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In Remembrance
(C. M. F)

Tue minstrel 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 Rory Dall 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! the soul of the minstrel’s gone
Where no grief can smart.
Ervest MiLirean.






(Dfés. C. (Dilligcm Fox.
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A Memoir of the principal founder of the Irish Folk Song Society, by Miss Avice
Mirri6aN and MR. AL¥RED PERCEVAL GRAVES, rend before the Irish Literary Society
by its President at a Concert of Irish Folk Song Music' organized by the Irish Folk
Song Society in Mareh, 1917, Mgz, H. PLUNkET GREENE (Vice-President) in the Chair.

o~

HaviNe 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 bands, I cannot refuse, since the
opportunity is given me of acknowledging to the members of the Ivish
Literary Society how much the influence of their organization meant to her
life and career.

1t 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 I can bardly 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 Zer 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 subJeet-
matter almost by heart; and though my share in the writing was large, it
was ab 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 instinet, espeecially 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
Edish’s' or Ernest’s®.” I was never very strong at concise lyrieal poetry, and

1 Mrs. Wheeler. 2 Mr. Ernest Milligan,
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would only write it whilst she played to me. With the exception of the
case of the Mayo Love Song, I don’s think she ever successfully set my
words to music. All 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 born 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 tanght to utter
by her nurse, an ardent Orangewoman. ‘ -

Her first Folk Songs were, doubtless, “ Dexry Walls ? and “The Boyne
Water.” They were certainly the first tunes I ever heard, with the exception
of “ Rousseaw’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 Fair
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 Titieus, Ilma de
Murska, and others of that era, and had early determined on a musical career.

An old friend of our childhood, Mrs. Sam Rideal (who was with us at the
Albert Hall 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
transferved 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 1 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” in
pianoforte variations.

We 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 when she
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. .'We 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,
T 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 anycne 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



( x)

‘papers, which had been put at her disposal by Dr. M‘Rory 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 been able to leave my invalid mother for many years; but immediately
after her death, and by her previous express wish, I hastened to Loundon.

My sister was looking forward eagerly to the Patrick’s Day Concert at
the Albert Hall, where some of her adaptations of Folk Music were to be
produced. Her last birthday was on the day before that ¢oncert, and Lady
Maude Warrender, sister of the President of the Irish Folk 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
Bunten, 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 musie and
society-carrfed it off. S
' 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 musie 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.
1t was just a real Folk 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. '

Mis. Draper, the Assistant Secretary and Treasurer of the Irish Folk Song
Society, had written telling her of the Folk Song Society’s Medal, which wasin
preparation for the Feis Ceoil; and the designs were to have been inspected
on Sunday, the day, as it came about, which followed her death on
Maich 25th.! She had written herself asking Mrs. Draper. to have tea with

119186,
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us; 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 gwmg her happiness and pleasure to the end.
ALICE ‘MILLIGAN.

Let me add to Miss Mllhgan s memories of her.sister a few memones of
my own,

The Folk Song Soclety from which our I11sh Folk Song Scciety sprang
was originated -as the result of a conversation between our chairman,
Mr. Plunket Greene, niy brother Charles, the literary and musical eritic,
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. Ifs moving
spirit and Secretarytwas 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 Rule 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 alsc aided and abetted. And now the Scotch Gaels, led by such
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 Mﬂhgan
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 Atlantie,
because she came back safe across it after an Irish Folk Song raid into the
States; but unlike Oscar Wilde, she was nof 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 ghe 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 fo 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 crities; indeed
she made friends wherever she went, and her generosity to brother musicians,
from whom she never locked up her Folk Song stores, was quite unbounded.
If 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 Foik 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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Rules of the Trish folk deng Society.

1. The Society shall be entitled « Tre Irise Forx Sone Socrery.”

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 ;
(b) the dissemination of useful information on this and relative gubjects 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 fwelve
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 course of the year, provided that the persons proposed to be added are nominaied 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 Rules 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
Viee-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 appoinfed 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 Report and Balance Sheef, showing the position of the
Society on the previous 31st December, shall be submitted. At this Meefing, two members of the
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Society who are not members of the Committee, shall be elected as Auditors of the accounts of
the Society for the ensuing year. Six members of the Society shall form a quorum.

11, The election of the Committee shall be conducted by show of hands. No person ghall be
eligible for nomination, and no member shall be capable of voiing, nominating, or seconding,
whose subscription for the current year hag not been paid. In evenf of there not being more
candidates than vacancies there will be no elegtion, those nominated being declared elected, and
if there be a less number of candidates than vacancies, the candidates will, as before, be declared
elected, the remaining vacancies being filled up by the new Committee.

12. The Hon. Secretary may summon & Committee Meeting at any time on stating in writing
the reason therefor. Four members of the Committee may also convene & 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 shail be required, on the representation in writing of twelve members,
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 congidered
being stated on this notice in the form of resolitions 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 Mecting without requisition, notice being
given as above. Six members of the Society shall form & quorum.

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

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

16. A Chairman shall be elected at each Annual General Meeting by & majority of votes, His
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 in
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 ghall at any time
be made unto, or between, any of the fbmbers. i
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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 with’ 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 Belclare (beside Tuam) at different Feisanna, had
admired the beauty of their singing, and 1 regarded myself as fortunate in
being brought into such clese proximity with thein. I scon 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 ? With this end in view
we decided to hold a series of open-air competitions (“semgescts”)
throughout the distriet, 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 semgeséta 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 cur work.

T 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 ansemic 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 & 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
all—is 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 distriet will doubtless-soon have a decided effect. The
wholesome tradition handed down by such men as the great Archbishop -
Mae Hale, 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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prox1m1ty of Knockma—the home of Finvarra and his fairy host—-must ever
be 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
_ Treland 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 Wllham Wilde in his “ Lough Corrib ” (now out of
print).

“¢Cnoc Mesds’ (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, Esq.; 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 investitare
of fairy legend beyond all other places in the country ; for here Finvarra, the
Oberon of Irish sylvan mythology, holds his court.” From thie point may be
obtained one of the grandeét panoramic views in Ireland:—the great plain
stretching beneath and around Knockroe; the beautiful Abbey of Knockmoy;
. the towers and city of the Ford of the Kings; the Tuam of St. Jarlath; the
Round 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 Richard Burton, whose father was
born here, who have not been so appreciative; but they came and went seeing
only the surface of things.

" T have spoken so much of Tuam, because it is here most of this collection
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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 songe. It wasan
easy matger once I knéw 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 a8 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
1 was satisfied that I had caught both the air and the emphasis on the words
exactly as the singer rendered them. With the simpler songs this wag
sufficient. I then played it over, wrote down the notes, assigned the words
to them exactly as the singer gave them, and finally bared it according to
the emphasis. This I found the most difficult part of my work, for in 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 o 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.

‘With regard to others I myself was the visitor, my trips extending from
the slopes of Mwaoilres, overlooking the Killeries, where Ilistened to Subin
ve bupco singing of far away Murrisk, down to the little Irish-speaking
village of Tawin on the southern borders of the Co. Galway.

The songs most popular still in Connacht are those of the poet Raltery,
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 Raftery’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 “Desn anfip Rustd”;
but this air is almost too well known, and has already been printed in the
Rev. P. Walsh’s excellent collection of Southern Songs, as * An Capaillin
ban.” (See Cnuspsco bess Aimnén, Part 1IL)
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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 emcouragement 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 Malachy 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 paues of the work w1t;h
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 imany 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 sueh pioneers in the field of Irish Folk Music as
Bunting, Petrie, and Joyce, is ample gratification.

e1blin bean thic ¢oisoealbas.
Tuait, Noolars, 1918,
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CORRIGENDA.

Music.

No. 10, p. 15. The broken note should be “Middle D;” %:_i

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 llne.
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. 74. The broken note should be “Middle D.”

No. 56, 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, for “ tpotlioe” read “ tpotlide”.

Page 28, verse 2, line 2, for “114” read “pa”.

Page 35, verse 1 (translation), for “ Breaffey” rend “ Breaghwy”.

Page 30, verse 1, line 6, for “ Lénme-e” read “Lése”.

Page 55, verse 1 (translation), line 3, for “ sweep” read « weep”.

‘Page 66, verse 1, lines 1 and 4, for “lesnsd” read “lesnd” )

Page 126, verse &, line 4, jor © cm‘LeAn nne na mﬂ,emm ” read
“ Carpledn Ronne- Mooile”

Tage 127, verse 5, line 4 (tl anslation), for the castle which the Milesians

built ** read “ Renvyle Castle .
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- Sung by Miss Magerz HEssIoN,
Belclare, Tuam.
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2. &p an Lumng reo Péro ti  Lumg-p1g ‘pesd 'bi‘omn-rA'oéAth bpém,.

Ag ornasfil inp an ordée, AT 45 riopgol 'ra
L6; .

Snoip 6 vallad m'mnclestc a'y mé 1 brao
6m’ mhuinnoip,

Oap m'fipmn’ gup Ligeé o dsompmn-re
Connvae thmged. :

‘8. agur Lioyoéil mé Le “Sergeant,” mo épead!
Aguy mo épdd!

Eug 1é Lewr anonn mé vo’n Ppainnc aguroo’n
Spéann :

tug 16 punn’ ap Léth bam, ’pur clarbeath
fa0’ 6'n Spénn,

'S ndp fL mé pém Fo mb'fedpp rm nd
Connvae hmgeo.

4. 5o vtagard Cnoc na Cpusite st CUSIIT AF
- an sall thém,
To vragard an commin lusépa o3 buocmu.-
eAdt na mbé,
$0 oragard Cnoc Nérpinapbopo 5o loé Sipne,
Ni ygaprard mé 5o h-6aF leac, & Connose
thmgeo.

5. T4 Cnoc na Ceatpahan Caoile prampasal
5o Leop,

TA ceapca 'gup coilag ppaoié ann, ’r 100 43
reimnm ceol,

T4 ubla blayca burdbt’ann, ci rméapta ap
Bapp na gepaob ann,

'S vi géimnead b6 'r Laog ann, ap tifeade
el mMupe méy’.

* The remainder of the air as in verse 1.
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- TRANSLATION.

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, Bighing in the night-time, ever weeping in
the .aay: Now since my-mind is clonded and my people far from me, In truth, 'tis kindly I'd
lament my county of Mayo. | 8. I enlisted with a sergeant, my tormentand my woe! He took me
with him o’er [the sea] to France 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 Ajil 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 pari from thee #ill
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 TIrish-speaking circles. It conmsists of father, mother, and nine children,
all equally proficient in song and story. It is many years now since my
little schoolgirl friend, Maggie, used to come in to sing me her Irish songs.
She is & 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, “Sedgon 63
us Cropoubén,” No. 12, « Ampén ne Mhme,” No. 13, and “Docrim
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,”
vol. 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 Fox. I have been told, however, that Lady Ferguson claimed it as
the work of Sir Samuel Ferguson, but that, as George Fox had a hand in it,
it was allowed to appear over his name. The translation certainly shows s
master hand, and I have given it with the second version of “Connose
Muiges,” with which it corresponds. :

Another version is given by Professor O’Maille, U, C, Galway, in his
“Aandin Clamne Soevesl,” p. b, consisting of twelve verses. It is there
stated that the author was one Caiptin bpusosq.
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For other versions see:—Gaelic Songs of the West,” by Michael Timonj;

p. b7; “Cedl Sroe,” edited by Norma Borthwick,” p. 41; and “ Clémresé

ns nBoevesl,” 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 “ Clipyesd ns ﬂSAe'OeAL 7

‘No. 35, published by the Gaelic League, and the air is as the singer, who isa
native oi Bekan, Co. Mayo, learned it from his father.

2.—connodse minieo (i.
(THE COUNTY OF MAYO.)
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go Bythe bless - ed sun’iis royally I'd sing thy praise, May - o.

2. an uaip & sp mo Ehpoe babpésg mo 2. When I dwelt at home in plenty and my

éuro o, gold did much abound,
0’ 6Lainn Lionn Spéinneads gecohluavapban  In the company of fair young maids the
6%, Spanish ale went round. - .
‘muna mbéad piop-6L na geipca | 'Tis a bitter change from those gay days that
’S an olige bert 16 Larop, now I'm foreed to go,

i 1 Sanca Cpuz o'fAgramn mo éniha pA n  And must leave my bones in Sania Cruz far
* bréo. from my own Mayo.
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8. TA gavardni na h-kice reo o éipje p6 3. They are altered girls in Irrul now, ’tis

Moép proud they’re grown and high,
£6 &notaba &'t 6 hair-bag pan TpdéT ap 'With their hair-bags and their top-knots, for I
biclada bpég, pass their bueckles by ;
Vi mAmeA'b vothpa an 1apuil But it’s little now Theed their airs, for God will
" Deunpamn oiob clanaé have it so, ]
fMuna mbéad Fup Eapsp V1 vom beit 1+ That I must depart for foreign lands and leave
gorancatd pa bpoén. my sweet Mayo.
4. 04 mbéad Pioparg Lodlainn n-a 1A1\LA 4. 'Tis my grief that Patrick Loughlin is not
ap 1apml po poill, Earl in Irrul still,
byvan oub & éliathan 'n-a Eigeapna apOuad- - And that Bryan Duff no longer rules as lord
mén, ) upon the hill,
Aob oub Mac Spava And that Colonel Hugh O’Grady should be
-4 doipnéal 1 gCL1sps, lying dead and low,
1y annpin béad mo Epall-pa o Connoase And I sailing, sailing swifily from the County
thwgéo. of Mayo.

3.—mullac moén.

(MULLAGHMORE.)

Sung by M1ss Maaere Hessron,
Bel re, Tuam.

J= 80  Dorian mode.
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2. an an SLé1b 6'n oflann, pead bionnp m
Mman-ra, , :

’S ni éodblmgim. orbée, adc 4y oéanamh
bpéin:

'St com na caom’ §, 't méapa mine,

ésl canarde, aotbinn, o' meall pf a Lén. .

st ba tpusg’ liom wamm & 'rna pleann-
za1h usignead’

N4 ceilesbap cladan *p nd ceol na n-éan:

'S 5o mbieipp Liom go mép-thén aberd rince -
ruar Leac

N4 ampdm Luaéthap’ 6 Slannmb Faedeal.

8. 0’1 cé At mo buadapta naé bpurfinn ceao
cusipce

5o ol an baile fio Eor ann a bpml mo
Endo:

TA 1m ap vadoap, o’y mil ap Luaépad,

A1 ool an féEma a biopna bad’admbles-
Fam,

bionn baibin LaoiZ ann, bioun bpuc 'nalumge
ann,

A °'r an eala sotbin ap an Log, 'r § a3
i, )

’S 04 mbéinn pddaé cpionna béad mo fard-
bpear véanca,

Agur ceao pince Le mo thimnin ban.

4. & émlfpronn péacad, an dbpul T a3 éip-
ceado

Le 3a¢ aon puo a bputk mé a péd?

V4 mbéinn 'mo éléipead m aon ¢éapo o’
éiunn,

Leag an héro pin, nf féaopainn rppfodb’.

. i ba, nd caotug, a bi mé 4’ fanncufed,

Ade an cailin cumaraé a bi Lén ve theon,

’8 an thargvean thiiinte 6p cionn na chpce,

& Béappad roBar vam aF v an Gib.

1. It was the evening of St. Brigid’s Feast Day,
I went to & 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 bréak 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 frout 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!

Oh, hear me calling, for pity hear.

Were I a scholar renowned for knowledge,

Not half so much could my passion speak.

'Tig not for kine or for flocks I'm pining,

But a comely maid of eapricious 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
(Corgpaé), but I do not know anything of him. I think Mullsé Mo is
the place of that name in Co. Sligo, although there is a Mullsé Mép near
Tuam, once one of the strongholds of the O’Kellys.

* For other versions of this song see Professor O’Maille’s “AmpAm C'LAmne
Bsedvesl,” No. 15; “Gaelic Songs of the West,” by Michael Timony, p. 21;
also Céao ve éeétcm'b Ulso,” by énpi 6 Mupgesrs, pp. 50 and 216.

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

I have appended to this song & metrical translation, kindly done for me
by & 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—4 656na15 nasail,
(OH, GENTLE YOUTH.)

Sung by sts Magare stsmu,
=88 Belelare, Tuam.
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2. Nuaip & éMZim-re Ap maroin, ré mo  Naé cuma Liom céapo Déaprar sonouine.

parom mo dedyp, Nusp naé nodappard mo $néd poatc.
'S nuap & Luigim-pe ap mo Leabard, bim sy 4o mé 'p pinn-e 4 pugad 0’4 ééile,
opnagil 6! go mép, Feapatb éipeann ni énpyresd esopamnn,
TA gpiiag mo cinn a3 Tuitim - .
A'r a5 tmteact 6! map an gceo, 4. 'espp Liom peap ap pognari, LA an
’s gup Le cuthard mép 0o v1a1d, & yToINN, Fo5maIn ' an esppard 2

i bérdb mé 1 bpao beo, | Sé a bampesd Dam an eépns, 8’y 4 coipes-
&od na beapcas. -
3. Togpard mé mo feblua gooinice Seorfead mile b’gedpp Liom buséaill 65,
5o mod s marom, ’ . Muna pérocigesd ré aéc mo Leabard,
Ap cusipe éwmg mo thile yroéipin, 'y 5o oe N4 parobpesy Sesmre v'figail 1 gedipoib
veo ni fillyeso abaite. Le rean-bamopesbars.

TRANSLATION.

1. Ah! gentle young man, where slept you last night? On the side of your bed, and you
beeded 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 Tive. | 3. I will hoist my sails for Joyce country at
early morning, To visit my thousand treagures, and home I shall never return. What matters
o me what any one says, when my love says not a word? But if we were born for each other,
all Treland 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.

For another version of this song see “ Gaelic Songs of the West,” p. 30,
by Michael Timony; “ Afmpdm Clainne Faedesl,” by Professor O’Maille,
p. 92, v. 2, and p. 99, vv. 4 and 5; “An ihireés,” an Ulster song-book by
Donnéed 6 Seapicstd, p. 5, V. 2; also “An Tibin,” by An Fpusgaé bén,
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—50 VTATATO 4n NOOLAIE.
(TILL CHRISTMAS COME.)

Sung by Mrs. Hession, Belclare,

J\= 132 Tuam.
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Gotipann, pipc oe  vo  Fpdd 'Sni  fAgrard ré mo éporde.

2, Mo Bpén ap an nppdd reo, I golpa  Agup ©'fAp 16 mo Geann bocc an pid an

oubad é: unnya céille
045 ré mo éporde bodt ¢oth vub lewr an Agup m'moinn sepad o3 éalugad naim,
nguasl, -
TRARSLATION.

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

Although I made exhaustive inquiries, I could not find any other verses
of this song, nor does it seem to be known to any one but the Hession
family.
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6.—caisledn ul néill ().
(CASTLE O'NEILL.)
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2. & éusyle *zur a tarce!

Ni péroip o otug ©h dom cil,

T4 mo cumann Leat nérd [6],

'Sé mo Léan géan man éonnatc mé ¢a.

3. TA na gipvoini 'n-a bpirad,

& thile gnéd gesl, 6 o' 1MH1g ©i vam;

T4 na h-sbamn’ a5 oul Le pénard

'San &g 1 bpipad bLiE omllesbon ‘ne
Fopaob.

4. niop éualay cedl clémpge

*oul an s-ppéro reo, na ceileabap na n-éan,
6 0'vmtng mo £ndd naim,

c6l Alumn, go Caarlesn ui néitl.

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! that my eyes on you gazed.

8. 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 sireet 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 (€inesnnac), p. 82,
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The above version was given me by the Rev. 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 besn (in all the other versions) to bu séallin (in No. 8).

“ For other versions see “ Love-songs of Connacht,” by Dr. Douglas Hyde,
P- 22, v8. 2 and 3- p. 26, v. 5; “The Irish Review,” June, 1912; also “ Céao
ve Ceélraib ULsd,” p. 76.

An air of this name was prmted by Bunting in his first volume of airs,
1797. . :
7—caistedn ul nédiLL i)

(CASTLE O’NEILL.)
Sung by Miss Macare Hession,
J = 80 Belelare, Tuam.
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2. 1 ba, caotug, nd gathna 1. My heart’s love, I'm calling,

& pannong mé Leac map rppé, In the young summer days let us speed
Aét mo 94 Lah £a01 vo ceann, Away down to Tirawley

Map 11 oft cpaob Aluinn sy Caipledn ui  Ere morning spreads dew on the fields.

nét. : :
&l 2. No dowry I hope for

Of sheep, or caftle, or lands,
But my two hands supporting

3. T4 P A Bhread
. ,A an S,A,mo: " 160 -4 porac, ) Your head like the clustering branch.

& thile gndd bin, agup mipe Liom pém. . : ’

T4 an c-uballcéipin yeo af pay ann, 8. -The garden is waste-land,

'S an bLAT ban ap bapparb na gepaoh. Bright love, and lonely I keep. ~

One apple-tree waves there,
White blossom is strewn on itz leaves,

4. A6t 04 bpéavta a éup 1 peéill vam, 4. Ah, if I heard you calling,
Deathan o b’ pérom Lo coolad 5o cifim ; No quiet of sleep would I know.
AéT appaing 6 moé ap But sorrow befall him

an ©é A Guard “cup romp mé agur wi. ) -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
Digkin, N. T., Milltown, Tuam, from Simon Steed, Milltown, but I failed to

get the air from him :—

1. T4 an gaipoin peo na férad,

& ile gpéd geal 'gup 4 éurrlin mo éporde.
T4 an uballeom a3 pép ann,

'S an blLit ban éni Bappah na gepeod.

2. & ¢uro an T-raogail 'y A annpadc!

1 oCér an Trafpard né an nplusipred liom
rém,

amaé pior pé na gleanncatd,

&7 béad muro ann pulod Labpwgesd nah-ém,

3. iy ap hallard an mife o

’Sead ’commmgeanny 't a cooluifeanny mo
nao.

apamal ni'L 1 néipnn,

AéT an péale edlarp b ap an mbal’ doms
tall.

4. Niop éualard mé ce6l na gelipread
o5 5abail an c-ppdro reo moé

bud Binne nd o béilin,

cil Alwnn Bi 1 gCarrledn uf néill.

5. &’1 ni ba, caoipug, nd gamna,

& srile yooipin, & fanncééainn Lesc pém
man pné,

Adt mo b4 Lah paot 0o ceann-1a,

*Tup cean cammng’ Leat 5o mbusilyroe an ob
béag.

6. Agur cuume-re Léan géap 5o h-éa3

Ap an 6é bam oiom mo $ndd;

Apa! puarg mé é 5o Sarana

“n AT & noéancap an oune oub bionny bén.

7. TA Long ap an 5eéib reo,

&’p Béaprard i mipe vo’n Spaimn;
Agur ma fiLtlim anuay 5o h-éa3,
Béaprao péipin abaile a5 mo Fpid.

1. The garden is Awa.ste-lam'i,

Love, that quickened my pulses with pride:

One apple-tree grows there,
On its branches the blossom is white.

2. Oh, come from the castle

With me when the summer is born,
Afar through the valleys,

Ere bird-song hag startled the morn.

3. But I cannot follow
My love to the halls where she shines
A bright star of knowledge,

‘Whose equal no sage has deseried.

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

5. 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.

6. But sorrow betide him

Who stole the desire of my soul:
"Pis my wish I could drive him
To exile on Sassenach shores.

7. On the quay there is riding

A ship that will bear me o Spain
T’I sail to the wild geese,
Forgetting dead passionafe days.
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8.—caistedn uf néll (ii).
(CABTLE O’NEILL.) ‘
Sung by Mzs. FLANKAGAN,

S P R Gardenfield, Tusm.
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& file gpdd bin, agur mire Liom pémn. 86T an péalo edlaip’cs *an an mbaile doa1d
TA na popai a5 par am, tall.

1 bpedta 0d braca i spiam.

ni cluinnpean cedl clipread

'Oul an c-rpéiro peo né ce6l binn na n-éan
Bup éalwmg ré Sap péile,

cpaob Alutnn go Cairledn ui néll.

4. bud mlpe Liom vo péigin

N4 an pép & Eaganny sp bLAE,

&’r Le cuthard mép 1 wotard mo céipin
¢ mé nd 5o geoolmEim péin tpdd.
blisbamn o' an ordée apéip

'Sead 00 péab na caparllib an pit,

3. 6111 gCarrlesn ui nall Azur ¢uard prao e Lém,

"TA an péanla bam viom-ra (6) mo Fpéd, ’Sé mo Ledn géan, amaé mp an pnésin.
Fo ooug mé pén rpéir o6,

’Sé mo Léan géap, 'n gan-frop 00’n trluag. 5. 1ni’L cuile va Méavo

A3 veallad cige hmomp " Nac noéanann real camall ap opdag;

'Sead 0o domnuifeannp agur éoolmgeanny Nl ann adc Luéec bpéag,
mo Enéd; Agur ni péroip nac bpllerd mo gnéd.



(13)

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 hilis stand
between me and you. | 2. This garden is grown wild, My fair love ! 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. Oh! it is in Oastle O’Neill Dwells the pearl that took from me my Jove; 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 iz 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 aiter my love I hardly can sleep atall. A year ago unto last
night, The horses burst out through the hedge. And they went of a leap, Alas! ouf inte 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 bui my love will return.

9—tUAS 4F FORT & Carndin.
(UP AT GORTHACARNAUN.)

Sung by Mrss Mage1e Hession,

J = 108 . Belclare, Tuam.
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2. 1 prubalpard mé niop mé ap 16 map béad Znan 6p cronn Cipnim
N4 b6itb reo sagaib-re, inp na ppéroe ag 3abarl ciméeall,
06T TOZTArd mé mo fedlea 1 map o a biop mo £né0 ban
smaé paot na pléberb, 45 véanam pabalce &pi m incinn,

Slpard mé mo H6tam V14 Vonats,
'S ni Lérdb mé an meirge,

Map fa1l go bpagemn blap oo péigin , .
'S th mo rToipin, 4 BLAE na pinne ! 4. Cipedéard mé 1 mbipad

. Le pamne an Lae glégil,

&' oéanpard mé mo dea§-pir
Amaé paot na rlérbomb.

3. T4 mo Enéd map BLAE na n-dipne tégrard mé mo beannaco

Biop o3 par 1 ot & T-ratpard, a5 mnéb veay” an vraogail reo,

16 map na paoiledinini béna A'p deathan 4 bpiLlad a baitle diom,

Bior a5 yndh ap na gleanncarh. To mbid an bapp 45 clannab éipeann.
TRANSLATION.

1. Above at Gorthacarnaun Lives a fair Irish lady, And he who will get her fzom 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; For you are 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 Carnaun, 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 da.wniné 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 hasg triumphed.

I have not been able to identify the place “ Gorthacarnaun” (= the field
of the little carn) 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 Tusm, I came across the following fragment. It was taken



from a paper called “The Irish American,” ahd was headed:

“(leanings from

the Island of Inismain” :—

« eroip b’-L'-4Ea~an Riof &'y Uandn

Té gpanin ban éipeann

'S an ©é & Seobard i 6 na maTapin
nap Lagas i Le bpéagad

Map tug mo éporde Fnéd of

Le painc oe™n ovit-céille

&7 sup eulaig i Lesy an céilladp
an panutle an pean 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).

10.—mé1r’ ni ZriobTa.
(MARY GRIFFIN.)

Sung by Miss Maceie HessIox,

,' = 76 Doricn mode. and others.
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2. 04 byeicted-ra bio cloamn’ Vonnéada

54¢ L& od ovéigead i éum redil,
Plicpad i an fappge

A'r ni fliuépad i ceann redil.
Béod vip ap *émle £ila scy,

04 otigesad an L& mép,

4’1 5o noiolpamn mo Lwiécin ména,
A'r mé ag ¢ompéd Le mo roop.

3. Mo Fndd i Mép’ o Spfobia,

’Si bud ririne nd na mas,

Map *rf ndp Eug apath an £lome dom
4¢T an buroéal oy € bert Lin,

Nusip & flinn vul 4 foc Lé

Ni béanad i diom adc gpeann,

&’r i pgappard mo Bndo-ra covdée Lér
To oti an ordée Tap éir mo By,

( 16 )

4. 11 10mda rin marom Vothnarg

Bi mé rgac vesr 5o Leop,

A3 oul pior Le mo Lutécin ména

&1 DA élipra ap an reél mép,

Niop Fé1LL mé apiath vo fiip ap big,

00 $4ls nd oo éeo,

N6 50 otéifead mé &’ cannc Le plipnamban
Bi potham "ran mbaile moép.

5. Nuaip & 1mie6éar mé ar an tip reo,
'S nusip 4 oibpedétan mé ‘ran mbio,
Nuamp & Salprd mé orbée 1 Mooy

11 04 orbée ap an TRAE-bim,
Swbalprd mé tane 1 Libenci

« 11 anonn rao1 Connovse-an-Clam :

&4’r mapa bpépard Mam’ nf piobia mé,
ni fallprd mé go bpéc.

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 s 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 ! Mary
Griffin is my true love, More tender she than all, For *twas she who never gave me a glass,
Bui the bottle brimming o’er. When I'd think to pay her for "%, ’Tis she would mock me fairly,
Oh! my love for her will never decay Till the night of death’s passed o’er me. | 4. It’s many’s
the Sunday 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 & 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
Griffin 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, Sylane,
Tuam ; Maire Cuniffe from Tawin, Galway ; and Maggie Hession, Belclare,
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 “Deasn on t-Seanouine,” No, 18,
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Professor O'Maille has kindly sent me another version of the song, also
from Connemara, entitled “bjugro Ni'g dopcs.” 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 Nig dopts, the latter part of which may equal dodsipe
(= shepherd). I got an incomplete version from Mr, -Pat O’Donnell,
Newport, and he has also ‘bmgro Nig Aopts,” but he spells it ¢ bugro
N1 Surdps.”  One might expect a corruption of < Nig Urdin’ (Maguire), but
such corruptions rarely occur.” -

The places referred to in the songs are nearly all in the neighbourhood
of Carna, Connemara, eg. Meenish, T'rabane, Ardmore, Golum Head. The
« Liberties” referred to are the Liberties of Galway, and “an baile mop”
is Galway town.

brigro ni's sonrTa.

