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[1 Nota déanta ag an tras-scribhneoir

DONALL: Rjght anois a Pheigi, ar mhaith leat inse domh fan 14 a chuaigh td chuig an

Chéad Chomaoineach, a Pheigi?

PEIGI: Bhuel, an 14 a chuaigh mise na Chéad Chomaoineacha, cibé a d'ith mé roimhe an
11, ni raibh cead agat dada a ithe i ndiaidh an 12.

DONALL: Chaithfed a bheith i do throscadh, creidim.

PEIGI: Chaithfed a bheith i do throscadh. Agus d’6l mé, silim, cupa uisce roimh an 12 an
oiche sin agus ni raibh dada ite agam agus fuair mé féin agus cailin eile na Chéad
Chomaoineach, ta muid inar chomradai ar fad, ta sise thall in Albain. Agus nuair mise fhad
le Teach an Phobail, bhi an bheirt againn ag siul isteach le chéile agus thit mise sios lena
taobh, bhi mé lag. Ni raibh dada ite agam. Sin an sort saoil, ni raibh cead againn dada a
ithe you see. Agus bhi mé an-lag agus go direach thit mé, fuair mé laige sios ag a taobh.
Agus creidim gur thug siad, cibé ar thug siad domh ansin le mé a thabhairt thart ar ais,
bhi sin ceart go leor ansin, sin an chéad, sin an Chéad Comaoineach a bhi agamsa a
Dhénaill.

DONALL: Agus c’ait a raibh an Teach Phobail, taobh...?
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PEIGI: Thios anseo. Phasail tusa anios é nuair a bhi t0 ag teacht anios anseo. T& me
cinnte gur phasail, chaithfea pasail...em, taobh do ldimhe deise just, sios giota 6 bharr na
coille, an ait ar thiontaigh tusa anuas...
DONALL: ...0, tuigim anois...
PEIGI: ...An teach phobail...
DONALL: ...Sea...
PEIGI: ...T4 sé suas giota.
DONALL: C’ainm até ar an Teach Phobail sin?
PEIGI: Cill Taobhéige.
DONALL: Cill Taobhdige, yeat.

PEIGI: Aye, Cill Taobhdige. N4, Pardiste Ghleann Fhinne até sé, you see.

DONALL: Agus an mbeadh an sagart ansin crua oraibh a Pheigi, cosuil le, bhfuil a fhios

agat, foghlaim Teagasc Criosta agus achan rud mar sin?

PEIGI: Bhi. Chaithfed an teagasc Criosta a bheith agat 6 chludach go clidach an t-am
sin a Dhonaill. Ta cuimhne agam maistir na scoile a bhi agam, maistreds na scoile a bhi
againn, bhéarfadh si isteach fhad le room beag a bhi si féin ag fanacht ann, 9 né 10
chloigne againn agus ag foghlaim an teagasc Criosta dtinn. O bhi sé an-chrua a Dhoénaill,
chaithfea...

DONALL: ...Agus chaithfed é a fhail ceart.
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PEIGI: Chaithfed é a fhail ceart, bhuel fiachadh le é a fhail ceart ar scor ar bith, bhi sé

an-chrua. Bhi sé an-chrua. Ach ni hé sin mar ata anois, ta a fhios agat.

DONALL: Bhi sé fosta, creidim nuair a phds tu a Pheigi, bhi, bhi, bhi teagasc Criosta le

foghlaim fosta ag chuplai agus.

PEIGI: A bhuel, ni raibh.

DONALL: Ni raibh.

PEIGI: Niraibh. Ni raibh san am sin a Dhénaill, & ni raibh. Ao, ni raibh san am sin.

Bhi, bhi, bhi, sin, sin in seachtd, seasca a hocht.

DONALL: A, bhuel, ni raibh.

PEIGI: Ni raibh.

DONALL: Cha raibh san am sin sure.

PEIGI: Aye. Agus ni raibh dada san am sin, no, ni raibh dada san am sin. Sé, sé'n t-am
a bhi, bhi muid ag gabhail na scoile a ba chrua, a Dhonaill. Sin an t-am a bhi, bhi, bhi an
t-am sort, ni raibh caill air san am sin ach leora bhi an t-airgead gann fosta.

DONALL: Ni raibh airgead ar bith ann, d'fhéadfa a ra.

PEIGI: Niraibh. Niraibh. Ni raibh.

