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PREFACE.

—_——

Tais Collection of Irish Songs is the first of its kind ever published. We
have had many collections of Irish Songs and many of Irish Music ; but in
no case have the songs been set to the music—the syllables under the notes.

In some cases the arrangement of these songs was attended with a little
difficulty. The Irish song writers were, in some cases, not very particular in
adapting their words, syllable by syllable, to the airs. In singing Irish songs,
therefore, you have sometimes to run two or more syllables into one note : and on
the other hand, the song sometimes gives no syllables for certain notes of the air.
So I have in several instances been obliged to make slight changes either in
the words or in the music—more generally in the former—to make them cor-
respond with one another. Thus, in the Pdistin Fionn, page 15, I have had to
insert the verb 1p at the beginning of the first two stanzas, so as to give a
syllableto the start note of the air. In the song (I ¢wiple mo ¢épove cpeao
i an gpuaim n onc, page 37, the third line of the first verse in the original is
Sneacca aguy caop bi ag carpmipt ‘na pgéim, which I have been obliged to
write in this slightly altered form :—Dhi pneacca ’zup caop ag carpmipe na
rsémn.  And so in several other cases.

I need hardly remind the reader that the imperfection noticed here, such
as it is, is mot peculiar to songs in the Irish language; for we often find
English songs only very imperfectly adapted to the airs for which they were
written. And the arrangement of such songs with the music, is always more
or less troublesome to a musician.

There are some Irish consonants which, when they come together in a
word, do not coalesee in sound, so that when they are uttered, a very short
vowel sound is heard between them. This short inserted sound, according to
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the laws of English metre, forms an additional syllable, though it is not
reckoned as such in Irish verse. Thus the word Taomnac, in the song, page
28, counts as two syllables in Irish metre: but to ears accustomed to English,
the word, as pronounced (thaim-a-nach) is really a trisyllable. This additional
sound must be indicated somehow in print, inasmuch as there is an essential
note of the air that corresponds with it: so I have inserted an English Italic
letter to represent it:—Taom-a-nac. This ftalic letter is inserted also in a
few other cases.

With the exception of these and the correction of a few grammatical or
typographical errors, I have made no changesin the Irish words: 1 have copied
them as I found them.

The twenty songs now given to the public, forming Part L, will 1 hope
be followed by others, till we have a collection of all the best Irish songs of
the last two or three centuries, correctly set to their several airs. This is not
the place to dwell on the subject of Irish music; but I wish to remark that
the airs of these songs are generally very much older than the words. We
know the authors of most of the songs; but we can trace the origin of only
very few of theairs. The great body of our Irish music has come down to us
from a remote time, when music was cultivated in Ireland to a high degree of

perfection,

P.W.J.

Lyre-Na-GrENA, RaTHMINES,
Dublin, December, 1887,
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[RISH MUSIC AND SONG.

—_—t————

No. 1. Obpe 1x Praise or THE Irisu LANGUAGE.

>3 HE following Ode to the Irish Language, which was published by John

7%, ODaly, in his *Reliques of Trish Jacobite Poetry,” forms a very
appropriate beginning to this collection of Irish songs. O’Daly states
that he copied it from a manuseript written between 1750 and 1785, by
a man named Philip Fitzgibbon, and that the name of the author is
unknown. It is a song of considerable merit, and was no doubt
composed by one of that brilliant band of poets noticed further on, who
flourished in Munster in the last century.

The air, which was composed by Carolan, is published in the third volume of Bunting’s
¢ Ancient Music of Ireland.” It is one of the finest and most spirited of all Carolan’s airs; and.
it was such a favourite all over the southern counties that a great number of songs were written
to it, both in Irish and English: I can at this moment recall to memory at least half a dozen.

There is no complete metrical translation of this ode. But one of my friends has translated
the first two stanzas; and I give his version, as it preserves the rhythmical structure of the
original with great exactness, and can consequently be sung to the air.

L II.
Our Gaelic tongue of high repute, And Erin yet shall have her own
As soft it reads as breathes the flute, Right royal princes on the throne,
It sings like love-notes of the lute, To whom the Gaelic speech is known,
And shines like letters golden; And welcome in their sireland ;
No tongue on earth could e’er compare The gentle harp shall sound once more,
In tuneful tone and cadence rare, And prosp’rous be the sons of lore,
And, oh, to hear its music where ‘While proud, the gallant deeds of yore
In song and tale, Before the king -
Through Innisfail, The bards shall sing,
Of mighty kings and chiefs it sings And there recall the glories all

For Erin’s nation olden! That gave renown to Ireland.
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"Vén-moled na Faedilge. Opx v Prarse or THR Imism LaNeuaex.

Fonn :—bamppionnra pogamml, Air: The Princess Royal.

1.—'81 ’'n Tesng-s Faordil-ze’t gpesn-te clé, Fo blar-os Lérg-ceap
2.—Ds m-berb-esd pnif- te  Eip-esnn yér "MNa puge ranmuiesdc o

i map cedl, Si  can - 60 bmat -ps  binn - gui beorl, 'S o1
B-cém r s g-conémn, Do Binn  rrol-lave ns Fooroil -ge led  dap

fiop  Tup mép o h-dic - pesb. Ni'L  cteang - & 'prooman 0b
éaom - épnt cedil  o'r  chib - leip; bero pl - esds Létgin go

»
1y

.. Ay
bpedg-tosc i, Le blar i1 ponn ndp  fép - wmg 19, 'S 3Zo
Tar - 06 16586, AT 0bsn-s0 160 - Tomp  0bn - TH 061b; Tacé

ceapt e Labp-sro  obith-e Linn; Naodn-ta’y cedl, o o'pogsil na coip; I
&ig-espdiob ran  b-pur mép, &g mol-a0’n g ra  rép-msat-Zniom, ’Sa

L & ,
resn- s - éur na  pog-flert mép, Ip  reor - te  cpn6-os Chldip-lupe.
fin - usp-le cpeun-a gpoive, 'S & F-cpiod-sib F60 -La’n  dp-padt.

3. Do bérdesd raofal opros’s Eipinn i, & g-clo 1 & g-céill Tap beupla ddig,

Le parobpest, comace, pém o7 bpig;  NarcintsdsFsodsloslérfesdvognid;
uct Lerigin paor mop caagpéim pan &1 resnsdaroesde,
pigeacc, &1 tesgary Chylore,
11 Ttpeun-lude ofbine ndmaro. A1 o1808110e D& Fo érth oo flop—

Venedgend 'n Fhaevilge g-cermb 40’ 85 LapeminmuZad olige nesmos.
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No. 2. Be x-Erivy 1.

The author of this beautiful song was William Heffernan, commonly called Uithiam Oall
r Blind William, a native of Shronehill in Tipperary, one of the brilliant band of poets who
flourished in Ireland about the middle and towards the end of the last century. It was published
by O’Daly in his '‘ Reliques of Irish Jacobite Poetry,” and also in ¢ Irish Popular Songs” by
Edward Walsh, whose metrical translation is appended.

The air was published for the first time by me in my ¢ Ancient Irish Music,” as I had noted
it down some time previously from Michael Dinneen, a farmer of Coolfree on the border of the
counties of Limerick and Cork.  The Irish song is exquisitely adapted to the air : and indeed the
same may be said of the translation.

The refrain, ¢ Be ’n Eirinn {,” (pronounced Bay-nairing-ee) is common to several love songs,
of which however the one given here is by far the best.

De’n €nunn 1. ‘WHOEVER SHE BE.
Tenderly, not too slowly.

9D 7 = )
e e
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D ]

- Y2 { ] —= i S S

CGrr—e—3——F e S 1 =T
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N ~~
—_—1
1 0 | ry |
W N I INT H | ¥ N 1] 11
M oo —° o 1 ni z ' n
o ¢ ¢— NE o
L, ~—
T5enn - fiard me, be n-er - mon i; ’be n-€1-mnn 1,
Snéd mo cleb *De  n-€1 - qunn i;  ‘be n-C1-nn i,

3 r bn?&é oesr onéimpess nérd A:qLAos 4. It chrman, Teoosd, veupsc, bivtim,
So bfx‘m\. an féip nd rlaoo sap bit; 5o cpardTe, cpéimesc, ceufos on
AtLtc—roLc 1é10 0o deslpsd an mnso1,

Flior . A1 rédnad, paon, gen ééill, sip baop,
dap oo mo éléb, ' be n-eunn 4, Le gpdo oon 'bé’at, > De n-eipnn 5,
en-Eiunn i! > be n-€yunn it

5. Qan neon nusin terdim sap taob Surde-Finn,
Fa Bpén & g-céin 1 gan son vom burdnn,
Cis feblrad sonMhsc Ve sm Lion
AT 1o mo éLed, * be n-eiqunn 4,
"De n-€1mimn il
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'BE N-EIRINN L.
TRANSLATED BY EDWARD WALSH.