L epean: “ Agup éart mé an bliadam m- ma jileann piao pup caillead
upard Leac mé,
Map-bi mé 635 gan ¢éitl, Veosman baogsl ap bic opm
Vo vo tireallad o1 Do oo éceslgad, Péin,
A’ 50 o Déanath amaé bom ogur bar ndp figa mé Gordém
péin = péin]. Né go mbi mo cleathmar
Bi opoé-ear agem ap c-family, néro.
Agur nestii-éion etle "am opc
éim, .
Agup o oeninn ni porpa mire & 4.eesn: Mo Endd ¢4, a bBpire nig
To byrige oh cwilleam rppé.”’ dopda

1r ol an pug-bean Capnamnd,
Niop1app mé ap1ath an cnaigin opc

2.ire:  Céaorlénroon gerthpesad m-upard, nac¢ Lionpd liom an cépe.
Agur nd cuip opm aon bpéas, Nuaip & filann 4 dul 0’4 foc lesc
Veathan ap éwp mé o fror opc Ni béanca biom aé gpeann;
76 go ovdimc Tl uaT péin. &’r ni rgaprs mo dutha éordée Leac
B'fupuros dath-ra resp & fégéil To oTi an Fenhpesd 1 n01ATD
& glacpad Liom gan pppé; oo by,

T615 0o feol &’p bi ’5 1mieacs,
agur béavo paot Enérca Vé.

5. dgur tonnpééa mé an Fleann
Vipcac Leac,
3. Céao rlan oo bliabam ra tacs Sior map 0’ imtedéad an bio
Teo, reoil,
i map rin & bi mé pém, To oGérd mé an na Liberti
Bi mo éporde doth mespgad Agur oy 1m 5o ot an TRA1E

Leip an émin ap an gopaotb. Bén.
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rillesad ap m’ a1y anior oom &'r mé ©d Sedn 6 Cadam 1 M-
Dérd mé orbée 1 n-tadoap Ao, myp
&' mé pépann bugroni'g doptavaim ‘biod i veanta 6 n-a Lérh.
11 f1llpe mé go bpac. biodvmoéoca’ymoqubininncigosg,
A’y § gopo-Deasr apmo ceann,
6. 11 10mda marom Vothnat} o'r 5o bpml ouip ban oear raor
Bi mé pampatasl mat 5o fléboi .
leop, le mo &eotnead or cionn
A°p an ceatnama La oe’n fofmap clém.

Bi opi éaprs 1 mo feol mép.
fiop £4LL mé apmath oo thip ap 8. iresn : A1 T pran 1 Lip mo éLéb’ 6

bic & émippead ne césoTs feap
04 dhimce D4 mbéabd ceo, "un béay,
Vo fonn 4 beid 1 bpdinc Le plinna A5y Th mé cinnce, veapbia
mban, naé bpul mo leifesr le
bpgro V6mmaill “ran Sapo régaal.
hom. Nnaé tpuad anoir mé A% rEops-
maint lear,
T.ire:  Ogup pesppard amaé mo ¢onpa 4% teadt na husipe bpedy’,
Ve f161-7501C 4’1 ve Seap na 6 torarg an uad a3 Forpearnains,
gelép, &'pon omlleabapglar sz riy.
TRANSLATION.

1. I spent last year with you, For 1 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 will never marry you, Till you get a larger dowry. | 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 Ishall bein God's grace. | 3. A hundred farewells to this time last year, 'Tis
not thus I uged to be, My heart was as mirthful As the little bird on the branch. If they think
that I died, There’s no fear ab all of me, And may death never geize me Until my match be
made. | 4. My love are you, Brigid Geary, Youare the queen above all women, 1 never asked
the naggin from you, But you filled me out the quart. When I thought of paying for it, You
only made fun of me, Andmy 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 in
Oughterard, And if Brigid Geary marries (another) from me, I'll ne'er refurn 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 chonicest
block of wood, And if John Keane is in Meenish, Let it be made by his hand. Let my hatand
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 & pain within my breast That would kill a hundred men,
And T am sure and certain That my cure cannot be found. How sad to be parting with you
now When the fine weather Hag begun, Bince the cuckoo has commenced to call, And the
green foliage o grow,
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11—seola® na ngating 'sa brésad.
(DRIVING THE CALVES IN THE PASTURE.)

Sung by Miss Brivaer ForpE,

2. TA cpamnin ceoptamn faor bun 6 na
coillead reo,

&1 béromuro Le ééile go LA bin ann,

Déromuro 'n Ap pude le bansd gesl na
marone; :

'S teobard v na gathna mr o’ bpirad.

3. Beym mo thallacc bo thsopmbd na
coillead reo, ‘

’S1a0 & 0’45 annpeo Le pén mé;

m’ atep 'gup mo tmitap 3o bpéned ra
mbaile,

11 5an goipe agam teadc m A Lo,

4, smoir a roéipin, 6 TA Th 43 tmieadt vamm,
'S 6 tipla naé vi 't 1 nodn vam,

Seo bt poéigin ap Bapn mo Suro méapa,
&1 A 7Téipin, mo &g céao plin Less.

5. Cailin 65 mé a pugad Lewp o’ Bpopchn,
A6t paapiop nad pard 1é 1 nodn oam.
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Map eoll ap ac ti thiille.

" 6. D'espp Liom 5o mop-mop o berd cnocta,

16 obrETe 1 vCemnTe cnima,

N4 go ocwbpamn Le pépat oo son thac
matop

o n-otlpinn bliadaim 06 plarze.

7. Cwpead mo &ailin ’na pespath mp & .
bpobal,

Agur cugad an Leabsps 1 n-4 Lavh of,

bréigean vf TabaNiT paot pirarm tabaipc,

e parcéior 5o Fewpprde ap an Aic .

8. & Seagdm ui thalle, top tura a baile
tiom.

14 biod citarleadt opt teadc m mo LAZam.

’5 £o veo veo Apdr ni padard oi tap réile

fuaim 4 fercpesr Th vo Leand "gup amdtan.
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TRARSLATION,

1. AsI walked through this wood last Wednesday, A youngmaiden 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 {ree there is, at the end of this wood, And we will be together &ill
the day comes, It’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 o 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 & little kiss from the top of my fingers, And five
hundred farewells to my treasure. j 5. I am a yqung maid born with a fortune, But alas! I am
not fated to enjoy it. In this town, while yet young, I was brought into disgrace, And all through
the sor 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
offgpring. | 7. My girl ‘was put standing before the congregation, And into her hand was put

the Bible,

She had o undertake fo make due reparation,
banished. | 8. Oh, Shane O’Malley, come you home with me;

Else from the place she’d have been
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 airg of this name, Nos. 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, N. T., Milltown, from Simon Steed ; but I was unable to

get the air :—

1. 0’ é1ug mé amaé ap marom esppati

4% r1ubal (6) na cotllead 't mé o pénad,
Cé caprarde opim AGT an 615-bean tharpest,
’S bf & béilin canarde 'r é 4 phird. .

2. O’frappung mé péin 01 §o ¢é ap Blar omde

No Foroé 'n tip beannumigée a ovimy i an,

AET an Topurbeadc na npating, read, éwp
mé mo éaslin,

ogur ceann (6) ni bruam 14 o L4 aca.

3. ’8 vd cpamnin beag caoptamn ap Litbin
na coillesd,
Apup cappa uaic Liompa go LA ann,
Dé1d cebloa binn’ na n-éan wap riop- éup a
. ¢oolad,
sgur owlleabap na zepann, ' é map 1548
opainn.

4. T3 cotl faopda agsinn 6 msoptad na
coillead,

An péan pAgail v1obia go LA

Aét Le bin bin on Lie béromuro rém 'nap
‘Tearath.

'S reolpamuro péin na gamna 'ra brirad.

5.8 Th an pean-péic ap 4 éoille vaingean,

11 € 170615 Lrom 3o bpml pé clitceas,

[T ap E6purDeAdt na nFathng resd i mé
mo éaalin,

Agur ceann ni bruam 1f go La aca.]

6. 'S T4 an rean péic ap a dorllevamgean;

'8 TA ré Le bliadain 1 ndrard mo dalin,

460 mé T ceant an bit Le pdgil mp an i
reo 'brutlim-re,

bamprs mé péin violardeads ap a cndinath.
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7. Berpm-re mo beannadc vo waoptarth na  Adc 6 bi oo torl pén lewr, & rTém, plt
cotllesd, : abaile,

0'pigatb mé Le puoco sgur Le pinard. Seo bapp agup mo ¢tz méans dwT.

Ta mo datoe 't mo thame Fo bpénaé 'mo
141D ra mbaile. ‘

' ni'L oy agam teadt 1 n-4 ngaobap. 9- '04 mbérbmn-re $ém map bi me anupard,

Stn é bliadain *gur an c-am reo,
8. 8 &p&d Zeal mo 6Léb’, na biod opc agnesd, Suropmn plop an éolba vo Leabis,
i n1d é nac noespnard vo hadam, . Agur o' 6Lpainn buroéal pion’ Le mo &arlin,

] TRANSLATION.

1. As I walked out one morning in the spring, And rambled through the wood quite carelessly,
‘Whom ghould I meet but & eomely 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 sesrching for the calves *twas there I seni my girl, But one of them she didn’ find till
morning. | 3. There’s & 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 o 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; Bui gearching for the calves *twas there I 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 1 give fo the herds of the wood Who
left me to suffer cold and bardehip. My daddy and my mammy grieving sore at home, And I
withous a chance of coming near them. | 8. Ah! bright love of my bogom, do not be dismayed,
You’ve done only what your mother did before you; 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 & bottle of wine with you, my girl.

12.—seagén 6% ua ClaroOubAIN.
(YOUNG JOHN EKIRWAN.)

Sung by Mrss Macare HESSION,
J = 84 Belclare, Tuam.
Mizo-lydian mode. ’
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5. TA na h-éclapp ap na rpéaptarb,
Agur ceo mop ap na péaloab,

T4 an “Majon’ cporde, mo thafirom,
o5 riop-filead vedp.

AGT 50 0TAGATD an puad-Féimnesc

Ap buailot na h-bipeann,

T4 clitha mép ap Eipran,

A'p dagmarp 1 norard oo bliyp.

2. 1p cpuarg Liom bean an “thajop ™
8°p b4 epuarg Liom 4§ "na dra1d pim,
a'p nfop ndip’ Liom 04 péabad 1

an cporde ath 'n-a Lip.

map i & éa1ll an péapla

Ve fiop-r5ot na pémne,

4 éum caol yava glégeal,

'S ni bpéaga 'ca mé o7 péd.

3. Bf bapcaig apur blicay
Agur Séamay ua DALME,
Tiop-rgot cporbe mo hmbsfirom,
A3 riop-rilead vedp,

i 1aplad apur Tigeapnad

ag il Leac map clratham,

6. 11 pavs paipring 1 oo binice,
&'r o’ dpur A’y 0o Giipc Seal,
&'r oh mil-bead ag giorgad
Tao1 Bappath na mblac,

Vo ¢uro esadparde 4’y 0o é61Te
4 b pusrgce Le h-6p1 burbe,

Aéc, & Gnuic Mesda pAZTN 5O Tiop Lh
Tan resp pradad na ppoipc.

4. 04 bpeicted-ra an cipla

A maromn bpedd dpiccs

g pubal épfo a bréap slar

&1 a geulsat Leo pior;

Ade ni gercprbeap 60108 an chpla
Tné céile ap an oiiiée peo,
Vonnéab 63 apur & & Lewp

1 n-sonpsic "ra ngleann,

A% 04 mbéinn 1m’ feap paipnér
11 oear & Béappann &4 6'n mbéy.

7. TA 00 nusbd-éulmt poéroa
*Teade & Baile V14 Vomnas,
A’r clarpini ve’n 6p burde

A oo éotmpainn geal cliap,
Aguy notannai na béabepr

Aq vo tporlroe(?)bpess slégeal,
[aéc Th cuma mép ap Sypynn
Agup éagmair 1 wo1a1d 00 Bhir]

TRANSLATION.

1. At noon on a Sunday, The young man died. It was a doleful story For many men and
women ; And if 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. | 8. There were Burkes and Blakes, And James Q’Daly,
The true stock of my master’s heart, Copiously shedding tears. Earls and lords, Expecting
you as & son-inlaw; But Knockma, you are lefi for ever, ., Without hunisman or sportsman. |
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4. Tf you 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 be seen Together in this place,
But only Dennis and his hound Alone in the glen. { 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 pens 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 Round the tops of the blossoms. Your steeds and your coach Inlaid with
yellow gold. And if only I were a wizard, ’'Tis gladly T’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 (troily ?). But there is
great sorrow in Brin, And a void for your death. ’

This lament was composed by Pat Greany, and sung 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 Mesws (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 “ Ampdm Clainne Foevesl,”
No. 12. '

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

13.—AMRAN N4 Mmine,
(THE SONG OF THE MEAL.,)

Sung by Miss Macare HEssIoN,
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2. Vi p1ao 45 Tesact 1 n-a oopéanarb,

Bgur neapog 1160 156l ann 5ad L4,

1Ni Gwippead ah ppronnya FrusIm AR b m s
éooan,

N6 gupb farpping Mac 0E sp L s

3. 17 é an “majop” & tronnpcasl an méso
reo,

A'r & Gromban uard 15648l 1 n5AC AiT.

“ 'r.‘orgtmérb reomd na h-éipeann

0’1 na Letgrd na Saedil bocc’ sun bar.

4, RommErd min m-a gcéaotab

Agur cuimgrd rusy ¢ crane ” 1mo “yard”’
Agur £45 43 Luée ribin an PéATAN,

An pinca, map béince, 'pan cipc.”’

5. fiuaip & Saamic an FOpTa 50 h-Eipanm,
Sea® 00 ppreab cporbe na péite 1 bpdipe,
Tiom4m uard Long paot n-a rebloarb

'3 { Lan oe™ 6 burbe agup bén.

6. ni'L pé 1 gefing clnmb na h-éipeann

& pamail bean an “Majop” le rigait,

Map ch Flop-r50S na h-usyle an bipcad,

16 a bpuil ap flioéc clamne ugce ap an
Spaan,

7. M4 Eagann Gorbée cogad n6 clampan,
Cuippeamuro comp At Cnoc Meads,
Dibpescamuro na Fratncass 'y na Splinmg
agur curoedéamuro Le h-érunn 5o bpsc.

8. T& an ““Mmajop” agpur 4o earbog
tuama

A7 imteacc anonn umnnlgtm moitl,

Sifio an ppronnya map Leanar an cfipla,

Map tA Minop St. Jeopge m Be-Gmn.

9. Tappaingéocard r1ao cuca na h-dfosip,
AZU CHIREID 114D CUSING M FaN foill.
érd cpuic ap an geatllil paor Lugnar
sgur mala mop pléim ap & opuim.

10. 04 brigad muro pérovesd 6'n i oti-
$eapns,

N 16pped muro 1apthalr 50 bpée,

Mancingeads ap eaépard ni 1apprainn,
86T an Typatap map diallaro o't an cipp.

11. Tjan & beid raop oe na racatb

Tan 180 9’a n-éiliugad apip o L an bpdd’,
Aés min F8E4L 1 noespead na blisdns,
Agup 111 aparb m1apperd ma fagaim.

TRANSLATION.

1. We will give & blessing to the major, Himself is the manager in truth; It 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 mesal 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
off & ship in full sail, And it filled with yellow gold and silver. | 6. There is not in the five
provinces of Treland The peer of Mrs. Major to be found, The Burkes, the true flower of onr.
nobilify—Nor among the descendants of the Royal House of Spain. | 7. If war or dissengion
ever comes (amongst us), We will put up & camp 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 soon; 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 s 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 landiords, To great riches we never
would aspire. A ride on a horse I would not ask for, Bu# the straddle for a saddle, and = 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, . Thére’s my request, if it’s granted.

This song also was composed by Pat Greany. The Major Kirwan here
referred to was father of “ Sesgan 63,” 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 ” ig 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? Alas! as the time of the race drew near, the poor jockey
was “ taken sick and like to die.” Amnother 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
maneged 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 vietory.”

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 thereis 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 * &yro esrbog Tusms,”

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.

14—taob tall ve cLardoe na Tedrann,
(BEYOND THE MEARING WALL)

84 Dorian mode.

Sung by Miss Macere Hessiow,
Belclare, Tuam.
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'S § péapla an éinl omnn,
'S & Gifespns ! nac oear an péipin i

V4 n-éalmgesd pi Liom.

8. Lesll mo Endd pppé dom,
Céoao agur mile bo,
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To noéanyad i 'vam cesé mop.
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TRANSLATION.

1. On yonder side of the mearing wall My love dwells. She has in her a drop of the gentlesﬁ
blood The afiliction of my heart! 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, Ora 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 of the brown hair. And oh! 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
ghe 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 & 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. Buf 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 “ M4ipe ni €om.” The air here given I
got from Maggie Hession, who sang it to the version given in “ &uipdin
Clainne Foedesl,” p. 113,

15.—CT10CEAI0 4N SAMRAD.
(THE SUMMER WILL COME.)

N Sung by Miss Maeaie HessioN,
g = 159 Belclare, Tuam.
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04 noéancd oo Feallasramc map Bi oh

2. T4'n ordée reo ap reaptamn, o’y ’ca i
Fuasp,

&’p ’ed rf a5 Luige Le mo dpmnm o cpuard.

Cartrrd mé 1 'r ni pacard mé éun puain

Fo n-eulmpeso Zaop ritle Le m’ gnéd corp
cuatn,

3. an it téigim-re pior dung tead an bil,
17 ong-ra 00 rmusmiim 4 thile reop.

néo,

Béad ceaé mép agamn srur rerlm bpedg.

4. N'L mo $péo-ra oub, agur ni'l pé burbe,

17 piii € vo éeangal Le hop an nof.

T4 54 Lanh Feal’ sige a'r Leaca min?,

'8 of'L pépai 1 ngdmoin map Endd mo
éporde.

TRANSLATION.

1. Summer will come, and the grass will grow, And the leaves will come on the tops of the
trees, My love will come ai the bright dawn of day, And will play me a tune as he well ean
do. | 2. The rain pours down and the night is cold, It presses upon me 8o harsh and severe;
(Yet) I will endure it and will not go to rest, Till I By o’er the sea with my love near ihe bay. |
8. When I go down to the drinking-house, Of you I am thinking, my thousand treasures; If
you’d keep your word, a8 you said you would, We would have & 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 checks, 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 “4n thyess,” p. 7 and p. 11; “Love Songs of Connacht,”
p- 28 ; Joyce’s “ Ancient Irish Musie,” 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:—
4. 1 cpusag gan mire 1 mo thatgom 613,

I TpuaIg San mipe 1 mo thargom 613.
1 mo margom 615 ni bérdb mé go veo
N6 5o bripard ubla ap sbapcarl bo.

1. Trocpard an pamnad agur pArrard an péap,

&’r tiocpard na oulleabarp ap bappard na
gepaob.

Tiocpard mo ndo-ra Le binad an Lae,

L os , <
A'r pemnnprd 1é ponc o'r 1 i Lerr &, 6. I cpusmg san mipe ' mo thile rop

2. ni’l mo gpdod-ra oub sgup ni'l pé burde.
11 11t é 0o éeangail Le hép an piog.
T4 ciim caol. catlee arge 11 méapa min’,

4’1 o'l pépai 1 ngéapoin map néd mo éporde.

3. Taceac Leannas 1y an mbaile fioarg €all,

inr an AT & FeotinwiFeann(y) mo thémnin
bin.

T4 bean eile a15e 1 ngpeim a 94 Laih;

'S naé bruil oy a3 vo épowde o zup
cpdroce acdim. .

1y an &1t naé baogal cordée 6 Fo veo,
1 gCinge Largean 16 1 Connvae Eléip
N6 ap bépo Lumge ag oul 5o dmenuocs.

6. Mo bpén ap an bpimpge, 111 ’cé Lin,

111 ’cd a3 oul 1o1p mé 1 mo tipnin bin.

Sublpard mipe gleannca agup cnockm spo’,

Azur vestiian rean & porrar mé go brigrd
mé biy.

7. TA an ordée reo tliué agur i i puap,

Agur ©é 1ia’ biiroig ap mo dpmm o cpuaid.
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1 padard mire & baile °r nf padard mé an
cuame '

N6 56 Feartrd mé an 019¢" 1 mbipas le mo
Enéd coip cuain.

9. 11 vesr an buadaillin é gnid mo cporde,
Na¢ aobimn00™n pobal a vcéigeannré ipio.
T4 réan 6 thuipe aip aguy pirc 6 Cpioye,

¢ bpén ap m’ atan a qunne rglaburde

8. T4 gnéd 0o m’ varor agam 1og 1w’ viom-
énorde, i .

'S 1 meara liom mo miampin na mnd &’ 10. & émrle agur & dumaimn gespn !
T-raogail, 11 Leac & ¢a1ll mé mo ¢li 5o bpie,

45 pbal conr bamce agur corlloe 4pv, |
ACT TUsIMPS ap mo thipnin niop péso mé a
fagit.

Tpéigprd mé apt rav 140 ;S"T' mo &dipoe gaorl
Agur padard mé tap réle le gpid mo
¢porbe.

TRANSLATION.

1. Bummer 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. | 2. My love is not dark, and he is not yellow, He is fit to be girded with the gold of the king.
He bas a white shining waist, and tapering fingers, And there is no flower in the garden like the
love of my heart. | 8. There is an alehouse in that village beyond, At the place where my bright
love 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, ’m no more a young maiden, A pity it is, I’'m nomore
a young maiden, No more & young maiden will T ever be, Till apples grow on the horns of a
cow. | 5, It’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 ses, it is it that is full, And it rolls between me and my dariing
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 cold, 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; Bnt I will forsake them and my relations too,
And T'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. Palse (of my heart)
and my shori-lived affection! With youI 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.—sa1l 65 Ru&O.
(LITTLE RED SALLY.)

Sung by Miss Macsrx HESBION,

J = 66 Belclare, Tuam.
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2. N°L mé aéc go opéit Lag, 1. Ab, pity me, Mary,

N’ 3ap b4 péanad, Poor tramp in lone places,

N’L mé ap son Go\, aéc map an Zceo. Weeping and sorrowing and making moan ;
’C4& puil mo éporde 1yTig And rocking my babe,

V4 pilc 'n-4 bpaoncab, My arms for a cradle,

'8 4014, cé an T-10nENAD 1 NDIAS mo Sail’ But no milk for his mouth ean my money afford.

2 ]
61 Ruard’. 2. I am fainting with weakness,

No usge to concesl it,

My strength is dissolving like mists that fly.
From my heart in its beating

Blood trickles ke tear-drops,

What wonder, my God! for my Sally who died.

8. Mo £péod, vo bé&ilin
Nap éum na bpéaga,
"Sur 0o thén vesp, naé parb ap bean le

pgéal. 8. Bweet mouth had my maiden,
Vo b4 &ié tlégeal’ No lies ever shaping,
Le oo Leand bin 4 bpéagad, And a manner unmatched among womer. for
4 roo, wi peromn Liom &4 tabampc 6'n grace;

'"bA,I‘- And breasts white and shapely

For her child’s soft allaying.
But my love could not save her from death
and the grave.
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4. 04 bpbramn
Vo éatllead Fpénoa,
‘Téigread o Lin opm 4 bert ap oul 1 n-a
01410, .
&6t mo Gatlin bpedg veasr
& ovug mé nad of,
Agur Tup 1n & paipoin 'p ead pusm mé i,

5. n soip s 1é 0éag

'S ead puoip mé péin i,

on bean ap Lesg mé Lérte mo pin 5o h-63.
86T a rToi mo cléibe,

'S th o'f4g Liom pém mé,

Agur Guard 'ra gené uaim 1 oo éatlin 63.

6. b'pedpp Liom B0 mép-oép

Mo d1ard 'ra’ péo i,

beit o5 bleagan mo b6-in, n6 1 mbun mo
c1ge,

N4 pardbpear Sedipre

&1 € & $4%41L Le yopdmpe ;

'S Zup rao1 na péoard & éwp mé ppéd mo
cporde.

4. Had T 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.

. B. Oh, was it oo 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 alas | "neath the sod lies my love in her
shroud. i

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, Ns Duséailli Déns, to which a song ascribed to Raftery is
sometimes sung. I give one verse of the song as I heard it from Miss
Bridget Forde, Sylane, Tvam. (For complete song see Hyde’s “ dbpém an

" Reacdcinpe,” p. 194.)

For 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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17.—n4 buacailli bina.,
(THE WHITE BOYS.)

| Sung by M1ss Briveer Forp,
¢ =72

. Sylane, Tuam,
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TRANSLATION.
O, Denis Brown, ’tis nicely I would shake hands with you, And not out of love for you, but
with desire to take you; I would tie you up with s hempen rope, And I would drive my spear
through your big paunch,

18.—bean an T-SeAnotine.

(THE OLD MAN'S WIFE.) .
Sung by Mras. Hrssrox,

.’. =76 . Belelare, Tuam.
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2. 1re: bpén ap mo thamnnoip agur o’ 6lrad & ginf éip ;
A por mé éot h-6% 3 4’1 naé mbéad ré o mat Leas,
161 r1ao Leip an peanvuine mé & fesnouine,
man Feall ap éépla bé. Nusp & béad na piiyci mép ?
Mtile b’fedpp Liom agam
buséarllin vear 6z, 5. etrean: M4’y carlin oe’n cragayp pin &4,
4 T10cpaD 1rcead ap marom &’r 5o brusl ol agac 'ran 6L,
dgur béanrad vAtH-1A PO3. 11 Teapn & thappesr AINgeao ome

10 00 fealbimin bs.

&' 1appuigim ap 014’1 ap thupe,

mapas maipinn beo aéc blisvain

5o breicrean 43 1appard véipce
ta,

4A’r 06 héla ap 0o dpuim.

3. erean:  A’rnacoesyanrespt mbaile mé,
ni’L ol agam 'ran 6L
T4 béar nior reapp né pin ag5am
& bpedgrad carlin 6.
Saotpboainn apan AZUT 1aTai D1,
Crnineadt o’r eopna hép,
A1 8018, nin b fedppduttagac mé
Né péic ve buacall 63,

6. tre:  mile Wiedpp Liom ag tappard
véifce,
4’y mo thila ap mo dpum,
N4 oo Leitéro ve feanounin

4. tpe: mile b’fedpp Liom agem 4 bett 'ra mbaite cinn.

an buséallin vear 63, - Man fitpimn moap’ noéancd ado
Nac Letgread éuig an aippeann caradée, -

mé naé mapred blradain beo,
4’ barbin () ap mo bpéig, &'r letg ve vo émo pearhrdn
& béappad a3 tead an Leanna resyca Liom,

mé A giolla an Génpdin thém !

" TRARSLATION.

. 1. Coming over from the town of Balla, Just two miles outside Clare, Whom should I meet
but a pretty girl, Seafed on her saddle high? ¢ Are you the wife of the old man?” I am,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 tin.es I'd rather To have a nice young boy, Who would
come o me in the morning And greet me with a kiss.” | 3.« Am I not & nice man in & home? I
have no taste for drink, And s far better trait than that I have To win a young girl's heart.
1'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 1 prefer To have &
nice young boy, Who would not allow me fo 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, It’s short money would last you Or your litile 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.” | 6. A beggar's life I'd much prefer, With my bag upon my back,
Than to have a liftle old man like you For ever gick at home. For I should think when you
only coughed That you wouldn’t live & year, So cease your nagging me henceforth, Gillie of
the wheezing cough!”’
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This air is an inferior version of «
sung to me by Mrs. Hession, Belclare,
Mrs. McDermot, Doogra, Tuam.

)

Many ni Fuodts,” No. 10. It was
Tuam. I got some of the words from

19—nelli & ¢araro.
(NELLY, MY FRIEND.)

Sung by M=s. Hosax,
Milltown, Tuam.
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¢éao feapc,

~pirc ap mo

2.'S &’ tilmpe, ééapo vo deanpar mé 1
mbipag,

Nuaip naé brerereso mo gndd a’ ceado antap,

Tan Eumadt azam tifeadt 1 n-a Ligap,

Le méao ’r bi eavpainn aptath ?

Nusip & rmaonmiFim ap pasnad 'y ap géiproe

AZur s o1neac vo B4 Lirh 4 Bi pat,

Tuoprd mé 1 Lionn-oub 4’y 1 noblip,

4’1 caoinprd mé zo leop 'vo brard.

bam mé - - anéopp-héan ve’n alc viom,

3. 'S pA mbémn-pe 'mo Luige apn ’mo Leabard

Seact reactiname, piace, né mi,

'S aon PO athéin a fAgAL 6 mo nells,

To5rad 1é an bpén acé 1 mo éporde.

'S an cpuatd Leat mo tuamba 4 beid capcia,

N6 mo éotpa berit 04 peappad 45 na
raom,

N6 ap marom mo Epbéap aF call a basle,

’S na buacailli vear’ a5 oul paor ?
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4, Suarb mé apéifi 4% tead an copparh 5. &’r bud that an peap Léige Yy peap plud:

Inp an 41T nac parb eolar opm ann; 1410’ Mé,

Surd mé yior an ceann roéil ann, - Vi Goth veay ap Cusmg ‘gur an 145,

’S Bi carlin vesr 63 Le mo aorb. Sared na punainne 0’4 bualad

NusIp & PMaonuigim ap & PROING °r an G15e, & cwpresd an élusin ap na mnkib,

Elac mé 5o mép-thard an gpeann, B pin iy an mbunad bud Husl vom,

'S 04 h-stdeoin, 0'ap no61E, a5 tead &' Deid 'mo dum’-usral cothruapaé o’y atéim.
Topparty, Leig oe 0o éuro panainesde’ anoir, abuacaily,

Cwip mé an ¢luam m & ceann, &rrabaipoo beannsdt go buanvo namniib.

