*6 ttté n íof mó a]\
Da bóiqiib feo AjAib-fe,
Acc cospi’o mé tiio feótcA 
Aiiiaó fAOt nA fléibcib.
ÓtfATO Itlé mo T)ÓCA1t1 T)ia ‘OomtiAij,
’S tií béi-6 iwé A|\ weifje,
tttAji fúit 50 bpÁ̂ Ainn btAf t>o £615111
’S cú wo pcói|\ín, a bUc 11A pnne!

3. CÁ mo 5j\át> hiaj\ btÁc ha n-Ái|i«e
tÍÍOf A5 fÁf 1 'OCÚf Ar C-fAttlJIAIO, 
tló waj\ ha fAoileÁmíní bÁiiA 
bíop A5 piÁw aji ha gteAiincAib.

14 )

tló  ma]\ béA'ó 5 ]«aii ój’ c io n n  C Á piiÁ nt 

I t i p  n a  f p Á r o e  *5 g A b Á i t  r i m c e A Í l ,

1]* inAp pÚT> a bíop mo jjpÁb bÁti 
A 5 'ocaiiAiii pÁbAil.cc Cj\í t irm c im i.

4.  é i p e ó Ó A r ó  m é  i  m b Á p A c  

be pÁinne ah bAe g té jit ,
A’f  eéAnpAié mé mo beAj-páp 
Am Ac pAOt 11 a i’béibcife.
V'ágpAiÁ tné mo beAmiAcc 
A5 mr.Áib X)Oa|’’ A11 cfAogAit I'eo,
A!]’ ÁeATÍiAn a b p ll.n ') a bAibe éiom ,
3 0  llibíé Ail ba]\p A5 clAlliiAib éipeAtin.

Translation.

1. Above at Gorthacarnaun Lives a fair Irish lady, And he who will get her from her mother, 
Must be a kindly lover. And my fond heart gave love to her, With some infatuation; 
But she abandoned me for the tailor. The weakling of the men of Erin. | 2. And I shall walk no 
more on These rugged roads of yours; But I  shall hoist my sails And speed me towards the 
mountains. I  will drink my fill on Sunday, And yet I  will be sober. In hope of tasting your 
little kiss; Eor you arc my treasure, my fair blossom. | 3. My love is like the sloe bud That 
blooms in early summer, Or like the snow-white seagulls That poise above the valleys. Or 
like the sun o’er Camaun, Dancing in the street around, So does this bright love of mine Keep 
roving through my reason. | 4. I  will rise to-morrow With the dawning of bright day, And I 
will make a swift race Out around the hills. And I  will leave my blessing To the fair 
maids of this world, And never will I  return home, Till Erin’s cause has triumphed.

I have not been able to identify the place “ Gorthaeamaun ” (= the field 
of the little earn) which,.gives the title to this song. Though from the root 
origin of the word there must be many places of the name throughout the 
West, the singer was not aware of any such place in her immediate neighbour­
hood.

Some years ago, in looking over newspaper cuttings belonging to the late 
John Glynn of Tuam, I  came across the following fragment. It was taken
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from a paper called “The Irish American,” and was headed: “Gleanings from 
the Island of Inismain ” :—

“ eroip b’- l ’-ÁCA-An Rio j  &'r 
CÁ gpiAnÁn b in  ÓipeAlin 
’S An cé a jeobAií) í ó m  mÁCAipín 
flA]\ tÁgAC 4 t e  bpéAJA-ó 
rriAp ÚU5  mo cpoióe SpÁó oí 
t e  pÁipc oe ’n ■oíé-céilte 
A’r  gup eutAig p  t « r  A" GÁitliúp 
An pAnuite An peAp bpéAgAC.”

The similarity of the lines to the opening verse of our song is 
manifest, and suggests to me that possibly “ Gorthacarnaun lies somewhere 
between Athenry and Oran(-more).

lO.—mÁirt’ n i grd ob tA . 
(M^EY GEIFFIN.)

J« = 76 D o ria n  mode.

Sung by Miss Maggie H ession, 
and others.
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2. T)Á bpeicceÁ-pA bÁo ctAinn’ ÚomiGAÓA 
S &6 bÁ DÁ TjcéigeA* p  cum peóit,
(JtúcpAÓ p' An paippj;e
A’p ní flnicpAt) p' ceAnn peóit. 
héAÓ cúp Ap ’cuile §áI a aici,
ÚÁ ócizjeAÓ An tÁ móp,
A’p 50 iroiotpAinn mo tuiccín mónA,
A’p mé Ag cómpáó te  mo pcóp.

3. tllo §pÁf> í TTTÁip' ni JpiobcA,
’Si but) mine nÁ nA ninÁ,
«jAp ’pi náp cu j ApiAth An jto ine óom 
Aéc An buiT)é*l A’p é  beic tin .
HUAip a filinn t>ui t)Á ioc téi 
Hi •óéAtiAT) p' i)ioni acc gpeAnn,
A’r ní rsAppATO ino gpÁó-pA coióce lé i 
5 « t>ci An oióce CAp éip mo b iip

i .  1p iomt>A pn  mAitnn 'OotiinAi5 
tM mé pú^Ac t>eAp 50 leop,
A5 t)u t pop t e  mo tuiécin móiiA 
A’p óá cúppA Ap Ati peót móp, 
tlíop J é i t t  mé ApÍAth t>o múp Ap bic,
T)o §áía  nÁ 00 ceo,
Hó 50 -océijeAÓ tné Á’ CAintic le  p túp  n a mbAn 
t>i poriiAm ’pAn mbAite móp.

5. tluAip a  imceócAf mé Ap aii cíp peo,
’S nuAip a  t>ibpeóécAp nié ’pan m bit), 
tluAip a  éAicpt) m é ow ce  1 niAOimp 
1p ÓÁ oróce &p An CpÁig-bÁin,
SiubAitpó mé cApc 1 tibepci 
1p 41101111 pAoi óomvoAe-An-ÓtÁip:
A’r  tnApA bpópAi-ó TTlÁip’ ni JpíobiiA tné, 
n í  p L tp ó  mé 50 bpÁc.

Translation.

1. Oh ! the love of my heart and my soul are you Beyond all that live, For it is you 
who saved my life for me, On that day as the storm arose. I  had two reefs tied, And a 
tight grip on the sail, And I  did not ease off Golum Head Till I  entered upon the road. | 
2. If you were to see Clann Donnach’s boat, Each day it went to sea, (How) it would breast 
the (strongest) wave, And never wet a sail. She would be in advance of every gale, However 
rough the day, And I  would sell my load of turf, While talking with my love. | 3. Oh 1 Mary 
Griffin is my true love. More tender she than all, For ’twas she who never gave me a glass, 
But the bottle brimming o’er. When I ’d think to pay her for ’t, ’Tis she would moek me fairly, 
Oh 1 my love for her will never decay Till the night of death’s passed o’er me. | i .  I t ’s many’s 
the 3unday morning I  was jolly and light-hearted, Going down with my little load of turf, 
With two reefs upon the sail. I  never yielded to any shower, To a gale or to a fog, Till I  came 
to talk with the flower of maids, Who was before me in the town. | 5. When I betake me from 
this shore, And am driven from the boat, When I  spend a night at Mweenish, And two nights 
at Trabane, I  will walk across by the Liberties, And over through County Clare, And if Mary 
Griflin marries me not, I ’ll never return again.

I  have known this song for many years. I  heard it sung for the first 
time with great spirit by a young girl from the Claddagh, Galway, in 1902. 
Since then I  have heard it  frequently from others: Bridget Forde, Svlane, 
lu a m ; Maire Cuniffe from lawin, Galway; and Maggie Hession, Belelare, 
Tuam. It is not known in this district, and is evidently a Connemara song, 
although an inferior version of the air is known here, and sung to the words 
of “ beAti Ati c-SeATTOUine,” Flo. 18.
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Professor O’Maille has kindly sent me another version of the song, also 
from Connemara, entitled “ b p ijit) Hi’5  Aopco..” Though in doubt as to 
the English equivalent of the name, I have called it in the translation 
“ Brigid Geary.” Dr. O’Maille in his notes to the song says: “ The name is 
pronounced tlig  AopúA, the latter part of which may equal AcóAipe 
(= shepherd). I  got an incomplete version from Mr. ■ Pat O’Donnell, 
Newport, and he has also ‘ bp ijro  TI15 AopcA,’ but he spells it ‘ bpijvo  
tlí StnúpA.’ One might expect a corruption of ‘H15 th tnp’ (Maguire), but 
such corruptions rarely occur.”

The places referred to in the songs are nearly all in the neighbourhood 
of Carna, Connemara, e.g. Meenish, Trabane, Ardmore, Golum Head. The 
“ Liberties ” referred to are the Liberties of Galway, and “ ah b^ite móp 
is Galway town.

bRi$it> ni’5 AontA.
1. e i f e i t i : “  A511P caic tné Ati bliAÓAtn in- 

tipAIV teAC 
tn Ap bí tné 05 5A11 c é it l,

t>o ■00 iíicaIXa'6 A’r *0 t>o ceAÍ5AÍ), 
A’p ■60 tm ■óéAiiAiri AiriAc ’óorn 

pém [= péiri). 
th' opoc-róeAp ajaih A p c-íamily, 

Agup neAir.-cion e ile  ’Ain opc 
pém,

A5«r 5 °  veitnin 111' póppA imfe cú 
5 0  bpÁgA xA CUltteATTl pppé.”

2. Ipe: CéAt> ptÁn von peitnpeAÓ m -upAió,
Agup nÁ cuip opm aoh bpéAg, 

tíeAriiAn A]\ cuip mé b’ pop opc 
tló 50 vcÁinic cú uaic péin. 

b ’pUpUfOA bAtil-pA peAp A pÁjÁlt 
A gtAcpAÓ tiom gAn pppé; 

CÓ15 00 fe o l  A’p W ’5 imceAcc,
Ajjup béAV pAOI jpÁpcA T)é.

3. Cóav ptÁn no bliAÓAin ’pA caca
peo,

tlí mAp pin a tií mé pém, 
h i mo cporóe com meApgAÓ

teip An éinín Ap An gcpAolb.

1UÁ f'ileAnn plAX) gup CAitteAÓ
mé,

■ÓOAtiiAn bAogAÍ Ap bic opm 
péin,

Agup bÁp nÁp pÁgA mé coióctn 
Uó 50 mbí tno cteAmnAp 

péib.

4. etpeAn: Ulo jpÁt) cú, a ttpigro U í’g
AopcA

1p cú An pij-beAn CAp nA mnÁ, 
tlíop lApp tné Api Ain An cnAijpn opc 

Uac tio'npÁ Liom An cÁpc. 
lluAip a  fítinn a  but t>’Á íoo leAc 

tlí óéAncÁ ‘óíoni ac ppeAnn ; 
A’p ní pgAppA mo cuitiA covbée teAC 

50 vcí An jjeimpeAÓ i noiAió 
00 bÁip.

5. Agup lonnpócA mé aii ^lcAnn
m’poAC LeAC,
SiopmAp v ’itnéeócAÓ An bÁv 

peotb,
50  'océró raé Ap nA Líbertí

Agup Ap pin 50 T>C< All CpÁig 
tJÁn.
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pU.eAÓ Ap m’Aif Atiiofootn
t>éiómé oitico 1 n -11 AticAp 

A'f ttlÁ póf Atm b]\l jro  fli’g AopcAUAitn
1H pbtpe mé 50 bpÁú.

6. I f  lomÁA niArom UomnAig
V)i me fiAmfAliiAib ttiAic 50 

teop,
A’p Ati c e A C f  AtrlA bÁ lie’ll i'o^lilAf

t)i cpi cfipfA iti mo feob móp. 
Tliop g é itt mé apiAtri do trittf Ap 

bic
■OÁ iiúlnce óÁ inbÓAii ceo,

11 o fonn a beic 1 bpáipc bepbúp ha 
mb ah,

tojugro ‘OómiiAibb ’f An Ainu 
tílóip.

7. Ipe: Agup jjeAppAió AfflAc mo cónpA
De fióp-fjoic A’r ne ceAp ha

5cUf,

A’f  mÁ cÁ SeÁti Ó Caóaiii 1 fflm j-  
Imp

th’oó p  TieAnnA ó ti-A bÁim. 
b io b  iiiococ A’r  n io r ibin innci ip c ij, 

A’r  Í 50 pó-óeAp A fm o ceAim, 
A’f  5 °  b fU it npiúp bAti 'oeAf paoi 

fbé ibcí
be  mo ca  01 tie At! o f  cionn 

clÁi|i.

8. e ip e a n : A’f  CÁ piAn 1 t á p  mo c lé ib ’ ó
A cmppeAt) ha cóadca peap 

’tm bÁif,
Agup CA oinnce, tieAJlbcA

11AC b p u il mo le igeA f l e
fÁgÁlt.

TIaó c p u a j  Atioif m é A5 rS a l 'A"
111 A111 c beAC,

Ag ceAcc ha buAipe bpeÁg’,
Ó COfAlg Atl CUAC A5 JOipeAlilAinC,

A’fAH -ouibleAb Ap gbap Ag páp.

T eanslation.

1. I  spent last year with you, For I was young and foolish, Coaxing and beguiling you, And 
trying to make you mine. I  had poor esteem for your family, And a want of love for you, And, 
indeed, I  wiU never marry you, Till you get a larger dowry. 1 2. A hundred farewells to last 
winter, And do not belie me, Never did I  send for you Till you came of your own accord. It 
would be easy for me to find a man Who would take me without a fortune, So hoist your sails 
and go away, And I  shall be in God’s grace. | 3. A hundred farewells to this time last year, ’Tis 
not thus I  used to be, My heart was as mirthful As the little bird on the branch. If they think 
that I  died, There’s no fear at all of me, And may death never seize me Until my match be 
made. | 4. My love are you, Brigid Geary, You are the queen above all women, I  never asked 
the naggin from you, But you filled me put the quart. When I  thought of paying for it, You 
only made fun of me, And my love for you will never depart Until the winter after your death. | 
5. And I  will head for the Straight Glen with you, As the sailing boat would go, Until I  come 
to the Liberties, And thence as far as Trabane. On my return back again I ’ll be a night m 
Oughterard, And if Brigid Geary marries (another) from me, I’ll ne’er return again. | 6. Many a 
Sunday morning I was merry enough, And on the fourth day of Autumn I had three reefs 
upon the sail. I  never yielded to any shower, However dense the fog, Anxious to unite with 
the flower of maids, Donal’s Brigid in Ardmore. | 7. And cut out my coffin From the choicest 
block of wood, And if John Keane is in Meenish, Let it be made by his hand. Let my hat and 
ribbon be within, Placed nicely on my head, And let three pretty women from the hills Keen 
me when laid out. | 8. O, there is a pain within my breast That would kill a hundred men, 
And I  am sure and certain That my cure cannot be found. How sad to be parting with you 
now When the fine weather Has begun, Since the cuckoo has commenced to call, And the 
green foliage to grow,
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11,—seotA -ó  h a  nBArhriA ’s a  bpÁSAc.

(DRIVING THE CALVES IN THE PASTURE.)
Sung by Miss Bridget Fohde, 

Sylane, Tuam.
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1. S l u b A t ó h a c o i b b - e A b |* e o 5° 1 -U A 1 5 - 1ie A C  T)1A C é A O  -  -  O A O in ;

ceAtin 6  n* m é  50

2. UÁ cjtAinnín CAopcAinn ^aoi bun 6 ha
c o it> te A * o  f e o ,

A’f  béiówui'o be cétle  50 bÁ bÁn Ann, 
‘bévomui'o ’n Áp fuibe t e  bÁnAb JjeAt 

WArone;
’S g e o b A r ó  c ú  ha g A i n n A  in f a1 b f Á f A Ó .

3. t)eijvmi wo waLLacc t>o ibAOjtAib ha
coitteAÓ |*eo,

’Siad a o ’fÁg Annfeo t e  fÁn w é ; 
m ’ ACAip ’jUf WO WÁCA1|\ 50 b|\ÓnAC YA 

wbAite,
i r 5An 5oi]\e ajaw ceAÓc in a lÁCAip.

4. Anoif a  fcói^ín, ó cÁ cú Ag imceAÓc tiAim, 
’S 6 nÁ]\ÍA hac cú ’cÁ 1 m>Án *oaw,
Seo *6uic -pótgín a|\ t>A|\jA wo óuro méA^A,
A’f  a  fcóipín, wo CÚ15 céAt) ftÁn teAU.

5. CAibín 05 mé a  ^ugA'ó te if  a’ bfoj\cún, 
Acc ^?aij\íoj\ haó |\Aib f é  1 nt>Án x>aw.

puAip mé j-CAmiAit 50 I1-Ó5 ini' An inbAite 
reo,

m&H geAÍt a |\ 1Í1AC tlí tílÁitle.

6. b ’peÁpp biom gomóji-inó^ Abeic cpoccA, 
tló ■oóijce 1 ocemnce cnÁiiiA,
11Á 50 ociubpAinn t e  fÁpAin no Aon iíiac

tnÁÉAp
30  n-oitpnn bLiAÓAin oó pÁipce.

7. CtnjveAÍ) mo cAiUn ’«A peAfAln inf A
bpobib,

Agtip cwgAb An teAbAp 1 n-A bAith X5Í, 
■b'élgeAn Ol' CAbAipC fAOI fÁj-AtÍl CAbAipC, 
be pAlcciop 50 scuipfiée Af An Áic b

8. A SeAgÁm uí IflAilte, CAp cnj-A a  bAile
bioin.

HÁ bíoé cúcAibeAéc opc ceAcc m mo bÁCAip. 
’S 50 Deo oeo Apíp Pacaió cfi CAp pÁite 
HuAip A feicpeAp cú 00  beAiib ’gnf A tiiÁCAip.
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T ranslation.

1. As I walked through this wood last Wednesday, A yoHng maiden met me in the waste-land, 
Searching for the calves I  was, such was my errand, And one of them I  would not find till 
morning. | 2. A little quicken tree there is, at the end of this wood, And we will be together till 
the day comes. I t’s up we will be, with the bright peep of the morning, And you will find the 
calves in the waste-land. | 3. I  give my malediction to the herds of this wood, It was they 
that left me here a wandering. My father and my mother sorrowful at home, And I  without a 
chance of coming to them. [ 4. So now, my darling, since you are going from me, And that it is 
not you who are destined for me, Here is a little kiss from the top of my fingers, And five 
hundred farewells to my treasure, j 5. I  am a yqung maid bom with a fortune, But alas 1 I am 
not fated to enjoy it. In this town, while yet young, I  was brought into disgrace, And all through 
the son of O’Malley. | 6. To have been hanged I would very much prefer, Or to have been burned 
in a bone fire, Than to give the satisfaction to any mother’s son, That I ’d rear for one year his 
offspring. | 7. My girl was put standing before the congregation, And into her hand was put 
the Bible, She had to undertake to make due reparation, Else from the place she’d have been 
banished. | 8. Oh, Shane O’Malley, come you home with m e; Oh, come to me and have no 
shyness; And never again will you go across the sea, When you see your own baby and its 
mother.

For a variant of this song see “ Irish Popular Songs,” p. 51, by Edward 
Walsh.

Petrie has two airs of this name, Eos. 1529 and 1530, taken down by him 
in Clare in 1864

The following version of the words were written down for me by 
Mr. Michael Diskin, E . T., Milltown, from Simon Steed : but I  was unable to
get the a ir:—
Í. ■O’eip ij mé AttiAc Ap mainm eappaig 
Aj; ptubAÍ (6) nA coitXeAÓ ’p me 50 pÁtiAÓ, 
Cé GAfpAióe ojun acg An óig-beAn 111 ai ['cac, 
’S bf A béiLiti CAHAióe ’p é aj; gÁipib.

2. 'O’piAppuig mé péin 01 50 cé Ap b ’Af omce 
no goroé ’ti cip beAtmuigce a  ocÁinij; pi Ap, 
Acc Ap cópuióeAcc ha ngAthnA, feAÓ, cuip

mé mo ÉAitín,
Ajjup ceAnn (ó) ní bpuAip p  50 IÁ aca.

3. ’S gá cpAinnín beAg CAopCAlnn Ap túlbin
ria coilteAÓ,

Agup ca|\jia uaic liompA 50 tÁ Aim, 
béió  ceótcAbmn’ tiA ti-éAti OAp píop-iup a 

écobAf),
Agup ouilleAbAp 11A gcpAtm, ’p é map pgÁc 

opainn.

4. CÁ coit fAOpÓA AgAinn 6 riiAopÓAib « A

coibleAÓ,
An péap pÁgAlt ólobcA 5 0  IÁ 
Acc t e  bÁn bÁn aii tÁe béióimmi péin ’nap 

•peApAih ■
’S peobfAmui'o péin tiA jaiíuia ’pa bpÁpAc.

5. ’S cá An peAn-péic Ap a  doitle  OAingeAn, 
1p é  ip oói5 tiom 50 bpuit pé cúiceAÓ,
[Acc Ap cóptiróeAcc ha rigAniilA peAÓ cuip tné 

mo ÓAilín,
Agup ceann ní bpiAip p’ 50 ía  aca.]

6. ’S CÁ An peAii péic Ap a  coitleoAtn^eAn, 
’S cá pé t e  btiAÓAin 1 nóiAió mo cAitin,
Acg tná cá ceapc Ap bic Le pÁgÁib mp an áic

peo ’bpuitim-pe, 
bAinpii» mé péin oíolAióeAcc A f  A ónÁihaib.
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7. beipim-pe m o b e A n r i A c c  n o  t i iA o p c A i b  via

c o i l l e A t J ,

t í ’ f Á S A i b  mé be pUACC Agup be pÁnAió.
Ca too bA-roe ’p mo ihAinie 50 bpóiiAC ’mo 

■óiaií) I'a mbAibe.
A’p ni’b goip AjAm ceAcc 1 11-a HjAobAp.

8 .  A  gpÁó jeAb mo óléib’, h a  bíoó opc A i g n c a o ,  

tli mi) é h a c  nueApiiAió 00 thÁCAip,

Acc 6 bi no c o i l  pel 11 help, A  p c ó i p ,  p i l l  

A b A i l e ,

Seo bÁpp Agup mo é ú i g - m é A p A  nuic.

9- "OÁ mbéióinn-pe pém mAp b i  me AtiupAió, 
S111 é bliAÍ>Aiti ’gup ah c-Ain peo, 
é u lÓ p iH H  piop A p  e o l b A  D O  l e A b c A ,

Agup *o’ ó lp A iH H  b u i ’o é A l  p i o h ’ l e  mo c a i I i i i .

Teasslation.
1. As X walked out one morning in the spring, And rambled through the wood quite carelessly. 

Whom should I meet but a comely young maid, Whose mouth was finely formed and a-smiling. | 
2. I  (myself) asked her whereto did she belong, Or what blessed country did she come from. 
And searching for the calves ’twas there I  sent my girl, But one of them she didn’t find till 
morning. | 3. There’s a little quicken tree at the angle of the wood, And you’ll come along with 
me there till day dawns. The sweet song of the birds will lull us there to sleep; And the foliage 
of the trees will be a shade for us. | 4. We have the kind consent of'the keepers of the wood To 
get from them the grass until the morning. With the bright peep of dawn we’ll be up and on our 
way, And we’ll drive the calves out in the pasture. | 5. Now the old rake is secure in his wood, 
And my opinion is that he’s revengeful; But searching for the calves ’twas there X sent my girl, 
And one of them she didn’t find till morning. \ 6. The old rake is now secure in his wood, And 
for a year he has pursued my girl, But if justice can be had in the place in which we are, From 
his bones I will exact reparation. | 7. My malediction I  give to the herds of the wood Who 
left me to suffer cold and hardship. My daddy and my mammy grieving sore at home, And I 
without a chance of coming near them. | 8. A h! bright love of my bosom, do not be dismayed, 
You’ve done only what your mother did before yon; And since it was your own will, return home, 
my treasure. See, I salute you from the top of my five fingers. | 9. Were I  only now as I  was a 
year ago, That is just a year from the present time, I  would sit down and rest on the stock of 
your bed, And would drink a bottle of wine with you, my girl.

12 .—seA $Á n 0 5  u a  ciATCÓtibÁin.

(YOUNG JOHN KIEWAN.)

J - 84
Sung by Miss Maboib Hession, 

Belelare, Tuam.
Mixo-tydian mode.
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2. I f  cpuAig tiom beAti Ati “  íflAjop ” 
A’p OÁ cpuAig tiom i ’ua ó iaió pin, 
A’f  uiop tiáip’ tiom T>Á péAbAÓ fí 
An cpoibe acá ’n-A tÁp.
rn Af 1f  í A CAlbt An peAfÍA
t)e piop-pjjoc nA féinne,
A éum CAob f  at>a jjlégeA l,
’S ní bpéAgA ’cá mé a’ pÁi>.

5. CÁ n A  b-écbipf a j \  n A  fpÓA|\cAib, 
Agup c e o  m ó p  Af u a  péAÍCAib,
CÁ A n  “ t r i A j o p  ”  c p o r o e ,  m o  inÁigifctp, 
A j piop-piteAÓ oeóp.
Acc 50 ocajjaió An ptiA’ó-géimneAc 
Ap bnAitcib nA b-éipeAnn,
Ci. cúriiA móp Ap éipmn,
A’p éAgniAif 1 itoiató 00  bÁif.

3. b i bfipcAig AgUf btÁCAlg 
Agup SéAmAf MA O á I a i 5, 
p'op-fjoc cpovóe mo tiiÁigipcip,
A5 piop-pleAÓ tjeóp,
b í  Í A p Í A Í  A g u f  C íg e A p t i A Í  

Ag pfiit teAC map ÉtiAihAin,
Acc, a  Ónuic tneAÍ)A pÁgcAp 50 piop cú 
gAti peap pAÓAÓ nA ppóipc.

4. D Á  b p e i c c e Á - p  a  An c ú p t A  

Ap n iA i- o m  b p e Á g  ópúccA 
Ag p u b A b  cpitl A  b p é A p  g t A f  

A’r A j j c u t A i c  t e o  p i o p ;

Aác ní peicpróeAp óoróc’ An cúptA 
ppé Ééite Ap An 'oútcée peo,
OonnóAb 65 Ajjup a  éú te if  
1 n - A o n p A i c  ’f A  n g t e A n n .

6. 1p fAt>A pAippng í *oo •búicce, 
A’p o ’Ápuf A’f  00  cúipc geAb,
A’f  CÁ TOÍl-beAC Ag SÍOfgAÍ)
f  AOl bAppAlb tlA nibtÁC.
VO cmt) eAÓpAróe A’f  vo cóipce 
A bi fUAigce t e  h-óp buibe,
A’f  t)Á mbémn im’ peAp fAipnéip 
I f  t>eAf A béApfAinn cú ó’n mbÁp.

7. CÁ t)o nuAb-iulAic pófca  
’ C e A c c  a  b A i l e  Í> i a  ■OothnAig,
A’f  ctAppíni t>e’n óp buvóe 
Ap t)0 coiupAittn geAb cLÁip,
Apip n o c A n n A Í  n A  béA bepf
Ap t)o cpoitit)e(?)bpeÁ5 glégeA l, 
[A6c CÁ cutnA móp Ap éipinn 
Ajllf éAjmAif 1 li"OiAró t>o bÁip.]

Tbanslation.

1. At noon on a Sunday, The young man died. It was a doleiul story For many men and 
women; And it weeping would bring us any good, From it we’d never cease; But, my little 
John, it breaks my heart That you’re laid within the coffin. | 2. I  am sorry for the major’s wife, 
And I  pity her twice again, And I should not think it shame for her If she tore the heart within 
her breast. For she has lost the pearl, The true stock of the brave; His form slender, tall, and 
fair. And there’s no lie in what I  say. | S. There were Burkes and Blakes, And James 0 ’DaJy, 
The true stock of my master’s heart. Copiously shedding tears. Earls and lords, Expecting 
you as a son-in-law; But Knockma, you are left for ever, .Without huntsman or sportsman. |
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4. Ii yon were to see the couple, On a fine dewy morning, Going through the green meadows. 
And their robes flowing down. But never again will the couple he seen Together in this place, 
But only Dennis and his hound Alone in the glen, j 5. The heavens are eclipsed, And a great 
mist on the stars, The dear major, my master, Is ever shedding tears. But till the great lowing 
comes, On the cattle pen's of Erin, There is great sorrow in Ireland, And a void for your 
death. | 6. Your estate is long and spacious, And your mansion and bright court. And honey 
bees are humming Bound the tops of the blossoms. Your steed3 and your coach Inlaid with 
yellow gold. And if only I  were a wizard, ’Tis gladly I ’d snatch you from death. | 7. Your new 
marriage suit Is coming home on Sunday. There are clasps of yellow gold • On your bright 
boarded coffin. And rosettes of beavers (?) On your bright shining hearse (trolly ?). But there is 
great sorrow in Erin, And a void for your death.

This lament was composed by Pat Greany, and song to me by his great- 
granddaughter, Maggie Hession., The occasion, of its making was the tragic 
death of young John Kirwan of Castle Hacket, Cnoc Ble&'óA. (Knockma), 
Tuam. His younger brother succeeded to the estate, and it  was the latter’s 
daughter who married the. late Mr. Percy Bernard, son of a former Protestant 
bishop of Tuam; In ancient times the surrounding country was ruled by the 
O’Flahertys, who, in the twelfth century, were driven out by the De Burgos, 
and these in turn suffered confiscation after 1642. Finally, about that time 
it was bought by Sir John Kirwan, a member of one of the ‘ tribes of 
Galway, whose descendants are now in possession of it.

There is another version of this song in “ AtiipÁin CÍAirme 5*-eóeAt,” 
No. 12.

Petrie gives two variants of the air Nos. 1297 and 1298.

13,—AffltlÁB BA B11B&.
(THE SONG OF THE MEAL.)

Sung by Miss Maggie H ession, 
I _  96 Belclare, Tuam.
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2 . X>i f1AT> A5 CeACC 1 11-A •OC|\éA*OAlb,
Asjuf ne&fcuij fiAt) fgéAt. Ami jac tÁ,
ni cui^’eAX) All -ptiiomifA ^UAim a \\ b \ i  in a 

éAt>An,
tló gu]\b fAiffttiS niAC ’Oé A]\ f i t  AóAim

3. If é An “ in a j o f ” a cionnfCAit ah méA-o
feo,

A’r A ciomÁm haió fgÓAÍ i ngAc Áic.1 .  /
“ popsbtiijió pcóipi iiA h-eipeAim
A’f  ha leigri) iia 5 ao'úll bocc’ cun bÁip.

4. Iloinni jif) win ih-a JuÚAUCAib
Agap cuipigió ptiif “ crane ” i wo “ yard ” 
Agup pÁg 'Ag twee pi bin An pÓACAp,
An pincA, WAp óéipce, ’p An cÁpc.”

5 . nuAip a cÁinic An gopcA 50 b-éipnin, 
SeAÓ 00 ppeAb cpovóe nA péibe 1 bpÁipc, 
ttomÁin uaió botig pAoi n-A peólcAib
’S í tÁii •oe’11 óp buróe Agup bÁn.

6. tlí’b pé 1 gcúig cúigib nA b-eipeAnn 
A pAtiiAil beAn Ail “ tTlAjop ” be pÁgÁib, 
triAp CÁ gÍOjl-pgOC 11A b-UAIfle All bÚjlCAC, 
tló A bpuib Ap fbiocc ctAinne pigce Ap An

SpÁimi.

7 . tnÁ ÉAgAnn coróce cogAÓ nó cÍAwpAp, 
CuippeAwwo CAwp a | \  Cnoc meAÓA, 
'OíbpeócAWUi’o iia ppAiiiicAig *p nA SpÁmmg 
Agup cuTOeócAwuio be l-Ciptnn 50 bpÁc.

8. CÁ All “ triAjop ” AJIip ÁjVO eAfb05
fcuAlllA

Ag wiceAcc Aiiono UAinn gAn irtoibb,
SlÚO An ppiomipA WAp beAIIAf All cúpbA,
1TlA]i GÁ minon Sc. Jjeopgeiti Ac-Óinn.

9 . CApfiAingéocAió flAT) cuca nA b-újt)Aip, 
Agup cuippló flAtl CUA1J1G Aip gAll riioibb. 
l)úrn cpuic Ap An gcAlbbig pAOi LugtiAf 
AgUp WÁbA wóp pbúip Ap A 0]\U1W.

10. t>Á bpÁgAÓ main péióceAC ó’n Áp 'oci- 
geAjuiA,

11 i 1A|\]\}'AÚ WU1TJ 1 A]\lílAlj' 50 bpÁC, 
ttlApcaigeAcc Ap eAcpAiÁ ní lApppAimi,
AcC All CppACAp 111 A]\ ÓIAbbATO a’p An CÁpp.

11. CpiAn A beic pAop oe  iia piACAib
g&n 1AT> ó’a n-éibiugAt> Apip 50 bÁ An bpÁc’, 
Acg win pÁgÁib 1 noeipeAÓ 11A bbiAÓiiA,
Agup pm AgAlb w ’lAppAIÓ WÁ fÁgAWl.

Translation.

1. We will give a blessing to the major, Himself is the manager in tru th ; I t was he who 
snatched from death the hundreds, And would not let the poor Irish die. | 2. The people were 
coming in their crowds, And they increased in numbers every, day. The prince would not put a 
frown on his face. Until God’s Son was bountiful to mankind. | 3. It was the major who arranged 
for all this, And sent out the message everywhere : “ Open up the storehouses of Ireland, And 
let not the poor Irish die. | 4. Let ye distribute meal in hundreds. And set up a crane in my 
yard. And leave to the shebeen-folk the pewter. The pint as an alms, and the quart.” |
5. As soon as the famine came to Ireland, His kindly heart throbbed with good-nature. He sent
ofl a ship in full sail, And it filled with yellow gold and silver. | 6. There is not in the five 
provinces of Ireland The peer of Mrs. Major to be found, The Burkes, the true flower of our 
nobility—-Nor among the descendants of the Boyal House of Spain. | 7. If war or dissension 
ever comes (amongst us), We will put up a eamp on Knockma; We will rout the French and 
the Spaniards, And we will guard Erin for ever. | 8. The Major and the Archbishop of Tuam 
Are setting out from here very Boon; There is the prince in whose train they follow. That is, 
Minor St. George, in Headford. | 9. They will draw to them the nobility (authors), And they 
will pay him a visit very soon; The hag will have a hump on her by August, And a  big bag of
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flour upon her back. | 10. If we could get settled with our landlords, To great riches we never 
would aspire. A ride on a horse I would not ask for, But the straddle for a saddle, and a car.
11. To be freed from a third part of my debts, And never again to have them asked for; To get 
meal at the end of the year, . There’s my request, if it’s granted.

This song also was composed by Pat Greany. The Major Kirwan here 
referred to was father of “ Seo.5 e.11 05,” and it is told of him that, during a 
famine, probably about 1820, he distributed meal among the needy at his 
own expense; and for his generosity the poet is here praising him.

This Major Kirwan, whose portrait hangs in the hall at Castle Hacket, is 
still more celebrated as being the owner of a famous racehorse called The 
Friar,” and the employer of an equally famous jockey, known still amongst 
the people as Seaghan Boy. The skull of “ The Friar is preserved, and 
hangs yet upon one of the walls of the Castle; and if the story be true, this 
tribute to his memory is only a fitting reward for great benefit conferred. 
Between racing and betting the Major’s affairs had been reduced to a very 
low ebb; so desperate indeed were they, that his whole fortune depended 
upon his luck at a coming race at the Curragh. Would “ The Friar "be  
equal to the task expected of him ? And, would Seaghan Boy be able to lead 
him to victory ? A las! as the time of the race drew near, the poor jockey 
was “ taken sick and like to die.” Another man was chosen, but with small 
hopes of success, for “ The Friar ” was “ tricky,” and no one understood him 
so well as his accustomed rider. The state of poor Seaghan Boy at being left 
behind was pitiable, but, making an almost superhuman effort, he called for a 
pint of whiskey,'wrapped himself up, and, travelling by quick stages, he 
managed to arrive on the course as the race was about to start. Mounting 
“ The Friar,” but not knowing in what mood he might be, he said to 
Mrs. Kirwan as he passed, “ If I  have the whip in my mouth at the first 
round, bet your carriage on him.” He passed;— the' whip in his mouth,- 
and—“ ’twas a famous victory.”

No one believes, however, that Seaghan Boy was able to do this unaided: 
he had the help of Finvarra and his fairy host, who have their dwelling in 
Knockma, and, of course, as they say, “ he would have won the race even if 
it was a pig he was riding.”

There is no monument to Seaghan Boy, but his memory is green among 
the people ; and on the slope of the hill there is a field still known as Friar 
Park, where the noble horse spent the last years of his existence in peace 
and contentment.
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This air is evidently a variant of that noted down in Ulster, and adapted 
as “The Lover’s Curse,” by Mr. Herbert Hughes, in his collection of “Country 

Songs,” vol. i.
The “ Ápo e&fbog ÍTuAmA,” mentioned in the song, is Archbishop 

Trench, the last Protestant Archbishop of Tuam; and the reference to 
Minor St. George is to Mansell St. George, of Headford Castle, Co. Galway.

i4 _ u A o b  t A l t  t>e c lA i-óe  ha  ceó ftA tm  
(BEYOND THE HEARING WALL.)

Sung by Miss Maggie S ession, 
Belclare, Tuam.

i
j p Á t . C Á  bpAon o e’.! , ' f u i t  A p  p ó g n A i i i  m n -c i, An

=P=F

c ] \o iT > e . 1111 f S A J-A U A lb  A g U p

•OÓ-tÁf
- r = &

A  b e i c  i n f  a ’

S p Á m n ,  A ’ r  5 °  n - é A t - ó - c A i n n  i n  a

2 .  1 p  c p t l A i g  g A i i  i n é  1 m o  ó i A i p n é A t A C  

n ó  1 m o  C a i p c i i i  A p  t i l i n g  

n ó  m o  p ó p A Í  b p e Á g  g t é g e A t  

A p  b A p p  n A  l l l Á i g e  p l i n n ’ . 

p ó g p A i i i n  i  a  g u p  b p é A g p A i n n  i ,

’S í  p e A p t a  A ll c ú i l  D U in i i ,

’S a  c i g e A p n A  ! i i a c  n e A p  A n  p é i p í n  i  

■OÁ n - é A t u i g e A Ó  p i  t i o m .

t é m  -  e l e  p é A p t ’ a u  b p o l l A i g  bÁ.111.

4 . nuAip éipigeAnnp An geAÍAC 
’SeAÓ pgApAp An gplAll,
’S b t i A Ú A i n . g u p  tÁ 1 m b Á p A Ó  

A bi mé ’piubAt n A  n g t e A n n c A  p iA p .

’Sé o ’ iA p p p A i n n  A p  U i g  a h  X ) o i i i i iA ig  

n i u n A  m A i p i n n  beo a c c  m i ,  

í  p e ó t A Ú  o i ó c e  A p  t ó i p c í n  

Ap uptÁp mo c i g e .

3 .  S e A t l  m o  g p Á ó  p p p é  ó o m ,  

C ó a o  Agup m i t e  b ó ,

A gup geAtt pi i n - A  in AIT) p i n  

50 ii-oéAlipAÓ pi "oA m  c e A C  móp. 
Ua b A  a b e i c  A g  g é i m n i g  

A’p n A  t A o g A n c A  A  b e i c  ’o i ú t ,

’S A  p é A p t A  All b p o t t A I g  g t e g l t ! 

I p  t e A G  a te ig  m é  m o  p ú n .

5 .  Si Ap c o i t > c e ( n )  m Á  c é i g e A n n  cií, 
C A b A ip  m o  m i t e  b e A n n A c c  U A im  

Ag a  mAippió b e o  n o  g A o t c A i b  

niAp bíoíp tÁ g A C  t i o m .

niAp bi m é  óg piAmpAiiiAit
Agup m ilt gAm inp a’ ppóipc,
A c c  A n o i p  ó  CÁ ’n  p ó p A Ó  o é A n C A ,  

m o  b e A n n A c c  c o i i > c e ( n ) t e i p  A n  A o p  óg.
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Translation.

1. On yonder side of the mearing wall My love dwells. She has in her a drop of the gentiesi 
blood, The affliction of my heart 1 Were I in England, And were she in Spain, I ’d fly with 
her without dowry, My pearl of the white breast. | 2. A pity I ’m not a sailor, Or a captain in 
a ship, And my beautiful white flower, On the top of Mauslinn. I  would kiss her and coax 
her, She’s the pearl »f the brown hair. And oh 1 what a sweet reward’twould.be, If she would 
fly away with me. \ 3. My love promised me a dowry, A thousand and a hundred kine. And 
she promised me, in addition. That she would build me a big house. The cows would be a 
lowing, And the little calves a sucking. Oh ! pearl of the white breast. With you I left my 
love. | 4. On the rising of the sun, The moon disappears, And a year ago to-morrow I was 
walking down the glens. I  would ask of the High King of Heaven, Were I only to live a month, 
To lead her for one night’s lodging Within the floor of my house. | 5. If ever you go westwards, 
Take a thousand blessings from me To all my living relatives, For to me they were (always) 
kind. For I was young and airy, And partial to every fun. But now since my marriage is over, 
Farewell to the companions of youth.

These words were taken down by me from Pat O’Neill of Drumgriffin, 
being sung by him to the air of “ TTUiy.e ní evóim” The air here given I 
got from Maggie Hession, who sang it to the version given in “ AnrpÁin 
Ctc-inne 5&et>eeX,” P- H 3.

15.—CIOCpAIT) At! SA1Í1 HAT). 
(THE SUMMER WILL COME.)

Sung by Miss Maggie H essiok, 
15Q Belelare, Tuam.
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2. CÁ ’« oióce peo a j  peApÚAimi, A’r ’ca fi 
FOÂ ,

A’f  ’cÁ ft Ag taige l e  nto ópuim 50 cpuAió. 
CAicptó mé i ’f  rn' pACAVÓ mé cuti f U A in  

5 o n-eutuigeAO C A p  fÁite l e  m’ gpÁó cotf 
cuaih.

S. An cpÁc ééigim-fe f io f  cutg ie&é aii óit, 
I f  opc-fA too fmuAimgim a mite fcóp.

T>Á tVOÓAncÁ 100 geAttAIÍlAIHC 111 A p bl' CÚ
’fÁ Í),

t t é A *  ceAC m ó | \  A5A11111 At;up peitm bpeÁg.

4 . tlí’l  n o  gpÁó-fA oub, A^uf ní’t  f é  buróe, 
1f  fiú é no ceAngAit t e  hóp An piog.
’ C Á  Ó Á  t i l t h  geAt’ A i g e  A ’f  l e A C A  m í n ’ ,

’S ni’t  pófAÍ 1 njÁip-oin rtiAp gpáó mo 
cpoióe.

TkANSLATIOIT.
1. Summer will come, and the grass will grow, And the leaves will come on the tops of the 

trees. My love will come at the bright dawn of day, And will play me a tune as he well can 
do. I 2. The rain pours down and the night is cold, It presses upon me so harsh and severe ; 
(Yet) I  will endure it and will not go to rest, Till I  fly o’er the sea with my love near the bay. | 
3. When I go down to the drinking-house, Of you I  am thinking, my thousand treasures; If 
you’d keep your word, as you said you would, We would have a big house and a spacious 
farm. | 4. My love is not black, and he is not yellow, He is fit to be girded with the gold of the 
king. He has two white hands and smooth slender cheeks, And no flower’s in the garden like 
the love of my heart.

The above version of this song was given to me by the late John Glynn, 
of Tuam, and was published by him some years ago in the “Tuam Herald.” 
I  am indebted to Miss Maggie Hession for the air.

For variants see “An tlipeos,” p. 7 and p. 11; “Love Songs of Connacht,” 
p. 28; Joyce’s “ Ancient Irish Music,” p. 19.

The following interesting version of the song was given to me by 
Mr. Martin Burke of Abbey, Tuam, Mrs. Hession and Miss Mary Conway:—
1. ClOCfAIÓ All fAtripAT) AJUf fÁffAIÓ All f  CA]!, 
A’f  ClOCfAlt) 11A t)UltteAliAip Aj\ bAf jlAlll UA

£C|tAob.
Ciocf Aif> mo gpÁó-fA tfe bÁtiAÓ aii Lac,
A’f  feintifi-6 fé  pope A’f  i f  C15 Leif é.

2 . n i ’t  mo gpÁó-fA oub Aj;iif uí’L fé  buróe.
I f  fiú é co  ceAiigAit t e  hop ah piog.
CÁ cam caoL cAitce Aije i f  rneApA min’,
A’f  ni’t  pófAÍ 1 ngÁipoin mAp gpÁó mo cpoióe.

3. CÁ c e A c  teAiuiA i n f  ah m b A i t e  úoAig caLL, 
I n f  a h  Á i c  a  j j c o r i i t i u i g e A i i n ( f )  m o  l i i ú i p t i í i i

bÁn.
CÁ beAn eite  Aige 1 ngpeim a óá LÁih ;
’S TiAc bfu it f io f  Ag 00 cpoióe ifcig  jup 

cpÁióce ACÁ1111.

4. 1p cpuAig 5A11 mipe 1 mo l i i A i g o i i i  015,
1f  cpuAig 5ah mipe 1 mo liiAigom 015.
1 mo m A i g o i n  óig 111 béió m é  50 oeo  
nó 50 b f Á f A I Ó  u b t A  A p  A Ó A p C A lb  b ó .

5 . If  cpuAig 5A11 mife ’f  mo m ite pcóp 
Itlf A ll Á1C 11AC bAogAt cioiíice 11 ó 50 oeo,
1 SCúige tAigeAii tu5 1 jjComioAe OtÁip 
nó A p  bópo tuinge A g  out 50 AmeipiocÁ.

6. m o bpón Ap A ti bpÁippge, i f  í ’cÁ tÁn,
1f i ’cÁ A5 out loip mé ’f  mo máipnin bÁn. 
SiubtfAió mife gteAiiuuA Aguf cnocÁin Ápo’, 
Agup oeAtiiAn feAp a  póppAf m é  50 bpÁigió

m é  b Á f .

7 . C Á  A ti oióce feo f t i u c  A g u p  c Á  p '  fUAp, 
Aguf c á  f í  a ’ b Á i f cig A p  mo ópuim 50 cpuAió.
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1H  p A Ó A ió  m i f e  a  b i i l e  ’p  n i  p A C A ió  m é  A p  

C U A lp C

n ó  5 0  g c A i c i ó  m é  A lt o i ó c ’ 1 m b Á p A Ó  b e  t n o  

5 p Á ó  c o i p  c u a i h .

