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1. Síle Bheag Ní Chonnalláin by Thomas Connellan (c.1649 - c.1700) (harpers’ song)  

2. Faoiseamh a Gheobhadsa  by Máirtín Ó Direáin (1910 - 1988) (poem)

3. A Chumaraigh Aoibhinn Ó by Maurais Ó Faoiláin (1853 - 1931) (traditional)

4. Ó Do Bhíosa lá i bPort Láirge   (traditional)   

5. An Londubh is an Chéirseach  (harpers’ song)  

6. The Planter's Daughter (Austin Clarke (1896-1974)    (poem)

7.  Seabhac na hÉirne by Turlough Carolan (1670-1738) (harper's song) 

8. An Maidirín Rua (Traditional) 

9. Éamonn an Chnoic (Traditional)
 
10. The Song Wandering Aengus by William Butler Yeats (1865-1939) (poem)

11. Coillte Glasa an Triúcha by Molaí Nic Giolla Fhiondáin  (fl. mid 18th century) (harper's song)     

12.  Óró 'sé do bheatha 'bhaile   (traditional) 
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Notes, Lyrics and Translations:

1. Síle Bheag ní Chonalláin (this harp setting by Dr Siobhán Armstrong)
A Shíle bhán na bpéarlaí, a chéad-shearc nár fhulaing gruaim,
D'fhág tú m'intinn buartha, id' dhiaidhsa ní bheidh mé buan.
Mura dtige tú m'fhéachaint, is éalú liom fá ghleannta cuain,
Beidh cumha is tuirse id' dhiaidh orm, is beidh mo chroí chomh dubh le gual.

Tugtar chughainn na fíonta agus líontar dhúinn an ghloine is fearr,
Mura bhfaighead fhéin cead sínte le mínchnis an bhrollaigh bháin.
A phlúr is gile is is míne ná an síoda is ná clúmhach na n-éan,
Is buartha tuirseach 'bhímse nuair a smaoiním 'bheith 'scarúint léi.

Dhá mbeinnse fhéin is mínchnis caoinmhéar an bhrollaigh bhreá,
I ngleanntán aoibhinn aerach ó thitim oíche go n-éireodh lá,
Gan neach 'bheith 'n ár gcoimhdeacht ach cearca fraoigh nó an coileach feá,
'S go mbeadh greann gan cham im' chroí istigh do Shíle Ní Chonnalláin.

Translation (by Donal O'Sullivan):
Oh Celia of the pearly teeth, O dearest love that banished gloom,
You have left my mind troubled, and without you I shall not live for long.
Unless you come to see me and steal away with me through the winding valleys,
Loneliness and anguish will afflict me and my heart will be black as coal.

Let wines be given to us, and let the best drinking-glasses be filled for us,
Unless I am allowed to lie with the slender skin of her fair bosom.
Oh flower that is whiter and softer than silk, or than the feathers of birds,
'Tis troubled and weary I am when I thnk of being parted from her.

Would that I were with the fair-skinned girl, Tender fingered lass of the lovely bosom,
In a delightful airy valley from nightfall 'til the dawn of day.
With nobody in our company save heather-hens or pheasant,
And there would be love unrestrained inside my heart for Celia Connellan.Translation:
I will get solace
For a little while
Among my people
On a sea island,
Walking by the shore
Morning and evening
From Monday to Saturday
At my home in the west.

I will get solace
For a little while
Among my people
From heartbreak,
From sorrow,
From sad lonliness,
From hurtful talk,
At my home in the west.


2. 'Faoiseamh A Gheobhadsa'  - Máirtín Ó Direáin
Faoiseamh a gheobhadsa 
Seal beag gairid
I measc mo dhaoine
Ar oileán mara,
Ag síul cois cladaigh
Maidin is tráthnóna
Ó Luan go Satharn 
Thiar ag baile.

