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f R E F A C E.

N" issuing the Celtic Lyre, I have been actuated by a desire to place in

,y) the hands of my fellow-countrymen a choice selection of their songs and

melodies, The peculiarities of Gaelic rhyme have rendered it impossible to

give translations in all cases, but the English words supplied will be found to

be in sympathy with the spirit of the original, and may be of service to those

wlio are unable to sing the Gaelic words. To such as would wish that the

melodies had been arranged for the pianoforte, I may state that a simple

pedal bass, which any player can supply, is the most effective accompaniment

to our sweet Highland airs, for they

" Need not the aid of foreign ornament,

But are, when unadorn'd, adorn'd the most."

I have to thank those who have permitted me to make use of their

translations in this work.

FIONN.





THE CELTIC LYEE

l.-MUILE NAM MOR-BHEANN-MULL OF THE BENS.

KEY B/.

—

Moderate, with feeling.

%
^

^ S d\\ 81^—.0'—^^R-^-f> :t:zz^=5.zzis=

: s, Id : -.t,: 1, Is,: -: s,|n : - :n jn :r :n Ir :d : 1, |d : - :n Ir : - :d 1 1| : s,

Seisd. Bho'nltli.T migunsunnd, 'sgur|ilùthdhomh mulad, Cha ] tog mi moshiiil ri |sùgradh tuille;

C/iorus. I'm lo ^e - ly and sad, for theo I'm weepiug; The joys once belov'd no more I'l

^f^
3tz±:

-r~» S=w=^-

:n|lS|:l|:S|ln:-:f[s:-:n|r:d:r In :r

Cha jtèidmi le miiim gu Iciiirtnancruinneag, 'Smojriiu

d |1, :d :1, |s,:-:-|s,:

im Muile nam mòr-bheanii.

The heart once a - glow ly boating, And far from thy greeting I

Am Muile nan craobh tha 'mhaighdean bhanail,

D' an tug mi mo ghaol 's mi faoin 'am bharail

;

'S ma chaidh e fo sgaoil 's nach faod mi 'faigliinn

Cha taobh mi caileagan Chòmhail.

Do shlios mar an fhaoilean, taobh na mara,

Do ghrnaidh mar an caorann, sgaoilt' air mheangan

;

Silil ghorm a's glan aoidh, fo chaoin-rosg tana

—

'S tu 'n òigh a mhealladh gach òigeax.

Tha smuaine no dhà, an dràsd air m' aire

;

Cha 'n innis mi 'chach ceann-fath mo ghalair

;

Ged laidheas mi trhth, cha tamh dhomh cadal,

'S do ghradh ga m' sgaradh an còmhnuidh.

Do chM mar an lion 'n a mhlle camag,

Nach greannach fo chir 'us s\od' ga cheangal;

Do dheud mar na dlsnean, dionach, daingean;

BM binn a ghabhail nan òran.

In Mull of the Bens there dwells my treasure,

The maiden I loved beyond all measure

;

If she wont be mine, then farewell pleasure,

I'll pine in sorrow and anguish.

Thy breast with the sea-gull vies in whiteness

;

Thy lips are like rowans, red with ripeness

;

Thine eyes are like jewels, full of brightness,

—

Thy heart is as light as a fairy's.

This maiden of mine is tall and slender.

With musical voice so sweet and tender;

Her beauty and grace I'll ere remember—
May Heaven defend her from danger.

So far from my dear, I'm sad and weary;

Alone must I pine ! my thoughts are dreary;

One smile from that maid would raise and cheer me;
O, would I were near thee, my fairest!

This song, which will be found complete in several collections of Gaelic poetrj', is the composition of DuNWa
Livingstone, Crogan, Mull (Donnachadh nam blàrj.



2.-'GHRUAGACH DHONN-BROWN-HAIRED NYMPH.

KEY "B^.— With spirit.

:1, .,1, Id .,d :S| .,n, Is, :d .,t, 11, .,1, :d .,r In

'Ghruagachl dhonn a' bhroilich | bhhin, 'Chum do | chòdhail rium Di - 1 màirt,

Lovely nymph with faco so fair, Bosom white and waving hair.

: s .,n
I

r .,d

'Ghruagach |
dhonn a'

r .,n Is, : 1, .,d In .,d

bhroilich Ibhàin, Gu ma | slkn a

:r .,d

chi mi Ithu.

Brown-hairednymph so kind and fair, Joy for e'er; I pray for thee.

'Ghruagach dhonn gun ghò, gun fhoill,

Chum a' choinneamh riimi an raoir,

Bha mi còmhradh riut 's a' choiU,

Sinn an caoimhneas diomhaireach.

'Ghruagach dhonn, &c.

Rinn mi coinneamh riut glè bg,

Ann an coille dhlùth nan cnò,

Bhithinn 'g ^isdeachd ri do cheòl,

'S bha do phòg mar fhigis leam.

'Ghruagach dhonn, &c.

Gu'n robh ise fallain, slkn,

Chimi a' chòdhail rium Di-miiirt,

larguin m' aigne 's m' airaneul phrJimh,

'S mo chion-gràidh da-rìreadh thu.

'Ghruagach dhonn, &c.

Brown-haired nymph, so kind and free,

Yestereve I roamed with thee

Through the bonnie woods, where we

Used to be so gay, my dear.

Lovely nymph, &c.

Young were we when first we strayed

Through the pleasant wooded glade,

Where, beneath the hazel shade,

My dear maid so gaily sang.

Lovely nymph, &c.

Sweet as music in my ear

Was thy voice so low and clear

;

I5ro\VTi-haired maid, I loved thee, dear,

And my tears betray my love.

Lovely nymph, &c.

Thia Song wiU be found complete in the " Oranaichs."



8 -A' CHRUINNEAG ILEACH-THE I8LAY MAIDEN.

lET F.—Modtrato, with expression.

^^^^=^^^l^^iÌÈ3=iL^^
.S| : s, .1, Id

Och, ochmarltha

Och, och mar tha

: 1 .s : s .n
I

d : d .d : r .Pi 1 1, : 1,.

ar, Is cianaill dh'fhàgthu ml'n de'igh do| chòmhradh.

here so lotie - ly. Despair has spiyo-' me and keeps his hold.

:d .d :r .n js

mi! 's minamiaon

; d .d : r .n .t :d' lis : n .d : r .n
I
d

Mo chreach's mo| dhibheil rach robh mi'n| He, 'Smo chruinneagi dhi - leas a del a
|
phòsadh.

Oh/ were I near thee in Islai- on - ly, Before tho'st tak - en that man for gold.

Moch 's a'mhaduinn an km dhomh dtsgadh

Shil mo shùilean 'us dh'fhks mi brònach,

Mu'n sgeul a chualas air feadh an t-saoghail

Thu bbi ga d' ghlaodhaich, a ghaoil, Di-dòmhnuich.

'N uair bhios ckch na'n cadal suaimhneach,

Bidh mise smuainteachadh ort an còmhnuidh,

Mar bhios an eala an deigh a bualadh ;

'S e gaol na gruagaich a rinn mo leònadh.

Tha do shtdlean mar na dearcan,

Tha do chnfas mar chanach mòintich,

Do dhh, ghruaidh oho dearg 's an caorann,

'S do mhala chaol mar ite 'n lòn-duibh.