TRANSLATION,

1. When I had risen up one Wadnesday morning, (Alas! I made no sign of 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 fo-moxtow,
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 laughier 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 & 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 {o 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 instiiled 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.

1 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 “Ampéin Clammne Foeeovesl,” p. 119;
“« Gaelic Songs of the West,” p. 23 ; and “ Fiop Climyesé ns héipesnn,”
P- 46, edited by the late T'. O'Neill Ruszell. The song was taken down by
him from a Mayo man in Chicago. See also “ Siampa an Jehqo,” p. 118,
v. 5, and “ Aa thipeés,” p. 10.
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20.—MAaI0IN FEZMAIR.
(ONE AUTUMN MORNING.)
Sung by Miss Karre McGars,

J =93 Liskeevey, Tuam.
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3. 6, buséallin 65 mé 4. o b rirl agam 6 Gpioro(a)

"TA bpat ap dul o* pérad, Na¢ bpégard mé by cordde,

A°r nf Déanrard mé son commurde o mbrd mé’p mo thian-ra

o braig mé mo thran. An Leabard ¢latac rinze.

50 bpillad sura 4 roéipin NPl n1d ap big niop ditne

4°r 0o thalape ni péreatnn, N4 an gpisn ap Cinn cSéile,

5o rinteap 1 ran goill mé, 46T an péraf geal gléteal

'8 i1 61 mo éronn. Aan bapnah na oconn,

8. 6, mire td bpénag, 5. Map r1n & Bi mo Enéo-ra

’S mé 4z rubal tnio na mémce, Le gile a’r Le bpedgeacc,

T4 an sippng 0 Tpom tyiom 86T & hargom Siim bamnpiogam,

43 oul ¢pio mo Lap, 11 Leac 4 éatll mé mo é1all.

Nuaip 4 Surimigim ap an mbédan Man 11 mire oT4 pior

Bi mé ag oul 'r mo 1an-ra ; - Lerr an bpdrad rin & déanar,

AT Tl 1i a5 rean eile poroa, i Goolbécard mé aon ordée,

4 1inc thuipe, naé cpuag! A¢T pion Leir an mbpén.
TraxszATION,

1. One fine dewy morning, As I set out, in the Autumn, Who should meet me on the i:oa.d,
But the bright love of my heart? When I gazed on her shoes,” My tears began to trickle, And
I asked for ihree small kisses From the darling of my heart. | 2.0k ! 'm & young bouchal (swain)
Who thinks of getiing married, And I'll make no rest anywhere Uutil my love I find. Till
you return, my treasure No other (maid) I'd marry, Till I lie in the churchyard With the clay
above my head. | 3. Oh ! great Is my sorrow As I walk through the low lands, The keen pang
of longing Goes right through my henrt, As T think of the pathway Where my love and I
rambled. But, she’s wedded to another, Ah! more’s the pity, me! | 4. Bnt with Christ’s help
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T'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. | 5. Such was my darling In beauty and in splendour, Ah! mild queenly
maiden, Wiih you I lost my sense. For now I am downecast 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 Lis «Irish Minstrelsy,” published
in 1831, attributes it to Carolan, 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.” It is known also as “ bugro ni fhéille.”

21.—0MTCe "N PAORAIS.

(FAIRS’ COUNTRY.)
Sung by Miss Kamie McGara,

,' = 63 . ‘Liskeevy, Tuam.
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2. &'y bud binne Liom i nao1 n-vaipe, 4. Sy pava mé mp an dic Teo,

Tnaé éaat rf real ap pwbal liom, Le blisdam fméip fav’ sgur néace,

N4 cuaé ap bapp na cpaocibe A’p nion &4imic mo £ndod an Suapg cigem,

'S Lonoub Le mo taorb. C armé an mo Leabard cinn,

bub binne Liom § nd cléipreass, N4¢ cpuag Leat mé 0o mo ppéacad

N4 pliice ap £aloib béna, 4’1 an appaimg Epid mo taob dery,

N4 ceileabomp na n'esla 1 dilne 4’ naé rollapaé raot an paogal reo,

45 oul Sap na connca prap. Sup Lerg mé Leac mo pin ?

3. 4’1 ni buan mé ap mo fléince . 8. aco b'pedpp Liom-ra mo fiman agam

04 brigad curs, & Enéod bim. Tan b6 gan punnt pan caomg,

. . . . N4 rardbpear spinoas ap an craogasl reo

. . . 'S mé 4 brao 6 Connoae an Glip

47 1 ma€ nd maom na caoug, . . . . .
14 clé op cothaip na noaocine, . . . . . .
N4 n1d ap BT etle paot an ra0%al peo,

Niop Zug mé "prath ap dipvo. . .

TRANSLATION.

1. Were I to own the Fairs’ couniry, And it all to be fogether, You would be my degire if I
could (have you), My share of the world, y treagure, 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 T would think her nine fimeg sweeler When she spent a time
walking with me, Than s euckoo on top of the branch, Or a blackbird by my side. I would
think her sweeter than s harp, Or'a flute in meadows fair, Or the melody of the loveliest
awans, Going over the waves to the west. | 8. And I would not be long in health If you should
leaveme, my fairlove . . . , . . 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
long 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 nok pity me, perishing With the pains on my right side,
And is it not ciear to the world That I gave you my love? | 5. But I would prefer to have my
love Without cow, or coin, or sheep Than ugly riches of this world, And I far from the
County Clare. [ .. . e . e

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 Rutledge Fair was a member of
this family,
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22.—nelli bén.
- (FAIR NELLY.)

Sung by the late micedl bpestnas,
Tnverin, Spiddal.
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2. 04 mbad Liom-ra Popcumna
Agur baile Loca R1abag,
Luimnead gan cunncar,

'S tapc timéesll B'L-47-cliat;
O\ 00 TuINNCIN-Te & lOMNEINN

& Lead sgur 04 tpan,

Ap cunncar & betd 1 vCusim Less
14 ravs *gur blasbain.

3. ni camnceésamn apn mo &apall,
Ap mo d1allaro nd ap mo fpian,
n4 ap plipcimb an faloansy ()
& mbiodmuro ann o7 p1adac;

N4 ap 4 hoeacard ve biro

6 Sarana tap réite Le bliadan,
‘ma éamncigmro an L4 do

A mn&ib vears Loca Riabas.

o O mnkd vesr-a Loé« &

Risbarg.

4. Tabap mo beannaéo-1a 5o Connactarh,
map 1 ann & biod an gpesnn,

oguy cugac-ra pém A Fpéo Fil,

Naé bretoprd mé 5o bpic.

on E6inpdd fo bi eaonsimn

45 oul anonn rliab bin na otom,

*S gupab i an cSionamn Mép Songbug muro
& bi Lin o bpuad pothainn. !

5. 6 'gur cpusd géen nip catllesd mé,
amwmg ap an pliab,

'gan 41T & mbéad mo éndtha

Le procad ap an bpad,

Sul bap turc mé 1 ngpdd less,

4 Bpumnesll na ngesl-cioc ;

’S 5o mb'fedpp Le vo hmitamin

naé bretcpead i mé "par.
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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
Loughresa. | 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. | 8. I would not speak
about my horse, About my saddle or bridle, Nor of the fields of enmity (?) In which we used
to hun{, Nor of all the boats thai travelled In a year from England across the sea, 1f we
should speak on that day Of the pretty womelt of Loughrea. | 4. 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. | 5. 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, O 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 Micesl
Dyiestnsd, Inverin, Spiddal, who passed his brief life, first as Secretary to
the Gaelic League of London, and afterwards as &qro OlLat (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 Irigh-
men living there. It was late, it was cold, and we were hungry; but we
were young, and our spirits were high; 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! ,

We had a carriage to ourselves, and we whiled away the time in singing.
This song was Micedl’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 1hicedl to rest in his own beloved Coir Famppze.

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 Péopsic mec Prapsir, in the “ Irish Review,”
June, 1911.

See also “.an Cedl Sroe,” p. 80.

Walsh’s “ Irish Popular Songs,” p. 117.
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23.—mdéire HBRIN.
"(MARY BROWN.)

Sung by Miss Bripoer LoHAN,

| 72 Sylane, Tuam.
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2. '0lbaint mé ’n méro reo o’y mé ‘cépdd
Lérte— .

“1p oh mo Géav-feanc 4’ Toga mo fal;

A’r ni beo ’vo V1ard mé, A’y na véan mé
EpéIgTIng,

A’r ba &6 duiw éalégad Liom, a thipe
Bpén.”?

8. 1 cailin bpedg { o voug mé gpéd o,

4’r ni cumann gedpp 6 ma bim-re beo,

Map bim go rioppurde *cabaipc mile ylin 91,
4’1 Th Fndbd aF o Lin uipp map "ol rf comp.

4. ’Srfro § an plannodg pusip péim na h-dice,
G4 mear le pigatl ater &1 cperoeathainc
hép—

AéT 0’ arrbeoin Mne *bert brao 6 Lacam,
bérd i a5 an mbiipe an an Tuploé Mop.

5. 'Sifro i an tredroin ve hnab na yéola,

1 mimce minla Fabann 1 an crlage,

&1 o Liscomge G15-Fean oapp i Lé pérad

mapn ba “shacch™ aip péEnad 1 L& cup 1
gopic.

6. i Fnrbean pf mopdél nd gppeann a
t6gbail,

A’r n?op FME aon 0615 nte le n-a cup 0’4
rlage,

86T oap BME mo 86mpnded, o éporde Fan
o6lar,

Bup resp Fan eolur naé rannc6éad 1.
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TRANSLATION.

"1. There’s a bright, pretty girl to whom I paid court, Onthecrag 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 eyes; I shall not live after you, and do not desert me; You ought to elope
with me, O Mary Brown.” | 3. She is & charming girl with whom I fell in love, And no brief
affection shall it be if I live; For I'm ever wishing a thousand bleseings 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
mateh in Turlochmore. | 5. 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 furn her from her way; Bui indeed upon my word, O 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 Raftery, and is
responsible also for another fine song “ SedFan 4 fic mo Comaqirun,” which
is sung to the same air as “ bpgroin Deurss,” No, 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
Glyon. I got another version from Mrs. McDerinot, Doogra, Tuam, which is
practically the same.

The e Dptin, 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 Maipe Scancon, Raftery says: “I have left the branch
with her, away from Mame Opan.”

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 Raftery, 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 “ Maip’ ni €rdmn.” Another version of this song

is in “ S1ampa on Jenmprd,” p. 20.
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94 —mdire ni tmongdin.
(MARY MONGAN.)

- Sung by Miss MaceIr Hrss10K;
J = 63 Belclare, Tuam.
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4. 1r mac gan éumann &6 anorr, oap Liomya,

Naé otigesnn Ap cusIpt éugam ©°01H¢ nd
ve L4,

4 éa1d opd plaZe pan 15ic oo’ 1oméap

'8 & éuard 1 geontabaine Leac ordé’ an biyy,

Cug mé ryoil ome agur besgén péglum’

Vo fieip mo éomacta map pmne & b'fespy,

'8 na¢ beag a goillear mo Falna vubac opc

Cébi éuige oF & mbionn té ann.

5. c& bpml cpuad 1 néipunn adc mac Ly
micam '

A bert a5 oul 1 brén ap 4 céile dorde?,

40" feil 5o cnearta é pan Fmi gan niipe

Fuaip biad sgur annlann mad glan o4
cionn. ’ '

MAr é an bir a ey opm ’r & 0’pig padr
Ondth mé,

Mapiriomda an gesll mart a durp ré r garll,

'8 gup b’é an popchim vemeannad a bi v's
Bipp 4'm,

Bup Feal mo éeann agup gupdubmo éporde.

6.°S nac beag o nzoilleann mo Zalpa oubas
Ay

'8 & Liacoa bpén g 5abiil nf mo éporde;

Cérmic tinnear opm 11 éa1ll mé mépén,

'S nil Luaé na c6npa *Fam anory, rapoon!

N{ hé pin 1y meara Liom, nd épdid go mépmé
Aéc mep pimne mé an pépad ap A apir;
Daan ré an clann viom bi oilce corgte—
T& mmmgm 65 opm, 'y mé 5o Lag 'na geionn.

7.8 o4 bpuil cpuarg 1 néipian aéc mac i
macam

4 bul 1 Brén ap 4 ééile Gordée;

CGuard o Sapana ran apm Fatloa

Tan pror & péige ace beagan bid.

04 mbad 1 mbaile na cille agam 4 bésd vo
éndtha

i bertinn doth vub-¢pordesd né a lest oo
01410,

Act mo &ing ¢éao beannaécleat go niogaée
na nEpires,

Nuaip naé brul 16 1 nodn vom &6 pérceil
éordée.

8. aé mép & gurlear vean 1 no1ard o péiroe

M4 fagann 1é bar uaitt 1 n-sorp 4 1,

'8 & Liaéoa poppdnac bpesdg Lutiirap Liromp

435 gabarl ton pdile 'y naé brllprd cordce.

1 hé pm A mapbumg mé b4 héav mo buard-
nead,

N4 4 pinne gual oub ve mo énorde,

46t nil. tead mo apav 4’m Le dul ap cuapc
ann - )

N4 bean mo tnuaige best ann *mo d1a10.

TEANSLATION.

1. 1 had three sons who were well broﬁght up, But it is short they remained with me, my
hundred sorrows ! Théy left their poor sister weeping bitterly Every Sunday, and not {rying to
dress herself. I hadn’t much esteem for the youngest son, "Although a friendly little lad was

Petor 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, ihat was reared and educated And went
away $o improve himself; The neighbours loved him, while he was with me, And he wag
& 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 withont 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 alms-deeds,
And I get no news of him, on sea or on land. When I seeall the women with their families united,
I loss my sight and my memdry 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 & son without affection now, in my opinion,
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~Who comes not to visit me by night or by day, Who spent three quarters without rest

bearing you, And was in danger with you on the night of death. I gave you schooling and
gome little learning, According to my power and as well as I could; And little does it affect
you, the black disease I have, In whatever province you may happen to be. | 5. Is there anything
go pitiful in Ireland as a son and a mother, Straying continually from each other? [I] who
reared him kindly without pain or shame, And provided food and good clean sauce
for him. If death hag failed me, and left me in this miserable condition— For it is many a good
promise he sent to the grave; And the last fortune I got on top of all Was that my head grew
white and my heart black. | 6. Isn't it little my painful disease affects him, And the many
sorrows that go through my heart? Sickness came on me, and I lost a great deal, And I haven't
the price of a coffin, now, alas! But that's not what I think the worst, nor what troubled me
most, But that I got married for a gecond time; It took from me the children that were fully -
reared, And I have a young family, and I am weak on account of them. | 7. And what is more
pitiful in Erin than & son and a mother Siraying constantly from each other? He went to
England, in the army of the foreigner, Without knowledge of his wages, except & little feod.
If I had your bones in Ballinakille I would not be as broken-hearted after you half so much;
But my five hundred blessings with you to the Xingdom of CGrace, Bince it is not fated for me
to see you again. | 8. Does not a woman weep greatly after her child If he dies at even the age
of amonth? And all the strong, fine, active youths Going over the sea never to return! It
isn’s that that killed me, though great my sorrow; Nor that made a blackened coal of my heart,
But there’s no friendly house to pay & visit to, Nor a woman to pity me afier my death.

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 “ &dhpdan Cloanne
Toedeal,” p. 122, and I give it here with his kind permission.

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

25—aMRrREN an TéL.
(THE SONG OF THE TEA.)
’ Sung by Miss Brineer ForpE,

J- =76  AMfizo-Lydian mode. Sylane, Tuam.
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2. e1pesn:

3. 1re:

4. erean:

5. tre:

6. €iyean:
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Maire, bionn cupa 1 gebmmurbe
eup pior ap an cé,

’S an L4 Bioy ré agag, ni peic-
Cean &’ av é;

1m&i Leas 'prag cobacvam ap
thaite Leat pém,

Nné notnnprd mé lest peac na
Lérge !

C1a an T-rlige aTa & 'am-pa?
CA bpruigimn-re durc &

Aét ag ceangal 04 éine a parb
ub aca ‘péip?

Ruo A €65 ¢ paot Noolarg, niop
foc s por €

'S T an méao po piEad gann a3
na placib,

T4 mipe 0’4 deapad pup puapad
an grlige

Be1t a5 obaip duig-re sancava
0’4 éionn;

V4 oziginm 110ead -aF aon fesp
r oip

Beobrainn cobac uard ’r pomnnc
phrde.”

Sé & n-1apprd ve obam 1 gear-
teath vo faotail

A cariesarh cobad ip o’ Leigesn
le gaoit;

Tatrbedn anorr c& bpml vo thad
16 0o thaom .

'S naé¢ pampathail oo Lén vo
na plipnib ?

04 otérbinn 5o Farllish né poip
. 5o h&e-CGum,

4Anonn o Cmn Maps, né 'maé
§o Tpdig-li,

Carrarde 1 vcead mé peadohain
né mi, . v

To raotpmgmn Luaé ondn agup
béanin.

7. ire:

8. eirean:

9. 1re:

10. e1rean:

11. tpe:

Maiye, o 1imirg Tl Geanarptimic
o apip,

Nifacemap apacc'néin, pgilling
nd prgmn;

Lwg ot ap vo leabard p oo
taobanna oimn,

’S an tlagoén 5o vomain 11 oo
éndthatd.

Scop vo béal pearca, & amaro
ve fnaotll !

N6 buailprd mé buitle opc &
brarpesy vo dpuim!

A5 copad’rag aépann oo Sarép

- 0o faogal;

Bi an papiin pin céaona a3 vo

hita.

M4 ©d mire 1’ amaro 'p go
Brurlaim 1’ fpaoill,—
Leine ap mo énotcesnn Got oub
Letyr an vaol,—

Viol mé a path azam go n-joc-
rann an cor,

4’1 rm é o'fag rollath mo Lirha.

Ruo & oubsinc mé leac ceana,
4 veipim Leac §,

Maps n-éiyord tia pearos le
5Loncard mo béil,

Mapa roopard c©h anoir ’p
Leigean ove’n ©ér

Ir gesnp o béar tead o ’av nd
Apap!

T4 mé Le pava a5 commnedil an
cife

'S nf céip 5o breicred mo veod
nd mo Fpemm;

mana n-6Latnn ap matomn Lin
r5itléao v prgmn

i Béad bpson mp an geié ap
an pairce !
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12. erpean: Gusrd régo sarllamgo pérdesd  13. pe: Bi an Linasham ra Sproéal ap

le reap olige; maroin an Lae,

i brmgead pé bert *camnnc Letp 'S peathman blar o minesd aéc
gan Leat-Hini burde ; A goup ap an pérd;

¢ bi agam 'ra Sprodal sp maroin Ni vespnad an-beipt pin aéT

018’040 - magad 't bit-é1feam

Téim cinnte o réroved’ mé an . Abc cespaim pup caillesd na
cap pm”’ paayci,

TRANSLATION.

1. One Saturday evening when the sun was getting I saw a couple in a garden by themselves.
Phe woman Was noisily discoursing on tea, And the man did not like her to be talking of it. |
9. “Now, you are always talking of tea, And the day you have it nobody sees it with you. Be off,
get. tobaceo for me, for your own good, Or I'll share with you the handle of the spade.” | 3. “ How
can I? Where eould I get it for you, But by tying two hens that had eggs last night? What
you had at Christmas you did not yet pay for, And what I have is little enough for the children.” |
4. « T am thinking it is a miserable way To be working for you and getting nothing out of it ; 1f

-1 went in to any man in the country, I'd get tobaceo from him and some pay.” | 5. ¢ All the work

you'd ask to do, during your life, Is smoking tobacco and letting it go with the wind; Show
now where are your goods or your means, And is not your provision for the children amusing?” |
6. « If I went to Galway, or east to Headford, Over to Kinvara, or out to Tralee, For a week or &
month, Pd meet with a house Where T'd earn the price of a drawersand & jacket.” | 7.“Indeed ! you
went before and you returned again, And we did not see with you a crown, & ghilling, or a penny ;
You lay on your bed and your gides sore, And the cold deep in your bones.” | 8. « Cease your talk
henceforth, you foolish glattern, Or I'Ll strike you a blow that will break your back, Fighting
and wrangling you spend your life, And the very same way had your mother.” | 9. “If I am a fool,
and if I am a slaitern, With a shiré on my gkin as black as a beetle; Isoldalll had to pay the
rent, And that is what has left my hands empty.” | 10. % What I told you already, I tell you again,
Unless you listen henceforth to the words I speak ; TUnless you stop now, and leave off the tea,
It is short you will have either house or home.” | 11. “Iam a long time keeping the house, And
you should not notice my drink or my eating; If I should not drink every morning the full of a
twopenny skillet, There wouldn’t be a drop in my breast for the child.” | 12. He went to Galway
to settle with & lawyer: He couldn’t get an interview without a yellow half guinea: *Be with
me in Spiddal on the morning of Thursday. Iam certain Ill settle that case.” | 13. The couple
were in Spiddal in the morning, And nothing was done but to bind them to the peace. That
couple did nothing bui 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, 8 Connemara
poet, selected and edited some years ago by the late PAopsig mac Prapsar,
and published by the Gaelic League. (See “Apdmn Cuilm ve Daalip,” p.4.) -
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26.—sLén agus beannact Le buaroreas AN t-s80%a1l.
(GOOD-BYE AND FAREWELL TO THE TROUBLES OF THE WORLD.)

Sung by Me. Marriy Bunke,
Abbey, Tuam,
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-long with me, Slin apur
*“Marre l-cailin beog 65 mé, 6 Geanncan
16 papnge,
Agur cézad po cnearca mé 1 ovoraé mo
faogarl,
1 being 5o airy, 6 11 é 160 bad Sleadraé liom,
Which made my own parents and me disagree,*’
“Marp’, & éurrle, ¢ & 101, a6t A n-éircé
Liom camall
T'd tell you a story a b’a15 Le vo énotde,
That I'm a young man that's doughtily in love
with you,
And surely my heart is from roguery free,’” -

2.

8. ¢ Go, you bowld rogue, sure you’re wanting
to plater me, .

B'feapp éan ap an Linh nd 4 éan apn &
’sonaoib. .

I have neither wheat, potatoes, nor anything,

N4 pii an pluro Leabatd a Béad Sappainn
’ran orbde,”

beannade

-&

le  bumibpesd an t-raogarl.”

“ Ceannééard mé cé dutg, "gur gléap mard
n aice pm,

Stn’ English cotton de'n

8o, powder your hair, love, and come away
with me,

Slén agur beannace le busrdnesd sn trao-
gail.”

Faprin acd aop,
’long

4. * There’s an sle-house near by, agup bérd.

. MU0 5o marom ann,

If you are satisfied, o $1dd geal mo énorve,

Early next morning we’ll send for & clergyman,

Agur béromro-ne ceangailt’ *ngan -fror
00’n T-raogal.

béromuro a3 61, favo thaiprear an c-apgean,

And then we will take the road home with all
speed.

When the reckoning is paid, who cares for the
landlady ?

Slén spur besnnaéc le buardnead an
Traogarl.”?
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TRANSLATION.

.. . . . ,88Iwenta walking I met with a maiden and sweet was ber countenance.
. . . . Ifellinlove with her, And she sent a pang right through my heart. . . . . or
what happy fit was it, That turned you into this place, bright love of my bhear? . . . .
Good-bye, and farewell to the troubles of the world. | 2. Well, I'm a little young girl from the
const district, And I was honestly reared in the beginning of my life, . . . . , for so I was
accustomed . . . . Well, my pulse and my treasure, if you'd listen to me » little, . . . .
that would charm your heart. . . . . « « . .18 . . . . Abirdinthehand is worth
twoin the branech, . . . . Norazmuchasa blgnket to be over us at night. I will buy tea
for you, and a fine dress in addition, A gown of English eotion of the faghion that is dear
. . + . Good-bye, and farewell to the troubles of the world. 14. . . . . and we’ll be there
until morning, . . . . brightloveof myheart; . . . . And we'll be united unknown
to the world, We will be drinking as long ag the moneylasts. . . . . . . . . . Good.-bye,
and farewell to the troubles of the world. '

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 Rev. 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 hear_ing 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—mammscin Haile CLAIR,
(THE ABBEY OF CLARE GALWAY.)

Sung by M=. Par O'Ne1wz,

=56 Drumgriffin.
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3. Map cd riav a vibleugad 0o'n pescad,
"Buy 4 Leanums na pogalinige 11 resp,
30 an oo (6) 1 bérbesr Pesosp’rs FCATAOIN
bésd &p geaparo ‘s brladir Le raghat.

4. &n qwo Gnof topmg b Ceans
ferceamuip cpiosnngte é,

Map Eeobard (b beannadc 6 raganc
'S & 04 Aipeath oeug 6 Maé V6.

5. eipeédard pib ruar AT an ngpeallard
agur padard b ap &Lipacard pém,

'S ni 6 Féin & Spunm$ 1é an geappod
8¢t Le cperveathams 0o’n pobal 5o bpac.

6. &'p naé mop an &hir nbipe v0'n pobal,
'5 o Lisccarte peap mai a mbaile-Clém,
Disroeas anuar o Be1d ap an PATANT,

an £a0 'p 4 Bionnp an c-dappionn 0’4 nad.

7. & nuap 4 Coymfesnny an pobal &3
cpmnniugad -

‘bionn an Leacéigin clotée a5 5aé reap m &
Lath

Le cup paot n-a nglinab iy an ngpeatlard,

'S 0ap mo Gy 5o mbionn opab ap na mna.

8. N4 h-abpmgrd son pioc Lerr an raFANT,

nf'L cesv s5a1b puo ap it & paod,

map crocpard 16 an colatham na leabta
a35a1b

a5 cup ola oppaid aampin an JDbaap.

9. N6 go rppioba pé ¢ par” le n-dp n-anam
Suar a5 R Teal na nBpér

" 08! a thmpe Oil, céaqo 0o Déantar muro-ne,

'S com mimic é 4 Fespanny muro ér

10. an pesp & fubsil bLA-Clisd 'zup
Saillith, )

Eapc Span 'Bur Deul-an-a8"-Mémp,

tug ré sn ‘“sway’ 00’n obap le reaccs
Hhain,

Naé bpoca 1é a Leitéroe oy

11. ’S nAé maipg nad n-sbpocad sn paroip
finvoi, :

Sin agup a0 04 vetcnesbap veus, -

1n onéip oo hampilab na brlmtesr,

Sin aZup PO FPATTA Mac VE.

TRANSLATION.

1. Is it not & hard saying? Is not death eruel 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
creatures who will be put astray. | 8. But I firmly and solemnly declare That if T were a priest
in the place, I would not put any judgment of penance On any man in Clare Galway. | 8. For

they are renouncing sinm,

And following the best rules of lifes

And es long as Peter

ig in the Chair Our friends will be found in heaven. | 4. That which you have already
begun, Let us see that it is brought to & finish, For you will have & blessing from the priest,
And a twelve-fold reward from the Son of God. | 5. You shall rise up from the bare gravel And
will go {to kneel) on boards of pain (pine (2)): And it is not for himselt he collected the tax. But
for the benefit of the people for ever. | 6. And is it not & great shame for the people, Seeing the
number of good men in Clare, That the rain is falling down on the priest During the time that

he offers the Mass? | 7. And when the people begin to assemble,

Every one has a little flag in

his hand 'To put under his knees on the gravel, And assuredly there is mud on the Wwomen’s
{olothes). | 8. Do not say aught to the priest, You have no right to say anything; For he comes
to the head of the bed to you, Putting the holy oils on you at death. | 9. And thus writing a

«pags” for our souls Up to the bright King of Grace.

And, O Mary! what shall we do,
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Considering how often we offend Him? | 10. The man who walked Dublin ang Galway, Past Aran
and Ballinamore, Gave the palm to the work a week 8go, Baying he didn’t see its equal 50 far. |
‘11, How terrible for him who would not say that Prayer As well as the twelve decades
(prescribed) In honour of the angels of heaven, And also of the grace of God’s Son.

This song was evidently composed by some local Poet—I have been
unable to find out by whom—probably some time before the present parish -
church of Clare Galway was built. Until that time the people had continued -
to worship in a corner of the old Franciscan Monastery which was fast
falling into ruin. '

The air is irregular, and I had to hear it many times before I ventured to
write it down. Pat, however, was ‘always willing to come into Tuam as often

as I asked him ; indeed his anxiety to save the old songs was as keen as my
own.

28.—00CTUHIR JENNINGS,
(DOCTOR JENNINGS.)

I . Sung by Miss Mary Conway,
f =178 Ba.}h'nﬂeva, Tuam.
Dorian mode.
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2. 04 mbéad fior agamypa Fo pab an bip
one
0"1méebamn 50 panad 1 no1ar0 mo énn ;
B0 veo nf fillpinn ap an ofin reo ovintée
o L& mo béip n6 veipesd mo faogail,
o oowbpainn Leigean iy an abainn baroce,
A’ ni 1apppainn pnéim Le 5o orioépamn Epio.
Adt mo &fg céav beannséc o Ciipc na
. nBpérea,
Muns Bywml péimoin oom &il & fercedil cordde.

3. 86 mo Léan géan naé 1 brampnge a bi o,

16 & bpao 6 vo thumsin tall inp an Spainn,

Béad il & bale lesc ve L6 A o
orbée

A 0o dusint miora, né pror oo rgéil.

Aét chitppe iméigeads’ duic ' fan oi fercedl
dordie,

6, mi nf thaipprd mé beo "0o 1410 !

11 é mo $alpa oubac é naé & mo énorbe ach
ofinga,

&’r gan ril 4 basle Leat apip 5o bpic!

4, Nuap & bpestnusgim- riop ap Poll-an-
1appann,

Cé an cipoom blradam aéc apir 5o veo,

np an 515 4 hoilesd é, an 1eannatb uapal,

A8T nadé Tpuarg pm a’r mo énead, é 'n
Lép!