Faoiseamh a gheobhadsa
Seal beag gairid
I measc mo dhaoine,
Ó chrá croí,
Ó bhuairt aigne, 
Ó uaigneas duairc, 
Ó chaint ghontach 
Thiar ag baile.
Translation:  O Enchanting Comeragh Mountains


Blessing from my heart to your land and to your hills
O enchanting Comeraghs
And to your pleasant people who are naturally hospitable
O enchanting Comeraghs
Your bright little streams and your branched woods
Your honeyed glens and your clear plains
O love of my heart all of them there together
O enchanting Comeraghs

Your overflowing lake abundantly generous 
O enchanting Comeraghs
Possessing fish better than any in Ireland
O enchanting Comeraghs
The coomb lake ‘Seangán’ of the worm
The two thin slices where the fat trout live
The comb lake and coomb ‘Fiadh’ beside them
O enchanting Comeraghs

The view is lovely that can be seen from all sides of you
O enchanting Comeraghs
From the North to the South together with the East
O enchanting Comeraghs
From the ridge of ‘Finín' in the centre of the Deise
To the ‘big bog’ in the territory of the Powers
And out from there to the hill  of the woman of the warrior band
O enchanting Comeraghs

I was away from you for a while
O enchanting Comeraghs
Working in foreign lands
O enchanting Comeraghs
But it was wretched work making a living
Far from my place under the shadow of your hills 
And I returned to you again, O flower of the Déise
O enchanting Comeraghs

3. A Chumaraigh Aoibhinn  Ó  - Mauraus Ó Faoláin (1853-1931)

Beir beannacht óm’ chroí dod’ thír is dod’ shléibhtibh
A Chumaraigh Aoibhinn Ó
’S dod’ mhuintir shuairc ar dual dóibh féile
A Chumaraigh Aoibhinn Ó.
Do shrutháin gheala ’s do choillte craobhach’
Do ghleannta meal’ is do bhánta léire,
Ó ghrá mo chroí iad súd le chéile
A Chumaraigh Aoibhinn Ó.

Is fairsing fial do locha taoscach
A Chumaraigh Aoibhinn Ó
Fé iasc ná fuil a shamhailt in Éirinn
A Chumaraigh Aoibhinn Ó
Loch Com Seangán na hollaphéiste
An dá sciollóg ina mbíonn an méith-bhreac,
Na Coma-locha is Com Fiadh’ taobh leo
A Chumaraigh Aoibhinn Ó.

Is breá é an radharc a chim gach taobh díot
A Chumaraigh Aoibhinn Ó
Ó thuaidh ’s ó dheas is soir in éineacht
A Chumaraigh Aoibhinn Ó.
Ó Dhrom Fhinín i lár na nDéise
Go Corrach Mór i dtír na bPaorach
’S as san ó thuaidh go Sliabh Ban Féinne
A Chumaraigh Aoibhinn Ó.


Do bhíos thar sáile seal i gcéin uait
A Chumaraigh Aoibhinn Ó.
I ndúthaigh fáin ag déanamh saothair
A Chumaraigh Aoibhinn Ó.
Ach b’obair tháir liom cnuasacht gréithre
I bhfad óm’ áit fé scáil do shléibhte
Is chas mé arís ort a phlúr na nDéise,
A Chumaraigh Aoibhinn Ó.












4. Do Bhíosa Lá i bPort LáirgeTranslation:

I was one day in Waterford
So I was, by Dad!
There was wine and punch on the table there!
The house was full of women
and I drinking their health!




And a woman from Ráth eloped with me
And three from Tipperary.
Their people weren't happy
Indeed they weren't!




And I'll go from Carrick tomorrow,
And i'll take a lovely girl with me.
We'll go through the Gap.
Let the priest know straight away!





I was one day in Waterford
So I was, by Dad!
There was wine and punch on the table there!
The house was full of women
and I drinking their health!


Ó do bhíosa lá i bPort Láirge
Bhí, bhí agus bhí baigh daid
Bhí fíon is puins ar chlár ann
Bhí, bhí agus bhí baigh daid
Bhí lán an tí de mhnáibh ann
Bhí, bhí agus bhí baigh daid
Agus mise ag ól a sláinte
Bhí, bhí agus bhí baigh daid.

Agus d’éalaigh bean ón Ráth liom
Fol-dú / fol-day / fodil-idle um
Agus triúr ó Thiobraid Árann
Fol-dú / fol-day / fodil-idle um
Ní raibh a muintir sásta
Fol-dú / fol-day / fodil-idle um
Ní rabhadar ná leathshásta
Fol-dú / fol-day / fodil-idle um

Agus raghad ‘ón gCarraig amárach
Fol-dú / fol-day / fodil-idle um
Agus tabharfad cailín breá liom
Fol-dú / fol-day / fodil-idle um
Gabhfaimid tríd an mBearna
Fol-dú / fol-day / fodil-idle um
Cuir fios ar shagart láithreach
Fol-dú / fol-day / fodil-idle um

Ó do bhíosa lá i bPort Láirge
Bhí, bhí agus bhí baigh daid
Bhí fíon is puins ar chlár ann
Bhí, bhí agus bhí baigh daid
Bhí lán an tí de mhnáibh ann
Bhí, bhí agus bhí baigh daid
Agus mise ag ól a sláinte
Bhí, bhí agus bhí baigh daid.