Thug mi fiigh dhuit 'us chuir mi dùil annad,

Ged nach dùirichdeadh tu mo phòsadh
;

Thug thu'n sliabh ort, 's cha b'fhiach leat m'

fhoighneachd

'S ri fear gun chaoimhneas gu'n rinn thu còrdadh.

Thij aoleful morning, how sad the waking

!

My eyes with tear-drops fast running over,

For old love leaving, and old vows breaking,

—

Thy banns are called with that other lover.

When sleeping sweetly the rest are lying;

Wild dreams of anguish my mind is weaving;

I'm like the swan that drops wounded,—dying

:

My love exhausts me with bitter grieving.

Alas! thy kind eye, bo brightly shining;

Thy neck so comely, like canach blowing;

Those ebon eyebrows thy forehead lining;

Thy cheeks like berries or rowans glowing.

Since thou hast left me, and without warning,

Alas ! and taken a man for gold !

Had I been by thee, false wisdom scorning.

Thyself, my dear one, thou hadst not soW

Gaelic words old. Translation by the late THOMAa Pattison, author of "GAELIC BAEn»i."



KEY Bb,
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4-BIDH Ml GA D' CHAOIDH-IIL SORROW FOR THEE.

-ModeratOy beating twice in the measure.

W=^s- qs_^
liz-jiii^ i^ stiaL

l^M^S^
1*=^=^;̂ 1^=^*^:

^~=^

^^
|:1, il, :S|:1| In :-.r:d|d :r :d

|
d ; t, ; t, |t|_:_l| : 1, |1, :s, :n, Irit-rii: s, Is,:

-

Seisd. ( Ho I rò gu'm bi mi gad'l chaoidh ri m' bheò, Gedl 'thrèig thu mise cha I lugh-ad onn thu

;

Choe. Ah me, I will mourn my true love ever - more, If coldly for - sa ken I still the© adore;

^^^^^ :^=q:

:f?=e=St

1, : t, :1,'|1, :s, : 1, 11, : s, :1, |d :- :r In :-.s:n ln:-.r:d|r :d :t, Ilii-

.Na'nitigeaJh tufliathastbutu|m'aighear'smorùn,'Sna'm|faighiim do litir gu'n|niiginn thu nCinn.

If thou would'st return, 'twould be gladness to me

;

Or getting thy message, I'd hasten to thee.

Thoir an t-soraidh, ceud soraidh, thoir an t-soraidh

so uam,

A nunn thun nam porta thar osnaich a' chuain,

Far an d' fhag mi mo leannan, caol-mhala gun

ghraaim, [bbuain.

'S gur cùbhraidh' leam d' anail na 'n caineal 'ga

'S 'n uair rkinig mi 'n cladach bha m' aigne fophramh

A' cumha na maighdinn is caoimhneile grkdh.

'S 'n uair ghabh mi mo chead di air feasgar Di-màirt

Gu 'n deach mi 'n tigh-òsda a dh-òl a deoch-slàint'.

'S e so an treas turas dhomh f(^in a bhi falbh,

A dh' ionnsaidh na luinge le sgiobair gun chearb,

Le còmhlan math ghiUean nach tilleadh roimh

stoirm;

'S na 'm biodh agam botal gu 'n cosdinn sud oirbh

!

Ged theid mi gu danns', cha bhi sannt agam dha,

Cha 'n fhaic mi \.(t ann a ni samhladh do m' ghrkdh

;

'N uair dhireas mi 'n gleann, bidh mi sealltainn an

àird, [tàmh.

Ei dùthaich nan beann, 's a bheil m' annsachd a'

Bheir i bàrr air na ceudan an t^ 'tha mi 'sealg,

I'n gniiis mar an reiil a bheir leus fad' air falbh,

Mar ròs air a' mheangan, tha 'n ainnir 'n a dealbh,

'S ged sgàineadh mo chridhe, cha 'n innis mi 'h-ainm.

Far over the ocean between us that lies,

0, bear ye my greetings to her that I prize;

Her neatly-arch'd eye-brows, unshaded with gloom,

And breath in its fragrance like roses in bloom.

When lately we parted, how sad the farewell,

Our words were but few, but oiu: thoughts who
can tell?

When lost to my vision, afar on the brine,

I drank thee success in a goblet of wine.

Three times have I cross'd to the ship, as she lay

Becalmed on the breast of the silvery bay;
My crew are the bravest that handle an oar,

Unawed by the tempest they laugh at its roar.

No ball-room can tempt me or raise my despair;

There is none in the dance that with thee could

compare

;

When climbing the mountains I gaze o'er the tide,

To the land where my fair one has gone to reside.

In beauty there's none with this maiden can vie

;

She's bright as the stars in the blue-vaulted sky;

She's fair as the lily and sweet as the rose.

And nothing can tempt me her name to disclose.

Gaelic words by the late Dr. llAC Lacdlan, Rahoy. Translation by Henky Whyte, Glasgow.



5.-M0 RUN GEAL, DILEAS-MY FAITHFUL FAIR ONE.

KET D.

—

Ifodirato, with expression.

:r'.d':t.l|s :n.d:n.8ld' :r'.d':t.s|l

Seisd. (Morùngeal.ldil - eas, dileas, |dil - eas, Moriingealjdll • eas, nach till thul nail?

Chok. My faithful fair one, my own, my rare one, Return my fair one, O, hear my cry

!

|,t :d' .f in : s .n :r .d ir :n .s :d' .,1 Is :n .d :r .,r id

( Cha till mi | fein riut, a ghaoil cha'nl fhaod mi ; Ochòin a
|
ghaoil sann tha mise | tinn.

For thee, my maiden, I'm sorrow-la - den: Without my fair one I'll pine and die!

Is truagh nach robh mi an riochd na faoilinn

A shnàmhadh aotrom air bhkrr nan tonn

;

'Us bheirinn sgrlobag do 'n eilean Ileach,

Far bheil an ribhinn dh' fhkg m' inntina trom.

Is truagh nach robh mi 's mo rogha cèile.

Air mullach shlèibhte nam beanntan mòr,

'S gvm bhi ga 'r n-èisdeachd ach eòin na speura,

'S gu'n tugainn fhèin di na ceudan pòg !

Thug mi còrr agus naoi miosan,

Anns na h-Innsean a b' fhaide thall

;

'S bean bòidh'chead d' aodainn cha robh ri fhaotainn

'S ged gheobhainn saoghal cha'n fhanainn ann.

Thug mi mios ann am fiabhnis claoidhte.

Gun dilil rium oidliche gu'm bithinn beò ;

B'e fkth mo smaointean a Ik 's a dh-oidhche,

Gu 'm faighinn faochadh 'us tu bhi 'm choir.

Cha bhi mi 'strith ria a' chraoibh nach lùb leam,

Ged chinneadh ùbhlan air bhkrr gach geig

;

Mo shoraidh slkn leat ma rinn thu m' fhkgail,

Cha 'd thainig trkigh gun mh.iir-lkn 'n a ddigh.

coidd I be love in form of sea-gull,

That sails so freely upon the sea,

I'd visit Islay, for there abiding

Is that sweet kind one I pine to see.

could we wander where streams meander,

I'd ask no grandeur from foreign clime

;

Where birds would cheer us and none would hear us,

I'd kiss my dear one and call her mine.