Nuaip & Gonnatc mipe ceann an Eonohann

A&’ teadt i an bpdipre, 'resd & F41T mo
éporde,

Bi ¢ Mrs. Jennings’’ ann aguy i 04 P63560,

An Mimop 65 ann, naé breicpesp cordée !

5. Bi piopai geal’ ann agur Leann 0’4 déim-
Tead, ’

yion aguy beoip agup 5o Leop 04 poinng,

’S naé cpdrboe an bamir é AF Tealt an
Vomnatg,

Agup mo margron cothapca le oul mp &
goill. )

To moé 'V1a Vomnarg "read & tusp ré &
ébnopa, '

'S 5 R na Sléme nad bad & pin an cémp,

Dume naysl 65 4 bi 1 norard & poéres,

& pamail of comappimn 1 bpup nd Sall.

6. Leat na cirge bi paot n-a dufmaéea,

477 bubd é pm an c-GFoap 5o bruam ré bir!

Adéa 1 oviamba cloide mé a berd rince rusr
Lmrr ‘

bud é p1n mo 76LAy 04 bragamn bir.

&l “ Mrs, Burke,” i1 beag an caiongnad,

Th a bert ag coomead vo L6 ’r 0’ ordée,

£001 00 Deapbpitamin cumannaé naé brec-
teap cordée, -

ScAt na tipe ve dume uaral 63.

TRANSLATION.

1. Oh, Doctor Jennings, a hundred bitter woes, It 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. | 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, Uniil
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. | 8. ’Tis my bitter woe, that ’fisn’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 gong, never more to be seen 3 Oh! a month I’ll not be alive affer
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 ! |
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! 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 solace if I were to die. Ah!
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 & 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 (“Poll-san-1appsmn "), Kileonly, Tuam.
He died of a fever, contracted whilst visiting & 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 J ennings of Monkstown, Dublin.



( 85 )

29..—-mo 1ile STOR.
(MY THOUSAND TREASURES.)

Bung by Me. Pamir WaLDRON,

J. =100 Ballyhaunis, Co. Mayo.
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2, 6, a daalin B, 11 ¢ mo Fnéd,
&' mo pane ra T-raogal mop
Tan oh 1 Latain 'Vé na nSpércs

i rarca bémn gan 56.

1 piogact na Spimne nd Sespméme
Vo jamarl nf facar £or,

& bé na mbipo, & bil-bean Blist,
11 i mo thile yTop.

9. My sweet fair maid, your love’s the share
0f all the world I hold.

Without your smile in Paradize

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 sweet fair maid I prythee stay
And I will drink no more,

My heaxt doth sweep the wine of tears,
My voice is hushed and low.

I'l} 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!

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.—brigoin beusaro.
(BREEDYEEN VESEY)

As sung by PaTrIcK GHARVEY,

J=6s Hesdford, Co. Galway.
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2. 0o Eeic mo épotbe Le busrbpesd V4 brafamn amad 00 TusNarE
Agup rgennpard mé naot n-usipe 04 ogéittes 5o bonn cruside,
An fharoin §o 0o duslard mé Racad an 15éal no Epuard opm
Naé paib ol pétham Le régal, 16 Leanpainn 0o mo pid,
'S a L1aéo LA paot fusipcesr . 's o mb'feapn Liom pinge puar Lesc
Ca1E mire 1 TH 1 n-usignesr ’g gan phimn aét ppaot a'r Luadam
'S gan neaé ap ig 0’4p poimoad 14 [beiE] ’5 éirveads Letr na cuadab

Ao an cpipgin 7p 6 ap an peldp. Bior ap piubal ap éuge LA (ie. Lie)-
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3. 'S & 40bap m’ opna 'y m’ éagcaon Munas bpsd’ mé bugro "ran méao yin w

Taé marom toé oA n-érufim
& ¢61b na Lab 'p na bpeupla
Naé oh Bi Bam 1 nodn,
'S ni 1apppainn Leat map féipin
&6t mé o’y vh &G 1 n-binfescc
1n Jag &igin 'n Ap n-sonap,
To Leagpamn opt mo Lash.

. Semnpmn céol an veuvatd
To binn, Le bapp mo theunas,
tpérgpinn mnd na h-éipeann opt,
&'y Leanpainn & *pan grndih,
'S 04 mbérdinn am’ g na Spéige
flo 1m’ ppronnpd ap na céaocsibd
0o beuppann rusp an méao rin
00 peupts an Bpollag bim.

4. 04 breicres peulo an edlar
'3 { ceadt 1 mbéal an BT
0éaprs 5o mbud feéo usc

D0 tégrad ceo A’ opaordesds,
A $puad Deaps map porarh

’S & pi1l map opdéo an f6gmam,
& béilin cana pné vesr

'S A bpdgaro an Dt an soil.

Vi 4 04 &ié coppa cém-Epmnn
thol mé 140 "1 ni mép Liom,

" s peapsth a5 vesnath Locpam
’S 150 ceapta or céthain & cpotbe.
T4 mé 1 mbpén 'y 1 nodjpamg

6 yztopp T usim vap cedpamn,
€10 1 pava 6 pus mé coéthaple
o ngIoppdéh ap mo faofal.

5. Topécao {ior1 mbnéuc-burde
&'r pasao 5o Loé éipne,

6 sligeas 5o bonn Céire
Beuppard mé mo pgpiobd,
Siibalpard mé mém-Gile,
copcaig 71 binn-érom,

'S ni fearrard mé 1 oTom-Spéine
To océrd mé Fo Tpaglige.

il gleanncén cnoic nd rléibe
N4 baile-cuain 'ran méao rm
naé rubalyard mé, mé féavaim,
’S naé ocbéineééard mé mo Man,

ni’L agam Le pad Léice s
Aéc beannado tlan 4’1 céan o Cup |
Le bLAT na pug-épaob.

6. & rgéun, & cporde 't & bpeddta
1} pgpobrad Bipgil plite,

4 04 tic geala bina

Map an eals ©a ap an oToINM,

& malard caols, cappangce

' a il Goth cpumn Le Aipne

4 bior 1 gebimurde, TA ' agomt,
Ag par ap Bapp an Toim.

bud millre blar 4 péige

14 mil na mbead.’r é pebroce,

a desr 4 rearath 1 mbpoig

’S a chilfionn plinnesc pronn.

'S 0& mbéinn &' bLAS na h-615e

1 mballa no 1 mbotéla

™ pgramaoiy 5o veipesd péfhai é,
AET A% TPONT 1 45 éanath Fpinn.

7. Deip Mepcum pufi 0613

Sup b’é pluco rpiob an cpedo Leiy,
'S gup ab 10mba Fipoard mépa
TA gobail roip mé ‘gur i,

11 & Jupttep a mAairoip,

&’ opallpard mé 0’4 Lagam,
AET panpaD 50 0T ambnad

Bo Leigrd mé mo ypit.

T4 mé ompress, bpedroce,

Crd ¢a1t mé Leat mo bpéga,

To pioppurdbe a5 veanath bpéin,
1 éodlagim nenll ve’n 016¢’,
’g 6 tug hepculer le pé-nespc
Cepbepur ve’n b6an,

An meapann 11b naé com dam
Mo yeép vo Leanamain pior.

8. Niop Mop dam congnath Lisoip,
ni’L mé mén Le Chapon,

bé1o111 06 mé batad

04 omiginn 1 4 Lion.

Té & bao '1 A harorbe péthae

o rioppurbe annpfiv ap Fépoa

ni Eatnigeann opeam an Pipa ey,
ni géilleann ré 0’4 molige.
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niop cabaip dam na Sphm Aéc opallpao oppa amépad

map geall ap Damnpiofom maipe, AFur map aviing 140 Mo o Dom,

Diod af bpdged 4’y a5 cipnad Teobao congnad Livomp

'g ag congbil na nSelt oy, Naé n-éiledéarbe opm pigm.

Adc 04 mampesd Calvin L4 “cme,

cpomaitl, hannpaot, o'r Mméipcan, 10. rance Tionn niop mop dam,

04 rgpiobpad 140 vamM cipoa organ "1 Boll na Mépna,

n§ h-éibebéarbe opm priimn. 1g chicullainn, an Laoc epbépenca

nap elir 1 gead amath.

9. '5é pluco an pronnpa clamppac Clann tirpnig oubaine 5o Leon Liom

Sg1ob usim mo néd sy m’ annpacc, Do bampead ar clarbesth Locpan,

& péin agur Ravamancuy bsgur hectop, an Laoé mép-Epud

1 caparo com an VIS, Pusip p65Lmm bpéag pan Tpaot.

Bulcan bpingee, vo1ce, Clumnnped 1 0Tip ha h-Gige

'g & Leat-cor bprce bpedroce, Tntoth na Breaps mops,

inor naé otug Tpédame, An TpAE Copatfesnsp & repdcad

na cpurcatd an gaourde corod’. AF Feanpad pompa pior.

11 1omba abamn birdce aét Jupicep niop 1o dam

Sin aguy contabains épdrbee, Gwip Menton, an Feap éolany, tiom,

Téipneadard a5 cipnad nip Letg amud’ 1 n-son bétap mé

ogur a5 Loypad an 5ac cao1b, To ooug me abatle byio.
TRANSLATION.

1. P'd marry Breedyeen Vesey Without coat, boot, or mantle; Treasure of my beart, if I
could, I would fast for you nine times, Without food or drink or anything, On an island in
Loch Erne, Hoping that you and I might be together Until we settled our case. O cheek of
the colour of the dog-berry, 0 cuckoo of the top of the mountain, Do not belie your promise,
But rige up with the day. And in spite of the law of the clergy I'd take you for my spouse.
And, Ob, God! what a charming tale ’twould be, A man gtealing away with his love. | 2. My
heart leapt with trouble, . And I frightened nine times, That morning that I heard That you
were not to be found before me. And all the days with merriment That you and I spent in
golitude, Without anyone guarding us But the jug, and it on the table. If I could find out
news of you, If you were to go to the foot of the Reek (Croaghpatrick) ; The story would go very
hard with me, Or I should eling to my love. And I should rather be stretched beside you, With
nothing under us but heath and rughes, Than be listening fo the cuckoos Who are moving &t
the break of day. | 3. The reason of my moans and my lamenting Every early morning that I
atise, O cool of the curls and the pearls, Is, that it is not you who were fated for me; And I
would not ask with you, for a faireen, Anything but you and me to be together In some place
alone, So that I might lay my hand on thine (thee). I would play music upon strings With
the top of my fingers; 1 would forsake sll the women of Erin for you, And I would follow you
through the ocean. And if T were king of Greece, Ora prince over hundreds, I would give up
all that To the pearl of the white breast. | 4. If you were to see the Star of Knowledge And she
coming in the mouth of the road, You would say that she was a jewel at a distance Who would

s’

N
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1ift 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, Tht;ugh 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 Moin-Eile
(Bog of Allen), And Cork and Ben Edar (Howth), And I shall not stand in Tomgraney Until
I go. to Tralee. There is never a hill nor mountain valley, Nor harbour fown, in all that
(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 & farewell
and o hundred To the blossom of the raspberries. | 6. Her beauty, her heart, and her fineness
Virgil would not write in & 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, Which is
always, we know, Growing on the top of the bush. Bweefer were the taste of her kiss Than
honey of the bees, and it frozen; Pretty was her standing in a ghoe, And her coolin was
ringleted and fair; And if I and the blossom of youth Were only in Balla or in Bohola,
We should not leave it till the end of harvest, But gporting 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 hiz 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, Ido 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. I require strong
help, I am not great (on terms) with Charon; He might drown me If I were to come into his
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, Who used to be bruising and overthrowing And keeping down the Galls. Buf 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. j 9. It is Pluto is the disputations princé Who snatched
from me my love and my dear ; Himself and Rhadamanthus, Neither of the two are triends o
me. Vulean, bruised and burnt, With his one foot broken and injured ; Minos, who gave no
merey, 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 fo-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 Morna, And Cuchulain the valiant hero Who never failed in
battle. The children of Uisneach, 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 in the Land-
of-Youth The deeds of the great men, When they began a-tearing And cuiting down men
before them; But Jupiter I required, Who sent Mentor the guide with me, ‘Who never let me
go astray in any toad Until I brought Breed home.

This is one of the most popular of Raftery’s songs, and there are very few
people in the West of Ireland who cannot sing a bit of it. The words are
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taken from “Songs of Raftery ” by Dr. Douglas Hyde (p. 222), who has very
generously given me perm1ss1on 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, T'uam, Patrick Mac 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.:—“Sesgdin & fic mo
Comarppun,” and it is under this title that Petrie noted down the two airs,

Nos. 1437 and 1438.

8L—rrinseasc tiv edgain.
(FFRENCH OF TYRONE.)

Sung by Mr. Parrick Burke,
J- =84 Dorian or Zolian mode. Caherlistrane, Tuam.
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4. n#’L an t-o1gpe 63 reo aéc naor mbliaona

0843,
’S v “ladies” na h-dice 1 ngpdd ler gon
bpéigs

TS 1ré 1 gelin *ésvain Le Léigesd a5 an
raogal '
Bup B’ & 1p Jae Spuip oo Flartear na Naoti.

5. VA bpeicted na Tmpig ‘teadt éwz an
Lérm—

014 'guy & thuipe, nadé 1onnca bi 'n “gamel”

A1 100 gleurc’ 1 noeany, 1 noub 'gur 1
mbin—

0¢! mpiim Ri an V6MhmaE an c-orfpe
’teact ylan.

6. 6B 6B app’ an Sionnaé, “cav
Toéanpar mé rém?
"Se0 140 Na FABAIN AUT FTNOICETD T1an Mmé ;

Caitreap amaé mé 'y bérd 'n pioc peor mo
nom,

'S mo puball ’tpdindna, a3 Fpinress Tip’
eogam.

7. 04 brigemn-ye péste né cipla mi ‘rpip,

Racamn 'r an &1c neé gompproe 1omnsm
15483

Racainn Tapc-amad rior 5o pliméro ug-
ed,

’Sni béad mo puball ’epdinéna ’z Prnpesc
Tip-e6gam.

8. Bior annpin éeans, ’r b'olc an c6thupra
mé ann, .

Bior po-besvarde, ba thén mo dil 1 breorl;

mMapbuigimn péin Ladam o’y géada 5o Leop,

'S o'figard pim nnre a3 piop-filead na
noedépn.”’

TRANSLATION.

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 Firench of Tyrone. ] 8. The famé of the Ffrenches travelled far and
near, It 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—Ffrench of Tyrone. | 4. This young heir is barely
nineteen years, And the ladies of the place are cerfainly in love with him. 'Tis on hig
countenance o be read by the world, That his piace of dwelling is the Kingdom of Saints. |
5. If you were to see the Ffrenches 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! I beseech the King of
Sunday that the heir may come safe. | 6. “Uv! 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 Ffrench 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. 1'd go away out
to the plains of Mayo, And Firench 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 bas left me for ever shedding tears.”

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

“The Tyrone branch of the Ffrench family is now known as St. George, -
Christopher Firench 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 8t. George. The country people, however, still refer to them
as ‘ Firench 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 Imoin, 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 ab the time, and the people of Tmoin 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 Concannon, 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
myseli”; and he sang the song as I have given it.

32—bds azus an mumlledin.
(DEATH AND THE MILLER.)

Sung by Mr MicHA®L FARRELL,
'h = 150 Tuam.
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2. on Muilledip: biod Ha ban agac agup 5. bip: M4 ©é mre Lom, carice ni
Tigeapna an Claip; ndipe dam 6,
biod 114 Concobaip cnéan Azur o Lissouige L4 bpedg
434CT 'r Ua O6tmaill A pupad mé;
65; A6t 11 ceadtape boct mé
biod Tigespna Sligesd 6 flartesr 0é
ABAT ABUT 4 ha1oesn ATA 101410 546 anam bodt
hnd, o’ap ¢aat A Léar.
apur pég real eile a3 an
mutledip bin.
3. b4y: 1i berd t1a bmam agam nd 6. &n mwtteém: SLACMM-’? parotn o5 g
, > na nwoil,
n Tigeapna Gl ; v L Y
Niberd tia Concobampepéan e ou , cun rpaipne Le
plésg map €a;

apam ndtia Votmnaill
635;

i berd Tigeapna Sligead
agam né a thargoean
1iné,

&t Tug mé oo pogan oud
an beinc n6 ap Equdip,
azur biod Rusrdin rearca
a5st né  murillebip

Aét berd gpeim cil cmn pLéip.

agam ap &’ mmtledn

bin. 7. b4p: Leay mire an Teapalcad,

4, on muillebéip: MA ’r gatpcrdesd Eura, mi ’r bud garrerdeac é,

TA ©h 'néo, . Toll Mac Mépna sgup
11 Lom, cpiiard, carice éle Conan Maol;

cndth gan peotl. - Lleazrard mé an ravo1ao Le
I reap 5an thirneasé nac congnamh 0Vé,

acad Leat éun ppaipn 4szurberd anmmllebinbin
Agur de péip mo tearcs, azam,’r cé coinne6éad

Bup v béad an Lép. ’ é?

TRANSLATION.

1. I was one fine day on my road to Tuam, When Death met me beside the fort. “ Have
you got any pefson since you started out?” “I’ll have the white Miller by a grip on the poll.”’ |
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.” | 8. “ Ill not have
_ O’Brien nor Lord Clare, Nor strong O’Connor nor young O'Donnell, 1’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 a8 you say you are, Bare, hard, and wasted is he with fleshless bones, He’d be a
cowardly man who wouldn’$ enter & contest with you, And, in my opinion, 'tis you would be
lzid low.” | 5. “If I am wasted, no shame for me, Seeing the length of days that I’ve been born,
I am a poor messenger from the Kingdom of God Who pursues every poor soul which has spent
its termi.” | 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 {wo or three, Bo now you can bhave Ruane or the miller of
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flour.” | 7. «“I laid low the Geraldine, and a warrior he wag, Goll Mac Morna and Conan the
Bald, I willlay them all low by the help of God, And I'll have the white Mlller, and who would
keep him ?”*

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.—4 TOMAIS, & Mile STOIRINI
(THOMAS, MY THOUSAND TREASURES,)

Sung by Miss BrivceT ForpE,
d = 96 Mivo-Zydian mods modified, : Sylane, Tuam.
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2. 8é mo Léan géap, 4 roéipin, Mipe Liom pém inp an Tip
San mo botapin a3 oul a3 vo &%, & peothmurbear mo nao,
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A’r 5o byl mé ap mo Leabard

Le bliadain *p cing reaccihaime oéag
So bruil mo £ndod geal pa milipd,

4’1 oeip vaoine naé bpillprd go h-féAs.

4. blasdaim gur an ordée apdin
’Sead néab na capaill Eap pél,
&’ 1 gotonn vaipe n-4 H1a10 pin
'S ead v’éalmg mo Endo geal pan pndsh.

8. ’8é mo Léan géap, & roéipin, 1"i’L cuile 04 héro
BFan blisdain ap pavo 1np an L6, Nac gosteann real etle &’ opigad;
4’r ouilleabap na 3-cpaot Nni'l ann aéc Luéc bpéige
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TRANSLATION,

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. AsI went over the big strand,
I thought the dew was lying, And oh! my love twice over, Here’s s kiss ill 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
Leen 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 tops ; 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 Rev. Professor T. O’Kelly
in the “U. C. Galway Annual”’ for 1917.

34—t1se6 mo Leoand ().
(HUSHO, MY BABY.)

Sung by Mrcazan BrEATENACH,
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35.—SUANTRAYOE (ii),
(A LULLABY.)

J\ = 132 - Words by “1b méme.”’
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Seotlin, reols, 7pl. Seoitin, reots, rnl.
TRANSIATION.

1. Shokeen, shoko, my child is my treasure, My jewel without gnile, my share of the world,
Shoheen, shoho, how great is the delight, My little treasure in his bed, asleep withount 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 love of Hig 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 Iure him into the

s
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great fort. I call thee, my heart! They shall not entice yon By dint of their tricks, or the
sweetness of their musie, I am by your side praying for you blessings, Shokeen, my child, yon
will not go with them. | 3. Before my darling, sweet and gentle, Kind angel eyes are gazing upon
him, With great sirong love inviting bim away, For Heaven would be more delightful were he
to go with them. Treasure of my heart! lie down in thy bed, Beside your mamma you still
will abide, God does not grudge me my play and my pleasure, My Heaven on earth along with
my darling.

It is nearly eleven years ago since I learned this air from .m1ée,1xt
Dpieatnasd,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 g time by Tomér Mac "Vomnall
for the Rev. Professor T. O’Kelly (“1b Mdane”), 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 eollection. ‘

36.—CUTAMAR Féin an Samrao Linn,
(WE BROUGHT THE SUMMER WITH US.)

Sung by Mzs. Foy, Ballytrasna,
Tuam.
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2. O'prarpng ré viom Ap mZean vom an
bean 63 pin, :
Cugamap, ete.
5o vesthin nf hi,’r § mo gpéo A’r mo peép i,
Tugaman, ete.
Satpad, Sampad, ete.

8. & ooiubpis cean vom-ra labaipe go parll
Lei?
" Cugamap, ete,
Maps noeunard i pm, veunrard mé an
chincear ().
Tugamanp, ete.
Sampad, Samnad, ete.

4. THE tura ' AIEFI0PNA P padav-ra 'n
bétap,
Cugamay, ete.
Pé sgamn Leanpar pi, biod i 5o veo aige,
Tugaman, ete.
Sathnad, Sathnad, ete.

5. Lleanpard mé n Spuagasd, 6'r vear an

reap 65 €.
Cugamap, ete.
Vo Beo né vo mapiarmnn nap fillin go veo
opm !
Cugaman, ete.
Sampad, Sapad, ete.
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6. 1r10mda rin b6 *ul, tan clarde ceopann,
Tugamay, ete,
45 Topail reilb’ an ferlb na Feothupran.
tusAmAr\, ete.

Sathpiad, Sathnad, ete,

7. '8¢ feapadc pin apam-ra leac-rs, o
yebipin,
Tugamap, ete.
0’fagaar annpin mé bodo azur bpénas.
Tugaman, ete.
Satmnad, Satnad, ete.

8. Témic 1i ugam apip TndEnéna,
Cugamap, ete,

A’r Sug pf L1 an Lertpgenl ba Sonta.
Tugamap, ete. .

Sathnad, Sathpad, ete.

9. 4¢’ niop feuo mipe éirceaée Le camnnc
ve’n Tpone rin.
Cugamap, ete.
0’'régar 6 fom 1 ag gol o bponag,
Cugamap, ete.
SBathpead, Sathnad, ete.

) TRANsLATION.
1. AsTand a young maid were one day going the road, (We brought the summer with us.) Whom
should we meet but an Gruagach Crodha ? (We brought, ete.) Summer, summer, milk for the

calves! (We brought, ete.) |

ete.) “Indeed then she isn’t, she’s my love and my treasure,”
(We brought, ete.) It you do not do that, I'Il make the

Permission to discourse with her a while ?

2. He asked me if that young woman were my daughfer.

(We brought,
(We brought, eic.) | 8. “ Havel your

chorus (?)” (We brought, ete.) | 4. % Take you the short eut, and I'1l 8o the road ; (We brought, ete.)

Whichever of us she follows, lei
Gruagach, for a nice young man he js,”

him have her for ever.” (We brought, ete.) | 5. “ 1’11 follow the
(We brought, ete.) « May you never return to me alive or

well.”” (We brought, ete.) | 6. “ Many a cow erosses the boundary fence, (We brought, ete.) Taking

Ppossession of the neighbour’s property,

(We brought, ete.) | 7. So it was with You and me,

my

love. (We brought, etc.) You left me there poor and sorrowful.”” (We bronught, ete.) | 8. She came

to me again in the evening. (We brought, ete.) And brought with her an excuse the
could not listen to talk of that kind.
(We brought, ete,)

I have to lament the loss of a sincere friend in the death of Mg,
-» Who gave me this song. She had learned it from her father, who

plausible. (We broughi, ete.) | 9. But I
1 left her there weeping and sorrowful,

N.

mos§
(We brought, ete.)

Foy,
was a

L4
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native of Milltown, near Tuam. 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, ffom 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 modern, but I understand that the refrain is a
very old one. For a much longer version, with a different refrain, see
“Cedlread ULlso,” p. 89, and a version with seventeen verses (from Tory
Island) in « Gaelic J. ournal,” March, 1892, See also Petrie, No. 502,

37.-Léme barrw3.

(THE FLAXEN SHIRT.) )
| Sung by Mrs. HopaN,

g =16 . . Milltown, Tuam.
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2. Ceannumg mé nor spuy éuwip mé &’ Fené  Fan agam 0’4 Bipp aét mo Léme bappsmg.
é Rum 00 vum, oum, etc.

1 mbipn an hada s VTP &1 eanpatd ¢

Bain mé agup bird mé &, r r5ep mé ap 8. O’ 4poug 1 m*anam 1 mbipp mo clérbe,
thaod é, &’r E6¢ap na pléct a bi frap A A capad.

"Sup éusn mépa goné é gan repompe céillage.  Vearman 10 Dune 0’4 cuala mo pgéal,

1 h-é an bappad gapb a ceannstg mé pém, Nnép bubasmpc 5o pard tpéan ap mo Léme

Aég an pliiping glégesl Lertéro mo vavi. bipparg.
Ca1ll méLle prgeanén mo certpe pigmn véag, Rum 00 oum, oum, ele.
Traxszarion,

1. There are young girls in that town beyond, Angd they won’t be alive until they get into the
fashion. They bave expensive satin ribbons quite up to date, Though {for their supper) at night
they have only coleannon, my lnddie. “ Deuce g young boy you'd get in the country. Oh Mary!
and oh Christ! it's g pity you are not with me,” They never remember the reat of their honses,
But their yellow oxters (arm-pits)show threugh their flaxen shirts. | 2. I bought flax-seed and sowed
it in the ground At the top of the field in the beginning of spring. I pulled it and steeped it and
spread it out on the heather, And I put it in the earth without an untidy old hag. Thetow which I
bought was not the coarse stuff, But the bright fine material such as my father (used). My
fourteen pence I lost with the weaver, And in return I got only my flaxen shirt. | 8. It lifted my
heart to the top of my breast, And I tore at the pleats that were behind on its corners; Not
& man who heard tell of my stozy, That didn't say, there was & flock in my flaxen shirt.

My friend, Mrs. Hoban, tells me that this satirical song was composed by’
Cormac Dall, a blind poet who lived in Dunmore (eight miles from Tuam)
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 Carrantrila.” I ig difficult, however, to discover any of
the genius of Cormac Dall 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.—AN 'OROIZNEAN DONN (i).
(THE BROWN THORN-BUSH.)

Sung by Miss Maceiz Hession,

| _ 69 Belclare, Tuam.
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Nn’L maoin agam & Guippinn i 00 a0 nd
béwo,

A’ 5o Brwil an faippge ap o ceopamn eav-
painn, a'r ni oual vam pnasi.

3. G clusnarde 63 de Buacaill 0o mo
meallad Le bliadain

Nné go noeapnard ré zual oub 1 Lip mo
&lérb;

’S mép & meallad é, nd’p beannng ré mo
héin 1 Feeant,

n4’p f1llie ré! o'y vuille cubsiye’ dmge,
16 5o bpoépparbeapn mé.
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a'p ©h pip éipeann 1 brao 1 brespp Liom,
A1 mo Epéd 1 brao namm.

5. ir peap gan S61LL & nacad ag opém leir
an gelarbe Béad ino,

A’r clarde beay eile Le n'a €aob ann, ap &
Leagpainn mo Lish.

1o gup b’Apo é an cpann caopdarmn, bionn
ré reand ar a bipp

A'r go bparann pmeuna, sgup bLAE pag cpaob
ap an gepann 1y irle bLAE,
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TRANSLATION.

1. 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
could not cosx a maid, the game wonld not be in me, | 2. Now, my love, since you are going, safely
may you return; ’Tis frue 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 1 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 wa he deceived, that he didn’t measure wy 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
sireet. My father is deep in the clay and my mother sorrow-laden, And all the men of Ireland
in anger with me and my love far away. | 5. A foolish man would he be who would fry a high
fence While there is another small fence beside it, on which I could lay my hand, Though the
- quicken {ree be high, it is bitter on the top, And blackberries and raspberries grow on the lowest

tree. ;

39.—an ORO1ZNE&N vONN (i),
(THE BROWN THORN-BUSH.)

J = 69 From Bekan, Co. Mayo.
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2.'04 mbéinn 'mo Biobim 11 vear VO Fnim-
rann an fampge anonn,

'S 0o pppiobramn éugac Line Le bipp mo
pinn;

tanaoip geup! zan mé A'r oi & Endd mo
éporde

1 ngleanncén ylérbe le h-éipge pnéme ’p
an opficc” na Lmge!.

3. cuipim péin mo thile rlén Lesc, & batle
ha Fepann,

'S 546 batle erle 04 mbiod mo Emall ann;

1y 10mos bealad tline, ralaé apur béiipin
cam

’TA 1o mé 'gur an baile 'na bpwl mo

reompin annt

4. Tabam mo thallaée vo t'atap 'y voo
*macapin pém,

nip tug beagdn ovngriona dne mo Lk vo
Léigeam;

1T Moé A maroin Gumppinn Sugat-ra bpig mo
r5éiL, ’

biod mo Beannaét 4FAT FO FCATCAN ONT 1
n-uaignesr mé,

5. & thwime dilear! cpeuo oo deunpao mi
mmtigeann it uaim ;

ni'L eolup ¢um vo &1ge agam, vo tesaflmg,
14 00 ¢léro; .

T4 mo hatampin paot Leat-cpom 'p m’atap
ran ua1s, .

TA mé thwnoip ap pao 1 breapg Liom, 'y mo
£1é0 1 Broo nam!