5.  An Londubh is an Chéirseach      
This song is popular in the living Irish language song tradition, but is nowadays usually sung to a different air. This is a new setting by Eibhlís, from the manuscripts in the Bunting Collection (held in Queen’s University Belfast), possibly transcribed from the 18th century harper and singer, Charles Byrne. The tune here is from QUB MS 4.29, and the lyrics were noted down for Edward Bunting by Pádraig Ó Lionsigh, from a singer, possibly a Mrs Gavan, in Co.Mayo, (QUB MS 4.7).Translation: The Blackbird and the Hen
The blackbird male and female and likewise the little lark 
and the sweet enchanting thrush follow her [them] along the way
and the cuckoo among the number chanting long and sweet notes
for my pearl of the heavy soft locks and for my hundred thousand loves


If I were a little thrush I'd follow her through the moor
where the flower of youth resides then I'd raise up my heart
and I'd be chanting music for her from morning untill noon
with sweet warbling to please her and praising her beauty


Alas, I wish that my cousen were together and my arms close about her
and cheerfully playing for her gentle music on the cruth [harp]
O how happy I should be if had leave to go along with you
my heart delight you expect me by the dawning of the day

This is Patrick Lynch’s translation (QUB. MS 4.32)



Tá an londubh ’s an chéirseach is an fhuiseoigín le chéile
Is an smóilín binn bréagach ina ndiaidh ins gach ard.
An chuach i measc an mhéid sin ag seinm dánta is dréachta
Do chúl trom tais na bpéarla is dóm chéad míle grá.


Dá mbeinnse im’ smóilín do leanfainn tríd an móin í
Mar is ise bláth na hóige do thógfadh suas mo chroí.
Ó do bheinnse ’seinm ceoil di ó mhaidin go tráthnóna
Le ceileabhar binn dá cealagadh is le mórdháil dá gnaoi.


Is trua gan mé is mo shiuirín is barr mo láimhe dlúth léi
Go seinnfinn di go súgach ar chiúilchruit go sámh.
A laoi nárbh aoibhinn domhsa dá bhfaighinnse cead ’bheith ag siúl léi
Is a rún mo chroí bí ag súil liom le h-éirí don lá.



















6. The Planter’s Daughter by Austin Clarke (1896-1974)Translation:  The Hawk of Ballyshannon

There is the gift of the most beautiful of women,
From Conor O’Reilly to the O’Malley mountains,
The regal woman of the sweetest kiss,
It is of the daughter of O’More I speak.
Relative of vigorous, strong men,
It would be a long time before she would take rent from friends,
Scion of happiness and the smooth colourful hair,
It is you I am speaking of now.

Wouldn’t it be blissful to the person who would be intimate with her,
The beautiful girl with the ringleted tresses,
Kinswoman of the kings up from Tara,
Descended from Conall Cearnach.
I praise you for accepting this course,
Lively only son of Mánas,
The hawk of Lough Erne and Ballyshannon,
And every young woman’s heart’s desire.

It was the snow the was in the centre of your bosom that conquered me,
O quiet well-mannered woman, who broke asunder the thousands,
Heart without hardness, that is full of compassion,
And full up with gentle goodness.
 O beloved, without sorrow, without ill-condition,
O sweet, noble gentle woman,
I will go into the grave, as is natural for my kind,
If you don’t come, for a while, to me.

Her pure white waist is like the swan,
Rising in the water,
And her flowing hair growing to the ground,
And the tips turning in rings.
She excelled the women of the world with her beauty,
From Venus and from Deirdre,
And I think myself that she is the morning star,
And that everyone is in love with her.


7. Seabhac na hÉirne by Turlough Carolan

Siúd í an féirín dea-mhná is áille,
Ó Chonair Uí Raghallaigh go Sléibhte Uí Mháille,
An rí-bhean óg is milse póg,
Ar Iníon Uí Mhórdha a thráchtaim.
Gaol na mbrí-bhfear láidir,
Is fada go leagfadh sí cíos ar cairde,
Planda an tséin is na réidh-bhfolt daite,
Is tú atáim a rá anois.