1. I1I.
In Druid vale alone I lay, Behold her tresses unconfin’d,
Oppress’'d with care, to weep the day— In wanton ringlets woo the wind,
My death I ow’d one sylph-like she, Or sweep the sparkling dew-drops free,
Of witchery rare, ’ be n-Eirinn i! My heart’s dear maid, ’ be n-Eirinn {!
>’ Be n-Eirinn ! > Be n-Eirinn i !
II. Iv.
The spouse of Naisi, Erin’s woe— Fierce passion’s slave, from hope exil’d,
The dame that laid proud Ilium low, ‘Weak, wounded, weary, woful, wild—
Their charmswould fade, theirfame would flee,Some magic spell she wove for me,
Match'd with my fair, ’ be n-Eirinn ! That peerless maid, ’ be n-Eirinn 1!
’Be n-Eirinn 1! ’ Be n-Eirinn {!

. V.
But oh ! one noon I clomb a hill,
To sigh alone—to weep my fill,
And there Heaven’s mercy brought te me
My treasure rare, * be n Eirinn 1!
'Be n-Eirmn i}
QAL RYCOHND >

No. 3. Owen Core.

This song was first published by Hardiman, and the best way to introduce it here is to give
his words.  “The ironical song or mock-elegy which follows is an old favourite in lar-
Connaught. It has been attributed to MacSweeney (for whom see ¢ Tar-Connaught,” p. 288),
but improperly, for it is now ascertained to be the production of a cotemporary bard of perhaps
superior powers, the late Richard Barrett, a native of Erris in Mayo ; and every Irish reader will,
we think, be gratified at finding it preserved here. It is entitled Eoghan Céir, which may be
parapbrased ¢ Owen, the honest and humane.”  This hero is still remembered as one of the most
rapacious land agents of his time. For poignancy of wit and felicity of expression, these few
stanzas have seldom been excelled. Mr. Knight, in his account of Erris, Dublin, 1836, 8ve.,
describes Barrett as a man of real genius, though entirely unknow to the world. His humorous
compositions in Irish were exceedingly pleasant, generally ironically satirical : he extravagantly
praised those for qualities of which they had the opposites.” (Hardiman’s Edition of O’Flaherty’s
¢ Yar-Connaught,” p. 292.)

The air is now published for the first time. About twenty years ago a young national teacher
from Mayo lent me a music book containing a great number of beautiful Lrish airs, extremely well
written, and nearly all belonging to Connaught, which had been copied in a district on the shore
of Lough Conn. Among these airs I found the present one, and copied it with many others.

Both air and song are well known to this day all over Connsught; and I heard it sung two
years ago in Bray by a gentleman from the county Galway. It was a favourite song with the
late patriotic Archbishop of Tuam, the Most Rev. Dr. MacHale, who sang it with great animation
and spirit when he found himself in congenial company.

) 1 may be permitted to use Hardiman’s words by saying that every Irish reader—and especi-
ally every Irish reader belonging to Connaught—will be gratified to see both words and air
printed here, and the air, in all probability, preserved from extinetion. A
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No. 4. EILEEN AROON.

This is one of the most widely known of all the Irish airs. It has all the marks of extreme
antiquity ; and on account of its great beauty and simplicity is a favourite in every part of Ireland
and Scotland, as well indeed as elsewhere.

TIn the time of Burns the Scoteh first put forth a claim to this air under the name of Robin
Adair. But the air is Irish; and Robin Adair himself, who gave it this name, was an TIrish
gentleman, a member of parliament, who lived in the early part of the last century at Hollypark
in the county Wicklow, and was ancestor to Viscount Molesworth. Hardiman observes, * As
well might it be asserted that the Hill of Howth lay in Perthshire, as that this ancient air was
Scoteh.”

Hardiman states that the song (the first of the two given here) was composed by a Munster
bard of the seventeenth century; but he does mot give the name. The metrical translation of
this song is by Dr. George Sigerson.

The original song of Eileen Aroon is much older and simpler ; and there is a tradition that it
was composed by Carroll 0'Daly, under the following romantic circumstances. He had been pay-
ing his addresses to Eileen or Ellen, the daughter of a neighbouring chief named Kavanagh ; but
her friends disapproved of the connexion. 0’Daly was obliged to leave the country for some
time, and Eileen’s friends, taking advantage of this, persuaded her that he was false, and, much
against her will, obtained her consent to marry another. On the very day of the wedding 0’Daly
returned, and disguising himself as a harper, mixed among the guests. Eileen, not suspecting
who he was, asked him to play for her; when he took his harp and poured forth this simple
and passionate love strain. She recognised the sound of his voice and the touch of his harp; and
when in one verse he asked, ¢ Wilt thou stay or wilt thou come with me, Eileen Aroon,” she
found means to let him know she would go with him. Then bursting forth in joyous strain he
ended the song with, ** Cead mile fdilte romhat, IFéilte’gus fithche romhat, Naoi g-cead mile fdilte
romhat, A Eibhlin artin!” *Ahundred thousand welcomes to thee; one-and-twenty more wel-
comes to thee, nine hundred thousand welcomes to thee, Eileen Aroon!”

The tradition goes on to say that she contrived to escape that night, that she fled with her
lover, and that they were happily wedded.

The translation of this older song is by Thomas Furlong, as given by Hardiman.

€1blin & pdin, Emeen Aroow.
(Bileen, my Treasure.)

# In moderate time.
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EILEEN AROON.

TRANSLATED BY GEORGE SIGERSON.

L

Oh! I'm dazzled with love for thee,
Eibhlin a réin'!
To praise you is joy to me,
Eibhlin a rdin !
My glory most bright and fair,
My solace through all life’s care,
My mirth and my gladness rare,
Eibhlin a rdin !
O nurse amid sorrow, sure,
O dove of the wood, so pure,
My breaking heart’s only cure,
Eibhlin a rdin!

II.

With thy frankness and spotless youth,
Eibhlin a riin !
Could you deceive my truth,
Eibhlin a ruin!
More beauteous than Venus far,
More fair than the midnight star,
My Helen without stain you are,
Eibhlin 2 ridin!
My red rose, my lily white,
My treasure unfading bright,
Darling ! my soul's delight,
Eibhlin a riin!

I11.

T’d cross the salt sea with you,

Eibhlin a rdin !
T’d ne’er—ne'er flee from you,

Eibhlin a rtin !
What soft tales I'd tell to you,
T’d taste your lips’ sweetness too,
I’d sing, ’mid the falling dew,

Eibhlin a rdin}
T’d bring you where rivers glide,
‘Where green boughs o’ershade the tide,
"Neath music of birds to bide,

Eibhlin & réin |

Iv.

A joy beyond life would bless,
Eibhlin a rdin !
Should I wed your loveliness,
Eibhlin & réin !
My fond arm would circle you,
My heart be your guardian true,
Ne’er maiden were loved like you,
Eibhlin a réin!
My beauteous star, mild and clear,
Sooner than cause a tear,
O Death—it were welcome here,
Eibhlin a rtin!

EILEEN AROON: Ouper Soxe.

4 €blin s pinin!
Do frtibalpsinn péin g-comnude Leat,
A eblin o pimn !
Vo fritbalysinn péin g-comnurde Lesc,
Sior go Tip-Amal5ard lest,
Map fiilgo m-beroinn g-clestinar Leac,
A edblin & pim |

2. "0’6lpsinn péin b Lesc rs,

. A €blin & pin]
'S o’6lpsinn B4 b6 Lesc 1s,

A eblin & pin ]
Do fribalpsmnn an rsogel mén Lesc,
bét clestnar v'fogail 6m rTéy,
’S ni peappainn Fo veb Leacrs,

4 erblin & pim |
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4. Cewo mile pailre pomac,
4 edtin 4 pam!
Ceuo mile pdilte fomac,
A elin 4 pin!
Cewo mile pdilte pormac,
Faitce ‘gur picce pomac,
Nao1 5-ceuo mile paitTe porhac,
A €1bLin 4 pin |

3. 4n o-Tiocrard no’n H-panpard T,
A e1blin a pin!
An o-Tiocraro né’n b-rangard To,
A elin 4 piin!
Tiocpard mé ’p ni fanparo mé,
Triocrard mé ’p ni panparo me,
Ciocrard mé ’p ni fanpard mé,
'S eulogardo mé te'm peon!