In foreign regions I lived a season.

And none could see there with thee to vie

;

Thy form so slender, thy words so tender,

I will remember imtil I die.

In fevered anguish, when left to languish,

No human language my thoughts could tell,

1 thought, my dearie, if thou wert near me
To soothe and cheer me, I'd soon be welL

I wont contend with a tree that bends not.

Though on its tendiils rich fruit should grow

;

If thou forsake me I wont upbraid thee,—

The greatest ebb iide brings fullest flow.

Gaelic words by JlAC LEAN, Torlosk, Mull. Translation by IlH/JRV Whytk, Glasgow



6.-M0 BHEANNACHD ORT, A MHAIRl-MY BLESSINGS ON THEE, MARV

Eb.

i XHI^

5
1, .,1, :d .,n Ir :d.

chailin chaomh nam | blb,th - shuil,

bonnie blue - eyed Ma - ry;

Seisd. ( Mo

11 .,1 : l^s . n

bheannachd ort, a

r :d

MhKiri,

Chok. My blessings on thee, Mary, My

^^=^=^ Fii^^l^s

(An Is

.d

An
The love

^
., s :1 .,1 Ir' :1 .,d' 11 .,s :d .,r in .r :r.

thu tuille I gràidh orm, 'S mo | chridh' gu sgkineadh
| cheana leis ?

I bear my fair one Is j>ll my lieart can carry, O.

C 'arson, a bhKrda 's suain duibh?

Ciod air 'tha chlkr a' bruadar?

'S a liuthad mais' 'us buaidh 'tha

Gun ghuth orr', fuaight' ri m' leannan-sa.

Mar ghrian-ghath air uchd fairge.

Mar eal' air broilleach balbh-shruth,

Mar lilidh bheag nan tolman

Tha gilead dealbh na cailin ud.

Ged tha 'fait buidhe 'seòladh

M' a slinnein sneachd, mar òr-neul

Air gniiis grian-fheasgair òg-mhios,

Gur fada spòrs o'n ainnir ghrinn.

'S ged tha na milte 'g aoradh dhi,

Cha toir gin nam fhein i ;—

Bidh bàrr aig aingle 'n naomhachd,

Ach bui dhnidh 'u ceutachd Mali orr

Why doth each minstrel slumber?

What can each harp encumber ?

When of the sweetest numbers

Sae worthy is my Mary, !

Like sunbeam on the ocean.

Like swan on Shii-a's bosom,

Like April's brightest blossom,

Sae bright is sure my Mary, !

Wi' wavin' locks sae gowan

Her snowy neck surroundin'.

There's naething vain or proud in

The heart o' smiling Mary, 1

Wi' thousands to adore her

She loves me only surer ;

—

An angel may be purer.

But not mah- sweet than Mary, O ì

CPielic words and translation by EvAN Mac Coll, the Lochfine Bard.

The air is usually called " Nighean donn an t-siigraidh."



7.-M0LADH NA LANDAIDH-THE PRAISE OF I8LAY.

KEY D.

—

Moderato, with expression.

i^E^^^^^
In ., r :d ., d In ., f :s

[Chi mi thall ud |an Aird-mh6r,

See a, - far yon hill Ard-more,

^-^
1^ & ^

.,n'

Aite

r' .,t Id' .,1 :s

'choilich I dhuibh 's a' gheòidh
;

Beating billows wash ita shore
j

^-S^Pl
n .,f :s .,s 11 .,t :d' .,t 11 .,s :d' .,n |r :d

Ait' mo chridhe I 'us mo ghaoil 'S an ] robh mi aotrom, | ain - meil.

But its beauties bloom no more For me, now far from Is - lay.

Sbisd.—H(5 ro Eileinich, ho gii

H(5, i rithill, \\6 i thii

H(5 ro Eileinich, ho gù

Gu bheil mo riin 's an Landaidh.

Ged 'tha 'n Landaidh creagach, ciar,

'S moch a dh'èireas oirre 'ghrian;

Innis nam bk-laoigh 's nam fiadh,

'S gu 'm b'e mo mhiann 'bhi thall ann.

'S 'n uair a dh' eirinu moch 's an aird

Bheirinn sgriob do cheann an t-sail'

—

Bhiodh na lachan air an t-snkmh,

'S cha b'fhada 'm bas o m' laimh-sa.

'S trie a leag mi air a' bhruaich

Earba ghlas a' mhuineil ruaidh

;

Bhiodh an liath-chearc learn a nuas

'Us coileach ruadh an dranndain.

! mo ghaol air lie 'n fheuir,

Far an d' fhuair mi m' lirach òg ;

Far am bheil na h-uaislean coir,

Iju toil leò ceòl 'us dannsadh

!

Chorus.—0, my Island ! 0, my Isle

!

O, my dear, my native soil

!

Nought from thee my heart can wile

That's wed with love to Islay.

Though its shore is rocky, drear,

Early doth the sun appear

On leafy brake and fallow deer.

And flocks and herds in Islay.

Eagles rise on soaring wing.

Herons watch the gushing spring

;

Heath-cocks, with their whirring, bring

Their own delight to Islay.

Birken branches there are gay,

Hawthorns wave their silvered spray

;

Every bough the breezes sway,

Awakens joy in Islay.

Mavis sings on hazy bough.

Linnets haunt the glen below

;

0, may long their wild notes flow

With melodies in Islay.

Gaolic words old. English words by the late TuojiAS PATTISON, author of " GAELIC BAKD3.'



8-THA MO RUN AIR A' GHILLÈ-I DEARLY LO'E THE LADDIE.

KEY Gr. With feeling, beating twice in the measure.

i;
^-

tt

=1^=^=;^: :^=t ::[=:

(Id:— :r |n^— :rils :— :n Ir :d : — Id :— :d |1 :— :1 11 :— : 1 |s :n :

Seisd. (JTha mo run lair a' ghille, I'Se mo dhùr - lachd gu'n tig thu.

Chor. 0, I dearly lo'e the laddie, For he wears the Highland plaldie;

i m.:iS=Pie:

S
-^—b,^

— :I,Id:— :r|n:— :rln :s :s 11 :
— |s :-:l Ir:-:— |d:-

'Smi gii'n sitibhladh I leat am fireach, Fo |shil - eadh namlfuar - bheann.

I would gladly be his lady If he'd on - ly choose me.

Oidhche shamhraidh dhomh 's mi'm ònar,

Na'm b' iirrainn domh gu'n deanainn òran,

'S truagh a rìgh nach robh mi pòsd'

Air òigear a' chùil dualaich !

0, gur e mo chcist an t-òigear,

Fear chtiil duinn 's an leadain bhòidhich ;

'S mi gu'n siùbhladh leat thar m' eòlais,

Ged 'tha 'n còta ruadh ort.

Ged 'tha blath na brie' ad aodann,

Cha do lughdaich sud mo ghaol ort

;

'S mi gu'n sifibhladh leat an saogh'l,

Na'n saoilinn do bhuanachd.

Tha an NoUuig 'tigh'n as ùr oirnn'

Ged a tha gur beag mo shhrd rith'

;

'M fear naeh fàgadh anns a' chùil mi,

Air chid nan tonn uaine !