6. M&p A3 imieact ATAIN usim Aanoir, 4
thidipnin, Fo bpille cd plin! '

11 neapbta zup thapd i mo éporde in mo
Lap; ;

ni’L coice agam 00 Suppim a0’ Hrag, nd
bdo, )

T4 an fappze na twilce esopsinn 'y ni
h-éol vom pném.

TRANSLATION.

1. A hundred men think I am theirs when I drink beer, And two-thirds of them go down
from me when I 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. Wers I a boat-
man, merrily I’d sail o’er the sea, And I’d write you & line with the point of my pen; Alas!
that I 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 ! | 3. I give my thousand farewells to ydu, village of the trees, And
every other village where my footsteps used to be! I#'s many a damp, dirly road and crooked
little way Lie between me and the village where my little treasure is. | 4. My curse upon your
father and your little mother 00, That they didn’t give you a little gense fo read my hand ; 1#'s
early in the morning I'd send you the meaning of my story! My blessing be with you till I meet
you alone, | 5. And, Holy Mary! what shall Ido if you go away from me? I know not your
house, your hearth or your abode; My little mother is distressed and my fatber in the grave,
My people are all in anger with me, and my love far away! | 6. If now you are going from me,
safely may you return, For suraly you have killed the heart within my breast; I have no little
skiff $o zend, nor & boat, after you. The sea is in flood between us, and I know not how {o 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. It is as he remembers it from the singing of his father., The
words are taken from “Clamresé na nFaedesl,” 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 “ampdin Clamne Goevest,” 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.—CeARC ATUS cotlead.
(A HEN AND A COCK.)

AMizo- Lydian mode.

‘}=208 .

Sung by Miss Macerz Hrssion,
Belclare, Tuam.
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réopad,

'S 1Ze ménbga rléibe 'r coolad 'pa brpaos,

B0 ocatmg an pippath go Ladimap o' aepead,

Sguab ré an péme 1rceaé o B'UAc-an
Riog.

8. 04 breicted 'ra 'n corlead L& sonarg *pna
rrérorb,

haca bpeds Larcap a’r Liarhing burde,

Cerpe rpup f£a0s ve’n aipgeso Spimnead,

Faip'm & Lah, ’1 é 's1geadt man an g,

4.7’ a5 Muileann na Leice, 'res® éuala mé
AN TRAET i

A5 mmib bi coturgte le blitac Sesgdm
thém. ' i

mM’énin cotlig bi agam Lle hagard na péile
mapcam,

, Bup shapbuig na mnd é Le oinl mp a Bresil;
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5. Tug 114 1pTesd € Kup r5AN 1140 A éndina,

'8 pup 6418 r1a0 an L& pin ppéipcestail zo
Leop.

'S napb feapp 061b ppéilin & deannaé ap
réEnanm, ’

N4 an ¢a01 4 noeadard a gobl ap tuo
Connoae thuiges.

6. Vi ceapc ay Sesfin Din bud veire i
péacédy,

Uub agur céav & pug i ra L.

Timig an pronnaé o hapbmig na céaoca

'S Cug ré oe’n péim prin i 1rvesé go Sliab
Vaén.

7. Darthyeodsrd i monuap, cuaoparll s
caepef,

Mg ap an “stage’ 6y comne Vim-thénp,

’S ap bappa na Sarblithe leig pi an ééav
Elaod,

Cletce ar mo “Fame” wniop bamesd Fo
roilt.
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8. 0’61 mé puar ap maroin 'pa’ opicTs, |

mo éaparllin cf Liom ’r mo thaosd besg
ban. )

Gonnaic mé an pronnaé ’r é price ruaigee,

S1ap inr an uanh ’p cloé ap 4 éeann.

9. Tappamy mé antap é o noespnad 1é

uoacéca,
Ann & bpacard a finl 16 Loipg a Lam,
Sé Toméy Ve Dipcs an buadaillin rpiupta,

10, ¢m’ oédn ’ ! apr an éeapc 't | oul, afi
-an Brapag, )

¢ N1aé bpénac 'rnadoeonad Le h-mnpine mo
r5éal,

a¢ap mo Elomne, 'y céile mo Leabtan,

&7 oul, tny an bpova o'y Lesc ap o béal.”

1L ¢* anoip,” app an Seapc, ¢ 6 tapla'1m’
bancpesbarg mé,

Spéinne ni procpao 5o voéifeso 'ra pené;

aéc besum mo malladcopiindéna o’y maroin

Guppead na cespcs 't na cotlif ap Vo fndib Dome lestan’ a thapbug mo
régal. game.”

TRANSLATION.

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, Eating mountain berries and sleeping in the
heather, Till the sheriff came, nimbly and briskly, And whippedl 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: TFour 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. | . They took him in and they stripped his bones, And they
spent that day merrily enough. Wouldn’t it be better for them buy & 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 & hundred and one eggs in a day. ‘The fox that killed hundreds made his
appearance And took her away with him to Sliabane. | 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, I 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. I drew him back and he gave & groan, When I
saw his eyes and the shanks of his paws. It 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,
# Ig 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 Tama
widow, A grain Y’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 “Tuam News,” contributed by the late John Glynn, and printed in the

“Romano Celtic” type, i.e. Roman type wilh dots for aspirates. This type
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was the invention of Canon Ulick 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 “Xeltic 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 MePhilpin,
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 states :—“ The words of this song
are inadmissible in this work.”

The “ Muillesnn ns leice ” 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.—&’S ORO thile FTRAED.
(ORO, MY THOUSAND LOVES.)

‘l. = 120 Sung by MicHAEL BREATHNACH.
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This is an example of the improvised “game?” or « occupation ” songs,
once 80 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— ART 14 cesallas.
(ART O'KELLY.)

Sung by Miss Mary Coxway,

D=200 Ballintleva, Tuam.
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6. ¢“ Cao éunge ndp fwrd o

Cory élarbe eicint né oivean,
Ban o teaét 1 mo tig-ra

On TPAE finoi o’ ordée?

Sin n6 47 oul 50 oci cabaipne
A7 carteam 0o prEnn’ ann.
Nuaip a binn péin tpsllapesdo
5160 € & Déansinn ’—'pr mép 6!

7. “Lleig oe vo éwro clusimieadea

Anotr, &g, 'r na pil é;

N cupprd o amad mé

Coth pérd aguy ritap,

ni’L son veaé Leanna

anor 1 broirgeade cing rile,

’S ba pé-én é m’ farcéior

To gearparbe an T-rlusg froe opm”—"r mép 6!

8. ¢“Duine oona, meatca &,
'T4 o 6 éigeap,

1 copatharl ndp Lérg ci

Apiath Scpipeim né biobla.

i paab Leritéroe spranm ann
agur ni béid cordée

Agur 1 pirebigi caillead 1a0,
An cinead ap viob th-—~7 mép 6!

9. ni’L fror azam péin

Cé’n pparlpin 6miind i

A fororead mo hata

Mo &6t ’r mo bpirce,

& foropesd an carip

A béad 1 brparteacard an Hige sapam

Agur imtedéad ap maromn

Sul b4 n-éimgesd mo vaome "—'r moép 6!

10. ¢ Ni oune ve’n T-PONT 1N Mé,
g, rnd pil é,

A6t buacaillin mimece

Ve bunad na cipe.

Téigim-re a coolad
Le zuitim na h-oidée,
Agur ni épuFim sp marom

To Letgtean céso glaod opm ’—'p mép 61

11. cuard apc o éoolad

1 geionn yaip’ o’ ordée.

o Gunnc’ ap an sty

Napb’ éipuge b6 sorvée !
Map niop opvousg ré dom-ra
Tear teme na oioean,

A¢T mo furbe an A’ Feataom

’S a mgean ap £a01h Brom "'—'r mép 6!

12. LaBarm an mgean

e &6hpdd caortesthail.

“ an bpul oo &1all sgac

N6 'n mameasnn vo caonhiead ?
N6 04 mbéad fior agem

Tup ouine ve dpig &h
Compedéaimn vo Leabard

'Suy éuippinn’ vo Lnge &4 —"p mép 61

13. “ Tairge m’anam,

ogur cutple mo énorde !

N mmgean vo Anc &,

Map td o Ligad caoiearhail.
Meipesc gup p6-1iép é m’farcéior
To byuil 6 mo gaol Leasc,

bad mén é mo gean ope,

4 ¢aalin gporbeamail "—r mép 6!

14. <04 mbéad {101 agem

Naé Bruil 6 mo gaol Leac
Coipedtainn vo Lesbard

ozur éuppmn oo Luige &d.
Curppinn mo $ina ope

Tap 6 an ordée

Agur 5o venhm pém éoalpinn Leac
Cantannar miora "—’r mép 6!
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TRANSLATION.

1. I am a poor traveller, Walking the gouth: To Art O’Kelly’s house, I chanced to come
one night. I had not even & quilé- Which would be around me, But a cold empty house Without
- one person in it. | 2. Art came into me, Furious and threatening. He didn’t say, «“ What's
dara?” Until he accosted me, * What in the dickens? But fellow, where do you be, Or,
what in tbe mischief Turned you into my territory!” | 3.1 addressed him In leisurely
faghion, That I was & poor traveller Who came by this way, That I just came in Only to
rest myself, And that if I sat abroad by the hedge Cold and long would the night be. | 4. “ Not
often has a traveller Come into my house, No one ever came, And no one ever will. I have
in my house Only myself and my daughter, And if my father were living A taste of food I'd
“not offer him.” | 5. “ A miserable man must the father be Who had you for & son, If you
wouldn’t give him Fire’s heat nor ghelter. The Apostles be praised That you're not of my
family ; For you are not one Who acts like a Christian.” | 6. «Why didn’t you rest yéurself
Beside some fence or shelter And not come to my house At this time of night? That, or to go
to a tavern And spend your money there:” When I travelled myself That's what I used to
do.”? | 7. * Leave off your elowning Now, Art, and don’t think it, You’ll not put me out As
easily as you imagine. There is no ale house Within five miles of us, And my fear would be
great That the fairies would meet me.” | 8. “ A wretched cowardly man are you And you are
very eager; Likely you never read The Secriptures or the Bible. Such things there never
were And never will be, They're only old women’s pishogues, The stock that you sprung
from. | 9. Neither do 1 know What fool of a {ramp you may be, Who might steal my hat, My
coat, and my trousers; ‘Who might steal the hammeér I'd have in the rafters And clear off in
the morning Before my household awakened.” | 10. “I’m not a man of that kind, Art, and do
not think so, But a well.mannered boy Of the native stock of the country. I go to my bed
At the fall of the evening, AndIdon't rise in the morning 'Till I am called & hundred times.”|
11. Art went to sleep After an hour of the night. Because of the insult (to me) May he never
get up again! Ashe 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. “ Are you in
your senses Or is your wite living? If only I knew You were a person of repute, I'd get ready
your bed And put you lying in it.” | 18. « Treasure of my soal, And pulse of my heart! You're
no daughter of Art, For you're kindly and homely. If I were not afraid That you were my
relation, My love for you would be great, My generous girl?”’ | 14. «If only 1 knew Thai you
were not ray relation, I'd make ready your bed And put you lying in it. I'd put my gown over
you For the night, And surely I'd spead with you A month of friendship.”

Sung to me by Mary Conway, Ballintleva, Tuam.

For the history of this song and another long version of it see “Cedlrsid
uLsd,” p. 41. A version was printed in the Dundalk Democrat ” in 1907,
with & refrain, “1 im b6”; and in another version I haye seen the refrain,
«yr toom b6.” I have been interested to find this Western version of this
song, as I have been told that it is equally well known in 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.—~TUIRNe 1héire (),
(MARY'S SPINNING WHEELL.)

Sung by Miss Mazry Coxway,
vl =108 Bailintleva, Tuam.
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(MARY’S SPINNING WHEEL.)
| As sung by Parrick GaRvEy,
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45—CclIrNe thdire (ii).
(MARY’S SPINNING WHEEL.)
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TRANSEATION.

1. Oh, gentle Mary! Christmas is nigh, Now with the help of the High King, Cast your
wheel from me, away #o the demon, With its three new legs from Spain on it: 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,
It 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 4 day on the brink of Kinsale, At a bend in the
mountain valley; The fairy women on the side of Enock-Ma Spun with it lawn and cambric. |
8. 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. Fourwere
spinning from morn till eve, And eight were carding at night. Was it not poor spinning for the
girls of the house, And they half exhausted, spinning that day ? | 4. It isn’t my wife who sits at
the wheel, But Eveleen, polite and well mannered : The foot-board directed by her foot, And
her hands keeping it in position. The post was crooked (2), a cross-beam rigid, A distaff
bent and useless. They threw me down the rattling wheel, Without sound or tune or order
in it. | 5. Is not that the wheel that is gentle and tireless, That broke my heart without
a cure for me, Going over the gea seeking strength,  And not a thread would it spin? A wheel,
and bobbin, stock and spindle band, A pair of hands directing it, Let it be brought to me whole
or broken, It'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! | 7. On the
parish priest be all the blame, For he spent the morning with if, 1If he isn’t able to drive away
this host, Or offer up the Holy Office. There isn’ a Sunday from November on That he doesn’t
go through the vestmenis; Do you not pity Mary troubled and annoyed Without the makings
« of hig gurplice? | 8, After all I have said, it isn’{ in tune, Until I send it off to-morrow

L4
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Down to Killals to see the Bishop, That he may take it up in his hand. For it was cursed and
cannot be blegsed, 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 Priesf, Brother, or Cleric Until Mac Ruane comes who is in the erannoge
Away up on the gide of the mountain. For 'iis he has the way of speaking to it Ir language to
suit the occasion : If there’s truth in the words which he gaid to the spokes, It 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, “T'11
give him Tidmne théipe.” It needs a good “blas” 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. : o

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 No. (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 Coolcarney,” Ballyconlan, Co. Mayo. The heroine of the song
is Mépe 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.—Se0d h-in seo.

(SHOHEEN-SHO.)
Sung by » little girl from the Claddagh,
J. = 42 Galway.
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1. With my arms I'll lay you to rest, my 2. I’l1 lay you to rest in & sleep untroubled

baby, On a quiet day in the height of summer,
And not as the wife of a bodach would lay On the broad clean floor of the hills, on the
you gummit,

In a blanket’s fold or a sheet to swathe you, In shade of the trees, with breezes to lull you.
But a cradle of gold with the wind to sway

you. ) 3. And into your rest may pleasant dreams
come,
Shéheen ghé, and Id Ia 16, And health be yours, my babe, from your
Shéheen shé, my darling baby ; sleeping ;
Shéheen shé, and 16 1a 16, And I pray that no colie or child’s diseases,
Shéheen ghé, my own sweet baby. 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, but 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 Dpunmllin Deurss,”
which he had taken down from an old man in Barna, Galway. The little girl
told me she had learned the song from her grandmother, who came from
Clare.

Petrio 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 3 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 cailin vess 63.
(THE PRETTY YOUNG GIRL.)

Sung by Mrss BrineeT FoRpE,

J = 63 Sylane, Tuam.
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TRANSLATION.

1. The pretty young girl I am in search of, My tormenting sorrow, that her I don’t meef,
When I go to the tavern, the dance, or the merry-making! But I ghall follow her in the road at
the hour of midnight. | 2. As you are an hohest man, who iravels much, Get for me a jewel who
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will be my wife. Don’t seek after wealth of sheep, or of kine, But I will tell you how you will
select her. | 8. Let her be kindly and young, without sadness or ill-humour, - Sufficiently skilled
in everything, Intelligent and prefiy, and without too much pride; Such would be my treasure
though she had not a penny. | 4. Were I so depraved as o 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 deseribe : All of
their love that would ever enter my breast, Would be from the ebb tio 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 “Asmpéin Jaedilge
an 1aptsp.” 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
Achill, Co. Mayo. See also “&mpéan Clainne Hoeveosl,” p. 38.

48.—An ca1cin bén,

(THE LITTLE WHITE CAT.)
= 76 ~ Ag sung by Mz. T. Corman.

Dorian mode.
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TRARILATION.

1. The little grey cat was walking pretéily, When she found her little son siretched (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 cat, The little white cat. snowy
white, Thai 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. | 8. Andrew, the blind, had some of her family, And they came fogether to lament
bim. 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 such
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 P'd far rather be going inio 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 a8 a three-
pint jug. Wasn't he a fine show for the geniry fo see, Poll, Breed’s pretty little cat ? |
7. Walter's Mariin will put a wooden coffin on him, And it's he that is well able. And were it
not for the time at which 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. It was first printed in “Sramra
an Sempro,” p. 55.
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49.—an caisroeac bén,

(FAIR CASSIDY.)

Sung by Mmémpzin Ua bpraim,

,' = 80 Dorian modc. Belclare, Tuam.
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A PIm, nacep _ dubsipc  zo mba tpusd Bocc an Caiproeaé  bin.

2. & Geann an roatgne cb plin gacé maig-
vean,

'Si pifio merdpeog an Bpollarg bém.

" 1 opusg naé Liom 4, pan buard nd punnc
i,

A% 1 berd gan éunncar Liom ap Lah,

Véanpainn cead mop i an #i1l an Bétap,

Agur Guippinn céirce paot n-4 clamm,

A1 & &linlin 6mpa, b4 mblagzed bé bom,

in oo éeangal pégthatp ni éurtppinn puim,

3. Nad aircesd an péarin le gup curp ci
geéill vom

naé Brarrad an péap thiv an calath anfoy,

Naé nodanpad an feslaé rolar vo éinn

4’1 naé Loprad na néalos 1 ovip na hotsé' ?

ni’L bpit nd pppeacad 1 ozesr na ppéine

&1 50 rnithard na héirg ap anmuipgan bpson:

A’1 5o n-éigrd na cuilce coth hipvo Lesp na
rléibee

To veo ni Enéigrrdo mé gndd mo époroe.
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4.'S bi me realoo ag p6iluim béaptas, Iy pog-fdép m’ pacéior norh Rig na
*S oubanc an 6Léip go mba mart mo éamc, nSpiroa

An pao G0 etle, gan onnpa céille, 146 brml 16 1 nodn go oTiocran raop,

46T map na hémimb raor Bapp na gopann ; Man a1 m6 mo peacard nid leat Spume’
amutf 'ran ordbée Fan rargad ni ofoean, Pioparc,

Sgurneadt’ D4 fop-cup paotioscap gleann;  Map gesll ap Enéod a tug mé o’ 3t thaoi.
Bur & &iilin vonn-vesr ap éaill me na

snédatth Leac - 6. sréro 1 Sanainn §, an eala bin-vear,
Nip pagard ch na ppéroad, mup n-éalmfin  sgur i Goth sléarca Le bean an bit;

liom, Tiad man gemesd i1 mbpunn 4 matap,

Mo 11 Le hagard mo biip & pugad i.

5. bi mé 1 geoldiroe 5o ham mo bedppia il bun cibe nd culdn ciméeall
agup mp an Spo-rgorl ap pead ciy N4 gleanncén sotbmn & mbionn mo gniod

bliadan - . Nsé bpul ceol i femmm ann ve 16 1
o bruam mé oweadar 7 cémample 6'n o’ ordée,

esglay A'r 3o bpéiprd Cpiors ap an FCatpioead
AT papooin cndrbze, by mé tpio! bin!

TRANSLATION.

1. T was one fine day making a pilgrimage to the Reek, And was going down on the far side
of it, In quesi of the girl who left my mind iroubled And made my heart like & lump of coal.
My shoulders swelied right up to my ears, And death sent me a short, sharp summons, And all
who heard my story st the time Said that a hard lot had befallen fair Cagsidy. | 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 conquesi or money, And now in my hands without reckoning to pay.
I would build her & 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. | 8. Isn’t it & 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 sirengih nor vigour in the heat of the
sun, But until the fishes shall swim in & waterless sea, And the floods shall rise above the tops
of the mountains, I will never desert thelove of my heart. | 4. I.spent a time learning the English
language, And the clergyman told me myaccent 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 adviee from the Church, But my bitter grief! I broke through it all. G.eat 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 preity white swan, And she as well dressed as & woman eould be :
Alas! that she was born in the womb of her mother, For she was born to be the death of
me, There is no sedge-botiom nor hillock around, Nor any pleasant glen that my love
frequenis In which music is not played both day and night; And may Christ help fair-haired
Cassidy. v
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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
.« Ampdin Claanne Hoedesl,” p. 22, by Professor O'Méille, 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 “Anac-Cusin”; and a third one from the late John Glynn, Tuam.

Professor O’Miille in his volume on Carolan (Irish Texts Society, vol. xvii)
says that Cassidy was a poet of North and East Connacht, but probably came
originally from Ulster. :

In “Siamps on Hempnd ” there is a song given under the title “4n
Catoarsd bén.”

Petrie has an air of this name, No. 1269.

50—comés bén mac a00azaM.

(FAIR THOMAS EGAN.)
Sung by MR. Pat O'Nent,

J = 84 . Drumgriffin.
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épotde; 487 A TEOp map’mbid tha bail-e liom, ni sappd mé beo  mi.

2. &’p téintc Tomay DAn ap cuaipc éugam,’y
mé 1 n-usgnesr Liom pém.

'Seupvo oubainc e, N4 biod buardpesd opt,
na puo an bit map 6,

56 vo &hilin oustaé a thapbmg mé, 1
ngeall a1p cpodéparbean mé,

'S gup mespaliom 5o mép &h nd mo thsitpin
th 'mo vérd.”’

.8. 81 a Cothapranns I & gomaipleada, nd

ToHIZIO O é, .

Mé éuard mé a5 minad an eoluir le peoipin
Zeal mo cléby’.

i Bpuaip mé "mash opoé-eolup aip 5o oLl
6 pugad mé, .

&’ mup bretcinn 4CT A7 gobail an béiipin
&, 5o vThigread ré mo éporde.
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4. &’r TA cuipead go Cill Coinne opsinn Ay
caicyeam 4 dul ann,

Dé1d ann peiptin ceatpatimadrom SAeoﬂ. a7
Clainne Ball,

nidlagprbean ann aée bepe eicing, 't c]mé-
rarbeap 160, mo Léan!

Map td Tomir Bin Mmac dodagém 'p Mac
Ui theoliin Le n-a Gaob.

5. & tomébsy Bim go cinze, ' oht respe 't
1T6p mo éporde

4 Tomiayp o '0oug mé gean ot readar reapard
6%’ an oraogail,

Cpoéparbesp ©ii go cinze mup’ bruml ap

04 mbeied ap teabard an baip aici, cra’pn
Gy of th berd tinm,

46’ 00 ¢pocad A na Taloacsd, 'r an bhap-
tead Le vo dpuim !

7. &1 ni rlav mamniropeac nd ceampall o
nne roon mo éporde,

N reorl nd géip & fannomg ré, nd puo an
i& man é,

A6’ map geall ap bolace Stanley oo cpocad
é, mo Léan!

’S an té a Brml gpéd oo Clamn na nFall
a1ge, an ceann 5o pearllid pé.

8. bé1d pinoa bpedg, Liromm ap veado le

spéroab U6, .

s , reén mo éporbe,

S 4 Vs, naé mép an reall &, an plannoa ér> Feapaloary Clust D&l 'p spm
bpedg map &. veaps an Riog,

béro majop 65 6 Conall p 6 Cesllag ar
Cluain dord

’8 04 mbéad opiip map 6 conaill 65 azam,
ni cpodparde yoép mo Sporde.

6.’S s Tomair Vi thic dodagsm, '1é mo
Léan ¢4 4’ oul 1 goém,

&1 céhongnad Liom 0o hatépin best bpénaé
n 00 1610

TRANSLATION.

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. Ah! my treasure, if you will not come with me, I won’t be alive in & month. | 2. Thomas
Bén came to vigit me, when I was lonely by myself, And he said, “ Doun’t be troubled, or in any
way upset, It’s your flowing hair hus distracted me, »nd on that account I shall be hanged :
And you are dearer fo 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 never got a bad account of him since the day I was born, Agd if I only saw him going the
boreen it would raise up my heart. | 4. We are summoned to Kilkenny, and we must go; There
will be Quarter Sessions there of Irishmen and foreigners. There will be 6nly one pair adjudged,
and they, alas ! 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. Oh! Thomas, whom I loved
beyond the young men of the world. You will surely be hanged unless God's grace assisis 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 o 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 caitle 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
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 Ke]ly of Cluan-ee; And if only I had three men like
young O’Connell, the {reasure of my heart would not be hanged.
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1 got the words and air- of this song from Mr. Pat O’Neill, Drumgriffin.
With slight variants the song is given in “Oapéin Clonne Soedesl,” p. 45.
Professor O'Miille 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

In accordance with the

Stanley, and Egan was seized and cast into prison.
peculiar administration of the law of the time, where a mere Irishman was
concerned, the gentence passed on him. was “to be hanged by the heels.” But
tradition has it (though verse 7 seems to the contrary) that Jhis lady-love
composed this song for the occasion and secured his pardon.

Mr. Philip Waldron tells me that the song is still very popular in
Connemara. .

The air is a well-known one.
109.

" For variants see Petrie, Nos. 26, 48, and

51.—0R0, "hite TRAO.

(ORO, MY THOUSAND LOVES.)

: Sung by Mns. HosaN, Milltown,
J- = 120 ZFolian mode. . Tuoam.
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go oradcwmird pata lomia i1 mbérd
gealad n a Lip.
SBOHpS . . .

Seo plora pmgmn ouc, nd bf bo mo
Booapsil..
'S 616, 616, 616, ' 616, *thile ppéd!
. A 6p6 .
tug ch v-éitesd & peanoumin, i bpésg
ATA ThH &° pé0’.
'Topd . . -

3. &p6n6 . . .
™A vh piora pimgmn a5ss mird ' cean-
nag luéo rgoaodn.
Fond . . -
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11.

12.

13.

14.
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T SN
.851b a’r rzeab, alopgs Bpeaca 'y ni b]\eAs

A4Ta mé & pnéo.
BHpS . . .

A'réps ..

’Smatt coloap céadtadéantad an c-rpén
ATA A 0O EpaD.

606 . . .

L AP ONG . o

Mo’ i matd an prortal péea déanpad
an c-n\én Ap 00 gpoh-m.
Bopé .- . .

. AP 66 . .

Fab prubali geill-élustne marom opicoa
Le mo $péd )
So6pé . . .

arons ...

To pubslpmn-re Piipc 4’ Teampaill
ap mo Elimbd Le mo Epdo.

’Sépo . .

Aréps . ..

O’feicped €all 1 Sapana an Lapad atd
A mo Epdo !

Sopé . .

drépé . L

T4 Lapsd burbe na hercimne 1 bplucin
00 Zndd’.

Bép6 . . .

Apépo . . .

Cuard mo gnéd an baile reo ;g 1n 4
¢‘jaunting ear.”’

2710 S

Npopé ...

niop $ab vo Zpid an baitle reo 6Zoio
ré an gannoal bén.

Tope . . . ’

15.

16.

17.

18.

19.

Brépé .. . :

“ Caroline ar Ballindine '’ ’p *legnings ”*
ar an zClép.

'S 6pé

roéns ...

¢“TUp and down the market town and into
Johnny Ward’s.”

'S6p6 . .

dpéps .. .

ab mo £ndd go Saranna a5 reopad
phing 'pa L.
Bipé . . .

&ropé ..

Bab oo $ndd go Sarana pailpéipesce
Ap na mnd.

Jopd . . .

Arépe L. .
$ob mo Epdd zo Sarana 4F ceannadc
‘mantle cloth.”

Tgépe . . .

20.

21.

22.

23.

24,

oy 6pé . .

Vanhreocsmn-re pil Le rtén mo éporde
An £40b na cappasge bam’.

’s 6]\6 e

Alréné ..

T4 pmpcfn 14 1eACT n-acparoe As Sigle
'sur ag Seagin.

£ X711

aréps ...

TA péipein na peadc n-acparde paor
reac ppéacdm a3 vo Endod,

'‘Sép6 L . .

ar6ps ...

bétapin gamnih Epio an eannaé a3
sigle 'gur az Seagén.

‘Fépd . . .

aréps .. .

V4 mbéad gpdmme “pepper” ap wvo
Lippa oeatman bobeno niop peapp.

Sopé .. .
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25. dropd . . - 29, a'p 66 . . . .
0o il mé yeal ve’'n c-raogal tao 6 FUp N4 leigrd '01a 'r Mmpel 1y vesr 4
mac maotp & b m mo Fpdod. Bacatf 160 an clisbin.
'gopé . . . i6: 10 710 BN
26. d'répé . . . 30. &'ropd . . .
Aletppeschin a’r a g1oblacdm, rin bpéss « Your love would eat as much cestlard
aGA Tl &7 pdd. (colcannon) as would plastera stone wall.”
'S6pé . . . oS . . .
27. &'y op6 . . . 31. A'pép6 . .
11 10m04 uaIp GeannarS pesn Fova raTai < Your love would carry the ketile for the
6'n bresp Fesnn,, gake of the bpacén (gruel).”
'Bopd . . . 'S6pé . . .