Nárbh aoibhinn don té a bheadh á caidreamh,
Gé ag na gcuachfholt fáinneach,
Siúr na ríthe aníos ó Theamhair,
‘Shíolraigh ó Chonall Chearnach.
Molaim tú féin an réim seo a ghlacadh,
Aon-mhic thapaidh Mhánais,
Seabhac na hÉirne is Bhéal Átha Seanaidh,
Is mian croí gach óg-mhná.

‘Sé an sneachta bhí i lár do chléibh a chloígh mé,
A chiúin-bhean bhéasach a réab na mílte,
Croí gan chruas tá lán den trua,
Agus líónta suas de chaoin-mhaith.
A ghile gan ghruaim gan mhístaid,
A mhilis-bhean uasal chaoimhiúil,
Rachad insan uaigh mar ba dual do m’aicme,
Mara dtige tú seal go dtí mé.

Tá a coim gléigeal mar an eala
Ag éirí insan snámh,
’S a folt craobh-glasa ag fás go talamh
’S a mbarr ag casadh i bhfáinní.
Thug sí barr scéimhe ar mhná na cruinne,
Ó Venus is ó Dheirdre,
‘Sé shílim féin gurb í réalt na maidine í,
Chorus:
The fox, red, red …
The fox that’s terrible,
The fox lying in the rushes,
And the tops of his two ears showing.

’S go mbíonn gach duine i ngrá léi


8. An Maidirín Rua
Curfá:
An maidirín rua, rua, rua, rua,
An maidirín rua ‘tá gránna,
An maidirín rua ‘na luí sa luachair,
‘Gus barr a dhá chluais in airde.

9. Eamonn an Chnoic
This well-known sean-nós song from Munster is about the famed Tipperary poet and outlaw, or rapparee, Éamonn Ó Riain. According to folk tradition, he may have composed the song himself. Ó Riain (died c.1724) was from a noble Catholic Irish family, who were dispossessed of their lands. According to legend, he was a larger than life, Robin Hood type hero, with a reward on his head, which eventually lead to his untimely death by murder.
There are very many 18th and 19th century sources and variants of the song. A version of the lyrics was collected by Pádraig Ó Lionsigh for Bunting. It is a related song to Coillte Glasa an Triúcha: their poetry shares a similar metrical structure; versions of the two songs often share some of the lyrics, and some versions have melodic similarities. Translation
Éamonn of the Hill
“Who’s that outside whose voice is fevered,
pounding on my closed door?”
“I’m Éamonn of the hill, drowned, cold and wet,
from endlessly walking mountains and glens.”
“Dearest love and treasure, what can I do for you
but cover you under my skirts?”
And black gunpowder will be fired endlessly at you,
and we will perish as one!”

“I’ve long been outside under snow and frost,
not daring to approach anyone.
My horses unyoked, my fallow unsown,
and I no longer have them at all!
I have no friend— how that grieves me—
That I called early or late.
And I will have to go across the sea, eastward,
for it’s there I have no kindred.

“Oh love, my true love, we'll wander awhile,
Under the woods and brushing the dew,
Where we’ll find the trout in the stream, and the blackbird in it’s nest,
And the deer and the stag roaring.
The sweet little birds, singing on the little branches
And the little cuckoo at the top of the little yew tree.
And forever and ever death won’t come near us 
In the middle of the sweet green woods.


Cé hé sin amuigh a bhfuil faobhar ar a ghuth,
Ag réabadh mo dhoras dúnta?
Mise Eamonn an Chnoic atá báite fuar fluich
Ó shiar-shiúl sléibhte is gleannta.
A laogh ghil is a chuid cad a dhéanfainn-se dhuit
Mura gcuirfinn ort beinn dhem’ ghúna?
‘S go bhfuil púdar go tiubh dá shíor-shéideadh leat
Is go mbeimís araon múchta.

Is fada mise amuigh, faoi shneachta is faoi shioc
‘S gan dánaíocht agam ar éinne
Mo shéisreach gan scur mo bhranar gan cur
Is gan iad agamsa ar aon chor.
Níl carad agam, is danaid liom san
Do ghlacadh mé moch nó déanach.
‘S go gcaithfidh mé dul thar farraige soir
Ó is ann ná fuil éinne dem’ ghaolta

A chumainn ‘s a shearc, raighmídne seal
Fá choillte ag spealadh drúchta
Mar a bhfaighmíd an breac ‘s an lon ar a ne77ad
An fia is an poc ag búithrigh
Na héiníní binne ar ghéigíní a’ seinm
Is an chuaichín ar bharr an iubhair ghlais
Go bráth bráth ní thiocfaidh an bás in ár ngoire
I lár na gcoillte cúmhrtha.