8.  C Á  5 p Á ó  t» o  m ’ t í A l t ) !  A j jA m  i] 'C i j  1 m ’ 

époióe,
’S ip m e A p a  l i o t n  m o  t f c á c A i p i n  ha 11111Á a’ 

C - f A O g A l t .

C p é ' g p i *  m é  A p  fA -o  1 a t )  ’ j j u p  m o  é Á i p - o e ^ A O i l

A S u f  p A C A ib  t n é  C A p  p Á i t e  t e  g p Á ó  m o  

é p ó i h e .

9. 1p T>eAp Ati buACAitbín é gpÁb tno cpoióe, 
tlAé Aoibmn oo’n pobAb a vcéigeAtm pé cpix». 
CÁ féAti ó rhutpe Aip Agup gpÁpc ó Ópiofc, 
Aóc bpón Ap m’ AÉAip a  pmne p^ÍAbuTOe

■oíom.

10. A cuiple Agup a óuiPAinn geApn !
1p teAC a caiII  tiié ino cbú 50 bpÁc,
A5 piubAÍ cotp bÁmce Ajup co illce  Ápt),
Acc cuAipips Ap mo múipiiín níop péAT) mé a 

pÁgÁil.

T r a n s l a t i o n .

1. Summer will come, and the grass will grow, And the leaves will come on the tops of the 
trees, My love will come at the bright dawn of day, And will play me a tune as he well can 
do. I 2. My love is not dark, and he is not yellow, He is fit to be girded with the gold of the king. 
He has a white shining waist, and tapering fingers, And there is no flower in the garden like the 
love of my heart. | 3 : There is an alehouse in that village beyond, At the place where my bright 
iove has his abode. He has another woman enfolded in his arms, And does not your heart 
know how I’m distressed? | 4, A pity it is, I’m no more a young maiden, A pity it is, I ’m no more 
a young maiden. No more a  young maiden will I  ever be, Till apples grow on the horns of a 
cow. I 5. I t’s a pity that I  and my thousand treasures Are not in some place where no danger 
comes; In the province of Leinster, or in county Clare, Or on board ship on our way to 
America. | 6. My grief on the sea, it is it that is full, And it rolls between me and my darling 
fair. I  shall roam through the glens and up the high hills, And no man will marry me till the 
day of my death. | 7, Damp is the evening, and chilly and coid, And it pours down upon me 
heavy and sore; I ’ll not go home, and no visit will I  make Till I  spend the night of to-morrow 
with my love by the bay. | 8. I  have love for my father within my heart, And my mother is 
dearer to me than the women of the world; But I will forsake them and my relations too, 
And I ’ll fly o’er the sea with the love of my heart. | 9. A handsome little boy is the love of my 
heart. How happy for the people with whom he abides! On him Mary showers her favours and 
Christ His grace; But sorrow be on my father who made of me a slave. | 10. Pulse (of my heart) 
and my short-lived affection! With you I  lost my good name for evermore. I  walked by the 
meadows and the woods high (above me), But trace of my love I  could nowhere obtain.
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16,—SAIL Ó5  UUA’Ó. 
(LITTLE RED SALLY.)

=  66
M ixo-Zydian mode

Sung by Miss M a q u is  H e s s io n , 
Belclare, Tuam.

CAJ^AIg-UI At!m—-T̂ TqT- c------- \-J- «A- B-...—■! M *- N- :- —>fj■)— 1\ — — r — te— 
K 1 1 i trrtnr 1» f"T~ —V—k—a—A

FAr - A1é> A5 - - C A i g i l ’p A s  « d A n a m  bpóiti; Ag o i l e a t t i A i n c m o

Uniie - e ’S 5*n pó *n bpAom baimi - e ’5*m * be*pF*,m, t ó .

2. t i n  mé *cc 50 cpétc 1*5 ,
tli’l  5*j\ b* f-éanA'ó,
tlí’L mé Afi *on cop, *cc tn*p *n gceo.
’C* puiL mo cjioióe ipci^ 
t>& p i l e  ’«-* bp*onc*ib,
S A tllA, cé AH C-IOtlJHAÓ 1 11-OlAlÓ mo á* lt’ 

015’ rtuAió’.

3. ttlo gpáó, 00  béllíu 
tláp cum 11A bpé*5*,
’5«r «o ™éin ■oeaj’, n*c p*ib *5  bean te  

págáit. 
t)o óá cíó ^Légeat’ 
t,e 00  leanb Wn a  bpéAgaó,
A pcóip, ni peioip tiom có cabaipc ó’n 

mbáp.

1. Ah, pity me, Mary,
Poor tramp in lone places,
Weeping and sorrowing and making moan; 
And rocking my babe,
My arms for a cradle,
But no milk for his mouth can my money afford.

2. I  am fainting with weakness,
No use to conceal it,
My strength is dissolving like mists that fly. 
Prom my heart in its beating 
Blood trickles like tear-drops,
What wonder, my God I for my Sally who died.

3. Sweet mouth had my maiden,
No lies ever shaping.
And a manner unmatched among women for 

grace;
And breasts white and shapely 
For her child’s soft allaying.
But my love could not save her from death 

and the grave.

s
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4. 'Oá bpófAinn
■Oo CAllbeAC gpÁllUA,
tóigpeAÍi a tÁii opm a beic Ag ■out i ti-A

T)1 A!"Ó.
Acc mo cAitm bpeÁ j  ■ooa| ’
A ■ocug mé St1** ’° 1’
Agup gup iti a pÁif-oín ’p eAÍ» pUAip mé í.

5. Iti Aoip a  fé  ■oéAj 
’S eAt> puAip mé pém 1,
An beAti Ap te ig  mé téice mo ptm 50 h-óg. 
Acc a pcóip mo óléibe,
’S cú n ’pÁg tiom  féin tné,
Agup cuaiá ’fA gcpé «Aim 1 vo  cAitin 05 .

6. b ’peÁpp tiom go móp-iiióp 
’m o ■óiato ’pA’ póx> i,
tleic Ag bteA§An mo bó-íti, nó 1 tnbun mo 

cige,
tlÁ pAiúbpeAp éeóippe 
A’p é a  pÁgÁit be pcpótnpe;
’S g u p  p Á o i n A  p ó u A l b  a  cuip m é  g p Á b  m o  

c p o r ó e .

4. Had I  been the suitor 
Of a hag without beauty,
Small wonder they’d blame me for paying her 

court.
But fresh as the dew-drops.
Was Sally, my true love,
Who came in her youth a bride to my home.

5. Oh, was it too soon, then,
At sixteen to woo her,
Who lit in my young heart love’s secret flame? 
Dear heart of my bosom,
’Twas fate I  should lose you,
Who slipped from me soon to your home in the 

clay.

6. I’d rather go roaming 
With you on the roadways,
Or have you at home with me milking my cows, 
Than the king’s store of gold for 
The dower of an old one;
But a las! ’neath the sod lies my love in her 

shroud.

This song is known all over Connacht, and has been familiar to me in this 
form for many years, but I never heard this particular air from any but the 
Hession family. They learned it  from their grandmother, each member of 
the family singing it with slight variations. It  would seem to be based on 
the air, No. 17, T)a t)uACAiVLí.t>ÁtiA, to which a song ascribed to Baftery is 
sometimes sung. I  give one verse of the song as I  heard it  from Miss 
Bridget Porde, Sylane, Tuam. (Por complete song see Hyde’s “ AbpÁin An 
tleAccúipe,” p. 194.)

Por other variants of song and air see Nos 71 and 72.
Some of the verses were also given me by Martin O’Brien, N.T., Belclare, 

Tuam; and by Mrs. O’Connell, N.T., Gardenfield, Tuam.
See also “ Gaelic Songs of the West,” p. 70.
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1 7 .-H A  b tlA C A llU  bÁtlA. 
(THE WHITE BOYS.)

Sung by Miss B ridget F obde, 
Sylane, Tuam.

SPA’D tm c ,  A C C  l e  yomi n o  ^ b Á i l ,  óeansU cA im ,
m _ _ a i e  pó - p4

■oo inóp.A5ur  cuipyum mo “ npi'n”

Translation.

Oft»* ,.,„r big „ L eb. ”  ”  ’,“h * h“ «“  *iv. rn,

18.-—beA H  AH c-SeA H ’OtHHe. 
(THE OLD MAN’S WIFE.)

Sung by Mrs. H ession, 
Belolare, Tuam.

c-fean  - ■oum e? lr m e, mo c|ve&c y  m o cpÁó ! ’S  T>&

m  JS
* * * — °

mbéinn-rebli^ÓAm’mo com-nmbete,,., n i ém b .p 4m„ „ ó . fAn
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2. 1 t'e: bpón Ap ino liunnncip
A póp mé coin I1-Ó5 ;
táóp piAti beip ah peAtttimne mé
t r i A p  geAÍt A  ̂cúplA b ó .

•niíte b ’peÁpp tiom AgAm 
buAcAittin ■oeAf 05,
A CIOCpAÍ) Ij'COAC A]\ matron
AgUf beAppAÓ IdAm-fA pog.

3. eij-eAti: A’p 11 Ac o e A p  a h  peAp 1 mbAite me,
Tli’b 'oúib A5A111 ’pAti ó t ;
CÁ b é A f  niop peApp tiA pti AJATll 
A bpeÁjpAé CAibíti óg. 
éAOCpÓCAIHtl ApÁll Agup pACAÍ Ó1, 
CpuicneAcc A’p eoptiA riióp, 
A’pAbtA.nÁpb’peÁpp éuiCAjjAGtné 
tlÁ pétc t>e buAÓAitb Ó5.

4. Ipe: Ttlíbe b’feÁpp tiom AgAm
An buACAittin TjeA]’ 05, 
tlAc leigpeA* ctiip An AippeAnn 

mé
A’p bAipibín (f) Ap mo bpóig,
A béAppAÓ Ag ceAC An teAnnA 

mé

Agup ■o’ótpA'b A gitií óip ;
A’p nAC mbéAb pé com ntAtc teAC, 

a  feanromte,
IIUAip a  béAb nA pÁipci móp ?

5. eipeAn: fflÁ’p cAitín oe’n cpAgAp pin cú,
A’p 50 bpuib Wíit ajac ’pAn ót,
1p 5eApp a  ibAippeAp AipgeA'O'OUic 
tlo t>o feAtbÁinín bó.
A’p lAppuigim Ap biA ’p Ap ífltnpe, 
1T1 ApA niAipmn beo acc bl/lAÓAln 
So bpeicpeAti a s  lAppAió oéipce 

cú,
A’p oó ttiÁbA Ap tjo úpuitn.

6. Ipe: fílile  b’peÁpp tiom Ag lAppAió
oéipce,

A’p mo inÁtA Ap mo ópuim, 
tlÁ 00 teicéro tie peAti'Otmiíii 
A beic ’pA mbAite cinn. 
ttUp pilpnn mAp’ moéAncÁ acc 

CApAÓC, " 
riAÓ mAippeÁ btiAÍiAin beo,
A’p le t5 o e  tio cuit) peAmpÁtn 

peApcA biom,
A giobbA An cÁppÁin móip !

Tbanblation.
. 1. Coming over from the town of Balia, Just two miles outside Clare, Whom should I  meet 

but a pretty girl, Seated on her saddle high? “ Are you the wife of the old m an?” “ Ia m .’tis 
my grief and woe. And if I  were living a year with him, I  would give him love no more. |
2. Sorrow be on my people Who married me so young; They wedded me to an old man For 
the sake of land and kine. A thousand times I’d rather To have a nice young boy. Who would 
come to me in the morning And greet me with a kiss.” | 3. “ Am I  not a nice man in a home ? I 
have no taste for drink, And a far better trait than that I  have To win a young girl’s heart. 
I ’d provide bread and potatoes for her, Wheat and barley galore (in plenty), And surely I  am 
better for you Than a spendthrift of a boy.” | 4. “ A thousand times would I  prefer To have a 
nice young boy, Who would not allow me to go to Mass With patches (?) on my boots. 
Who would bring me to an ale-house And spend his guineas of gold; And surely he’d be as 
good as you, old man, When the children would grow up.”  | 5. “ If you are a girl of that kind, 
And have a taste for drink, I t’s short money would last you Or your little herd of kine. 
And I pray to God and Mary, Should I  only live a year, That I  yet may see you begging. 
With your bag upon your back.” I 6. “ A beggar's life I ’d much prefer. With my bag upon my back, 
Than to have a little old man like you For ever siek at home. For I  should think when you 
only coughed That you wouldn’t  live a year. So cease your nagging me henceforth. Gillie of 
the wheezing cough! ”
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This air is an inferior version of “ tlU ip ’ ni gpiobcA,” No. 10. It  was 
sung to me by Mrs. Hession, Eelclare, Tuam. I got some of the words from 
Mrs. McDermot, Doogra, Tuam.

1 9 . — n e t t í  A  C A R A 1 T ) .

( N E L L Y ,  M Y  F R I E N D . )

I rjo S u n g  b y  M r s .  Hoban, 
^  *  * _____^  M i l l t o w n ,  T u a m .
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Ap mo céAT) peApc, bAiti mé - - am copp-titéAp tje’ti aI c ■oi'om.

2. ’S a ’ tiluipe, é é A j r o  x>o óeAnpAp m é  i 
MlbÁpAC,

llu Alp mac bpetcpeA’o mo gpÁb a’ ceAcc AniAp, 
5AM éumAéc ajjami cigeAéc i ti-A tÁÉAip, 
t e  méAtí ’p bi eAOpAiMM ApiAtú f 
riUAip a ptMAonuigim Ap fúspAÍ) ’p Ap gÁipibe 
Ajup Ap oineAC oo bÁ Lim a b i piAt,
Cuicptb mé i tionn-'oub a’p  i uvótÁp,
A’p CAOinpb m é  5 0  t e o p  '0 0  b iA ib .

3. ’S-oÁmbéinn-pe’mo tu ije  Ap ’moteAbAib 
SeAcc peAcrtMAine, pÁice, nó mf,
’S  AOtl póg AtMÁItl a  pÁjÁit ó mo tletti, 
tógpAb pé An bpón acá 1 mo cpoibe.
’S AH cpuAig teAC mo CBAmbA A beic CApcÚA, 
tló mo compA beic t>Á ^eAppAb a j  ma 

pAOip,
t l ó  A p  m A IT JItl r n o  Ó p Ó C A p  A £  C p i A l t  A  b A l t e ,  

’S MA b u A C A l t t í  'O e A p ’ A g  ’O t í l  p A O l ?
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4 ,  Ó u a t o  t n é  A p é i p  * 5  c e * c  a m  c ó p p A i m  

I n p  AM Á1C MAC p A l b  e o t / A f  o p m  am m  ; 

é u r ó  tM é f Í O f  A p  CeAMM f C Ó l t  AMM, ■

’S W caiUm ceap 65 te  tr,o CAOib.
UUAip A fMlAOMUlglMI Ap a’ rpóipc ’f  AM óije, 
$tAc mé 50 móp-triAic am jjpeAMM,
’S 'o’Á h-AimceoiM, "o’ap nttói j ,  a5 reAÓ a ’ 

GÓppAiiu,
ÓU!|\ M lé  AM ctuAIM IM A CeAMH.

5 . A’p but) triAic am peA|\ ÍÁ1 j e  *p feap fill A-
f A i v ’ M ié ,

1M cotil -OeAf Ap CUAlg ’gup Ap fÁ b,
SÁpAÍ) M A fUM AIMMe •o’Á bUAlAC 
A ClllppeAÍ) AM cbuAIM Ap MA MlMÁlb.
Uf piM inf am mbunac but tuAÍ com, 
b e lt  ’lMO ’ÓUIM’-MApAbcOtMptlApAé A’f  ACÁ1M1. 
b e ijo e c o  cult) pACAipeACC’ A M O If, Abt!AcAlbb, 
A’p CAbAipT>0 beAMMAÓC 50 buAM t)0 MAIMMAib.

T r a n s l a t i o n .

X. When I had risen up one Wednesday morning, (Alas! I  made no sign oi the Cross.) I 
walked between Galway and Breaffey (Woe to him who kneels not down to God). I pulled off 
my coat and my underwear, And let the wind blow through my limbs. When I  thought again 
of my first love, I  tore my ring-finger from the joint. | 2. But, O Mary! what shall I  do to-morrow, 
When I  see not my love draw near ? And I have not courage to go to her. On account of what 
came between (us). When I think of the mirth and the laughter And the kindness ever flowing 
from your hands, I  shall fall into melancholy and sorrow. And weep copious tears for your 
sake. | 3. And if I  were lying in my bed For seven weeks, a quarter, or a month, To get but one 
kiss from my Nelly Would lift all the sorrow from my heart. And does it not grieve you that 
my grave is made, That the. boards of my coffin are being measured, That my bier shall come 
home to-morrow Supported on the shoulders of the boys ? | 4. I  went last night to the corpse- 
house, In a place where I was quite unknown, I  sat myself down on a stool there With a 
nice young girl at my side. When I think on the sport and youth’s pleasures, [How] I took 
my full share of the fun ! And in spite of her, forsooth, at the corpse-house, I  instilled a sweet 
charm in her mind. | 5. A good man I  was with spade or shovel, Just as expert with the axe or 
the saw, A good warrant to thresh the sheaves (of barley), And the fancy of the women I  could 
gain. My people had that in them, and ’twas kind for me, To be as little of the idler (gentle­
man) as I am. So leave off your chatter for the present, boy, And say a long farewell to the 
women.

I got the air and words of this song from Mrs. Hoban, who has helped 
me so much with this whole collection. This and most of her other songs, 
she tells me, she learned in her youth from her uncle, Martin Fleming, a 
tailor, who lived near Irishtown, Co. Mayo. It is manifest that the verses 
have been corrupted in the transmission.

For variants of this song see “ AnrpÁin CÍAinne Jo-ene-il,” p. 119; 
“ Gaelic Songs of the .West,” p. 23; and “ piop CiÁippeAc n& héipeAnn,” 
p. 46, edited by the late T. O’Neill Eussell. The song was taken down by 
him from a Mayo man in Chicago. See also “ SiAiupa An Jeirhpró,” p. 118, 
v. 5, and “ An Uipeój,” p. 10.
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20.—triAi'oiti pójn iA itt.
(ONE AUTUMN MOBNING.)

Sang by Miss Katie McGath, 
Liskeevey, Tuam.

■oeóp - a , ’5up ri’iApp tné cpi 
2. 6 ,  buAéAittin óg tné 
TCÁ bpAÚ A|\ óut a ’ pópAÓ,
A’p «i óéAnpAió mé Aon cottiuuióe 
5 °  b p A i j  ihé tno m i A t i .

5 °  b p ttió  cupa a  fcóifiítt
A p no liiAÍAipn tií póppAinn,
5 °  pínceAp iti pAti g c il l  mé,
’S úip <5p mo ciotm.

3. Ó, mipe CÁ bpótiAd,
’S tné A5 piubAÍ épír) tiA móitice,
CÁ An Aipping So cpom cpom 
Ag out cpio mo tÁp, 
tlUAip a cuimmgitn Ap au mbócAp 
Uí tné as o u t ’p mo miAn-pA ;
Acc CÁ pf a j  peAp eite  pópcA,
A line tfluipe, tiAc cpuAj!

p ó ig -in  ó  pcóip - ín tno cpoióe.
4 . Acc cÁ púit AjAtn ó Opiopc(A) 
tlAC bpAjAió mé bÁp coióce,
5 °  mbió mé ’p tno ttiiAti-p a 
Ap teAbAró ctúcAc pince. 
tií’t  nió Ap bic niop Áittie 
11Á Aii gpÍAii Ap Cmti cSÁite,
A cc ah pópAi g eA t p té p e A t  
Ap bAppAlb tlA oco tin .

5 . niAp pm A bí tno gpÁÓ-pA 
t e  51 te  A’p t e  bpeÁjÓAcc,
A cc A niAlgoitl C1Ú1H bAinpio jAltl,
1p teac a cAitt mé mo ciAtt. 
tHAp ip tmpe acá pop 
teip All bpÓpAÓ pill A ÓéAtlAril,
Tlí COotÓCAIÓ 111Ó AOll otóco,
Acc píop teip AH tnbpón.

Tbanslation.

B ut1thebH !bnie ideW yr 0rn! ng ’ AS 1 Set ° Ut’ Ín ‘he  A utU m n' W h0 m ee t m e on  th e  road
B n t th e  b n g h t  love of m y  h e a r t?  W h en  I  g azed  on  h e r  s h o e s /  M y tea rs  began to  tr ick le  T n d

W h o t t  u r i r 11 kiSSeS Ft0m  th e  d a r iin g  of m y  h e a r t. | 2. O h ! I ’m  a  y o u n g  loi.chal (sw ain) 
, n  5 0  ge e a r n e d .  A n d  I ’l l  m ake  n o  re s t  anyw here  U n til  m y  love I  find T ill

l “ head?  T "  O h . N °  I f  <maid) P d  m a r ly ' TÍU 1 Ue ° »  W ith  th e  c lay
7  „  1 3‘ 0 i  1 6»“ * k  m y  sorrow  A s X w alk  th ro u g h  th e  low  la n d s , T h e  keen  nan o

r a m M e d ^ B 1T l  ‘h r° Ugh “ y  W - A s 1 th in k  « m  P a th w ay  W here  m y  love an d  I  
ram b led . B u t, s h e 's  w edded to  a n o th e r , A h .  m o re 's  th e  p ity , m e  1 | 4. B n t w ith  C h ris t 's  he lp
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I’m hoping. That death will never take me, Till I  and my darling Rest on a downy bed. 
There’s nothing more lovely Than the sun above Kinsale, But the bright sparkling posy On 
the top of the wave, j 5. Such was my darling In beauty and in splendour, Ah 1 mild queenly 
maiden, With you I lost my sense. For now I am downcast Through the making of that 
marriage. The night has no sleep for me But grief for evermore.

This song has been recorded from the singing of Katie McGath, a young 
girl from Liskeevy, near Tuam. She tells me she learned it from 
Mrs. Connolly, who died some years ago, and who, from all I  hear, must 
have been a very fine singer. Hardiman, in his “ Irish Minstrelsy,” published 
in 1831, attributes it to Oarolan, but Professor O’Maille, in his volume on 
Carolan (Irish Texts Society, vol. xvii, p. 209), says it is “ obviously not one 
of Carolan’s.” I t  is known also as “ bpijit) ní tílÁiTle.”

21,—m i i t c e  Ti pAotiAig.
(FAIBS’ COUNTRY.)

Sung by Miss Katie McGath, 
Liskeevy, Tuam.
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For other verses:
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2. A’p bui> binne Liom í tiaoi n-UAipe, 
C pic  caic p' pe&t *5 p u b i l  tiom , 
tlá  cuac Ap b ip p  ha  cpAOibe 
’S totm ub l e  mo CAOib. 
bub  binne biotn i nÁ cbÁippeAC,
H Á  f l ú c e  A p  Ó A i t c i b  b Á H A , 

t l Á  c e i t e A b A i p  n A  n ’e A Í A  i p  Á i t n e  

A g  t > u l  Ú A p  n A  c o n n c A  p i A p .

3. A’p ni buAn mé Ap mo plÁince 
t)Á bpÁ^AÓ cupA, a  jpÁó bÁin.

A p  n i  n i A i c  n Á  m A o m  n Á  C A O ip ig ,

11Á  c l ú  o p  c o i i i A i p  n A  n o A o i n e ,

tlÁ nif> Ap bic e ite  pAoi An pAogAl peo,
tlíop cug mé ’piAiii Ap Áipt).

4. d i p  i p  pm  a  m é  i n p  a i i  á i c  p e o ,  

t e  b l i A Ó A i n  m ó i p  f A o ’ A g u p  p Á i c e ,

A'p niop cÁinic mo gpÁú Ap cuAipc cujahi, 
A’p mé Ap mo teAbAió cinn.
11aó cpUAj teAC mé oo mo ppéAcAf»
A’r  * * i A p p A i t i g  c p í - ó  m o  C A O ib  ó e i p ,

A’p n A C  p o t Í A p A Ó  p A o i  A n  p A O § A t  p e o ,

5up t e i g  mé t e A C  mo pún ?

5. Aóc b ’p e Á p p  biom-pA mo ih iA i i  AgAm 
5 *n b ó  g A n  punnc j a u  C A o i p i j ,

tlÁ pAióbpeAp gpÁiiOA Ap An cpAogAt peo 
’S mé a bpA-o ó ComvoAe An ÓlÁip

Tbanslation.

1. Were I  to own the Fairs’ country, And it all to be together, You would be my desire ií I 
con d (have you), My share of the world, my treasure. Your two white beautiful hands, Be- 
stowing on God’s poor all around. And may the good you do live ever for you, Oh! daughter of 
John from the Glen. | 2. And I would think her nine times sweeter When she spent a time 
walking with me, Than a cuckoo on top of the branch, Or a blackbird by my side. I  would 
think her sweeter than a harp, Or a flute in meadows fair, Or the melody of the loveliest 
swans, Going over the waves to the west. | 3. And I  would not be long in health If you should 
eave me, my fair l o v e ........................... And it is not goods, or wealth, or flocks, Or reputa­

tion before the people, Or anything else in this world, That ever I  paid heed to. | 4. For I  am 
tong in this place, A great long year and a quarter, And my love did not come to visit me 
While I was sick in bed. Do you not pity me, perishing With the pains on my right side. 
And is it  not clear to the world That I  gave you my love ? | 5. But I  would prefer to have my 
ove Without cow, or coin, or sheep Than ugly riches of this world, And I  far from the

This song also has been recorded from the singing of Katie McGath, who 
learned it  from Mrs. Connolly, Liskeevy, Tuam. Unfortunately she was 
unable to remember all the words, and it is clear that those recorded are a 
much-corrupted version of the original. I  believe the “ Fairs’ Country ” (not 
the Powers Country,” as some have understood it) is the district near 
Hollymount, Co. Mayo. <• The. late Major Kutledge Fair was a member of 
this family.
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22,— n e t t í  t Á n .  
(FAIB NELLY.)

Sung by the late irtíceÁb ‘bjxeACtiAó, 
| _  gg Inverin, Spiddal.
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2 .  'ó á  r . i b i í )  t i o m - f A  p o p c u m i i A  

Agup bAite bocA ftlAbAC, 
buimneAC gAti cunncAp,
’S cApc nméeAbb b ’b-Á’-cbiAÓ ;
A p  ■oo inuinncip-pe a  pownpinn 
A LeAC Agup x>Á cpiAii,
Ap c u n n c A f  a  beic i t l U u  A im  leAC 
b Á  p A O A  ’g t l f  b b lA Ó A W .

3. tlí  c A i n t i c e ó c A i n n  A p  mo CApAbb, 
A p  m o ó i A b b A i n  n Á  A p  m o f p i A n ,

TIÁ  A p  p Á i p C Í n i b  A ll f A tc A H A I f  ( ? )

A  t n b i o t i m u r o  A n n  a ’ p i  a ú a c  ;

H Á  A p  A  iro eA C A V Ó  t > e  b Á r o

<5 S i f A n A  C A p  p Á i b e  b e  b b i A Ó A i n ,  

P 1Á  C A i n n c i g m i o  a t i  b i .  i n  

Ap m n Á i b  c e A f  A bocA t l iA b A G .

4. CAbAip mo beAnnAÓc-pA 50 ConnAccAib, 
tp  Ap ip Ann a blob An gpeAnn,
A g u p  c u j A C - p A  péin A  g p i b  g i b ,

11 ac bpeicpib mé 50 bpÁc.
An cómpÁb í o  bi eA’OjiAltin 
A5 oub A n o n n  pbiAb bÁn n A  ocom,
’S jupAb í An cSionAinn móp éon^buig mtm> 
A bí bÁn 50 bpUAé potnAinn. '

5 .  6  ’ g t i p  c p u A g  j é A p  n Á p  C A ib b e A Á  m é ,  

Amuig A p  A n  p b i A b ,

’SAn Áic a mbéA* mo.cnÁmA 
be piocAÓ Ag An bpAÓ,
Sub t>Ap cuic iné 1 njpÁb beAC,
A bpuinneAbb nA ngeAb-iíoc ;
’S 50 mb’feÁpp be no ihÁCAipín 
Pa6 bpeicpeAÓ pí mé ’piAm.
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Translation.
1. And oh! fair Nelly, you are my love, You’re the bright pulse of my heart; Lay my hand 

on your white neck, Or I  will not live a month. I  would swim the (river) Suir with you, And 
the mighty Shannon after you, For on that day you took the palm From the pretty women of 
Loughrea. | 2. Were I  to own Portumna And the town of Loughrea, Limerick without 
account. And all around Dublin, Among your people I ’d divide Its half and its two-thirds, 
For the sake of being in Tuam with you For a long day and a year. | 3. I  would not speak 
about my horse, About my saddle or bridle, Nor of the fields of enmity (?) In which we used 
to hunt, Nor of all the boats that travelled In a year from England across the sea, If we 
should speak on that day Of the pretty women of Loughrea. | i. Take my blessing to Connacht, 
For there used to be the fun, And to yourself, my bright love, Whom I ’ll never see again. The 
talk that passed between us Going over the white mountain of the thickets. And ’twas only the 
Shannon restrained us, That was full to the very brink. ) S. My bitter grief that I  did not die 
Away out on the mountain, The place where my bones would lie To be picked by the raven. 
Before I  fell in love with you, 0  maiden of the white breasts: And your mother too would much 
prefer That she’d never see me more.

I  learned this song many years ago from my very dear friend tTlíceÁl 
b]ie«.ctiAc, Inverin, Spiddal, who passed his brief life, first as Secretary to 
the Gaelic League of London, and afterwards as Apt» Ollc-tri (chief Professor) 
in the Irish College in Partry, Co. Mayo. I well remember the occasion on 
which I  noted it down; it was one cold winter night on the journey back 
from Woolwich to London, where a party of us had gone, in our enthusiasm, 
to try and start a branch of the Gaelic League amongst the colony of Irish­
men living there. It was late, it was cold, and we were hungry; but we 
were young, and our spirits were h igh ; and the hot baked potatoes we had 
bought from a barrow, on our way to the station, to warm our hands, served 
afterwards to appease our appetites, only we had forgotten to beg a bit of 
salt!

W e had a carriage to ourselves, and we whiled away the tinm in singing. 
This song was ITlíceÁt’s contribution.

Another scene stands out in my memory, a few years later—all too few__
a dreary November day on the long stretch of road, beside a grey sea, from 
Galway out to Inverin, where to the wailing of the pipes and the caoining of 
the women, we laid poor TtlíceÁt to rest in his own beloved Coip f'&ippje.

For variants of the air see Joyce’s “ Irish Folk Music and Song,” p. 247, 
and “ Ancient Irish Music,” p. 30. Three verses were given with translation 
in “ An Irish Anthology,” by pA-opc-ic niAc pi&pAif, in the “ Irish Review,” 
June, 1911.

See also “ An Ceót Sióe,” p. 80.
Walsh’s “ Irish Popular Songs,” p. 117.
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23,—m Áitie bruin.

(MARY BROWN.)

I Sang by Miss Bridget Lohan,
# = r2 Sylane, Tuam.
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2 . ’OúbAipc mé ’n méio peo A’p tné ’cóinpÁT)
léice—

“ 1p cá mo céAD-f-eApc A’f  cojA mo pút;
A’r  beo 'do úiaig mé, a’]’ nÁ 'oÓAn mé

cpéijrtnc,
A’r  bA cóip íiuic éAlógAÍ) tiom , a IflÁipe 

tipún.”

3 . 1p CAitín bpeÁg í a  Dcug mé 5pÁí> in,
A’p ní camAtin geÁpp é mÁ bitn-pe beo,
TílAp bím 50 fioppuiáe ’cAbAipc tníbe ptÁn in, 
A’f  c á  jjpÁ6 a s  a  bÁti tnppi niAp ’c á  pf cóip. ’

4. ’Sitro í Ati fitAntnoóg pdAip pétm «a b-Áice, 
CÁ meAp t e  pÁgAit aioi A’p cpevoeAinAinc

ibóp—

Acc o ’ Aimneotn mÁipe ’beic bpA*o 6 bÁCAip, 
'béi'ó pi a j  An tnbÁipe Ap ah Cuploó inóp.

5. ’Slut) 1' A n  c p e ó i - o i n  ne i n n A i b  n A  p ó n Í A ,

1p múwce mÁntA §AbAnn pi All cpbi je ,
A’p a tiAccAige 015-peAp n’iApp í t é  pópA"ó 
niAp bA “ iTIACcb”  Aip pÓgnAT) \  t é  cup 1 

Ecpíc.

6. tll gmóeAn pí mópáÁit nÁ gpeAnn a 
cógbÁit,

A’p níop ppic Aon nóig innce t e  n-A cup t>’á

rb’é®»
Acc t>Ap bpig mo cómpÁró, A’ fipoine gAn 

nótÁp,
Sap peAp 5AD eotnp nAÓ fAnncócAt) -f.
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Tbansiation.

1. There ’s a bright, pretty girl to whom I  paid court, On the crag on this side of Annaghdown. 
Her kindly disposition appears on her face, And her bright, shining cheek like the blossom of 
the apple. | 2. Thus much I said when I was conversing with her : “ You are my first love and 
the choice of my eye3 ; I  shall not live after you, and do not desert m e; You ought to elope 
with me, O Mary Brown.”  | 3. She is a oharming girl with whom I fell in love, And no brief 
affection shall it be if I  live ; For I’m ever wishing a  thousand blessings to her. And very many 
love her, for she is virtuous. | 4. She is the young plant that took sway in the place, And is held 
in esteem and great credit: But even though Mary is far away from me, She will be at the 
match in Turlochmore. | 6. She is the little jewel of the women of Fodla; Polished and stately 
she goes along the road; And many are the young men who asked her in marriage, For she 
would be a splendid match with whom to settle down. | 6. Nor does she take pride or pleasure in 
it, No bias there is found in her to turn her from her way; But indeed upon my word, 0  heart 
devoid of sorrow, He’d be a senseless man who would not her desire.

This song was composed by the poet Patrick Callanan, of Carheenadivane, 
near Craughwell, Co. Galway. He was a contemporary of Eaftery, and is 
responsible also for another fine song “ SeAjo-n a mic mo Come-pfuri,” which 
is sung to the same air as “ bpijvoin tieufAC,” H o.30. It  was sung to me by 
Bridget Lohan, a young girl from Sylane, Tuam, who learned it from her 
mother. The words are as printed in the “ Tuam Herald ” by the late John 
Glynn. I got another version from Mrs. McDerinot, Doogra, Tuam, which is 
practically the same.

The tHÁipe 'bjuíti, here extolled, was a celebrated beauty. She was the 
great-grandmother of the late Mr. Frank Hugh O’Donnell, sometime M.P. 
for Galway Borough.

In his poem on ITlÁipe Scaíicoii, Eaftery says: “ I have left the branch 
with her, away from tTIÁipe fópún.”

In his note on the song, John Glynn says:—“ I wrote it down about 
twenty years ago from a son of the composer. Callanan was a bardic rival 
of Eaftery, and both are having their long sleep within a few perches of each 
other in the old cemetery of Killeeneen.”

The air is reminiscent of “ IHÁip’ ní ei-oin.” Another version of this song 
is in “  SiAmpa An $ e im pro ,” p. 20.
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24.— t n Á m e  n í  t i i o n s Á i n ,
(MAEY MONGAN.)

Sung by Miss Maggie Hebsionj

5eapp b a  tónoomiA<o>céa'ofApAopséAp;t>’f Í 5 pat) a  noeipbpiúp boéu  ag
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lapparó AEW ip.tlipAibpuimapbic agAin ’p* mac a  b’ 6 - ig e , Cii> ba

-*!— &  :: : ^ Á j = £ r g

#  ÉT #  ”
báéaé án leom -in é  peavap péin, Ac’ an mac ba fm ’ a -c a  ’pe *

cpaio go mop - mé Ag-np beo mé be cuiiiai* ’natvoeift.

2. m o peaDap móipneaé a  W oitue mtiince,
A cuaió ap éúmicap te  beic «fop peapp, 
t>í 5«aoi na gcomuppan aip fax> ip W pé 

ppóm-pa,
A’p ba maic an conpaticóip é  amuig t e  SeagÁn. 
Cá púil agampa 50 hpnipi» pé lomlaÉG 
Agwp popcún cmiiacuaá 6 Tlig tia n^Spápc,
A ciobpap a  b aite  óujam 6 gtán jan  fionca- 

baipc
m ap ip móp mo éuihaií) 1 irotavb mo ihicín 

báin.

3. ’S cáb p u itcp u a ig i tiéipimi niopm ónám é 
1 ii"oiaió an ccao mic a  dpaió mo ópoiteP 
A5 jtiv&e X}é agnp a j  -oéanaib oéipce 
’S ní págaim eán -pgéato arb ap  m tnpnáap c íp ! 
tluaip a  peicim-pe gac  bean a ca  ’p a  gctann 

ppé céite ,
Caittim mo paeóeapc ’p meabaip mo fiinn, 
’S cá oeipeaó mo feanémp ’p mo íoibpáb 

■oéanca,
’S ni tabpócatj aon pmit) 50 océigi* mé 1 

Ecitt.
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4. Ip m&c jam éum&nn cú Aiioip, r>Ap liompA, 
tlAa ocigeAmi A)V cUAipc éugAtn * ’oi*ó’ há

* e  lÁ,
A 6aic cpi pÁice gAti pgic 50c’ lotncAp 
’S A  6 u a t & 1 gconcAbaipc leAC 0 1 * 6 ’ AH bÁip. 
*»5 mé pgoil om c Agup beAgán pógtum’
« o  peip mo 6oiíia6ga map pirme a b’peApp, 
’S ha6 beAg a goilleAp mo §AlpA oubAé opc 
Cébi ed g e  Ag A rnbionn cú Aim.

5. CÁ bpuil cpUAig i néipinn a6c mAc ip
mÁCAip

A beic Ag xml i bpÁti Ap a 6éile  6oi*c*,
A o ’ peil 50 cneApcA é gAti guic gAn iiÁipe 
ptlAlp blA* Agup AtltllAtm 1UA1C glan T>’Á

C ÍO II11.

fflÁ’p é  An bÁp a  6tip opm ’p a  o ’pÁg pAói 
*pÁih mé.

Wap ip iom*A ah geA lt mAicA 6uip pé r g c ilt, 
’S gup b’é  An popcúin oeipeAnnAé a bi o’á 

bÁpp Á’m,
5«P JeAt mo óeAtm Agup gup tu b  mo cpoite.

6. ’S nAc beAg a ngoilleAnn mo gAlpa oubaó
Aip,

’S a I ia6ca bpoti Ag SAbÁit cpi mo 6poi*e ; 
tÁmic cinneAp opm ip dAitt mé mópÁn,
’S n il 111 AC nA cónpA ’gAm Anoip, pApAop!

Hi bé pin ip meApA liom , nÁ cpÁi* go móp mé 
Ace mAp pmne mé ah pópA* Ap Aip Apip ; 
tÍAin pé An óÍAnn oiotn bí o ilce  cóigce—
CÁ muipigm <5g opm, ’p mé go U g  ’ha gcionn.

7. ’S CA bpuil GpUAIg 1 11Ó1 pi 1111 ACC rnAC ip 
mÁcAip

A * u l 1 bpÁn Ap a céite  c o itc e ;
6tiAi* go SApAnA pAn Aptn gAltoA 
5 ah pop a  p i ig e  acc  beAgin bi*. 
t>Á mbA* 1 mt)Aile ha  C ilte  AgAm a  béA* no 

énÁmA
ni beicinn 6oin Oub-cpoi*eAc nÁ a l e A C  ’no  

* 1A1* ,

Acc.mo 6uig c4ao  beAnnAcc Ioac go píogAéc 
ha ngpÁpcA, 

tin Alp n Ac bpuil pé 1 tioÁn 00m cú péiceÁil 
6oi*6e.

8. Hac móp A guileAp oeAti i noiAi* a  pÁipoe 
WÁ p ig  Atm pé bAp UAici 1 n-Aoip a  mi,
’S A Iiacca poppÁnAC bpeÁg lucntAp lÁioip 
A5  5*^*11  CAp pÁile ’p dac b p l lp *  coi*6e. 
tli bé pn a  mApbuig mé *Á méAo mo buAió- 

peA*,
HÁ a pmne gUAl oub o e  mo 6poi*e,
Acc n il ceAd mo éApAO Á’m l e  * u l Ap cuAipc 

A n n

T1Á beAn mo cpuAige beic Ann ’mo * i a i * .

Tbanslatioh.

1. I  had three sons who were well brought up, But it is short they remained with me, my 
hundred sorrows! They left their poor sister weeping bitterly Every Sunday, and not trying to 
dress herself. I  hadn’t much esteem for the youngest son, Although a friendly little lad was 
Peter himself; But the son that was oldest, he tormented me sorely, And a month I  shall 
hardly live with grief after them. | 2. My darling Peter, that was reared and educated And went 
away to improve himself; The neighbours loved him, while he was with me, And he was 
a  good helper, outside, with John. I  have a hope that he will get a safe journey And a 
great fortune from the King of Grace, Who will bring him home to me without danger. For my 
grief is great after my fair little son. | 3. And where in Ireland is there a person more to be 
pitied [than I], After my first son, who broke my heart ? Praying to God and doing 
And I  get no news of him, on sea or on land. When I  see all the women with their united,'
I  lose my sight and my memory I— But I  have ended my story, and have said everything, And I  
will speak no more till I  go into the grave. | 4. You are a son without affection now, in my opinion,
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■Who com es n o t to  v is i t  m e  by  n ig h t o r by  day , W ho sp e n t th re e  q u a r te rs  w ith o u t re s t  
bearin g  you , A n d  w as in  dan g er w ith  you  on  th e  n ig h t of d ea th . I  gave you  schooling  an d  
som e l i t t le  learn in g , A ccording to  m y  pow er an d  a s  w ell a s  I  c o u ld ; A nd  lit t le  does i t  affect 
you , th e  b lack  d isease  I  have , I n  w h a tev e r province you  m ay  h ap p en  to  be. | 5. I s  th e re  a n y th in g  
so p it ifu l  in  I re la n d  a s  a  so n  a n d  a  m o th e r , S tra y in g  co n tin u a lly  fro m  each  o th e r?  [ 1]  w ho 
rea red  h im  k in d ly  w ith o u t p a in  d r  sham e, A nd  prov ided  food a n d  good c lean  sauce  
fo r h im . I f  d e a th  h a s  fa iled  m e, an d  le f t  m e  in  th is  m iserab le  co nd ition—  F o r  i t  i s  m an y  a  good 
p rom ise h e  se n t to  th e  g r a v e ; A nd  th e  la s t  fo rtu n e  I  go t on  top  of a ll  W as th a t  m y  h ead  grew  
w h ite  a n d  m y  h e a r t  b lack . | 6. I s n 't  i t  l i t t le  m y  p a in fu l d isease  affects h im . A n d  th e  m a n y  
sorrow s th a t  go th ro u g h  m y  h e a r t  ? S ickness cam e on m e, a n d  I  lo s t a  g rea t deal, A n d  I  h a v e n ’t  
th e  p rice  of a  coffin, now , a la s  ! B u t th a t ’s  n o t w h a t I  th in k  th e  w orst, n o r  w h a t tro u b led  m e  
m o st, B u t  th a t  I  go t m a rried  fo r a  second t im e ; I t  to o k  from  m e  th e  ch ild ren  th a t  w ere fu lly  
rea red , A nd I  h av e  a  young  fam ily , an d  I  a m  w eak  o n  acco u n t o f th em . ( 7. A nd  w h a t is  m ore 
p itifu l in  E r in  th a n  a  son an d  a  m o th e r  S tray in g  co n s tan tly  fro m  each  o th e r?  H e  w en t to  
E n g la n d , in  th e  a rm y  o f th e  foreigner, W ith o u t know ledge o f h is  w ages, excep t a  l i t t le  food. 
I f  I  h a d  y o u r bones in  B a llin ak ille  I  w ould n o t be a s  b ro k en -h earted  a f te r  yo u  h a lf  so m u c h ;  
B u t m y  five h u n d re d  b lessings w ith  yo u  to  th e  K ingdom  of G race , S ince i t  is  n o t  fa te d  fo r m e 
to  see you  aga in . | 8. Does n o t a  w om an w eep g rea tly  a f te r  h e r  ch ild  I f  h e  d ies a t  even  th e  age 
o f a  m o n th  ? A nd a ll  th e  s tro n g , fine, active  y o u th s  G oing over th e  se a  never to  r e t u r n ! I t  
isn ’t  th a t  th a t  k illed  m e, th o u g h  g rea t m y  sorrow,- N or th a t  m a d e  a  b lackened  coa l o f m y  h e a r t , 
B u t th e re ’s n o  frien d ly  h ouse  to  p ay  a  v is it  to , N o r a  w om an to  p ity  m e  a f te r  m y  d ea th .

This song was sung to me by Miss Maggie Hession as she had heard her 
grandmother singing it. As she remembered only fragments of the words, 
she used the version given by Professor O’Maille in his “ AiirpÁin Ct&irme 
SoeneA t,” p. 122, and I give it here with his kind permission.

Por another variant see Timony’s “ Gaelic Songs of the West,” p. 60.

25.—AlíltlÁH AH U él. 
(THE SONG OF THE TEA.)

S ung  by  M iss Bbidget Fokde, 
J. =  76 tiixo-Lydian mode. Sy lane, T u am .
9     V

— 14 - ,  p  a ... -  : J L j " - -
V— \ T  j r = j—  ------ i - ^ = l

CpÁc-rió - ha T>ia . SACAipti a’ -out pAoi tjo'h épéin, ’Sga* comtAic mé

— ; c sr -----N------ E----E— P — !v  ■_!—
j — s —s -  p pi 0. 1 — 1 ^  ^  *

tÁnAiriAin i ngÁppAVÓe Leo féit). lit ah t>eAn ’f  i 5 0  CAlcif-eAÓ a’ caihc Ap ah

iji W
céi, ’S h4oj\ ihAiú teip Ati bpeAft Í ‘beic’ ’cjiácc Alp
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2. eireAn:

3. 1|*e:

4. eipeAn:

5. Ipe:

6 . eipeAn:

IHaife, bíorni cuj'a i gcómnuibe 7. 1|’e : 
’cup pfop Ap An céi,

’S a« tÁ bfop pé ajac, ní peic- 
éeAp a’ ao é ; 

Im icijteA c’ppAgco’bACTJAni Ap 
tiiAice leAC péin,

Hó p o in n p b  m é teAC peAC nA 
tÁ ig e !