28, T 6pS . . . 32. 4r6n6 . .

tirge bog &' bappad burde & brwl o3 « My love would carry the sack, where
cailleadard Le pigérl. another pnag (lout) would fall.”
'Sopé . o - 'SP . .
TRANSLATION:

1. Oré, my thousand loves, Here’s boberd come to bother you till the bright day comes. |
2. Here’s & penny for you, and don’t be annoying me. | 8. If you have a penny piece, go and buy
a load of herrings. | 4. May a peeled potato with a moon in its middle choke you. | 6. You are &
1iar, little old man, those are lies you are telling. | 6. 8kib and skab bracked skins, and it isn’t &
lie I am telling. | 7. Your love’s nose would make a fine coulter for & plough. | 8. Musha ! your
love’s nose would make & fine pocket pistol. | 9. To walk in Killelooney on & dewy morning with
my love. | 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 consumption on
the cheeks of your love. | 13. My love went through this fown in his jaunting car. | 14. Your love
did not pass this fownland since he stole the white gander. | 15. A caroline from Ballindine and
leggings out of Claremorris. | 16. Up and down, ete. :— | 17. My love weni o England to earn &
pound a day. | 18. Your love went to England o live at the women’s expense, | 19. My love went
to England o buy cloth for a mantle. | 20. T'd danoe a reel with the treasure of my heart Leside
the white rock. | 21. Sheels and John have the little seven-acre field. | 22. Your love has stocked
the seven-acre field with crows. | 23. Sheels and Jobn have & litéle sandy road through ihe
marsh. | 24. If there was a grain of pepper on your lip no bobero would be better. | 25. I thought
for a time, long ago, that my love was a gteward’s son. | 26. I¥’s lies you're telling, you leprehann
and you ragmsn. | 27. Many s time the tall man bought potatoes from the small man. | 28. Boft
water and yellow tow, which is all the old women get. | 29. God and Mary prevent it; it’s nicely
they rock the cradle. . .
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52.—sAal-ati-nti-aenr-.

| Sung by Mas. Hosm, Mllltown,
¢=180 . Tuam. -
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2. Sal-ti-nfi-sep-i, Ré-ni-aep-f, ) 8. Sal-1d-nd-sepi-f, Ri-nd-sep-i, .

Bridget Burke, a busil ap an mbeul mé, Dennis Flannery, 4 betpim go h-éag o,
Sal-1i-ni-sep-i, Ri-nfi-aep-f. Sal-ifi-nfi-aep-i, Ri-ni-aep-i.

TRANSLATION.
1.. . . . You will goover and find mylove forme. {2., . . . Bridget Burke, who
siruck me on the mouth. | 3. . . . ., Denis Flannery, whom I give for ever to you
53.—bi L1iomn bi.
Sung by Mgs. Hossx, Milltown,
J=144 Tuam.
“ 1 1
L 1 | .} ) ] ll : = |\‘ !‘ !\ !\ f\
—C—g—e-¢— i’:?_—'_t! —e— g —w—@%—9—a
e/ E
Loi tltiom bi, ap n0dé® nd bi, €&  pewipres-muro a
= —— e e X
S~ S ) ) ) N T T
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éoo - Lad

Lénathaan  éporde? 'S bi
2. bi Liom bi, *ap no6” nd bi,

1 Leabard atcinn 1 0-téin an ige, Cé an Besn 63 o 6a1ll a cporde ?
'S bi Liom b, ap 06" nd bi. .

'S bi Liom bf; *apn o6’ nd bi,
4. bi Liom bi, ’ap noé’ nd bi, -

. -8 .- -
Lom  bi, "ap no6’ né b,

8. b Liom bi, *ap 106’ nd bi,

Beagin Mac do1d & Eoigresd mo épotde.
’S bi Liom bi, "on 106’ nd bi.

TRANSLATION.

.. . . . Where shall,we put the married couple to sleep? | 2 « « . Ina bed of
furze at the end of the house. |8.. . . . Who is the young woman who lost her hear?
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 remembered singing them in her youth.
as T have heard some of them from other sources.

They were not all improvised,
They are as a rule very

personal in character, but I suppose half their attraction lay in the fact
that, under cover of the game, the singer could be-insulting with impunity.
For other airs of this class see Petrie, Nos. 1367, 1368, 1369; 1366 and

1474,
545 6RO, DOWNEY.
(ORO, DOWNEY.)
| . Sung by Mas. HoBaN, Milltown,
= 120  Dorian wode. Tuam.
7). A . N . A * _ = A
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1.°’S 6 - 16, Down - ey, 'Sé - nd dee, . . TA Downey ned
a NN NN
c:tp N . A ¥ 1 F £ N T [
o H ] ) 4. i :t_ﬁcﬂ_..
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soo-Lad 1 ndp émp-1510 1é Gordé’ 1 TS Downey 1 Lincoln, *ycé Downey 1
Nt Zwmp— N A N———NT
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Leeds, ’S cé Downey ’n-4 soolad 'p np ém-1Erd  ré. &ordé™.’S 6 - 16,
0. ) N K N -
Feems et
Y —a —F i —y———

Down-ey ’r6-pd

9. T4 Downey 1 Lincoln, 't 4 Downey+1 Leeds,

'g ¢ Downey 'n-a éoolad, 't ndp énqugrd 1é
éoroé’, '

’s 6116, Downey, 't 6nd dee,

T4 Downey "n-a éoolad, rnép éimgro 1é cordé’.

3. Gait mé yeadT pesctthsne 't ceitpe La
0eus,

T4 Downey 'n-a doolad, pnép bipudrd 1é corod’,

’g 66, Downey, ete.

[ 4
dee, 'y ch Downey 'n-a coolad 1 nip bbd  1é corde’.

4. & cpummugsd na geailini pablil an
fer

TiDowney’n-a coolad'pnip égroTé cordd’,

'S 6p6, Downey, efe.

5. t4 Downey 1 nSattluh, 'r ©é Downey 1

gCluanyin, N
4 Downey "n-a ¢oolad 'r nip épgrd 1é
corde’.

'3 616, Downey, efe.

# There is a peculiar note which oceurs in the word « dee.” 1t is neither C nor 0#. I heard
Mre. Hoban sing it many times, and she never varied. .
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TRANSLATION,
1. . . . . Downey is acleep, and may he never getup! . . . . | 2, Downey is in Lincoln, and
Downey is in Leeds. . . . . | 8.1 spent seven weeks and fourteen days, . . .. | 4. Gathering

the girls for saving the hay. . . . .|5. Downey is in Galway, and Downey is in Cluan-
gsheen. . . . . .

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.” Mzrs. 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 thas 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,” )

5b,—4ANnacC-cuaIn,
(ANNAGHDOWN.)
Sung by Pat O’Neiwy,

J =68 Dorian mods. Drumgriffin, Co. Galway.
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9. Nap thép an c-10mgnad of cémap na
noasoie

& bpeicrime pince ap ¢4l a genm,

Sgpeavsd o't caomesn V0 r5annplcad
vsome

Spuag 0’4 cransd p an épead 0’4 poinn.

D1 busdaillrbe 654 ann tifeadc an F65mhaf,

0’4 pinead ap épbéan, v 0d ocabaipc 5o
cill,

's zup b’é pleur & bpéyca vo b1 0'A
oTopath

15 5 V1a na Sléipe, nép Moy an peall!

3. dnnpéo 014 h-dcine clumped an caoinead

A5 teads gat taob, a5ur Spesosd bor,

a7t & Lén cap orbée cpom cuipread claordte

Son ceé le oéanatm aca s¢c 4’ pinesd
copp-

& 014 1 & Gpioyca o'fulamg fodbaipc

Vo éeannm [5o] pipmnead an bocc ’r an
noéc

Bo PAppcar naomia 5o ocugai raop less

Baé [cneatim] oiob ové'p &nc fpeor an
Loz.

4. TmLledn géan A an 1oneo cedona

Nép Lopard peultc ann ' ndp éipfrd gpan,

Vo Bt an méao G0 oo Epall 1 n-émfescc

To Farllim ap aonad 5o moé Vsposoin.

Na pip 50 Sleurad cliat "gur céads,

00 Epneabad bpéanpa 't vo épaitesd riol,

A’y na mnd oA péip 1in 00 deanfad Foac aon
puo

‘Do piotipad bpéro agur anapc éaol.

5. batle-CLap 0o B anstce Larhe

niop Lez an ©-4b 9616 & gabail anior,

B1 an DAy o LAromn naé otug ré cdipoe

0’ a0n hac mAtap 04’ pupad prath.

muna 15éal & ceapab v61B an 18 10 &
mbirdce

a Rig na nSpére ndp bost an nid,

AéT 4 geattlesd wle pan Loé nd riile,

Le rean-bio Fpénna *r1a0 Lamh Le Tip..

1. Tt my health is spared I'Il 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 eroon!
O 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 wag shared ;

And boys there lying when crops were ripening,

From the strength of life they were borne to
clay ;

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 ag their hands they wrung,

And morning found thezn 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 fairs

Men who could wmanage 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 fo 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 eseape his stroke. -

1f their drowning day wasn’t fixed and fated,
O King of Graces, their 1ot 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. & Rug nanSpdra éputars Neath A’ PAppiar
A'r 4086, c1a an ciy oinn beins na optip
46t L4 corh bpedg rin gan 5aoit gan biiyread,
Agup Lan [an] Biro aca vo oul go cén.

By an bio agup biiteas na vaome,

SZap na caonug anonn an Trndth,

8’ 406, naé annpin Bi'an o-3p mépoéanca
A son fean 0E8F AFUT OSTAN Mnd.

7. D1 aréne &'r mésipe ann, mnd ‘gup. plip-
Troe,

43 5ol 1 a5 5éntaotl 'r a5 reilo na noedp,

A'r mnd & péip pim vo Héanpad aon puo

‘0o fniothya®d bpéroin a’p anapc éaol.

4 Tomaup U1 Catal, ba mop an pgéal th

0o tpeabpd bpannpa oo éuippes riol

&' a Liaéza buacall oo épartpead Lim
lesc,

Mo Leun ’r oi birdte 1 n-dnad-Cumn.

8. & Bedfam th Corgarn ba moép anygeul &4
Tup feap tii aptath 1 Lung nd 1 mbio
&°r & Lisdoa copeérm Ladhap fribail o
O Londun anall go ver béal-opie,
An vam 0o faol it pnéth vo Héanatm
Rug na mnd 654 onc "bop a7’y all,
'S gupn fa01l 00 matépin vé mbiiiprde céao
. Feap
o oorucpd pém *baile rlin,

9. 1 Maipe Mc Ruaddin aum, bunnedn
slégeal,

an calin rpéipeathail bi agamn pan dic;

“leur 1i § pén 5o mod Vra Ceansom

le oul éum sonarz o Cnoc Dealdan,

1 c6Ta uipm ve Eoga an éaoats

Céipin lace a’p mbind bén’,

Azur o'fa5 i 4 méripin bpénac opsrbee

4% re1lt na noedp apir go bpic.

10. Lorzad rléibe agur rgallad cléibe

AN an M1T an éagavap, o'y milledn cpuard,

mMan ’r 10mda cpéacing 'o’pés 1é 4% Féan-
gol

45 r1ilead ' ag agraoin pac mardm Luam.

6. O King of Graces, who died to save us,
*T'were 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 oyt adrift on the tide;
It beats all telling what fate befell them,
Lleven strong men and eight women to die!

7. What calling and erying 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 !’{is you were matter for grief, Tom Cahill,

You’d plough the fallow, o’er furrows 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 Sedn
0'Cosgair,

You towered aloft in the ship or the boat,

And a long, long journey you came amongst us,

Aeross from London {o Béalird’s shore,

When you tried to win to the shore by

swimming,

You were held by women, your ctrength they
broke 3

But your mother was proud, and she’d say
aboui you,

Though a hundred were drowned, you’d come
safely home.

9. And Mary Ruane, 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 & 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 & day comes to dry her eyes,

10. May burning mountains co:ae tumbling
down on

That place of drowning, may curses fall,

For many’s the soul it has filled with mourning

* And left without hope of a bright day’s dawn.
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nf oiogbil eblary vo smp 0’4 ocpéoip 160 The cause of their fate was no fault of sailing,
A6C mi-40 mép bi pan gCarledn Nusd, "Pwas the boat that failed them, the Caisledn
'g¢ cpioénugud an sbpdm zup bértead Nuadh,

moépan And left metomake with a heart that’s breaking
0'pig Adbap ooLé o3 Anag-Cuam. This lamentation for Anach Cuain.

" 1 took this song. down from my friend Pat 0’Neill, who lives.at Drum-
griffin, Annaghdown. I never heard it sung to any other air than the one
given. The poem was composed by Raftery to commemorate the terrible
disaster which befell the people of Annaghdown when on their way to the
Fair in Galway.

About thirty villagers with ten sheep and other goods set off in an old
boat from the shores of Lough Corrib to go the eight miles into Galway. In
those days there was no direct road, and the lake was the nearest way. The
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 his
heel to drive it more firmly in, drove the ‘whole plank out of the boat. Ina
few seconds all these poor people were gtruggling in the water, and although
they were close to the land, nineteen of them were drowned, eleven men and
eight women. o

Pat always maintains that there were two songs written on the subject,
one by Raftery, and one by a local poet pamed Cosgrave (Corgopsc), as he
says Raftery was a stranger and could not have known the people’s names ox
anything about them. What probably happened was that some local man
added verses to Raftery’s original poem.

I have been told that the song is sometimes known as “Cnoc o Oeasléin,”
the name of the place (mentioned  in the song) at which the Fair was
held. I give the full version of the song as contained in “Songs of
Raftery,” 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.—mdire ni eroin.
(MARY HYNES.)

,I =176 Dorian mode.

Ag sung in this neighbourhood,
Tuam.
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2. Nuap puap mé an canupginc niop leig
mé ap céipoe §,
Rinne mé ghine agur et mo éporde,
1 patd Le oul againn aéc ocparna paipce
’Snitugmuro anls linn adc gocom anoige.
Leagad éugainn bopo a paib gloime o’ copza
FNTIR
asgurctilpronn phnnesclem’ sipnapurbe,
'sé oubaipc 11, “ Raspoem, bi'g 6L 1 céao
réilee,
Ta'n porléap Laroip 1 mbal’-ur-liag.”

3. 1r a0ibinn adpeas an tao1b an cylébe
45 bpeatnugad pior ap Darl’-ui-L1ag,
43 rribal rna glesnncarh ’bmnc cné agup
rméana,
’S geall cetleabap éan ahn Le cesloarh
Tide.

1

-

liom bal - e - lLag.

go
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.

T gave her greeting polite and stately,

She answered gracious as any Queen :

O Raftery,”” said she, *could fate be kinder ?
Now step beside me to Ballylee.”

2. I stood bewitched by that voice of sweet-
Tess,

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 !

“Raftery,” said she,* nowdrink, youw’re weleome,

There’s strength in cellars of Ballylee,”
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Cia'n BE ran méao yim 50 brhigte Aléanzur,
op BLAE na popadh a4 Le n-a tooth,

Nni’L maré 04 reunad 4’y na cerl ap aenne,
*Si ppéip na pnéime ST BnaD mo éporde.

4. Siibail mé Sacrana’y an fpame le ééile,
An Sphin, an Spé1g, AFUT A1 wm’aIp apin,
6 bpusé Loé Bpéne 5o Déal na Céide,
' ni facard mé péipin ap big map 1.
04 mbénn-re péroa Le bLAt na h-615e
Tpé Loé an THRaIC 00 Leanpamn i,
Cuanca o’y co7Ta10 Fo rHibalpsmn s'rbértpe
& wormg an tredro-bean Th 1 mbaile-
w-lag.

. 5.°Si mépe Mh-erdm an yoiro-besn beurad,

ba beire méin agur b'dille gnaot,

04 ééa0 clépeas, ' a poup Le ééile’
Agur Tan 4 cpérdpe nd féoopad rpiob.

Buail pi 'Dérpope Le bpedgace a'r Bénuy,
15 04 n-abpamn hélen Le'n rpmorsd

an Thaot,

66 17 150¢ ban &iqunn ay uéc an mévo in,

Aan Poreé plégesl i mbail’-m-liag.

6. & péaloam an croluwy spur & Enian an
Fo5man,

A cinbfronn 6mpa aZur 4 Surove’n craogal,

an nglusipped Liom-ra gaot1 Cothom an
06thnag,
1o 5o Noéanpamsoto comaiple ci mbérd
Ap rurde.
fiop m6p Liom cebl ouic Faé son orbée
Vé6mnag,
pumnre ap 6o agur 04 n-6lrd pién,
8’1 & Rif na Tlome go ocmg an bétap,
To bpsg mé an c-edlar 50 bal’-m-l1ag.

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 allois you

The Branches’ Blossom to crown delight?

1 can’t deny or concesl i} ever

That ghe’s my treasure, my sunlit sky.

4. 1 walked through England and France for
years once, )
Through Spain and Greece and the long way

home,
And from Yioch Gréine to Galway’s quay-side,
But her beauty’s equal I've never known.
Were my bride this Flower of Tir-na-n-6g now,
Through Loch an Téraie I'd ride my steed,
By coasts and harbours and trackless oceans
1t I lost the Rosebud of Ballylee.

5. Oh, Mary Hynes is my choice of ladies

For matchless face and bewitehing 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 Helerr whose beauty filled Troy with spears,
The Blossom of Erin outshines their glory,
The bright-hued Posy of Ballylee.

6. O Sun of Harvest, O Starlight glancing,

0O locks of amber, my share of joy,

Wwill you fly with me now, betore next Sunday,
Through all $he world we can dwell at choice.
On Sunday evenings I'd play you music

When wicks illumine the wine and mead ;

0 King of Glory, make dry the roadway
That leads me over fo Ballylee.

This is one of the most popular of Raftery’s songs, and is sung to the same

‘air as “ Anac-Cuan ” (No. 55).

At p. 330 of the “Songs of Raftery” &n Cpaobin 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.—Pe1510 mistéal.

(PEGGY MITCHELL.)

Sung by M1ss Briveer ForpE,

| _ g8 Sylane, Tuam.)
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Perz1d a thile gpéo,

Mo Leun ' mo épead gan T 'y mé leac an
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ni baogal oditnn orbée bir.
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munab ti T4 Bam 1 nodn,
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8. 00 b'arc Liom vopced berd ap popcep &y Mo £n40 ' mo yTop bett oy mo oA A%

cannard Lan oe Leant, . caing ’p a5 compéd Liom,
pumnye ap bépo 4’y glotnnen gebip o fao Iy Lér o’ 6Lyeimn Luaé na mbpog 04 mbett mo
*p bers mo péca veanmy © ¢6Ta 1 ngesll.
TRANSLATION.

1. Ilike a ﬁaid who's not afraid, but loves so well & 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, *is Peggy fair I sing.

2, Smoother is her countenance than smooth white down and than the froth of the flood on
the shore, A fine green heart of growth that did not wither, (rising) a8 $he foliage and blossoms
rise; Until Igo into the tomb my mind is with you, O Peggy, thousand loves, My grief and my
destruction that you are not, and 1 with you, on the barbours ot America. | 3. Treasure of my
hesart, do not forsake thy desire, but look into the case, ‘When the means shall come there shall
be drinking of wine and no danger of death to us for ever; O blossom of the branches, is it not
a hard story if it be not you are laid out by fate for ‘me? Over the nobility of the world, it Iwere
King, it is with you T would shake hands. | 4. I£ T were to get a way or a place fo git, I would not
ceage for a day or a yesr Untill should write down with & fine thin pen your ghape and your
quality ; There was never born any woman in this country who would take the sway from you,
Since Troy was destroyed on- aceount of a woman and since Deirdre was put to death. | 5. The
gleam of gold is in the hair of my treasure, and it growing ringleted and fair To the mouth of
her shoe, as bright as a tear, and it woven over her head ; O blossom of the apples, finer in beauty
than the foliage of the tops of the trees, Oetready on Monday until we go travel, and see that
it is time. | 6. There is splendour and brightness, blood and veins, and a pretty glow accordingly
In the blossom of whiteness, of roundest and brightest eye, and set of mouth; It isnolie atall
the story that is about, that 1 am & man oul of my senses, For a year to-day, each day of mirth,
and I thinking of the blossom of the branches. | 7. My love twice over are the women for ever,
although they have left me gick, Making lament over the price of the drink for the Joss of ifs
being gathered (?); 1 would sooner have a kiss from Peggy, surely, and she o be in solitude with
me, Than the wealth of King George, though great were the half of 1, it it were to be gathered
together, | 8. I would like an outpouring to be on porter, and cana full of sle, Punch on table
and glasses prepared, so long as my pocket ghould be stiff (full); My love and my treasure to be
over against me, falking and diseoursing with me, . It is with her I would drink the price of my
ghoes, {even) if my coat were in pledgeé.

This song was sung to me by Miss Bridget Forde, Sylane, Tnam. She
told me that she had learned it from her father. I give with his kind
permission the complete version by 4n Cpoortbin in his “Songs of Raftery,”
p. 336. A version of seven stanzas was published by the Rev. Professor
T. O’Kelly in U. C., Galway, Jouwrnal, 1917.
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58.—C1LLa00d1n, n6 conoae thuigeo,
(KILLEADAN, OR COUNTY OF MAYO.)

d = o8 _

Sung by Miss Macerz Hession,
Belclare, Tuam.
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mior’ ann, 1 bpog-ur 04 il - e 5o béal -an ~ 4 - mop.
2. régaim le hiubadca 5o n- éiugeann mo 3. bionn cpumtnesde a'r compce, pir epna
éporde-re _'guy Lin anm,
Mmap éyugesnny an §a0T, no Mo TFaPAT Seagal 1 popaod ann, 'pin plim, agup
an ceb .yeéil,
Nuap rmuainmFim an Cheappa a’rap Thastlin - Luéc véanca poicin Fan license v'i diol
ta0b jior ve ann,
A pgestas o' hile no ap pliméao Mhug- mén-vairle na cine ann &3 1mmpc ' o3
eé. 6l. '
Cill-so0dm an baile & brirann gaé md T4 cup agur cpeabad ann, 4’ Leapugad gan
ann, sutlead,
T4 rméana 'p pib-épaob ann &’y mear ap 1y tomda rin md ann nip Labap mé go
gaé ropce, ol
'8 04 mbémn-re mo jearath 1 pceanc-bin  Acanna 'r muillce ap obamn gan riE
mo Hsome - ann

0'tmiebiad an sotr viom agur bémn apip
[

Veathan coamt ap g cfora ann nd
vavard 0’4 fpic.
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4. T4 gat mlefopc ddomaro 04’ E61M 0O Eup
rior ann,
Bionn picamén 'y beech ann, collt, piibar,
&'y puinnpeds,
box agup cwileann, 1Wbap, beit, apur caop-
tan
'S an glar-oaip 0’4 noéantap béo Long
o'1 epann redit,
an logwooo, mshogam, 't 5a& Abmao 04
DAOINTE,
' an plop-hatoe déanpad gaté utle fleur
cebl
oleéip () 'y rgest feal ann 0’4 gesppad 'y
0’4 pnoigmead
’g an trlat ann 0o béantad cir clérh agur
1610.

5. T& an éuad ' an rmélaé ap plleagamc 4

séile ann,
T4 an Lonoub ’p an céipyead ap 5up, OF &
gobhar, ’
an ghilo-pinye, n cpeabop, 1 an Linnes 1
goage ann
" an naorged of Léimnig, A’y an eala 6'n
RO,
an c-toplas ar Acerll ’p an f1aé oub 6'n
pCéir anm,
an reabac ar Loé éipne ’p an juipedy &'n
hoém.
19 04 mbeited ann Af maroin ponh érpgena
gpéme,
So gelopped Fad €an aca 4F remm ran
“ ngpéb.”’ .

6. T4 an Laip ann’p an peappad o brodap &
ééile,
an greirpead 't an ceucta, an Tpeabad’r
an piol,
fis huam ann ajy merom Fo FUOPPIMG AF
mérdblag,
Dionn caoug 't Thésoa A1 leanb a3 &n
mnaot.

ni'L cannear, ni’L aicio, nf'l galap, ni'l éok
ann,
AdT raganc AT clémg ap purde na
naoth,
T4 mionsin af gaban a’r bamnd az an goéy
Ann, ’
g an Lotligead a5 pémmyE 43 Tall ap
AN MNACT

7. T4 an c-tiyge ron Lloé, aBur obnada
Lionza,
na copaéa wvéancs, 't ma Lionca 1
FCo1m
T an Liip a'p an bpeac o’y an espcon na
Luroe ann,
an pupcin, an paodan, an punaé, v an
poén.
T4 an bpaosn ’r an ballaé na gedhnurbe
ran ordée anm,
15 an Liubén o5 cpsll ann 6'n Bramppze
shém, .
An capooip 'p an gliomad v an tupebot
mabad, '
Cnfipkm &’ 1475 ann ot paIpTING le
mémn.

8. TA an eilag ’p an piad ' paé mle fope
cpaém?” ann,
an maoad-puad * Lémmg, an bpoc 'y an
infol burde,
Cedlea na ngabap ‘T na h-sdapca 0’4
réroesd
' 1g Le h-éiuge na ppétne 00 téprs 0O
éporde.
Cé osome uaiple ap eaépatb 5T mapcary
oA bpéadamt
AF prabad ope na ééile go oTipd an
01bé’,
Soiléap 5o mardin apir 04 néabosd
6L ap na césvimbd af leabard le
lurbe.
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9. pigann ovileadoa 'r bancpesbad cabamm  Shipng pé an-votan m & h-mle besg-

A1 pérdtesc epéicud
slige id, o1 éAoms, a'r valamh gan Thug Rasprefis an épaeb 06 on a bracard
cior, ré path,
sgolinde boéoa rgpiob, rsotL, azur Léig- S veipead na caince: raogsl pav af Ppanc
eann ann, Taare ann
Luée 1appaca na véipce ann, 85 cappaing stioée Lomnpig na peﬂ,e nip coipil an
't ag Tptall. . pAmu:.
TrANSTATION.

1. Towards the Eve of 8. Brigit the days will be growing,
The eock will be crowing and & home-wind shall blow,
And I never shall stop, but 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 Balla below it the eruiskeens shall flow;
In Coilltemach then I}l be living in clover,
Near the place where my home is and the house that I know.

2. I solemnly aver if, that roy heart rises up, Even as the wind rises or ag the mist disperses,
When I think upon Carra and upon Gallen down from i, Upon the Mile-Bush or upon the
Plains of Mayo. Killeadan (is) the village in which everything grows; There are blackberries
and ra;spberries in it, and fruif 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 meat;
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” tallt there is about a penny of rent nor anything of the kind. |
4. There is every sort of timber tha it were fit to put down there; There is syeamore 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 mast ; The log-wood, mahogany, and every timber no matier
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 &
cage there, The snipe leaping up, and the swan from Rome, 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-ginging in the grove. | 6. There is the mare there and the foal, beside one another, The feam-
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 & child. There is no gickness, no
disease, no plague, no death there, Dut priests and clerics praying to the saints; The goat has
kids, the sow hag 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 ecl 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 thitherfrom the great sea; The tortoise and the lobster and the grey turbot,
The gurnets and fish are there as plenty as turf. | 8. The fawn and the deer and every kind of
game is there, The red-dog (fox) a-leaping, the badger and the yellow miol (i.e. the hare), The
music of the hounds, and the horns a-blowing, And with the rise of the sun you would lift up
your heart. There are gentlemen on steeds and horsemen being tried, Hunting all through
other until comes the night, (Then) cellar until morning again a-rending, Drink for the
hundreds and beds to lie down. | 9. The orphan and the widow.get aasistance and redemption,
A way to get food and clothes, and land without rent; Poor scholars get writing 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 Raftery has awarded it the branch, over all that
he ever saw} 'The end of the talk ig this : Long life to Frank 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 &bpdin an Resccinpe, p. 96.
The air is a variant of an old tune, commonly known as “Nell Flaherty’s
Drake.”” For another variant see O'Neill's Collection (Chicago), No. 763.

59,—CAISMIRT AN fJO'CAﬂ{e lLeis an msse-beAt':A.
(THE ARGUMENT OF THE DRUNEKARD AND THE WHISKEY.)
Sung by Miss Macare HessIoN,

J. =63 , Belclare, Tuam.
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2. Seadémaim 50 ppiaclad 1 bpeannato ’p )
bprancarb
ozi5 Gomdap t flomn ap mo Leabard,.
Vo mo gteur Fac aon ordée ' ap marom apip,
—N4n bogard Via éordée mo capato!
Seallatham 3o pineannsé wo bepum wvo
Gpiore
5o norlile6sard mé 0’6l urge-beata,
'S 5o brutl f1or a5 an paogal naé le wvirl
ann & bim,
4éc Le gnéd vo na vaoib Bior "na aice.

3. 1r oear an puo bélade, réan mart agup
sabalear, . .
Cpuntnesdt agur edpna Le geanpad,”

Min 1 ran geéfna, *gur cene, Tpatnona.
Agur vivionn o*fean bétan o'r beslars.
Léme *gup céca A An dappionn D14 Déhnarg,

haca "gur bpdga *ran bréipiun,
41 50 reorlim-re, ap noé1E gup Feapt rin
30 17'1611
N4 berd ’g imteads 'y ag 6l uirge-beata.

4. 1r Liom-pa €13 & thinugad map éa1t mé
mo jaogatl Lleaw
6 batmead an '¢ioé viom 'mo leand,
Bup Epéig mé mo vaorme, mo_dith, A’ mo
Faolca,
'8 ni féanpamnn &6 ap ¢émsiple na h-eaz-
Lay’.
Vo rEépn 'y vo haotn faogalca r aprocpung-
ead amath OpgT,
AZur cait € pan 151t a5 mudib Lesnna
méprlleann va apip a’roo pupra ber rpionca
Ni Ziubpard prao bpaon ourc A maromn.

An g-thyge-Deata :
5. Maread! iy rava mé 4% éirceadc leat ag
r3ertteagad bpéag Liom,
Agur catlrrd mé pém Labainc rearca,
4’1 zupn bromoda pin NAETAN 05 187pard na
oéijce
'S zan luaé aige le méiligad, acc a
wallec.
An ©é épummgear na céaoca le cpuadTaIn
’r ofcséille
A1 naé brlwépard 4 béal, ATUP CANT A1,

4

Tiucrard ordpe 'na 615 agur resp-cporbe
nac ngéllerd
San bett’g 6l coip an slarde no an balls.

6. Ns¢ comluavap rénh mé ap Som-épmn-
mMugad 'r ap aonaé
A% an Té furdread go pradeoa tior 1m’ aice.
"L dutc-re aéc vit-céille berd 4noipr 00 mo
féanad
A’r ni éperop1d vo pgéasl aée reap meatca.
luéo carace’ a’r péuma ’r mé 00 déantad a
néroteac
Azur Th fior a5 na céavcath M Teos
Ceana,
'S 5o mbim-re az na Laoter, a3 ragamps, 'y
a5 cléipe,
'S a5 m&rgirom pe Lérgean azup Laroton.

