	Fàgail Liosmor

Deòir air mo shùil, chaidh m’aighear air chùl

Iùbhrach air ghleus gam ghiùlan thar sàil

On tha mi gad fhàgail, eilein mo chrìdh

Sòlas is sìth ort ’s àgh

Muile nam fuar bheann, Morbhairn an àigh,

Apainn na grèine,’s Latharn’ mo ghràidh

’S an t-eilean beag uain’ an caidreabh a’ chuain

Eilean dan tug mi bàidh

Cadal no dùsgadh cluinnidh mi uam                                              

A’ bhanarach òg ri luinneig mun chrò                                             

’S an ùr-mhadainn Chèit’ ’s an smeòrach air gèig                               

A’ gleusadh a pìob gu ceòl 

Sìoda is sròl chan iarrainn rim dheòin                                            

No seudan is stòr no leabaidh-chlòimh àrd                                         

B’e m’aighearachd bhuan an àirigh bheag uain’                              

is cadal gu suain air làr.  

Soraidh le coilltean, soraidh le tràigh                                                              

is soraidh le àilleachd, soraidh le bàidh                                           

On tha mi gad fhàgail, eilean mo chrìdh                                             

Sòlas is sìth ort ’s àgh


	Leaving Lismore

Tears in my eyes, my joy has gone                                                             

The ship is ready to carry me overseas                                                         

Since I am leaving you, isle of my heart                                    

Happiness, peace and success be with you

Mull of the cold bens, Morvern of joy,                                          

Appin of the sun, Lorn of my love                                               

The little green island beside the sea                                                                 

The island to which I gave affection.

Asleep or awake I hear far away                                                        

the young milkmaid singing in the fold                                                            

In the May morning the thrush on a branch                                           

Tuning her pipe for music.

I wouldn’t ask for silk or satin for my desire                                         

or jewels or riches, or a high woollen bed                                                                

My everlasting wish would be the little green shieling                                                         

and to sleep soundly on the floor.

Farewell to the woods, farewell to the beach,                               

and farewell to beauty and to kindness,                                            

Since I’m leaving you, isle of my heart                                                                 

Happiness, peace and success be with you.