HlAipe, n’imcig cn ceAnAipcÁmic 
cú Apfp,

tli fACAm Ap ajac c’pbtn, prilling  
nÁ piginn; 

tuig có Ap no leAbAib ’p no 
CAobAnnA cinn,

’S An ptAgnÁn 50 ooriiAin m tjo 
cnátiiAlb.

Cia An c-plige acá a ’Am-pA?
CÁ bpuigmn-pe i> mc é 

A6c a j  ceAngAÍ t>Á dipc a  pAib 
ub ACA ’p é lp  P 

KUO A CÓg CÚ f  AOI tlonb&ig, níop 
ioc cú póp é 

’S cÁ An méAO po pÁdAé gAttn Ag 
nA pÁipcfb.

8. dpeAn : Scop no béAÍ peAfCA, a  ahiaio 
ne fp A o ilt! 

tló  buAitpib mé b u itle  opc a  
bpippeAp no bpuim 1 

Aj; cogAb’pAS *íp*nn no  éAicip 
no faoJaI ; 

tii An fAipún pin c4aoha a j  no 
inÁCAip.

CÁ mipe n ’Á ceApA-6 jjup puApAé 9. Ipe? : 
An cplige 

beic  a j  obAip i>mc-pe gAn caoa 
n’Á 6íotin;

OÁ nciginn ipceAc Ag Aon peAp 
’pcip

JtíobjTAlmi cobAC UA1Í) Y pomnc 
páibe.”

111Á cÁ tnipe im’ AtnAin ’p 50 
bpuilim im’ fpAoitl,— 

teine Ap ino époiceAnn coin nub 
teip An nAot,—

’Óíol mé a pAib AgAin 50 n-íoc- 
f  Ainn An cíop,

A’p pin é n’pÁjjpottAm mo I áiíia.

Sé a n-iApppÁ ne obAip 1 gcAi- 10.
ceAift no pAogAil 

Ag CAiceAin cobié  ip n’Á letgeAn 
be 5A01C;

CAipbeÁn Anoip cÁ bpuit no iíiaic 
nó no ttiAOin 

’S haó pAmpAtiiAib no tón no 
nA pÁipcib ?

DÁ ncérómn 50 SAittirii nó poip 11.
5 0  h Á i-Ú im i,

Anonn 50 dim  tilApa, nó ’mAé 
50 CpÁig-U,

CAffAibe 1 nceAé mé peAócthAin 
n<5 ml.

So pAocptnginn Iuaó npÁp Agup 
bÁinín.

: llun a nubAipc mé leAC ceAnA, 
a neipim leAC é, 

tMApA n-éipció cú peApoA te  
SbópcAib mo béil, 

íllApA pCOpAIÍ» CÚ Anoip ’p 
tei jgati ne’n céi 

IT SeA1't' *  béAp ceAé a ’ao nÁ 
Ápup!

CÁ mé l e  fAOA Ag coinneÁib An 
cige

’S nf cóip 50 bpeicpeÁ mo óeoé  
nÁ mo gpeim ; 

tHApA n-ót,Ainn Ap mAioin bÁn 
pSittéAn nÁ piginn 

ni béAb bpAon inp An gcíé Ag 
An pÁipce I



( 47 )

12. eifeA ti: Cuai* fé  j o  SAittirii 50 pérbeA* 
be peAp ■otige;

tli bpngeA*ré1Je,é ’cAinncteir
5A11 leAC-gtni buibe;

<l b í A ^ A tn  ’fA SpfOéAb Ap 11IATOU1 
■OiA’poAOin

CÁitn ctmice 50 péTOceó’ mé aii
cÁr f>"’”

13. Ipe: b i Ati tÁHAihAin fA SpioéAt Ap
mATOin An tAe,

’S TJCAniAn bt>Af a  pijneA<> aéc 
a jctip Ap An pet* ; 

tH 'oeApnA* An ■ beipc pn acc 
mAjA* ’r bic-éigeAib 

Acc ceApAim gup CAilteA* iia 
pÁipci.

Tkanslation.

1 One Saturday evening when the sun was setting I  saw a couple in a garden by themselves 
The woman was noisily discoursing on tea, And the man did not like her to be talkmg at rt |
9 “ Now vou are always talking of tea, And the day you have it nobody sees it with you. Be off, 
get tobacco for me, for your own good, Or I'll share with you the handle of thespade.” | 3. “ How 
can I ? Where could I  get it for you, But by tying two hens that had eggs last night ? Wh _ 
you had at Christmas you did not yet pay for. And what I have is Uttle enough for thenhddron.
I  “ I am thinking it is a miserable way To be working for you and getting "

-1 went in to any man in the country, I ’d get tobacco from him and some pay. 5. Ailtbe wo 
you’d ask to do! during your life. Is smoking tobacco and letting it go with the wind , Show 
Z w £ream your gooL or your means, And isnot your proyisionfor the children amusing?” | 
6 “ If I  went to Galway, or east to Headford, Oyer to Kinyara, or out to Tralee, For a week or 
month, I’d meet with a house Where I’d earn theprice of a drawers and a jacket/’ 7. 
went before and you returned again, And we didnot see with you a crown, a shilling, or a penny , 
Youlayonyourbed and your sides sore. And the cold deep in your bones.” | 8. “ Cease your talk 
henceforth, you foolish slattern, Or I ’ll strike you a blow that will break your back Fig ing 
and wrangling you spend your life, And theyery same way had your mother. | 9. If I  am a f , 
“ d X Í a s L t e r n ,  With a shirt on my skin as black as a beetle;
rent. And that is what has left my hands empty.” 1 W h a t  I told you already, I  tell you ^m n,
Unless you listen henceforth to the words I  speak; Unless you stop now, and leave oft the tea 
I t  is short you will haye either house or home.” | U . “ la m  a long time keeping C h o u se . And 
TOU should not notice my drink or my eating; If I  should not drink eyery morning thefuU of a 
twopenny skillet, There wouldn’t be a drop in my breast for the child.” | 12. He went to Galway 
to settle with a lawyer: He couldn’t get an interview without a yellow half guinea: Be wit
me in Spiddal on the morning of Thursday. I  am certain I’ll settle that case.” | 13. The couple 
were in Spiddal in the morning, And nothing was done but to bind them to the peace. Tha 
couple did nothing but mocking and reviling (one another), But I  think the children died.

This song was sung to me by Miss Bridget Forde, Sylane, Tuam. The 
words are taken from a collection of the songs of Colm Wallace, a Connemara 
poet, selected and edited some years ago by the late pÁ vpA iE w ac p ^ A ir ,  
and published by the Gaelic League. (See “ AmpÁm Cuitm tie X)*Ur , p. -4.)
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2 6 . - s U n  A5 US beA nriA cc t e  buAiTteeAti a h  c- s a o * a iI
(G OOD-BYE A N D  F A B E W E L L  T O  T H E  T R O U B L E S  O F  T H E  W OBLDO ’

S u n g  by Mb. Mabtih Bukke, 
Abbey, T u am .

-V-l l l i i l l
-Hr------------ ;-- °mmg ln June’ mé ’'oub \  rPAirceóip.elac, CAf-AÚ lion,

L CAil-bi >r  bAÚ pó-heAp a CTaoi, She was so handsome, bo emu me ,

*  "  * -M m »,.< u ^ - a ,» » ..:  t e  h rv 1 * ,Mv «-puive. x axea Her her

, f  -r- -#-■ I /"inn* xirî li - «.1 /, t  -«- •- :*:— -------- -------— i— ^ z z n
- l o n g  w ith  m e, s U n  A ru r  b e A m .X  i t . -9 „  , , .  , S ' be Ami acc le  buAiupeAÚ ah c-rAoirAtl.”

' llAZ n s e '  m * ÓSmé’ 66e“ t'  “ c“ 7 7 é cé> ’s« r siéAr

A5UrfACS ,  5°  °neArCA mé ’ " C° rAÓ m° 5«ti' EnglislTeótton he’n fÁ.pún acá UAop,

I  being so airy, ó ,r  é páu  bAÍ. óleAÍCAc tiom, °’ w H lm f”  “ * ’lon«
Which made my own parents and me disagree ”  stÁ« A7.„*, u . , ,
“  n iA ir’,  A a m p le , >r  A p có ip , a c c  a  „ X c i  j j p  „  * t e  buA”6l 'eA'6 A"  ^ o -

l io m  c a id a H  °

I  d tell you a story a b’Aic te  no eporoe, 4‘ “ there’s an ale-house near by, Agnp béiíi-
That I ’m a young man that’s doughtily in love • n,u,'° F° mAiuni Attn,
. ,  With you’ If you are satisfied, a §pá<» geAÍ mo aporóe,
And surely my heart is from roguery free ”  — * ........ ......................

' O I-- mu CpQITje,
Early next morning we’ll send for a clergyman 
A5up b érom iu -ne  ceAngAitc’ ’nSAn-p,op

8. “ Go, you bowld rogue, sure you’re wanting béiúm^m •
to pliter me, 8 T ' ™ ™  T™ tnmppeAp An c-AipgeAt.,* Anrt fhnn tva t~:11 a_i__ ax. . -to pláter me, 

b ’peApp éAti Ap An lÁnn nÁ f>Á éan Ap a 
’gcpAoib.

I  have neither wheat, potatoes, nor anything.

-  - . ----rr—i •'-"J'geATJ,
And then we will take the road home with all 

speed.
When the reckoning is paid, who cares for the 

landlady ?# -> r — ->^o, «Ui ttuymmg, landlady ?
n* pm An plum  leAbAii. a béAf. CAnnAinn sU n  t, . , ,

’pAn otúce.”  " beAiinAcc l e  btiAiópeAt) An
CpAOgAll.”
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Translation.

1 ................... .....  as I  went a  walking X met with a  maiden Mid sweet was her countenance.
. . . I  fe ll in  love w ith  h e r , A n d  sh e  se n t a  p ang  r ig h t th ro u g h  m y  h e a r t .............................o r

w h a t h ap p y  f it w as i t ,  T h a t  tu rn e d  you  in to  th is  p lace, b r ig h t love of m y  h e a r t  ? . . . . 
Good-bye, a n d  farew ell to. th e  troub les of th e  w orld . | 2. W ell, I ’m  a  l i t t le  young  g ir l  fro m  th e
coast d is tr ic t. A nd  I  w as h o n es tly  rea red  in  th e  beg inn ing  of m y  life ..............................   fo r so I  w as
accustom ed  . . . .  W ell, m y  pu lse  an d  m y tre a su re , if  y ou ’d  lis te n  to  m e  a  litt le , . . . .
th a t  w ould  ch a rm  y our h e a r t ......................................................I 3 ......................A  b ird  in  th e  h a n d  is  w o rth
tw o  in  th e  b ran ch , . . . .  N or a s  m u c h  a s  a  b lan k e t to  be over u s  a t  n ig h t. I  w ill bu y  tea  
fo r you , a n d  a  fine d ress in  add ition , A  gow n of E n g lis h  co tto n  o f th e  fa sh io n  th a t  is  d ea r 
. . . .  G ood-bye, a n d  farew ell to  th e  tro u b le s o f th e  w orld. 14. .  . . .  a n d  w e’ll  be th e re  
u n t i l  m o rn in g , . . . .  b r ig h t love of m y  h e a r t ; . . . .  A nd  w e’ll  be u n ited  unknow n
to  th e  w orld, W e w ill be d r in k in g  a s  long  a s  th e  m oney la s ts .................................................... Good-bye,
an d  farew ell to  th e  troub les of th e  w orld.

This is an example of what, I  believe, is known as “ macaronic ” verse, 
i.e., verse in which two languages are used alternately. Songs of the same 
style seem to have been fairly common in Munster, but I have come across 
only this one sample in the West. I  learned the air from the Eev. M. J. 
Conroy, P.P., Kilmeena, Co. Mayo, and the words I got from Martin Burke, 
Abbey, near Tuam. It must have been very popular at one time in this 
neighbourhood, as all the old people remember hearing it when they were 
young, although they have forgotten it now.

For variants of the air see Petrie, Nos. 1478,1461,1462,1463.
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27.—triA inisciR  t iA ite  c lÁ in .
(THE ABBEY OF CLARE GALWAY.)

Sang by Mb. Pat O’Neuj,, 
Drnmgriffin.

colatin (Ó) nuAip a béAf pi pnc’ <5y ciotin ctÁip. Ac’ 50

~~ /*v — a
-W Z— f q « = i = = p = q ^  - f  -----

-E%J
p B zzp ------

= É = r -É=
bfóipif) (o) niAC tm np’ AJ\ ' An AtiAm,

E

iiiÁ’r

==*=
c|\eACUi|\ tmn-o 

For second and following verses.

cuipp'&eA]\ le ■pAti.

=&=
3 = 3 *

2. Ac’ pÁ- 5Aim bebn'DAcCA’r  t e  bAic.pije, t)Á mbéinn-j-e in

bpeiceAih - nAf Aic - pige, Aon feAji 1 m b A it. e  ólÁip.
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á. ttlAp CÁ p « °  A •oiélcugA'D Oo’t, f>eACA*. 
’gup A leAiimuinc iia pi AgAbcuige ip peApp, 
Aóc Ati fAt> (ó) ’pbélóeA|-peA-OAp ’f A 5caí:ao11' 
tlé lú  Áp gCApAIU ’piA UfUlCir t e  fÁgÁll.

4. An pUO ÚnT>í copuig p b  ceAtlA 
peioeAinuif cpioónuigce é,
iriAn geobaro p b  beAliriAÍc ó’n fAgApC 
’S A oá ÁipeAih T>eu5 6 tflAC t)é .

5. eipeóóAib r uAr  Ar  An "si'eAitAig
A5«r |\AÍATÓ p b  Ap clÁpACAlb péin,
’S tii i>ó féit! A éputtimg fé  ah geAppAÓ 
Aéc be cpeioeAiiiA111C oobi pobAb go bpác.

6. A’f  tiAÓ móp An buif nÁipe o o ’n pobAt,
’S a tiACGAige peap niAic a mbAite-ótÁip, 
b)Ál|'CeAC AiiUAf a  beió Ap Ati fAgApc,
An fATJ ’f  A bionnp An c-Aippiotm o ’Á pÁí>.

7. A’p nuAip A copuigeAimp An p ob al Ag
cpuiniiiugAÓ 

bíorni An teACÓigín choice Ag gAÉ FCAb ln A 
tÁnri

be cup F*o’ ”-A ngtúnAib inp An ngpeAlbAij, 
’S -OAp mo cúip 50 mbíonn opAb Ap nA ninÁ.

8 .  H Á  b - A b p u i g i *  Aon pioc t e i p  A n  f A g A p c ,  

Tli’t  C eA O  A g A l b  put) A p  b l é  A  p Á Ó ,

t l l A|\ C lO C p A lÓ  pé Ap C o b A lilA l l l  UA leAbÉA 
A g A lb

Ag cup o b A  O p p A l b  Aimpp A ll . b Á l f .

9 . 116 50 pgpíobA pé “  pAf” l e  n-Áp n-AiiAm 
SuAp A g  I t i g  5 e A Í  11 a  nSpÁp.
Oí! A rfluipe P it ,  céapt) 00 ■óéAiif Apmuio*tie, 
’S coiii mimc é a geApAnnp niuiT) é  F

10 . An p e A p  a  f i u b A i t  b ’U ’-diAC ’ 5 0 7  

5  a i  b l u b ,

ta p e  ÁpAn ’gup beut-An-Ac-tflóip, 
tu g  p® An “ sway” c o ’n obAip t e  peAcc- 

ihAin,
1Ué bpACA pé A leicéroe póp.

11.  ’S nAC tiiAips hac n-AbpocAi> An pATOip
ú n o í .

Sin A g u p  Aii ■oi. ■ o e i c n e A b A p  u e u g ,  

in ónóip 0 0  h A i n g i t i b  n A  b p t A i c e A p ,

S111 A 5 u p  00  g p Á p c A  111AC *0 é.

Translation.
1 Is it not a hard saying ? Is not death cruel and heart-rending, That would not give me 

a half hour, or a moment of time ? That the body is not worth a red halfpenny, Nor the corpse, 
when it is stretched above boards? And may the Son of Mary assist our souls If we are
creatn.es who will be pat astray- 12- But I  Annly «»1 solemnly «  ‘‘ ‘
in the place, I  would not put any judgment of penance On any man m Clare Galway. | 3 .F o  
they are renouncing sin, And following the best rules of life; And as long; as, Pet 
is in the Chair Our friends wiU be found in heaven. | 4. That whic you a y
begun, Let us see that it is brought to a finish. For you will have a blessing from the priest, 
And a twelve-fold reward from the Son of God. | 5. You shall rise UP f™m e 
will go (to kneel) on boards of pain (pine (?)): And it is not for himse eco ec .
for the benefit of the people for ever. | 6. And is it not a great shame for the people S emg the 
number of good men in Clare, That the rain is falling down on the priest During the time that 
he oilers the Mass? | 7. And when the people begin to assemble, Every one has a little flag m 
his hand To put under his knees on the gravel, And assuredly there is mu on e worn 
(clothes). | 8. Do not say aught to the priest, You have no right to say anyt m g, or e comes 
to the head of the bed to you, Putting the holy oils on you at death | 9. And thus w n t.nga 
“ pass” for our souls Up to the bright King of Grace. And, O Mary! what shall we do,
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Consideringhow often we offend Him? I in Tho ,, , „
and Ballinamore, Gave the palm to the wort a week ° T  edJ3ublin and Galway, Past Aran 
11. How terrible for him Tho Jould Z  T  Saím« be equal so far. |
(prescribed) In honour of the angels of h e a ^  “

" d 1 “  to hesr *  “ V  W o »  I ventured to 
te it  down. Pat, however, was always willing to come into Tuam as often

as^I asked hna; mdeed his anxiety to save the old songs was as kTen a s ty

28,—-'OOcntím JENNINGS.
(DOCTOR JENNINGS.)

•  =78
Dorian mode.

Sung by Miss Mart Cohwat, 
Ballintleva, Tuam.

m .
1. A ÚGCCÚ1JV

- 12=

OAf UAim 1 Gcuf- no fAo§Ail; x>&

=fs

Jenn - mgs, ceAo fApAoip cpÁióce! ip cú puAip

fiubAlAimi ContiAcc’ Aj-Uf Oil - eÁ«

$á*ójiaic SAtriAil mo rhÁi jip - ci|\ 1 hpuiginn, ocip. l r  cjutAg liom

■Ŝ

tíi-ltc a  - noip, no Ac-Aip, -O’oióc’pno tó
T com pAt)’ a mAijvpeAf

coifcc’, A

• I - —

- f -------- " Ub A,P ’r  é  * > ^ 1  uidmue, T1 ac cpuAif, a«

CÁJ’
ii’oeijieA’ó fAOJAll?
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2 . t)Á mbéA-ó flop AgAinfA 50 pAib Ati bÁp
opc

■O’imceóéAitin 50 fÁtiAÓ 1 tioiAió «10 ém ti;
50  ’oeo ni piltfimi Ap a« ■oún peo tmiéce 
50  tÁ tno bÁip nó ■oeipeAó mo fAogAit,
50  ociubpAinti teigeAii mp ah AbAiim bÁvóce, 
A’p rtí 1 AppfAltm pnÁiii t e  50 ocioópAimi cpío. 
Aéc mo CÍ15 céAT> beAtniAÓG 50 Cúipc 11A 

ti^pÁfCA,
ffluiiA bpuit pénvoÁn tjom có a f  eiceáit, coiúce.

3 . Sé mo l é A i i  g é A p  h a ó  1 b f A i p p g e  a  b i  c ú ,

116 a bfAT) 6 0 0  tiiuincip caU. inf aii SpÁmti, 
bÓAX) fú it A bAite teAC tie tó  A’f  t>’

oiófie
Ap 00 éuAipc miofA, nó f io f  uo pgéit.
Aóc cúippe iméigeAÓo’óm c ’f  gAticú peiceÁt 

éoióce,
<5, mi ní ifiAippib mé beo ’oo  óiaió !
1f é mo §AtfA oubAC é nAé é  mo époióe acá

OÚtlGA,
A’f  gAn fú it A bAite leAC Apip 50 bpÁc!

4. tluAip a bpeACiiuigun píop Ap pott-Aii-
lAppAinn,

Cé An c i f  com btiAÍ>Ain acc Apíf 50 oeo, 
llip A tl Á1C A VoiteAÍ) é, All leAHIIAlb UAfAt, 
Acc «a6 cpuAig pin A’p mo épeAÓ, é ’p 

t i p !

HtiAip A éontiAic mipe ceAtm aii óóticpAim 
A’ ceAéc mp Ati bpóippe, ’peAÓ A geic mo 

cpoióe,
tti “ Mrs. Jennings ” Atm Agup í t>i pógAú,
An tílinop 65 Ann, iiaó bpeicpeAp cov&ce !

5 . b í píopAÍ geAt’ Ann Agup teAnn o ' i  óóip-
ceAÓ,

píon Agnp beoip Agup 50 teop o i  ponmc,
’S uaó cp iróce An bAinip é Ag ceAcc An 

OoihnAig,
Agup mo ihÁigipcip coniApCA t e  out inp a’ 

gcitt.
go moó t»iA UomnAig ’peAÓ A puAip pé a 

óóncpA,
’S A Bi nA 5 tóipe nAÓ bAÓ é pn An c iip , 
T)uine MAfAt 65 a  bi 1 noiAió a  pópcA,
A fAibAit ni éotnAippinn 1 bpup n i  gaU.

6. teAc nA cúige bi p A o i  n-A óuiúacca,
A’p buó é  pm An c-úgoAp 50 bpuAip pé b i p ! 
Aóa 1 ■ocÚAmbA ctoiée mé A beic pince pUAp 

teip,
t»uó é pin mo pótip o i  bpAgAinn bip.
A ! “ Mrs. Burke,”  ip beAg An c-iongnA*,
Cú a  beic a j  C A O in e A V  co  tó  ’p o ’ oróée,
Paoi c o  'óeApbpicAipin cumAnnAc nAC bpeic- 

peAp coióée, •
S cic  iiA cipe c e  bume UAfAt óg.

Translation.

1. Oh, Doctor Jennings, a hundred bitter woes. I t is you who died on us in the prime of your 
life; If I  were to walk Connaught and the Isle of Patrick, The like of my master I ’d not find 
in the country. I  pity now Ulick, your father, By night and by day as long as I  live, His black 
suit on him and he walking the meadows; And indeed it’s a hard stroke for him at the end of 
his life. I 2. Had I known that death was upon you, Wandering I ’d go, not caring where. Never 
would I return to this part of the estate, Till the day of my death or the end of my life, Until 
I  would jump into the drowning river; And I  would not try to swim that I  might come through, 
But my_ five hundred farewells to the Court of the Graces, If I  am not destined to see you 
again. | 3. ’Tis my bitter woe, that ’tisn’t at sea you were. Or far away from your people, over 
in Spain, You’d then be expected home by day and night For a month’s sojourn, and you’d, be
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heard from, But now you are gone, never more to be seen j O h! a month I'll not be alive after 
you! My black complaint, that my heart has not ceased. Since you’re never expected to come 
home again. | 4. When I look down on Pollaneerin; What mattered a year, but to think, “ never 
again ” ! In the place where he was reared, the noble Jennings ! Is it not a pity and bitter woe 
for me? When I  saw the head of the coffin Coming into the porch, my heart leaped up. 
Mrs. Jennings was there and she kissing him, The young minor, who will never more be seen! j
5. There were white clay pipes there and abundance of ale. Wine and beer being distributed 
freely. What a sorrowful feast at the coming of Sunday, My master coffined to go to the 
grave! Early on Sunday he was put into the coffin. And Oh 1 King of Glory, was it not a 
shame ? A young gentleman soon after his marriage ! His like I  would not find near or far. |
6. Half the province was under his power, And he was the authority until he died. But in a 
tomb of stone, to be stretched beside him, That would be my Bolace if I  were to die. A h! 
Mrs. Burke, small is the wonder That you should lament by day and by night Your loving 
little brother who will never be seen: The flower of the country of a young nobleman.

This is another purely local song, composed by the poet, Pat Greany, and 
sung to me by his great-granddaughter, Mary Conway of Ardrumkilla, 
Tuam.

The Doctor Jennings here lamented was a member of an old Catholic 
family—the Jenningses of Ironpool ("poU-AU-Upp-Mtin ”), Kilconly, Tuam. 
He died of a fever, contracted whilst visiting a patient, when quite a young 
man. The “Mrs. Burke” mentioned in the song was his sister, married to one 
of the Burkes of Ower, near Headford, Co. Galway. The present represen­
tative of the family, I  believe, is Colonel Jennings of Monkstown, Dublin.
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29.— m o  m i t e  s u ó n .
(MY THOUSAND TREASURES.)

Sung by Mb. Ph il ip  W aldron, 
Ballyhaunis, Co. Mayo.

1.A  d i l l  - in to w , fan  liom  go bpÁc, ’S tií bUf-rAU ™°r

í
m ó ; CÁ p u t  tno époióe 'oi. p t c  ’oo <>iav6, A’f  cac - aó Ap mo

jt-óp. m  AicneócAO tÁ ó  ovóOe 5 0  bpÁc, Ha ceAy ó puAíc go

é- w é é-
•oeo, 50  oci^ip Ap Aif, A éAitín beAf, Ó ’f  cú tno m lt-e fcój».

2, 6 , a ÓAilút to w , iy cú «10 gpáó, 
A ’ r  W O  p Á lJ \G  f A  C - f A O g A t  r i i ó p  ;

5  At! CÚ 1 tÁ C A ip  t > é  11A t lS p A f C A  

TH j-A fC A  b é t n t t  g A t i  5 6 .

1 piogAcc 11A SpÁinne ttÁ 5 eA|\mÁnie 
X>0 f - A l í lA l t  n i  f  A C A f p 5f>
A bé t tA  tttbÁjvo, a ó í t - b e A n  b t Á i c ,  

1p có tno ib ite  p;óp.

1. My sweet fair maid I  prythee stay 
And I  will drink no more,
My heart doth sweep the wine of tears, 
My voice is hushed and low.
I ’ll know not light from darkest night, 
Nor heat from winter's cold,
Should you depart, maid of my heart, 
My love, my joy, my store!

2. My sweet fair maid, your love’s the share 
Of all the world I  hold.
Without your smile in Paradise 
I  would repine, and go.
The lands of Spain or Allemain 
Have not your match to show—
Bright flower of maids, the bards have praised, 
My love, my joy, my store 1

My friend, Philip Waldron, who gave me this little song, tells me he 
learned it  from an old lady living near Ballyhaunis, Co. Mayo, but he thinks 
she originally came from the neighbourhood of Tuam.
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30.—b m S 'o ín  b eu sA i’ó.
(BREEDYEEN VESEY.)

As sung by Patrick Garvky, 
Headford, Co. Galway.

e t

t f ó p p A i n n  b p i g o - i n  b e o p - A i ó ,  S A n  c 6  -  c a ,  b p ó i g  m

A n  -  n e .  « 'to rn , m é  A’r  c 6  b e i c  4 n - é m - f e A c c  3 <> p e i b p e A - m o i p  Á p

t q E z a c  1

5 c i r .  a  g p t iA ib  A p  t>AC n A  g C A O p - c o n ! A  CU A C -Ín b i i p p  A n

c - r t é i b - e ! Do g e A l l A Ó  n Á  o é A n  b p é A g  -  -  A d ,  Aéc d i p  -  i g  t e i f  A”
1 _____ ___ _— —--- i----- 1-----

’S 1 n-Aim-’óeóin o tig e  nA clé ip  - e  5 o PCÓg-pAinn cu mA)v

c é i l - e ,  ’S a  OiA, nÁp beAf An

2. Do geic mo ó p o i ó e  b e  b u A l d p e A d  

A g t i p  r g A n n p A i b  m é  n A o i  n - O A i p e  

An t í i A i n t n  ú t>  o o  é u A b A V Í) m é  

11 a c  p A i b  c 6  p ó l i i  A m  b e  p Á g A ib ,

’S A  t lA Ó C  b Á  p A O i f t i A i p c e A p  

Óaic m i p e  ’p có i n - U A i g n e A f  

’S g A n  n e A Í  A p  b i c  T>’ Á p  g c ú m o A C  

Aóc A n  c p ú i p g i n  ’p  6 A p  A n  g c b Á p .

pgéAÍ pin, D oin 'Ag eu-bói>’ be n-A ÉpAO.

DÁ b p Á g A i n n  A m A Ó  n o  c O A ip A ip g  

DÁ ■ o c é i g c e Á  g o  b o n n  c p u A i é e ,

H a í a 'ó  A n  p g é A b  p o  ó p o A i - 6  o p m  

• n ó  t e A n p A i n n  n o  m o  g p Á ó ,

’S g o  m b ’p e A p p  b i o m  p i n c e  p o A p  b e A C  

’S g A n  p ó i n n  A C C  p p A o d  a ’ p  b o A Ó A ip  

t l Á  [ b e i c ]  ’ g  é i p c e A é c  te ip  n A  c o A Ó A ib  

b i o p  Ap piobAt A g  é i p i g e  t Á  ( i . e .  b Á e ) .
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3. ’S é  ÁóbAp tn’ o p A ’p m’ éAjjcAOin 
3 ac ttiAioiti moc o ’Á n-éipigim 
A cú it ha t i b  ’p iia bpeuptA
11AC CÚ bi ÓA111 1 tVOÁll,
’S ni lApppAinn teAC m&p p i  pin 
Acc mé A’r  có béié i n-éinpeAcc 
In Áic éigin ’n Áp n-AonAp,
5o  teAgfAinn opc mo tÁiii. 
éeinnpnn céo t Ap ceuoAib 
5 0  bmn, tebÁ pp tno meupA, 
Úpéi5pnn mnÁ nA h-éipeAnn opc,
A’p teAnpAinn cú ’p n  cpÁiii,
’S t>á lubéibinn Am’ pi5 »A S pé '5e 
n o  im’ gipionnpÁ Ap nA céAOCiib 
Oo beuppAinn pA p A11 méAO pw 
T>o peuptA An bpottA ig bÁin.

4. T)Á bpeicpeá peu tc  An eótAip 
’S i ceAcc 1 mbéAt aii bócAip 
■OéAppÁ 50 mbuó peóo uaic 
Wo cójpAÓ ceo A’p TjpAoróeAéc,
A 5puAÚ oeAps mAp pópAib 
’S a p i t  mAp •opúcc An pógtiiAip,
A béitín CAiiA pó óeAp
’S A bpÁjAio Ap ÓAC An AOlt.
Bí a  t>Á cic coppA cóm-cpumn 
tilo t mé 1AO ’p ni móp tiom,
’tl a  peApAih Ag •oeAnAtii tócpAin 
’S 1At> CeApÓA op cóiiiAip A cpoióe. 
CÁ mé 1 mbpón ’p 1 noógpAins 
ó  pjpopp cú UAim CAp ceópAinn,
Ció ip pA-OA ó p A i p  mé córiiAipte 
50  npoppócÁ Ap mo pAogAt.

5. UopócAT) píop 1 m bpeuc-buibe 
A’p pAcAt» 50 to c  eipne,
Ó StigeAc 50 bonn Céipe 
beuppAió mé mo pgpíob, 
SiúbAtpAió mé m óin-éite ,
CopcAig A’p bnin-én>ip,
’S  ni p e A f f A r ó  mé 1 oCom-Spéme 
50  océió mé 50 CpÁigtige. 
n i t  gteAnnuÁn cnoic 11Á ptéibe 
nÁ bAite-cUAin ’pAn méA-o pn  
nAC pubAtpArb mé, mÁ péA’OAim,
’S hac ■ocóipeócAió mé mo miAn,

)

■munA bpág’ mé bpigvo ’pAii méAO p n  
n í’t  AjAm t e  pÁó té ic e  
Acc beAnnacc ptÁn A’p céA'o tjo éup 
t e  btÁc ha pg-ápAob.

6 .  A pEéim, a  cpoióe ’p  a  bpeÁgÉA 
ni pjpiobpAb b ip g it  pÁice,
A t>Á íic  jeAtA bÁnA
niAp aii eAtA CÁ Ap An ocoinn,
A niAtAib cAotA, CAppAinjce 
’S A púit com cpumn t e  Áipne 
A biop 1 jjcómnuróe, cá  ’p AgAinn,
A5 pÁp Ap bÁpp An coim. 
bub tinttpe btAp A p ó ije  
nÁ m it nA mbeAc ’p é peóróce, 
bA óeAp a  peApAiii 1 mbpóig 
’S a cúitponn pÁinneAC ponn.
’S OÁ mbéinn A’p btÁc m  h-óige 
1 mbAttA no 1 mbocótA 
m  pÁgpAmAoip 50 ■oeipeA'6 pógtiiAip é, 
Aóc Ag ppópc ’p A5 oéAnAtii Epmn.

7. tle ip  m epcupi gup 0615
5up b’é ptuco pgiob An cpeóo teip,
’S gup Ab lomÓA sÁpoAit) mópA 
CÁ gAbAit io ip  mé ’gup i,
1p  é Jupicep A  mÁigipcip,
A’p cpiAttpAib mé "o’Á tÁÚAip,
Acc pAnpAO 50 t)Ci AmÁpAÓ 
3 0  teijp*  mé mo p p ó .
CÁ mé cuippeAc, bpeóióce,
Ció c a i c  mé t e A C  mo bpógA,
30  píoppuióe A3  oeAnAiii bpóm, 
ni coótAigim neutt ue’n oróc’,
’S 6  ÚU3 bepcu tep  le  pó-iieApc 
Cepbepup tie’n bócAp,
An meApAnn p b  h a c  cóip ÓAm 
m o p ó p  00 teAnAiiiAin piop.

8. niop inóp ÓAm congnAth tÁroip, 
n i’t  mé móp t e  CbApon, 
b ’évoip v ó  mé bÁcAÓ
T)Á oci3inn in a tion.
CÁ a  bÁo ’p A mAfoibe pÁthA 
30 píoppuibe Annpúo Ap gÁpoA ; 
ni CAicnigeAnn opeAtn An pÁpA teip, 
ní géitteAnn pé o ’Á n-otige.
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PlOp ÉAbAip ijAin tlA Spiling 
m ap  g e a t t  Ap bam piogani PlÁipe,
Bio* ag  bpúgA* A’r  Ag capnA*
’S Ag COllgbill tlA Tig Alb piop,
Acc o á  mAippeA* CaI vui t i  ’ctiic, 
CpomAitt, ilArmpAol, a ’p PlÁpcAtn,
"OÁ fgjuobpyb pAt> ’OAtn cájvoa 
n i h-éiteócATOe o\<m

9. ’sé  pUlGO All p^lOmifA ctAW)D|\AC 
Sgiob uaim mo g p i*  Agup m’Antipacc, 
é  pém Agup flAOAniAiicup 
p i CApATO com All Tliap,
UubcAti bpúigce, ■oóigce,
’S a teAC-cop bpipce bpeóióce, 
punop tiAC ocug cpócAipe,
P a cpupcAig ATI gA-ouióe coroc’.
Ip  lomÓA abAirin bÁróce 
Sin Agup coticAbAipc fipAibce, 
CóipneAÓAi* Ag cáptiAÓ 
Agup Ag bopgA* Ap gAC CAOlb,

)

Acc cpiatbpAo oppA amipAc 
Agup mAp A"otiling piAO mo gp&* »Am, 
5 eobao congriA* b iiw p  
Pac tt-éibeócaióe opm pigm-

10. piatica pionn tiíop móp bam, 
Opgap ’p Soil na PlóptiA,
’S Cucutbainu, An taoc  cpógAUCA
P ip  blip i gcAC apiAib.
cUrni Pipmg oubaipc go teop liom
t>o bAinpeA* Ap cbAlbeAlb tóípAti, 
Agup tleccop, An 1ao6 móp-cpuc 
VuAip pógtuim bpéAg pan CpAOi. 
Óluinnpei i "oUip nA b-<5ige 
51110m nA bpeApA mópA,
An ep ic  copAigeaOAp A pcpócA*
Ag geAppA* pompA piop.
Acc Jupicep niop móp bam 
Óuip Plencop, an peap éobuip, biom, 
P ip  te ig  amug’ i n-aon bócap mé 
go ocug me abaite Bpigio.

Teanslatiok.

!  I ’d marry Breedyeen Vesey W ithout coat, boot, or m antle; Treasure of my heart, if X 
could I  woidd fast for you nine times, W ithout food or drink or anything. On an island in 
Loch Bm e Hoping that you and I  might be together Until we settled our case. O cheek of 
ttie colour of the dog-berry, 0  cuckoo of the top of the mountain, Do not belie your promise, 
t t  rise up with the day. And in  spite of the law of the clergy I ’d take you for my spouse. 
And Oh G od! what a  charming tale ’twould be, A man stealing away wi& his love. | 2 My
ta r U e a ’p ^ t h  trouble, And X frightened nine times, T hat morning that I  heard That you 
were^not^to be found before me. And all the days with merriment ^ a t  you and I  spent in 
solitude W ithout anyone guarding us But the jug, and it on the table. If could find ou 

f von If vou were to go to the foot of the Seek (Croaghpatrick); The story would go very
hard with'me, ̂ Or S h o u ld  chng to my love. And I should rather be stretched beside you, With
nothing under us but heath and rushes, Than be listening to the cuckoos m o  are moving 
the break of day. j 3. The reason of my moans and my lamenting Every ear y morni 8
liise O c i l  of the curls and the pearls, Is, that it is not you who were fated for me ■, A u d i
would not ask with you, for a  faireen. Anything but you and me to be together In  some pkee 
alone So that I  might lay my hand on thine (thee). I  would play music upon strings W ith 
the top of my fingers; I  would forsake all' the women of E rin  for you. And I  would follow you 
through the ocean. And if I  were king of Greece, Or a  prince over hundreds, 1 ™ uld 8™
all that To the pearl of the white breast. | 4. If you were to see the Star of K“ °wled^  ^ nd " 
coming in  the mouth of the road. Ton would say that she was a jewel at a distance
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lift mist and enchantment. Her countenance red, like the roses, And her eye like the dew of 
the harvest, And her thin little mouth, very pretty, And her neck like the colour of the lime. 
Her two pointed, equal-round breasts, I  praised them, and I  ought to, Standing, making 
a lamp, And they shapen over against her heart. I  am in grief and anguish Since you slipped 
from me beyond the mearing, Though it is long since I  got advice That you • would 
shorten my life. | 5. I  shall begin down in Breaghwy, And I  shall go to Loch Erne, 
And from Sligo to the foot of Kesh Corran I shall take my course; I  shall walk Mom-Eile 
(Bog of Allen), And Cork and Ben Edar (Howth), And I shall not stand m Tomgraney Until 
I  go to Tralee. There is never a hill nor mountain valley, Nor harbour town, in aU^tha 
(country), That I  shall not walk if I  can, And that I  shall not search for my desire. And if I  
do not find Breed in all that I  have nothing to say to her, But to send a blessing and a farewell 
and a hundred To the blossom of the raspberries. | 6. Her beauty, her heart, and her fineness 
Virgil would not write in a quarter of a year; Her two bright white breasts Like the swan that 
is upon the waves. Her brows narrow, drawn, And her eye as round as a sloe, Whic is 
always we know, Growing on the top of the bush. Sweeter were the taste of her kiss Than 
honey of the bees, and it frozen; Pretty was her standing in a shoe, And her coohn was 
ringleted and fair; And if I  and the blossom of youth Were only m Balia or m Bohola, 
We should not leave it till the end of harvest, But sporting and making merriment. | 7. Mercury 
says that he is certain That it was Pluto who swept away the jewel with him, And there are 
many great guards Going between me and her. Jupiter is their master, And I shall journey 
into his presence, But I  shall wait till to-morrow Until I  take my rest. I  am tired, sick, 
Though I  have used up my boots after you; Everlastingly making grief, I  do not sleep a wink 
in the night. And since Hercules with excessive strength Carried off Cerberus from the road, 
Do ye not think that is right for me also To follow my love down below? | 8. X require strong 
help, I  am not great (on terms) with Charon; He might drown me If X were to come into h.s 
net. His boat and oars Are constantly there on guard ; The people of the Pope do not please 
him, He does not submit to their law. No help to me would be the Spaniard Because of
Queen Mary, W h o  u s e d  to be bruising and overthrowing And keeping down the Galls. But if 
Calvin were alive, some day, Cromwell, Henry, or Martin, They would write for me a card 
And not a penny would be required of me. | 9. It is Pluto is the disputatious prince Who snatched 
from me my love and my dear ; Himself and Bhadamanthus, Neither of the two are friends to 
me. Vulcan, bruised and burnt. With his one foot broken and injured ; Minos, who gavei no 
mercy, Do not trust the rogue for ever. Many is the drowning river (I must encounter) That 
and the ruinous peril, Thunders overwhelming And burning on every side; But I shall 
journey towards them to-morrow, And if they will not admit my love to me, I  shall receive 
strong help, So that a penny shall not be required of me. | 10. The Fenians of Finn I  would 
want, Oscar and Goll Mac Moma, And Cuehulain the valiant hero Who never failed in 
battle. The children of Uisneacb, many have told, Who used to strike flame from sword And 
Hector the great-famed hero, Who found fine learning in Troy. You would hear m the Land- 
of-Youth The deeds of the great men, When they began a-tearing And cutting down men 
before them; But Jupiter I  required, Who sent Mentor the guide with me, Who never let me 
go astray in any road Until I  brought Breed home.

This is one of the most popular of Raftery’s songs, and there are very few 
people in the W est of Ireland who cannot sing a bit of it. The words are
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taken from “ Songs of Eaftery ” by Dr. Douglas Hyde (p. 222), who has very 
generously given me permission to use them and others to which I have 
obtained the airs.

The version of the air I have here given I first heard from a young 
student of St. Jarlath’s College, Tuam, Patrick Mae Garvey, who came from 
Headford, Co. Galway, and I have since heard it frequently from others. 
Another well-known song is also sung to this air, viz.:—“Se&.j;Áiri a true mo 
ComAippun,” and it is under this title that Petrie noted down the two airs, 
Nos. 1437 and 1438.

31.—p u tise A c  t í t l ’ eógA iti. 

(FFEENCH OF TYEONE.)

J- = 84 Dorian or JEolian mode.
Sung by Mb. Patrick Burke, 

Caherlistrane, Tuam.

t fc T T F ft. ft Is  £ : zé . é  z fc

1. Apy’ An StomiAá:—“'beAniiAcc’ teAC a Émuc nieA<>A, beAmiAcc-A

i
*- *■ É-

t ib  in  - ip yip A5 - uy A’y a  liAccAije tÁ

± = ±

A e j \  -  e A C  a  c a i c  mé ’ g A i b  A t i t i ,  f l ó  t e ó n  -  a t ) w o

ill it  ~É ~é
cnÁih - a  ’sAbÁit ’noip a t ;  • SleAiin yeAbAc.”

2. “  A’ EAbÁit ’tioip a s  SteAimyeAbAC, «Áp 
íÍAOti é  mo ygéAt, 

b l tn’ AtiÁib fém bpiyce ’y ttio ceAnjjA CAp 
ino b é A V ’

bAycAb An SiotuiAí A’y é  ’5 x>ut cpfo ad 
móin,

WlAjt yuAiceAii é  ’5  clAmpAp t é  PpmyeAc 
t ip ’ eógAin.

3. ÓUA1Í) cÁit iia byymyeAc 50 gATJA ’y 50 
j;eÁpp,

■Oo éuATO yé 50 bpeACAiti, uo’n fpAinc ’y 
T)o’n SpÁmn :

SAibuit Tie TiAoimb tiAiyte ni pAib piAtn té  
pÁjÁit—

’S 50 mbA teAnb btiAn, yA0gt,Aá é  ppmyeAfi 
t ip ’ eójAiu.
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4 . ttí’l  Ati c-oi£pe 65 peo acc uaoi mbtiAtmA
■oéAjj,

9S  cÁ “ ladies” tia h-Áine 1 tigpÁó leip jau
bpéig;

UÁ pé 1 gclÁp ’éAOAin l e  téijeAt) a j ah 
fAOJAt

$u |\ b ’ é  ip Áic Ápuip t>o plAiceAf iia tlAoiii.

5. OÁ bpeicceÁ ha Fpitipig ’ceAcc 6« 15 An
téim —

’diA ’gup a rhutpe, iiAcionticA bí ’n “ game!” 
A’p ia*o gteupc’ *i uoeAps, 1 ‘H'outi ’gup 1 

mbÁti—
Oé! mvptjim tlí au ‘OómnAig Ati c-oi£pe 

’ceAcc flÁti.

6. “  <5b ! Ób ! ” App’ An SioniiAc, “.catj
’óéAtipAp tné pém ?

’Seo ia"o da jjAÓAip A^up pcpotcpb ptAt> m é;

C A ic p e A p  A ti iA c  m é  ’ p  b é i ó  ’n  p o c  p A o i . t u o  

f p ó i n ,

’ S  t n o  p u b A Í t  ’q v Á c n ó n A ,  a j  p p i u p e A c  f c í p ’ 

eo^Ain.

7.  T )Á  b p Á j A i n n - p e  p Á i c e  t i ó  c ú p Í A  m í  ’p p Á p ,  

U A C A in n  ’p  A n  Á ic  u a c  g c u i p p b e  l o n n A i n

rs^ c ;
tlACAinn cApc-AWAc pop 50 ptÁméiT) tiling - 

e ó ,

’ S n i  b é A Í )  t n o  j i u b A t b  ’ c p Á c u ó r t A  ’ 5  p j u t i p e A c

Ú í p - e ó ^ A i n .