An 'pécm;\e:
7. Mapesd! woéap agur Snéin opc 1 vh
Labnar neatm-nipesd
A'r nf Cubpainnre cdil leat Gom mard
o,

00 ¢a1E mé mo Hica D4 o10de ’r b4 L4 Leac:
Azur nfop £ab 0o ¢4y 5o 16 hart Dam.
Vo 9615 ©h clip m’éavam azuy bipna mo

hméana
’S At na téavarh ni féavaim 4 Lesgan,
n’L aon fean ran paogal ro éuimledsad né
géAlp Leat .
Naé & a bualgur rean-éavaé ’p opoc-
Leaba.

An c-tirge-beata: -
8. HruL 54ba-oub no ceapomge naé nodan-
Tad diom plapcd ?
Iy mé buacall an bime mp gac bealag,
Ni’L gpéarurde né carlliép o4 oTUE Aprath
récad
Naé mbeannumigead m Tan Trpéro vam an
maroin.
NPl bean 65 04 bpedgadc nas noéanpad
Liom géme
An tpat vo Leagparve an an zolip mé 'na
h-aice,
’S 5o mbim a5 an bPips, az TABAINT, T A3
bpdigub
4’1 niop ¢4 puath mé aéc teap meatca.
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4on Pétape: o 1 pgonnya né 1 nofoga mA éalloesp resn
9. fuap Rarpcem pppiobisa 1 lesbap na dordce
0a0nNAST - Ve bipp & Bert compiroeas Leas-ra,
luét péice 5o mbioun vd 0’4 meallad Ve beats na naoth Linn sup canc 1, oub-
Son Lop-gnioth 0o Déanath no rarad m pan AINT CpiorT
raogsl ro } To cinnce nod bragprd 1é na flartr.

To OCUITEID 1140 VAOY 11 T'an bpescsd.

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 thas, 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 Kilereestha,
When I lay like & sheep by the gable.

9. 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. | 8. A nice thing is cattle, good grass, and a holding of 1and, Wheat and barley
to cut; Meal in the chest, and a fire in the evening, And shelter to offer the traveller; A shirt
and a coat at Mags on Sunday, A bat, and shoes in the fashion, And I think, surely, that that
is greatly better 'Than to be going and drinking whiskey. | 4. It's I, too, am able to expound i,
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 Y would not deny you, (and follow) the advice of ihe 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, (8till) if you return again, and your purse to be despoiled,
They will not give you one drop in the morning. | 5. The Whiskey (answering) : Musha! it’s long
T’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 & man
of heart, who will not refuse To be drinking it beside the fence or the wall. | 6. Am not I
courbeous company at a gathering or at’a fair For the man who would sit down shyly (?) beside
me? Itis only want of sense in you o be now refusing me, And no man but a poliroon 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 : Mushe, trouble and disgust on you! it’s you who
speak shamelessly, And I would nof give you & character half go 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 fops of my fingers, And on the sirings (of the violin) I ceanot lay
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them ; There is no man in this world who would rub too clozely againgt you, But his due will
be old clothes and a bad bed ! | 8. The Whiskey : Is there a blacksmith or a tradesman who would
not make friends with me? I am the lad of the goal in every road; There is never shoemaker
nor tailor of all who ever gavea stab (of an awl or needle) Who would not salute me in the
street in the morning. There is Do young woman, however fine, who would not laugh with me
When I would be laid on the table beside her, And sure the Pope bas me, and the priests and
the friars, And nobody ever dispraised me except a poltroon. | 9. The Drunkard : Raftery has
found it written in the Book of Humanity (About) the people of tippling, that you be deceiving
them, And without making their reparation and satisfaction in this world That they ghall fall
grievously into sin. In some scunce or some dike if a man be ever lost, Through his being a
comrade of yours, The life of the saints tells us that it ig a word what Christ has spoken, That
certainly he shall not gain the Heavens.

I never heard this song’ sung by anyone but the Hession family. They

learned it from their grandmother. The words are found in Abpdm an
Rescécime,” p. 184,

60.—mdire sTANTAN,

(MARY STAUNTON.)

Sung by Miss Macerz Hazssion,
J = 72 Belclare, Tuam.
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2. D4 bpeicted an rpéipbean o'r i Fabia
gleurca, ’ *
L4 bpedg gpéme ran cypéio, ’r i pibal,
Solup Larca ar & bpollac glégest
Vo triibpad Léigear vo feap gan rinl.
Ts gpéd na geewoca 1 golén a h-éavan,
11 gesll & peudainc Le peuls o’ Luam,
'S vd mberbead pi 1 n-éinfeade Le Linn na
noéice
11i ruar oo Bénur oo bganrarde an c-aball.

3. T4 o polc ag carad Lé rior 5o glinah,
A% pitlead r ag Libab go béal & bpoésg,
na noualvatd pzents, ré éotm glar le

onicTa, '
'S na choilyrde o’ rguabad na 1% ran

néo. :

&’ rho i an éfilfronn 1y gite mimee
.04 forgail rérl agur o’ 4 maipeann bed,
'S 04 mbud lLiom-ra oiiiée an Tifespna

liéican .

Vap bpig mo élipe bud Liom-ra an creéro.

4. T4 & cum caol cailce’y a grusd map na
néraibd
'S A 04 &ié céth-Epuinn oy comaIp & cporde,
& bpigaro a Leaca 'y o chitlin 6mpa,
A’ map opfét an f6Ehaip ‘read bpeat-
nuigeann ri.

Bipgil, Ciceno, no cothact hémen
ni &iibpad 1 peoith-thesr & r5émh 'y &
gnaot,
T mén bpeAéA't‘) lest & BLiE na h-d1ge
’S muna oty th &g 6L Liom ni thaippeso
mi.

5. 85 ribal no a3 oatiire 04 bBretcyed an
plannos
Vo béaprd T’ annyadt vo BLAE na gopaob,
A grusd ope Larad 1. a cpotde gan athgap,
'S nad L&gaé an puo ceanncugad le n-a
bpotlac min.
Cémacta Sampron no dlexanoep
Ap nodig, ni fanncééainn 1 n-41c mo
. mian,
'S mup brdgeo cesao camce le Miine
Scancon
T4 mé 1 n-ahpar sup Fesnp mo faofal.

6. tug pf “mana’ vam 3o moc Le plémip,
leag i réat agam agur ni 'ra geliro,
6L i veoé onm, b’ cporbe na péile d,
10 pan am ap émg mé Le oul cum mdbail.
00 Buarl mé "Labaipc o’y cothpéd Lét,
1r muinge 0'$64¢ i opm, bLAS na n-dball,
A4t 7o bannard béil vao1b 5an pocal bpéige,
Sup §45 mé an ¢psob s 6 fhémpe
bpin.

TRANSLATION.

1. There’s a lovely posy lives by the roadway,
Deirdre wag 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.

9. If you were to see the sky-woman and she prepared and dressed Of a fine sunny day in
the street, and she walking, Anda light kindled out of her shining bosom That would give
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sight to the man withont an eye. ‘There is the love of hundreds in the forehead of her face.
Her appearance is as it were the Star of Monday, And if shs had been in being in the time of
the gods, It is not to Venus the apple would have been delivered up. | 3. Her hair is twining with
her, down to her knees, Twisting and curling to the mouth of her shoe, In scattered strands,
as shining as the dew, And the twists-of-hair sweeping atter her up the road. And there is the
coolun brightest and most mannerly Of all who ever opened eye, orlive in life; And if I were
to have the estate of Lord Lucan, By the virtue of my conscience, the jewel would be mine, i
4. Her waist is narrow, chalk-white, and heg countenance like the roses, And her two breasts
equal-round over against her heart; Her neck and her cheeks and ber amber back hair And it
is like the harvest dew she appears. Virgil, Cicero, or the power of Homer Would not bring a
comparisen for her beauty and mien 5 I'bhave fallen into sin (desiring) you, O Blossom of Youth,
And unless you come to drink with me I shall not live & 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 Burely I would not envy in place
of my desire; And if I do not get leave to talk to Mary Staunton, Iam in doubt that my life
will be short. | 6. She bade me good-morrow early with pleasure, She set a seat for me, and not
in the corner, 8he drank a drink on me, she was the heart of generosity, At the time that I
rose up to go on my journey. I began speaking and conversing with her, It is mannerly she
looked at me, the apple blossom ; Here is my bail of mouth for you without a word of lie, That
I have left the branch with her away from Mauria Brown.

This is & well-known song by the poet Raftery. It was sung to me by
Miss Maggie Hession, and the words are taken from Dr. Douglas Hyde’s
Volume, “abpéin an Reaccime,” p. 320, now unfortunately out of print.
4n Cpsorbin has kindly given me permission to use the words and
translation. '
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g1.—oi1ledn é80a18.
(ISLANDEADY.)

Sent to me by Dxr. Conor Maquirk,

J = 80 Pentatonic scale. Claremorris, Co. Mayo.
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1. In Tslandeady my first love’s grave is,

My heart I gave her when I was young;

To hear the wailing of her three lone babies,

Sure none can please them, my heart is
wrung.

: it ity
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cléd 'p o 0’4z Liom péin mé, Bur duard ch 1 pepéuamin oo Sail-in
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I'm weak and weary, I may as well say ity
A shadow fading with grief and woe,

My heart is aching, why did you leave me,
Avourneen dheelish, in the elay, 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;

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. “Soil 65
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Ruav,” No.
Mayo song.

16, given in an earlier part of the book, is another version of this

O1ledn éa'omg (Islandeady) is a place between Castlebar and Westport.

62—a BruINMLLIN beusac.
(POLITE LITTLE MAIDEN.)

. Air sent to me by Mz. T, O’Surravan.
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6. 'S a Galini 654 nd Porard resp an v4 7. A buadailli 65a nd poérard a Lan e nd

éporde, | mnaé,
04 mbéad néca ¢lg bpint atge 0’6lpad.ré 'S nil 1 n-s nglépiai aéc mip o’éipeoéad an
6 maroin 5o Faoit. . cuile ap an cpdig. .
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Tup i bam viom an 1ze,'mile pooipnin,’pForo  Nimnnreééa mé o’son feap cé’'n péarin 4
Tl mo épotroe. ’ oTUF Mé DWT FRAD,
TRANSLATION.

1. 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 guiet, thin, smooth, delicate little
mouth, You are my little treasure to woo, and if I could, 1 would go to you. | 2. And is it mot
I that am bashful in the corner where I am unknown, Thinking of my Méirin at eve and at
dawn of day? With the Great God are the powers !—n betfer mali never walked—O 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 I suit him, A woman with nothing, no dress, no sheep nor a
cow.—The wealth of lreland, not everyone does it suit—But I'd give it all 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! How 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 {ill 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
1 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 Rev. Nicholas
Fagan, who took them down from the same source.

For variants see “Ampéin Clamne Jaedeal,” p. 12; “Siamps on
Sermqud,” p. 51, ten verses.
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63.—an seanoumne cam.
(THE CROOKED OLD MAN.)

8ung by Miss Brvarr Forpe,
Sylane, Tuam. ’
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TRANSLATION.

1. I was well acquainted with a fairly respeciable 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 & young woman In order fo get on seven times better. Morning and evening she was
vexed and troubled TFor the key of the trunk, which she couldn’t find. | 3. ¢ Twas & pitiful
thing for you to come under the control of & 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, crooked old man. | 4. “Have I not given you encugh gold and silver, Small
boats and large, a horse and & car, Enough to eat, and always a good living, Choicest feather
bed, and lesve to sleep tranquilly? 5. That, and every other thing you take delightin, Even to the
umbrella o have in your hand, A good horse, or pony, to ride always, Going to Mass on
Sunday, if you wish to do 50?2’ | 6. # If you gave me the whole world o eat and to drink, The
riches of King George, which were very great, Ships under sail, and coaches on the roads, I
" would prefer 8 young man to you, erooked old man.” | 7. ¢ When you won’t take advice, go
in search of it. Put on your boots, your cloak on your shoulders (breast);. Be at the cross
roads when the evening romes, And perchance you'll get & young man, if you remain there long. |
8. When night comes and you cannot get shelter You will begin to lament, but it will be of no avail.
1’ swear by the Bible with perfect truth, You'd prefer o be again with your crooked old man.” {
9. « It's wretched for such & 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 it I got shelter round Seershin, I could spend the winter comfortably, I'd be
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satisflied in my mind, and no wearinessof heart on me Remaining beside you, erooked old man.” |
11. “1f you were as staid as a housewife should be, ’Tig you that could spend the winter
comfortably, The wool of the sheep would pay the rent for us, And what more we should make
would be at our hand. 12. But you are not like that, but full of bad thoughts.—Many are the
chénges that come to women’s minds.—But I am quite certain that it you were comfortable and
well off, You would never admit that such was the case.

This is a song by the Connemara poet, Colm bmhr, P- 9, whose poems
were. coliected some years ago by the late Péopsig Mac Prapsar, and
published by the Gaelic League. I give the words with the kind permission
of the Gaelic League.

64,18 TRUAS F4N MiS’ 1 SASANA.
(A PITY I'M NOT IN ENGLAND.)

Sung by Miss Brioger ForpE,

J =76 - Dorian mo.s'tly. Sylane, Tuam.
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2. Agur Miipe an ¢4il oualarg - 1. I would I were in England,
"Na rurde "orp mo 04 Léarh, In Spain or merry France,
A’r 5o mbérdmn-pe 54 bpéagad Or in the West on Indian shores,
5o h-éipge an LA Bam. To meet my white love’s glance.
3. huaip a Lurdith ap mo leabard 2. 0 Maure! of the plaited locks
'L ruanhnear Le pdgéit: It you were here with me,
Téime appang i mo taod Year Sure, *tis myself would woo you, love,.
agur Lows ri mo Lip. Till morning came to see.
4. 'Dodeinpi na cpurnne, 8. Ilay me on my bed of pain,
'S 140 vile Le pagéil, . I lay me not to rest,
N1'L mo Leifear a5 an méro pin My heart it is a bleeding heart,

Ao ag Méape an éinl Bén, A wound is in my breast.
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5. 1y rava mé a% 1mieacc 4. The leeches of the world all

A tuaurg mnd tige, . Would pity my sad plight;

& macramatl ni pacard mire : There is no lance to probe my wounds
1 mbaile nd 1 ocip, | Save Mary’s glance of light.

» 5. "Tis long I have been roving

6..16 5o bracs mé an roiro-bean .In country and in town,

an a0t Cnuic-na-Sroe, But never in my wanderings met

'S & gpusx 'n-a opi oualag ’ A maid of such renown ;

45 15abad Le gaorc. 6. Until I saw my white love

On the slopes of Knock-na-shee, )
7. $eall mo yeép céao vam Her tresses in the fairy wind
'S b4 irile b6, A stresming wild and free.
'S geall 1i "n-a O1a10 10

7. My true love she did promise me
To nodanpad i ceac mop.

Two thousand ambling kine,
And on her ample pasture-lands

8. A¢t map éimgesr an fealad To Tear & mansion fine.

'S o rgalar an $pian, 8. I swear me by the midnight moon,
’S bliadeim * an Ld amipss And by the noonday sun,
Léd an pampnge riopn. T'll leave the seas behind me
Ere another year is done.
9. Tura berd 1 Sapans 9. 0, would you were in England,
Aguy mipe 14 Spéinn, And I in sunny Spain,
'S zo n-éalédéamn 1 mo Léine That I might rise and speed me thence,
Le Mampe an cirl bém, 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, “ Taob Tsll ve Clarde na Tedpann” (No. 14, p. 26). Another song
of this name is printed in “Cedl Sroe,” p. 92, issued by the Irish Book
Company, and & version of the same, with music, is given in “ Cléresc na-
n-Goedesl,” Part IT; but 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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(WILLIE REILLY.)

Sung by M1ss Magarr Hessron,

J = 80 _eolian mode. Belclare, Tuam.
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6. beannadc '06é vo'n Tmdp & Guard go cilL
€anainn,

o5 iodblacan an afap.Pesvap b1 nesoir a
éertpe 1610,

D4 oTigied paot éeann miors, aéc mo Léan,
éordée ni 1ocpard,

*Snaé opusg pin, bean ran orbée,’tr & caoih-
tead 1 mbipp cuinne !

7. Mo malladc B0 na raoparth & pinne aii
bao,

Nacap sty vom pém 50 parb an c-éag wy
na clip!

V4 océifted go Coill TGEaip 't an T=ddmao

& éeannadt vaop

Ni birdoproe mo yTop-ra ap &6rcarb Mal-
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 Ileft
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. Reilly, *tis well I would
cure your sorrow. | 8. No wonder sorrow now distracts your mother and your father And the
nurse of the white bosom, who spoke of you when & child. I'd pass by your wedded wife, who
never made your bed, Since you went to the strand that day, and alas! failed fo come home, |
4. I would not consider it above Willie Reilly to be son-in-law to a king, With bright shining
curtaing on each side of him in the night, A gentle, sensible maiden to be arrangirg his
head (on the pillow). Sineé we were engaged to one another, Alas, that you should have
died from me (in my time}! | 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 Kilannin To hurry Fatheér Peter,
who was eighty years old. If you came in a month's time, but, my grief, you will never come!
How sad for a woman in the night, and her spouse upon the waves ! | 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 “Ceoltsib utw p. 140,
and in * Siamya an Jeifipd,” p. 112, Professor O’Maille, U. C. Galway, has
kindly given me permission to use these words. See p. 85, “ Ampdin Clamne
Soeedeal.”

Another version of this song was given by Seén Macxrolla-an-des in
the Irish Review, August, 1912.
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66.—s11b4n Mz wror
(JUDY MAGUIRE.)

Sung by M1ss Beipaer Forpg,
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S1aban .Mz b 4 o6l mip-e luac mo  bpég.

2.78 & Subsn mg idip, an miroe Leac mé
beit cinn ?

Mo énéd! ma’r miroe Liom tura best pince
1 gorll—

bnéince *gur muslee berd 'r51lead ap taotd
00 éinn,

ABur ceav o bert 1 n-toppur 5o vo1gead riol
é4bs ann cpunn,

3. 'S & Swubin Mg Urbip,
bipp mo rgéit,

'S ap nkid A cimd 50 voug i an bime
L& :

Le gile, Le pinne, Le maipe ’i' le 04 vopian
TEéih, ,

'S naé mipe an cnuay thupe ’r mé ‘rpana-
thaint amanaé Lé1!

s

r T bun aguy

1. In the dawn-time ambling early unto a
néighbom'ing fair

To bargain and to barter,
care,

Thirst smote me by the wayside,
one of my heart,

I drank thy healih in bumpers,
my wealth depart.

and to rid me of my
and, oh, fair ~

though I saw

2. And, Judy, do you pity me thatI am making
moan,

As I might keen you, darling,
ing 'neath 5 stone,

With the mill-wheels whirring round you, in
the daylight and the gloom,

In the cold tombs of Erris till the trumpet-call
of doom ?

were you sleep-

L 4
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4. 6, paagorip pingil mé bpread ar gipoa
an piog;

Vo'n né prmn agam 4 bBenunn ap Eipta
oige;

‘00 busilyinn an opoma "pur femnpinn ap
slapmg caom;

43 Cuppaé Cill-ovana gup rpansr le spnv
mo éporde.

5. C1ap 1 n-loppup T4 reapc AJur reép mo
sléb,

Plannca an lemb & o’ewwry mo porad
'noé ;

e rgéala uaim éuict, ma Eug mipe poy
0’4 beul, i

To ociubpainn 01 cuille 04 Foupead riao
boélace Lé

6. bemp rgéala vaim émge, o oerinn nac
bpépramn é,

6 éuala mipe gup éutp 1é Le bélase mé;

M4 cd busrb azat nd an 1omacard mépsm
rPNé,s

Vo’n pé bean agat 't bérd mire ap mo o
aiple féin.

This song was sung to me by Miss Bridget Forde, Sylane, Tuam,
learned the air from her father, who had forgotten the words.

)

3. She haunts my tale for ever as a sigh mlght
haunt the ealm,

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!

4. I am an old-time soldier who once upheld
the king;

I swigged the brimming tanker, and made the
tavern ring ; '

1 would wake the drum to fury, and from the
harp snatch woe,

Bui, 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 eold.”

She
She used the

words found in “Ceol S1oe,” p. 11, published by the Irish Book Company.
For variants see Petrie, Nos, 1440, 1517, and 594,
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67.—an sgeilpin VDRO1ENEAC.

(THE THORNY CLIFF.)

Bung by M1sg Macerr Hessron, .
. 4 =108 , Bélclare, Tuam,
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2. 11 opuag zan mé 'mo rmt-iﬂn'n, 1T veasr

veulééamn énio an mbéitpin,

4’r 5o mbéinn 4% remnm ceol ovaorb 3o
n-emigead an L4 bin,

V4 brutginn-re rean-bean ¢pfonna &4 mbéad
41¢1 b6 06 caopa,

Cromimpinn § cun an s0n41g le 5o mban-
FInn a11G1 gpeann.

8. T4 mni na lesamna A5 caommead &’y nin
FoInrd onpa mac forA,

Nuaip & bior an rpapdn rpienca 1p ap mo
énorde "roig bior an bpén,

'8¢ mo il go brusgimn apipc i,
Leun, ni geobrao na dorbse,

'S 5up geall ap raigoe a1 tpile 4, ’r nac
claorbze an Balpad gpéo ¢

*

ré mo

4. T4 mo Endd-pa an ol an ghipoin, ri
an 6, 'pi an luag, *pi an L4,

Ir i 1 pile bpasgoe ni 4 b
Aptath,

Cé zup bipo é an cpann pipneoige 4A'r 5o
otuiteann an bLAE Le pénaro,

N Llwigeann opice an Fara1g, a'p o 13
mép mp an ngpéin.

FAC4 so0n fean

5. Ragard mé go h-éz1pc 16 vo'n ottedn te
-4 £a01b pim,

N6 go "Meiproca 'ovipr an T-réarim le mo
66ad feanc mé Bim beo,

O a1 5o bpée ni fitlresv zo Labpard an
¢uaé "ran ngenhpest

’8 5o mbib carpledn finne na Mileada v'i
Béanath ar an nuad.

L4



( 127 )

6. TA mo ammncean ap 546 caob viom 'p ni N4 ceanglatgrd mo théaps aéc pigafrd
féavaim comndd a véanasth 401 péIp 180

'S 5o bprml ampescar epuard géan opm mé  Simo ¢émpa mo curo éavmg 't ni éileddard
tér1gim amac ran 010¢%; mé an bparglinn,

TRANSLATION.

1. One morning as I roved out by the outskirts of the woods I was siricken by an arrow, and
no cure could be found for me. I bebeld a sportive maiden beneath & thomy‘cliﬁ. 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 defily steal, And my strain would I sing for you till the day would
brightly dawn. If I eame 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 &
wasting ill ? | 4. My love is adown the garden—a hound, a deer, a steed, SBhe's & fairer captive
than man ¢’er 1aid eyes npon. Though tall be the elder, and fall its blossoms low, No dew
lies in the desert, and there’s darkness in the sun, | 5. I shall hie me off to Egypt, or some island
hard by; Or to America shall I go at eve of summer with my first love, it I live. Back
till doom I will not come—till the cuckoo calls in winter, And till the castle 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 kept over me if T go out at night. Do not tie up my fingers—Ileave
them prepared. My suit of elothes, my coffin—1I will not ask a shroud.

"This song comes from Connemara, where Miss Hession (now Mrs. McCann)
learned it from the singing of Eamon Breathnach, Spiddal. )

Another version of this song was publishéd in “Cléipyesé no nFoedesl”
under the name, “Aan Upumnesl thend,” and still another in “Siampa
an Fermpd,” p. 73, See also Walsh’s “ Irish Popular Songs,” p. 82.
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68—an csean-bean Lioc: _
(THE GREY-HAIRED OLD WOMAN.)

| 8ang by micest, ua Commy,
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0TIOCLA1D  Th a bpdiperteace leip  4n trean-bean Liac?
An alternative - - &B
ending. Iy
leip & trean-bean Liag?
2. Ni rean acd meacss mé r nf mapb sacd 4. O! carad an Sa5anc oom agur thionmg.

mé
'S i nacard mé o bpéipoigeace Leip an
Trean-besn lLiag,
Ado oompmgesr a.
Béiroe,
'8 ma cd an TPARAn Lin agac ceann aniap.

MM AZOr pignesr-ra

8. 0! éuppf o Lith1n o h

’S nip ab Year an maire

Seo duic-re an T-amgean ' nd camncif go
bpde amp, . ‘

T4 piap na h-eaglay’ wl1g pépr 700 brars,

-orcal pndnoa,

,

no’n gresn-bean 67

ear an cip o6,
5o paib ceatam P&ITi 5o Lag 1 mo v141D,
’S 3o paib matarin vona sca nas noean-
Fead cir v61b
V4 Lutgrofr phice né tmllead *r bliavam,

5. 0! pll & bale o vei ré,
nénoa,

'S meara ata of 'ni an ©-& bpard Dia.

Smaonmigim gup bean vo Bam an c-uball
’ran ngépoin,

’S cuip el oo Lishe lespanc-

A peacard

rean-bean Liag,

L 4
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6. 0! rspiobpammn Licip, soew 1, a5ur Létg- 7. i rean-bean mire, aveip i, aét carlin 63
£1mn mo Biobla - mé T
on L4 busilead opavrbesée opm agup pmuc  Fusiprgorl Agup pégLum 1v-cir mo faogail,
oe’n éed. . ’Sod mapead modesnasbom go LA mo pérea
biod culard Feal opm ve Eogad on cpicva To mbérdmn-pe 1 Feéipoi Le clainm naRiog;
Azur péca cine Gorm oub Le gual, 4ct blasdan 'ra vaca reo, ’resd gnead
Yiod buclarde amngro m mo bpogaib ricva, ‘rao1 an bréo é .
'S nap besr an thian Le mesllad mé. - '8 ’ré 114€ 5o h-65 mé agup ni Le haorp, ~
TRANSLATION.

1. Ok, I mef 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 ¥ dead, 8till 1’1l 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.”” | 8. 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. I 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 & 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 ané read ‘my Bible,” said she,
“Till the day I was bewitched and caught in a mist. I used to weara bright dress of the best silk,
And ecombs 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 1,” said she, “ but a young girl Well edudated from
my earliest youth, And had my father lived to see me married, I should be (riding) in coaches
with royal families. But & year ago he was buried, And it is that, and not old age, that has
caused my grey hairs.”

Micedl uos Comniy was awarded first prize for the singing of this song at
the Galway tér, July, 1918, I heard him sing it there, and afterwards in
Tawin, where I spent a very pleasant week. Micesl, 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 is a version of this song of fifteen stanzas given in “ Siamps an
Bemquo,” p. 127.

There is an extra bar given in the first half of the tune which is not
required in all the verses.
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69.—T& Mo ¢leatinas ’oéan'm.

(MY MATCH

IS MADE.)

Sung By Me. Tox Horzanp,
Tawin.
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2. 61
riaf, .
'S frubail nmpe Copcarg agur méroe B*L-4¢-
“cliag,
Azur ramal ve mo Gailin vea
*mam,
’S i an bean oub P45 mo éporde cpéroce,

I ni facamipe

2. Oh, I walked up and I walked down,

And I walked Cork and Dublin fown,

The likes of my ttue love I never yet did find,
She’s the dark-eyed girl is my darling,

8. 6! o'éug mire pém b4 uaIp’ poih LA
&’r puaip mpe Lizip 6 mo mile Bnéd:
Guala mé an pméitin ’r an Lonoub 74 nédd
Bup éalwg mo Endod cap réle, .
This is another Connemara song whie
Tawin. It was sung in Irish and En
have been told very frequently prevail
but thig is the only illustration of it w

wild

——
- Ad,

te
woods all er.

8. Oh, I got up two hours before day,

And I got a letter from my own frue love;
I heard the blackbird and the linnet say
That my love had crossed over the water, *

1L genaob

ov

4. 1 pavs T4 mo Capnamze imp & mbarle
reo te bliadam,

Niman geall ap e *p ni man geall ap
V1,

A¢ map il 'rgo Brusginn Aathancan blitna
neubatt

11 € an bean oub 4 VTuz mo Enorvde o wi,

4. Long have I come for s year to this place,

" And not for God’s sake or Mary's,

But hoping for a glance on the apple blossom’s
. face,
She’s the dark-haired girl who's my darling,

h I took down from Mr, Tom Holland,

glish alternately—a custom which I
ed among Irish singers in the West ;
hich I have been able to register,
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70.—besrTlin cIng.
(BARTLEY KING.)

J\= 176 . Sung by Mr. Pririp WALDRON.
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2. Sifro é an it "Brul mé 9’4 péo, 1. My greeting bring to Bartley King,
man Eug ré an bapp 6 tuard o’y 6 deasy, The handsome, gracious-mannered boy ;
46t & Deapclin Cing, mo Epéd i cordte-— Say, fools have spoken, no hearts are broken
T4 mnd na tipe busdspta Leac. In Frenchesg' couniry where love’s a toy.
Right fol, ete.
3. nil éan dedpo 1 brup né Eall
Nip frubail mé ann a’r mé go Lag, 2. But tell the youth *tis God’s own {ruth,
'S1op-Gup cusiprg’ an an mbuadsilt . That north and south he killed his game;
ba deire ppuard 4’y b'aille opead. Oh! Bartley dear, since you were here

Right fol, ete. No girl her heart again may claim.
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4. O13pe oitde a 0 spomE ap rubal ¢
Agur té mo pirl 3o gearrarbe ap oy,
4ét & Veapclin Cing, mo Enéd &4 dordde—
T4 mnd na cipe buadapta Leat.

Right fol, ete.

8. TpAE &5 na rlusice go cead an deorl,
il bpig ra rpéipc zo VTG 1€ 11Teas;

Bi clon 4’1 gnaot a3 °¢ uile dpeam am,
Map bi pé mosglrde mimee veap. .
Right fol, ete.