'S beag a shaoil mi fh^in an uiridh,

Gu'n trdigeadh tu mi cho buileach

;

Mar gu'n tilgeadh craobh a duilleach,

Dh' fh;is thu umam suarach.

All alone, I'm sad and weary,

Night and day my thoughts are eerie-

O, the hours are long and dreary

!

While for thee I languish.

Would'st thou know my heart's devotion ?

Fearless, I could cross the ocean.

Though >yere tossed in wild commotion.

If my love were near me.

From love's dream, how sad the waking,

Why art thou me now forsaking ?

O, return, my heart is breaking

With the love I bear thee 1

Health and strength are quickly failing,

Broken-hearted, I am wailing.

But my love afar is sailing.

And he does not hear me.

Oft indeed I proved thee clearly,

That I loved thee most sincerely.

But as trees their leaves cast yearly,

Thou hast me forsaken.

This song will be found complete in the " OrANAICHE." Owing to certain irregularities in the rhythm, the notes

marked * will require to be lengthened when singing the verses.



9-GUR MOCH RINN Ml DUSGADH-I EARLY AWOKE.

KEY "El?.—Slowly, with expression.

^f^i^j^^gg^iJEgte^^^f^
:d'.,lls :d :n^|s ':d' :s 11^: n :r ]d:-:pij;|s ': s : 1 Id' :d' : r' |d|Jt:s : 1 |s:-

Gur
I
mooli rinn mi| diisgadh,'san| ùr mluicluinn| Chèit', 'S a | dhirich mi 'ml bruthachgun] duin' ach mi | ièìn

I early awolie on a morning in May, And went all alone to ascend the green brae

;

^^S^^m^È r^
^-^ g^

:n.,f|s : s : 1 |d':n:n|pu- :d :d Ir : - :n.,f Is :d :n.,f[s :d' : s [l.,s:n:r[d: -

Thai 'ghrian air a| turas a' | siubhal troimh 'n j
speur, Dealt na| h-oidhche a' | tùirlinn thar| ur dhos nan

|
geug.

The sun had set out on its heavenly way, And the cool dews of night lay on blossom and spray,

A' dlreadh an aonaich ri aodan a' chtiirn,

'S binn torman a' chaochain a's aoidheala bum,
Le 'ròis air gach taobh dheth ag aomadh fo 'n druchd,

'S e ri deh,rrsadh na grèine ag ^iridh 'n a smhid.

'S binn na h-eòin feadh nam preasan gu leadarra

Tha 'n uiseag là,n sòlais ri ceòl os mo chionn
;

['sein^ ;

Na ba laoign anns a' gheumnaich air an reithlein

ud thall,

'S mac-talla nan creagan 'g am freagairt air ball.

'S àluinn trusgan a' ghlinne suas gu binnein nan
stùchd ;

[mar thùis ;

'S cùbhraidh boltrach nan luibhean 'n am chuinnein

Ged 's bòidheach gach doire anns a' choillidh 's a"

bhrtichd,

Ged tha 'm barrach cho tirail cha dùisg e mo shunnd.

'An ao air faobhar a' mhullaich giir midadach mi,

—

Ceann-aobhairmo thuiridh learn gur duilich r' a inns';

Nach dirich mi tuilleadh ri mimadh 's an tir—
Nach deanmi cùis-ghàire 'ngleann àillidhmo chrìdh'.

Cha'n 'eil gleannan cho aoidheil ri 'fhaotainn mu-n
cuairt,

Le d' bheanntahiean krda 'cuir s^àth ort o'n Tuatb

;

Ann an dùdlachd a' gheamhraidh gun ghreann ort,

gun fhuachd

;

[luath.

Mo sgaradh 's mo chradh-lot a bhi d'fhàgail cho

Ach 's tiom dhomh bhi 'g ^iridh, 's bhi t^umadh
o'n àird ; [èigheach dhomh stàth

;

Cha dean luinneagan feum dhomh, cha dean
Feuch am bh,ta fo 'cfunhdach aigcòmhnard natrkigh,

Tha gu m' ghiùlan nuU thairis 6. gleannan an aigh.

Bheir mi sùil thar a' bhealaich air na beanntan
mu-n cuaixt

;

[broach ;

So an sealadh mu dheireadh air gach gleaiman 'us

A' fàgail leibh beannachd, 'n am dealachadh uaibh,

A' teurnadh an aonaich 's iad mo smaointean tha
truagh.

As I climb up the moor on the face of the hill,

How pleasant the murmur that comes from the rill;

The dew on the roses which border tihe stroajn,

Ari^s in mist on the sun's morning be9,m.

sweet is the song of the birds from the glade,
The thrush sings her carol of joy o'erhead,
The cattle are lowing on yonder green plain,

And echo replies from the craggan again.

How lovely the garment of motintain and field !

How sweet is the fragrance the meadow flowers
jrield !^

Though beauty and gladness deck forest and lea,

And the groves team with joy, there is no joy for me.

Alone and sad-hearted I sit on the peak.
Of the cause of my sorrow I scarcely can epeak—
1 never may tread on the moorlands again.
Nor roam with delight on my dearly loved glen.

No valley so cheerful and fair could be found,
So cheerfully guarded by mountains around

;

In winter no tempes^ can enter thy dlU-^
My sorrowful doom is to bid thee farewell

But it's time to_ descend from the mountain again,
No singing or sighing can banish my pain

;

See, down by the shore is the boat under sail,

Which shall bear me away from the beautiful vale.

I'll gaze from this ridge on the mountains, acd
view

For the last time each corrie and valley I knew

;

I leave you my IJessing since I must diei^Urt,

I turn down the moimtain, and sad is my heart.

Gaelic words by the late Dr. SlAC Lachlan, Eahoy. Translation by L. Mac Bean.



10 -GUN CHRODH GUN AIGHEAN-THE T0CHERLE88 LA88.

KEY "F.—Beating twice in the measure.

fa^^^^^g^^^gig^gEJi^^
d' :-.t |1 :s Is :-.s In :d |n_j; :d jl, : s,

gim Ichrodh gun aighean, | Gun chrodh laoir;h gun ' chaoraich agam;Seisd.

(Id :-.d Ir :n

. i
I
Ged 'tha mi giu

Ohok. Though I've neither sheep nor cattle, Gear nor grandeur, goods nor chattels;

:f5=^=
-jàZUÈL :t=t: :at=c±

(Id :-.d Id

(iGed 'tha mi

Though I've neither

:d Ir :n |s :s 11 :d' |s :n jr :-.dld :

gun I chrodh gun aighean, I Gheibh mi fhathast I òigear grinn.

sheep nor cattle, Yet a gallant true I'll find.

Fhir a dh' imicheas thar chuantan,

Gitiloin mile beannachd uamsa
Dh' ionnsaidh òigeir a' chuil dualaich,

Ged nach d'fhuair mi e dhomh fhein.

Fhir a dh' imicheas am bealach,

Giiilain uamsa mile beannachd

;

'S fhaod 's tu innseadh do mo leannan,

Mi bhi 'm laidhe so learn fh^in.

'Fhleasgaich thàinig nail a Suaineart,

Bu tu fhein an skr dhuin'-uasal;

Gheibhinn cadal leat gun chluasaig

Air cho fuar 's g'am biodh an oidhch'.