8 .  t o í o p  A n t ip in  c e A H A , ’p  V ote A n  c ó m u p p A

méAnn,
" b í o p  p o - b e A D A r ó e ,  b A  t n ó p  m o  • ó ú i t  1 b p e o i t ;  

t l l A p b m g i n n  p é m  tA Ó A in  A * p  g é A Ó A  5 0  t e o p ,  

’S  ■o’p Á jA iT )  p i n  m i p e  a j  p 'o p - p t e A Ó  n A  

i v o e ó p . ”

T jranslation.
1. Says the Fox:—“ Blessings be with you, Knock Ma, Blessings be with you, both men and 

women ; Many’s the airy day I  spent there among you, Till my bones were injured going past 
by Glennshoke. | 2. Going past by Glennshoke, isn’t my tale a sad one? My breath was 
exhausted and my tongue hanging out.”  The Fox was checked going through the bog, For he 
was put into difficulties by Ffreneh of Tyrone, j 3. The famé of the Ffrenehes travelled far and 
near, I t went to Britain, to France, and to Spain. Their equals among noblemen were not to 
be found, And may he be a long-lived child—Ffreneh of Tyrone, j 4. This young heir is barely 
nineteen years, And the ladies of the place are certainly in love with him. ’Tis on his 
countenance to be read by the world, That his place of dwelling is the Kingdom of Saints. | 
5. If you were to see the Ffrenehes coming to the leap: Oh, God and Mary! ’isn’t it they that 
were spirited! And they decked out in red, in black and in white: Och 1 I  beseech the King of 
Sunday that the heir may come safe. | 6. “ Uv I Uv! ” says the Fox, “ now what will I  do ? Here 
are the hounds, and they will tear me asunder. I  shall be put out, and the frost will be under 
my nose, And Ffreneh of Tyrone will have my tail in the evening. | 7. If I  only got a quarter, 
or a few months’ respite, I ’d go to the place where I  would not be frightened. I ’d go away out 
to the plains of Mayo, And Ffreneh of Tyrone would not have my tail to-night. [ 8. I  was there 
before, and a bad neighbour I  was : I  was too daring, and my desire for meat was great. I  used 
to kill ducks and geese in abundance, And that’s what has left me for ever shedding tears.”

This Bong was printed by the late John Glynn in the “ Tuam News,” and 
he states in his note on i t :—

“ The Tyrone branch of the Ffreneh family is now known as St. George, 
Christopher Ffreneh having in 1774 assumed the surname of St. George in 
pursuance of a direction contained in a settlement made by his mother’s
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father, Baron St. George. The country people, however, still refer to then! 
as ‘ Ffrench of Tyrone,’ Co. Galway.”

Mr. Glynn says he took down the song from Mr. John Murphy of 
Knocknagur, Tuam, thirty years ago, but that he did not know by whom it 
was composed.

Through the efforts of Mr. Pat Burke I  have found out that the author 
was William Flaherty, a weaver, of Inioin, Caherlistrane, seven or eight miles 
from Tuam. His descendants still live in the town.

The hero of the song was Christopher St. George, who was nineteen 
years of age a t the time, and the people of Imoin and Caherlistrane still talk 
of how he went alone into the bog of Imoin after the fox. It is said that, to 
celebrate the event, St. George presented a barrel of beer to every townland 
on the estate. Mrs. Josephine Coneannon, a daughter of “Ffrench of 'Tyrone,” 
is a well-known resident in Tuam.

The history of the air is interesting, as proving that the creative faculty 
is not yet extinct among the people. The air that I had previously heard I  
did not consider particularly good, being a very poor version of “ The little 
stack of Barley,” and I was trying to find out from Pat if he knew anyone 
who could sing it. “ I do not,” said he, “ but this is the air I put on it 
myself ” ; and he sang the song as I have given it.

32,—bÁ s A gtis  An n u n t t e o m .  
(DEATH AND THE MILLER.)

150
Sung by Mu Michael F arrell, 

Tuam .

— ---- :— —
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~
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acto tmih - e
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tm n lleó ip bÁti 5Atn gpeitn
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2. An ITluitXeóip: bioó 11a bpiAii a ja c  Agup
CigeApnA An OlÁip; 

b io t) U a ConcobAip cpéA» 
AgAC ’p tlA OÓmilAltt 
<%;

b io -6 OgeAptiA StigeAc 
AgAC AgUp A tilAlgoeAll 
thnÁ,

Agup pÁg peAÍ e ite  as An 
muitleóip bÁn.

3. bÁp: níbevó llAbpiAin AgAin nÁ
’n CigeAptiA ÓlÁip; 

flí beix> U a ConcobAip cpéAn 
AgAtn nÁtiA -OotiinAiU,

<5s;
Tli b e ió  CigeApiiA StigeAc 

AgAm nÁ a  mAig-oeAn 
m n Á ,

Ácc b e ió  gpeim cúb cinn 
AgAffi Ap a’ m u itteó ip  
bÁn.

4. An m uilteóip: 1TIÁ ’p gAipcióeAÓ cupA, mÁ
cá cú ’pÁb,

Ip to rn , cpÚAib, CAicce é t e  
ctiÁtii gAn peo ll.

1p peAp gAii ihipneAé h ac  
P a6a 6  leAC cun ppAipn 

A jup  b e  péip  mo riieApcA, 
5«p cú béA* Ap tÁ p.

5. bÁp: 1TIÁ cÁ inipe tom, cAiccení
nÁipe ÓAm é,

A5«p a liAccuige IÁ bpeÁg 
a pugAb mé;

Acc ip ceAÓCAipe bocc nié 
ó pÍAiceAp Oé 

AcÁ 1 n-oiAió sac Ail Am bocc 
■o’Ap 6aic a téAp.

6. An m uitteó ip : glACAim-pepAp-oúti a s  Itig
nA iVOúl, 

be o u t cun ppAipne to  
ptÁig mAp cú ;

Acc cus mé no  pogiti ouic 
Ap beipc nó Ap cpiúp, 

Asupbfob HuAióin peApcA 
ASAC nó muitteóip 
plúip.

7. bÁp: teAg mipe An 5 eApAtcAC,
’p buó SAipcióeAc é,

5 °bt tHAc mópnA Asup
ConÁn tllAot; 

teASpAió mé Ap pAo iat> te  
congnAm T)é,

Agupberó An mmlleóip bÁn 
A5Am,’p cé comneócAÓ 
é f

Tbanslation.

1. I  was one fine day on my road to Tnam, When Death met me beside the fort. “ Have 
you got any person since you started out? ” “ I ’ll have the white Miller by a grip on the poll.”  I 
2. “ Have O’Brien and Lord Clare, Have strong O’Connor and young O’Donnell, Have Lord 
Sligo and his maiden wife, And leave another while to the white Miller.”  | 3. “ I ’ll not have 
O’Brien nor Lord Clare, Nor strong O’Connor nor young O’Donnell, I ’ll not have Lord Sligo 
nor his maiden wife, But I ’ll have the white Miller by a grip on the poll.”  | 4. “ If you are a 
warrior as yon say you are, Bare, hard, and wasted is he with fleshless bones, He’d be a 
cowardly man who wouldn’t  enter a contest with you. And, in my opinion, ’tiB you would be 
laid low.”  | 5. “ If I  am wasted, no shame for me, Seeing the length of days that I ’ve been bom, 
I  am a poor messenger from the Kingdom of God Who pursues every poor soul which has spent 
its term.”  | 6. “ I  beg pardon of the King of the Elements For entering a contest with a pest like 
you; I  gave you your choice of two or three, So now you can have Buane or the miller of
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flour.” | 7. “ I  laid low the Geraldine, and a warrior he was, Goll Mao Morna and Conan the 
Bald, I  will lay them all low by the help of God, And I ’ll have the white Miller, and who would 
keep h im ?”

I  learned this song from Mr. Michael Farrell, miller, whose people, millers 
also, are long resident in this neighbourhood. He tells me it has been handed 
down in his family for generations; but he does not know who composed it.

33.— a  úornÁis, a  trn'Le s c ó m í n !
(THOMAS, MY THOUSAND TEEASUEES.)

J = 90 ilixo-Lydian mode modified.
Sung by Miss Bkidoei F oede, 

Sylane, Tuam.
-----------------
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2. Sé mo téAn géAp, A pcóipin, 
jAn mo bócAipin Ag out Ag no cig, 
ttlAp ip teAC a  caic mé mo bpógA
1 ocúp m’oige, ’p mé i noeipeAÓ mo pAogAit. 
A’p go bpuit mé Ap mo teAbAió 
be bbiAÓAin ’p cúig peAccthAine oéAg 
So bpait mo gpÁí> geAÍ pA m ilip ,
A’poeip OAOine mac bp ittpó go h - e A g .

3 . ’Sé mo téAM geAp, a pcóipín,
San biiAÓAin Ap pAT> inp An to ,
A’p ouitteA bA ip nA g-cpA ob
Ag p'op-éup ma meAlA i>& mbÁpp,

tmpe tiom péin inp An Dip
A gcomnurbeAp mo gpÁó,
tUo CAob Le n-A CAOib
Agnp An cpAobóigín glAp in a tÁim.

4. bbiAÓAin gup An oióce Apéip 
’Scat) péAb ma CApAitt cap  pÁl,
A’p i gcionn UAipe n-A óiaió pn
’S eAÓ o ’eAluig mo gpÁo geAl pAn pnÁm.
tli’t  cu ite xjá men»
tl a c  gCAiceAnn peAb e l le  a ’ cpÁgAÓ;
tli’t  Ann a c c  tu cc  bpéige
’S b-péioip go bpttpeAÓ mo gpÁó.
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T ranslation.

1. Thomas, my thousand treasures; Strike me not down by any word (of yours). Take up 
your shovel and your spade; And for ever it is no shame to you. As X went over the big strand, 
I  thought the dew was lying, And oh ! my love twice over, Here’s a kiss till I  return. | 2. ’Tis 
my bitter grief, my treasure! That my path leads not to your house, For it was with you I 
wore out my boots In the beginning of my youth, and I ’m now at the end of life. And I’ve 
been on my bed For a year and fifteen weeks, While my bright love is in the army, And they 
say he will never return. | 3. ’Tis my bitter woe, my treasure ! That a full year is not in a day, 
And that the foliage of the branches Shed not honey from their topB ; And that I  am not alone 
in the country In which my love resides, My side by his side, And the little green branch in 
his hand. | 4. A year ago last night The horses burst through the hedge, And one hour after 
that My bright love went away in the sea. There is no tide, however great, That does not 
spend another while in ebbing; They are all only deceivers, And maybe my love will return.

It was from Bridget Forde, Sylane, Tuam, I learned this song. The air 
consists of one phrase only, four times repeated, but it is a good one.

Another version of the words is given by the Bev. Professor T. O’Kelly 
in the “ U. G. Galway Annual ” for 1917.

= 46

34.—tn s e ó  trio LeAnti (i).
(HUSHO, MY BABY.)

Sung by Michxal Bbeathnach, 
Inverin, Spiddal.
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35.—S tlA tlC H A m e (ii). 

(Á LULLABY.)

1. Seoi -
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M
CAicneAm, m o  ’" -a teAb-A,ó ’n-A c o o Ia ó  ja ii bpón ! A leAHAb mo

*7  t j - *— #— r~
clélb, 50 n-é:|,ipó  T>0 COO - LaÓ leAC, SéAH Ag - Up ,-onAp

jj éoibce ’oo coiiiAip! Seo beAmiAcc ifltc T>é Ag - ur céAgAip a 
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bmm-e leAc; cétpig a coo - Iaó gAt, . bíoó - jaó 50 tó.

2 .  A ] ,  I Í U i I I a c  a h  c S i ó e  c Á  p í ó e o g A  J c a L a  

■pÁ C A o i n - , , é  A t, e A , , , , A l g  A g i m i p c  A  p p ó i p c ,  

’S  p e o  1AO A n iA , \  c u n  j L a o i ó  * p  m o  t e A n b  

t e  m i A n  é  É A p p A in g c  i p c e A ó  p A n  l i o p  m ó p .  

S o i p i m  r ú ,  a  c p o i ó e ! n í  b p u i  j ’ p iA O  0 0  m e A t l A Ó  

t e  b p í  j  a  g c t e A p  i i á  b e  b i n n e A p  a  g c e o i t ,  

C Á  m i p e  l e o ’ É A o i b  A g  g u i ó e  o p c  n  a  m b e A m i  a c c ,  

S e o i c í n ,  a  b e A n b ,  11 í i m c e o ’ c ú  t e o .

Seoicín, peocó, 7pb.

3. Op comAipm oU015, g o miocAipceAn’tiiAiL 
CÁ oíl-puir5 AingeAt Ag pAipe’n-AÉpeo, 

t e  móp-gpÁ* oiAii ’jÁ lAppAió cun beAÍAig, 
1TIAp b’Aoibne rtAicip o á  pACAÓ pé teo.

A  pcótp mo cpoióe, Lu,§ pAp ,n 00 leAbAió, 
tecAoib ooriiAime’peAÓpAnpAipjopóibb, 

Hi móp óAm bet>iAmofiAmpA’sMpm’AiceAp, 
m ollio  jACCApcAbAm 1 oceAimcAmobpóio.

Seoicin, peocó, “pl.

T kanslation.
1. Shoheen, ,hoho, my child is my treasure, My jewel without guile, my share oi the world 

Shoheen, shoho, how great is the delight, My little treasure in his bed, asleep without sorrow.’ 
Child of my bosom, may thy sleep thrive with you, Happiness and luck be ever in store for you! 
May the blessing of God’s Son and the Icve of His nurse be with you, Go to sleep without start 
until day. | 2. On the Hill of the Sidhe are fairies shining Under the fair moon of spring playing 
their games. And here they come eastward to call to my child, Wishing to lure him into the
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great fort. I  call thee, 1117 heart! They shall not entice yon By dint of their tricks, of the 
sweetness of their music, I  am by yonr side praying for yon blessings, Shoheen, my child, yon 
will not go with them. | 3. Before my darling, sweet and gentle, Kind angel eyes are gazing upon 
him. With great strong love inviting him away, For Heaven would be more delightful were he 
to go with them. Treasure of my heart 1 lie down in thy bed, Beside your mamma you still 
will abide, Qod does not grudge me my play and my pleasure, My Heaven on earth along with 
my darling.

i t  is nearly eleven years ago since I  learned this air from TTliceÁt 
bfteo.cn 0.6,on one occasion whenhe was staying with me. In reply to a question, 
in which at the time I  had a practical interest, as to how the Connemara 
mothers soothed their babies to slumber, he lilted me the above tune. There 
were no words but the fragment as I have given it. I  have been told by 
another friend that the mothers of Connemara have a great reverence for the 
tune, believing that it was used by the Blessed Virgin in putting her Child 
to sleep.

The air was written down afterwards in jj time by UomÁ-p ITloc 'Ootrmo.il 
for the Rev. Professor T. O’Kelly (“lb  ITlÁine”), U. C., Galway, who composed 
the verses which I have given with the air. He has kindly given me 
permission to use them for this collection.

36.—C tlSA ttlA lt p é m  ATI SAIT)HAT) t lt lD . 
(WE BROUGHT THE SUMMER WITH US.)

. Sung by Mbs. F oy, Ballytrasna,J. ~ 7g JEolian inode. Tuam.
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2. O ’f i A p p u i g  ré mom Ap  mgcAn Bom ah 
b e A n  Ó 5  f i n ,  

f c u g A i t iA p ,  etc.
5 o  T je im i i ,  „ i  h-i,’r i  w o  s p Á Í ,  A ’ f  m o  r t ó n  

CugAitiAp, etc.
SAmpAii, SAtiipA-6, etc.

3. A n c i u b p c Á  ceAO ■oom-fA U b A i p c  50 f ó i l l  
l e i  ? 

f c a g A t i iA p ,  etc.
niAjiA n-oeutiAi-6 cú fin , oeunpAió mé ah 

cóipceAf (P). 
tujAmAf, etc.

SAtilfAf), SAttlfAT), etc.

4 . C<5l§ CflfA ’ll AIEglOffA ’f  JlACAB-fA ’ll
bÓCAJl,

fcogAtnAp, etc.
Pé A g A ir n i  l e A t i f A f  pi, b i o *  p  50 o e o  A i g e ,  

f c u g A i t iA p ,  etc.

etc.

6. teAnpAró mé ’n gpuAgAÓ, 6’r oeAf ah
F e * p  <5g  é .

CagAitiAp, etc.
0 0  1560 nó 100 ’áApcAinti tiAp pillip  So ■oeo 

opm ! 
tagAmAp, etc.

SAlfipAÍ), SAlJlpAÍ), etc.

68 )

6. IfionvÓ A pti b ó ’5 ’a lcA p cU ib e ceo p A iin , 
tu^AtiiAp, etc.

Ag cógÁ il f e i lb ’ A p  f e i lb  11A gcottiappAti. 
tugAmAp, etc.

SAlíipAT), SAtfipA’6, etc.

7. ’Sé peApAcc p n  AgAm-pA leAC-pA, a  
f c ó i p í t l ,

tugAmAp, etc.
■0 ’fÁ5Air Aiitipn mé bocc Agap bpóiiAc. 
f c u g A t n A p ,  etc.

S A l t i p A * ,  S A l i ip A t ) ,  etc.

8. tÁ imc p  éagAm Apff cpÁcnónA, 
f c a g A t t iA p ,  etc.

A’r éu5 r* t é i  A" te ic p s e a l  bA c ó p c A .  

í h i g A t n A p ,  etc.
SAtiipAT), SAiíipA*, etc.

9 . A6’ t r i o p  p e u T )  i m p s  é i p c e A c c  l e  c a i i u i c  

■oe’n cpópc p n .  

tugAtHAp, etc.
1° ’V * 5A r  °  fo m  í  Ag g o l  50  b p ó t i A c .  

ta jA m A p, etc.
SAmpA-D, SAlhpAtl, etc.

.  . Translation.

calves! (We brought e tc) I 7  He astefl i ! !  b 8 ’ ^  Summer> Bummer. milk for the

u. a .  M ,™  14 “ “■ “a ™ « . .a , w .
Groagaoh, for a  nice youag man he is ”  (W r 'l iC iT r ' i_ (W‘u ljraat!,' t' t r‘- " i ’ll followtbe

l ougnt, etc.) You left me there poor and sorrowful.”  (We brought, etc 1 I ft

. «  -  « 1  . « , 4  1 “  “ • <*• ■” « .  * 0

I  have to lament the less of a sincere friend in the death of Mrs Toy 
•T" Wh° gave me this song- She had learned it  from her father, who was a
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native of Milltown, near Tuarn.- It is strange that although the family lived 
less than two miles from the town, I  did not know they had any Irish songs. 
It was Mr. John Hoban, Milltown, who first sang it to me. He had learned 
it from a friend, who stated that he got it in Ballinasloe. I  noted it  down 
and sent it  to Ballinasloe for correction, if necessary. In reply I was told 
that it had been learned in the Irish College at Partry, Co. Mayo, from the 
singing of Mrs. Foy, whose school was near the place. Thus I was able .to 
trace the song back practically to my own door.

The song is comparatively modem, but I  understand that the refrain is a 
very old one. For a much longer version, with a different refrain, see 
“ CeólcAib U U ú ,” p. 89, and a version with seventeen verses (from Tory 
Island) in “ Gaelic Journal,” March, 1892. See also Petrie, No. 502.

37.— t é m e  b A titiA tg .
(THE FLAXEN SHIRT.)

J .  = 76
Sung by Mbs. H oban, 

Milltown, Tuam.
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2. óeAmimg m é  pop ajm]- im p mé ’p a ’ 5cpé 
é

1 mbÁpp Ati rtiAÓA 1 ncúp Ati eAppiig : 
ttAin mé A5ur bÁií, tné é, >r p5Aip mé Ap 

ppAoó é,
'5«r 6uip mépA jjcpé égAn pcpompecÁiltige. 
1,1 li-é An bAppAi 5Apb a éeAmiAig mé pém, 
Adc An plmpinl glégeA l leicéio  mo *at>1. 
CaiU métepgeA'Oóip »no Ceicpepigim, oéAg,

5&n AgAm tí’á bÁpp a íc  mo ié tn e  bAppAi^. 
Rum oo onm. -oum, etc.

8 . T>’ÁpT>m£ p  m'AnAm i mbÁpp mo óléibe, 
A’r CÓéAf nA p le d  A bj ftAp Ap A CApAf. 
TSeAthAn pin otnne o ’Á cuaIa mo pSé* l,
HÁp bubAipc 50  pAib cpéAT. Ap mo lé m e

bÁppAig.
Hum do otjm, otim, etc.

translation.

'  t r r  81118111 ‘hat t0TO * * » * '  And they won’t be alive nntU they get into the
t h ^  have o t f  T 6 eIPeDS1Ver tin ribb0”B qnite “P 40 date> Th0UKh (for « » *  sapper) at night 
^ d  oh C hriJ . Í Catm. ? ’ “ y a ^  *** get in the eountry Oh Mary!
R . . . .  .. s a pt y you are not with me,”  They never remember the rent of their houses
But their yellow oxters (arm-pits) show through their flaxen shirts. | 2 .1 bought flax-seed and sowed

s p ^ f l U outTn th h J!°P 1  begÍnn“ 8 of 1 p“Iled »  “ d steeped it andspread it out on the heather, And I  put it in the earth without an untidy old hag. Thetow which I

Í “ J“  p m .  I  W t with th . . . . . . . .  A.,d in rctnrii I  got sb]rt. | a „  lffl,  ,

* . !  j  ° reast' 4113 1 tore at the Pleats that were behind on its comers ; Not
a man who heard tell of my story, That didn't say, there was a flock in my flaxen shirt

My friend, Mrs. Hoban, tells me that this satirical song was composed by 
Cormac Dali, a blind poet who lived in Dunmore (eight miles from Tuarn) 
during the latter part of the eighteenth century. A  short account of his life 
is given in Walker’s “Irish Bards,” with a long poem of his entitled “Lament 
for John Burke of CarrantriJa.” I t  is difficult, however, to discover any of 
the genius of Cormac Dali in the above composition.

In singing the song Mrs. Hoban repeats the chorus at the end of the 
fourth, as well as at the end of the eighth, line.
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38.—Ati t)noi$neÁn *001111 (i). 
(THE BROWN THORN-BUSH.)

=  69
Sung by Miss Maggie H zssion, 

Belclare, Tuam.

m -I/1 t c

UÁ. mbéiómn ’mo b in  - óip, i f  neAf n o  fnÁm - fAinn

m --------
-N .....i—l-

fAlffg - - - e A

------- h ^ -

nonn.

t s r
tin

A’r  50  f5|\íobfAiti« cú * ptA

I*—

bÁpp mo pmn. Béiimui aj;

—*— •— ■— f  -  = ^ — ? r = ? 9 = ^ :  J _ t2 e í í e £ :f_(_— v — \ / —
ceAb-ctigAb Ap feAÓ iia beun A’f fA f 5AO A

^ — \ ——w —1— r —0—á— \ —v
í-J M

cúm’, A’f  An 1á 11AC péinipbiom bean a bjvéAg - AT), 11’1't An bÁ - ip - e tiom.

2. Anoif A cumAinni'n ! 6 éÁpbA Ag imceAcc
cú, 50 b filt ió  cú ftÁn,

Szjeub cinnce jup tiiApbuig cú mo cpoióe in 
mo bÁp.

n i’L mAoin AgAm A cmppinn in 00  óiaó nÁ 
b&o,

A’f  50 bfuib An fAippje Ap A ceopAinn eAO- 
pAinn, A’f  ni nuAb OAin fnÁm.

3. CÁ cluAtiAióe 65 be buACAibb no mo
iticaIXat) be bbiAOAin 

tló 50 noeApnAib fé  gUAb nub 1 bip mo 
cbéib;

’S móp A meAbbAb é, uá ’p beAnnuig fé  mo 
mém 1 gceApc, 

n Á ’p gtbbió f é !  A’f  cuibbe cubAifc’ 011150, 
nó 50 bpóffAibeAp mé.

4 . A tfluipe ó i b i f ! céApn 0 0  ó é A i i f A f  m é ,n u A ip

imceocAf cfi «Aim f 
fli’b eobAf in no  cig AgAtn, 111 n o  beAbAÓ 

’nÁ no fpÁin.
C Á  m o  b e A n í  5 0  n u b  1 n c A b a m  A’f  m o  

m Á ic p ín  pA01 b p ó n ,

A’f  cÁ f i p  é i p e A n n  1 b f A n  1 b p e A p g  biom, 
A’f  mo g p Á ó  1 b f A O  11 A im .

5. I f  peAp 5A0 céibb A pAÓAn A5 upéim beif
A n 5 o b A in e  b é A Ó  Á p o ,

A’f  c b A in e  b e A 5  e i b e  b e  n ’ A Ó A o b  A n n ,  A p  a  

b e A g f A in n  m o  b á i h .  

g i n  5 u p  b ’Á p n  é  A n  c p A n n  C A o p Ó A in n , b i o n n  

f é  f e A p b  A f  A b Á p p  

A’f  5 0  b p Á fA n n  f m e u p A ,  A g u f  b b Á é f ú g c p A o b  

A p  A n 5 c p A i in  i f  í f b e  b b Á c .
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T r a n s l a t i o n .

I. If I  were a boatman, nicely would I  sail o’er the sea, And I would write two lines with the 
top of my pen, I  would be going through the meadows and squeezing her waist, And the day I  
eould not coax a maid, the game would not be in me. | 2. Now, my love, since you are going, safely 
may you return; ’Tis true that you have deadened my heart within my breast. I  have no wealth 
that I  could send after you, nor even a boat, And the sea is in flood between us, and I cannot 
swim. | 3. There is a young coaxing boy who has beguiled me for a year, And he has made my 
heart like a lump of coal: Greatly was he deceived, that he didn’t measure my thoughts aright; 
May he not return, and more misfortune to him—until I  am married. | 4. And, Holy Mary ' 
what will I  do when you go away from me ? I  do not know your house, your way, or your 
street. My father is deep in the clay and my mother sorrow-laden. And all the men of Ireland 
m anger with me and my love far away. | 5. A foolish man would he be who would try a high 
fence While there is another small fence beside it, on which I could lay my hand, Though the 
quicken tree be high, it is bitter on the top, And blackberries and raspberries grow on the lowest

39.—a h  tm o ig n eÁ ti *001111 (íí). 
(THE BEOWN THOEN-BUSH.)

^  ^  From Bekan, Co. Mayo.
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2. TJÁ mbéitm ’tno bÁoóip ip ■oeAj' uo fnÁtn-
pAitm Art pAtppse Artonrt,

’S no pspiobpAinn cujac  lin e  te  bÁpp ttto 
pinn;

PApAoip geup! 5An mé a’p cú a gpÁó mo 
cporóe

1 ngteAiincÁn ptéibe t e  h-éipge gpéiiie ’p 
An T)púcc’ iia t u i j e ! •

3 . Cuipim pém mo tbíte ptÁn leAC, A bAile
nA gcpAtin,

’S j a c  bAtte e ite  d á  mbicró mo cpiA ll Aim; 
1p lonroA beAtAé pliuc, paIac Agup bóicpín 

cAm
’CÁ iT>ip nié ’jjup An bAile ’nA bpuit, tno 

pcóipín Ann!

4. CAbAip mo IÚaIIacC -OO C’ACAip ’f  'OO’O
’mÁCAipín pém,

tlÁp cug beA5Án cutgfionA •ótiic mo tÁrii no  
té ijeA m ;

1p tnoc Ap niAiuiti cuippnn cugAc-fA bpígm o
rséib,

toíoó mo beAnnAcc a ja c  50 gcAfCAp opc i 
n-UAigneAp nié.

3. A rílnipe b íleA f! cpeuo no ■óeunpA’o niÁ 
imcigeAim cú UAim ;

•ni’t  eolup dum no éige AjAm, no  ceAgtAig, 
iiÁ no cbóin;

CÁ mo mÁCAipin pAOi leAc-cpom ’p tn’ACAip 
fA1> «Alj,

CÁ m ó  tbu itic ip  Ap p r o  i bpeA pg l io tn ,  ’p m o
gpÁn i bpAO HAiin!

6. tnó’p A j imceAcc ACÁip UAim Anoip, a 
riiúipnin, 50 b p t l e  cú ptÁn !

!p neApbcA sup  thAipb có mo cpoine m mo
tÁ p;

t li’L coice A£Am no ctnppnn An’ ntAig, nÁ 
bÁn,

CÁ An pAipp5e nA cu itce  eAnpAinn ’p ní 
h -é o t nom pnÁih.

T ranslation.

1. A hundred men think I am theirs when I  drink beer, And two-thirds of them go down 
from me when X remember your conversation with me. Driven snow and it ever falling on fair 
Sliavnamon, And my love is like the sloe-blossom on the brown thorn-bush. | 2. Were I  a boat­
man, merrily I ’d sail o’er the sea, And I’d write you a line with the point of my pen; Alas! 
that X and you, oh affliction of my heart, are not In a mountain glen with the rising of the sun 
and the dew on the ground! j 3. I  give my thousand farewells to you, village of the trees. And 
every other village where my footsteps used to be! I t’s many a damp, dirty road and crooked 
little way Lie between me and the village where my little treasure is. I 4. My curse upon your 
father and your little mother too, That they didn’t give you a little sense to read my hand; I t’s 
early in the morning Fd send you the meaning of my story! My blessing be with you till I  meet 
you alone. | 5. And, Holy Mary! what shall I  do if you go away from me ? I know not your 
house, your hearth or your abode; My little mother is distressed and my father in the grave. 
My people are all in anger with me, and my love far away I | 6. If now you are going from me, 
safely may you return. For surely you have killed the heart within my breast; I  have no little 
skiff to send, nor a boat, after you. The sea is in flood between us, and I  know not how to swim!

No (i) is a Connemara version of a well-known song, and was given to 
me by Maggie Hession.

The second air was given to me by a friend who is a native of Bekan, 
Co. Mayo. I t  is as he remembers it from the singing of his father. The 
words are taken from “ CbÁijifeAc ha nJ^ e’óeAÍ,” Part I, No. 6. Other
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versions have appeared in Hardiman’s “ Irish Minstrelsy,” vol. I, p. 234; 
O’Daly’s “ Poets and Poetry of Munster,” p. 238 ; Hyde’s “ Love Songs of 
Connacht,” p. 30; Professor O’Maille’s “ AnipÁiti CUinne p. 127.

Petrie has an air of this name, No. 451, and O’Neill in his collection gives 
three settings, Nos. 31, 32, and 33.

40.—CeAtlC AgtlS COlteAC. 
(A HEN AND A COCK.)

=  208 M ixo-Lydiati mode.
Sung by Miss Maggie Hecsion, 

Belclare, Tuam.

1. CeApc A g-up Coil-eAc a  ti’ini -c ig  t e  céit - e, SiutAt-A - ■OAn

* = ? E ---------------------

— » = 1
éip -  e gup bpif-eA* a  gcporoe; A’r  cuAGAp go jA tU -itii te  

-------- ~  ---- :----- C^--\  ~?S

*-> *  -  w _m_ m
b é i p g e  h a  gpéme, 5up cuipeAÓ a h  “ p é i p e ”  i f  .  c e A C  a s  a h  • o t i g e .

2 .  I f  a s  UilliAtn ó  b-UiteÁn a  b i  f iA D  Ap
féAfAC,

’S ice m ó n ó g A  f t é i b e  ’f  c o d L a - d  ’f A  b p p A o c ,  

5 0  ocÁinig A ll p p f i A t n  5 0  tÚ C IH A p  A ’f  A e j ie A C , 

’S 5 U A b  f é  A ll p é l f e  IfC C A C  5 0  b ’ t ’Á C -A 11

n io j.

3 . TJÁ bfeicceÁ  ’f*  ’11 cotteAc tÁ AOtiAig ’ftiA
fpÁioib,

tlACA bpeÁg tAfCAiji A’f  t&itiiiiií buióe,
Ceicpe fpup fA-OA n e’11 AipgeAO SpÁinueAc, 
p n p 'm  A tÁiiii, ’f  é  ’cigeAcc ttiAf ah TUg.

4 . ’s Ag lUuiteAHn h a  le ic e , ’peAÓ cuaIa mé
AH C pÁ C C  A1]\

Ag tnnÁib bi cocuigce te btÁCAc ÉeAgÁin 
tflóip.

t n ’émiii o o itig  b í AgAtn t e  liAgAió ha f é i te  
tnÁpCAIH,

t  5«p tiiApbuig ha HiiiÁ é  t e  VHit in f  a  b p e ó it;

5. tu g  flAV IfCeAC é  gup fgAp flAt) A CHÁ1HA, 
’S gup CA1C pA-O AH tÁ pn fpóipeeAiHAit go

teop.
’S IIApb fCApp OÓlb fpóltin A ceAHHAC Ap

fógHAin,
’tlÁ All CAOI A neeACATO A gCÁlt Ap pro 

ConnOAe tfluigeó.

6. h i ceApc Ag SeÁgÁn b in  buí> óetpe ’nÁ
péACÓg,

Ub Agtlf CéAD A pug p’ fA tÁ. 
tÁinig AH pOHHAC A lilApbuig 11A CeADCA 
’S cug fé  o e ’n péim pn i ipceAc go StiAb 

bÁn.

7. tJAiiHfeocAié p’ monuAp, cuAopAitt A’p
CAepep,

’muig Ap ah “ stage ”  óp comne TJúin-lflóip, 
’S Ap bAppA HA SAittime te ig  p’ ah céAo 

gtAoé,
Cteice Af mo “ gam e” niop bAineAÓ go 

fó it t .
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é. O’éijuj mé piAf Ap tn&i-om ’pa’ opúccA,
Ttlo cApAillín cú liom ’]" mo iuauat) beAg

bÁn.
ÓomiAic rné a h  pioniiAc ’]• é ftgce pUAigce,
Sia]\ inf An «Aim Y ctoc Ap a ceAtin.

9. tA]ipAi«5 mé AtitAp é 50 noeAptiAÓ pé
U-ÓACCA,

Ann a bpACAró a fúiL «6 to ips a lÁih.
Sé ComÁp t>e búpcA Aii buACAittín f^iupcA, 
ÓUippeAÍ) 11A CeApCA Y 11A C O t l l g  Ap 

fÁgÁll.

10. “  1T1’ OCÓtl ”  ! A]ip All ceApc 'r í ’■out A|\
A ll f e p A p A lg ,

“ tlA Ó  b p ó t i A c  ’ p n A C O e o p A c l e  l i - i t i i i p t i c  m o  

r s é A t ,

ArAip mo ctoinne, ’]' céibe mo beAbÁAii,
A’ ■out 111]' a« bpouA a’p beAC Ap A béA l.”

11. “  Anotr,”  A J l f  A ll c e A j ic ,  “  ó cÁplA 1 m’
bAincpeAbAig mé,

5 pÁinne ní piocpAt) 50 ticéijeAX) ’pA jcpé ; 
Acc beipim momAbtA6cc]iÁcnóiiA A’p mAitmi 
■Oo liniÁib t lo ip e  teAÉAin’ A triA]ibui§ mo 

§Ame.”

Tp.anslation.

1. A hen and a cock set out together; They travelled Ireland till their hearts were broken. 
They went to Galway at the rising of the sun, Where they were both brought up by the law. |
2. With William- O’Helan they were a-grazing, Bating mountain berries and sleeping in the 
heather, Till the sheriff came, nimbly and briskly, And whipped them both into Athenry. |
3. If you were to see the cock in the streets on a Fair Day, With his fine straw hat and yellow 
gloves : Four long spurs of Spanish silver, A whip in his hand and he coming like the king. |
4. It was at Millbrook I heard talk of them, From the women who were fed on the buttermilk of 
Shane More. My little cock bird that I  had for St. Martins That was killed by the women, 
in their desire for fresh meat. | 5. They took him in and they stripped his bones, And they 
spent that day merrily enough. Wouldn’t it be better for them buy a good joint of meat Than 
the way their reputation went through county Mayo? | 6. Shane Baun had a hen prettier than a 
peacock. She laid a hundred and one eggs in a day. The fox that killed hundreds made his 
appearance And took her away with him to Sliabáne. | 7. Alas ! she would dance a quadrille and 
a caper. Out on the stage opposite Dunmore, At the harbour of Galway she gave the first cackle. 
A feather was not yet pulled out of my game. | 8. 1 arose in the morning with the dew (on the 
ground). My strong hound with me and my little white dog. I  saw the fox curled up and twisted 
Below in the cave and a stone on his head. | 9 .1 drew him back and he gave a groan, When I 
saw his eyes and the shanks of his paws. I t  was Thomas Burke, the miserable little boy, Who 
would find the hens and the cocks. | 10. “ Ochone ! ” says the hen as she went up on the roost, 
“ Is not the story I have to tell tearful and sad ? The father of my little ones, and the spouse of 
my bed, Going into the pot and a lid on its mouth.” | 11. “ Now,’’ says the hen, “ since I  am a 
widow, A grain I’ll not pick till I  go into the clay. But I give my curse both evening and morning 
To the women of Derrylahan who murdered my game.”

This song was given to me by my friend Maggie Hession with four verses. 
These were almost identical with this much longer version, which appeared in 
the “Tuarn News,” contributed by the late John Glynn, and printed in the 
“Komano Celtic ” type, i.e. Eoman type with dots for aspirates. This type
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was the invention of Canon Uliek Bourke, author of the Irish Grammar, and 
sometime President of St. Jarlath’s College, Tuam. It was first used in a 
monthly paper called the “Keltic Journal and Educator,” published in 
Salford, Manchester, about 1870. When this paper ceased publication, two 
years later, the type was used for the printing of “ O’Gallagher’s Sermons,” 
and for the Irish column of the “ Tuam News.” This paper also ceased 
publication about ten years ago, on the death of the editor, John McPhilpin, 
who was a nephew of Canon Bourke.

Petrie took down this song from Teige McMahon, in Co. Clare, in 1853, 
but in his “ Ancient Music of Ireland ” he s t a t e s “ The words of this song 
are inadmissible in this work.”

lh e  “ fnuiU.ec.rm nc teice ” mentioned in the song is Millbrook, about 
seven miles from Tuam. It was the home of John Birmingham, the 
distinguished astronomer, whose relatives still live in the neighbourhood.

41.—A’s  ó r ó  tiiíLe 5 nÁf).
(OBO, MY THOUSAND LOVES.)

* '  -  120   Sung by Michael B beathnach.
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This is an example of the improvised “ game ” or “ occupation ” songs, 
once so common among the people, but now practically no more than a 
memory. 'They generally consisted of a refrain in which all joined, the same 
air being then used for a couple of improvised lines, of a more or less personal 
nature, made up in turn by each member of the gathering, after which all 
would again join in the chorus.
' Petrie has several examples of these songs.
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42.—ARC RA C e A ltA lg .  

(ART O’KELLY.)

^  = 200
Sung by Miss Mart Conway, 

Ballintleva, Tuam.
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1 . CptAbbAip - e boCc mé A’piubAb íoé-CAip riA cip - e, A5

■ '~ K ~ _ C l IT jS ------ \  3------S - l---- P_
~ -#---- -É__ ; 3z^d:

cig Aipc ui ÓeAbbAig ’peAÍ) ^ CAp - AÍ) ’pAn oií)é’ tné,

I * *~m ■ < r^# 3 =

ptú *n ptbtttT) beAbAii) A bet c  1 mo run ccaIX, Ac

k r -S i,  ; i .;  ;  T l T

.nil . a  7-am ttniMA ’iiA ‘DAOine — ’r mop “ Ó!ceAc puAp, poiÍAm gAn ■ouine iia

2. fcÁnnc Ape ipceAC cugAtn 
Ap buite A gup bAogAÍAÉ,
11 top bubAipc pé “ what’s OApA ”
Sup piAppuig pé óíompA 
“ What in the dickens,
AC, -óuine, cÁ mbíomi cú,
Pó cé All cac mApb 
A Cap in mo cip cú f ”—’p móp 6.

3 . bAbAip mé leip
t)e CótnpÁó CAOiceAthAib,
Sup cpiAtbAipe boCc mé 
A CÁinic ’pan cpbigepeo,
So ocÁinic mé ipceAÓ 
So teigpinn mo pgic,
’S t>Á pminnn coip ha gcbAióe Atnuig 
t)A puAp pAt>’ An oi*c’ i—’p móp 61

4 . “ niop mime be epiAbbAipe 
A ceAcc 1 mo ctig-pe,
Píop cÁinic AplAIÍI 
Agup ni ciocpAii) coróce.
Pi’bi mo ceAc-pA
ACc mipe ’p m’ ingeAn
Agup uÁ mAipeAó m’ ACAip
Pi béApfAinn bbAp bii> oó ”—’p móp 61

5 . “ ‘Ouine ■ooiia c’ACAip
puAip 6 too gAob éú, 
niAp’ TJGUgCA *6
UeAp ceine nÁ ovoeAn.
CéA-o gbóip n o  ha h-Appoib,
PaC bpuib 6 mo §Aob beAC,
PUAip nAC ouine cú
Ip copAihAib be cpíopcAióe ” —’p móp 6!
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6 . “  CAT) CUIge 11 Áp fu ió  CÚ 
Coif ctA ióe eicínc n<5 otoeAii,
Sad a  ceAcc i mo cl j-fA
An cpÁc ú 11 *o i o' oióce?
Sin nó a ’ out 50 oci CAbAipne 
Ag CAiceAm 00 piginii’ Aim. 
tluAip a  bínn pém cpiottAipeAcc 
Siút) é a  i)C‘AilAlmi ”— ’p 111(3 p ó !

7 . “ te ig  De 00 cim> ctuAimgeAÓCA 
Anoip, Aipc, ’p 11Á pit é ;
1H cuippió cú ahiac mé 
Com jlérb Agtip pitip,
Tli’t  Aon c e ic  leAiniA 
Anoip 1 bpoipgeAcc cúig mite,
’S bA pó-móp é  m’ fAirciop
5 0  gcAppAióe An c-fttiA g p ó e  opm ”—’p mópó!

8. “ TJume oonAj meACCA in ,
’CÁ cú pó éigeAp,
Ip copAinAit nÁp té ig  cú 
ApÍAift Scpipcúip nó bíobtA. 
ni pAib teicéioe ApiAtii Ann 
Agup ní béií> colóce 
Agup ip pipeóigí CAitteAó iat>,
An cineAÓ Ap oíob cú—’p móp 6 !

9. t l í’L piop AgAm pém 
Cé’n ppAitpín óinthiT) cú 
A goropcAÓ mo Iiaca 
m o  cóc’ ’p mo bpipce,
A goiopeAÍ) An CApúp
A béA’ó 1 bppAiceAÓAib An cige AgAtn
Agup imceóéA* Ap mAioin
Sut <>Á n-éipigeAÓ mo ÓAOine ”— ’p móp 6 !

10. “  tli ouine ne’n c-pópc pin mé>
Aipc, ’p 11Á pit é ,
Acc buAÍAittin tnúinue 
TJe bunAÍ) nA cípe.

fcéigim-pe a cotiI ati 
t e  cuiciin m  li-o ió íe ,
Agup ní éipigim  Ap niAiom
5 0  teigceA p cóat) gtAOT) opm ” —’p móp ó

11. ClIAlÓ Ape A COotAÓ 
1 gcionn UAip’ t>’ oióce.
Ap óunnc’ Ap An Aicip 
tlApb’ éipige -bó é o ió é e !
« U p  iiíop opoutg pé Pom-pA 
CeAp ceme nÁ oíoeAii,
AÍC niO fUlÓO Ap a’ gCAÓAOtp
’S a ingeAn Ap CAOib biom ” —’p móp 6!

12. tAbAip An ingeAii
t ) e  éótfipÁb CAOiceAibAil.
“ An bpuit 00  éiA tt AgAC 
Tló ’n niAipeAiin 00 éAOiihceAé ? 
tló  oÁ mbéA* flop  AgAm 
5up M in e  n e  bpíg có 
CóipeócAinn 00  teAbAi*
’5up ómppnn’ 00  ttnge in  ”—’p móp ó !

13. “ CAipge m’AHAm,
Agup cu ip le  mo ópoióe !
Tlí ingeAn 00 Apc cú,
mAp CÁ CÚ tÁjAC CAOICeAÓlAlt. 
m eipeAc gup pó-m óp é m’fAicciop  
5 0  bpuit ó mo gAot teAC, 
bAÍi ihóp é  mo geAn opc,
A CAilin gpovóeAiiiAil ”—’p m óp 6  !

14. “ T)Á mbeAÓ fiop AgAm 
TIaé bpuit 6  mo gAot teAC 
CóipeóÓAlmi n o  teAbAió 
Agup éuippnn 00  luige cú.
Cuippnn mo gúiiA opc 
CAp ó An oi*éo
Agup 50 ■oeirfnn pém óAicpnn leA c 
CApÓAnnAp míopA ”— ’p móp ó !
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Translation.

i T am a noor traveller, Walking the south: To Art O'Kelly’s house, I  chanced to come 
• ht X had not even a quilt Which would be around me, But a cold empty house Without

TWii he accosted me, “ What in the dickens ? But fellow, where do you be, Or,
r t  in ^  .* »  my « n  n  « ^ m  * «
, . T wa8 „ D00r traveller Who came by this way, That I  just came m Only to
rest myself, And that if I  sat abroad by the hedge Cold and long would the night be. I 4. “ Not
of en has a traveller Come into my house, No one ever came, And no one ever will Xhavc
in my house Only myself and my daughter, And if my father were living A taste of food I d
not offer him "  1 5. “ A miserable man must the father bo Who had you for a son, If you 
not offer h . I nor sheller- The jo s t le s  be praised That you’re not of my

r U lv For you are not one Who acts like a Christian.” | 6. “ Why didn’t you rest yourself 
Beside some fence or shelter And not come to my house At this time of night ? That  ° rto g o  
to a tavern And spend your money there: When I  travelled myself That s what I  used to 
a0 ’M 7 “ Leave off your clowning Now, Art, and don’t think it, Ton’ll not pu me out A .  

easily as you imagine. There is no ale house Within five miles of us, And my fear would be 
That th e o r ie s  would meet me.”  | & “ A  wretched cowardly man are you And you are 

8 T ik«lv von never read The Scriptures or the Bible. Such things there never
vrere e<And'never will be, They’re only old women’s pishogues, T hestock that you sprung
from I 9. Neither do I  know What fool of a tramp you may be, Who might steal
coat, i d  my trousers; Who might steal the hammér I ’d have m the railtars And clear off
the morning Before my household awakened.” | 10. “ I’m not a man of that kind, Art, and do

8 Rut a well-mannered boy Of the native stock of the country. I  go to my bed
T t t Í  fall of the evening, And I  don't rise in the morning TUI I  am called a hundred times.” |

Because of the insult (to me, May he n^er
« a g a in  - As he didn’t order for me Fire or shelter, But (left me) seated on a chair And 

his daughter beside me. | 12. The daughter spoke (to me) In  gentle conversation. J r e £  
Loo fir is vour wife living ? If only I knew You were a person of repute, I d  get ready 

vour bed And put you lying in it.” | 13. “ Treasure of my soul, And pulse of my heart 1 You’re 
? a Ltar of Art For you’re kindly and homely. If I  were not afraid That you were my

m  - a.  i -  -  “ ■ r “ : L, iyou For the night. And surely I’d spend with you A  month of friendship.