EILEEN A ROON: OLpER SONG.
TRANSLATED BY THOMAS FURLONG.

1. T'll love thee evermore, 2. Oh! how may I gain thee,

" Kileen a roon!
T’ll bless thee o’er and o’er,
Eileen a roon!
Oh! for thy sake I'll tread,
‘Where the plains of Mayo spread,
By hope still fondly led,
Eileen a roon!

. Then wilt thou come away,
Eileen a roon!
Oh! wilt thou come or stay,
Eileen a roon!
Oh yes! oh yes! with thee
I will wander far and free,
And thy only love shall be,
Eileen a roon!

Hileen a roon!
Shall feasting entertain thee,
Eileen a roon!
I would range the world wide,
With love alone to guide,
To win thee for my bride,
Eileen a roon!

. A hundred thousand welcomes,

Eileen a roon!
A hundred thousand welcomes,

Eileen a roon!
Oh! welcome evermore,
‘With welcomes yet in store,
Till love and life are o’er,

Eileen a roon/!

No. 5. WERE You aT CARRICK?

An instrumental setting of this fine old air is given by (’Daly in his “Poets and Poetry of
Munster ” (Second Series, p. 286), but so overladen with ornamental notes that the melody is
quite obscuged—or perhaps it would be more correct to say destroyed. I have given here,
without any ornamentation, the simple vocal melody as I knew it from my earliest days, and as I
heard it sung hundreds of times by the old people of Munster.

The words are taken from Edward Walsh’s “Irish Popular Songs,” and they are accom-
panied by his metrical translation.
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6. Stio i rior an pig-besn dlaann 63,
A b-punl & gpusg Lér ppsorlee rior 5o beul s brsg,
81 an esls i man an Uit vo fiolpsrd 6n T-pép furl mép,
& copa Feal mo érorde, cesn mile failce potac !

HAVE YOU BEEN AT CARRICK.

TRANSLATED BY EDWARD WALSH.

I
Have you been at Carrick, and saw you my true-love there ?
And saw you her features, all beautiful, bright, and fair ?
Saw you the most fragrant, flowering, sweet apple-tree P
Oh! saw you my lov’d one, and pines she in grief like me ?

II.
1 have been at Carrick, and saw thy own true-love there ;
And saw, too, her features, all beautiful, bright, and fair ;
And saw the most fragrant, flowering, sweet apple-tree—
I saw thy lov’d one—she pines not in grief, like thee !

II1.
Five guineas would price every tress of her golden hair—
Then think -, nat treasure her pillow at night to share,
These tresses thick clustering and curling around her brow-
Oh, ringlet of fairness ! T'll drink to thy beauty now |

Iv.
‘When secking to slumber, my bosom is rent with sighs—
T toss on my pillow till morning’s blest beams arise ;
No aid, bright beloved ! can reach me save God above,
For a blood-lake is form’d of the light of my eyes with love!

V.
Until yellow Autumn shall usher the Paschal day,
And Patrick’s gay festival come in its train alway—
Until through my coffin the blossoming boughs shall grow,
My love on another I'll never in life bestow !

VI
Lo! yonder the maiden illustrious, queen-like high,
With long-flowing tresses adown to her sandal-tie—
Swan, fair as the lily, descended of high degree,
A myriad of welcomes, dear maid of my heart, to thee!

11
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No. 6. I wisH THE SHEPHERD'S PET WERE MINE.

This air and two stanzas of the song were published by Dr. Petrie in his ** Ancient Music of
Treland,” with these introductory words : ““The following playful melody, with its words, was
obtained in the course of the summer of 1853 from the blind County of Clare peasant, Teige
MacMahon. The words, though of no high poetic merit, are not without interest, from their
natural simplicity, and as an illustration of the thoughts of Irish peasant life.”

The air and song are known all over the Munster counties, and also in the southern parts of
Leinster and Connaught. T have heard both Irish and English words sung to it; and I add one
Irish verse (the second) to those given by Dr. Petrie.

The English song, which I give from memory, is a translation of the Irish. With the English
words I give the Irish chorus phonetically, so that those who do not know Irish may sing it. Its
translation is :—

¢« And oh! T hail thee, I hail thee,
¢« And the love of my heart without deceit thou ert,
¢ And oh! T hail thee, I hail thee,

¢ And thou art the little pet of thy mother.”

A1 Tpusd Tan pests sn 1 wisHE TEE SHEPHERD'S PET WERE MINE.
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3. Ar Tiuag San b6LACT banne agum,
Ap Tu gan H6LAET bainne agum,
A Tu Tan BOLACT bainne agum,
Ar Tu Tan boLacT banne agum,
Ar Céaicin 6 na macan.
Ar 6 goium goium Tu,
’S 3wd mo ¢porde Tan ceily Lu,
A 6 Soium Joium Tu,
’S Tu peata seal 0o ratan!

TRANSLATION.
L II.
I wish I had the shepherd’s lamb, I wish I had the yellow cow,
The shepherd’s lamb, the shepherd’s lamb, The yellow cow, the yellow cow,
I wish I had the shepherd’s lamb I wish I had the yellow cow
And Katey coming after | And welcome from my darling.
CHORUS.
CHORTS. or.
Iss o gurrtm gurrim hoo I wish I had a herd of kine,
Iss gramachree gon kellig hoo, A herd of kine, a berd of kine,
Iss o gurrim gurrim hoo, I wish I had a herd of kine
Sthoo patha beg dho wauher ! And Katey from her father!
CroRUs.
B

No. 7. Tar Fams BrLACK-BAIRED RosB.

This air, which has all the marks of extreme antiquity, was a great favourite in Munster in
the last generation ; and no wonder, for few Irish airs have a more touching and tender expres-
sion. Dr. Petrie gives a setting of it in his “ Ancient Music of Ireland;” but his version is in
the major mode. T have been familiar with the air since my childhood, and I always heard it
played and sung in the minor; and I believe that it is only the minor mode that brings out its
true character. There are two very inferior settings in O’'Daly’s “Poets and Poetry of Munster,”
both minor. I give here the simple—and as I believe the most ancient—vocal version, as I heard
it sung by the best singers among the old people of Munster forty years ago.

O'Daly gives one version of the Irish Song, with his two settings of the air; and there is
another in “Hardiman’s Irish Minstrelsy” (Vol. I. 254). The three stanzas, I give here, which
differ from both, are taken frem Petrie, who got them from Professor O’Curry.
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Clarence Mangan's splendid and impassioned translation of Hardiman’s version of the song—
“Dark Rosaleen ’—is well known to every reader of Irish ballad poetry. Another translation of
his is given by O’Daly; and in Hardiman’s  Irish Minstrelsy * there is still another by Furlong.
T have given none of these however, as they do not sing well to the air.
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No. 8. Tur Patsteen Fionn.,

I have adopted Edward Walsh’s version of this song and also his metrical translation. Another
version is published by Hardiman in his *Irish Minstrelsy” (Vol. I., p. 216), of which the
chorus is different from that of Walsh.

A very bad setting of the air is given in O’Daly’s *“ Poets and Poetry of Munster” (First
Series, p. 176). There is another in Surenne’s *“ Songs of Ireland,” p. 58, which however is in-
correct in the second (or chorus) part, so much so that the chorus cannot be sung at all to it.
T give the air here as I heard it sung and played by the best singers and musicians of the Munster
sounties, where it was, and is still, a universal favourite.

Péaycin Fionn, Tee Far Lrrree CHImD.
Meaning fair-haired young girl.

In moderate time.
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3. 04 m-beroinnp & m-baile m-biad ugped 1 gresnn,
N6 voip 04 bappaile Lin oe Lesnn,
Mo fiipin o m’ s1c1 ' mo Lém ra01 na ceann,
17 rigec wo Slysinn & rléince.
1 Tips mo pin, &c,

4. 00 bf mé nso1 n-ordce & m’ Lurve go boce,
O beit yinte raot 'n oilinn 101 04 Copt ;
A éumann mo éporde ! 'y mé g rmooinesd opc,
'S nac b-pagoinnyr Le peso néd Le glood ti
11 Thrs mo pan, &c.

5. Tpéigreso mo Canaio 1 mo ¢aafroe FooiL,
&1 Tréigpd mé & mapesnn ve mndib o’ T-poogeil,
i tpéigreso Le m” mapcenn th, gpéod mo ¢porode,
So rinpesap & g-compa paor cLép mé
11 cirs mo pin, &c.