Ged tha mi gun chrodh gun chaoraich,

Cha 'n 'eil mi gim mhaise 'm aodann

;

Dh'fhithinn breacan a bhiodh caol dhuit,

'S dheanainn aodach a bhiodh grinn.

Nàile ! 's mise 'tha fo mhulad,

'Us mi tamh 's an t-seòmar mhullaich;

An leannan bh'agamsa an uiridh,

Sann tha 'n diugh rium cùl a chinn.

Nb,ile ! 's mis' tha dubhach, d^urach,

'N seòmar àrd a fuaghal l^ine

;

Chaidh mo leannan do Jamaica.

'S ciod am feum dhomh 'bhi 'g a chaoidh.

Thou that sail'st across the billow,

Tell my youth, with voice so mellow,

That I'd sleep without a pillow

Were he only by my side.

Tell him of my heart's devotion,

Which is not a brief emotion;

But a love as deep as ocean.

Which is wholly fixed on him.

You may tell my Highland laddie,

Though I'm not a titled lady,

That I'll weave a tartan plaidie

For the lad whose bride I'll be.

When I hear the tempest blowing.

Then the bitter tear comes flowing

;

For my heart with love is glowing

For my own love on the sea.

Sleep and slumber I am scorning,

All in silence deeply mourning;

From the twilight till the morning

Is this bosom torn with pain.

Suaineart youth, thou wert the treasiTre

Which I loved beyond aU measure:

O, return ! I'll find no pleasure

While thou art so far from me.

Authoress unknown. English words by " FiONN."

To mit the accent, the notes marked. * require to be lengthened when singing some of the verses.



ll.-FEAR A' BHM-THE BOATMAN.

KEY A.— S!oK!t/, with feeling.

H^l^
-stT:^-r^r-v-.

E=j*-=55: :S=?i=

£S^iEE^
|:l,.,t,|d :d .,s :n_jr,d|t,

Seisd. (Fliira'l bhKta, na h<5-roUi

:n.,l,|l, :1, .,d

Fhir a' I bhkta, na ho - ro

t, .,1,11^.- :n,

Choeus. O, my boatman, na ho - ro ai - la, 0, my boatman, na ho - ro ai

m Rail.

I^tZ^

if
53S qs^=^

^-at
-»»—tg--^ Jtn^z

at

(:n, .,S||1, : 1, .,1,: s, .,1| Id :r .,n : 1 .,s In :r .,d :d .,t, [1, : 1,

(.Fhira'l bh^ta, na hò-rolèi - le, ^Moshoraidhlslàndhuit'sgachàit'anlt^id thu!

O my boatman, na h6 - ro ai, - la, May joy a - wait thee where'er thou sailestj!

'S trie mi sealltuinn o'n chnoc a'e kirde,

Dh'fheuch am faic mi fear a' bhàta ;

An tig thu 'n diugh, na 'n tig thu maireach
'S mar tig thu idir, gur truagh a th, mi.

Tha mo chrìdh'-sa briste, brhite ;

'S trie na deòir a' ruidh o m' shùilean ;

An tig thu nochd, na 'm bi mo dhùil riut,

Na 'n didn mi 'n dorus, le osna thùrsaich ?

'S trie mi foighneachd do luchd nam bhta,

Am fac iad thu, na 'm bheil thu skbhailt

;

Ach 's ann a tha gach aon diubh 'g ràitinn,

Gur gòrach mise ma thug mi gràdh dhuit.

Gheall mo leannan domh ghn do 'n t-sioda,

Gheall e sud agus breacau riomhach ;

Fainu' òir anns am faicinn 'iomhaigh ;

Ach 's eagal learn gun dean e dìchuimhn'.

Ged a thu'irt iad gun robh thu aotrom,
Cha do lughdaich sud mo ghaol ort

;

Bidh tu m' aisling anns an oidhche,
'Us anns a' mhadainn bidh mi 'gad fhoighneachd.

Thug mi gaol dhut, 's cha'n fhaod mi àicheadh ;

Cha ghaol bliadhna, 's cha ghaol raidhe

;

Ach gaol a thòisich 'n uair bha mi m' phkisdein,
'S nach searg a chaoidh, gus an claoidh am bas mi.

Tha mo chàirdean gu trie ag mnseadh,
Gum feum mi d'aogas a leig' air dìchuimhn';
Ach tha 'n comhairle dhomh cho diamhain

;

'S bhi tilleadh mara 's i tabhairt lionaidh.

Bi'dh mi tuille tùrsach, dt'urach,

Mar eala bhkn 's i an deighs a rèubadh
;

Guileag bàis aic' air lochan fèurach,
'Us each gu lè'vc an dèis a tr^igeadh.

I climb the mountain and scan the ocean.
For thee, my boatman, with fond devotion

:

When shall I see thee ? to-day ? to-morrow ?

Oh ! do not leave me in lonely sorrow.

Broken-hearted, I drrop and languish,
And frequent tears show my bosom's anguish

:

Shall I expect thee to-night to cheer me ?

Or close the door, sighing, sad and weary ?

From passing boatmen I'd fain discover
If they have heard of or seen my lover;
They never tell me—I'm only chided,
And told my heart has been sore misguided.

My lover promised to bring his lady
A silken gown and a tartan plaidie,

A ring of gold which would show his semblance
;

But, ah ! I fear me for his remembrance.

That thou'rt a rover my friends have told me,
But not the less to my heart I hold thee

;

And every night in my dream I see thee,
And still at dawn will the vision flee me.

I may not hide it—my heart's devotion
Is not a season's brief emotion

;

Thy love in childhood began tn seize me.
And ne'er shall fade until death release me.

My friends oft tell me that I must sever
All thoughts of thee from my heart for ever

;

Their words are idle—my passions, swelling.
Untamed as ocean, can brook no queUing.

RIy heart is weary with ceaseless wailing.
Like wounded swan when her strength is failing

;

Her notes of anguish the lake awaken,
By all her conu-ades at last forsaken.

Authoress unknown. Translation by L. ÌIacBean.



12. RIBHINN DONN-THE AUBURN MAID.

KEY J).— Lively.

:=fc;r^
-^s^

. r r ., n : s ., n

0,'s I rfinach learn an

I dearly love my

.,d .,d Is .,s :d' .,t 11 :1 .,

ribhinn donn, 'S a' | glileam taobh thall nam I fuar-bheann,

auburn maid, That dwells behind the mountain;

#--fcsq



13-TUIREADH-LAMENT.

KEY "F.— Sloidy, with much feeling.

gÌE *==S-T=I
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I

r :d :d

( Tliàiuig I sgeula mo
When the sad news they

n .,r : d : d .d I s : 1 : d'

chruadail, Gu'n do I chuir iad 's an

told me, That the grave now did

ta.J^ : s

uaigh thu,

hold thee,

ig
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( 'Sgoirt mo I chridhe bho'n | chuala

Then my heart wax'd so coldly.

: s .s
I

l_.,s : n : r Id :

Ged nach | d'fhuasgail mo | dheuir.

That my tears would not flow.

Tha do leaba lom, fuaraidh;
'S trom do chodal, 's ro bhuan e;
Chaoidh cha'n èisd thu ri m' luaidh-se,

'S cha ghluais thu ri m' cheòl.