Sung to me by Mary Conway, Ballintleva, luam .
For the history of this song and another long version of it s e e “C eólc*ib  

t lU *  ” p 41. A  version was printed in the “ Dundalk Democrat m 1907, 
with á refrain, “ ir  itn b o ” ; and in another version I  haye seen the refrain, 
„-ir C4,otn bó.” I have been interested to find this Western version of this 
song, as I  have been told that it  is equally well known m the North and the 
South. I  have left the air in the key in which it  was sung to me.
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43.—c i í i t in e  n iÁ itte  (i),
(MARY’S SPINNING WHEEL.)

J  = 108

| ^ Í | 1 Í ^ Í I Í
sung Dy MISS Mabt Conwat, 

Baliintleva, Tuam.
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44,—c ú m n e  tiiÁ itie  (ii).
(MARY’S SPINNING WHEEL.)

• =  100 As sung by P a tr ic k  Gabyby, 
Headford, Co. Galway.

2. ’Sé cúip„e tílÁipe’n cmpne ri r  - «*, éiubAil ré pmnnc diA,d i e

e ip - m n  tt’í l  cnoc nÁgteAtmn’Á tvoeAÍAió
r é  A n n ,  t U c  A p
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CAob ónuic meAÍ>A Oo fnfom teip “ lawn” a’p “ cambric.”

4 5 .— c ú i t i n e  t r i Á i n e  (iii) .

(MARY’S SPINNING WHEEL.)

5. TUc é  fin Aíi cúiptie ciúm j a i t  GUJppe 
A bpip tno époroe j a i t  teTgeAf opm,
A’ o u t  CAp muip a’ cbpuigeAéc p iinuiih ,
’S óeATTTAU pn prÁice A  fuioApA* fé.
Cúipire ’ju p  eiceA t, ceA-p Agup cpotnÁu, 
p é ip e  tÁinn'n a’ oÓAnATT1 péróceAcc’,
CujuAp 1 m o tÁcAip b p ifce  tió ftÁ n,
ip CJTUAT& ATI CÁr TTAÓ TTSléArFATTTTT.

6. tlAÓ e  pin aii cóipiie Tp cpuAió A b e ic  buAn 
Ag pAlbtéipe CUATC ip TTTAppÁlt,
t o  beA pcuijeA cc púcAT Ag crgeAÓc t>Áp 

maúlj-eAcc
1«p ait mbocÁn cuig a’ gCApuÁu. 
t)eATi-cige fú5Ac, étipce, tuACiriAp,
A’ ppeApCAt cpiúip ’r  1 a ’ CÁptTÁlt, 
t e  n-A peAppAit>-úp a  lax-a-loodle 
’S jatt neApc nÁ cutttaóc A cippcAit.

3. fciop 1 gC itt ItlAiincÁin pitineAÓ ait cpomÁn, 
CuitteAÓ móp ’jup pÁice,
TJe ótiÁmAib ATT jeAppiiri piuueAÍ» Ati biopÁn
A’f  CAIceAOAp 1 bptAÓTTATp’ tflÁipe é.
t>í ceAcpAp A5 pittottt ó tttatottt 50 pAoróc’,
’S occa]\ ’pAti oróóe A5 cÁpoÁ-.t.
11 AC fUApAC A pílíotil OO CAltítllb C lg e ,  

teAC-cugCA A5  ftiíom ati tÁ prn ?

4. Ill t - í  ttto beAu-j-A beAti au cúipue,
Aóc eibtín liiúitice béAfAÓ,
A C O f o ’Á pCTÓp’ A|\ 1Í1ATOC cújttta
’S A t&m A5 ■oéAHAiii péróceAéc’.
t)A CUA'.C ATI fGÚfflpA, plltlTie&Tl pcpUHipUTgce,
CUIJjeAt CATIT, JAU pAOlÓTTTT teip,
teASAOAp pÚTTT ATI gtTOJATpe CÚipiTe
gATT pUAWl, JATT ClfiTTT, JAT1 gtéAf leTp.
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7. buAitceAjA An m ttle Á n  Ap f'AgA^c An 

pAj\Áipce, 
mAi\ *yé a caic cúf An t,Ae leif, 
munA bpuit fé i nt)Án t>o'n Dj\eAm j*eo fcibijxc 
HÁ ad oips nAoincA a CAi|\ifctnc. 
tlí’L ’Ooiíwac aiiaUL ó ÓAihAin AnuAf 
tlAc •océigeAnn fé cj\ít> An éi-oeAt>,
IIaó cjtUAg leA c THÁij\e buAi'óeAfACA, cj\Áií)ue, 
X)’ eAi'bAi’ó Át)bAi|\ a tém ceó ig e .

8. Caji é tf  a  n-oubAijvc tné, n{*t j*é i t>ciáin 
5o ^cuijii-d tné a* fiubA t é  i mbÁ^Ac,
*^°r 5°  Cibb Al/Aiti a* péACAinc An eA fbuij 
5°  t»cÓ5fA ib f é  jnjAf in a  lÁitn é.

WlAp bí fé  niAtbuigce ní féi*oin a beAn- 
nujAb

So ’océigi* i'é cun Apt> tUoim pÁopAig, 
t e  neA^c a foif\ne 'p a tnéi-o a fluigpeA’ó 
tlí comneócAt) ceAcf\Aj\ piAice Leij\

9. tetjgeAp tno cújttiA tií’L a j  aoii |\onne, 
rA5Abc> bpÁÚAip, nÁ cléipeAc,

5 °  'OCAJAI'D tTlACllUA’DÁin AGA i n-A cpAtinóij
tA Ít Aft CAOb All C«ftéltys:
ttlAp II* Aige bí An G-ÁóbAjx be n-A cótn|\Át>,
A bAineAf tío’n új'Átt) céAGtiA j 
niA’r píop a  com m it te  «a fpócÁit, 
eipeocAib yé in^ nA rpéAjxcAib.

Tbansiation.

1. Oh, gentle Mary! Christmas is nigh, Now with the help of the High King, Cast yonr 
wheel from me, away to the demon, With its three new legs from Spain on i t : Spindle from 
London, stock from Limerick, Distaff from above in Leinster, A band of silk the best in this 
land. And your spinning wheel will be satisfactory. | 2. Mary’s wheel is the satisfactory wheel 
I t has travelled through a great part of Ireland. There’s not a hill or glen to which it has gone’ 
Where it did not show its good qualities. It spent a day on the brink of Kinsale, At a bend in the 
mountain valley; The fairy women on the side of Knoek-Ma Spun with it lawn and cambric I 
3. Down at Wicklow the spindle-band was made Something more than three months ago, The 
spit was made from the bones of the old horse, And they threw it down before Mary. Four were 
spinning from mom till eve, And eight were carding at night. Was it not poor spinning for the 
giris of the house, And they half exhausted, spinning that day ? | 4. I t isn’t my wife who sits at 
the wheel. But Eveleen, polite and weU mannered: The foot-board directed by her foot, And 
her hands keeping it in position. The post was crooked (?), a cross-beam rigid, A distaff 
bent and useless. They threw me down the rattling wheel. Without sound or tune or order 
m it. | 5. Is not that the wheel that is gentle and tireless. That broke my heart without 
a cure for me, Going over the sea seeking strength. And not a thread would it Bpin? A wheel, 
and bobbin, stock and spindle band, A pair of hands directing it. Let it be brought to me whole 
or broken, I t’s a bad case or I ’ll mend it. | 6. Isn’t it hard for this spinning wheel to endure At 
the hands of madmen and flyaway jacks (?), With the trickery of fairies coming to waken us. 
In the hut beside the hill ? A merry housewife, clever and nimble. Attending to three people 
and carding With her new spindle a lax-a-loodle And powerless to help them I | 7. On the 
parish priest be all the blame, For he spent the morning with it, If he isn’t able to drive away 
this host, Or offer up the Holy Office. There isn’t a Sunday from November on That he doesn’t 
go through the vestments; Do you not pity Mary troubled and annoyed Without the makings 

'  of hlB surPllce ? I 8. After all I  have said, it isn’t in tune, Until I  send it off to-morrow
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Down to Éillaia to see the Bishop, That he may take it np in his hand. For it was cnrsed and 
cannot be blessed, Till it comes to the Hill of St. Patrick, With the size of its snout and the 
amount it would swallow, Four couldn’t keep spinning with it. | 9. A cure for my wheel there is 
not anywhere With Priest, Brother, or Cleric Until Mac Buane comes who is in the crannoge 
Away up on the side of the mountain. For ’tis he has the way of speaking to it In language to 
suit the occasion : If there’s truth in the words which he said to the spokes, I t will rise up into 
the skies.

I think there is no part of Connacht where this song is not known, nor is 
there anyone who does not understand the threat implied in the phrase, “ I’ll 
give him Cúipne ITIÁipe.” It needs a good “bias” and a very nimble tongue, 
such as only a native speaker possesses, to do justice to this song.

Mary Conway, from whom I got the first air, sings it in a fine swinging 
style.

The second air is the more familiar one. I  took it down many years ago 
from Mr. Patrick Garvey—then a student of St. Jarlath’s College, Tuam—  
and I heard it afterwards from many others.

The third air I  never heard before; it was sent to me by my friend 
Mrs. Conor Maguire, Claremorris, Co. Mayo.

A  version of this song was published a few years ago by Gill and Son, 
Dublin, to the same air as Ho. (ii), and the editor there states that the author 
of the song was a Mayo man, Owen MacGowan by name, who was known as 
the “ Poet of Coolcamey,” Ballyconlan, Co. Mayo. The heroine of the song 
is TflÁipe Jordan, an old lady, feeble and half blind, upon whom some 
practical joker plays a trick, by putting her wheel out of order. .She, 
unaware of .this, attributes its defection to the malice of the fairy host, and 
she is here supposed to be travelling from place to place seeking a cure 
for it.

As with all the more popular songs, it  has evidently become much 
corrupted, and it is difficult to make much sense of it  now.
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46.— s e ó  h - í n  s e ó .
(SHÓHEEN-SHO.)

I Stmg by a little girl from the Claddagh, 
J -  =  42 Galway. 
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For second and third verses.
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6 miic, Paoi bun ha gcpAimi-ce A’p ah Jaoc ’gÁ bog-AÓ.

8. CooAit, a  beinb, Agup go mbAÍ) óooíaó UÁp buAibió Ati ooibig iiá gpeim ah bÁip cú, 
ptÁn buic gAtpA tiA teAtib, nÁ aíi botgAé gpÁtroA.

Ap -oo éootAíi go T)C«gAib cú oo plÁince: '  Seó b-ín peó, etc.
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1. With my arms I ’ll lay yon to rest, my 
baby.

And not as the wife of a bodach would lay 
you

In a blanket’s fold or a sheet to swathe you,
But a cradle of gold with the wind to sway 

you.

Shóheen shó, and lú la 16,
Shóheen sh6, my darling baby; 
Shóheen shó, and Id la ló,
Shóheen shó, my own sweet baby.

2. I ’ll lay you to rest in a sleep untroubled 
On a quiet day in the height of summer,
On the broad clean floor of the hills, on the 

summit,
In shade of the trees, with breezes to lull you.

3. And into your rest may pleasant dreams
come,

And health be yours, my babe, from your 
sleeping;

And I pray that no colic or child’s diseases, 
Nor any finger of death may reach you.

I  heard a little girl from the Claddagh singing this song on one occasion 
when I was acting as adjudicator at a Féis at Galway. I knew the Petrie 
version of the song very well, so that I  was able to note the slight variants 
in the words. I  learned the air afterwards from her, hut unfortunately I 
omitted writing it  down. Later, however, I heard that Mr. O’Sullivan, N.T., 
organist of St. Patrick’s Church, Galway, had taken it  down from the same 
child, and I wrote to him asking for his record. I was fortunate in having 
done so, for in addition to sending me this air-—which was exactly as I  
remembered it—he enclosed another fine air, “ An tj-pumnitiin OeufAc,’’ 
which he had taken down from an old man in Bama, Galway. The little girl 
told me she had learned the song from her grandmother, who came from 
Clare.

Petrie has a beautiful air to this song, No. 1011; but I think the barring 
is wrong, as the strong beat falls on an unaccented word.

I  had first written this song in |  time, as also had Mr. O’Sullivan, but, not 
being quite satisfied, I applied to a musical friend who is also a Gaelic 
scholar, and we agreed to render it  as it  is here given.

A  fine translation of the Petrie version was made years ago by 
Dr. George Sigerson, and the air was arranged by Sir Charles Stanford.
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47—An CAitfn Tie a s  <5 5 , 
(THE PRETTY YOUNG GIRL.)

o a n g  D y M i s s  b e i d g k t  JJ o r d e , 
Sylane, Tuam.

.1 . All CAil-in oeA f 0 5  a  b p n b  m é Ap a  cótp, trio cpeAc m Atone bpón, ni

" r —r
CAp-CAp biom i, CpÁc céigitn 50 ctg ’ti ó il, Ati OAiiip’ iu5 ah ppóipc; Ac’

m ZÉT.

i leAti - fAo
H i

fA |\0X5 a \̂ UAip An weA'Daw-orbc*. 2.tnAj\ i f

i
CUJ-’ All peAp cóip A f t u b - b A p  g o  b é o p ,

*T  ;------------------------j - i - j y —j

.IS" iV~x

£Áig óom - j*a peóo a  béAf

A g-A W  triAp 1T1I1A01. tlÁ fAtin-cuig 50 oooniA om  cA op-A d h a  bó, Acc
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m t i  -  j - e ó Ó A ió  m é  t t ó p  ’n - A A 0 CÓ5  - pAiú cú

3 . bíoó pí lÁgAC óg  gAii riiAipg 5Ati gpuAim, 
Scuawóa go beop Ap gAc u ite  pópn ttró, 
CuigpneAc pó-óeAp jAtt aii loniApcA bpóio, 
Siúo i mo pcóipin oá mbéAÓ p' jaii pignut.

4. tíá  tnbéinn-pe óom clAott ip 50 ti-éAlócAttiti
be tttnAot, 

tlAÓ é pit At) ttlD A PACAÓ Op ApO,

tlt béAÓ eAopAtmt coróc’ acc cpoio Agttp 
bputgeAtt,

’S  gAtt ctott Aict ’p  tttó o ’Á ngbAcpAÓ mobÁnt.

5. T)Á Ctútt’ 1AOI1A tmtÁ CÁ ’tt AtlACAItt tOtlttCA, 
tlí pétotp be pÁió nÁ be ptb’ a  cap pop,
’S é  pACAb oá tigpÁó éotóc’ in nio bÁp,
Ó cotpgeAtin pé a’ cpÁgAÓ ttó 50 bpbbió pé 

’pípt.

Tbanslation.

1. The pretty young girl I  am in search of, My tormenting sorrow, that her I  don’t meet, 
'  When 1 «° t0 the tavem> the dance. ° r the merry-making I But I  shall follow her in the road at 

the hour of midnight. | 2. As you are an honest man, who travels much, Get for me a jewel who



( 87 )

will be my wife. Don’t seek after wealth of sheep, or of kine, But I  will tell you how you will 
select her. | 3. Let her be kindly and young, without sadness or ill-humour, Sufficiently skilled 
in everything, Intelligent and pretty, and without too much pride; Such would be my treasure 
though she had not a penny. | 4. Were I so depraved as to run away with a woman, Is 
not that the thing that would go abroad; We would never have anything but trouble and 
quarrelling, And she would sympathise with nothing my hand would take. | 5. However quiet 
the women are, the mischief is in them, Which prophet or poet cannot describe : All of 
their love that would ever enter my breast, Would be from the ebb to the flow of the tide.

I first heard this song from Mr. Sheridan, N.T., Milltown, and have since 
heard it  from many others. I  think its popularity is largely due to 
Mr. Michael Timony, who published the words of it in his “ AmpÁin go-e’óil^e 
An lApcAip.” I  am including it here without his permission, as I do not know 
where he is. I  have been told that he returned to Australia.

In a note on the song he states that he took it down from a man in 
Aehill, Co. Mayo. See also “ AmjiÁin ClAirme g^eóeA Í,” p. 38. •

48.—a h  c A iu ín  bÁ n. 

(THE LITTLE WHITE CAT.)

I = 76
Dorian mode.

As sung by Mb. T. Colman.
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2. O ’éipi j  Ail riiÁCAipín p iA f ’ti-A peAfAin 
tlUAifi a  piAip p ' A tiiAicin p 'n c e ;
tug p’ A bail’ é, ’p pi jne p' leAba,
AY boptn j  p' Aitnpn tj’á CAOitieAÓ.

All CAicin bÁti, etc.

3. b i poitinc o ’Á cIahih a j  Anropin, ah oaII, 
AY cÁngA'OAp i bpÁipc t)’Á cAoineAt):
CÁ mé t>eA]\bcA, hiá ctoij'eAiiti Barry é,
UÁp liiAic lei|' bÁr caic ttpi joe.

An CAicín bÁn, etc.

4. tliop b p if fé  c<5iíi|1a nÁ glAf coriiApfAn,
AY im tiA ttibó níop liittL pé.
AgUf tlí fACA cú Ac’ All feAncup 
Hi ’s  ha tuóAHHAib o ’Á innfeA cc.

Aii CAicin bÁn, etc.

5. t)A j tA f  i A fú lt Y bA ÓeAf A flubAt,
A coipmeij lúciiiAp éAOcpom :
If tneAfA liom put) Ag cu t fAoi ’n Hip 
HÁ cúige TlllllilAn tj’Á éifceACC.

An CAicin bÁn, etc.

6. b i cpmc aj\ t>f 131111 AH CA1CÍ11 bÁln 
Com mop t e  “ ju g ”  cpi pioncA,
AY  n i p  beAf An “ sh o w ”  A5 ■OAoimb mópA 
A11 CAiuin potb -oeaf bpi joe.

All CAicin bÁn, etc.

7. CHippó mÁipcin ttAicéip cómpA ólÁip Aip, 
AY i f  pig-niAic uaió pn A óéAnAiii,
Agup mApAC An g-aih a  bfUAip pé b ip  
SeobAimtip ÁóbAp cAoince.

An CAicin bÁn, etc.

Teanslation.

1. The little grey eat was walking prettily, When she found her little son stretched (dead). 
And ’twas only a year since she found her family Cast out and drowned in a trench. The 
little white cat, white, white, The little white cat, Breed’s oat. The little white cat, snowy 
white. That was drowned in the trench. | 2. The little mother stood upright When she found 
her little son dead; She brought him in and made a bed for him, And then began to lament 
him. j 3. Andrew, the blind, had some' of her family, And they came together to 'lament 
h’’m. I  am sure if Barry hears it, He will regret the death of Breed’s cat. | 4. He broke no chest, 
nor lock of the neighbours, Nor did he destroy the cows’ butter. And you never heard suoh 
discourse, As the mice had in telling of it | 5. His eye was grey, his walk was pretty, His step 
was light and active: And Fd far rather be going into the clay. Than that the province of 
Munster should hear of it. | 6. The little white cat had a hump on his back As big as a three- 
pint jug. Wasn’t he a fine show for the gentry to see. Poll, Breed’s pretty little cat ? | 
7. Walter’s Martin will put a wooden coffin on him, And it’s he that is well able. And were it 
not for the time at whioh he died We should have every cause for lamenting.

I  took this song down from Miss Annie Hession (now Mrs. Keane), who 
heard it  in Spiddal. It was taught to the school children there by Mr. Thomas 
Colman, N.T., now Inspector of schools. He tells me he heard some of the 
old people in the neighbourhood singing it. I t  was first printed in “SiAmpA 

' An $eimpiT>,” p. 55.
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49 .—ATI CA1S 1T>eAC bÁ tl. 

(FAIR CASSIDY.)
Sung by mÁipcín Ua bpiAiii, 

Dorian modi. Belclare, Tuam.
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UAip pin, HACAp ÓubAipC gO

2. Ap ceAnu au pCAigpe cÁ ptúp g A C  mAig- 
■oeAii,

’Sí piúo meiópeog au bpotbAig bÁm.
1p cpuA§ UAC biom í, gAU buAIÓ UÁ punnc

b
A’p í beic gAu éuuncAp tiom Ap bÁim. 
■ÓéAupAinn ceAÓ móp óf Ap púib au bócAip, 
Agup cuippmn cóipce pAoi u-A cIaiuii,
A’p A cúiiín ómpA, ÓÁ mbbigceÁ bó óom, 
lii uo ceAugAb pógtÚAip ní cuippmn puim.

3. Haó AipceAÓ au péApún t e  gup cuip cú i 
g cé itb  oom  

tlAC bpÁppAÍ) AU péAp cpío AU CaI aIU AUÍop, 
TlAC noéAnpAÓ AU geAÍAC potAp 'OO éipiun  
A’p UAC tAppAÓ UA péAbcA 1 TJCÚp UA boiÓÓ' P 
l l í ’t  bpíg nÁ pppeACAÓ i oceAp iia gpéine  
A’p go pnÁiÚAif) ua béipg Ap au muipgAn bpAon; 
A’p go n -é ip ig ió  iia cu itce com bÁpo beip ua 

pLéibce
50  oeo ní cpéigpó mé gpÁó mo époioe.
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4 . ’S  b i  m e  f e A Í A t )  A g  p ó g t u i m  b é A p l A ,

’S  T>u1lA ip C  AM c l é t f l  5 0  rnt>A 1Í1A1C m o  CAU1C, 

A:i pAO t i n  e i t e ,  5A11 o m ip A  c é i l t e ,

Acc ttiAp riA héitiímb pAOi bÁpp tiA gcpAtiti; 
Amuig ’pAti or&ée gAti pApgAT) 11Á ■oroeAn, 
A5«r r neAcc’ ÓÁ fiop-cup pAoi ioccAp gleAtin; 
’5«r  A cúitín ootin-tJeAf- Ap caiU, me 11 a  

jpÁ’ÓAim leAC 
nÁp fÁgAié có tiA SpÁfCAÍ, mup 11-éAluigip 

Liom.

5 . b í mé 1 gcobÁipce 50 hAm mo beÁppcA 
Agup tn|- A11 átvo-rgoil Ap peAÓ cúij;

.b b iA 'Ó A iti

5 0  bpUAip m é  o ro e A C A f  7 c ó m A i p l e  ó ’n  

eAgtAif
Acc f A p A o ip  c p Á i b c e ,  b p i j -  m é  c p í o !

píoj-tiióp m’ pAiccíop poiiii t l íj  tiA 
«SpÁpcA

11ac bpuil pé 1 110Á11 50 ociocpAU f-Aop,
IbAp 1J- mó mo peACAié tiÁ teAc ÓpuAtc’ 

liiopAic,
tnAp geAÍt Ap jpÁó a óuj; mé ■o’ mgm tiiAOip.

6. Sió-o i ÉA )iA im i í, ah e A ÍA  bÁti-eeAf,
Agep í com gtéAj-CA te  beAti Ap b ic ;
CpuAg mAp geitieA* í 1 mbpuimi a mÁCAp, 
lllAp ip t e  bAgAró mo bÁip a ptigAÓ i. 
tlíl bim cibe nÁ culÁn cimceAtt 
tlÁ gbeAtnicÁti Aoibmtt a mbíonti mo gpÁf> 
tlAó bpiib ceob oá feinmm aihi oe  tó  ip 

’o’oi'óce,
A’r  50 bpoipib Cpíopc A|i ah sCAipoeAÓ 

bÁti I

Translatiok.

1 .1 was one fine day making a pilgrimage to the Eeek, And was going down on the far side 
of it, In quest of the girl who left my mind troubled And made my heart like a lump of eoal. 
My shoulders swelled right up to my ears, And death sent me a short, sharp summons, And all 
who heard my story at the time Said that a hard lot had befallen fair Cassidy. | 2. At the head 
of the stairs is the flower of maidens, She is the joyful maiden of the white breasts. Alas! that 
she is not mine without conquest or money, And now in my hands without reckoning to pay. 
I  would build her a house in view of the road And procure a coach for her children: And my 
girl of the amber hair, if you milked the cow for me, I  wouldn’t mind how you would tie sheaves 
in Autumn. I 3. Isn’t it a strange reason by which you made me believe That the grass would 
not grow up through the land, That the moon would not give light over Ireland, And that the 
stars would not shine at the fall of night ? There is no strength nor vigour in the heat of the 
sun, But until the fishes shall swim in a waterless sea, And the floods shall rise above the tops 
of the mountains, I  will never desert the love of my heart. | 4. I  spent a time learning the English 
language, And the clergyman told me my accent was good: For another long while was I  without 
an atom of sense, But just as the birds on the tops of the trees. Out at night, without shelter 
or cover. And snow falling heavily in the valley below; And my pretty girl for whose sake I  
have lost my degree, May you not get grace if you don’t come away with me. | 5. I  was at 
College till the age of shaving. And five more years in the High School, Where I got education 
and advice from the Church, But my bitter grief 1 I broke through it all. Great is my fear 
before the King of Grace That ,I am not'destined to come to salvation, For my sins are greater 
than half of Croagh Patrick On account of the love I  gave the steward’s daughter. | 6. There 
she is going past us, the pretty white swan, And she as well dressed as a woman could be: 
Alas! that she was born in the womb of her mother. For Bhe was born to be the death of 
me. There is no sedge-bottom nor hillock around. Nor any pleasant glen that my love 

'  frequents In  which music is not played both day and night; And may Christ help fair-haired 
CaBsidy. *
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I wrote down this air from Martin O’Brien, N.T., Belelare, Tuam, who 
learned it from an old man in Ballycastle, Co. Mayo, with the exception of 
the slight variants in the first verse. He sang it to the version published in 
“ Atrip Am CUinne S«.eéeAÍ,” p. 22, by Professor O’Máille, five verses of
which I give here with his permission..

I  got another version from Pat O’Neill, Drumgriffin, who sang it to the 
same air as “ A n * c -C ttw n ” ; and a third one from the late John Glynn, Tuam.

Professor O’Máille in his volume on Cardan (Irish Texts Society, vol. xvu) 
says that Cassidy was a poet of North and East Connacht, but probably came
originally from Ulster.

In “ Si Amp*. «-n jettiipió ” there is a song given.under the title “ An
CACA-psc bAn.”

Petrie has an air of this name, No. 1269.

50.—ro m Á s toÁn iriAc a o ú a j á h i .

(FAIR T
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HOMAS EGAN.) w ,
Sung by Mr . Pat 0  Neill, 

Drumgriffin.
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cporóe; Ac’ A  p t ó p  m A p ’ m b i ó  c ú  A  b A i b - e  b i o m ,  t i l  niAipp-o m é  b e o

2. A7]' cÁimo UomÁ]' t)Á« A|\ cuAi|\c cu^Ain, y 
mé t tt-uAipieAp biom péin.

’Seupo oubAipc |-e ,“ 11Á bioi> bllAl’ópeA’t) opc, 
tiÁ piro Ap btc mAp é,

’Sé do éúibfri ■ouAtAÓ a tiiApbuig mé, ’p i 
ogeAbb Aip cpocpAióeAp mé,

’S gup meApAbiom 5 0 móp cú nÁ mo mÁicpín 
’cá ’mo ■óéri).”

. B. A7]’ a comApfAiniA ip a óoiitAipbeACA, nA 
cóigró opm é, 

mÁ cuai’ó mó Ag mútiA’ó ah eobuip be pcóipín 
geAb m o cbéib’. 

rH bpUAip mé ’piAiii ■opoc-eobup Aip 50  póibb 
ó ptigAÓ m é,

A’p mup bpeiciim acc A5  gAbÁib aii bóicpín 
é, 50  t>vói5 feAÍ> pé mo cporóe.
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4. A’p cÁ' cuipeAÍ) 50 CiI t  Connie opAinti A’p
CAicfeAin a  bub Atm, 

toéió Ann pel pirn ceAcpAtiitiAdioip jA etnt A’f  
CtAinne JaII,

Hi ó l i  jpióeAp Ann acc beipc eicitic, ’p cpoc- 
pAióeAp iao, mo téAti! 

iriAp CÁ Coni i f  b in  true AoÓAgÁin ’f l t l i c  
tlí tílAotÁln te  n-A CAob.

5. A fcomÁtp tjÁm 50 etnnee, ’p cú peApo ’p
pcóp mo ópoifie 

A tomÁip A ■oeng m é geAn nine peAÓAp peApAib
Óg’ All CpAOgAlt,

CpocpAióeAp cú go cumce mop’ bpoit Ág 
gpÁpcAib XJé,

’S a Oia, nAá móp An peAtt é, An plAiinoA 
bpeÁg mAp é.

6. ’S a CotnÁip ttÁm rilio AobAgÁin, ’pé mo
téAn cú a ’ xuit 1 gcéin,

A’pcétiiongnAÓ tiom 00 tiiÁicpin betcbpótiAÓ 
m 00 fnAió.

T>Á mbeiceÁ Ap teAbAií) An bÁip aicí, cia ’p  
cÁp xii cú beic cinn,

Ac’ OO epOCAX) Áp nA ’pÁtcACAlb, ’p AO bÁip- 
ccac t e  no óptnm !

7 . A’p ni ptA-o mAitnpcpeAc nÁ ceAmpAitt a
pmne pcóp mo cpoióe, 

tli peoit nÁ géip a f-Anncuig pé, nÁ puo Ap 
bic mAp é,

Ac’ mAp geAÍt Ap bólAcc Stanley 00 cpocAÍi 
é, mo tÓAii!

’S An cé a  bpuil gpÁó n o  ÓlAinn oa n S a t t  
A'ge, An ceAnn go gcAittió pé.

8. béió gÁpxJA bpeÁg, tÁixnp Ag ceAéc te
pcóp mo cpoiée, 

béió JeApAÍCAig ÓtitAin XJÁÍAig ’p Apm 
oeApg Aii níog, 

béló  ITlAjop óg 6  C onA itt ’p 6  CeAttAlg Ap 
CtoAin Aoió 

’S oÁ mbéAÓ cpiúp mAp Ó ConAiltógAgAtn, 
ní cpocpAlóe pcóp 1110 cpoióe.

Tbanslation.
1. Coming from the wake-house I  first knew my love, My torment and my sorrow, that I 

did not spend the night at home. The pang goes right through me, and for ever rests in my 
heart. A h! my treasure, if you will not come with me, I  won’t be alive in a month. | 2,- Thomas 
Bán came to visit me, when I was lonely by myself, And he said, “ Don’t be troubled, or in any 
way upset, I t’s your flowing hair has distracted me, end on that account I  shall be hanged: 
And you are dearer to me than my mother whom I leave behind me.” | 3. Oh! neighbours and 
advisers, do not blame me If I  went to give the information to the bright treasure of my heart. 
I  nev9r got a bad account of him since the day I  was born, Aijd if I  only saw him going the 
boreen it would raise up my heart. | 4. V/"e are summoned to Kilkenny, and we must go ; There 
will be Quarter Sessions there of Irishmen and foreigners. There will be only one pair adjudged, 
and they, a las! will be hanged, Namely, Fair Thomas Egan, and Whelan by his side. | 5. Oh! 
Fair Thomas, assuredly you are the love and treasure of my heart. O h! Thomas, whom I  loved 
beyond the young men of the world. You will surely be hanged unless God's grace assists you, 
And, oh God! what a crime it would be such a fair plant as he. | 6. Oh! Fair Thomas Egan, ’tis 
my grief that you’re going away. And I  am not surprised that your mother is sad after you. 
If you were on your death-bed before her, she would never mind your being sick, But to be 
hanged by the heels and the rain'beating down on your back! | 7. It was not the robbing of a 
monastery or of a church that my love had done, It wasn’t meat or fat that he coveted, or any 
thing of the kind. But on account of the cattle of Stanley, he was hanged, my grief! And may 
he who loves the foreigners, may he lose his head. | 8. There will be a fine strong guard coming 

é with the love of my heart; There will be Fitzgerald of Cluandaly, and the red army of the King. 
Young Major O’Connell will be there, and Kepy of Cluan-ee; And if only I  had three men like 
young O’Connell, the treasure of my heart would not be hanged.
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I  got the words and air-of this song from Mr. Pat O’Neill, Dramgriffin. 
W ith slight variants the song is given in “AihpÁin CUirme SAeueAt, p. • 
Professor O’Máille in .the notes appended to the song says that Egan was a 
Mayo man who “ ran away ” with the daughter of a man named Stanley, one 
of the privileged English settlers. The eloping party were pursued by 
Stanley, and Egan was seized and cast into prison. In accordance with e 
peculiar administration of the law of the time, where a mere Irishman was 
concerned, the sentence passed on him. was “to he hanged by the heels But 
tradition has it  (though verse 7 seems to the contrary) that Ins lady-love 
composed this song for the occasion and secured his pardon.

Mr. Philip Waldron tells me that the song is still very popular m

Connemara. . . .  .„ ,
The air is a well-known one. Eor variants see Petrie, Nos. 26, 48, an .

109.

51 .—óttó, ’t n ít e  gtiÁ’ó.

(ÓRÓ, MY THOUSAND LOVES.)
Sung by Mbs. H ob an, Hilltown,

I _  ’ Tuam .J. *  120 J S o h a n  m o d e .

l . A ’f  6 -H Ó , * i h i t - e  A’f  6  - pó , ’iW l - e
ix>! Seo

bob-en - 6 U  ■ «0  W e p  - 6, 50 t f t y p f r  U

2. A’r  6p<5> ’«Mt® A’r  <5pó, ’m ite  1 
Seo pfopA pinginn tjmc, tiÁ W * 0  mo

booApÁib.- 
’S  ópó, ópó, ópó, ’f  ópó, ’th í te  í

3. A’p ópó . . .
mÁ cá piofA pin îtm ajac imcij ’f  ceAii- 

TiAig buéc rEA-oÁn.
’S  ópó . . .

4 . A’p ópó . . .
50  •ocaícuiJit) pACA tomcA cú i mbéró 

jjeAtAÓ m a tÁp.
’S  ópó . . .

5. A’r  ópó , . .
t u g cú c-éiceAÓ a feAHtmnrfn, pn  bpé*s 

acá cú a’ pÁo’.
’S ópó . . .
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6. A’f  ópó . , .
. Sgib A’f  fgeab, a lopgA fcpeACA ’f  til bpéag 

acá tné Á pÁó.
’ÍS ópó . . .

7 . A’fó p ó  . . .
’S n iA ic  c o l c A p  céAÓ CA b é A i i f A Í i  a h  c - f p ó n

ACÁ A f  T)0  g p Á h .

’Sóp ó  . . .

8. A’r ópó . „ .
fllAlf’ ! 1f  mAIC Atl piOfCAb pÓCA ‘ÓéAllfAÓ 

Art c-fpón Af go gpÁi>-fA.
’S ópó .

9 . A’f  ópó . . .
5 *b ’ftubAbr gCibl-óttJAtnemAroin opúccA 

t e  mo gpáó.
’Sópó . . .

10. A’f  ópó . . .
5 o fiubAitfititi-fe páipc a’ CeAmpAitt 

Af mo glúmib te  mo gpáó.
’S ópo . . .

11. A’p ópó . . .
t j ’feiCfeÁ CaU. t SAfAtlA All tAfAÍ» ACÁ 

Ap mo gpÁó 1 
’S ópó . . .

12. A’p ópó . . .
CÁ 1  AfAt> btnóe na betcitine i bpiuicin 

go gpÁó’.
’S ópó . . .

13 . A’f  ópo . . .
óuAib mo gpÁó An bAile peo tfcig i n  a 

“ jaunting car.”
’S ópó . . .

14. A’p ópó . . .
tliop gab no gpÁó an bAile f  so 6 goto

fé  Ail gAnnoAt bÁti.
’S ópó . . . •

15. A’f  ópó . . .
“  Caroline Af B allindine ”  ’f  “  leggings ”

Af An gCtÁip.
’S ópó . . .

16. A’f  ópó . . .
“  Up and  down the  m arket town and into 

Johnny  W ard’s .”
’Sópó . . .

17. A’f  ópó . . .
$Ab mo gpÁó go SAfAnnA Ag fAOpAÓ 

púnc ’fA tÁ.
’S dpó . . .

18 . A’f  ópó . . .
$Ab no g p á ó  go SAfAtlA fA itpéipeA cc 

Ap iia mnÁ.
’S ópó . . .

19. A’f  ópó . . .
ÍAb mo gpáó go SAfAnA Ag ceAnnAcc 

“ m antle  clo th .”
’S ópó . . .

20. A’f  ópó . . .
”0 AiiiifeocAimi-fe pi'L be fcóp mo cpoióe 

Ap ÉAob nA CAppAige bÁm’.
’S ópó . . .

21. A’f  ópó . . .
C Á  páipcín h a  feAcc ii-A cpaióe A g  S i g b e  

’gnf AgSeAgán.
’S ópó . . .

22. A’f  <5pó . . .
CÁ pÁipcín ha peAÓc ti-AcpAibe pAoi

fCAC pjléACÁlll Ag DO 5 f\ÁT>.
*S ópó , . .

23. A’p ópó . , .
t)ócAipíti jAinnini cpí-o Ati eAmiAÓ a j 

Sig le  'gap Ag SeAgÁn.
’S ó p ó  . . .

24. A'r ópó . . .
T)Á mbeAio gpÁimie pepper *’ a|\ *oo 

1/ippA tjeAtíiAii bobepo tiíop peApp.
’S  ó |\ó  . . .
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25. A’]' ópó . . .
T)o f i l  in6 fe a t, ■oe’n c-j'a o ja L T'A’d ó su p  

imac ttiAOip a W m  m o él'Áó.
’S ópó . . .

29. A’f  ój\ó . . .
HÁ t e i g i ó  "OiA ’r  w u i t i e !

bACAI j  flAT) An c tlA b Á ll.

’S ópó . . .

1)" t>cAf A

26. A’f  ójió . . .
A leippeAcÁin a*!1 a 51 oblAc ai n, pwbpéAg 

acá cú a’ pÁí>.
’S ópó . . .

30. A’f  opó . . .
“ Your love would eat as much ceAtlAig 

(coloannon) as would piasters stonewall.’ 
’S ópó . . •

27. A’f  ó fó  . . .
I f  lomoA MA1J1 ceAtmAig feAf faua fACAi

ó’n bpeAf geA ff, 
’S ó)ió . . .

31. A’f  6f 0  . . •
“  Your love would carry the kettle for the 

sake of the bjiAcÁn (gruel).”
’S ópó . . .

28. A’f  ópó . . .
tlifge bog A’f  bAffAc buióe a b fu il A5

CAibteACAib be fÁgÁib.
’S ófó . . -

32. A’f  ó fó  . . .
« My love would carry the sack, where 

another ftiA£ (lout) would fall.”
’S ójió . . .

Translation.

1. Orf, my thousand loves, Here’s boberó come to bother you till the bright day comes. |
2. Here’s a penny for you, and don’t be annoying me. | 3. If you have a penny piece gojmd buy 
a load of herrings. | 4. May a peeled potato with a moon in its middle choke you. | 5. You are a 
liar, little old man, those are lies you are telling. | 6. Skib and skab bracked skins, ™
lie I am telling. | 7. Your love’s nose would make a fine coulter for a plough. | 8. Musha . your 
love’s nose would make a fine pocket pistol. | 9. To walk in KiUclooney on a dewy ^
my love. 1 10. That I  might walk the church field on my knees with my love. | 11. You d see 
beyond in England the radiance of my love. | 12. There is the yellow blush of cam »» to *  on 
the cheeks of your love. | 13. My love went through this town in his jauntmg car. | 14. Y outern 
did not pass this townland since he stole the white gander. | 15. A Caroline from Ballmd 
leggings out of Claremorris. | 16. Up and down, e t c . |  17. My love went to E n g l a n d f o ^ a  
pound* day. | 18. Your love went to England to live at the women s expense. | 19. My love> we 
to England to buy cloth for a mantle. | 20. I’d dance a reel with the treasure of my heart beside 
the white rock. | 21. Sheela and John have the little seven-acre field. | 22. Your love ^  ^tocked 
the seven-acre field with crows. | 23. Sheela and John have a little ^ y  jo ad  ftrough the 
marsh. | 24. If there was a grain of pepper on your lip no bobero would be better. | 25.1 thought 
for a time, long ago/lhat my love was a steward’s son. | 26. I t’s lies you re 
and you ragman. | 27. Many a time the tall man bought potatoes from the small man. I! 28. Soft 
water and yellow tow, which is all the old women get. 1 29. God and Mary prevent i t ; it s nicely 

they rook the cradle.
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52,—sAi-ití-ntí-Aeti-í.
[ „ Snag by Mbs. Hoban, Mill town,

* = 180 Tuam.
r~ — ....  — N-ir— 1-------N------------ N-----S—rUr-U---V MUWU—IT— •  9 r__ 1 a r • —b----- a----- • ----- 0----- 0—L.Vfjr ”  r tzz= ±= = zi= = = = = i

1. SaI  - iú - nú - aep - i Hu - nn - aep - i, Snibalpar& cá

cape a - gup páig mothian péin oam, S al-iú  - nú - aep - i liú-nú - aep - 1.

2. Sal-iú-nú-aep-i, ttó-nú-aep-í, S. SAt-ió-nó-aep.i, ttú-nú-aep-i, .
Bridget Burke, a  buait ap an mbeut mé, Dennis Flannery, a beipim goh-éag <ouit, 
Sal-iú-nú-aep-i, llú-tií-aep-i. Sat-iú-nú-aep-i, ttú-nó-aep-i.

Tbahslation.

1............................. will go over and find my love for me. | 2.....................Bridget Burke, who
struck me on the mouth. | 3. , . . , Denis Flannery, whom. I give for ever to you.

53,—b i Liotn bi.

J =  144 Sung by Mbs. Hoban, Milltown, 
Tuam.

cot) - l/AX> bÁnAtfjAin cpoibe? 

2, b i  tiom b i, ’a ji ivoó* « á  b i,
bi tiom bi, iroó’

3. b i tiom bi, noó* nÁ bi,
1 leahait) aicmn i ■o-cóin an cige, cé  an bean <5g a  c a il t  a  cpoibe ?
’S bi tiom bi, ’ap noó’ ná bi. ’s  bi liom b i ; ’ap noó’ ná bi.

4. b i tiom bi, ’ap noó’ ná bi,
Seagán lilac Aoib a  cóigpeab mo cpotóe.
’S bi tiom bi, ’ap noó’ ná bi.

Tbahslatioh.

1.....................Where shallfwe put the married couple to sleep? | 2, . . . . In a bed of
furze at the end of the house. | 3.....................Who is the young woman who lost her heart ?
4. . . . . John McHugh it is would raise up my heart.
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51 52 and 53. Those three numbers are examples of the game, or 
occupation songs given to me by Mrs. Hoban. The couplets of No. 51 are as 
she rem em b ered  smgmg them in her youth. They were net all ™ P J * A  
as I have heard some of them from other sources. They are as, a rule ve y 
personal in character, but I suppose half their attraction lay m  the fact 
that, under cover of the game, the singer could be an suiting withimpun y 

For other airs of this class see Petrie, Nos. 1367,1 , j

1474.

54.— ’S  Ó tlÓ , D O W N E Y  

(ÓRÓ, DOWNEY.)

120 D o r ia n  m o d e .

Sung by Mbs. Hoban, Militown, 
Tuam.

*

---- »------------------- - ,
Down - ey, ’S 6 - tió dee, XL Downey

0  *  . . " * . -nnwnev i Lincoln, ’r  c i  Downey t
COO-U-6 'r 1'*J\ ei|t - 1510 r» come I Co Downey___________________  | -r

Leeds, 'SzL Downey ’- a  6ooU * >r r é - d o i t é ’. ’S 6 - ^ ,

Pow n^ey >r  6 - ,,0 d ee ,’r  -  Downey ’n-a conU ú ’f  uóp ré ^ t ó ’.

2. CÁ Downey , Lincoln, >r  oÁ Downey, Leeds, 4. A’ «a 5ca,1iuí r ^ Á , t  au

-3 cá Downey ’n-A conU ú, ’r  ”*1' *1«** t'é c - Do ^ e y ’«-AconUf>’r .-^é,^Éi<>récoii.e-,
COI'ÓC J _

’S  ó f i ó ,  Downey, ’ f 1 ó p ó  dee, _ ( s  d h 0 ’  o w n e y ’

CÁ Downey’n-Aco'otA'ó,’r r|Á|' éi]\i jió  fé coióc’. ^ ^  , „5&lUlrili >r  CÁ Downey 1

3. Caic mé reAéc reACCn,A,ne ’r ceiópe 1Á 6odUí> „*,» é^grb ‘ré
'°eu5> ,

CÁDowney’t,-Acot>Ui.,’r"ó n é ,1uéi'i>rédoró6 , co11°c '
>3 ópó, Downey, etc._______________________  '3 ópó, Downey, e t c . ________________

“  *  There is a peculiar note which occurs in the word “ dee.” I t is neither C nor Of. I  heard 
Mrs. Hohan sing it many times, and she never varied.
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T ranslation.
1............... Downey is asleep, and may he never get up! . . . .  | 2. Downey is in Lincoln, and

Downey is in Leeds..............| 3 .1 spent seven weeks and fourteen days, . . . .  | 4. Gathering
the girls for saving the hay.....................| 5. Downey is in Galway, and Downey is in Cluan-
sheen...................

This song differs from the preceding ones in that it seems to have been 
used not so much as an occupation song as a “ wake game.” Mrs. Hoban 
tells me that she remembers this song being sung in her youth, but only on 
the occasion of the wake of an old person. Such practices, however, have long 
since ceased among the Western peasantry. It  is not easy now to get even 
an accurate account of how the game was played. I have been told that one 
of the gathering simulated the dead man, stretching himself across some 
chairs and covering himself with a sheet. The others who took part in the 
game would then gather round and sing verses, for the most part of an 
impromptu kind, until the seemingly dead man would get tired and come to 
life again.

Lady Wilde speaks of these rude dramas and games in her “ Myths and 
Legends,”

J =68 D orian mode.

tnÁ

55,—A n A c-cu A in .
(ANNAGHPOWN.)