THE FAIR YOUNG CHILD.
TRANSLATED BY EDWARD WALSH.,

L IT..
My Paistin Fionn is my soul’s delight—  Were I in our village where sports prevail,
Herheartlaughs out in her blue eyes bright; Between two barrels of brave brown ale,
The bloom of the apple her bosom white, My fair little sister to list my tale,

Her neck like the March swan’s in white-  How jovial and happy I'd make me !
ness. O'! you are my dear, my dear, &c.

CHORUS. Iv.
0! you are my dear, my dear, my dear, 1n fever for nine long nights I've lain
0! you are my dear, and my fair love; From lying in the hedge-row beneath the
You are own my dear, and my fondest rain,
hope here, ‘While, gift of my bosom ! I hop’d in vain,
And O! that my cottage you'd share  Some whistle or call might awake you.
love ! O! you are my dear, &c.

IL : V.
Love of my bosom, my fair Paistin, From kinsfolk and friends, my fair, I'd flee,
TWhose cheek is red like the roses’ sheen ; From all the beautiful maids that be,
My thoughts of the maiden arepure I ween, But I'll never leave you, sweet gramachree,
Save toasting her health in my lightness.  Till death in your service o’ertakes me.
0! you are my dear, my dear, &e. O! you are my dear, &e.
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No. 9. Jivmmy MoverLas STHORE.

The air of this song was published for the first time by me in my * Ancient Trish Music”
(p. 89). It is well known in Munster, and is also called Drakareen o mackree (Little brother of
my heart) from a song with that refrain.

‘When I published the air I was aware of the existence of the Irish song Jemmy mo veela
sthore, which I had often heard when a boy; but I was unable to obtain it, and could only
remember a few scattered lines. It has lately been published with a translation however in the
Gaelic Journal (Vol. IL, p.215) by a contributor who dates from Carrick Beg, Carrick-on-Suir;
and from this I have taken it. I have been obliged to shorten the first line of the last stanzato
make it sing to the air. The translation, which is perhaps as old as the song itself, departs widely
in some places from the original.

The air is very plaintive and admirably suited"to the expression of the words, which are sad,
simple, and natural.

Jimmy mo thile yTon. Iy, vy THOUSAND TREASURES.

Tender and rather slow.
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3. Racyeo éum coille o’y berdeso snn curo eil’ vem js05sl,
San 41T nac m-berd son nesd s tabspresd cugom nusdadc na rgésl,
A3 bun an épainn Capteinn map o B-pérann ann peup 5o ledp,
&g Tabeapc ctartnesth von ouwn’ wo, 1é Jimmy mo file {Top.

TRANSLATION.
1. These twelve months and better my darling has left the shore,
He ne’er will come back till he travel the globe all o’er ;
And when he returns, with laurels I'll crown him all o'er;
He's the fondest of lovers, sweet Jimmy mo-veela-sthore.

2. My father and mother they never do give me ease,
Since my darling has left me to cross the raging seas;
I once had a sweetheart—had plenty of gold in store,
But he’s gone o’er the ocean, sweet Jimmy mo-veela-sthore.

3. I'll go to the woods and T'll spend there the rest of my days—
Where no living mortal I'll suffer my soul to tease;
Among the lone rowan-trees with red berries drooping all o’er
Lamenting the absence of Jimmy mo-veela-sthore.

O LRNOON D

No. 10. Joun O'DwyEr o¥ THE GrEN.

Of all the songs that prevailed among the Munster people of the last generation, not one
was so great a favourite as this. It was heard everywhere—at fairs, at markets, and at social
gatherings of all kinds; and all fiddlers and pipers were expected to be able to play it.

The barony of Kilnamanagh in Tipperary was the patrimonial territory of the O’Dwyers;
and, according to the tradition of the county, the John O’Dwyer commemorated in this song was
the younger brother of Colonel Edmund O’Dwyer who commanded in chief in the counties of
Tipperary and Waterford, and fought gallantly against the Cromwellians from 1650 to 1652.

The uniform tradition of the O’Dwyers’ country is that the Glen from which John O’Dwyer
derived the epithet an ghleanna, was the celebrated Glen of Aherlow at the base of the Galty
Mountains. This glen is not in the barony of Kilnamanagh, but lies far away in the adjacent
barony of Clanwilliam; and it is probable that John O’Dwyer’s epithet, an ghleanna, was earned
by some unrecorded deed of arms performed in the glen.

Colonel Edmund O’Dwyer, having fought for two years, surrendered under articles made
with Sir Jerome Sankey at Caher Castle, on the 23rd March, 1652. The song is a sort of
lament, picturing in vivid and solemn language the ruin of the country after the Cromwellian
conquest, when the lands had been taken from the ancient owners and distributed among
Cromwell’s followers.

For the information given here about John O’Dwyer of the Glen, I have much pleasure in
acknowledging myself indebted to Mr. John P. Prendergast, Barrister-at-Law, author of the
¢ Cromwellian Settlement in Ireland.”

The song is given here as published by Hardiman and 0’Daly, and the translation, which is
in the exact metre of the original, is by Dr. Sigerson.

N
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3. Céro reanpainn gleanna an t-ppuca

Tan ceann nad teann aift tucoad,

A PRaro nd 4 5-cuat ni h-6ltap,
A rldinte nd 4 1saogal;

Mo Loma Luain T4an £arg5a0,

O Chtuan 5o Stuaic-na-g-colam,

'S an geapnp1ad aip dBiuac an pora
Aip pén Le na pae.

Creuo i an puaig 1o aip Jhattar,

Duslad, buanad, &1 CANTad ?

An rmaértin Binn 'r an tonoud
Tan pap-3uc ap seus;

’S Zup MOp an Tuap cum cogaro,

CLé 50 buaideanta o't pPobal

V4 1edlad a4 5-chanTtaid Loma,
Ann Lap Stesnn an T-rléde.

4. It € mo ¢neat A maroin,

Nac¢ B-ruap me bar Tan peacad,
Sut 4 b-pusip me rgannaitl

T4 mo ¢cuto péin;

’S 4 UagacT LA bpeds £a04,
O-tig Gbla chimna A ¢pannaid,
Duilleadaft At an oA,

Agur opieT ap an b-reun;
MNotp Tcéimpe puaigte 6m peapann,
A n-uaignear b-rao 6m caparo,
Am Lurde TO ouaIfic £401 IFATIY,

'S a-5-cliaratd an T-rlébe.
’S muna b-pad me rusimnear resrcs,
O vaoimb uairle an Haile
TREISEId me mo Peald

ASur TASEAD an 1raoial.

JOHN O'DWYER OF THE GLEN.

TRANSLATION BY GEORGE SIGERSON.

I've seen full many & May-time,
Suns lead on the day-time,
Horns ring in that gay time
‘With birds’ mellow call;
Badgers flee before us,
‘Wood-cocks startle o’er us,
Guns make pleasant chorus
Amid the echoes all.
The fox run high and higher,
Horsemen shouting nigher,
The peasant mourning by her
Fowl, that mangled be;
Now they fell the wildwood,
Farewell, home of childhood;
Ah, Seaghan O’Dwyer an Ghleanna,
Joy is not for thee !

It is my sorrow sorest,
‘Woe—the falling forest,
The north wind gives me no rest,
And death’s in the sky;
My faithful hounds tied tightly,
Never sporting lightly,
‘Who once could, day or nightly,
‘Win grief from the eye;
The antlered, noble-hearted,
Stags are never started,
Never chased or parted
" From the furzy hills.
If peace came but a small way,
I'd journey down on Galway,
And leave, tho’ not for alway,
My Erinn of ills.
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3. The land of streamy valleys 4. Ttis my daily ruin

Hath no head nor rallies— That a sinless death’s undoing
In city, camp, or palace Came not, ere came the strewing
They never toast her name ; : Of all my bright hopes.
Alas ! no warrior column Ah | many a pleasant day-time
From Cloyne to Stuaic na Colam— I've watcht in Erinn’s May-time,
O’er plains now waste and solemn The sweet fruits scent that gay time,
The hares may rove tame. And dew on oak and slopes.
Oh, when shall come the routing, Now, my lands are plunder,
The English flight and flouting ? Far my friends asunder,
‘We hear no joyous shouting I must hide me under
From the blackbird yet; Heath and bramble screen,
But more warlike glooms the omen— If soon I cannot save me
Justice comes to no men, By flight from foes that crave me,
Priests must flee the foemen O Death, at last I’ll seek thee,
To hilly caves, and wet. Qur bitter foes between !
—~EeeeT—

No. 11. Tue Fairies’ Sone.