Bha do ghluasad gun eucoir,

Gun uireasbhuidh cèiUe ;

Learn bu taitneach 'bhi 'g èisdeachd
Hi sèisde do bheòil.

Tha do bheul a nis dùinte
;

Cha'n 'eil leirsinn 'na d' shùilibh,—
'S fuar an cridhe 'bha mùirneach,
Anns an ùir, 's e gun deò.

Mar bhuanaich am bàs thu
Seach na dillsean 'tha lh,thair,

Cinnidh feanntag 's a' ghàradh
'N uair thig fàilinn 's an ròs.

Chuir thu mise gu smaointinn,
Nach innis mi 'dhaoine

;

'S mairg 'chuir ùigh anns an t-saoghal,-

'S iomadh caochladh 'teachd oirnn.

Ged tha càirdean gu deurach,
'S faoin an cumha leam f^in e

;

'Theid gu cuirm 'us ctiirt èibhneìs
'Giùlan èididh a' bhròin.

Ged tha m' ^ideadh gun mhfithadh,
'S mi gua deur air mo shhilibh,
Gusan cuir iad 's an ùir mi
Bidh mi 'd ionndrainn ri m' bheò ;

Chionn bu toil leam an nionag,
Bu ro-thoil leam au nionag

:

Mo sgeul dubhach 'g a innseadh
Thu bhi 'd shineadh fo 'n fhòid.

Thy lone bed the snd cumbers,
Deep and lasting thy slumbers

;

Thou'lt no more list my numbers,
Nor respond to my lay.

Ever faultless thy bearing.

Thy graces modest wearing;
To me 'twas rapture hearing
Whate'er thou didst say.

Closed thy lips with weird sealing,

Thy eyes no light revealing

;

Thy heart, once warm with feeling.

Lies cold in the clay.

Death has seized thee with daring,

Thy boon companions sparing

;

Thus grow weeds without caring.
Where the rose fades away.

Thou hast caused me strange musing
To reveal it—refusing

;

Who can trust in his choosing,

When mutation holds sway ?

Thy friends in garbs of sorrow,
Midst festal scenes may borrow
Relief, from grief less thorough
Than that resting on me.

Though no badge shows my mourning
And no tear my eye burning}
Till to dust I'm returning,

I will sorely miss thee.

Since I lov'd thee, dear maiden,
Lov'd thee fervent, dear maiden

;

I'll rehearse with grief laden
That the sod covers thee.

Gaelic words by the late Dr. Maclaciilan, Rahoy. Translation by J. Macdonald, Glasgow



U.-ORAN MULAID-A SONG OF GRIEK

$
KEY "D.—Moderato, wUh feeling.

:^=^ :P=^

(In .,n :r .1
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Seisd. (.
I
Hfi o, tha mi I tinn ! Tha mi

Chor. fiick and sad am 1 1 Sick and
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'caoidh mo leannain, | 'S mor a thng mi I 'ghaol

Borrow laden, Tor my love I sigh;

Thar gach t^ fo'n ghrèin
Thug mi speis do m' ehailin

;

Nis o'n fhuair i has,

'Chaoidh cha'n, fhks mi fallain,

—

Hil o, tha mi tinn 1

Bha thu malda coir,

Suairce, òrdail, banail

;

Niidur fialaidh, ciùin—
Oiteag chfibhraidh d'anail.

Hfi o, tha mi tinn I

Ortsa bha gach buaidh,
Bha thu uasal dreachmhor

;

B' àluinn thigeadh ceòl

A' d' bheul bòidheach, meachar.
Ha o, tha mi tinn 1

Anns a' chòisir bhinn,
'N am bhi seinn nan luinneag,

Thug thu bàrr gu lèir

Air na ceuda cruinneag.

Hil o, tha mi tinn !

Chiiir iad thu 's an ùir,

Socair, ciùin ad laidhe
;

'S mis' cha 'n fhaic mo run,

Gus an diiisg mi 'n Flaitheas.

Hù o, tha mi tinn !

Bhithinn-se le m' liiaidh

Taobh nam bruach 's nan gleannan,

Tha i nis 's an uaigh^
O, cha ghluais mo leannan !

Hù o, tha mi tinn !

Dhòmh-sa bha mo rhn
Mar reult-iiiil mo bhealha

;

Thug mi dhi mo ghràdh,
'S dh' flialbh mo shlàinte leatha.

Hù o, tha mi tinn !

Dh' fhalbh mo leannan fein,

'S tha mi deurach, dubhach,
Tha mi 'triall na 'ceum_,

Ciod am feum bhi fuireach ?

Hti o, tha mi tinn

!

Over every maid
Did I fondly love her

;

Now she's lowly laid,

I shall ne'er recover.

Sick and sad am I

!

In my love combined
Every gift that pleases

—

Modest, sweet and kind

;

Breath like fragrant breezes.

Sick and sad am I

!

Every grace abode
On my best and fairest

;

MeUow music flowed
From her lips the rarest.

Sick and sad am I

!

In the tuneful choir,

When sweet strains were ringing,

Nought could I admire
Save my darling's singing.

Sick and sad am I

!

Silent in the mould.
Thou thy sleep art taking,

Ne'er may I behold
Thee until thy waking.

Sick and sad am 1

1

Often did we stray
By each brae and river

;

Now she rests for aye

—

Motionless for ever

!

Sick and sad am I

!

Life's bright star she shone.
Shone to cheer and guide me

;

I must drift alone

—

Now death's shadows hide thee.

Sick and sad am I

!

Naught can ease my pain

;

Now she is departed.
Why should I remain.

Sick and broken-hearted?
Sick and sad am I

!

Chorus old ; Gaelic verses added by " Fionn." Translation b" T^ MACBEAN.



15.-DEALACHADH LEANNAIN-A LOVER'S PARTING.

-Moderato.

[:n, .s,
I

s, .1, :d .,t, I

•.DhealaichI niise 'nochd ri m' | leannan, Dhealaich | mi rim' leannan IfWin;

I have parted with my lassie, Yester eve she went a - way;

|:n .s If .PI :cl .,r

(Dhealaich I mise 'nochd ri m' | leannan

Sad I parted with my lassie.

.,f|n .n :r .rid
Mile Ibeannachd as a Idèigh.

Heaven's blessing with her stay.

Och mo thniaigh, cha d'fhuair mi fanachd

Leis a' chaileag 'mheal gach buaidh,

Theich an uair air sgiath na cabhaig'

'S b' fheudar dealachadh ri m' luaidh.

Ceart mar thriallas sgail an tanaisg

No mar dhealan anns an speur,

'S ann mar sin a chaill mi seaUadh

Air an ainnir 'fhuair mo sp^is.

Bho'n a chuir mi fhèin ort aithne,

Bha thu beusach, banail, ciùin ;

'Chaoidh cha 'n fhaic mo shviil air thalamh,

Tè cho airidh air gach cliu.

Blàth-shuil chaoin a's caoile mala,

Cuailean min nan camag' donn

;

Deud gheaJ, ghrinn fo bhilean tana,

Cneas mar eala bhàn nan tonn.