Sung by Pat O’Neill, 
Drumgriflin, Co. Galway.

I *

j’L iin ce
-*■
T fAOA béit>e*F cpÁcc-A*, Ap Ati méro x>o

r i T ^ T - T ------r -
■i(h~ * — * — - r  Is— > - — J —. - f1** > — ^ — |\ 4
t T — ;--------  * ------0 — # —

bÁtc - eAt> Af An - ac - Cuaiii ’S
*— *—

mo ÚptlAJ A - mÁp - AC £AC AC-Aip ’f

“d3CY— A------- J —
tnÁ - cAip, toe An a’j- ■ 

9 — =------m------- -------- \ -----—

— f é '  '■
DÁip-ce cÁ a p t  - eAÓ r«t. A ni ha

) L , V- • —I-'- y
- w  0  , ----- — i..........> ^   ̂ r rq f

— f  ~~ P ~  |\~" \  r

^n-SpÁf-CA, óeAp tie Alii A’f  pÁpp - caj-, flip beAj An
-  ^ ------ g -----L

c-Á'6-bAÓc beipc tiÁ
M " 11

f j -m~ .  m 
cpiúp. Ac’ tÁ com

— IS------- 1

« -------- a '  ■■ é  0  - J - — »•
bpeÁg teip JAn jAotc nÁ

m ... m w ■■■■ ■■ -p  * M .

q r r — _____V— b r d
— -----------

-  v  • ----------- a — ■— * ---------- u

,  W  ■ ceA<5> fÁ n A’ bÁ1t> A -  CA A rS «A bA *A p p u b A Í .
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2 . lU p móp An c-lonjnAt» Of cómAip M
iroAomo

A bpeicpmc pince *p cút a gcinn,
Sg^eAOAt) A’p oAoineATi ’oo pSAtiupdcAb 

■OAome
SpuAg ■o’Á ciApAÓ ’p **> cpeAc o ’Á poiriti. 
bi buAéAilltte ógA Ann cijeAcc An pójriiAip, 
■O’Á pineAÓ Ap cuócAji, ’p t)Á ■ocAbAipc 50

Cltt,
’S gup b’é gteup A bpófCA 00 bi o ’Á 

•OCDpAtil
’S A Í>1A nA blóipe, nÁp tiióp An peAÍU

3 . Antipin TliA b-Aome clumpeÁ An CAOineAb 
A5 ceAcc Saí CAob, Agup speAOAÓ bop,
A’r A t in  CAp oróce cpom cuippeAé cÍAoróte 
5 aii ceó t e  ■oéAiiAih aca acc a  p  11 oaxj 

copp.
A Oia ’p a épíopcA n’fulAinj; ioóbAipc 
X>o ceAmniij [50] pípnmeAC An bocc ’r An 

ttOÓC
So pippcAf nAOtncA 50 t>c«5Aip fAop teAC 
SAC [cpeACÚip] t>1ob T)Á’p CU1C pAOI An

toc.

4. im tte in  5ÓAp Ap An ioiiao ceÁ’onA
n ip  UpAró peulc Ann ’p n ip  éipigib gpiAn, 
’Oo b iic  An inéAO út> 00 cpiAtt 1 n-éinpeAcc 
30 SAittim Ap AonAÓ 50 moó t)iApt)Aoin. 
tlA pip 50 jteupAÍ) ctlAC ’jup céAéc,
’Oo cpeAbAÓ bpÓAnpA ’p T>o épAlceAÓ píot,
A’p 11 a  m ni ’OÁ péip pin ’oo •óeAnpA’ó ja c  aoii 

put)
Oo pnioiiipAÓ bpéro Agnp AiiAipc CAot.

5. t)Aite-CiÁip 00 bi AiiAice lAiihe 
níop beis An c-Áí> óóib A gAbÁit Aníop, 
bi An b ip  com biitnp uac Tjcug pé cÁipoe
O’AOIl 1Í1AC mÁCAp OÁ’p ptlgAÍ) piAlb.
TílUllA pgéAt A CeApAb ÓÓlb All t i  po A

mbÁióce 
A m g 11A nSpÁfA n ip  bocc An mb,
Acc A gCAitteA* m te  gAn lob n i  p iite , 
be peAn-bÁo gpinnA ’p iao t in ii te.cip..

)
1. If my health is spared I’ll be long relating 
Of that boat that sailed out of Anach Cuain,
And the keening after of mother and father 
And child by the harbour, the mournful croon!
0  King of Graces, who died to save us,
’Twere a small affair for but one or two,
But a boat-load bravely in calm day sailing 
Without storm or rain to be swept to doom;

2. What wild despair was on all the faces 
To see them there in the light of day,
In every place there was lamentation 
And tearing of hair as the wreck was shared; 
And boys there lying when crops were ripening, 
From the strength of life they were borne to 

clay i
In their wedding clothes for their wake they 

robed them,
0 King of Glory, man’s hope is vain.

3. And then on Friday you'd hear them crying 
On every side as their hands they wrung,
And morning found them unnerved and power­

less
When the laying out of each corpse was done. 
O Jesus Christ, by the Cross You died on,
To offer Your life for the poor and the slave. 
Bring them safely home to the light of glory, 
Oh ! rest the souls of the drowned that day!

4. Misfortune light on the spot they died in, 
May no star shine there or dawning ray,
It drowned such numbers who made the journey 
That fatal Thursday to Galway fair;
Men who could manage the plough and harrow. 
And break the fallow and scatter seed,
And women whose fingers were deft and nimble 
To spin fine linen and frieze to weave.

5. On the shore beside Ballyclare was lying, 
But fate was unkind when they made for port; 
Strong Death was sudden, no pity stirred him, 
No mother’s son could escape his stroke. -
If their drowning day wasn’t fixed and fated,
O King of Graces, their lot was hard,
Not on lake nor ocean, yet weak and hopeless, 
In a wretched boat, and in sight of land. .
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6. A Hi 5 n A ti5 ]\ÁfA cpucAijlleAm A’p pippcAf 
A’p A tJé, ciA An cÁp oúinn beipc tiA cpiúp 
Acc IÁ óorb bpe&gfiu jaii gAoicgAu bÁipceAc, 
Agup lÁn [An] bÁic aca ■oo t>ul 50 cóm. 
t)pir A11 bÁo Agup bÁiceAÓ nA OAoitie,
SjjAp «A CAoipij  Anonn fAii cptiÁni,
A’p AÚé, nAc Annpn bí'Aii c-Áp mópoéAticA 
Ap Aon peAp •oé&s Agup occAp ninÁ.

7. T5i Aicpe A’f  mÁicpe Ann, tnnÁ ’gnp.pÁip-
cróe,

A5  5 °1  Y gÁpcAoil ’p Ag peilc ha m>eóp, 
A’r  mnÁ *oá péip pin r>o óéAnpAó Aon puo 
t»o pníompAÓ bpéioíii A’p AnAipc caoI.
A ÚoniAip 111 C AC Ail, bA móp A11 pgéAl cú 
t)o cpeAbpÁ bpAnnpA co  cuippeÁ píol 
A’p A llACCA buACAlll OO ÓpAICpeAÓ lÁlll 

leAC,
Wo teun ’p cú bÁióce 1 ii-Ahaó-Cuaiii.

8. A éeÁgAin Ui ÓopgAipbA riióp Aiipgeul cú 
5 up peAf cú ApiAin 1 luing 11Á 1 mbÁ-o
A’p a Iiacca cotpcéim lúctiiAp flÚbAll cú 
O tonóun AnAll 50 tici béAÍ-cpÁc,

An MAip t)0 fa Oil cú pnÁlii 00 óéAnAtil 
«115 ha tmiÁ ó ja  opc ’b o r A’r caII ,
’S jjup pAOil 00 mAlcpín oá  mbÁirpióe cóao

peAp
50 tJCmcpÁ péin ’bAite plÁn.

9. 13i ttlÁipe tlic Huaóáih Aim, bumneÁn
SlégeAt,

An CAitín ppéipeAtiiAil bí A^Ainn pAn áic ; 
Sleup pí i pém 50 mo6 t)iA CeAOAOin 
l e  out éum AonAig o Cnoc 'OoaI áiii,
Bi cóca uippi o e  cogA An éAOAij 
CÁipín lace A’p pibímó bÁn’,
Ajjup t>’pÁ5 pi a mÁlcpin bpóiiAC cpÁióce 
A5 peilc 11A ivoeóp Apíp 50 bpÁc.

10. lopzjAÓ pléibe Agup pjaIIaó cléibe
Ap An Áic Ap éAJAOAp, A’p milleÁn cpuAió, 
IRap ’p lomÓA cpéACÚip o ’pÁc pé Ag jéAp-

5 ° l
Ag pleAÓ ’p Ag éAgCAom gAé niAióm luAin.

6. 0  King oi Graces, who died to save us, 
’Twere a small affair for but one or two,
But a boatload bravely in calm day sailing, 
Without storm or rain, to be swept to doom! 
The boat sprang a leak and let all the people 
And. frightened sheep out adrift on the tide;
It beats all telling what fate befell them, 
Eleven strong men and eight women to die!

7. What calling and crying of mother and child
then,

Of husband and wife, what despair and tears. 
And women whose fingers were deft and nimble 
To spin fine linen, and frieze to weave.
Ah ! ’tis you were matter for grief, Tom Cahill, 
You’d plough the fallow, o’er furrow's you’d 

stoop,
And men around took your handshake proudly, 
My grief, and you drowned now in Anach Cuain.

8. We . mourn your loss, too, brave Seán
O’Cosgair,

You towered aloft in the ship or the boat,
And a long, long journey you came amongst us. 
Across from London to Béaltrá’s shore.
When you tried to win to the shore by 

swimming,
You were held by women, your strength they 

broke 5
But your mother was proud, and she’d say 

about you,
Though a hundred were drowned, you’d come 

safely home.

9. And Mary Buane, too, the star of maidens, 
The sky-bright lady, the light of our lives,
She was long preparing, that morning early,
To go to the fair dressed up like a bride,
In a coat well made with a narrow waist-band, 
A cap of lace and streamers of white;
But her mother awaited her footstep vainly, 
And never a day comes to dry her eyes.

10. May burning mountains come tumbling
down on

That place of drowning, may curses fall,
Eor many’s the soul it has filled with mourning 
And left without hope of a bright day’s dawn.
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n í -dojbÁ it eótAif uo CU1J\ t)’Á ■ocpéoip iaa 
Acc mi-Áú mó]\ bi fAti gCAifteÁn Uuaú,
’Sé cjM'ocnujut) Aii Ab|\áin 5«|V bÁiceAÚ 

mópÁn
X)l-pÁg Áílb&]\ 'OÓLÁlf Ag AllAC-óuAltí.

The cause of their fate was no fault of sailing, 
’Twas the boat that failed them, the Caisleán 

Nuadh,
And left me to make with a heart that’s breaking 
This lamentation for Anach Cuain.

I took this song down from my friend Pat O’Neill, who liv es , at Dinm- 
griffin, Annaghdown. I  never heard it snng to any other air than the ope 
given The poem was composed by Kaftery to commemorate the terrible 
disaster which befell the people of Annaghdown when on their way to the

Pair in Galway. „  . ,
About thirty villagers with ten sheep and other goods set off m an old

boat from the shores of Lough Corrib to go the eight miles into Galway. In
those days there wa3 no direct road, and the lake was the nearest way. e
boat was rotten, and when within two miles of Galway a leak was sprung.
One of the men endeavoured to plug it with his coat, and pressing with is
heel to drive it more firmly in, drove the whole plank out of the boat In a
few seconds all these poor people were struggling in the water, and althoug
they were close to the land, nineteen of them were drowned, eleven men and

eight women. , , .  .
Pat always maintains that there were two songs written on the subject,

one by Eaftery, and one by a local poet named Cosgrave (Cor 5 o p ac), as he
says Eaftery was a stranger and could not have known the people s names or
anything about them. What probably happened was that some local man
added verses to Eaftery’s original poem.

I have been told that the song is sometimes known as “Ctioc a 'OeAlAiu, 
the name of the place (mentioned ■ in the song) at which the Pair was 
held I  give the full version of the song as contained in “Songs or 
Eaftery,” p. 146, with Dr. Hyde’s permission. The translations of this and
the next song are from a different pen.
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56,—m Á m e n í eixnn.
(MARY HYNE8.)

I As sung in this neighbourhood,
J  = 76 Dorian inode. Tuain.
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2 .  tluAip puAip m é  A 11 cAipipsinc niop t e i g  

m é  Ap cÁip-oe é ,

. Itmne mé gÁipe AStip geic 1,10 cporóe, 
ni pAib l e  t>ul ASAinn acc cpApnA pÁipce

’Sní cusmum An Iá linn acc 50 cóm An cige. 
leASAÓ cusAinn bopn a pAib gloine A ’ p  cÁpcA 

Aip,
AstipcúilpionnpÁinneAcletn’Aip’iiAptivóe, 

’Sé nubAipc pí, “ lÍAipcepi, bí ’5 ó l  ’p c é A O  

pÁilce,
CÁ’n poiléAp lÁioip 1 mt)Ail’-ui-liAg.”

3. 1p AOibinn AépeAC Ap CAOib An cptéibe
A5 bpeAcnugA* piop Ap ÍJaiI ’-ui-Iias,

A5 púbAl p n A  sleAimcAib ’ b A i n c  c n ó  A S u p  

p t n é A p A ,

’S se A ll ceileAbAp éan aÍiii l e  ceólcAib 
pióe.

1. The Mass-path led to the Lord of Graces, 
The skies were rainy, the wind was high, 
Beside Kiltartan I met a maiden
Whose eyes waylaid me with sudden wile.
I  gave her greeting polite and stately,
She answered gracious as any Queen:
“ 0  Baftery,”  said she, “ could fate be kinder? 
Now step beside me to Bailylee.”

2. I  stood bewitched by that voice of sweet­
ness,

My heart was leaping, my pulses raced;
I  walked beside her across the meadows,
And evening fell as we reached the gate.
Glass shone on tables, the ale was winking. 
Head of the ringlets, I  felt you near !
“ Baftery,’* said she, “ now drink, you’re welcome. 
There’s strength in cellars of Bailylee.”
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C&’ti bpij r&« méAT) pn 50 bFÁijce AUApsup 
AH blÁc nA gcpAéb ACÁ te  u-A CAOib, 

ni’t  mAic t>’á feutiAÓ A’f  «Á ceil A|\ Aentie,
’Sí rpéi|\ 11 a spéine AHur  51'*'° m0

i .  éiúbAit mé SACfAiiA’f  All ípAitie l e  céile,
An SpÁin, An Spéig, Aj«r m’* 'r  Ai"'r>

Ó bpuAc lofi Jpéitie 50  béAÍ nA Céibe,
’S ní Pacaií) iné -péipiti Af bic niAP 1.

■OÁ mbéinn-fe pó|*CA l e  bl&u nA b-óijge 
Cpé lo c  An CópAic no leAnpAinn í,

CUAiiCA A’r  cófCAit. 50 púbAlpAinn A’rbóicpe  
A itoiai§  An cpeói-o-beAii cá 1 m bA ile- 

tn-tiAS.

5. ’Sí máipe Ui h-eióm  An piÁvo-beAnbeufAc, 
bA óeipe mém Agiif b’Áitte 511A01,

■OÁ céAt) cléipeAC, ’r A Soup l e  c é iU ’
A5«r  cpiAt) A cpéicpení péA'opA'ó rSt"'011- 

buAil p  ‘OéiH’ope l e  bpeÁgAcc A’f  tténtip 
’S ■oi. n-AbpAinn tlélen l e ’p pEpiofAb 

An CjlAOI,
Acc i f  pgoc bAn dipnm Af ucc An inéit) pn,

An pófAé jtég eA l gá 1 int>Ail’-ui-liAg.

6. A péAlcAin An cpoluir *E«r *  Ét'1An An 
pójmÁip,

A cúilpionn ómpA Ajup A cuio o e ’n cpAogAl, 
An iigtuAiffeÁ liom -fA  fAOi coinAip An 

OóiiinAié,
■no 50 n-oéAnpAiiiAOi-o cótiiAiple CÁ nibéi'6 

Áp fuiúe.
tlion ihóp tiom c e ó l  <01110 gAé Aon ovóce 

■OóthnAig, 
puimipe AH bójvo A5ur '°* n-ólpá p o n ,

A’r A n ié  nA s ló ip e  50 ocpnnig An bócAp,
30  bpÁé m e An c -e ó lA f 50  t>Ait’-Ui-tlA§.

3. ’Tis airy walking beside the mountain 
And looking down upon Ballylee,
Through glens of blackthorn bush and hazel, 
And birds like fairies in choir you hear.
What use is all unless fate allots you 
The Branches’ Blossom to crown delight f  

I can’t deny or conceal it ever 
That she’s my treasure, my sunlit sky.

i .  1 walked through England and France for 
years once.

Through Spain and Greece and the long way 
home,

And from Loch Gréine to Galway’s quay-side, 
But her beauty’s equal I’ve never known.
Were my bride this Flower of Tír-na-n-óg now, 
Through Loch an Tóraio I ’d ride my steed,
By coasts and harbours and trackless oceans 
If I  lost the Bosebud of Ballylee.

5. Oh, Mary Hynes Is my choice of ladies 
For matchless face and bewitching eyes;
The host of learned scholars of Erin 
One-half her fairness could hardly write.
Don’t talk of Venus or Deirdre’s true love,
Or Helen whose beauty filled Troy with spears, 
The Blossom of Erin outshines their glory, 
The bright-hued Posy of Ballylee.

6. 0  Sun of Harvest, 0  Starlight glancing,
O locks of amber, my share of joy,
Will you fly with me now, before next Sunday, 
Through all the world we can dwell at choice. 
On Sunday evenings I 'd  play you music 
When wicks illumine the wine and mead;
O King of Glory, make dry the roadway 
That leads me over to Ballylee.

This is one ol the most popular of Raftery’s songs, and is sung to the same
air as “ Auac-Cuau ” (No. 55).

A t p. 330 of the “Songs of Raftery” An CjiAohin gives a very interesting
account of Mary Hynes told to him by a relative of hers. Tommy Hynes,
from whom also he obtained this song.

Petrie has an air of this name, No. 1542.
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57.—p e i 51 "ó m isu éA t.
(PEGGY MITCHELL.)

Sung by Miss B ridget F obde, 
= 88 Sylane, Tuam.'
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Óáip5, Cúl cpom ,' caip, ponn, pámneac 5tap , ’pi Peip - ió cá  mé ’páb.

2. Ip mine a  npeac na ctuib min p e a t ’p 11Á
cúbap 11a c u itte  ap  cpáig,

Cpotbe bpeág p tap , no  páp náp meac, map 
éipigeap n u iteabap  ’p b tá c . 

go océin mé 1 bpeapc CÁ m’inncinn te a r ,  a  
peipib a  m ile  ppáb, 

tno  teun ’p r.10 cpeac pan cú ’p mé te a c  ap  
cuancaib Amepicá.

3. A pcóip mo cpóibe ná  cpéip no mian acc
bpeacnuig ’pceac pán pcáp, 

tluaip ciucpap an cptige béib  ó l  ap  pion ’p 
111' b a o g a t númn coibce báp.

A b tá c  na  pcpaob naó cpuaib an ppeat 
munab cú cá  bam 1 nnán,

Ap uaipte an cpaogait n á  mbétnn mo pig ip 
te a c  no cpaicpum tarn.

i .  í>á bpágainn-pe caoi no áic t e  puibe ni 
pcanpamn b tiana in  a ’p t á .

50 pgpiobamn pop  t e  peann neap c a o t  no 
cuma a ’p no  cáit. 

tliop pupab piaifi aon bean pan cip no  béap- 
pab uaic an bápp,

<5 pppiopab an Cpaoi map g e a t t  ap mnaoi, 
a ’p ó cuipeab Oéipope óum báip.

5. UÁ tonnpan an óip 1 bpolc mo pcóip ’pé
ap  p*p 5°  p*inneac ponn 

go  b é a t  a  bpóipe com g tap  t e  neóp ’pé 
p g c e  op a  cionn,

A b tá c  na  n -ú b a tt  ip bpeÁgca pnuaó ná 
n n itte ab ap  báipp 11a gcpann, 

pág péib T>ia tu am  50 ncéibeam  cum p ú b a t  
a ’p péac 50 bpuit pé 1 n-am.

6. UÁ bpeágacc a ’p p ite  puit a ’p cuipte a ’p 
tap an  neap n á  péip,

1 m btác  n a .p n n e  ip cpuinne gtaipe púit a ’p 
teapan  b e lt, 

tli bpeap ap bic an p péat cá  amuig, nac 
peap mé cá  ap mo c é i t t  

t e  b tian a in  inniu pac aon t á  puilc ’p mé ap 
pmuaineam ap b ta c  na pcpaéb.

7. Wo gpán pá nó  na  mná po neó pin n’páp
p a n  mipe cinn 

Ag néanaib bpóin paoi tu aó  an ó i t  no biog- 
b á i t  é  beic cpuinn, 

b ’peapp tiom  pw5p ó  lieipib a p  nnóig ’pi beic 
1 n-uaipneap tiom , 

t lá  paibbeap éeóippe gib bub mop a  te a c  n á  
mbeic pé cpuinn.
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8. T)o V aig  Uom TJopcAi) b e ic  Ap pójxcef a  f 
cArmAi*6 bÁti *oe teAtin, • 

p u im ife  tó |W  A’r  g to m n e i 5 cói^  éoiii fAt> 
’l» beic m o -pocA ceAiiti>

m o gpÁí) *f mo fcój\ beic of mo cómAif. Ag 
CA111G ’f  A5  cómfÁ’ó liom, 

ir lé i  ■o’ótpAinn Iuac via mbpóg oÁ ttibeic mo 
cóca i njeAtb.

Tbanblation.

1. X like a maid who’s not airaid, but loves so well a man,
She goes with him, both out and in, and loves him all she can.
A mouth fine, small, and sweet withal as honey in the spring,
And heavy hair flung backward there, ’tis Peggy fair I sing.

9  Smoother i 3  her countenance than smooth white down and than the froth of the flood on 
V  A fine ereen heart of growth that did not wither, (rising) as the foliage and blossoms

r  i n s : . “
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than the blood and veins, and a pretty glow accordingly
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shoes, (even) if my coat were in pledge.

This song wa. sung to mo by Miss Bridget Fo.de, S y ta e , Turn. She 
told me t o t  she hsd learned it  to m  her lather. I  give With t o  t a d
permission the oomplete version by An Cpnodi,., J»^
p. 336. A  version of seven stanzas was published by the Eev. Professor
T. O’Kelly in U. C., Galway, Journal, Vdl*l.
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58.—cilL&O’o.áin, n ó  co ti’OAe tfm igeó . 
íEIIíLBAPAN, OR COUNTY OF MAYO.)

=  66is
Sung by Miss Maggie Hession, 

Belclare, Tuam.
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miop’ Ann, 1 bpog-up ■ok tníl - e  go béAt, - An - Áé - liióip.

2. pÁjjAim te  b-uóAócA 50 n-éipigeAnn mo 
cporóe-pe

m a p  éipigeAnnp An gAOc, no  m ap  pgApep 
An ceó

tlUAip pmuAÍmgim Ap CtieAppA A’pAp gbAittm 
CAob fíop t>e 

Ap pgeACAÓ A’ibile  no Ap pLÁméAt) Tdfung-
eó.

Cilt-AonÁm An bAile a  bpÁpAnn j a c  nró 
Ann,

CÁ pméApA ’p púb-épAob Ann a ’p eieAp Ap 
ja6  pópc,

’S v>Á mbémn-pe mo feAfAih 1 jceApc-tÁp 
mo T>Aoin©

O’itnceóóAb An Aoip uJorn Agnp béinn Apfp
ÓS.

3. bfonn cpuiéneAíc A’p coipce, pÁp eópnA  
’gap tin Ann,

SeAgAt 1 gcpAob Ann, ’pÁn pbóip, Agtip 
peóiL,

tocc oéAncA poicín 5A11 license t>’á i)íob 
Ann,

ttlóp-UAifle nA cípe Ann a j  imipc ’p A5
ót.

CÁ cup Agop cpeAbAb Ann, a’p  teAptigA-ó gAn 
AOlteAÓ,

1p lotmbA pn mt> Ann nÁp UibAip mé 50 
póit

AcAnna ’p m uillce Ag obaip jAn pjpfc 
Ann

TSeAtiiAn cAinc Ap pigin cfopA Ann n& 
tjauai* tj’á fópc.
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4 . CÁ 5 ac u i l e f ó p c  Á óm Aro’oÁ’p c ó ip  o c c u p  

poy  Ann,
bíonn fiCAindp’r  beech Ann,coH, siúbAip, 

*’r  pumnreós, 
b o x  &5«r cmteAnn, lúbAp, beic, Agtip c&°t'"

ÚAIl

’S  All flA f-O A -.p t>’Á HOéAtlCAp bÁO loH S  

a’p cpA nn peóit.
All b o g w o o o , inAllO^Alll, ’p  JAÓ AÓIHAO t) A 

•OAoippe,
’S ah p íop-ihA roe óeAtifAÍ) j a ó  nite gtenp 

ceóil/
oicó ip  (?) ’r r s eAe é eAt- A,mT>A 5eAi'i'A’°  ’r

■o’Á pnoígtneAÓ 
’S All CftAC Aim t io  ÓéAlipAÍ) C lf c i é lb  AgOf 

tÓVO.

S. V i  All CUAÓ ’r  All rmólAÓ Ag pfl'eASAipc a 
céite Aim,

V i  A11 l(?tiT)ub ’r  All céipfeAé Ap 5 «p, or A 
5cómAi|\,

All sfllo-rmre, ’" cpeAbAp, ’r  A" tmnec t 
jcAge Aim

All tiAorSAfi AS Uimnig, A’r  Ail oaU  6’n 
lióiiii.

Ail c-iopUc Ar AcAitt ’r AH f'Aé tmb Ó’H 
gCéif Ann,

All reAbAC Ar Loc éipne ’r  ah f^ r^ S  ó’" 
mom.

’S OÁ mbeiceÁ ahh Ap hiatoih ponh éipigenA 
5péme,

50  scioirreA éAH aca a s  r ei,’m rAn 
“  nspób.”

6. V i AH lÁip Ann ’r  AH peAppAÓ A bpOÓAip A 
céite,

An creiri'eAÓ ’r  AH cenccA, ah cpeAbAÓ ’r  
AH riob,

HA buAin Ann Aji niAioin 50 pAippnS AS
mévblig,

bionn cAOipig A’r cpéAOA A’r leAnb a s  ah 
iíuiaoi.

n í ’t  cm n eA r, n )’t  a ic ío , iií’b  s a I a^ ,  n l’t  éAg 

Ann,
Aéc rASApc A’r ctéipig A5  E«ibe ha

llAOtíl,
V i  mionÁm AS S&bAp A’r bAinb as ah sceir 

Aim,
’S Aii toitijeAC AS sérnmis AS cpiAtt Ap 

ah mnAoi.

7. CÁ ah c-nirge rAn *5ur *bnAoA
Hone a,

HA COpAÓA ■oéAHCA, ’r ”A tÍOHCA 1
SCÓ’P

CÁ AH liúr A’r  An bpeAC A’r  An eAroon iia 
tu ió e  Ann,

An ■pupcÁii, An pAocAii, An punAé, ’r An 
póii.

V i .  An bpAoÁn ’r  An bAtUÓ ha scóirmuióe 
rAn oióce Aim,

’S An tiubÁn as cpiA tt Ann ó’n bpAippge 
ibóip,

An cÁpcofr ’r All stioiHAfi ’r An cupAboe 
piAbAfi,

Cnúo^ii A’r  iAr5 Ann doth rA,t'rn’S 
móm.

8. V i  AH eitic ’r  AH piA* ’r  SAÍ M,̂ e f'°T'C 
“  SAém ” Aim,

An iHA-oAÓ-pUA* ’ téimnig, An bpoo ’r ah 
wíotr bw&e»

CeÓtCA IU IlgAbAp ’r  "A b-AbApCA o ’Á 
réroeAT)

’S t e  b-éipige ha Spéme -oo ÉÓSpÁ ®o 
dporbe.

C Á  B A o m e  HAir̂ e Ap e A c p A i b  A S « r  mApcAig 
•o i  bpéAÓAinc 

AS piAfiAd cpe nA déile S° ’ " P 4 A” 
ov&d’,

SoitéAp 50 mATOin Apír «Á péAbAÓ
Ó b  A S  H A  c é A O C A ib  A’r t e A b A i f )  t e  

t n i b e .
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9. fág&mi •oíleAÉCA ’p bAincpeAÍlAé CAÍÍAip 
A’f  p é itceA c 

s l l j e  bl-6, A’f  éAT)A1 j ,  A’r  CAÍAttl JAtl
cíor,

SjjolÁipióe boócA pspíob, r5oil, Aguf lé ig -  
eAtni Atin,

tu d c  lAppACA tiA o é ip ce  Ann, a j  CAppAing 
’r  Ag CpiA lt.

ShÁpmg pé An ’ooriiAn in a  h-mbe 'ócAg- 
cpéicpib

Cbng tlA ifcepi Ari áj\Aeb x>6 Ap a bpAOAit» 
f é  ptAtn,

Sé oeipeA* nA oAince: fAogAÍ p ro  a j  ppAtic 
CAApe Ann

Stiocc to m n p g  nÁ péite  tiÁp coigit, aii 
pAÍ>AC.

Translation.

X. Towards the Eve of St. Brigit the days will be growing,
The cock will be crowing and a home-wind shall blow,

And I never shall stop, bat shall ever be going
Till I  find myself roving through the county Mayo.

The first night in Claremorris I  hope to put over,
And in Balia below it the cruiskeens shall flow;

In Coilltemaeh then I’ll be living in clover,
Near the place where my home is and the house that I  know.

2 .1 solemnly aver it, that my heart rises up, Even as the wind rises or as the mist disperses, 
When I  think upon Garra and upon Galleu down from it, Upon the Mile-Bush or upon the 
Plains of Mayo. Killeadan (is) the village in which everything grows; There are blackberries 
and raspberries in it, and fruit of every kind; And if I  were only to be standing in the middle 
of my people, The age would go from me and I  should be young again. | 3. There be’s wheat 
there and oats, growth of barley and of flax; Bye in the ear (?) there, bread of flour, and m eat; 
People who make “ poteen ” selling it there without a licence, The great nobles of the country 
there playing and drinking, There is planting and plowing there, and top-dressing without 
manure; There is many a thing there of which I  have not spoken yet, Kilns and mills working 
and never resting, “ Sorra” talk there is about a penny of rent nor anything of the kind. |
4. There is every sort of timber that it were fit to put down there; There is sycamore and beech 
in it, hazel, fir, and ash, Box and holly, yew, birch, and rowan-berry, And the green-oak, of 
which is made boat and ship and m ast; The log-wood, mahogany, and every timber no matter 
how expensive, And the fior-mhaide (?) which would make every musical instrument; Oltoir (?) 
and white hawthorn a-cutting and a-hewing, And the rod there that would make basket creels 
and lods. | 5. There is the cuckoo and the thrush answering each other there, The blackbird and 
the ceirseach hatching over against them, The goldfinch, the wood-cock, and the linnet in a 
cage there, The snipe leaping up, and the swan from Borne, The eagle out of Achill and the 
raven out of Kesh Corran, The falcon from Loch Erne and the lark from the bog, And if you 
were to be there in the morning before rise of sun, Sure you would hear every bird of them 
a-singing in the grove. | 6. There is the mare there and the foal, beside one another, The team- 
of-six and the plow, the plowman and the seed, The lambs there in the morning numerously 
bleating, There be’s sheep and herds, and the woman has a child. There is no sickness, no 
disease, no plague, no death there, But priests and clerics praying to the saints; The goat has 
kids, the sow has bonhams, And the milch-cow is lowing as she goes towards the woman. | 7. The 
water is in the lake, and the rivers filled, The weirs are constructed, and the nets in working 
order. The pike and the trout and the eel lying there, The crab and the periwinkle, the mackerel
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and seal ■ The salmon and the ballach resting there at night, And the liubhan (little eel, or 
lamprey ?) voyaging thither from the great sea; The tortoise and the lobster and the grey turbot 
Thtfgumets a7d £ >  are there as plenty as turf. | 8. The fawn and the deer and every W  o 
game is there, The red-dog (fox) a-leaping, the badger and the yellow miol (i.e. the hare) 1  
L s ic  of the hounds, and the horns a-blowing, And with the rise of the sun you vou d lift up 
your heart. There are gentlemen on steeds and horsemen being tried, Hunting all through 
other until comes the night, (Then) cellar untU morning agam a-rending, Drink for the 
hundreds and beds to lie down. | 9. The orphan and the widow.get assistance and "eae“ ^ “ n’ 
A way to get food and clothes, and land without ren t; Poor scholars get »nt>i* and schooling 
and learning there, And the people who ask alms are drawing and journeying thither. It over­
came the world for all its good qualities, And Baftery has awarded it the branch, over all that 
T e v e r  sawT The end of the talk is this s Long life to Prank Taafe in it, The descendant of 
the Lynch of hospitality, who never spared the hunt.

Sung to me by Miss Maggie Hession, but known everywhere throughout 
Mayo and Galway. The words are from AbpÁm a u  T t e A c c ú i p e ,  p. 96. 
The a i r  is a  variant of an old tune, commonly known as “ N ell Flaherty’s 
Drake.” For another variant see O’Neill’s Collection (Chicago), No. 763.

59,__cA ism n tc  Ati p ó c A itie  t e i s  ati u is se -b e A tA .
(THE AEGUMENT OP THE DBUNKAED AND THE WHISKEY.)

Sung by Miss Maggie Hession, 
Belclare, Tuam.
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AonAig OillcpioycA, Suropon i oceAC peAPAip tti CAjipcAig.



(  1 1 0  )

2. SeAcctiiAm 50 p|\lacLac 1 bpcAlmATO ’p j 
bptAnCAlb

t)ci§ fcomÁtp t i t  flottm Ap mo leAbAió, 
t»omo gteupgAc AOit oióée ’p Ap niAfoiti Apip, 

11Áp bogAtt) *Ot A cotóce mo CAp Alt) ! 
SeAttAmAtn 5 0  pipeAnn a c  0 0  betptm 0 0  

(5pi ope
5 °  ivoióLcócaió mé o ’ó l  utpge-beACA,

’S 50 bpuit pop AS Att pAOgAt ItAC be Otjlb 
Attn a bfm,

Acc t e  gpÁó do  ha OAonub biop ’ha Alee.

3 . Ip OCAp Att put) bólACC, péAp 1UA1C AgUp 
SAbAtcAp,

CpincncAcc Agup eópttA te  gcAppA'ó, 
mill in PA11 gcóppA, ’gup cetne, cpAcnóttA.

A5UP t>it)ionn ti’peAp bócAip A’p beAtAig. 
téine ’gup c<5ca Ag An Atppionn ■OiAObthtiAig, 

tlACA ’5up bpógA ’pAn bpÁipiun,
A’r 5 °  pAoitim-pe, Ap tvoótg gup peApp p n  

go móp
riÁ beic ’g imceAóo ’p Ag ó t  uipge-beACA.

4 . Ip tiom-pA ctg A tnímugAÓ mAp caió mé 
mo fAogAÍ teAC 

6  bAtneAÓ Att éioc t>íom ’mo leAnb,
5 up cpétg mé mo ÓAOtne, mo bÁitn, A’p tno 

gAolcA,
S n í  péAttpAtnn éú Ap córitai pte nA b-0 Ag-

ÍAtp’.
Oo pcóp ’p OO tttAOtn fAOgAÍCA ’p Ap pOCpUtg- 

eAt) AjtiArii ojtc,
A5«r CA1̂  ^ wnÁib teAtitiA

TtlÁpilteAnn ctt Apíp A’p tto  puppA b e ic  ppioncA 
tlí áubpA ió  piAO bpAon ou tc  Ap ntAfotn.

Att E-llipge-beACA:
5 . rriAipeAÓ! ip Fat)a mé Ag étpceAbc U a c  Ag 

pgetteAgA-ó bpéAg tiom,
Agup CAtépn; mé pétn tAbAipc peApcA,

A’p gup b’tomÓA ptn ttAégAp Ag lAppAtó ua 
t)étpce

’S gAn tuAÓ Aige t e  m’éitiugA-ó. acc a 
WAtle c .

An cé cpumnigeAp nA céAOCA te  cpUAÓCAin 
’p tJÍcééitle 

A’p 11Aá bptlUépAIÓ A béAt, Agup CApc Alp,

CtucpAtt) Ofópe ’h a  óétg Agup peAp-cpoióe 
ttAc n gé ittp ó  

5 aii beic ’g ó t  cotp An clA ióeno An bAttA.

6. PIaó cotntuAttAp péttn mé Ap cont-cpuin- 
niugAb ’p Ap AOnAÓ 

Ag An cé puiópeAÓ go pAÓCA pop im’ Aice. 
tli t  óutc-pe acc t>ié-céittebeic Anoip 00 mo 

féAtlAÓ
A’p ni cperopó 00 pgéAt AccpeAp meACCA. 

tucc CApAÓc’ a ’p  péumA ’p mé 00  óéAnpAf) a  
pétóceAc

A5«r c* F'°r Ag nA céAtiCAib Atp peo. 
éeAnA,

’S go mbím-pe Ag nA ÍAtitep, Ag pAgAtpc, ’p 
Ag ctéipe,

S Ag mÁigtpcip pe téigeAn Agup tAioion.

An pócAipe:
7. WAipeAó! *oocAp Agup gpÁm opc tp cú 

tAbpAp neAtn-nÁtpeAc 
A p ttí étubpAinn-pe cÁtt teAÉ cottt mAié 

opc,
tto dAic mé mo ÓÁCA ÓÁ otóée’p í>á tÁ teAc> 

Agup níop §Ab do 6Áp go pó tnAtc ÓAm.
T)o í>óig cú ctÁp m ’éA tiA in  Agup bÁ ppA  mo 

méApA
’S Ap nA céADAib ni péAOAim a  teAgAn, 

tti’L Aon peAp pAn pAogAt po óutmleócAf) pó 
géAp teAC

llAÓ é A ÓUAlgUp peAtl-éAlOAfi ’p opoc- 
teAbA.

An c-1iipge-t>eACA: ■
8. tipuil gAbA-oub no ceApoutge uac nt)éAn- 

pAÓ •óíom pÁipcno ?
1p mé buACAitt An b A t p e  inp gAc beAtAc, 

tli. t  gpéApunóe nÁ CAittitíp x>’í  tocug ApiAm 
pÁCAÓ

11a6 mbeAnntngeAÓ tn pAn cppÁto t)Am Ap 
mAicin.

Hi t  beAn <5g t)Á bpeÁgAéc nac noéAnpAt) 
tiom gÁipe 

An cpAÉ *oo teAg^Aióe Ap An gctÁp mé ’ha  
b-Aice,

S go mbím Ag An bpÁpA, Ag pAgAtpc, ’p Ag 
bpÁtcptb

A’p nfop éÁin piAtft mé acc peAp meAÉCA.
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An pó cA ip e :
9. puAip ttAipcepi pspiobÓA i le*bAp »a  

■oAomiAcc’ 
tucc póice 50 mbiomi cú o ’Á meAllAÚ 

5 ah tóp-jníotn no óéAiiAtii no f-ÁfAÓ in fAii 
|-AogAt fo

5 0  ’OCUICflí) pi AO OAOp m  fAll bpeACAÓ.

1 pgonnpA nÁ 1 noíopA 111Á cAilXceAp poAp 
coióce

t)e  b Á p p  a beiú c o m p Á v o e A C  ieAG-pA,
■Oetp beAÓA 11A nAOin I11111 5«p cAinc i, oub- 

Aipc Cpiopc 
50 cinnce iiac bpAijpró pé nA plAicip.

Translation.

The Drunkard :
1. O comrade of sweetness I ’ve spent my best years with,

I thought you were cheerful and able;
But many’s the evening that, wholly defeated,

You laid me to sleep in some stable.
The life I am leading I find not too cheering,

See! you burnt my beard on the table 
That night I  was feasting within in Kilcreestha,

When I lay like a sheep by the gable.
2. For a week in peril, in punishment, in pains, In the house of Thomas O’Flynn, on my bed, 

(My wounds) being dressed every night, and again in the morning— (May God never weaken my 
friend !) A promise truly do I give to Christ That I  shall renounce the drinking of whiskey, 
And sure the world knows that it is not with liking for it I  do be, But with love for the people 
who are near it. | 3. A nice thing is cattle, good grass, and a holding of land, Wheat and barley 
to cu t; Meal in the chest, and a fire in the evening. And shelter to offer the traveller; A shirt 
and a coat at Mass on Sunday, A hat, and shoes in the fashion. And I think, surely, that that 
is greatly better Than to be going and drinking whiskey. | 4. I t ’s I, too, am able to expound it, 
because I  have spent my life with you, Since I was weaned, and I  a child; Sure I  have forsaken 
my people, my kith and kin. And I  would not deny you, (and follow) the advice of the Church. 
(Take) your store and your worldly goods, and all that was ever settled upon you, And spend it 
without resting with the ale-women, (Still) if you return again, and your purse to be despoiled. 
They will not give you one drop in the morning. | 5. The Whitkey (answering): Musha! it’s long 
I’m listening to you shelling lies at me. And myself must speak out in future; Sure it’s many’s 
the naygur looking for alms (like you), And without his having the price to ask for me, except 

■ his wallet. He who gathers together hundreds (of pounds) by hardship and foolishness, And 
who will not wet his mouth, and thirst on him, There will come after him an heir, and a man 
of heart, who will not refuse To be drinking it beside the fence or the wall. | 6. Am not I 
courteous company at a gathering or at a fair For the man who would sit down shyly (?) beside 
me ? I t is only want of sense in you to be now refusing me. And no man but a poltroon will 
believe your tale. People of coughs and phlegm, it is I  who could relieve them, And the hundreds 
know this already; Sure the ladies have me, the priests, too, and the clergy. And the masters 
of learning and of Latin. | 7. The Drunkard : Musha, trouble and disgust on you! it’s you who 
speak shamelessly, And I  would not give you a character half so good; I  have spent my term 
of two nights and two days'with you. And your case has not gone too well with me, You have 
burned my fcrehead and the tops of my fingers, And on the strings (of the violin) I  cannot lay
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!Ts 7 ™ m T uf  t  400 kosely againetyou’ Bnt his due

When I  would be laid on the tahl 1,5 "n8 ^woman, however fine, who would not laugh with me

comrade of vnnra TPVta i;#»s il . . . ,, ever lost, Anrough his being a
certainly he shall’not gain the Havens. 8 * '  “  * *  “  “  * " * *  What ° hris‘ has spoken- That

, 1 „heard ‘hÍS a0ng sun8 h?  anyone but the Hession family They

“ her- ihe —  » * -  -  - 4 ^

60.— t n ^ m e  s c A t i u A n .  

(MAEY STAUNTON.)
.  J  = 72 Sung by Muss Maggie Hession,

f—fi-— n —  _______  _   Belolare, Tuam.
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W eipope be r 5 éim A’r  r„A o,. -s  _ /  , . . .  ..
,... , .  h „ r5élm  A’r 5n40,) ’S ^ n -A b p A in n  l l é - l e n  a h  tUm-

| |É l |É ^ g
•jllOgAtl

S|AéA5  - AC, Aj\ c« ic  HA •JCA T>’Á bÁpp’ T&n CpAOI. CÁUpAÓ’r

g it ’ inn - ci
'* * *  A é é , t - e :  ’r  W a  h é ,t-i,i nÁ CUAC

epAOlb, ’s  A méin tiA a cpeic - p e  n{ jjeobf-ATOe t

n-Aon beAti, 6  An p éA p t .  a bí i m b A ,t - u, .  t,Ac.
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2. u á  bpetcceá an ppéinbean a ’p í ifpabcA
gbeupca, ,

t á  bpeág gpéine fan  cppÁm, ’p í p ú b a t, 
Solup lapca  ap a  bpoLlac gbégeal

T)o ciúbpa* Léip^eap no peap gan pint.
Ca sp a*  na gceu'oca i gcbáp a  h-éaoaiii,

Ip geabb a  peucamc be peubc a ’ buain,
’S tiá  m beiúeaó pi i u-éitipeacc t e  bmn na 

iioéice
tlí puap t>o bénup oo beappaibe an c-úbatb.

3. Cá a  po tc  ag  capa* té i pop 50 gbúnaib,
A5 pibleaó ’p ag  Luba* 50 b é a l  a  bpóg,

tla  woualcaib pjapca, ’pé com 5W  le  
■opúcca,

’S na cpoibptbe a ’ pguaba* na ■oiaij pan 
póo.

A’p púo í an éúiLpionn ip gibe múince 
. t>Á’p popgaib púib a ju r  -o’á maipeann beó, 

’S -oá mbuó Liom-pa oúicce an Cigeapiia 
búcan

Oap bpig tno cúipe buó Liotn-pa an cpeóio.

4. Cá a cum caot caibce ’p a  gpuaó map na
pópaib

’S a T>á ctc cóm-cpuinn op cómaip a cpovóe, 
A bpájaro a  leaca ’p a cúilín ómpa,

A’p map ■opúcc an pógmaip ’peaó bpeac- 
nuigeann pí.

toipgib, Cicepo, no cómacc Llóincp 
n í ciúbpaó 1 gcóim-iiieap a  pséim ’p a 

5"aoi,
fcuic mé 1 bpeacAÓ tea c  a  bbác na h-óige 

’S tnuiia 'ocij cú ag ó l  Liom ní thatppeao 
mí.

5. Ag púbaL no a g  oainpa t>á bpeicpeá an
pLantroa

t)o béappá c’annpacc no bbác na gcpaob, 
A gpuaó cpe Lapaó ’p, a  cpoióe gan aiiigap, 

’S nac bágac an pun ceanncuga* te  n-a 
bpobbac mín.

Cómacca Samppon no Atesíanoep 
Ap noóig, ni panncócainn 1 n-áic mo 

mtan,
’S mup bpágao ceat) caince be ITIÁipe 

Scancon
Cá mé 1 n-ampap gup geapp mo paogat.

6. Úug pi “  m apa ”  óam 50 moc le  pbéipup, 
beag p’ péac agam  agup ní ’pa gclúvo,

■O'ób pí T)L‘OÓ opm, b ’í cpoióe na péiLe í,
In pan am ap éipig mé be oub cum p ú b a il. 