The reader will no doubt be glad to see a sample of what fairies can do in musical composi-
tion, All the other songs in this book were composed wholly by mortals; but the following
air and song are the joint production of the Knockgraffon fairies, and of the little hunchback,
Lusmore.

One moonlight night Lusmore was walking from Cahir, in Tipperary, to his home in the
Glen of Aherlow, and passing by Knockgraffon he sat down to rest under the steep side of the old
fairy fort. Presently he heard a wild strain of melody from the inside of the fort—a number of tiny
fairy voices singing ¢ Dia-luan, Dia-mart, Dia-luan, Dia-mart, Dia-luan, Dia-mart;” (‘ Monday,
Tuesday,” repeated thrice) after which a pause ; then the sameround of words till the next pause ;
and so on. Lusmore, greatly astonished, listened with breathless attention ; but although he was at
first charmed with the strain, he began at last to get tired of the monotony of both words and tune.
So, watching his opportunity, he struck in at one of the pauses—with a proper vatiation on the air
—¢Agus Dia-Ceudaoin” (and Wednesday too). The fairies were immensely delighted with this
addition to their melody; and rushing out in a body, they brought poor little Lusmore into their
glorious palace in the heart of the fort, treated him like a prince all night, and in the morning
sent him away without a bit of & hump on his back—as straight as a rush.

Anyone who wishes to know the whole story may read it in prose in Croften Croker’s ‘ Fairy
Legends,” (in which the song and air were first published) ; and Thomas Parnell’s poetical version
may be found in M‘Carthy’s ¢ Book of Irish Ballads.”

I give the words in Irish, and also phonetically in English letters: Zhee is to be pronounced
the same as the English word, Zhee.
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THE FAIRIES' SONG.
Dra-lusim, D14-MmanT, sTUT Monoay, Turspay, AND
D16-CE80H0M, ‘W EDNESDAY.

Moderate time.
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No. 12. For IRELAND I'D NOT TELL HER NAME.

The following beautiful and spirited air is, or was, well known in the Munster counties, and
in the southern counties of Leinster. It was a great favourite too, for several songs, both Irish
and English, were written to it by the Munster poets of the last and of the beginning of the present
century; and the air was known by various names from the several songs sung to it. It is often
called by the English name ¢ Nancy, the pride of the West (or East)” from a song with that refrain.
Dr. Petrie has given the Kilkenny version of the air in his ¢ Ancient Music of Ireland,” (p. 99).
The setting I give here is somewhat different, and is more simple and more purely vocal.

According to Professor O’Curry the song here set to the air, ¢ 4r Eirinn ni *nedsainn cé ht,”
was written about the year 1810, by a Kerry schoolmaster named Finneen or Florence Scannell.
The %91g does not look like the production of an unpractised hand; it is indeed so finished and
beautiful that I cannot believe it to be Florence Scannell’s only song; but I do not remember to
have seen other songs by him.

The Irish words are here given as published by Edward Walsh in his ¢ Irish Popular Songs;”
aad I have given also his metrical translation.

The air is also known by the name of ¢ Binn lisin derack o’ Bhrogha” from another well-
known Irish song, which I give here as published by John O’Daly in his ¢ Poets and Poetry of
Munster,” with Mangan’s metrical translation. This song—one of the many Jacobite songs of
that and the preceding period—was written by a county Limerick peasant named Brian
O’Flaherty. The /s or brugh, which is the subject of this song, and from which Bruff has taken

its name, still exists near the town: it is an earthen fort, called to this day Lisin ¢’ Bhrogha, the
little fort of Bruff.
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TRANSLATION BY EDWARD WALSH.

1. Oneeve, as I happen'd to stray

By the lands that are bordering mine,
A maiden came full on my way,

‘Who left me in anguish to pine—
The slave of the charms and the mien,

And the silver-ton’d voice of the dame,
To meet her I sped o’er the green ;

Yet for Ireland I'd not tell her name.

2. Would she list to my love-laden voice,

How sooth were my vows to the fair;
‘Would she make me for ever her choice,

Her wealth would increase by my care.
T’d read her our poets’ sweet lays,

Press close to my wild heart the dame
Devote to her beauty the bays;

Yet for Ireland I'd not tell her name.

3. A maiden young, tender, refin’d,
On the lands that are bordering on mine,
Hath virtues and graces of mind,
And features surpassingly fine;
Blent amber and yellow compose
The ringleted hair of the dame,
Her cheek hath the bloom of the rose ;
Yet for Ireland I'd not tell her name

binn LUpin aepac an Dhpoga.

1. L4 mesdnsé 0s pabarra Liom péin
Aap Binn Lirin sepac an Dhpogs,
A3 eircesct Le binn-Fut ns n-eun
A3 contenn ap éoage coir sbann;
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"D’erroest Le binn-gut & béil,
A'p o’éipgesy 0o Lém sap mo bonn;
"O'innyior Tup Tenn ctiiy mo rséﬂ,,
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6. &5 sn mion-T-rpn nusap bivim-1Liom

réin,
Ar binn Lipin sepsé an bhyogs,

Le Ling-5oil nsé letgesnn oom la- A5 pmoomness sap gnomoptsth  an

bapc;
brovgann mo éporde 'roig Le Leun,
Agur pilam pail Tpeun ap mo desnn ;
Mo éaon-poiyg 0b& Lesfod 'nam map
coaof,
43 riop-file véops 5o THOM.

c-raogoil,
An 10vbsapeyt s Theordil a3 nespic
Shall;
Tas Fleet ns o-Tpi pigte go Tyeun,
'S an Stiobapic ran Séamoer’na ceann,
Laoipig 04 Lionsd pem pém,
Mile 1 resdc g-céun ann gac long.

THE MELODIOUS AIRY LITTLE FORT OF BRUFF.

TRANSLATED BY JAMES CLARENCE MANGAN.

1. The birds carolled songs of delight,
And the flowers bloomed bright on my
path,
As T stood all alone on the height
‘Where rises Bruff’s old Fairy Rath;
Before me unstirred by the wind
That beautiful lake lay outspread,
‘Whose waters gave sight to the Blind,
And would almost awaken the Dead.

2. As T gazed on the silvery stream
So loved by the heroes of old,
There neared me, as though in a dream,
A maiden with tresses of gold ;
I wept, but she smilingly said :

3. “ O rather,” I cried, “lovely one,

Tell me who you are, and from whom ?

Are you 4oibhill,* and come here alone
To sadden my spirit with gloom ;

Or she + who brought legions to Troy,
When the Grecians crossed over the

wave,

Or the dame I that was doomed to destroy

The children of Usna the brave.”

4. “1 am none of all three,” she replied,

“But a fairy from yonder green mound,

‘Who heard how you sorrowed and sighed

As you strayed o’er his elf-haunted
ground.

“Whence, Brian, my dearest, thosetears?” And now gird around you your sword,

And the words of the gentle-souled maid

And spring on your swift-footed steed,

Seemed to pierce through my bosom And call on the Gael, serf and lord,

like spears.

And Eire’s green land shall be freed.”

* Aoibhill, or Eevil, the fairy queen of Thomond, and the guardian spirit of the Dalcassians, had he
pa.laie E ?mgeevﬂ or Craglea, a rocky hill rising over the Shannon, two miles north of Killaloe.
elen.
1 The dame : Deirdré, on account of whom the three Sons of Usna £ to death by Ki
Nessa in the first century of the Christian era. See the poem of « Deirm‘zg ; B.ob::t Dwy;'er ggy(;?or Mec

3
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5. So spalke she in musical tones, 6. She vanished on hearing my tale;
And T started as wakened from sleep; But at evening I often roam still
I told her the cause of my groans, To lament the sad fate of the Gael,

And the anguish that forced me to weep, And to weep upon Bruff’s Fairy Hill.
Why my eyes were thus blinded by tears, Oh, may we soon see the three Kings

And my bosom tormented with pains And James, above all, in this land ;
Why my heart had been breakingforyears, May the winds on their favouring wings

And theblood growing cold in my veins. ~ Waft swiftly their fleet to our strand.

= GG ECRD VD>

No. 13. Grania WaILE.

The personage from whom this air and song have their name was Grdinne ni Mhdille, or, in
English, Grace O’Malley, who flourished in the 16th century. &pdmne Mhaol, or Grania
Waile, is a shortened form of her Irish name. She was the daughter of Owen O’Malley, chief of
the district called the Owles in Connaught, a noted piratical leader. On his death Grania took
command of the fleet, which she led with a strong hand; and for many years she kept the
western coasts in a state of continual terror. Late in life she visited Queen Elizabeth in London.
An interesting account of this visit will be found in the Anthologia Hibernica, vol. IT. p. 1; see
also vol. ILL. p. 340.