Cha tdid mise 'chùirt nan gaUan,

Cha'n 'eil aighear dhomh fo 'n ghrèin,

'S ann a bhioa mo chridh' fo smalar

Gus an till mo leannan fhdin.

I had scarce exchanged the greeting

Of the maid I loved so weU,

For the moments quickly fleeting

Made us breathe a sad " farewell."

With a vision's rapid motion,

Or like lightning in the sky.

Fled the dream of my devotion.

Leaving me to weep and sigh.

Since I knew thee, dearest maiden.

Thou wast faithful, kind, and free

;

Now I'm sad and sorrow-laden,

For thy like I ne'er shall see.

Auburn nymph, so blithe and merry,

Would that I could see thee now

;

Cheeks that vie with rowan-berry,

White as snow thy gentle brow.

Nought on earth can give me pleasure,

Mirth and music cause me pain

;

Never, till I see my treasure.

Shall I be myself again.

'Celtic Garland."



16.-18 TOIGH LEAM A' GHAIDHEALTACHD-
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—

Beating twice in the Measure.

LOVE THE HIGHLANDS.
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Dear, dear are the Ulgblands, be - loved tte glens, Each cascade and dell in the land of the Dens;

^È^^^^^E^^^^^^=I
d |d':-.t:l 11 :n Ir : -.n: s 1

1

-.S|:l,ld :-.r:n Ir :-.d:l, U.r-
is itoigiiieamna gillean 'nan|èideadh,glan, ùr 'Us | boineid Ghlinn-garaidh niu'n| camagan dJuth.

And dear are the gallants in gay tartan there, With feathered Glengarries and thick curling hair.

Is toigh leam 'n an deis'iado'mmnllachgu'mbonn,
Am breacan, an t-osan, an sporan 's an lann

;

Is toigh leam iad sgeaclaicht' an èideadh an tìr,

Ach 's fiuarach an deise seach seasmhachd an crìdh'.

Sheas iad an dtithaich 's gach ctiis agus cas,

Duais-bhrathaidh cha ghabhadh ged chuirt' iad gu
bàs;

'S ged shàrraicht' an spoirad 's ged leigte an ceann,
Bha 'n cridho cho daingeaun ri carraig nam beann.

Is toigh leam na h-igh'nagan 's b' ainneamh an t-am
Nach bithinn 'n an cuideachd 'n uair gheobhainn bhi

ann,
'S na 'm faighinn-se iè dliinbh a dfithaich mo chrìdh',

Gu'n eitibblainn-stj leatha gu iomall pach tir.

Is toigh leam a' Gthkidhlig .;, bàrdachd 's a ceòl,

Is trie thog i nios sinn 'n uair bhiodhmaid fo leòn,
'S i dh'ionnsaich sinn trà' ann an làithcan ar n-òig,

'S nach fhg sinn gu briith gus an laidh sinn fo'n

fhòid.

Nis tha dùthaich ar gaoil del fo chaoirich 's fo fhèidh
,

Sinn ga'r fuadach thar sàile mar bhàrrlach gun
fheum

;

Ach thigeadh an cruaidh-chas, 's cò sheasas an
stoirm ?

O, c6 ach na balaich le 'm boineidean germ

!

Canar an gaisge 's an domhan mu'n cuairt,

Air Bgiathaibh na gaoithe ga sgaoileadh thar
chuan,

'Us fhad' 's a bhios rioghachd na seasamh air fonn,
Bidh cuimhne gu dilinn air euchdan nan sonn.

'S ma rùisgear an claidheamh a rithist gu strìth,

Ged 's ainneamh ar cuideachd, bidh trusadh 'n ar
tir;

Bidh clanna nan Gàidheal ri agbaidh gach cas,

'S iad guallainn ri guallainn, gu buaidh no gu bas.

To me, dear are they ; clad from the heel to the head,
With hose and with sporan, with sword and with

pl"id

;

Light and graceful they glide, in the Highland garb
dressed

—

But poor is their garb to the warmth of their breast.

They stood by their country when perils pressed
hard,

And, urged to the death, scorned thetraitor's reward;
Though their vexed spirits bend to oppression's

rude shocks,

Yet stout are their hearts as their own mountain
rocks.

And dear are the maidens, so handsome and fair

;

In theirsmiles oft I sought tosoothesorrowand care;

With a bride by my side, from my own Highland
home,

Light-hearted and free o'er the world I would roam.

And dear is the Gaelic—its music and song
Oft cheered our sad hearts, wrung by grief or by

wrong

;

The accents we lisped, as in childhood we strayed.

Shall ne'er be forgot till in dust we are laid.

O'er our country beloved now the red deer bound
free,

While useless o'er ocean wide scattered are we

;

But should battle-storms threaten, who then shall

stand true ?

0, then for the boys in the bonnets of blue !

Of their might the renown shall be spread to the
pole,

On the winged wind sped where the foam-billows
roll;

And while o'er the earth's bosom a banner shall

wave,
Rememberd shall still be the deeds of the brave.

And if ever for battle unsheathed be the sword,
Though scant now the numbers our musters afford,

Still the sons of the Gael shall in danger be nigh,

And, shoulder to shoulder, shall conquer or die.

Gaelic words by John Campbell, Ledaig. Translation by Findlay Macrae, M.A., Glasgow,



17 -AN RIBHINN ALUINN-THE CHARMING MAIDEN.

KEY E7. Moderato, with expression.

laiie S^^^ -m.
.r :r .n

- chòin a

O - choin a ree!

6^

:1 .8 :n .r Ir :-.d' :t .Ijr' :1 .d' :t .1 Is:-.

's i mo ribhiim j donn, 'Dh' fliàg mi fol mhi - ghean 'us m' inntinnl trom

!

my sweet auburn maid, I'm daily pining, I quickly fade

!

#^V^^ g-H^



18.-M0 NIGHEAN CHRUINN, DONN-MY NEAT AUBURN MAID.

A 7. With feeling, beating twice in the measure.

i
^ :^i_Pz?ri
E5 I S N—^^:

^-J^^^ISl ^~-n T=^

1, :d|r:-:-|l,:-:dll,

Dh' fhalbh monighe; chruiim, | donn, Uam, da

Since my loved one has gone am dreary

!

-X

In : - :n In : r :n Is :-:-!! :-:s

I Dh' fhaldh luo ni^^heau cliruiun, 1 donn, Cneas max

Since my loved one has gone, "VMio was

i
fe^r^
Et E^—J—

r

^£
=^=^^

f^

s :n :r |d :•

ear air bhàrr thonn,

: r.,n I s :

Och 'us I och !

-^

:d

nighean

|r:-:-|l,:-:d|l|:-:-Is,:-

jdonn, 'Dli'fhhgmi-lshùnnd orm.

pure as the swan, Here I'm sigh • ing all lone, Sad and weary

'S trnagh nach robli mi 's mo ghaol
Ann an gleann cfthhraidh

;

'S truagh nach robh mi 's nio ghaol
Hi h-uisg' ann's ri gaoith

;

'S fo shileadh nan craobh
Bhitheamaid sùnndach.