X)o b u a it mé ’Labaipc a ’p cómpáó bét,
1p muince o ’péac p  opm, bbác na  n-úbabb, 

Acc po bannaióbéib 'oaoib gan pocab bpéige, 
5up pág mé an cpaob aici ó tiláipe 

bpún.

Tkanslatioh.

1. There’s a lovely posy lives by the roadway,
Deirdre was nowhere beside my joy.

Nor Helen who boasted of conquests Trojan,
For whom was roasted the town of Troy.

Her cheeks like roses through lilies growing,
Her mouth melodious with songs of glee ;

Such mien and motion were never noticed 
Since died our posy was in Ballylee.

2. If you were to see the sky-woman and she prepared and dressed Of a fine sunny day in 
the street, and she walking, And a light kindled out of her shining bosom That would .give
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mght to the man without an eye. There is the love oi hundreds in the forehead of her face 
Her appearance is as it were the Star of Monday, And if she had been in being in the time 
the gods, I t  is not to Venus the apple would have been delivered up. | 3. Her hair is twining with 

er, down to her knees, Twisting and curling to the mouth of her shoe, In scattered strands
“ T 7  “  ,e 7 ’ And the twists'of-hair seep ing  after her up the road. And there is the’ 
coolun brightest and most mannerly Of all who ever opened eye, or live in life; And if I  were 
to have the estate of Lord Lucan, By the virtue of my eonscience, the jewel would be mine I 
. Her waist is narrow, chalk-white, and he*countenance like the roses, And her two breasts

is l" k e T  “h °Ver ,af lnS‘ her heart 5 Her Deci and ^ r  cheeks and her amber back hair And it 
is like the harvest dew she appears. Virgil, Cicero, or the power of Homer Would not bring a
caparison  for her beauty and mien j I  have fallen into sin (desiring) you, 0  Blossom of Youth
And unless you come to drmk with me I shall not live a month. | 5. Walking or dancing, if you
were to see the plant. You would give your affection to the blossom of the branches Her
countenance lit-up, and her heart without trouble, And were it not a lovely thing to be close to
her smooth bosom ? The power of Samson or of Alexander Surely I  would not envy in^lace

wuTL sh o T l e sVe bade “ * *° *° S*“ > 1 am in that my life
to t h ™ Í  t  v “ ? g“0d'm0rr0W eariy With PIeasure. She set a seat for me, and not 
in the oomer, She drank a drink on me, she was the heart of generosity At the time that I

lZ l 7  T 8° Z  “ 7  ÍOt,mey' 1 bega” SPeaJd“B and conTers*n8 with her) I t is mannerly she
°?ked a* bl~ ! Here is my bail of mouth for you witho* a word of lie That

I  have left the branch with her away from Mauria Brown. ’

This is a well-known song by the poet Eaftery. I t  was sung to me by 
Miss Maggie Hession, and the words are taken from Dr. Douglas Hyde’s 
Volume, “ AbpÁin a,i HeAccdipe,” p. 320, now unfortunately out of print. 
An CjiAoibin has kindly given me permission to use the words and
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61.— o iL e á t i  éA ’Ó A ig.
(ISLANDEADY.)
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2 . b t i ó  ■ o e i j 'e  a h - é A t > A i i ’ p  a c o i f ' c é i t n  é A O c p o m  

T1Á a o h  b e A t i  i  t i - é i p i n t i  A g  p ú b A t  A n  c - f p A i - o ,  

A t j á  c t c  gtégeAÍ’ te  t iA  t e A i i b  A  b p e u g A Ó ,

Ac a fcóp níop féAT) tné i CAbAipc ó’n mbÁf. 
b ’̂ eApp tiorti 50 móp-móp mo ■diaií» pA« pún i 
A5 bteAgAn tno bó nó 1 gcionn mo cige 
TlA pAióbpeAp óeóippe’sup pÁgAiin paoi úó é 
’SsupfAOitiAfóroeA-o’fÁsmé pcópmocporóe.

1. In Tslandeady my first love’s grave is,
My heart I  gave her when I  was yonng;
To hear the wailing of her three lone babies, 
Sure none can please them, my heart is 

wrung.

I’m weak and weary, I may as well say it,
A shadow fading with grief and woe,
My heart is aching, why did you leave me, 
Avourneen dheelish, in the clay, ochone ?

2. Her face was fairest, her footstep airy,
No girl in Erin of equal grace,
Her bosom heaving, to her baby cleaving,
But I could not save her from cruel fate.
To me far dearer ’twas to be near her,
Than all the pleasures of the world wide s 
Than King George’s gold store, and that twice 

over,
But beneath the green sod we’ve left my bride.

When sending this air, with several others, Mrs. Maguire regretted she 
could not give me the words also, owing to the unfortunate loss of a precious 
ms. The two verses are all that Dr. Maguire could remember from the 
singing of- an old man named Ned Gibbons, near Claremorris. “ S a i I  4 5
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' s . ^  16> BiV““ “  “  “ rlier P“  ° ' “ »  ta »K.»  — ttar version of «hi. 

OiU»n e .-o o ij  (Islandeady) is a p l.ee between Castlebar and Westport.

62.—a  b i t u i n n i L U n  b e u s A c .
(POLITE LITTLE MAIDEN.)

Air sent to me by Mb. T. O’Sullivan.
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50 m oc Leir An Lá. . ®A" ce,Ll' P HeiLLeAO do  LeA50 moc Lei]' An LÁ

Ag t)ÍA móp ’cÁ tiA cumACCA, niop pubAit ré but, W „ I 7 °  ^
peAji eite nfor reAnn, . ' .  U1C in eiLitigAf) 11Á ha b-éniinípeAji e ite  nfof peApp

A pcóp, nÁ CAbAip c u t oom ip cn mo inúinmn ’s  cun ind
Le n-A ocug mé óuic cnÁó. P p ue 0 0  bpeagA ppe cétLe a  óuaióLe n-A ucug mé Dine gpÁó

ifceAC 111 mo oeAtin.
3. SeobAinn co£a ééiLe óóm péin oÁ mbémn 5. 0Á ceAn Tól ™ -

peiLeAmnAc oó (= oipeAiimAc), mo " ° m° V ^ t
b e n n  , „ „ 1 . 1 ..... 1,1 mo cpo iée,

■a teitiro jAti éA'OAc, CAOttAC nÁ ’g -W1 *-
bó. p t  m\ 5 °  ’oeo tiac  t>cói5 reÁ iia  cacui j c e

SAiobpeAp *>* ti-éipeAnn, ni 5ac aoii ou m e a Acc I n o m T r '
bpeiLeAnn f é  i>6 , f  <5 CAim popea  peo póigi'n ad ia c  ó

5 °  omubpAinn An m éio  peo ppé óéiLe o ’reAn 6  .
An cp o ióe  móip. ” 4,0 ^"°S  111 °  CÓ15 Lóipoín 50  Leige

cu p5ic.
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6. ’S A CAltlUÍ ÓgA TIÁ pOfAlt) feAp All T)Á 
cpoióe,

OÁ m b é A *  iióca cúig bpúnc Aige ■o’ó l p A Ó  - p é  

ó  mAioin 50 pAOic.
LéApfAinn mo tiióroe a)i mo jlúim b jmt t>á 

1 1 - é ip e ó c A i m i  ’tiio fuióe,
5 «p cú bAin oíom ah ói5e,’imle|'CÓ!pin,’f  goitj 

cú 1110 cporoe.

7. A  b tlA C A lb ll ÓgA 11Á |.)Ó|'ATt> A tAH t>e 11 l  

mnÁ,
’S iiít 1 11-A ngtópcAÍ AÓc n i á p  ■o’ é i p e o Ó A ’ó  a h  

t;ul ie  A|i An cpÁig.
50 ocpiomuigrb toc  éipne ’f  50 ucpeigif) An 

eAlA a clutiiAc bÁn 
ní mnpeócA mé ‘o’Atjn f(lAp cé ’n péAfúr, a 

■ecus m é ■óuic 5pÁÁ.

TnANSIATION.

X. Polite little maiden, ’tis you caused a thousand sighs in my breast—And yet hundreds are 
spoken of who never marry—Your two roguish eyes, and your quiet, thin, smooth, delicate little 
mouth, You are my little treasure to woo, and if X could, I would go to you. | 2. And is it not 
I  that am bashful in the comer where I am unknown, Thinking of my Móirin at eve and at 
dawn of day ? With the Great God are the powers !—a better mafi never walked—0  treasure, 
turn not your back on me since you are my dearest to whom I gave love. | 3. I ’d procure for 
myself an excellent spouse did 1 suit him, A woman with nothing, no dress, no sheep nor a 
cow.—The wealth of Ireland, not everyone does it suit—But I ’d give it till in one lump to 
the man of big heart. | 4. And the day you gave me to know that you wouldn’t woo such a 
woman as me I Haw I was devoid of sense in yielding to such a sluggard as you! To deceive the 
birds with chaff would not be less difficult than to woo me, Yet many of your lies got confusedly 
into my head. | 5. In my heart lies exceeding great love for my treasure—And I  thought that 
never would you rouse up those temptations in me—But now that I’m married, here’s a little 
kiss from my heart, Since in youth you seduced me take lodging till you find rest. | 6. Young 
maidens, do not marry a man of two hearts. Should he have a five-pound note, he’d carouse 
from morn till eve. I ’d swear on my knees ere I ’d arise That it was. you, thousand treasures, 
snatched from me my youth and my heart. | 7. Oh, young boys, there are many women you 
should not marry.—There is naught in their voices but just as the tide striking up on the 
beach—Till Loch Erne runs dry and the swan deserts her white plumage, To no. man shall 
I  give the reason of my love for you.

Mr. T. O’Sullivan, N.T., Organist of St. Patrick’s Church, Galway, sent 
me this beautiful air, which he noted down from the singing of William Gill, 
of Barna, near Galway, and the words were sent me by the Kev. Nicholas 
Pagan, who took them down from the same source.

For variants see “ AmjiÁin Cloitine goetieA t,” p. 12; “ Siom fo on 
geimpno,” p. 51, ten verses.
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63,—At! seA n -otm ie  cAin. 
(THE CEOOKED OLD MAN.)

1. _  co Sung by Miss Bridget Forde, 
A  *  ~ Sylane, Tuam.
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leó p  A,Ee, AipgeAt» A>p óp bu,t»e ’p é  a cup A éeAnn.

2- Kmne pé córiiAiple bean Ó5 a
pÓJ-At)

5 °  ScoinneóéAÍ) pé a éóppAÍ 
peAcc 11-tiAipe niop peÁpp, 

itlAttnn ’p cpÁcnótiA bi peApg 
’r 51'»Aim tiipci 

P*ot eocAip ah cpanc, A’p »i pAib 
P ’5» FÁgÁil.

3. Ipe: bA puApAc ah cptige butc ch
bHAÍAb pAOl tnHAOl Ap blC, 

’S A pop a’At» 50 pig-tHAlÉ HAÓ 
tJCtUbpAtl ÓU1C spÁf»! 

tluAip HAC mop i mo £haoi opc, 
nÁp pÁgA cú 00 PAO§aL é 

So bpAitpA mé CAOlb teAC, a 
peAiiotiine cAim!

4. eipeAH : lu ó  o cu j mé 50 Leóp «tnc, Aip-
5eAt> A’p óp buitie, 

bÁio beAEA’pbÁn> mópA, CApAll
’r cÁpp,

t e  11-1C6 t»o bócAin, beACA ihaic 
1 gcótnmiTóe,

C05A leAbAb ctím Aig ’p ceAt» 
co'oIaó pÁtii ?

5• <5it1 &’p ’c A o n  cpópc eite a gcuip-
peÁ-pA ppópc AHH,

So flÚ AH pApApÓll l e  CAbAipC 
teAC m t»o tÁim ;

C A p A b b  i h a i c  n ó  p ó t n i  l e  c n p  

p ú c  1 g c ó m n u i ó b  

’Out ’nn Ai ppiHti t)lA bOIHHAlg 
m Á  o c ó g p c Á  ó u t  Af.n !

6 .  i p e :  Í>Á t>cu5cÁ a h  m ó p - f A O § A l  t e

n - i c e  ’p  b e  n - ó b  « « ,  

S A i ó b p e A p  R i  Ó e o i p p e ,  b A Ó  t f i ó p  

é  t e  p á ó ,  

b o t n g e A p p A O i  p e o b c A i b  A ’p c ó i p c í

A p  b ó i c p i b ,  

bpeApp liom  p e A p  05 ’ n Á  c ú ,  a 
p e A i r o u m e  ÓAim.

7. eipeAtl : tlUAip HAC HglAcpA cú cótiiAiple
céip ig  ó ’Á cópuróeAcc,

Cuip opc OO bpÓgA, 00 etÓCA Ap
T>0 bpÁgAlt), 

bf A p  H A  Cpop-bÓlÓpib ClÓeACC 
AH CpÁCHÓllA,

CA peAnp ah  peAp 65 a’ao mÁ 
b íonn cú 1 bpAtJ ahh .
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8. nuAifi GiocpAf ah o rbce ’f  iiac

b f in je  cú Aon -oioeAn,
CofócA c« Aj- oAotneAÍ) ’f  gAii Aon 

tiiAic buic Ann ; 
fciubpAinn Ail biobt-A Aiinpn be 

glan-fifnm 
50 mVpeApp beau beic ’pifo *5 

T>o feA iroum c c am  !

9 . Ipe ; I f  fUAfAC An m i) -ÓAtn m o  pAiiiAib
b e  liinAoi b e ic  

A 5 cAiceAth m o  f-AojAib beAC 5 An 
fúg fA Ó  nÁ 5 |\eÁ nn,

’S A fAiffneAcc ’f  cÁ’n fAogAÍ 
a’ Ain ó S aiU iiti gobuímneAc, 

’S A liACCAije pn muítiineAC 1 
gConntiAe An ÓLÁip.

10. n ó  ÓÁ bfÁ jA inn TiioeAn cunceAbb
nA SAOiffinn 

■O’ féA'OfAinn An géithpeAÓ a caic- 
eAih 50 fÁnh,

)

SÁfócAÓ fé  m’ incinn ’f  ni béAÓ 
cuipfe cporóe opni 

Ag fAnAthAinc CAOib b e A C ,  A 
feAivoume ÓAiin 1

11 . eifeAn iWÁ .mbeiceÁ com CfíonnA ’f  bAÓ 
ceAjic 00 beAn cige  beiír,

’S cú D’féA'ofA'ó An jjenhpeA'ó a  
cAiceAih 50 fÁith, 

OlAnmiAECAOf Aó,’f  50 n-iocfAÓ 
f é An cíof ■oumn 

‘S An tnéAO e ile  óeAiifAimif é 
beic fAOI n-Af tÁiih.

12. Tli niAf fin a bí cú, acc tÁn ne
bpoc-ftnAomcib—

1f  lonrÓA fópc inctnn a cigeAiinf 
00  thnÁib;

Acc CÁ mé pi j-c m n c e , ■oÁ 
mbeiceÁfÁcAó cAoibeAihAib 

IIac n-AmoócÁ coióce 50 f  Aib
cú ’gÁ fÁjjAlb.

Tbanslation.
1. 1 was well acquainted with a fairly respectable old man, Who dwelt down in the glen. He 

was well off, and had plenty of cattle. Silver, and gold, and adding to it. 2. He determined to 
marry a young woman In order to get on seven times better. Morning and evening she was 
vexed and troubled For the key of the trunk, which she couldn’t find. | 3. “ ’Twas a pitiful 
thing for you to come under the control of a woman When you knew quite well that she would 
not give you love; Though my affection for you isn’t  great, may you never get it Till I  remain 
beside you, orooked old man. | 4. “ Have I  not given you enough gold and silver, Small 
boats and large, a horse and a oar, Enough to eat, and always a good living, Choicest feather 
bed, and leave to sleep tranquilly ? 5. That, and every other thing you take delight in, Even to the 
umbrella to have in your hand, A good horse, or pony, to ride always, Going to Mass on 
Sunday, if you wish to do so ? ” | 6. “ If you gave me tbe whole world to eat and to drink, The 
riches of King George, which were very great, Ships under sail, and coaches on the roads, I 
would prefer a young man to you, crooked old man.” | 7. “ When you won’t take advice, go 
in search of it. Put on your boots, your cloak on your shoulderB (breast);. Be at the cross 
roads when the evening comes, And perchance you’ll get a young man, if you remain there long, j
8. When night comes and you cannot get shelter You will begin to lament, but it will be of no avail. 
I ’d swear by the Bible with perfect truth, You’d prefer to be again with your crooked old man.” |
9. “ I t’s wretched for such a woman as me To spend my life with you, without joy or delight, 
And the world so wide for me from Galway to Limerick, And numerous Munstermen in county 
Clare. | 10. Or if I  got shelter round Seershin, I  could spend the winter comfortably, I’d be
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satisfied iD my ^ n d  andno weariness of heart on me Bemaining besideyou, crooked old man.” |

omfortabl T h e  wo t r  1 “  Sh°UW ^  y0U that C°"M ^  the winter
would t  Í ^ n r  Wnd t o W  * *  fOT " S’ Atíd what more ™ should makewould be at our hand. 12. But you are not like that, but full of bad thoughts -M any are the

w Í l T  Yuwmould°nWOmendS mtl dSr B n * “  ̂  that if ^  were -mfortaMe andwen off. You would never admit that such was the case.

This is a song bjr the Connemara poet, Colm tk ib p , p. 9, whose poems
W6hr 1°0l;ef ed "ome years ag° ^  the late pÁt>r *i5  tTUc p , * ^ ,  and
PfUehSl̂ d ,by the GadlC League' 1 giye the words with the kind permission of the Gaelic League.

6 4 .-1 S  U tltlA g  5 A tt THIS’ 1 SASA11A. 

(A PITY I ’M NOT IN ENGLAND.)

Sung by Miss Bridget Fobde, 
Sylane, Tuam.

t-~ J 1 1 w- 1 ■' I—
írrg ir-ft—̂ " 1 J H —r ~ 0 ------- * --------:

f j ...... " — ..... ' ----- t f c i

lÉÍ
my* tlA SlAjt—

~ 0~

in - oia - aAib, ’s  An
■ m------ ~cf~

a scotrniuigeAnn mo. gpÁó bÁti.
2. A^up niAipe An edit, DUAtAig 
’11a fu m e  ’o ip  m o x>S hÁith,
A’f  5 0  m béióm n-pe ’gÁ bpéA^AÓ 
5 o  h-é ipge  An LÁ bÁm.

• 1 .1 would I  were in England,
In Spain or merry France,

Or in the West on Indian shores,
To meet my white love’s glance.

3. tlUAip a  luióim Ap mo teAbAm 
Ui’L puAiihneAf te  pÁgÁit:
CÁimo APPA1115 in mo CAoib beAp 
Agup hole pi mo tÁp.

2. O Maure I of the plaited looks 
If you were here with me,

Sure, ’tis myself would woo you, love, 
Till morning came to see.

4. Dodcúipi h a  cpuinne,
’S  iat> u ite  he pÁgÁit,
t l i ’ l  m o  h e i g e A f  A g  A n  m ém  p m

A c c  a j  tnÁipe An edit, bÁin.

3. I  lay me on my bed of pain, 
I  lay me not to rest,

My heart it is a bleeding heart, 
A wound is in my breast.
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5 . If  fAOA tné *5 imceAcc 
Ap cuaififg miiÁ cige,
A mACfAiiiAit iii facAió mife 
1 iubaibe iiá i od p . .

6. Ho 50 bfACA me am fcÁvo-beAii 
Ap CAOib Cmiic-iiA-Sróe,
’S A gpUAg ’n-A cpi tJUAÍAlg 
Ag fgÚAbAÓ be gAoic.

7. geAbb mo f cóp céAt> daiii 
’S ÓÁ m ite bó,
’S geAbb pi ’11-A óiaió pn 
50 tioéAnpaó pi ceAÓ móp.

8. Acc niAp éipigeAf ah geAbAC 
’S A fgAÍAf AM gpiAII,
’S.bbiAbAin ’f  An tÁ AmÁpAC 
béló An fAippge fiop.

9. Cup a beié 1 SAfAtiA 
A gup mife fA SpÁinn,
‘S 50 n-éAtóóAiiin in mo téine  
be mÁipe An cúit bÁin.

4. The leeches of the world all
Would pity my sad plight;

There is no lance to probe my wounds 
Save Mary’s glance of light.

5. ’Tis long I have been roving
In country and in town,

But never in my wanderings met 
A maid of such renown ;

6. Until I  saw my white love
On the slopes of Knook-na-shee, 

Her tresses in the fairy wind 
A streaming wild and free.

7. My true love she did promise me
Two thousand ambling kine.

And on her ample pasture-lands 
To rear a mansion fine.

8 .1 swear me by the midnight moon. 
And by the noonday sun,

I’ll leave the seas behind me 
Ere another year is done.

9. 0 , would you were in England,
Ánd I  in sunny Spain,

That I  might rise and speed me thence, 
To woo my love again.

I  have given this song as I  heard it  sung by Bridget Forde, Sylane. It 
will be observed that the 7th and 8th stanzas have already occurred in the 
song, “ UAob Ú aII -oe CÍAiúe ua UeójiAnn ” (No. 14, p. 26). Another song 
of this name is printed in “ CeóL Siúé,” p. 92, issued by the Irish Boot 
Company, and a version of the same, with music, is given in “ CiÁippeAc ha 
u-gAeúeAt,” Part II; hut neither the words nor air bear any resemblance to 
our song. Petrie also has two airs of this name. Nos. 1178 and 1179.
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65— tlA tn  11A H A jA ltA lg .  

(WILLIE EE ILLY.)

J =  80 Aeolian mode. BUUg uy JHISS MAGGIE ilESSION,
Belolare, Tuam.

1. An cmm-m lib  - )-e ’n oióc’ úo, i An c p p iio  peo

cpiup oe ii4 innÁib b i n ’ Ann, l e  mo g p ió  geAl — f t t  .
a ’ cup Ap leAbAIT).

2. m o  bAincpeAbAc *p ’mo liiAiJoeAn a 
pÁ5AÓ m é 50 b -cg ,

’S CAbAip pgéAl Ag mo mumcip gup biiceAÓ 
mo thile pcóp.

*Oi m béib inn  Ap au  c p i ig  ah l i  pm Agup mo 
t i i  l i n t i  beic ’pA pgóo, 

m  fOCAl OU1C, A beAn Hi tlA^AllAIg, ipOCAp
A leigeAppAinn 0 0  bpón.

4. A’pniop mópliom 0 0 ,’liAm óltAgAllAig, 
a beic ’iiA cliAtiiAin Ag An pig,

’S cuipcini geAÍA gléi-geA ÍA  Ap gAC CAob oe  
inp Ail o ió c’, 

mAigoeAn ciúin c é i l l e  a b e ic  Ag péibceAc a 
cm n;

’S <5 luAióeAÓ pmn t é  cé iíe , ip cpuAg mAp 
o ’éAg cú l e  mo linn.

3 .  T li  f n o n g n A ó  pgéA l c p i r ó c e  a  b e i c  Ag 0 0  

t i i i c A i p  ’p Ag c ’ ACAip,
A ’r  A5  I a h A l c p A  h a  g c i o c  mbin a  bíoó a ’ 

c ilice  opc ’p cú ’00  leAnb.
H i  i i p i g i m  0 0  b e A n  p ó p c A  n i p  c ó i p i g  A p iA in  

00  leAbAió,
S ó c u A i ó  cú ’un nA c p A ^ A  An l i  pm, mo léAn 

gup fipu ig  opc a  c i g e A c c  a  b A i l e ,

5. C i 0 0  púile Ag h a  péipcib Agup 0 0  béAl Ag 
h a  popcim ,

C i 00  ó i  liiih  geAlA gléi-geAlA pAOi géAp- 
pmAcc iiA m bpAoin;

Cúig púnc a béAppAinn 00 ’n cé a cóigpeAÓ 
mo óiAn-gpió,

Acc ’pé mo léAn cú b e ic  c’ AonpAic, t l e l l i  
$ le ig e A t Hie éiúpcim .
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6. beAntiAcc t»é oo'n cpiáp a cu A16 go Citt 
Oaii Airni,

AgíoótACAn an AÚAp.peAOAp bi 1 n-A oip a 
ceicpe póix>.

Íiá  ■ócigceÁ faot ceAnn míopA, aóc 1110 léAti, 
('ou>ce ní ciocfAif),

’S 11AC cpuA§ pn, be&ti YAn oióce,’f  * CAOim- 
céAC 1 robÁpp cuintie !

7. 1116 IT lA bbA C C  * 0  t lA  J -A O p A lb  A  JU tltlC ! AÍÍ 

b Á o ,

tlAÍAji Aicpip nom féirt 50 pAib an c-éAjg my 
11A ctÁip!

■QÁ ■océigceÁ 50  Coitb CócAip’f  a ii c*Áx>niAi> 
A ceAtniAÓc x>AO]\ 

tlí bÁit>pi>e tno |'CÓ|\-|'A a |\  cój'CAib Mai- 
Bay.

T ranslation.

1. Do you remember that night ? the town was full of horses, With priests and brothers who 
were speaking of the wedding. There was a fiddle on a table, and the harp was being played, 
And there were three fair women there to lay out my love. | 2. A widow and a maiden was I  left 
while yet young! And bear the news to my people that my love was drowned. If I  were on the 
strand that day and my two hands on the sheet, My word to you, Mrs. Beilly, ’tis well I  would 
cure your sorrow. | 3. No wonder sorrow now distracts your mother and your father And the 
nurse of the white bosom, who spoke of you when a child. I’d pass by your wedded wife, who 
never made your bed, Since you went to the strand that day, and alas! failed to come home. | 
i .  I  would not consider it above Willie Beilly to be son-in-law to a king, With bright shining 
curtains on each side of him in the night, A gentle, sensible maiden to be arranging his 
head (on the pillow). Since we were engaged to one another, Alas, that you should have 
died from me (in my time) 1 | 5. The monsters have your eyes, and the crabs your mouth; 
Your two bright white hands are in the power of the salmon. I  would give five pounds 
to the person who would take up my love, But, my grief, that you are left alone, fair Nelly 
Jordan ! | 6. The blessing of God on the three who went to Eilannin To hurry Father Peter, 
who was eighty years old. If you came in a month’s time, but, my grief, you will never come 1 
How sad for a woman in the night, and her spouse upon the waves 1 | 7. My curse on the trades­
men who made the boat. Because they did not tell me that death was in the boards. If you 
had gone to Killtogher and bought timber that was dear. My love would not be drowned on the 
coast of Malbay.

This is a song that is very popular in Connacht, but is not to be confused 
with the ballad in English of that name.

An Armagh version of this song is given in “ CeolcAib tltoA,” p. 140, 
and in 11 SiAiupa ati $eimpró,” p. 112. Professor O’Maille, C. C. Galway, has 
kindly given me permission to use these words. See p. 85, “ AmpÁin Ct-Ainne 
J jA eó eA t.”

Another version of this song was given by SeÁn ITlAcgiollA-An-ÁcA in 
the Irish  Review, August, 1912. .
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6 6 .— s i u M n  m g  u m m .  

(JUDY MAGUIRE.)

Sung by Miss Beidobt Fobde 
Sylane, Tuam.

l. 6 - *r +  tr
o ’éip-tj ttté Ap mAium Ag CAppAmgc

q Il 6 OArr«»«5c Aon-Aig

iftótn. A r  niftl >*. . _______  . ^~*Lmótp, Ag t>fol ’p ag  ceAimad
^ ,m5 mo ’ÓAome - - poriiAm, b UA,l

cape mé ap ah mbealaa A’r ftn* min „_^ jf ________ _____ r mir' 6 n°r ag <5t ,  'S gup te

Í P Í ^ ^ p
siúbÁn " '5  tuiup a- D>01 m i r , e w  mo ^

2 . ’S A áiubÁH n,g  tlibip, AH mtpoe teAC mé 
b e ic  cm n ?

mocpÁÓ! mÁ’p mipoe lion, enpa beic pince 
1 JfClljti*—

bpótnce ’gup mtnlce beic ’pg,leA* Ap ÉAoib 
no <5«m,

AgupceAT) A b e ic i n-loppapgonctgeA * pfot
®abA Atm cpuitm .

1. In the dawn-time ambling early unto a 
neighbouring fair

To bargain and to barter, and to rid me of my 
care,

Thirst smote me by the wayside, and, oh, fair 
one of my heart,

I  drank thy health in bumpers, though I  saw 
my wealth depart.

s. ’S A ámbÁ.1 Pig Uvóip, >r c6 bun 
bápp mo pgéit,

’3  Ap tútiÁib a  cun* go ocug pi ah bÁipe 
L<?i

t e  Site, t e  pmite, t e  mAipe ’p t e  OÁ ncpiAti
rséith, '

’S HAÓ mipe An cpoAg ffttnpe >p mé ’pSapA- 
thamc amapAb lét 1

2. And, Judy, do you pity me that I  am making 
moan,

As I  might keen you, darling, were you sleep.
mg ’neath a stone,

With the mill-wheels whirring round you, in 
the daylight and the gloom,

In the cold tombs of Brristill the trumpet-call 
of doom ?
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4 . 6 , fAignióp ptigiL tné bpipeA-ó Af gájvoA 
An p io g ;

T>o’n p é  pijinn AgAtn a  beipimi Ap cápCA 
oige;

t»o buAitpnn ah 'opomA ’5«)' feinnpnn Ap 
cLÁippj CA0111;

A5 CUppAC Óltt-OApA 5 «p fgApAf be SpÁf) 
nio óporóe.

5. tiAp 1 n-loppuj- gá |-ca]u; Agup |'cóp mo 
cbéib,

ptAiinCA A il leinb A o’eicig mo pópAÓ 
’troé;

beiji pgéAÍA UAitn cuici, tnÁ cu^ inipe p ó j  
o ’Á beut,,

3 0  ■ociubpAinn T11 ruil.be t>Á ^cuipeAÍ) p  at) 
bóbAcc béi.

6 .  b e i p  p g é A l A  U A iin  c u i g e ,  50 ■oettiiiii h a c

b p ó | 'p A i n n  é ,

6  c u a I a  n i i p e  g u p  c u i p  ] 'ó  l . e  b ó l , A c r  m é ;

1UÁ c á  b u A i b  A5AC 11Á A ti l o m A G A i é  mónÁin
rppé.

Do'n p é  b e A i i  a j a c  ’ j- b é i ó  t i u p e  A p  mo com- 
A i p l e  f é i  11.

3. She haunts my tale for ever as a sigh might
haunt the calm.

And from her fairest women-folk she bears 
aloft the palm ;

Her beauty floats for ever on the ripples of my 
song;

God! must to-morrow part me from her I loved 
so long 1

4. I  am an old-time soldier who once upheld
the king;

I swigged the brimming tanker, and made the 
tavern ring;

I would wake the drum to fury, and from the 
harp snatch woe,

But, alas ! ’twas at the Curragh I  beheld my 
loved one go.

5. Westward in Erris dwells the fair one of my
heart,

Who yesterday refused my troth and bade my 
love depart;

Oh, bear a message to her that for each kiss 
of mine,

A thousand more I’d give her were she present 
with her kine.

6. “ Oh, bear those tidings to him,” were the
bitter words she said,

“That since he loves my herds and lands myself 
he ne’er shall wed;

If herds and ample pastures be his to have and 
hold,

His be the fair one of his choice, not mine, his 
love grown cold.”

This song was sung to me by Miss Bridget Forde, Sylane, Tuam. She 
learned the air from her father, who had forgotten the words. She used the 
words found in “ Ceol Sróe,” p. 11, published by the Irish Book Company. 
For variants see Petrie, Nos. 1440, 1517, and 594.
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J = 108

67. A n  s § e i l p í t i  T > r i o i$ n e A c .

(THE THOBNY CLIFF.)
Snng by Miss Maggie Hession, 

Eélclare, Tuam.

:f = f ± f  . _  . _ ________

Ŝ L - J L j L z t t - Ce T * "  W m , a V mo

~af".
geic mo épo .íiete  méró

2. i r  cjimaS 5 6r, m é ’mo pm ó,lin , , r  „ eAr 
o ’e n l ó é A t n n  c p f o  A n  m b ó i c p i n ,

A r 50 mbéinn 45 petnnm ceo l oaotb r 0 
n-eipigei-ó An U  bin .

°Á  bpuiSmn-pe reAn-beAn épfonnA a mbéAt, 
A1C1 OÓ tt<5 CAOJ1A,

tiom iinpwn I onn a« AonA.g t e  50 m bim - 
pmn a,pc, speAnn.

S. CÁ m ni »a U ahua as CAomeA* aV «Án
pSip,* oppA tllAC fopA,

nsAtp A bfop An ppApin ppfoncA , r Ap mo 
apo,*e ’png biop An bpón.

’Sé mo f m t  j o  b p m s m n  A p í r c  { ,  >r6 m o  

b e n n ,  n í  g e o b p A o  n Á  é o ’ - b c e ,

’S  5Uf  Ee&lt AT' r^igoe ap fp íle  r, ’p nAc 
clAoibce An s^lpA* sp it , f

pe A’r ”<° 1'  t t m f

*- VÁ m°  Ap cut An girpoin, ’rí
At, cu, ’ri An I u a c ,  ’pi An U ip  Í ,  

ir  1 T  Site bpAigoe n i  a bpAcA ao„ peAp 
ApiAlft, 1

Cé 5UP b’Ápt) é  a„ cpAnn p i,pneo.se aY Eo 
■ocuiceAtin An btÁc t e  fÁnArd, 

fll tu ,ÉeAnn opúcc An pÁpA.g, A’p cÁ p s ic  
móp inp An. nspéin.

5. ItAgA.ó mé so  b -és,pc „ó o o ’n o.teÁn te  
CAOib fnn,

1,6 E°  ’m eiP'“‘=A ’ocúp An c-péApú,,, te  mo 
céAO peApc m Á  b í m  beo,

Ap Aip s o  b p i é  ní p t U p e A O  5 0  t A b p A i b  An 
C u a ó  p A n n s e n b p e A *

S go mb,6 CAipteÁn pmne nA ttlileA-ÓA t>’á 
■oéAnAth Af atí ntjAb.
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6. C Á  m o  r i i u n i n c e i p  A |\  £ a c  C A o b  o i o m  ’ j* t i i  

f é A t i A i m  c o m m i t !  A  'ó é A n A th  

’S go b p u i t  A ip e A C A f  C |\U A IÓ  g é A J l  OJ\t>l t t lÁ  

c é i g i t n  A m A c  f A t i  oióc’;

UÁ c e A . i g l A i j i ó  mo t i i é A p A  a c c  f Á g A i j r ó  

fA O I  p é l ] \  1AT>

Sí mo cómj\A mo cuio éAOAig ’f ní éiteóéAió 
mé An bpAictinn.

Tbanblation.

1. One morning as I roved out by the outskirts of the woods I was stricken by an arrow, and 
no cure could be found for me. I  beheld a sportive maiden beneath a thorny cliff. My heart 
within leaped high for joy—and no cure could be found for me. | 2. Alas, that I  am not a mavis, 
Through the laneway would I deftly steal, And my strain would I  sing for you till the day would 
brightly dawn. If I  came across a wise old woman who owned a cow or sheep I should drive 
it to the fair with her and have amusement thereby. | 3. The women-topers wail aloud—Jesus, 
Son, give them no help. When the purse is empty, and my heart within is grieved, My hope 
is yet to find her—Alas, I never shall. And it’s like a  dart from a wedge of iron—is not love a 
wasting ill ? | 4. My love is adown the garden—a hound, a deer, a steed, She’s a fairer captive 
than man e’er laid eyes upon. 'Though tall be the elder, and fall its blossoms low, No dew 
lies in the desert, and there’s darkness in the sun. | 5 .1 shall hie me off to Egypt, or some island 
hard b y ; Or to America shall I  go at eve of summer with my first love, if I  live. Back 
till doom I will not come—till the cuckoo calls in winter, And till the oastle which the Milesians 
built is being raised again anew. | 6. My friends are on all sides of me—no converse can I  hold. 
There’s hard strict watch kepi over me if I  go out at night. Do not tie up my fingers—leave 
them prepared. My suit of clothes, my coffin—I  will not ask a shroud.

This song comes from Connemara, where Miss Session (now Mrs. McCann) 
learned it  from the singing of Eamon Breathnach, Spiddal.

Another version of this song was publishéd in “ClÁipj-eAc no. n ge-eoeot” 
under the name, “ An Dpumneot itleipfe,” and still another in “Sio.mfo. 
An Jeimfiró,” p. 73, See also Walsh’s “ Irish Popular Songs,” p. 82.
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J = 7 6

68.—An cseA n-beA ti I ia ú . 
(THE GEEY-HAIBED OLD WOMAN.)

á E H
1. O

Sung by tílióeál ua  Commr 
Tawin.

CAr '  ** A” [a] beu l

_
n e w e s t  cú 4 b p a .p c je a c c  t e,r  ^

cj'eAti-beAn

O +,» , I LIACr
* Til peAp aca nieAccA rr.é V «f «,Anb Ari A

•»* p 4- 0 1 - r - . n  s w  . omASUr,Monui§.
’s  ní pacam mé a  bpá,pcl§eacc le ,r  an b  eAf  A" CAf

epean-bean l,ac , f  ? ° n" 6 CeAC" P  PÁipcí 5° lag  t mo ó,aió,
Aéc -o’iompui jeap  capm a 5nr  ptgneap-pa W" Uk ACA "Aégáipibe, o i l s  F P  pea* cap ooib

’S má cá an ppapán U n a5ac ceann antap. ™  lt,,É‘» ír P^ice nó cailleab  ’p bliabam.

3- O ! émp pf a  U *  ,n a  h-opcal gpánoa, 5' °'i n ^  & *&'U  A ’’"l* r *  a  peacam
S nap ab  b e a r  an inaipe no’n epean-bean é  ? >3  ’■

Seo óuic-pe an o a ,p 5eao  ’r  ná  c am n eg  5o “  ’** *" B’4 ° ’A-
bnac Aip, 5  5 Smaonmg,m gap bean no bam an c-nball

Cá piap na b-eaglaip’ oilig póp ’t>0 biaió. >s cam c ó S ^ ’ 1
S oa,p ca t oo u ,m e le ,p an  c-pean-bean t,ac.
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6. O! pppiobpAimi lim p , Aoeip pi, Agup té ig -  
pinn mo UioblA  

An l á  b u A l t e A Ó  o p A u l ó e A c c  opm A p t ip  pmnc 
'oe’n ceó.

Bíoi) cuI aió jeA t opm me cogAb An cfiovA 
Agup pÁCA cipe com mnb te  p i At, 
tttoó buclAióe Aipgro in mo bpógAib píooA, 
’S nAp óeAp aii mÍAn te  meAtlAÓ mé.

7 . 11i peAn-beAn mipe, Atieippi, a6c caiLíd óg 
m é

ruAip PJoiL Agup pógluim i o-cúpmopAogAit, 
’ST)Á mAipeAÓ moóeA'DA tom  gotÁ mopófCA 
5 o móéitnnn-pe i gcóipoi l e  ctAinn nA tliog; 
Acc biiAÓAin ’pA ca ca  peo, ’peAb pigneAb 

pAOi An bpóo é 
’S ’pé I iac go li-óg mé Agup ni t e  liAoip. '

Translation.

1. Oh, I  met the old woman in front of the gap On the fourth day after the war had begun. 
“ Are you a worthless coward, or are you dead. Or would you become a partner with the grey­
haired old woman?” | 2. “ No coward am I, nor yet am I  dead, Still I ’ll not enter into partner­
ship with the grey-haired old woman.”  Then I  turned away, and laughingly said, « But if you 
have your purse full, come over to me.” | 3. Then she put her hand under her ugly arm,—Did 
not that become the old woman well ?—“  Here’s the money for you, and never say a word about 
it, But you have yet to reckon with the whole law of the church.” | 4 .1 met the priest and 
explained the case to him—That there were four weak children behind me, And that they had a 
bad little mother who would not pity them, If they lay up for a quarter or more than a year. | 
“  Oh, return home,”  replied he, “ you heinous sinner, You are worse than he whom God has 
judged. I  call to mind that it was a woman who took the apple in the garden, So turn the back 
of your hand to the old grey woman.”  | 6. “  Oh, I used write letters and read my Bible,” said she, 
“ Till the day I  was bewitched and caught in a mist. I  used to wear a bright dress of the best silk, 
And combs for my hair black as coal, And silver buckles on my silken shoes; So was not I  to 
be desired and wooed P ” | 7. “ No hag am I,” said she, “ but a young girl Well educated from 
my earliest youth, And had my father lived to see me married, I  should be (riding) in coaches 
with royal families. But a year ago he was buried, And it is that, and not old age, that has 
caused my grey hairs.”

ttliceÁt ua Coinnip was awarded first prize for the singing of this song at 
the Galway fe ip , July, 1918. I  heard him sing it there, and afterwards in 
Tawin, where I  spent a very pleasant week. ÍTIíceÁt, who himself hails from 
this little happy Irish-speaking village—consisting in all of fourteen families 

told me that he learned the song from a young man from Connemara who 
used to come periodically to Tawin to help with the harvest.

'There Í3 a version of this song of fifteen stanzas given in “ SiAmpA An 
Senhpié,” p. 127.

There is an extra bar given in the first half of the tune which is not 
required in all the verses.



( 130 )

69,—cÁ in o  cleA ihriA s tíéAmrA  
(MY MATCH IS MADE.)

Sung by Mb. Tom Holland, 
Tawin.

mé ’tno fn^ib j At>11„ . . ,
take m y own ad - . vice and TUT , C“ ' " é  tio m  Fém a  -

vice, and III leave her far be-hind, dnd I ’ll

mad pun nA
trav - . el the

2. <5l fiubait mipe poip Ajup fiubait mire 
P W ,

' S  fiubait mipe Copcaig agup ppároe b ’l-Áó’- 
CJ.1AC,

Ag«r r ^ - a i t  ee  mo da,Wit neap ni paca mipe 
’pi am, 1

’S i an bean nub o ’pág mo dpoióe cpáióce.

2. Oh, I  walked op and I  walked down,
And I  walked Cork and Dublin town.
The liken of my true love I  never yet did find. 
She’s the dark-eyed girl is my darling.

3. 6 ! o ’éipig rnipe péin t>Á uaip’ poim U  
A’p pnaip mipe ticip 6 mo ihfte g p i* :
6 uala  mé an pmditin ’p an Lotroub Ó’Á p H  
Sup éatuig mo gpáó cap paite.

gco itt - 
wild c® gcpaob - ac.

woods all ov - - er.
3. Oh, I  got op two hours before day,
And I  got a letter from my own true love;
I  heard the blackbird and the linnet say ’ 
That my love had crossed over the water, '

*■ Ip paoa cá mo cappam jc nip a  mbaite
r e° t© frtlAT>Ain,

til map g ea tt ap ttlnipe ’p ni map g e a tt an
Ola,

Ad’ map ffiil >r so  bptngitni aihapc ap b tac na 
n -ubatt

Ip é an bean oub a 00115010 cpoibe 5páó

4. Long have I  come for a year to this place. 
And not for God’s sake or Mary's,
But hoping for a glance on the apple blossom’s 

. face,
T . - . , n  She’s the dark-haired girl who’s my darling.

T , J " “  I ,  “ “ “  “ ” S  1  “ X *  dow n iro n , M r. Tom  B o l l - n

W L . T  “ ItiSh >nd “"S’4* ■“•"..Mr-, custom which! love ten told very frequently prevailed among Inch eingere'n fc w ,
b u t th n , „  th e  o n ly  i l lu s tr a t io n  o ,  i t  w h ich  I  h av e  t e n  E  ‘
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70.—b eA ftc tín  c in j .
(BARTLEY KING.)

'= 176 Sung by Mn. Philip Waldron.

— 19- r b — ST------- = ----- --------------n
- i n --------- 7 T T . r

. f  B  m 0  a  \ J  ! 1̂ f> M ~  0  1
u r P ------ n — F ~ r — 1 r __ E J ?  m J  ‘ r  1 1'  V t  t $— r d __L 9  L J ____L
f j E *’ 5 * .

1. r g é A t - a  «Aim dun b eA j\c  -  t i n  C1115, An
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r  r  r  r  ^
c-015 - f*e A^ m o ig ti-o e  m « m - c e  x>e&\\ *5 u f  fA O itm é  a  *
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■Ouicc* -  e  An Ppiomi - fAlg i u j io t t  t e peAp.

2. Suit) é All pÁc ’bpuit mé t>’Á páó, 
rtlAp cug pé aii bápp ó ctiAió A’p ó óeAf,
Acc A UeApctín C1115, mo gpÁó cú óoióce— 
CÁ mtiÁ ha c i p e  buAÓApÉA ieAC.

Bight fol, etc.

3.  n í t  é A ti  é e Á p o  1 bpup n ó  caU, 
n Á p  f i u b A i t  tné ahh A ’p  m é  50 t A j j ,  

’Siop-cup C U A ip ip g ’ A p  A ll m b u A é A l t t  

t ) A  ó e i p e  g p u A i f )  A ’ p  b ’Á i t t e  o p e A c .

Bight fol, etc.

1. My greeting bring to Bartley King,
The handsome, gracious-mannered boy; 
Say, fools hare spoken, no hearts are broken 
In Frenches’ country where love’s a toy.

2. But tell the youth ’tis God’s own truth, 
That north and south he killed his game; 
Oh! Bartley dear, since you were here 
No girl her heart again may claim.
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4. Oigpe oúicce a  o ’Ápomg *p piubAl é
* 5«r C* 1,10 fÚ't JO JC&J-pATOe A)\ Alp,
A6c a  tteApctin Cmj, mo j p íó  cú éoióóe—
CÁ mnÁ ha cípe buAÓApÓA leAC.

Bight fol, etc.

5. CpÁc cig íiA pluAijce 50 ceAÓ aii ceoit,
H it bp ig  pA ppóipc 50 OC15 pé ipceAc ;
Bt' cion A’p jiiaoi a s  ’ó u ile  ópeAm Aip, 
tllAp bí pé m oijtioe  múince oeAj’.

Bight fol, etc.