Such was the celebrity of this chieftainess, that ¢ Grania Waile” has come to be used as a
figurative name for Ireland; and in national songs the people of Ireland are often called Sons
of old Grania Waile.”

The spirited song given here is taken from Hardiman’s Irish Minstrelsy, vol. IL. p. 64. It
was composed by John MacDonnell, commonly called Shane Claragh, a well-known poet of the
last century, who was born at Claragh near Charleville in the county Cork, and died in 1754.
He was the most polished, accomplished, and learned of the numerous Irish poets who flourished
about that period.

Accompanying the Irish song in Hardiman there is a metrical translation by John Dalton;
which I have not given here, for two reasons :—first, because the several lines contain too many
syllables for the air; secondly, because Dalton spells the name Grana Weal, and rhymes the last
syllable all through with such words as feel, kneel, &c.—an affected pronunciation intolerable to
anyone accustomed to the right name. In order to show the correct rhythm however I will give
his second verse, slightly altered, so as to suit the air:—

O’er the high hills of Erin what fires shall blaze,

‘What lihations pour forth and what festive days;

‘While the sweet singing minstrels and monks of the Gael
Shall pray for the king and for Grania Waile.

At page 144 of the same volume, Hardiman gives two verses of the older popular song. The
following is the first verse with the chorus; the second is too coarse to be given here.
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11 buardeanta yni ruanmneaé bi Spdimme Mhaol,
Map 00 chalad rf phadara a piiyce I —

'S 6 cualatd me 'g Eruagad na h-dilne néin

SN Tuatad a puan-conp aF Spdimne mhaol.

OHORUS. —&'1 bobano, 00040, Snamne Mhaot,
&1 bobapo, vovano, Sndinne clérb,
bobaqo, ©ovan0, Fpamne Mhasol,

'8 muna b-fag mé Le bogabd f ch mé néid,

ypdanne Mhaol. Granta WALLE,
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3. To loorresct go burdesnmap top réile o35 Téodt,
Le oiognsip cum oi0gelesir Le gagros 8’7 Fao’ar,
béroro reoite dp g-opice 5o bpdt 'n o péim,

A3 ofbipe & neamoe 6 Thpdinne Mhsol.

4. Chioresp na milce 6n Spbinn Ko Tpoun,
Trop-Scort ne tipe o cpsoad Le plérd,

Fillpro gan masll ugainn cap 14l gan bpeg,
Ag corroesct an nig dec o’y Fnsinne Mhsol.

5. Sppeag ointinn, biod mesvsip opc o Lérop, Lép;
Slac clordestn ¢igac a1 éingrod, o pdd mo cléib;
Sginnpro 6 Highlands Luéc blét-boméso,

&1 rinpro sn i3 ceapc Lle Fpdinne Mhaool.
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6. T4 an Tampip’ &1 Lomrebé 8’1 PDops 08,
b5 Tigesdt cugsmn 5o burdesntan 't an Spiinesc pérh ;
Deroro ritess resycs, muincespds, pomcesd, nérd,
Leir an Sciobapc-ro sip flig cugeann 'y Lle Jhydanne Mhosol.

7. berd fop-gul a7r caor gune s’y génts clab,
A5 plop-boosié ééroce, 1 nf cir liom &;
Stpiocparo go h-ireal, o tlat ’r 5o peon,

"Don Stiobant 0o oibplesd 'y 00 Snainne Mhsol.

8. bioomsoro-ne go fiontad 't 5o péalresd raop,
S ap munnTip 5o h-sobinn gen ¢aan ‘ran ct-raogsl;
Deroro Teororl boét’ 5o hintinness Lén oo rglép,
'S an rgoomnt clam ofbiopts 6 Fhpsinne Mhaol.

9. A dalea vl calma Fpdodmern, pérmh,
Mo tearoar sip margales LA, gon bémm,
04 pscad le resloo sg namuwo go clson,
¥4 rgemaill a5 sgellam Fhpémne Mhsol.

10. bLero ceaptar, berd aitesr, berd 0, berd rglép,
A3 rlaterb o3 presrosl von dpvo-pig Tpeun,
beroro Talls 'n s g-cespitarb os Leagoed Le pillé,
8’1 berd reslb a5 Capolup sip Shpsmne Mhasol.

RN IS

No. 14. Tae Dawnine orF THE DAv.

The air of this song was first published by me in 1872, in my ‘ Ancient Irish Music,” and
it was introduced by the following words :—¢ This simple and pleasing melody is 2 good repre-
sentative of a very numerous class of Irish airs, all characterised by one peculiarity of structure.
There are, in reality, only two different strains, and the whole tune is made up in the following
way :—first strain—second strain—second strain—first strain. In the present air, each strain
consists of four bars, and bearing this in mind, the structure will be apparent at a glance.

“The Irish song from which the air has taken its name is still well known in the southern
counties. It was published in 1847, with a metrical translation, by Edward Walsh, in his
¢ Irish Popular Songs,” an excellent little work, now out of print, and difficult to be procured.
A rude, though not very incorrect tramslation used to be sung as a street ballad in my young
days. I give the Irish words, accompanied by a translafion of my own, the only merit of which
is, that it follows the original almost word for word. Lough Lene is the old name of the Lower
and Middle Lake of Killarney. Ciulfhionn-deas (pron. Cooleen-dhas), means pretty fair-haired
maiden.” *

* Since the date (1872) when the above was written, a new and revised edition of ‘Irish Popular
Songs,” by the late Edward Walsh, has been brought out by Mr. Peter Roe, price 1s. 6d.
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1. One morning early I walked forth 2. No cap nor cloak this maiden wore,

By the margin of Lough Lene; Her neck and feet were bare ;

The sunshine dressed the treesin green,  Down to the grass in ringlets fell
And summer bloomed again ; Her glossy golden hair;

I left the town and wandered on A milking pail was in her hand,
Through fields all green and gay, She was lovely, young, and gay;

And whom should T meet but Cooleen  She bore the palm from Venus bright,

Dhas, By the dawning of the day.

By the dawning of the day.



30 IRISH MUSIC AND SONG.

3. On a mossy bank I sat me down

‘With the maiden by my side ;

With gentle words I courted her,
And asked her for my bride;

) Shesaid, Young man,don’t bring me blame,

But let me go away;

For morning’s light is shining bright,
By the dawning of the day.

B = e

No. 15. Lorp Mavo.

The words of this song were composed some time in the 17th century, for Lord Mayo of
Castleburke, near Castlebar, by David O’Murray, the blind bard of the family. O’Murray had
incurred the displeasure of his lord, who had, in consequence, banished him from the mansion.
But having been a whole year in cxile, he suddenly appeared on Christmas night, harp in hand,
in the great hall where the joyous festivities were going on, and struck up this song. Ttisan
appeal for mercy and forgiveness; and we are told that Lord Mayo was so moved by it, that he
forgave the erring bard, and restored him to his old place of honour.

But however skilful O'Murray may have been as a poet, he certainly failed to catch the
correct structure of the air, which, it need hardly be said, is very fine, and far older than the
song. Furlong’s metrical translation, which accompanies the Irish in Hardiman’s Irish Minstrelsy,
(Vol. I, p. 228), gives no idea whatever of the metre, either of the song or of the air: it is
indeed, properly speaking, not a translation at all, but a very free paraphrase, like all Furlong’s
versions.

I know an English Jacobite song to the air, which I heard so often sung in my boyhood,
that T have kept it in memory to this day. It was composed by some Irish peasant poet, who
knew Irish well, but English imperfectly; and though he expresses himself very rudely in the
latter language, he understood and represented perfectly both the rhythm and rhyme of the air.
Partly for this reason I will give one verse; but partly also because it is a curious example of
assonance or vowel-rhyming. The rhyme of Irish poetry, like that of Spanish, was assonantal :
and the Irish poets of the last two or three centuries, who were perfectly at home in Irish, but
were only half acquainted with English, composed nearly all their English songs with assonantal
vhymes. I may remark that this song requires the first part of the air to be repeated, which was
evidently ‘he original intention of the musical composer.

You’re welcome home, Prince Charlie,
You're the Romans’ * only darling,
T'll make for you a garland

Both glorious and fine ;
And I'll deck it out with posies,
With violets and primroses,
The sweetest of nosegays,

And bluebells mixed with thyme.

