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Is a Bhrid Og Ni Mhaille,
Is t0 a d'fhag mo chroi créite.

Is a Dharach Ui Chathain,
t4 ta imithe ag ligint do scithe.

A Nora Bheag ca raibh ta aréir? 'sé a
duirt mo Mhamai liomsa.

A Pheigin na gcarad is a Pheigin mo

chroi, cé hé an fear fada timpeall an
ti?

A Pheadair mo chara is a Pheadair mo
chroi, sin € do mhaicin nach bhfaca tu
riabh.

Baidin Fheilimi d'imigh go Gabhla,
baidin Fheilimi is Feilimi ann.

'Sé an truaigh nach mise, nach mise,
'sé an truaigh nach mise bean Phaidin.

O gairim, gairim i,

agus gairim i mo stor.
Mile gra le m'anam i,

'si Peigin Leitir Moir.

Is mise Sean O Loinsigh,

B’I’ea Cliath i mo chroi.

Ach an duine thall Beairtle Sheéin
Bhrid.
Deoir ina shuile agus bron ina chroi.

Ta an long ag dul anonn inniu, a
Chailin Phédraig Shéamais.

A Mhuire na nGrast, a Mhathair Mhic
Dé.

And young Bridget O Malley,
It’s you who’ve left my heart broken

And Darach O Cathain,
you’ve gone to take your rest

Little Nora, where were you last night?
My Mommy said to me.

Peggy my friend and Peggy my dear,
who is that tall man around the house?

Peter my friend and Peter my dear,
that's your little son whom you’ve never
seen.

Feilimi’s little boat went to Gabhla,

Feilimi1’s little boat and Feilimi 1n it.
It’s a pity that I’'m not, that ’'m not, it’s a
pity that I’'m not Paddy’s wife.

Oh, I call, call her, and I call her my
darling.

She’s the love of my soul,

she' Peggy of Lettermore.

| am Sean Lynch
Dublin in my heart.

But that person over there is Bartholomew
John Bridget.
A tear in his eyes and sorrow in his heart.

The ship is leaving here today, oh Colin
Patrick James.

Oh Mary of the Graces, oh Mother of the
Son of God.