6. Siúu é  AM pÁc A b p u it mé ó ’Á pÁó, 
triAp cug pé Ati bÁpp 6  ctJAió a ’p 6  óeAp,
Aóc a  tteA pclin  Cmg, m o gpÁó cú a  fioibée—
CÁ mnÁ nA cipe buAÓApÓA teAC.

Bight fol, etc.

)

3. And up and down through every town 
I ’ve worn my brogues and ashed all day,
If any rover had seen the lover 
Whose glance has stolen my heart away.

4. Sinoeyou went abroad with the gay young lord 
By day and night I  call your name;
Oh I Bartley dear, since you were here,
No girl her heart again may claim.

5. The floor may crowd and song be loud,
All sport his absence will destroy,
For all who met him must still regret him. 
The handsome, gracious-mannered boy.

6. Oh! tell the youth ’tis God’s own truth 
That north and south he killed his game,
And Bartley dear, since you were here.
No girl her heart again may claim.

I  took this song down from the singing of Mr. Philip Waldron, Gaelie
League Organizer. As he could remember only the first verse, I  have taken
the others (with the kind permission of Professor OMaille) from “AmpÁin
CUin’ne 5o.eóeAl,” p. 74. Mr. 0.’Maille gives no indication as to where he 
got the song.

71.—An t iA ic ín  Á L u m n . 
(THE BEAUTIFUL LITTLE COMB.)

J . = 66 Sung by Miss Christina Fahy, 
Tawin.

1. t t i  mé U  bpeÁg gpéine ’p m é A g  o u t An póo peo pUp,
9t¥ ------------------ R ------

«J
p r i ,  t  f —F----h .. F -  p  - j — -■ m 1̂  ~i . 1 k.

-----------£=*---- m-Z
CAp-Ab caiI  - in Ó5 opm A’p i a$  pmugAonA mbó coip fiUibe. 

-n -  a 1 a  0

Betpim - pe pém. mo riióiu a -  $ ac a ’p  a póp a bi in a b-A§Ai*,

5 tuAip-ip cApm 50  heó-ÓAitl AS „ bAinc An pog-m aip buibe.
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2 . h i mé 5I1C 50 teop  teip An TP01^ 100 éu? 
cun ditni,

ómai* tmuo 50 cig ’n ó it l e  pé, i f  *>óc ’SUP 
fm o mim> piop;

15i punch ’p pi on Ap bopo AgAinti acc ip opm-
pA A bi é  ÍOC,

’S 511P itncig pé pop An WcAp uaiim a p mo 
pAC’ 1 11-A pÓCA ilAp.

3. A’p iiAé bpótiAC An beAti 50 U tn é , a pcóipin 
ó, AOtibAipc pi ? 

tli PéAnpAit. mé póSpAb nÁ a’ "ó 5 °
■océljli» fó  All fó-o fO A|\ífC.

CÁ All ÉptiAig AS cuiciin n-A ouAÍCAib «Aim 
g&n ceo ’g&w A ^

Ó ÓAittmé An paicín Álninn A bí 50 b-Ápo 
Ap cút mo cinn.

4. Uaóaió pé An pó-o po AmÁipeAÓ A5«r cuip 
céAO pÁitce pAOi,

Socpm g CACAOip ílÁ ip  T)Ó s o  b-Ápo Ap ta p  

An cig e ,
bAin A bACA ti’Á ceann ASup ná bíoó cap na 

náipe opc paoij 
tió  5 ob fA ig i*  cb an pAicín álm nn A bíoó 50  

ti-Ájvo cut» tno óitvn.

Translation.

0 . .  « »  » .  • » .  . 0»  a -  ■ -  •■ ’Z Z
by the roadside; I  give you my wordi that the ™se J* a h to promote the
Eochaill (Youghal) a t the cutting of the yellow tone*. | 2. - ™  « £  had pancb and
merriment, We went to the tavern for a whUe, ^ o f c o u r s e  « » *  ^  ^  ^  my

' wine on the counter, and I  had to pay the 8COr°- dalliag 0 ? ” said she, “ No
comb below in his pocket. | 3. -A nd am I  notthe in ringlets,-I
cheer nor l a u g h t e r 11 Stic' c o ib  which sat up behind in my

- o r r L  and welcome ..

Miss Fahy told me she learned this song from ’ Limerick is
to he a variant of the well-known song m English, 0  , 
h L t i f u l” and it probably hails from Munster, as there is a tradition

L m g . t  We T w in  peopl. & *t HW  «riS™ 11? fr0"  C1*”  10 ‘  “

a  ^  *  * *  r .  a

“ Cnuf AÓo beo -5 AiiipÁin,” Part V, p. 7.
Petrie also has an air of this name, No. 1082.
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'72.—c o it in le A c  s U s  Ati pogtiiAm . 
(THE GREEN AUTUMN STUBBLE.)

Sent to me by Mrs. Conor Maguire, 
Claremorris, Co. Mayo.

1. Aj\ down - LeAC é W yogmAip,

3 — 1---- ----
o ~~ TTrr—1 ...zgr: 

d  •
pcóip - íti,’peAÓ óeApc mé CÚ, tout) fcCAf X>0 feAf - Aib i

b £ b - ; p  . r .
------ #----------
-jsa— L j• — p - — [-+------ l- \— — l— _— p — j-
= L Z ___ e=J á

z ^ j t z ___i j L-  J  i

mbpó - ja’, ’f  buó b’F - ■óeAf ■oo teAgAii fúl. t»o

b h .- u  j q . -v— A-
... -h * - ----\ -----------i-H—+

E$
f j

—i----
1 i - H - t --------- 1—I—J ^ —I

: r a L = t f c i * = l
51«ia* buí> t>eiji5e ’nÁ ah pop - a, A’pno cúil - in bi p j - c e

r r f ; ---------------------- -T
”ÍÍ v® -)—P -X— ■ t ----i-*-------;------ :------ \ -----M  n  • •  f  -
E p = á = ? = e £ t * ~ * - j ----- -------------- É ----- —|----------- ---------------- ----1 — ■

t)lúc, ’Sé mo lé*u géAp 5&n mé a ’j- cú p ór - ca, « ó Ap

i B - . .  * - ------ j V - ---------- i---------S -----------
f j

t -------- " -= * -----

bójvo

— -------J—
lum g - e ■»5 ■oub a - - norni.

2. TJ’é ip tg  m é t)iA CéaoAoiii, OAp liom  péin,
b í ATI mAITMIl pUAp,

Cia o’peicpinn in a tém e acc mo ceAB-peApc 
•*5ur 1 r*oi gPUAim;

OpuioeAmAp l e  c é i le  a '  p b á  bpéioim ip 
geobAinAoip ’un puAin 

A>r  é  BÚ bfU n T)’feAPAib éipeAtm mo 
óéAO-feApc a  dongbÁ il UAim.

1. When stubble lands were greening you came 
among the stooks,

And grace was in your feet then, and love was 
in your looks,

In your cheeks the rose grew redder, and your 
hair in clusters lay,

And I  would we lived together, or together 
slipped away.
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3. OiomAT) lit05 ha h-Aoiue oo ’n cé A óibip 
mo gpix) 1 bfAO UAim,

3 a i i  n e a p c  A’m  o u t  ’lt-A  J A o b A f  tÁ  fAOIJie 

ttÁ 5 0  m o ó  *OtA tu A tn  ;

■OÁ mbeic f é  Ag bÁipcig coibce, A’r 5 °  r° l'"  
pui 5  a ’ cup fneAccA a  •o-cuaió, 

be mo mi Att nÁbfAgAimi ceA-o pneA’ó.bérótmt 
cotii 1iAoibinn te i|’ Alt ea t’ A|\ cuau. 1

1. ’S CftuAg 5 All m ife ’in’ éinín i f  oeA f Aléim- 
ftttn  ó corn 50 com ,

Hó ’m ’ eAfCuin Af to e  é if t ie ,  i f  oeA f 0 0  
fiiÁm-fAiitn i ó cuau 50 cuau ; 

té i é f i  m i-re  s tA ti- jA e ó itjje  A ju f  fS f io b f  Ainn 
i t e  b A ff mo p inn , 

r3 111 féA’OAim coiiipÁó a  ó ú  Ail Alii t e  ’ll-a  
éAocpuim e A’f  ’cÁ ’mo ceAtin.

2 .1 had a dream on Wednesday that bitter was 
the frost.

And I  saw my love lamenting at dawn that X 
was lo s t;

Methonght I came beside her and held her 
tenderly,

And all Erin I defied then to part my love and me.

3. My curse on him is spoken who keeps my 
love from me,

And swears that to onr courting he never will 
agree;

For though skies should send the deluge, or the 
snowy North its flakes,

We two could live as pleasant as the swans 
upon the lakes.

i .  The sea-gull’s heart is merry when the fish 
is in his beak,

And the eel within Loch Erne can swim from 
creek to creek,

And I  spoke tripping Gaelic, and merry songs 
I ’ve sung,

But now my wits are crazy, and leaden is my 
tongue.

Mrs. Maguire tells me that this air was familiar to her husband as a boy 

in Joyce Country.
The words given are taken from “ SiAnrpA An $ e im p iú ,” p. 130. Another 

version is given in “ An p b in ,” p. 3.
Petrie has an air of this name, No 1181.
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73.— C A is t e Á n  t i f  n é i t t ( i v ) .  
(CASTLE O’NEILL.)

bpéAgpAt) mé peAl Ap a gtútn. *Á ti-imipjimi mo

r s e i l  T)U1C lr bAOgtAó 11AC Ti-oéAti-pá - j-a pún, go  bpuil mo

g p i6  t>o mo cpé.gpmr, ’ú .a g té ,5eAl a’p  a rhtiipe, «a í Cp„Aé !

2. t»o geAtlAip-pe péiti son i 
S °  mbpéAgpÁ mo leA nb a]\ t>cúp,
T>o geAbUaip i na ‘6éit) pn
5 °  mbeA* Aon-cigeAp im p  m é Agup có.

éwtlAÍ 1 IIAgAlb All lAe Óotn 
tlo gnp teijeAp-pA leACfA mo ptín,
A6, pAipíop géAp TJubAC,
Cá mo fiporte ’pctg íorii t>ob leip aii ng«At.

3. CÁ mo gáip-oíti bpeÁg ’n-A gÁpAd,
A’r a gpá-6 g e a l tiAc mipce leAC é,
5 *c pAbfAe *Á ÁtUe '
C Á /fij-  ’niop épi bÁpp g U p  tiA cpé.

Ill c lo ipm  ’p ,  ’cppÁTO peo
Ceot cUippige nÁ cetleAbAp iia n-éAti,
ó  T>’éAlA»g IJIO gpÁÓ OAIttl,
CAitín Álumti, 5o CAipteÁn « i n é i t t .

4. CÁ mópÁn o e’n bpón peo,
A biAtircóipin, a but cimeeAÍt mo épotóe, 
Agop tÁn mo *Á bpótgin 
t)« *eopA a’ p t c  tiom plop.
5p ib  bvAbAitt óg a  bpeo mé,
’Sé  A» g p i*  úv  a  bAtn ofom mo AiaII ,
Ad trt ibAippe mé beo ml 
m i  pbpAip An b«Aa cob  ó’n pliAb.
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T kanslatioh.

1. A hundred farewells to last evening, My sorrow that it is not to-night! (With) my sweet 
charming boy Who would woo me awhile on his knee! Should I tell you my story, There is 
danger you’d not keep my secret, That my love is about to desert me, Oh, God of brightness, 
and, oh, Mary, is it not sad : | 2. You yourself promised me That you wonld soothe my child at 
first. You promised me later That one place of abode would be ours. Two promises for each 
day (you gave) me, Till my secret to you I confided; But woe, bitter and gloomy, My heart 
within (me) is black as the coal. I 3. My fair little garden is run wild, And, my bright love, does 
it not affect you, [To see] every flower, howe’er pretty (growing wild), That grows up through the 
green surface of the earth ; In this street I  hear not Harp’B music nor song of the birds Since 
my love has stolen away from me, My fair Coolin, to Castle O’Neill. | 4. Much of this sorrow. 
My treasure, goes round my heart, And the full of my two little shoes of the tears that I  shed 
(for you); 'Tis the love of a young boy has crushed me, ’Tis that love has deprived me of reason ! 
But another month I ’ll not be alive If you wed the dark maid of the hill!

This song was kindly sent to me by the Bev. Professor T. O’Kelly, U. 0., 
Galway. He states that it  was given to him by Miss Maggie Costello, 
St. Joseph’s Terrace, Galway, who learned it from C a ic Iíti tn  §A b A n n , Gaelic 
League organizer. The air is quite unlike the other versions given in the 
early part of this book (see pp. 9-13).

74.—Ati 5AbA ceÁrt'ocArm.
(THE BLACKSMITH.)

J  = 92 Sung by Mu. P h ilis  W aldeon.
9~.— m lv .........f* T r

1 U -  ! L
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1. 0 ,
é  i t *

ía ic  m é  b l ia ó a i t )  a ’p -  e , ’m o  g a b a

#  *
ceijvoÓAtw 1 jC ttig e

3c= fiE

ta ig e a n n , Ctiaipipg m o g p a b ’ ni b puaipeaf’, tló  5 0  '0CÁ11115 tné an  - ttap  a  -

pipe. CÁ An p a o g a tp e o  a p  p an  cpár&ce, A’p ni aip ith-ig im  m o ihtnnncip

i c t e
§ 3 5É3S-<g—*

péin, AC’ a p  an  g c n o o á o c a l t c á ’ m ’ áp-up, ’S ap  an  b p á p a  ni óéilpeat) é.
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2 . SoiJ\ AGÁ mo G A p p A In jG

A5ur  nAc pada «Atm-pe FpÁó mo cpoibe, 
A  § 1o U a  A ll Ó Ú lL í 11 p é A C A lg ,

1 no  ■ ó é ió -p e  ní tiiA ippeA T ) bee. 
tAppAing GÚ mtUeÁti mop opm

Ace A f cóipill m’op 1Í1A1C te A G  é ,  

tiA O l n -U A ip e , b ’p e A p p  l i o m  pópcA beA C  

5 o  móp-móp ’n Á  b e i c  i  b p t A i c e A f  t> é .

5 . TJiombÁnó niog h a  bAome
•O o ’n  cé  a  éíbip mo gpÁó i bpA*o UAim, 

tlf péloip tiom cut ’ll-A JAobAp
Aon Oia bAome no 50 mob t)iA luAtn.

t5 Á mbioó pé ’n-A pcoipim ceinnce
A’p A n o r ó c e  Ag c u p  feA C A  ’ocuaió, 

b e  mo p ú n  <oá b p Á g A i n n  c e A O  p i n c e

ttémn corn b&oibmn beifAti eAÍA ApctiAn.

3. tlAc bpeág nAC OGAgAnn cú, a  éeAg'Ám, 
Agup mé a  fÁgÁib 6  mo muinnctp péin, 

t)Ab bpeÁg nAÓ ocAjAnn cú a  gpÁó gib, 
’5n r mé A fÁgÁib oaca u i l e  5 0  lé ip . 

tnupA bptlll plAt» ]*ÁJTA
teip  An gcÁp peo a pÁgÁib péió, 

DéAnAtgi* cfimbA c tí ip  óom
Agup FÁ5A151Ó mé 50  ooirinn 1 gcpé.

4. HlApAÓ m ’ m ctnn t>áha

SeobA inn  Ápup u a ió  m o  m m n n c ip  p é in ,
bA AgUp CAOlpig bÁnA

A5 « r  páipceA iiiiA  b e  ’n-A g c u p  'u n  péip , 
C oébA é pAT)A SAIÍipAltl

Agup ceAT» gpeAim a  be ic  ’g i. ÓAiceAth 
b é ice ,

A5 « r  5 °  m b ’p e A p p  biom gAoi h a  CAibnAdAib 
AS P 'o c a ú  peAm póg b e  gpÁ tí mo c b é ib ’.

6 . A’ gcuAibip, n ó  A n  bpuAipip pgéAb Ap bic 
tlAié m o  gpÁé-pA AniiAp be m í  

tA pc cpi o i b e Á n c Á m  UAijneACA
r i ó  A n U A p  A p í p c  C p í  C A b c A lb  f l l A O l g  f  

in  pAlb puim Ap bic 111 no g lóp  ASAm 
Adc nólÁpmóp gup Ag mAgAé bíp,

Agup cá mé óg 50 beop póp
A’r  béií) ceAO rpóipc AgAm 1 mbAibe 

eicftic.

7. O’éiptg mé T>ia CéAOAom
■O’éAgcAom (*r  b i )  A n  ib A i io m  p u A p ,

Cé n'getcpnn a6g mo céAn-feApc 
Ap cnocimfti a’f í ibpAO «Aim. 

SoipigeAmAp be ’n-A détbe,
tló gup beigeAmAp An ovóce ’un piAin 

A’r  mÁ’r  í  no ihÁicpín ’cÁ 'n o  * ,a ió  optn, ’ 
gtllb A cbélbe A1C1 A5up gAbAp OubAC.

proud tresses {beautiful locta^ i  T u n  ̂ , /  * 8 10Ve 18 r °» Page of the

f t 8* ” ’ 1 8’ l8“ ’* “  m'“  4ha‘ y°a eom® ”0‘. John, And get met o m ^ v  Iw
Isn t it nice that yon come not, my loved one And eet m e  f r o m  « ,  n  ^  ° W D ^ 6 0 ^ 6 ’

“ ■ «  w  c » 4 . )  e T L ,  o . “ r  T :  z ?  « j
* -  »• -  ‘— a  -  -V . I oW Wd M  . Z S Z Z ,  “  “

on the shallows (moors)

K ,“ '  01 M i * '  i » -  « -  e —  *  ^  L  ^  ™
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go near her Any Friday, or early on Monday. (But) i£ it were a storm o£ fire (lightning) And 
the night freezing from the North, And had I permission to rest (stretoh) beside my secret love, 
I ’d be as happy as the swan in the harbour. | 6. Did you hear, or did you get any news Of my 
own love for a month (or more) Over through the lonely islands Or down again through the 
heathery lands ? I  paid no attention (heed) to your voice. Tho’ in great distress, you were 
joking. So I am young enough yet, And will be permitted sport in some village. | 7 .1 arose on 
Wednesday Lamenting, (and the) mom (was) cold. Whom should I  see but my first love On a 
little hill, (and he) far away from me. We called to each other And rested for the night—And 
if it is your mother grudges you to me, Her heart’s blood be hers, and the black disease! .

I took down this song from the singing of Mr. Philip Waldron. He tells 
me he learned it in Spiddal from CÁin ni Coipoeolbo., and also from CÁic 1115 
eo.5pc., Drombane, Ballyhaunis.

7 5 ._ t ió it t í t i ,  m o till All.
(NOKEEN, MY LOVE.)

= 60
From Mas. Conoe Maocibb, 

Claremorris, Co. Mayo.

=F=y*=,a_ ^ *
1. CÁ mo fe&c ap an Áp - oán ’p a óá ceann ’pail njjaoc, CÁ ’n

3 3

£eAj\CAimi a  -  t t t i A f  A im  f x  n í  A1| \  -  i p m  A il c i g e A c c  £ a o i ; C Á  ’ n

Ée 3 = 3E
cem - ceÁti ú á  ncóg - t i l l  ’p An bó ’oub ’pan scíop, ’S cé ’p

iW E 3 E -* -------- 1
i * = f t r

bic Áic a mbéróeab mé, ’f i  ílóip - in mo mian.

2. A5 nub cpi tfluigeo bom ’p mé a’ cómpáó 
be mnaoi,

Sban pi mo pocaibe a'p niop pi.5 pi a’m 
piginn,

CÁ piop Ag t)ia, a pcóipin, naó bpón ’cá opm 
paoi,

’S ná mbéióeab uipg’ ap na bóicpib ’p nóig 
naó bpuigtnn bpaon.

3 . A nub cpi f-pátn Labba nom bá géib’ 
ITluipe ttlóp,

A5 oiob mo éum eappaib a’p gá poinnc be mo 
pcóp,

íluaip fiappuigeap bean na beanna nioni, 
“ Cia bpuib buaé na mbpóg ”  f 

“  ómp mé be banam na mapb é ’cA 1 nceam- 
pobb tiluigeó.”
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4. A’r J1&6 Fat>a mé i n -u A ip ieA p rópaióeAéc 

bean cige,
A cuAiptr5 ní bptiAip mé apiAtii m ofA ogit
5 o bfACA mé ah. pcuAih-beAn Ap CAob cnmc 

’n-A puihe,
’.S a pole ’n-A n aoi trouAtcAib >g* rEti Aba* be 

5-aoic.

s. 1 SCAipteÁn An ttappatg ’pea* óooail mé 
Apétp,

tno tbiAii again A5ar níopb f  aoa tiom é ;
Ag cup m o  U iV  capc botn 50 bpógpamn a 

bent
V»Aip mé An Áic poUift ’f  Aii UAbA púm pétn.

& tlf WAnpAt* tné imipc ’p ni beanyai* m i  
ó l,

tu  béAnpAi* tné nt* ap bic aóc ’óm le nM. 
mAp ip cóip,

1,0 50 rínceAp’pAn g c tll  mé >r EO ucétgeátp 
6j' tno ótonn,

t e  ranAo, e i le ’tjo b ia ib .a  pcóipm, m le ig p *  
wé tno juíti.

)

7 . IIaóao  ’on h a  co ilL ’ c p ao b a ig  a ’ b am c  
pneupA tÁ  ceo,

A’ b a in c  u b ta  o e  b a p p a ib  g é a g á n  a ’p aE 
peolA* An T)Á bó ;

’OÁ gcapcaoi tio m  m o é é a o fe a p c  ’p t>’Á b é ilin  
b a in p n n  p ó g ,

A’r  cé  pin t>o’n cé  ú-o nÁp bAin An p g eu l tiú.

8. OÁ bpncceÁ  m o tlAipin a’p a c ú t  te ir An 
cuimi,

PÁmne óip ap ihéip té ,  ’p í  a' plíoca* a cnn ;
S 6 o u b a ip c  mAC An óaipcín  agnp  é  g a b á i l  

A lum p ,

S o m b 'fe A p p lo ip tó  péin i  n ié ip e  gan point, c.

9. “ An n g ta c p i  t e  Hóipfn t>Á b p ág éá  i mAp
ihtiaoi f ”

S U ic p n n  t e  tló ip in , , r i  pp áP  g e a t  m o  
ip o ib e .

« i’l  eead  Ann nÁ Ápnp, nÁ Áic a ocabaipp inn

’S ntiAip »aó b p m l, pág  tné, ’p céao r U n  te 
ttto tíiiAn.

notice my coming it’.and 1 do

penny. Before God, my nol W n t i  ?  T V M ' did “ot »
I  suppose I  would not get s  drop i 3 I  was Dg'  am’ And lf water were running on the roads, 
-V  «oods, and sharingfcem w T t h ' ^ ^ ^ ^ ^
the price of the boots? -- «1  gave ^ en t te  «^woman asked me, « Where U

^  A m  I  n o t a  lo n g  tim e  in  lonely^^ Í  H  w S e Z S  ̂  f“  1

U n til  I  saw  th e  f a ir  la d y  s i t t in g  on  th e  side  o f a  h ill w u  0 0 6  d ld  1  ge*’
in  th e  w ind. | 5. I n  C astleb a r I  s lep t la s t  n ig h t \  ’h a d  *re8SCS wttvin«
feel i t  lo n g . P u t t in g  o u t m y  h a n d s , to  k iss  h e r  m o n th  ^ t o Z  T  " *  1 M
to  m yse lf. | 6 . I ’l l  m ak e  n o  fu n  an d  I ’l l  d r i n k  „  ’ “ “ d  4 1 ,6  P1® 0 8  em P ty . w ith  th e  bed

U n til  I  a m  la id  in  th e  grave, w ith  th e  c lay  o ’e r  I ’ll ^  * * no th iD g  b n t w h a t is  n'g h t  ;
• i t e r  y o u , m y  love. I 7 I  w ill aa to  th «  tw  u  a  ^  ^  m 7  “ e w t to  n o  o th e r  w om an
«  i  L n  2  " « S Í S r í í I T Í * •> * *  l « —  .  S B ,  a , .  T o

h e r  Ups I  w ould  k iss . A n d  w h a t is  th a t  to  a n v o n e ^ h  ‘ ' " . f j 8- U 1  M eet m y  f irs t love, 

h a v e  seen  a y  N oraen  w ith  h e r  t i c k  t o t L n r J T  A ^ lT ri “ I T l  ? 1 a  T on
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himself than all Ireland. | 9. “ Would you take Noreen, if you were to get her for a wife ?.”  I 
would take her, she is the bright love of my heart. There is neither house, nor dwelling, nor a 
place to which I would bring her, And since there isn’t, leave me, and farewell to my love.

This is another song sent to me by Mrs. Maguire of Claremorris. She 
sent only one verse of this song, and I have taken the other verses from 
" SiAtnfa tie. 5 eim|ir6 ,” p. 70. The air is a good version of a fairly popular 
tune to which the words of an old music hall song, “ Villikins and his 
Dinah,” used to be sung.

76.—m o l t  T>tib An JteA nnA .
(DARK MOLL OF THE GLEN.)

J =98
Sung by Me. Tom Holland,

Tawin.

= A  - :— f w— P 1- -  # ... J _ .  ]*-. . — £— . . . . . . . . . . :J- • ...0- ázá
l .C á  bó e g -a m  ap flia ll, ’S ip pa - u a  mé ’n-auiavó.tló gup

peólah poip ’p piap mp gac áic o’á  océigeann an gpian, T16 go
CupFÁ.

— p - -  - jS ,— jS — |S  - ---------- -------------— - — ;—
• '  1 x - r — £ =V !

L - s *— g -------------- J _ J

‘bp tX eanii í*í Atf cpÁc - tió *iia, *$í THott. tmb Att £LeAntiM, Sí

m

Í
tl lo tl nub an eappaig ’Si THott nub ip ■oetpje nA an

3 5

pó r*. ’S *oá bp Again ti-pe pém mo pojain ve  mnA

r - 0 # - --------------------- :----------------------------- ^ - 1 r — r T — iV— js--------- 1 - •■ A  Tiff ■' » 1 k  A  " ..... m 1 1 J  J  ! 1 1
’W T  1 — \ — — r — N — :—n — 1— 1 : ‘ 9‘ 9  . w  --- —-,1 — [— ,j . .  g —1^ — # — é — jlZ — £a------- a t-# — Í— ---------------------------« — • — 1

ó j  - a  ueap’ an voihain, ’Sf m oth  cab  an S lew n ’ a  b'peapp tiom.
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2 . tltiAip A bpeAcnuigitn pérn Anoiin 
Inf An Ate a  mbionn tno juin 
SiteAim ó mo púilib ppuó toeópA,
A T * **'5 SeAt  "A nOnl, t>é*n pUAipgeAtc Ap

wo im p
Tn*t' ’pi beAn pub au jleAmiA po bpeó mé. 

CuppÁ: ’si in o i l  pub, etc.

3 . -OÁ bpÁgAinn.pe beAn ’pA WutiiAin 
S cpiúp beAn ’pA lAigeAnn

A5ur  beAn mbéAb i i .  m ile  bÓAici,
A éc’p' beAn ha bpÁinnembuiPe a épÁó gopeo

tno djtoróe,
A f  mo éúig ééAT> ftÁn 50 oeo téi.

CuppÁ : ’s i m ó t l  pub, etc.

4. CÁ ingeAn Ag An lA p U ,
’S oÁ pipe 50 pfoctAc,
Oo mo i*P|'Aió-pe pÁgAil l e  pópAÓ,

Acc pá bpÁgAinn-pe péin mo pogAin pe wiiá 
ÓJA PeAp ’AH POrilAIII,

’Sí m o ltp u b  A11 gleAmiA po cógpAinn. 
CuppÁ: ’SÍ m o ll  pub, etc.

6. Siúp é  piAp mo ceAc 
S 5An pe bíon Aip a c c  An pgpAic,

’S é péAncA Ap leAC-CAOtb An bóÚAip,
’S nAó cpionnA po bíonn An beAé nuAip a 

PéAiiAim pi a neAP 
l e  ceAp A£up le  gpiAn An gógtúAip.

CuppÁ: ’s i  ff lo ll pub, etc.

6. tlUAlp A AOpuigeAWI An CptAC
tlí ^AnAnn utfée meAf
Acc Ag cnuc leip An ouileóigín ip óige,
Aác A éAitin Álumn óeAp, p VaI ai* uaiw l e  • 

ITpeAp,
S mo ÓÚ15 ééAP ptÁn 50 peo leAC.

• CuppÁ: ’Si m o ll  pub, etc.

r e d T / t h a f t l é ^ r  fn d d tf  í t i t v ' c b T  ^ 7 *  *“ í °* 7  Springl She ÍS dark Mo” ’ 
MoU oí the glen I ’d prefer.- | 2. Whenever /took a ^ i lT m e  A u S  p l l ^ ^ 1 7 ^ ’t ”  *" 7 *  
A stream of tears flows from my eyes. O bright God of Mieht 7 treaSUre 1B>
dark woman of the glen that h as destroyed me J  3 í)fd I  7  ̂  “ T *  * *  “  to the 
three of them In Leinster »nj  ... , 8 ‘  woman m Munster, And,, nscer> And a  woman with two thousand cows v»t if tv.
the golden ringlets who has broken my heart for life. Farewell to h  „ T  7  °f
hundred times. I i  The Earl bos o 1.  l ,  . *° ^er t°r ®ver, farewell five
get me to mar j  her But l d  I I * I' ■ A“d ‘^ying to
It is dart MoU of the glen I'd seleet 7 s  ° v ^  °- ’  T ’U ’ ptettlest a"tl yoongeet women,

r- f  , r  -  ~ r  n s r  r  -light of Autumn. I 6 Whm th« f„,;„ , ,  „  e uez mve *u the heat and sun-
. h . « .  "■ “  -
nothing fellow. My five hundred farewells to you for ever ! " "  ^  * SOod'tor-

This song is well known all over Ireland, both under this title and as

n ™  ^ v Í  ’’ S°me °f  the 8tanzas of above version must I think, have been corrupted in transmission. ’

. . p l M H te; V: r 8i° V P^  Ín  “ Cm,&r ^  W S  A th j ^ n ,” P a r t v i  in  A06ts and Poetry of Munster” n  99ft orij  • . ’
a n b l ic H o u  t o  t h f l n a t  “ 1 ^  ^  ' *  “  " M t ,?
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A t page 115 of the “ Love-songs of Connacht,” Dr. Hyde says this song 
was written by Donal Considine of the Co. Clare.

The words were written down for me by Mr. Michael Fahy (“ Uauj; ”) 
and Mr. Michael Connif, Tawin. The fourth verse is taken from Dr. Hyde’s 
version.

77.—céAft'ocA A tiu o m e D tnb.
(THE FORGE OF BLACK ANTHONY.)

!• = 72 Sung by Comáp ua Cotmán.
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óút, A - gup cofnóéató mé p tá c á i t  no tá ió  - e .’

2. tap p am g  pé ítnge cobac agtip p íó p ’
A’p pocpmg pé cacaotp a ’p puib t e  mo fao ib , 
Unpa o e ’n nuitbeóig a  óaic pé m ap biaó  
Agttp copntng pé p lácá ib  mo báibe. 
óapc pé an ceag taá  go teag p a*  pé pfop, 
gnp páic pé l e  goppab an c-iapann ’p an 

“  Bteel.”
tti n a  pptanncpaca ag  éipige t e  p p a jcaéa ib  

an cfge
A’p m e a ’ p ág á it m’ anam  a g  gáipe.

3. tluaip puaipeap mo tá ió e , ’p f g téapca  im’ 
báim

éocpuigeap’un obaip i a ’p ■o’oibpigeapan lá , 
ni’l  aon peap óg n ’ap  beacuigeaó pan áic 
Haó pgocpainn ’pan gcóiin tinc an t á  p n .
“  Seapam a ’p pppeacaó go paib  i t>o táim  
A’p nac madcap no  ceag laó  go oci bá an 

bpáca,
A ingtine n ab p la iceap  no n ’cumnad gad tá ,  
1p cá an g ab a  a c á  múmce i n ’ ceápnca.”



( 144  )

4. ’SéapT) Cuba,pc an pmméApa bi l e  mo 
caoib,

“ Oap cm nee, a buacailt, i r neap an b a it  i, 
01 An ceannaipe leacaip a’p an ceiceaó móp

A’r  geapppat) pi potmpi an btiAuan.”
Séapo tiubaipe an cabapnaoóip bi op mo 

CÓtflAip,
“ Dapcmnce, a buaeaill, ,r  t>eap no coag

tflójt,
b ’peapp tiom ná 51m' i again go veó,
Ir " ea r a ceappaó pi galtm a ’p báipín.

5. tlá  •oéanaigm longna* n e ’n g ab a  bi ann, 
Se An come <5 Stopaoám pmne an b a i t ,

’S cá oaom e uaipte Coiinacca ’g tac ab  ap la,in
Ai£e

A p é a ’ t>eánain bóbca “  fenders ”  a ’p 
gpÁcai.

’Se gléappafi an céacca 1 bpoipm ’p 1 gcaoi 
So n-,omppóó’ pf an góo 6 ’n ngpm neall

All Í Op,

A p a focpóc’ an bpÁCA go ptnppea* pé
épf",

A’P m’ niAgAb, nac noéanpAí» pé lá ió c !

1 .1 arose early one morning And visited Black Anthony’s force 
here for a spade And I  want yon to make it immediately ”  He snok 7  ,
ealmly, - I f  a hundred were before yon, you’d be t h e \ J T  *  P°htely and 
my back, And I ’ll start making your spade” I 2 He 7  7 "  ® beU°WS behind
And seated himself on a chair by my side An óunef'I t  a  T  * pipe’
And proceeded to fashion (smooth) my spade. He s e t t l e d 7 7  fOT f°°d
And by heating he joined the iron and steel The sparks w 7 “°® Dntl1 '* lay d°Wn’ 
house, While I  was almost dying with laughter. | 3 \ f L n  I ^  0i *he
my hand I  prepared for work, and worked all diy long- Not a 7  SP “
place But I ’d surpass that day in a contest -  stwmL, .  ■ 7 * “ “  1,01:11 in tbe
hearth be not extinguished for ever, Protected by the angels d T h *  ^  3VUr} ani‘ May yonr 
the well-mannered smith in your forge.” I 4 Thns snnt «,*" Heaven each day, You were
h r .  t e  .  nica M e ! ., t C w !  r T f c r l , , w - a '
cut before it the bone of a  horn.”  Thus snnVo «, * & nndanoe oi heat. And ’twould
your big axe is a pretty one, I ’d be better pleased t o \ a 7 i t  t h a n T “ 7 b°7’ 
shape a gallon and basin.”  | 5. Don’t ye be surprised «. m nea' How nicely ’‘would 
Anthony Sheridan m a n u f a c t u r e  7 1 . 7 7 *  7 Í ®  7  Hn“ h ‘ha‘ Was in «■ ’̂ a s  
busy Making fenders and mptrn for them pr ?, 1 7 °f ConnaD8ht keep him constantly 

way That it would ‘u r^h e^^ u p ^fro n fth eg r^e l00 A nd 'S M t ft* " *  a
through it, And not joking, ’tis he that c o n l H ^  a ^ l  °W “  ’‘W°nId * «

Sohoofs. lDSPeCt0r °f “
M ,C otoM  t e „ 8 L  that 0 ™  “ t r ; " l X n ’1r U r

• r i r r '  •O10nb'”'- 11,9 b*r'ing in “ 8 ™s “irregular, but the phrasing requires the full bar at the end. b 7



( 145 )

«• = 56

e g /  Cl

78.—inÁ m e im s -s e m c .
(MAEY OF INNISHEEK.)

Sung by ComÁp U4 CotmÁw.

M s
0 rbr- y

1. <5 ptiA igeA* Ati pAgApc •n é  ’mAÓ p r o  h a  gteA nn - ca , C á m o  616

n M s ;
M e

-+—r m
3 5 = 5 . M ±

-» ....#  # -
c A ittc e  a’j- CAicp-b mé p ic ;  tli póppAinn. p e  beArt Ap b ic  buAitpeAÓ t e

Í M e M e

-#— r # -
geA ttm é.’S mime le  pÁice oo  6mp pi mé a ’ g o t . .  2. Óuaiíi imp’ Ap

i%j -    ;------>------------V-V -— 1— ---------------- ■— ■— * — * -
oiteÁn, bA pAbÁin An áic pn , tog mipe péAppA tiom cpí n - A  LÁp

& -=fSz

poip, CAfA* Ainmp tiom , lAbAip pi go

m r —: — -— p------N— fc ~— -------------------- .---------------- -—1--------
v-i c F m F J  ■1 \ -LiiJU. 1__L___L___L___* m 1 1 ■-----n ---- \ ------&------&------í-3------\ ------v i -----1—H

tJr ------ 81— ^  * —#— ■— * — 0 — *— g—  0 — 1—• —“

ctÁ c tio m , A’ pA pptnJe  cé ’p  b ’Ap m é nó c á  pAib m i  A g  o a t .

3. “  Ap peAÓpÁn ’pA bfAippge ctnpeAÓ te  pÁn 
mé

Ap cuAippg m o bÁrofn o ’im cig t e  
ppuc.”

T)Á mbAinpeA*-pA ’n c’Anpó tom  b ti AÓAlrt 
tió cpi pÁice 

Bca* póg A’p céAO pÁitce AgAtn ó iflÁipe 
Inip-Seipc.”
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4. t e * 5  p' AtntAj' A^Atn bopo a  ]\Aib píoti 
Alft—

“  6 'P 'é  ’■oo fuitte 50 nrotfAimf-o ■oeoc,
CÁ lÁti buroéit AgAmfA, A’f  tiA gtonieócAÍ 

tíOtlCA ” —
“  bAijxeA* tiA horóce ttúimi ” Ajt-ps. mÁipe 

1 mp-Setpc.

5. CÁ peicciúp ita copótneAC a|\ C0]-AC a 
cóij-ce,

CÁ piOfCAt ’tl-A pÓCA Á’f  b A till ’tt-A glAtC, 
CÁ búcAtí ■oc’tt AijtgeAT) a’p bobj'AÍ ■oe’n 

óp ’ct—
Cé uéAppAÍ) ttAC “ Seó í, ITIÁipe Imp- 

Setpc.”

Teanslation.

1. The priest has banished me out into the glens, My character is lost, and I  must depart; 
I  wouldn’t marry any woman who would prove false to me, It’s often for three months past 
she has made me weep. | 2 .1 went on an island, a very wild place it was, And I  made a race 
down through the middle of i t ; I encountered a fair maiden, who spoke very gently, Asking 
where I  came from, and whither I  went. | 3. “ I was sent wandering over the sea In search of 
my boat which had gone with a flood.”  Even if hardship should be my lot for a year or 
three-quarters, I ’d have a kiss and a hundred welcomes from Mary of Innisherk. | 4. She laid 
down a table on which there was wine. “ Arise, my friend,” says shé, “ and let us have a drink; 
I ’ve got a full bottle, and the glasses are filled.”  “ The baptism of the night to us,”  says Mary 
of Innisherk. | 5. She has a picture of the crown on the front of her carriage, A pistol in her 
pocket, and a sword-blade in her hand. She has buckles of silver and ear-rings of gold. Who 
could help saying, “ There’s Mary of Innisherk ”  ?

This is another song given to me by Mr. Colman, Inspector of National 
Schools. I t  is, I  understand, fairly well known in the Spiddal and Carraroe 
districts of Connemara. There is a doubt about the proper title of the. song, 
as a man from Spiddal assures me that they invariably sing it as “ITUipe Hi 
Scuipc ” (perhaps “ tTlÁip’ Inip-Ctnpc,”— “ Mary of Innisturk ”?), but 

Mr. Colman, who has gone to some trouble in. investigating the matter, 
is quite positive that it  should, be “ IIIÁipe Inip-Seipc.” “The small 
island of Innisherk (‘ Imp-Seipc’) is,” he says, “situated off Lettermullen. 
Máire was a servant on the island—so I  heard from pÁttpc-ij THac 
•ÓonnóA'óA., nóp-A-bíI. I  inquired from all the school children of 
Innisherk (they come to Lettermullen N. S.), but none had heard the song- 
I got, however, a verse or two from a little girl in the school at Carraroe,”
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79.—b ím ís  a s  ó l .
(LET US BE DRINKING.)

J* = 5 8  Sung by pÁopAic móp rtlAC t>omicAt)A.
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2 . HéAppAinn-pe cpi bA UAim péin t>uic, 
A’p CApb.’nA biAii) pin ’p* pót>,
SeippeAc -oe éApAill A p  CAOib cmiic 
TJÁ mbéiceá gAn gl/AoÓAá 50 cig An 6it.

3 . A CAittig, niop 6 t me t>o CAopA, 
tliop 6 t mé no putic nÁ •oo copóm,
AÓ’ A CAittig, put A bpÁgpAO All c’aOUAC 
OtfAió mé til Ac o e  ÓÁ bpóg.

Translation.
1. There is a band of mud on my hat, My cravat is loose on my neck, My periwig has suffered 

shipwreck, And my coat is tattered and rent. | 2. 1 would give three cows of my own to you. 
And a bull in addition on the road, A team of horses on the side of the hill, If yon’d only 
forsake the drinking-house. | 3. Old woman, I  ne’er drank (the price of) your sheep, Your pound 
or your crown I  ne’er drank, But, old woman, before I’d abandon the fair, I ’d drink the price 
of your two shoes.

This song was also given to me by Mr. Colman, who learned it  from 
P á t j j ia ic  ITlóp ITIac 'Ó onncA ’óA, T toy-A -b il, Connemara. There should be 
another verse, but pÁ t>|iA ic had forgotten it.
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(THE EXILE.)
Sung by Miss Bbennan, 

Mixo-Iydian mode. Athleague, Co. Boscommon.
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2 .1p oub acá'áh cpAite thóp,
1p 001101 ti oub cá p í;

Acu ó ip oonhne cA mo bpón,
1p ouibe cá tno éporbe!

Aéc 6  ip ouibe cA mo éporbe,
’S mé cpiAÍt «aic Aiioáo, 

5ah fiop AgAir. Ati bpU pi* mé
5 o bpAc oom’ oileAn boéc!

1. Farewell, farewell, dear land of mine, 
Since I must part from you !

And yet—and yet—I hesitate 
To speak my last adieu.

I  do not say adieu, asthore,
I  do not say adieu,

For though I  sail the deep blue seas,
I still remember you.

S. Anoip acá mé o u t Ajt pAn,
Ip cpttAg acA tno fiAp,

San flop AgAm bpint pé a noAn 
OAtn ceA6c go bpAc Ap Aip. 

tiom pétn acA mé o u t Ap pAn,
Ap peAb An cpAof Ait thóip;

An longAnrAó é, mo ópor&e beic tAn 
t  ’S mé pgApAthAin t e  mo pcóp!

2. Oh, gloomy are the ocean ways,
Deep with a wild unrest.

But blacker is the surging grief
That trembles through my breast— 

That murmurs in my vacant heart, 
Cold in this dark to-night—

I wonder if those island shores 
No more shall g'ad my sight!
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4. TH paib aon bean again ná ctann, 
H i cailin Jpabuig m é; 

to g  mé gpá* buic go hiomlán,
’S có piaip Maim uile é.

Hi pé óó ceic agup éó pop.
tlaé UpeMopainn é  oo poinc,

A’p cug mo ipoióe i péiti n 'Á  cíp 
3o glan gan caim' no painc.

5. niá éuapcaigim an paogal lán ,
O’n mbápp go ocf an botin ; 

rná públaim cpéo an ooiiian lomtán 
Anall agMp anonn; 

tH bpngib mé aon átc go bpác,
Aon Coipneull, batt, nó clúio, 

t)’á ocabappamn peapc mo époibe ’p 
mo gpáb 

Aéc o’éipum cá paoi pmíio!

6. Itlá cá  pi ’noippaoi pmúio a ’f  pgpiop, 
Cpom prim e agup cpom c e o ;

O cógpamuio a  p n íio  a  pip,
A’p pgappamMio a  ceo.

A6c cá  b p n t  pápab bam l e  págail 
’S mé pan <5 cip mo époibe f 

Acáim ag tmceaóc, ’pé mo épáb,—
A b p l l p *  mé A fioibé’ f

7. Aéc tnóitnm é , CMiibneofiaib mé,
’S mé m ile  m il’ 6 x>’ cpáig,

Tla cnoic ’r  n a  g leannca  o ’ aicrng mé, 
t la  m aíaip ibe  ’p n a  b l á c ;

S i* b ’é  mo dáp go l á  mo báip.
CMiihneoóarb mipe cm ;

A’p mnna bpeuoaim ceaéc ap  aip 
S lán  le a c  agnp a  tneé !

3 .1 wander on my lonely way,
And bitter is my lo t;

Perhaps I’m fated to retnrn,
Perhaps—I know it not.

Alone I  seek the lonely ways 
Across the lonesome world;

Small wonder that the coils of grief 
Around my heart are curled.

4. No mate I knew, no child was mine,
No maiden do I  mourn;

The fullness of my love was thine,
Nor did I  seek return;

So fervent and so pure it was 
No soilure did it know,

I  laid my heart againBt thy breast 
And felt its fervid glow.

5. Were I  to roam the wide, wide world,
And wander o’er and o’er 

The devious winding ways of earth,
By surging sea and shore;

0 , never, never would I  find 
One sweet secluded place 

Meet for the loving glance I  gave 
Sweet Erin’s clouded face!

6. A ruinous cloud is o’er her brow
Of black and ghastly sheen,

Yet shall the thunders of our love 
In lightnings shroud our queen.

Oh, whither shall I  seek repose 
Far from the land I  mourn, 

Companion to a haunted heart 
That hungers to return ?

7 .1 swear I  never shall forget.
Where alien waters boom,

The hills and valleys that I  knew,
The beauty and the bloom ;

And ever to my dying day 
Shall I  remember you,

And, should I  never more return,
- Farewell, dear land, adieu I
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1 give this farewell song—the last one in the book—as an example of a 
modem song creeping into folklore. The words were written by Dr. Douglas 
Hyde, and appeared in “ piop ClÁippe&c n& h-éipeAnu” (p. 67), compiled by 
T. O’Neill Russell (1900).

I  heard them sung some years ago at a Galway Féis by Miss Brennan, 
Athleague, Co. Roscommon. She told me she had learned the air from her 
mother.

P rin ted  by Ponsonby fc Gin+sfD ublin  U niversity  Press.