Romans, {.¢., Roman Catholics.
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Yowll yet be England’s darling,
\When George gives up his bargain,
And plants eternal gardens

In his own father’s grounds ;
For he was as good a sower,
A plougher and a mower,
As ever left Hanéver,

Before he wore the crown,

The air was printed by Dr. (then Mr.) Petrie, in Holden’s ¢ Collection of Irish Airs,” and
alsoby J. C. Walker in his ¢ Irish Bards,” who copied it however from Petrie.

Tigeapns Mhsaged, Lorp Mavo.
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3. Irien bhmnmgeopn‘x Miape 4. ’Si S10bén vesr na g-citnin pors,
Thoep fnstb rusip an épeob o g-clod, I miince 8’111 péile glop,

A mémn, & b-péaprsinn fircs, A1 bid pb improe Datm-rs,
’8 ann gacé chilivesdét map 'y comp: Mim péroTesd, foagorl 6'm ledn;
Teal-3pian 1 aip goé banncpascde, Ci510 resaros, o CU1gEs],

4 g-ceannyssc 1 o g-céill né-mon,
T4 fiotcdin 0 pageil vath ' on am to,
UsiT péin 'y 6o ledman;

Chuipresad more sip clonnaib céige,
A1 canard caint ra DUTHACT,

Ann mo v&1L map 11 coip;
'Sé Tubéro 65 e biipc, a3 no pann o’bup g-cumoad,

An cnsob clmps T éirescoss mon, So m-bud yaogled, rlén sn cligesyp,
Fao1 éomaipc "0 n~o1l oo, Maq té hetbro, Nestlro, Tom, &1 Decio

’S 5o m-bud buan 0o berd 1é beso. &r péupls an él o,

No. 16. Tue Famr Hirrs or HorLy IRELAND.

The following beautiful song was composed—or rather partly composed—by Donogh Roe
MacNamara, a schoolmaster and poet of the last century, a native of Cratloe in Clare. It was
published by John O’Daly in his ‘ Poets and Poetry of Munster.” Another and more correct
version—though not differing materially from O’Daly’s—has been lately published in the Gaelic
Journal (Vol. IL, p. 165), by Mr. John Fleming, taken from a transcript made just one hundred
years ago by one of MacNamara’s pupils. This latter is the version I give here. But I have
been obliged to adopt the older form of the refrain, ¢ Bdn-chnoic Eireann Ogh,” instead of
MacNamara's ¢ Ban-chnoic aoibhinn Eireann,” given by Mr. Fleming, which does not suit the
air. The metrical translation is by Clarence Mangan.

There is an older song of three stanzas, which MacNamara incorporated in his song, with
little change. I give this older song also, separately. It was published by Hardiman and Edward
Walsh, and Walsh’s translation is appended. Sir Samuel Ferguson has also left us a metrical trans-
lation which is almost word for word; but it does not suit the air.

The refrain of this latter song, ‘“ Ulluckdn dubk O”—which is common to several Irish
songs—has given name to the air. Ulluckhdn is merely a cry of sorrow, the old form of the
wodern Ulagén ; and ¢ Ulluchdn dubh O is an expression of lamentation, something like the
English ¢ Alack and well-a-day.” Accordingly Moore in his Irish Melodies calls the air ‘‘ The
song of soxrrow,” which is sufficiently correct.

It ought to be remarked that *“ Ban-chnoic Eireann Ogh,” corresponds exactly in metre with
¢ Ulluchdn dubh 0, which ““Ban-chnove aoibhinn Eireann?’ does not.

To this fine air Moore has written his song, “Weep on, weep on, your hour is past.”
Another song has been written to it by my brother, Robert Dwyer Joyce—¢ With sad silent tears,
through the dim mist of years”-—which has been republished by Mr. Peter Goodman in his

¢ School and Home Song Book.” It will be perceived that both of these songs have caught up
the sad expression of the air.
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4. 17 paipring pap mép 160 cpusds na h-émezmn,
An-énoic €ipesnn o3,
& curo mesls 'gur usceap o’glusiresét na rloocos,
din ban-énoic Eijeann of.
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TRANSLATED BY J. C. MANGAN.
Take a blessing from my heart to the land of my birth,
And the fair Hills of Kire, O !
Angd to all that survive of Eibhear’s tribe on earth
On the fair hills of Eire, O'!
In that land so delightful the wild thrush’s lay
Seems to pour a lament forth for Eire’s decay—
Alas! alas! why pine I a thousand miles away
From the fair hills of Eire, O!

The soil is rich and soft ; the air is mild and bland
Of the fair hills of Eire, O!
Her barest rock is grecner to me than this rude land—
Oh! the fair hills of Eire, O'!
Her woods are tall and straight, grove rising over grove;
Trees flourish in her glens below, and on her heights above
Ohb, in heart and in soul, I shall ever, ever love
The fair hills of Eire, O !



TRISH MUSIC AND SONG. 85

A noble tribe, moreover, are the now hapless Gael
On the fair hills of Eire, O!

A tribe in battle’s hour unused to shrink or fail
On the fair hills of Eire, O!

For this is my lament in bitterness outpoured,

To see them slain or scattered by the Saxon sword,

Oh, woe of woes, to see a foreign spoiler horde
On the fair hills of Eire, O!

Broad and tall rise the cruachs in the golden morning’s glow
On the fair hills of Eire, O'!

O’er her smooth grass for ever sweet cream and honey flow,
On the fair hills of Eire, O'!

0, I long, I am pining again to behold

The land that belongs to the brave Gael of old ;

Far dearer to my heart than a gift of gems or gold,
Are the fair hills of Hire, O!

The dew-drops lie bright 'mid the grass and yellow corn,
On the fair hills of Eire, O!

The sweet-scented apples blush redly in the morn,
On the fair hills of Eire, O!

The water-cress and sorrel fill the vales below;

The streamlets are hushed, till the evening breezes blow ;

‘While the waves of the Suir, noble river, ever flow,
Near the fair hills of Eire, O!

A fruitful clime is Eire’s, through valley, meadow, plain,
And the fair land of Eire, O!

The very “ Bread of Life” is in the yellow grain,
On the fair hills of Eire, O!

Far dearer unto me than the tones music yields,

Is the lowing of the kine and the calves in her fields,

And the sunlight that shone long ago on Gaelic shields
On the fair hills of Eire, O!

bsn-énoic €ipesnn OF. Trr Fare Hirrs or Hory IeErand.
(ORIGINAL VERSION.)
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1rbacallagd, buscad, ouslad, onéimnesd,
Ullaéén oud O,
566 poparpe o Slusiresy 6 cusncarbna h-Cipesnn,
Ullacén oub O.
Rodpaors sip usipo, mé 'y buan béroesy mo faofoel
To talath an T-rusipcesy map ap ousl bett mo faogal,
0o bpesapn Liom né bup n-ouslzur e mép Le mirdesth,
bheit s bin-énoic €pesnn OF.

11 toapbesc ' ar mop1so cpusc na h-€imesnn,
Ullaéén oub O,
Droesnn an T-im sy an c-usécap 43 glusireade *na tlaoo snm,
Ullacén oub O.
Divesnn an biolep s an o-toinn snn 8’1 ramoed bog rogeil,
A1 ns cuscs ag Laboeipe ann 616 5o L6,
'S sn pmérttin darsl 17 pusam Binne céol,
Bap Bén-cnoic €ipesnn OF

[PUUVNN DO N

TRANSLATED BY EDWARD WALSH.
Beautiful and wide are the green fields of Erin
Tlachan dhuv, O,
‘With life-giving grain in the golden corn therein,
Ullachan dhuv, O,
Ard honey in the woods of the mist-wreaths deep,
And in the summer by the paths the bright streams leap;
At burnitg noon rick sparkling dew the fair flowers steep,
On the fair hills of Erin, O.

How clustering his ringlets, how lofty his bearing,
Ullachan dhav, O,

Each warrior leaving the broad bays of Erin,
Tllachan dhuv, O.

‘Would heaven grant the hope in my bosom swelling,

T'd seek that land of joy in life’s gifts excelling

Beyond your rich rewards, I’d choose a lowly dwelling
On the fair hills of Erin, O.

Gainful and large are the corn-stacks of Erin,
TUllachan dhuv, O ;
Yellow cream and butter abound ever therem,
Ullachan dhuv, G;
And sorrel soft, and cresses where bright streams stray,
And speaking cickoos fill the grove the live-long day,
And the little thrush, so noble of sweetest-sounding lay,
On the fair hills of Erin, O
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No. 17. O, Puise or My HEART, WHY DO YOU FROWN ?