Nam biodh agamsa spr^idh
Bhithinn glè chtiirteil,

Nam biodh agamsa sprèidh
Feadh bheann 'us feadh shl^ibh,
B' fir a gheibhinn thu fein,

'S cha bu chèil' ìmipaidh

Ged tha thusa an drksd'
Ann an gleann liiraidh,

Ged tha thus' ann an tamh,
Tha d' aigne fo phràmh,
Agus mise gun stàth,

Le do ghradh cifirrta.

Eeir mo shoraidh le grhdh
Uam do 'n lùraidh ;

Beir mo shoraidh le gradh
Dh' fhios na h-òigh rinn mo chràdh

;

'S o'n nach math leath' mar tha
Tha i fdin tiùrsach.

Cha 'n 'oil aice mar ch^il'

Ach am fior ùmpaidh,
Cha 'n 'eil aice mar chdil',

Ach sean bhodaeh gun spdis,

'iS e mar ghearran o fh^ill

—

Doirbh, breim, brùideil !

Were I now with my love.

Freely roaming

;

Were I now with my love,

'Neath the shade of the grove,

To hear the cooing dove
In the gloaming.

Had I sheep on the hill

I might woo thee
;

Had I sheep on the hill,

By each fountain and rill.

Then of thine own free will

Thou would'st choose me.

Thou art now far away
In Glen luray

;

Thou art now far away,

—

Sad by night and by day,

—

While here I pine alway,
Naught can cure me !

Bear my love to the maid,
Once so cheerfid

;

Bear my love to the maid,
Whom I'll never upbraid.

For now she's lowly laid,

Sad and tearful.

'Tis an old carl, I hear,

Wooed my maiden

;

'Tia an old carl, I hear,

With bis gold and his gear

;

And now he's left my dear.

Sorrow-laden.

Gaelic Words old. Translation by "Fionn.



19-A' CHUAIRT-8HAMHRAIDH-THE SUMMER RAMBLE.

KEY G. Gaily, beating twice in the measun

Hug
I

6ro, mo leannan, thig | mar-rium air chuairt, Do | dh-ùr-choill' a" bharraich 'san

Oh come now, my darling, alone let ub stray, For the notes of the cuckoo are

Fine.

-b*

-S=W-
^i^

:|t=]v:

3^—J—>^—^I
-«*-

s :n :d |r :~:s^ln :-.r:d |r :d : 1, Is, : 1, :d|d:— lis,

tathaich a* chuach; Hug | 6ro, mo leannan, thig 1 mar-rium air chuairt! ||Tha
leard from the spray

;

Oh come then, my dai-ling, no longer delay

!

The

D.C. For Chorus.

£^^ q^i=ls:
:i=i=5=a^: ^^^

:i^=3: V-^-
fld :-.r:d |t, :1, :s,|l, :d :d |d :r :n|f :pi :f |1 : s : 1 |s:n :d |r :—
Jgniaman a' gheamhraidh Air | fàgail nam beannta, 'Se | 'sruth anns gach alldan 'Na| dheann-ruithanuas.
bright sun from heaven The winter has driven. And freedoms been given The strcaiulLtbtu play.

Tha aodann nan slèibhtean

A deàrsadh gu ceutach

;

'S na lusana peucach
Ag èiiigh le buaidh.

Hug 6ro, &c.

Tha samhradh an òr-chuil

A' riaghladh le mòrchuis,
'S an saoghal ri solas

Gu 'n d' fhògair e 'm fuachd.

Na h-eòin's iad ri coireal

Feadh ghrianan na coille,

'S na sobhraichean soilleir

'Cur loinn' air gach bruaich.

Tha 'ghrian feadh nan glacagan
Gormanach, fasgach,

'S gu 'm b'aoibhinn bhi leatsa,

A' dearc' air an snuadh

!

'S do shnuadh fein cho greanmhor
Ki gkire an t-samhraidh
Feadh fhlùran a' dannsadh

'S na gleannta mu 'n cuairt

!

O ! tiugainn, a leannain.
Do choille nam meangan,
'S gu 'n ùraich sinn gealladh

'Ehi tairis gu buan.

The hills are resun^^Tig

Their beauty and blooming,
With flowers perfuming

The glad summer day.
Oh ! come now, &c,

Dark winter is waning,
Bright summer is reigning,

The world is regaining
Its beauty in May.

The wild woods are ringing
With birds sweetly singing.

Where dew-drops are clinging
To flowret and spray.

The sunshine entrances
My heart when it dances.

And glimmers and glances.

Through greenwood so gay.

Though sweet be the flowers,

Refreshed by the showers,
In yonder green bowers

ITiou 'rt fairer than they.

Where ring-doves are cooing
Come list to my wooing,
My love-vows renewing

—

To bind me for aye.

Gaelic Words by the late Jamks Muneo. English words by "riOHN."

This air is known as "Si sud an deoch mhilii."



20-8E0NAID A' CHUIL REIDH-JE88IE I LOVED WELL.

KEY C.
Fine.

n .,s :i .,s :s In' .,f' :r' .,d' :d' I

All an robh mi'n tòir, Seònaid a' chùil rèldh.

Chorus. Sad indeed am Who my grief can tell? For my love sigh, Jessie

--w=f^-
zr^n^iii^ztz:

:*=^:i=,^=^
Si±H-t^^=^lzS=^=:t2:

zB^W-W-
:rt=d

(In' .,d':r' .,t :d' .,s |l_Jt,d':s .,n :r In' .,d':r' .,t :d' .,1 I s ,dy :
r' .,d' :

d'

1 1 Chaidh mi'n dè 'na còdhail, | 'S bhòidich i bhi 'm rdir | "Chaoidhnan caoidh chaphòs mi) Oigear ach thu fèin.
"

Yester eve when roving By the river side; Jessie fondly told me, "I will be your bride."

D.C. For Choeus.

g^Ep±E^^^^^^;^^.^à^^^
n

(I

inn' .,s' : r' .,t : d' .,s 11 .,s : f .,n : r

Ach 'n uair chaidh idhachaidhi (Bean na gaise brèig!)|BhrÌ3 I air a bòid.

But my faithless charmer, Ere the dawn of day, To a wealthy farmer Gave her heart away.

Is .,n':r' .,d':d'

I
Cnòrd i ri fear sprèldh

'H trom a dh' fhàg i m' inntinn,

'S fonn mo chridh' gun ghleus,

Chionn a' bheairt a rinn i,

'S nach do thoill mi baud

;

Thug mi gaol mo chridh' dhi

'S dhibhir i mo spèis ;

Bhris i air a bòid,

'S chord i ri fear sprdidh.

"S gòrach fear 'bheir gaol

Do mhnaoi a ta fo'n ghr^in,

'S iad cho carach, luaineach

Ri gaoith-chuairt nan speur

!

13 dearbh gur fior an ailis

Air mo leannan breig'

Bhris i air a bòid

Phòs i am fear sprèidL

O, my heart ia weary,

Sad and full of woe

;

Now my days are dreary.

Since she used me so

;

Much I loved my charmer,

But her love grew cold,

And a wealthy farmer

Bought her heart with gold.

At my fate take warning.

Bearing this in mind,—
Woman's heart is fickle.

Changeful as the wind.

Think upon my charmer.

Faithless, false, and bold,

Married to a farmer

For his land and gold.

Gaelic Words from Munroe's "FlLIDH." Translation from "The CELTIC GvURLAND."

The air is knoum as " Alasdair nan stop."
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