© 6. 8160 & an pAE & Bpurl mé ' péo,
Map Cug 1é an bipp 6 Euard o't 6 dear,
A¢t & Beanclin Cing, mo Endd &6 a orbée—
T4 mné na cipe busdapta Leat.
Right fol, ete.

3. And up and down through every town
T've worn my brogues and agked all day,
If any rover had seen the lover

Whose glance has stolen my heart away.

4. Sinceyou wentabroad with the gay young lord
By day and night I call your name;

Oh! Bartley dear, since you were here,

No girl her heart again may claim.

&. The floor may crowd and song be loud,
All sport his abgence 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, Gaelic
League Organizer. As he could remember only the first verse, I have taken

the ‘others (with the kind permission
Clsinne Foevesl,” p. 74. Mz,
got the song.

of Professor O’Maille) from “Oipdan

O’Maille gives no indication as to where he

7l—an raicin ALuinn,
- (THE BEAUTIFUL LITTLE COMB.)

Sung by Miss CrrisTINg Fany,

#* =66 Tawin.
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2. b5 mé slic go Leon Lewy an TpoIC oo Sup
éun &inn, . A
Guard muro 5o o 'n &b le péy o1 068 "up
jurd muro rior;

Bi punch’p pion ap bopo agatnn aée 1T opm-
o 6 b & foc,

'g gup imérg 1é rior an botap natm A'r mo
fiac’ 1 n-a péca o,

8. &’ naé bponad an bean go Lamé, aToipin
6, soubapc 1i?

Nn§ déanpard mé rhgpad nd &’ ghiproe 16 30
oréi1Erd 16 an péo 1o apirc.

Th an | aif 4% CHiTim n=4 vualoab vam
’r gan ceo'gam 4 pérbceodar 4

6 Earll mé an patcin Alumn & bi 5o h-4po
ap ofil mo éimn.

4. Radard pé an péo 1o améipead agup cuip
céan pailce paot,

Socpg cataoip slaip 06 50 h-Apo ap Lap
an vige,

batn o hata 0’4 deann aFur né biod cér na
niipe OpT 7401,

N6 go brargrd ci an parcin Aluinn 4 biod 5o
h-4po ap cal mo émn.

TRANSLATION.

1. One fine sunny dayasI went down the road I mela young girl who was stripping cows

by the roadside ;

I give you my word that the rose was in her cheeks,

She brushed by me fo

Eochaill (Youghal) st the cutting of the yellow harvest. | 2. I was artful enough to promote the

merriment,

We went to the tavern for s while, and of course we sat down.

‘We had punch and

" wine on the counter, and I had to pay the score, And he went adown the road from me—and my
comb below in his pocket. {3.“And am I not the sad woman, my darling 072" said she, “No

cheer nor laughter shall I have 4ill he comes this road agein,

My bair is talling in ringlets,—1I

have nothing to fix it up, 8ince I lost my beautiful little comb which sat up behind in my
hair.”” | 4. He will come 4his road to-morrow and welcome him right well, Arrange & wooden

chair for him in the middle of the floor.
him.

Take the hat from off his head—be not ashamed of
And yow’ll find the beautiful little comb which used to be behind in my hair.”’

Miss Fahy told me she learned this song from her father. The air seems

to be a variant of the well-known song- in English,
from Munster,

beautiful,” and it probably hails

«Qh, Limerick is
as there is a tradition

amongst the Tawin people that they originally came from Clare to settle in

Galway a few generations ago.

Another version of this song is published by Rev. P. Walsh in his
“ Cnuraco Desg Aipsm,” Part V, p. 7.
Petrie also has an air of this name, No. 1082.
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72—coimnnleac zLas an gé3main,
(THE GREEN AUTUMN STUBBLE.)

Sent tc me by Mzs. Coxor MaGUIRE,

J =66 Claremorris, Co. Mayo.
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2. V'énug mé D14 Céavaom, vap Liom rém,

bi an tharom puap,

€14 o’fercpinm m a Léine aéc mo ééAo-reA‘pc

agur i raot Epuaim;

13

Opuroeaman le ééile o'p vi brérommip
geobamaory 'un puam
A bud € oiidbflin v'teanart éipeann mo
Géao-feapc o Gongbiil uamm,

7

1. When stubble lands were greenfng you came
among the stooks,
And grace was in your fest then, and love was

in your looks,

In your cheeks the rose grew redder, and your

hair in clusters lay,
And T would we lived together, or together
r

slipped away.
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3. Diomad Ri0f na h-dotne vo'n té 4 dibip
mo Enéd 1 brao uam, .

Ban neapc a’m oul "n-a Faobap L4 pooipe
né 5o moé 014 Luam;

04 mbett 16 a5 birmg Gordée, A’y 5o piop-
puig A’ cup yneadtcs a 0-cuard,

Le mo fan va Bpagainn ceao pinead, bérdin
cotit haotbinn Leiy an eal’ ap cuan.

4. ’S cpusd gan miye’m’ émin ip ovear o Lém-
Fion 6 tom go tom,

N6 ’m’ eapcun op Loé éipne, 11 vesr 00
fném-painn i 6 uan 3o cuan;

Lérgpmn-re glan-Saedilge agur rgpiobramn
i Le bapp mo pinn,

13 ni fésvarm compdd & Déansth Lte 'n-a
ésvcpuime 4’ 'cé 'mo éeann.

2. T had a dream on Wednesday that bitter was
the frost, '

And I saw my love lamenting at dawn that I
was lost;

Methought I came beside her and held her
tenderly,

AndallErin Idefied then to part myloveand me.

3. My curse on him is spoken who keeps my
love from me,

And swears that to our 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. :

4. The sea-gull’s heart is merry when the fish
is in bis 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. Maguite tells me that this air was familiar to her husband as a boy

in Joyee Country.

The words given are taken from “ Siampa an Berinud,” p. 130. Anobher

version is given in “4n Fibin,” p. 3.

Petrie has an air of this name, No. 1181.
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73—cousledn ui néiLL (iv).
(CASTLE O'NEILL.)

Jess

Bung by Carclin n1c Tabann.
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$ndd vo mo  Epéigpine, "Om

2. 00 geallatp-re pém oom
5o mbpéagrd mo Leant ap oy,
Vo geallaty 1 na bérd rm
5o mbeas son-cigesy 101\ Mé aFur Th.
04 geallad 1 nagard an Lae dom
" Mo gun Leigesr-ra Leacra mo piin,
4¢, patpion Féan vubad,
T4 mo énorde 'roig dorh oub Lewr an ngnal.,

8. G4 mo ginoin bpesg 'n-a térae,
A1 & 3péd Feal nad miyce Leac é,

Baé pabrae b4 dille

T&,’pér "niop enf Bapp glap na cpé.

fléigesl o’y &

thupe, naé cpusg!

i cloipim 'ra *orpéro reo

Ceol, cLitppige ni cetleaban na n-éan,
6 v'éalarg mo gndo namm,

Caalin Alurmn, 5o Casrlesn vi nétl.

4. T4 mépén oe’n bpon reo,
4 Danreéining o bul eiméeall mo éporde,
Az Lin mo 64 bnéigin
Ve beopa o’ pile Liom piop.
Snéd buatarll 63 & Bpeo me, .
'8¢ an gpdd 6o 4 Bam viom mo S1aLt,
4é nf thampe mé beo mi
M4 poratp an Bean vud 6'n rlisb.
L4
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TRANSLATION.

1. A hundred farewells to last evening, My sorrow that it is not to-night! (Withj 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 seoret to you I confided ; But woe, bitter and gloomy, My heart
within (me) is black as the coal. | 8. My fair little garden isrun 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’s musie 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 $wo 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 Rev. Professor T. O’Kelly, U. C,
Galway. He states that it was given to him by Miss Maggie Costello,
St. Joseph’s Terrace, Galway, who learned it from Caiclin m Fabann, Gaelic
League organizer, The air is quite unlike the other versions given in the
early part of this book (see pp. 9-13)."

74—an 5oL cedroconn,
(THE BLACKSMITH.)

-' = 92 . Sung by Mg, Paiuie WALDRON.
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2. Soip sta mo Sappamge

A5ur naé rava vatm-re 5N mo éporde,
4 $rolla an &tilin péacarg, i

100 Hérd-re ni amppreso beo.
Cappamg oi milledn mép opm

ACT & roéipin niop thatd Leas é,
Naot n-uaipe, b’feanp Liom péyca Lesc

50 mop-hop 'nd berd 1 brlastesy VE.

3. Naé bpedg nac ovagann i, a fesgdm,
Agur mé & pAgéL 6 mo fhmnncip péim,
Naé bpedg nac otagann off & Enéo gL,
Sup mé & fAgiL uata wle 5o Lém.
Mupa brml mavo pirea
Lety an 5edr peo a pagarl nérd,
Véansigrd vimba climp vom
Aguy pazaazrd mé 5o vorhm 1 BCN6. |

4. Mapeé m’ meinn véna
Seobamn ipup uard mo fumntip péim, -
b4 agup caonug Bina
Agur pipceanna Le "n-a BOup "un féip,
Coblad pava Sapard
AU ceav pneann a beid ‘i dartearn
Léite,
A5ur 30 mb’peanp Liom paot na casnacarh
43 p1ocad reamysy Le gpdd mo clély,

5. D1ombird Riog na haome

Vo't ©é & Dibip mo Endod 1 brao naim,
N pérom Liom oul 'n-a paoban

401 V14 hdome no 50 Mo¢ Dia luam,
V4 mbiod 1é 'n-a TToIMMm Temnce

&1 an ordée ap cufp feacs 'otustd,
Le mo nviin 04 Brigamn cean rince

Bénn dorh haoibinn Lerpan eals apduan.

6. 8’ geuarlap, n6 an bruamr rpéal an bic
Uard mo Fpdd-ra anuar Le mi
Cape Epni orledntiin uaIgnesca
N6 anusp apire opi caloab tnaotg?
i pad puim ap it 1m vo Elon agam
46 06Larmén up a3 maged bip,
Agur ©é mé 65 o Leop ror
4’1 bérd cean TPOINT agam 1 mbaile
eicine, i

7.0'é1mig mé s Céavaom
0’éagcaom (r bi) an harom ruan,
Cé o'fetcrinn aéc mo ¢éav-peapic
Ap énocimin a'r § 1brao naim.
Borugeaman Le 'ney Géile,
N6 gup Le1se4m4|1 An ordée 'un ruam,
&' m&’r 4 vo harénin 'ch oo brard opun,
Fuil & cléibe sic1 agup polap oubad,

TRANSLATION. .
1. T spent a year and & quarter A forge-smith in Leoinster, I heard not ot my {rue-love Till

I came back again.

people, But on yonder hill is my residence,

The people I lett are heart-broken,
And on the (from the) Pope I won’t deny it, |

And I mention {count) not my own

2. The -East is my atiraction, And isn’t it far from me my own heart’s love is? O, Page of the

proud tresses (beautiful locks),

After you I shall not live.

You drew upon me great blame,

But, my darling, you didn’s wish it Nine times I'd rather be married to You Than even to be in

God’s Heaven. | 8. Isn't it nice 4hat you come not, John,
And get me from them ail (entirely)? It they
, 01 make ye a tomb of boards for me Apnd

Isn’t it nice that you come not, my loved one,

aren’{ satigfied To prepare (arrange) this cage

And get me from my own people,

place ye me beneath the clay. | 4. Only for iy bold mind 1d get s residence from my own
people, Cows and white sheep, And parks in which to graze them, A long summer of slumber

(sleep of summer),

And permission to be spending the time in fun,

But (and) I'd prefer (to be)

on the shallows {(moors) Pluofing sorrel with the love of my heart. | 5. (May) the digappoint-
ment 9t the King of Friday Upon the person who drove my love far away from me. I cannot

L 4
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go near her Any Friday, or early on Monday.

(But) it it were & storm of fire (lightning) And

the night freezing from the North, And had I permission to rest (stretch) beside my seecret love,

I’d be as happy as the swan in the harbour. | 6.

own love for & month (or more) Over through

Did you hear, or did you get any news Of my
the lonely islands Or down again through the

heathery iands? 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. I arose on

Wednesday Lamenting, (and the) morm (was) cold. Whom should I see but my first love On a
little hill, (and he) far away from me. We called fo each other And rested for the night—And
it 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 Spiddat from Céic ni Coiroeslbs, and also from Céic mg

esgns, Drombane, Ballyhaunis.

75—no1RIN, mo 1an.

(NOREEN, MY LOVE.)
| ' From Mas. Conor Macuirg,
. = 60 Claremorris, Co. Mayo.
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2. 43 oul &pf hmgeo bom 'y mé &' cémpéd 3. & oul tpi fpéro Balla vom L& péil’
le mnasot, Muipe Mép,
Slao i mo pécarde a'p niop ig 1 a'm  4&p viol moéuro eappard a'r fa pomnc Lemo
pigimn, TTon,
Té fro7 a5 V14, & reéimin, naé bpon’chopm  Nusip frappngesy bean na lesnna oiom,
tao1, “ C1a bpml Luaé na mbpég?’ ?

'S o4 mbérbead wipg® ap na béEd 'y v61g
naé bpurgmn bpaon,

¢ Suip mé Le hanam na mapb é'cé 1oceam-
poll thuiged.” :
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" 4.8 nad Fava mé1n-vargnesy a'cépurdeade
bean cige, '

& susrg nf bpuam méaprath 1 mofaogal

5o braca mé an peuars-bean an 2aob comc
"n-a rurde,

'8 arolc *n-a naoy ﬂ‘DﬂAt;:Mb ’sirgusbad le

Fa01E. :

5.1 5Catpledn an Bapparg read covail mé
- apéip, ,
Bi mo than agam agur nionb fava Liom &;
45 cup mo Lamh’ Eapc vom 50 bpégpamn a
beut,
Fusip mé an &ic polash 'ran Leaba pim rém,

6 ni téanpard mé 1MIRE 'y nf béanpard mé

7. Radao "un na colll? cpaobary o bame
rmeupa L4 ceo,

4’ bamnc ubla ve bappaid géagén o'p S
reolad an 0i b6 ;

04 pearcaoct Liom mo ¢éaofeapc’r o’ béiLin
bampmn pég, ’

4’1 ¢é rin vo’n ©é G ndn bam an rgeul vé.

8. V4 bpetctes mo Nénin o'r & cil Lesp an
THinn,

Fémne 61 ap héim Lér’ri a’ pliocad a cinn ;

'8 é vudamne mac an Carpein agur & pabiil
4 lnng,

Bomb'fespnlenp o6 pém § nééipe panpomne.

9. ““on nglacrs te Néipin va bpiges { map

6L, thaor £ 7

N déanpard mé mo ap Wit atc tuile nie Slacpinn Le Néipin, 1r § gpid peal mo
man 1 cé1p, ¢norbe. '

N6 5o rinceap’pan geill mé TBovthigedin  Nni'L cead ann nd Apur, néd dic a vcabamppinn
6r mo dionm, i,

Le mnaos eile’oo V1419, & reépin, ni leigpd”  's nuaip nad brail, pig me, 't céao rlén le
mé mo péin. mo 1ian, -

TRANBLATION,

1. My house is on the hill, with its ends to the wind, The rain is down thro’ it, and 1 do not
notice my coming under it (i.e. it provides no shelter). The hearth-rent is being raised, and my

cow is going as rent,

And wherever my ireasure is, Noreen is my love’s desire, | 2. I was going

¢hro’ Mayo, and whilst talking to & woman She plundered my pockets and did not leave me a
PenLy. Before God, my love, it is not lamenting it Tam, And it water were running on the roads,
I suppose I would not get a drop. | 3.1 was going through the street of Balla on Lady-day, Selling
my goods, and sharing them with my dearest one, When the ale-woman asked me, “ Where is

in the wind. | 5. In Castlebar I slept lagt night, I hed my darling with me, and I didn’t
feel it long. Putting out my hands, to kiss her mouth, Ifound the place empty, with the bed

to myself. | 6. I'll make no fun, and I'!] drink no more,
Until I am Iaid in the grave, with the clay o'er my head,

And I'll do nothing but what is right ;

after you, my love. | 7. I will 80 to the thickly branshed wood to pick berries on & foggy day, To
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himself than all Ireland. | 9. ¢ Would you take Noreen, if you were to get her for a wife 2’ 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
“ Siomps na Fermud,” 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.—moll oub sn Flesnns.
(DARK MOLL OF THE GLEN.)

Sung by Mz. Tox Hornaxp,
J=98 Tawin.
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2. Nuatp 4 Bpeatnugim pém anonin
Iny an 41T 4 mbionn mo pin
Sibeann 6 mo finl1b ppug vedpns,
A1 & R geal na noal, véan rusirgesle ap
mo ¢hp :
Man "ri bean oub an gleanna vo bpeé mé.
Cuppd : 'Si moll oub, ete.

3. 04 bragaimn.pe bean "pa Mustham
'8 cuip bean "pa Largeann
Azur bean mbéah v 4 shile b6 arcy,
A¢t’ri bean na bpémne mburde a éndd gooeo
mo énorde, -
4’1 mo &iisg ¢éav rlén go veo Lés.
Cuppa : '8f mo6LL vub, eto.

4. Té ingean ag an 1apla, '
’S vh pire go pioclag,
Vo mo tappard-re fégail Le pérav,

46T 04 bragainn.re péin mo nogam oe mng
654 vear 'an votham,
’8i Moll oub an gleanna vo togpainn..
Cuprd: ’Si moll oub, eic.

5. 5160 & prap mo tead
'8 gan ve bion ap adc an rEpait,
'S & véanta ap Leat-toorb an bocam,
'S naé cpionna vo Bionn an beaé nuaip 4
véanann pi 4 neav
Le cear apur Le gpan an Fégman.
Cuprd: ’Si Moll vub, ete.

6. Nuaip & aopusgeann an crlac

Ni fanann mipte meap

A6t ap Tnut Leip an omlesigin 1y 61ge,

46T & Carlin dlumn bear, 0'éalatd uaim Le -

rPRear,

_ '8 mo ¢lig ééao plin 50 veo Lesc.

Cuprd: ’si moll oub, ete.

TRANSLATION.

1. On the mountain I have 5 cow,
oy reason. Ilead her to and fro,
Chorus. —She is dark Moll of the glen,
redder than the rose,

And have herded her for long,
Wherever the sun goes,
8he is dark' Moll of the Spring,
And did I get my choice of the world’s prettiest young women, It is dark

Till & fsir maiden stole
Until she returns in the evening,
She is dark Moll,

Moll of the glen I'd prefer.— | 2. Whenever I look around me At the place where my treasure is,
A stream of tears flows from my eyes. O, bright God of Might, relieve my misery, For it is the
dark woman of the glen ithat has destroyed me. | 8. Did get a woman in Munster, And

three of them in Leinster,

hundred times. | 4. The Earl hag a davghter,
get me to marry her,

4And & woman with two thousand cows, 'Yet it is the woman of
the golden ringlets who has broken my heart for life,
Who is highly fashionable, And who's trying to
But did I get my choice of the world's pretiiest and youngest ~women,

Farewell to her for ever, farewell five

1t is dark Moll of the glen I'd select, | 6. Yonder is my house With no covering but sods of
earth, Buili on the road-side—How wisge of the bee to build up her hive In the heat and sun-
light of Autumn, | 6. When the twig grows old No fruit remaing upon i, But jealons of

the youngest little leat.—But, pretty, lovely maid, thou hast gone from me with a good-for-

nothing fellow,

My five hundred farewells to you for ever !

This song is well known all over Ireland, bofh under this title and ag

“Deon oub on Slesnnas.”

Some of the stanzag of the above version inust,

I think have been corrupted in transmission. o -
A Munster version appears in “Cnusyaco besg Atingidin,” Part VI, in

“Poets and Poetry of Munster,”
Bublication for the last century,

p. 220, and in nearly every musical

’
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At 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 (“ Towog )
and Mr. Michael Connif, Tawin. The fourth verse is taken from Dr. Hyde’s

version.
77.—Césr0Ca antoine vub.
(THE FORGE OF BLACK ANTHONY.)
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| “gteel.” &1 naé macoap oo tesflac go oci L4 an
Bi na pplanncpaca ag éinige Le ppagtacad Bpica,
an tige Amglive nabrlaitear vo o’ éumoad 5aé Ld,

&'r me &° pAgdal m’ anam 83 Fipe. 11 o an Faba ATA miinTe 10’ cedpota.”
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4.’8éapo vubampc an riuméana bi te mo
tao1b,

“Dap cinnce, o buacarll, 1r vear an ball i,

i an ceannae Leatain &'r ancertead mép
Fié,

A'r geapnrad 1 nommpi an buavin.”

Séapo oubaipc an cabapnaoséip b op mo

. S6thap, .

“Vap cinnge, 4 buadmll, i vear oo tuag

hép,

b’reann Liom na Bmi { agam go ves,

17 oesr & Geaprad i galein a’r béapin,

5. N4 0éanargrd 1ongnad ve'n $aba bi ann,

’Se dncome 6 Sropavim nmme an ball,

’Stdvaome uarle Connaéca 'slacad aplaith
arge

AP é 4" vednam bébia « fenders ™ a7
snécad.

'8¢é fléarpad an ééadca 1 brompm ’r 1 goao

5o n-1omppés’ pi an réo 6’n ngmnneall
aniop, .

&1 & focn6é’ an bpéca go pusrread ré
tnfo,

o’r ni magad, nac nWoéanrad ré Lirde!

TrANGLATION,

1. I aroge early one morning And visited Black Anthony’s forge.

‘T have got the material

hers for & spade And I want you to make it immediately.”” He spoke to me politely and

calmly, “If a hundred were before you,
my back,

And seated himself on g chair by my side,
And proceeded to “fashion (smooth) my spade.
And by heating he joined the iron and steel,
While I was almost dying with laughter, | 8. When I hag my spade finished off in
my hand T prepared for work, and worked ail day long;
* Birength and vigour be in your hand, May your
Protected by the angels of Heaven each day, You were

house,

place  But I'd surpass that day in a contest.
hearth be not extinguished for ever,

you'd be the firgt.
And I'll start making your spade.” | 2. He produced tobacco and a pipe,
An ounce of the leaves he smoked for food

Blow the bellows behind

He settled the fire-place until it lay down,
The sparks were riging to the roof of the

Not a young man born in the

the well-mannered smith in your forge.” | 4. Thus spoke the caipenter by my side, « Surely, my
boy, ’tis a nice article, The bellows was under it and abundance of heat, And ’twounld

cut before it the bone of g horn,”

Thus spoke the turner in my presence. “Surely, my boy,

your big axe is a pretty one, I'd be better pleased to have it than g guines, How nicely *twould

shape & gallon and bagin, | 5. Dan't yo be surprized seelng the smith that was in it.

Anthony Sheridan manufactured the article. The nobility of Connaught keep him constantly

busy Making fenders and grates for them,

He counld Prepare the plough in such a form and

way That it would turn the sod up from the gravel, And sdjust the harrow so that *twould tear
through it, And not Joking, tis he that could make a spade !

I got this song from my friend Mr. Colman, Inspector of National

Schools.
0 bpasan,

It was taken down by him at Spiddal from a man named Niocléy
Mr. Colman tells 'me that Moclér was born on Oslein Ruao,

which lies in Lough Mask, near Clonbur. The barring in this song is slightly

irregular, but the phrasing requires the

,

full bar at the end.
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(MARY OF INNISHERK.)

u o =56 Sung by Tomdr ua Colwdm.,
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3. “&p reaépsn 'ra byar e cupead Le pén
' reacpan . g3

mé

ap fuamp mo  blioin o'iméig Lle

rpud.”’

V4 mbainpead-pa 'n T’anpé bom blisdam
n6 opi paike

Bead pog 4'p céao titloe sagam 6 thime
tnip-Sempc.”’
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4. Leag 1i anuar agam bopo & pab pion 5. T4 peictién ma copdineaé an torad a
Ap— coirce,
“ &1 "00 purde £o n-olramio veos, T4 proroal 'n-a péca &1 Lann 'n-a glate,
T4 Lan buroétl agamrs, o’ na glomedéai  TA bficali ve'n ammgeso o't bobrai ve'n
lionca '— o Pc1—
“Dapvead na hotdée ofimn’ sp-pa Mime  cé 08anrad nadé ‘“Seé i, Mipe 1mp-
Inip-Semc. Seipc.”
TRANBLATION.

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 meé weep. | 2. I went on an island, a very wild place it was, And I made a race
down through the middle of it; 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 & kigs and a hundred welcomes from Mary of Innisherk. | 4. She laid
down & table on which there was wine. * Arise, my friend,” says shé, «and let us have & drink;
T’ve got a full bottle, and the glasses are filled.”” ¢ The baptism of the night to us,” says Mary
of Innisherk. | 5. 8he has a picture of the crown on the front of her earrisge, A pistol in her
pocket, and a sword-blade in her hand. 8he 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. It 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,
a8 a man from Spiddal assures me that they invariably sing it as “M4me Ni
"Scumc ” (perhaps  Maap’ Inip-Cuipe,”— Mary of Iunisturk ”?), but
Mr. Colman, who has gone to some trouble in. investigating the matter,
is quite positive that it should. be “Maiipe Inip-Serpc.” “The small
island of Innisherk (‘1mp-Seic’) is,” he says, “situated off Lettermullen.
Méire was a servant on the island—so I heard from Paopsiy Moc
Vonnceds, Rér-a-Bil. I inquired from all the school children of
Innisherk (they come to Lettermullen N. S.), but none had heard the song-
I got, however, & verse or twa from a little girl in the school at Carraroe,”
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(LET US BE DRINKING.)

,L = 58 Sung by Piopaic Mép Mac Vonncada,
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V4 mbéited gan glaodad go v an 61l. Olrard mé Luac oe 4 bpoég.

TRANBLATION,
1. There is & 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 & bull in addition on the road, A tezm of horses on the side of the hill, If youw'd only
forsake the drinking-house. | 3. Old woman, I ne’er drank (the price of) your sheep, Your pound

" or your ercwn I ne’er drank, But, 0ld 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
Péopsic Mép Mac Vonnésvs, Ror-s-bil, Connemara. There should be

anéther verse, but Pévjsac had forgotten it.
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{THE EXILE.)
Sung by Miss BrENNAN,
J- =69 Mizo-Lydian mode. Athleague, Co. Roscommon.
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1. Farewell, farewell, dear land of mine, '
Since I must part from you !

2. 17 oub acaan cpaile thép,
11 oorthin vub ¢ 1i;

44T 6 11 Dothne TA mo bpdn, And yet—and yet-—I hesitate
11 ombe t mo éporde ! To speak my last adieu.

466 6 1p owbe Ti mo ¢porde, I do not say adieu, asthore,
’S mé opall nate anodc, I do not say adieq,

Fan f1op sagam an bpllpd mé
5o bjpss oom’ orledn boéc!

8. anoip ach mé oul ap pén,
1r opuad At mo &4y,
BSan proy agam bpnl ré a nodn
Vam ceadt 5o bpit ap st
Liom péin ata mé oul an pén,
At reat an tpoogail fdin;
An tongantaé &, mo énorbe berd Lisn
'S mé ppapatham Le mo roép!

For though I sail the deep blue seas,
I still remember you.

2. OB, gloomy are the ocean ways,
Deep with & wild unrest,
But blacker is the surging griet
That trembles through my breast—
That murmurs in my vacant heart,
Cold in this datk to-night—
I wonder if those island shores
No more shall glad my sight!
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4. 1 paad son Besn agam nd clany,
N4 catlin Fpadvwg mé; :
tog mé gpdd bz 5o hromlin,
’S ©il pussp uaim uile é.
Bi 1é ¢6 terd agur ¢6 riop.
Naé Bpeuopann é 0o poing,
&' tug mo &porde i pém 0’4 Tip
To glan gan ceim’ no pame.

5. A éuapcaifim an raogsl Lén,
0'n mbipp 50 oci an bonn;

ma frablaim cpio an vorhan 1omlén
Anall agup anonn;

1 Bpngrd mé aon dic 5o bpic,

Aon éompneull, ball, né clivo,
0’4 otabappsinn peapc mo énovde 'p
mo Enéd
aéc 0" éipnn ©é paot ymiro!

6. MA T i 'noir paor pmito A’y rEpioT,
Tpom rmiito apur cpom deo;
0 cégramuro a pmfiro a pir,
A'T TEAPFrAmMUI0 A Ceo.
84T cA bpuil pipad bam Le pigal
’S mé pao 6 tip mo éporde P
ATiim aF 1miesdt, '1é mo Endd,—
A Bpillprd mé & dorde’ P

7. 8¢t méioim &, curthneodard mé,
'S mé mile mil’ 6 o’ ¢pdag,

Na cnoic 'y na glesnnca o’ aitmy mé,
14 madapde *p na bl ;

B1d b’6 mo &4 go LA mo déap,
Cutiineodetd mipe i ;

&'r muna Bpenoaam veadt ap s
8lén Leat apur o viefi !

3. I wander on my lonely way,
And bitter is my lot;
Perhaps I'm fated to refurn,
Perhaps—I know it not.
Alone I seek the lonely ways
Across the lonesome world ;
Small wonder that the coils of grief
Around my hear{ are curled.

4. No mate I knew, no child was mine,
No msaiden do I mourn ;

The fuliness of my love was thine,
Nor did I seek return;

So fervent and so pure it was
No soilure did it know,

1 laid my heart against thy breast
And felf 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 woulg 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 s haunted heart
That hungers fo return ?

7. I swear I never shall forget,
‘Where alien waters boom,
The hills and walleys that I knew,
The besuty and the bloom
And ever to my dying day
Shall I remember you,
And, should I never more return,
- Farewell, dear 1and, adieu !
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I give this farewell song—the last one in the book—as an example of a
modern song creeping into folklore. The words were written by Dr. Douglas
Hyde, and appeared in “ Fiop Cléipress na h-€mesnn” (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.

Printed by Poxsonny & Ginns, Dublin Unsversily Press.