10. The Song of Wandering Aengus (poem by WB Yeats)

11. Coillte Glasa an Triúcha (by Mailí Nic a’ Liondáin)
This beautiful harper’s song was composed by the 18th century, female, harper-composer-poet Molaí Nic Giolla Fhiondáin. Molaí was from a family of poets and harpers living in the Oriel area.This is Eibhlís’s new setting of the song. The words and music performed here are from various manuscripts in the Bunting collection.

A chúl álainn deas na bhfáinní cas
Is breá ’s is glas do shúile.
Tá mo chroí-se á shlad mar a shníomhfaí gad
Le bliain mhór fhada ag tnúth leat.
Dá bhfaighnnse ó cheart cead síneadh leat
Is éadrom breá gasta a shúilfainn - 
Is é mo mhíle creach gan mé is tú a shearc
Fá choillte glasa an Triúcha.


A Dhia gan mise is mo ghrá a bhfuil a brollach mín bán,
Is gan neach i gCríoch Fáil ina ndúscadh.
Fir is mná ina gcodladh go sámh
Ach mise agus mo ghrá ag súgradh.
A ghéig chailce an áidh is deise de na mnáibh,
A réalt eolais a thógfar domhsa,
Ní chreidfinnse go brách ó shagairt is ó bhráithre
Go bhfuil peaca insan pháirt a dhúbladh.

A rún is a shearc, gluaisfimid gan stad
Go coillte breá glasa an Triúcha.
Mar a bhfaighimid go deimhin ól agus imirt
Agus cáil dár mbeatha dhúchais;
Caora cuilinn is cnuasach biolair,
Cnó agus úlla cumhra ann.
Go leor, leor den duilliúr fúinn agus tharainn
Is fásach go mullaigh glún ann.

Translation: The Green Woods of Trugha
Fair beautiful maid of the ringleted locks, fine and green are your eyes. My heart is tormented like one would twist a twig, this last long year hoping for you. If I could gain the right to lie beside you, light and sprightly would I walk! My thousandfold sorrow that you and I, my love, are not beneath the green woods of Triúcha.

O Lord, were I and my soft fair-breasted love together and not a soul in all Ireland awake. Men and women in gentle sleep, except I and my love at play. Oh fairest fortunate branch, most beautiful of all women, star of knowledge that ascends for me; I would never believe from priests or friars that it is a sin to conjoin in love.

My love and desire, let us go without delay to the fine green woods of Triúcha, where we will find without fail, drinking and sport and the best of our native food; the berries of holly and we’ll gather cress, nuts and fragrant apples there, and a great many leaves both above us and below us and growth up to our knees. 
(This translation by Éamonn Ó Bróithe)Translation:
Chorus:
Oh-ro You're welcome home,
Oh-ro You're welcome home,
Oh-ro You're welcome home...
Now that summer's coming!

Welcome oh woman who was so afflicted,
It was our ruin that you were in bondage,
Our fine land in the possession of thieves...
And you sold to the foreigners!
Chorus
Gráinne O'Malley is coming over the sea,
Armed warriors along with her as her guard,
They are Gaels, not invaders nor Spanish...
And they will rout the foreigners!
Chorus

May it please the King of Miracles that we might see,
Although we may live for a week once after,
Gráinne Mhaol and a thousand warriors...
Dispersing the foreigners!
Chorus


12. Óró Sé do Bheatha ‘Bhaile!
Curfá:
Óró! ‘sé do bheatha ‘bhaile!
Óró! ‘sé do bheatha ‘bhaile!
Óró! ‘sé do bheatha ‘bhaile!
Anois ar theacht an tsamhraidh.

‘Sé do bheatha a Bhanba léanmhar!
B’é ár gcreach tú bheith i ngéibheann,
Do dhuiche bhreá i seilbh méirleach,
’S tú díolta leis na Gallaibh.
Curfá
Tá Gráinne Mhaol ag teacht thar sáile,
Óglaigh armtha léi mar gharda;
Gaeil iad féin is ní Frainc ná Spáinnigh,
Is cuirfidh siad ruaig ar Ghallaibh
Curfá
A bhuí le Rí na bhfeart go bhfeiceam,
Muna mbeam beo ‘na dhiadh ach seachtain,
Gráinne Mhaol agus míle gaiscíoch,
Ag fógairt fáin ar Ghallaibh.    Curfa