The air of this song, which was first published by Dr. Petrie in his ‘‘ Ancient Music of
Treland,” is well known among the peasantry in every part of the country. In disturbed times it
was very generally selected as the air of Whiteboys or Ribbonmen songs—or ¢ treason songs,” as
they were often called ; and I remember hearing in my youth fragments of several of them. T give
here, however, a song of a different kind which was also sung to the air, and which was first
published with translation in the same metre by Edward Walsh. I think this a song of much
delicate fancy and beauty; and perhaps those of my readers who do not understand Irish may
feel pleased if T enable them to judge for themselves by the following literal translation:

On yesterday morning early, before the sun,

1 saw a maiden of lovely form;

The snow and the quicken-berry were struggling for mastery on her countenance,
Ana her delicate slender figure was like the swan on the stream ;

And O, pulse of my heart, why do you frown?

The gentle voice of her mouth was more melodious with pleasantness

Than (the lyre of) Orpheus who subdued the wild beasts ;

Her soft clear eyes were like dewdrops of crystal

On the green shamrocks of the field early, before the sun 3

And O, pulse of my heart, why do you frown ?
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TRANSLATION BY EDWARD WALSH.

L

Before the sun rose at yester dawn
I met a fair maid adown the lawn ;
The berry and snow
To her cheek gave its glow,
And her bosom was fair as the sailing swan—
Then, pulse of my heart, what gloom is thine ?

1I1.

Her beautiful voice more hearts hath won
Than Orpheus’s lyre of old had done ;

Her ripe eyes of blue

Were crystals of dew,
On the grass of the lawn before the sun—
And, pulse of my heart, what gloom is thine

TR IR 0~

No. 18. DriMiN DHOWN DHEELISH.

This is one of the best known and most popular of Irish songs: in my young aays T heard it
sung everywhere among the Irish-singing pessantry.  The name Druimfhionn Donn signifies
¢ white-backed brown cow,” and was one of those numerous allegorical designations adopted by
the song-writers of the last century, who in those penal times found it necessary to disguise the
subjects of their patriotic songs—whether Ireland or Prince Charles Edward—under obscure names,
such as Méirin Nt Chuilliondin, Sighile Ni Ghadhra, Caitilin Triall (Kitty Tyrrell), Castilin N¢
1- Uallachdin, Grainne Mhaol, An Londubk (The Blackbird), &ec.

There are several versions of the song; but I have given here the one published by Dr. Petrie
which be got from Professor O’Curry. The translation is by J. J. Callanan ; but it is “so freely
rendered that it can hardly claim to be more than an embodiment of the leading thought in the
rude song of the Irish Poet. Asusual, however, with Callanan’s translations of Irish songs, it has
the rare merit of preserving the rhythmical features of the original so perfectly, that it can be
sung to the old melody with a fitness not inferior to that of the Irish words.” (Petrie).

The setbing of the air given here differs considerably from that given by Petrie. His was
obtained in Derry; mine is the Munster version, which is now published for the first time.
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TRANSLATION BY J. J. CALLANAN.

Oh, say my brown Drimin, thou silk of the kine,

Where, where aze thy strong ones, last hope of thy line ?
Too deop and too long is the slumber they take;

At the loud call of freedom why don’t they awake ?

My strong ones have fallen from the bright eye of day,
All darkly they sleep in their dwellings of clay ;

The cold turf is o’er them, they heed not my cries

And since Lewis no aid gives I cannot arise.
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Oh, where art thou, Lewis ? Our eyes are on thee—
Are thy lofty ships walking in strength o’er the sea ?
In freedom’s last strife, if you linger or fail,

No morn e’er shall break o’er the night of the Gael.
But should the king’s son now bereft of his right,
Come forth in his strength for his country to fight ;
Like leaves on the trees will new people arise,

And deep from their mountains shout back to my eries.
When the Prince, now an exile, shall come for his own,
The Tsles of his father, his rights, and his throne,

My people in battle the SBaxons will meet,

And kick them before like old shoes from their feet.
O’er mountains and valleys they’ll press on their rout,
The five ends of Erin shall ring to their shout;

Thy sons all united shall bless the glad day

‘When the flint-hearted Saxon they’ve chased far away.

e SR Y T

No. 19. Morgen O’CULLENAN.

The air of this song is sometimes known as ‘The Rose Tree,” sometimes as Méirin NVt
Chuilliondin ; and it has been made familiar by Moore’s song, * I’d Mourn the Hopes that leave
me.” Many Trish songs have been written to it : the one I give bere has been copied from John
0’Daly’s «“ Poets and Poetry of Munster.” Mdirin Nt Chuilliondin, is one of the allegorical names
of Ireland, for which see page 88.

Mémn i Chulliondan, MoreeN O’CULLENAN.
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TRANSLATION BY J. C. MANGAN.

. One evening roaming lonely,

As pale twilight just began,
I met the fair, the only,

The bright Moirin Ni Chuillionain ;
The maid whom Erin blesses,

The dignified, the gay, the neat,
Whose brilliant golden tresses

Wave down o’er her waxen feet.

2. So pure, so fair, so blooming,

8o mild, placid souled and meek,
8o sweet and unassuming

A maiden ’twere vain to seek;
Her fair and radiant features,

Her tall form *twas bliss to see—
The noblest of God’s creatures,

The loveliest, the best is she !
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3. Her face, her brow of marble,
Breathed music, oh, far more
Than lays the wild birds warble
In greenwood glens anear the shore,
Or his whose fairy metre,
Bewitched Usnagh’s sons one day,
More tender far, and sweeter

‘Were hers that Christ sent in my way.

4. I bowed before the daughter
Of light, love, and heavenly song,
And asked her what had brought her
To us without a warrior throng.
Had she come o’er the ocean
To melt our hearts and make us wail ;
Or owned she the devotion
Of Conn’s tribes in Inisfail.

. “Oh, I'm thy fondest-hearted,”

She said, ¢ though now beneath a ban ;
From me in days departed

Sprang Eoghan and each noble clan,
The sons of Conn the glorious,

And Nialland Art who filled the throne;
Though now the foe, victorious,

Thus makes me pine so lorn and lone.

. “ Our Prince and true commander

Is now, too, an exile far;
Alas, we both must wander
Until the avenging day of war;
But through what distant regions
I know not till the Gaels shall come,
And their victorious legions
Lead him and me in triumph home.

7. “Crowds throng to seek and find me,
Of lovers I have many in truth ;
But none of all shall bind me,
In wedlock’s bonds but one braveyouth;
A hero bold and portly
As ever graced the name of man,
‘Will share three crowns full shortly,
With Moirin Ni Chuillionain.”

~SAFCRIIE

No. 20. Mary or BALLYHAUNIS.

The following tender and touching love song is of Connaught origin, Ballyhaunis being a

small town in Mayo.
accounting for its composition.

Among the old people of Galway and Mayo, there is still a tradition
The song was published by Hardiman in his ‘Irish Minstrelsy,”

Vol. I., p. 326, and also by Edward Walsh in his ‘ Irish Popular Songs.” Walsh’s metrical

translation is here given with the song.

The air, which is one of Carolan’s most beautiful  plaintive melodies, is known in both

Munster and Connaught.
following stanza is a fair specimen : —

Ye guardian angels be his gnide
And defend him from all harms,
Let no evil fortune him betide
In any war’s alarms :

I know an English song which I have heard sung to it, of which the

Should he be slain in Boston’s plain,
Where cannons roar like thunder,
Then death would ease me of my pain,

And break my heart asunder.
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TRANSLATED BY EDWARD WALSH.

1 O Mary dear, for thee I pine, 3. But thy cooleen-bawn I saw one day

O place thy hand in mine, love; ‘Where bloomed the beanfield’s cluster,

My fathers here were chieftains high, Thy bosom white like ocean’s spray,
Then to my plaints incline, love. Thy cheek like rowan-fruit’s lustre ;

O plaited bair, that now we were Thy tones that shame the wild bird’s fame
In wedlock’s band united ! ‘Which sing in summer weather ;

For maiden mine, in grief I'll pine, And oh, I sigh that thou, love, and I
Until our vows are plighted ! Steal not from this world together!

2. Thou rowan-tree bloom, since thus I rove 4. If with thy lover thou depart

All worn and faint to greet thee, To the land of ships, my fair love,
Come near and see my constant love, No weary pain of head or heart,
‘With love as true to meet me: Shall haunt our slumbers there, love.
Alas, my head ! its wits are fled, Oh, haste away, ere death’s cold prey,
T've failed in filial duty, Thy soul from thee withdrawn is;
For my sire did say, « Shun, shun, foraye And my hope’s reward the churchyard’s
That Ballyhaunis beauty !” sward,

In the town of Ballyhaunis!

M. H. Gill and Son, Printers, Dublin’
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