DONALL: Achan duine beo bocht go direach.

PEIGI: Achan duine beo bocht agus bhi tusa agus mise agus achan duine eile mar a

leanann you know.
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DONALL: Mmm.
PEIGI: Bhi. Ni raibh airgead ag duine ar bith.
DONALL: Ni raibh na carranna seo ann a Pheigi ata tu a fheicedil ina rith thart anois.
PEIGI: O Dhia &r sabhail, ni raibh ar chor ar bith. Ard, ni raibh ar chor ar bith na cha
raibh carranna ar bith ann ar chor ar bith a Dhénaill, cipla carr a Dhoénaill, macasambhail
dochtuir nd sagart na rud inteacht.
DONALL: Sin a raibh.
PEIGI: Mmm. Agus ag gabhéil na scoile frid sneachta agus sioc, agus, ra, rathanna
mora sneachta. Rachfa sios iontu agus cha raibh ann ach go mbeifed abalta a theacht
astu arais.

DONALL: Ach chaithfed a dhul go direach na scoile, ba chuma caidé an cinel...

PEIGI: ...Chaithfed a dhul na scoile, 6 chaithfea a dhul san am sin, na scoile. Bhuel,

leora ni raibh mise ar an scoil achan 13, na bhi turas fada againn le dhul na scoile.

DONALL: Sé, bhuel duirt td, ddirt td sin liom.

PEIGI: Ni raibh mise ar an scoil achan a bhi, na maistiri san am sin, bhi siad iontach crua

ar phaisti.

DONALL: Bhi.

PEIGI: Bhi siad iontach crua.

DONALL: Bhi siad go maith anois.
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PEIGI: Bhi siad nios crua nd ba chéir déibh a bheith, silim féin, you know.

DONALL: Bhi. Ni raibh tuigbhedl ar bith...

PEIGI: ... trom orthu inniu, bhfuil a fhios agat, bhi siad nios crua na ba chdir
doibh a bheith. Bhi agus gan a dhath ite againn na dada chdir a bheith ar maidin you

know.

DONALL: An raibh siad ag tabhairt coca daoibh a Pheigi né an raibh siad ag gabhail da

sin san am sin?

PEIGI: Bhuel, cdca I3, bhuel, bhuel, silim féin, nior 4l mise moéran cdco cinnte, tae a bhi

ann i gconai a Dhonaill. Ach ni raibh, beagan le hithe just.

DONALL: Ach an raibh siad ag tabhairt cocé amach ar an scoil a Pheigi, an bhfuil

cuimhne agat?

PEIGI: Ni raibh, 4, Dhia ar sabhail, ni raibh.

DONALL: Ni raibh iomra air.

PEIGI: Chaithfed agus fa choinne abhar tinibh, rud a chaithfed, clpla féd ména a bheith
leat na scoile. Agus ansin nuair a bhéarfa na cupla féd sin na haite, bheadh oiread cruinn
thart fan tine sin agus ni bhfaighfea a chéir, i ndiaidh na cupla féd a bheith leat ‘s uilig,
you know. (Gaire) Ni bhfaighfed chéir na tinibh. O, my, my, bhi sé corr, you know. Bhi.
Mmm. O, is cuimhne liom sin, cinnte, bhi, bhi, bhi, bhi am crua ann agus gheofa, ma
raibh an freagra ceart agat, gheofa corr s/ap maith crua. Ach creidim nach ndearna sé

dada orainn, you know, ach, go direach, ni thiocfadh leat dearmad a dhéanamh do.

DONALL: Mo butag an am chéanna, cha raibh sé ceart ach oiread a Pheigi.

PEIGI: Ni raibh, 6 Dhia.
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DONALL: Chan sin an ddigh le teagasc.

PEIGI: Bheadh an-Itchair ort nuair a thiocfadh an tri a chlog a Dhénaill.

DONALL: (Géire)

PEIGI: O Dhia, ionas go bhfaighfed ar shil ar ais...

DONALL: ...Bi geall go mbeadh.

PEIGI: Bhi an mhaidin 14 arna mharach ansin romhat ar ais, chaithfea a bheith ar shidl ar

ais.

DONALL: Char dtige! A pheigi, an bhfuil ti ag gabhail a cheol clipla amhran eile domh a

chailleach? Cheol tu go maith an la deireanach domh...

PEIGI: ...(Gaire) O Dhia. Nil a fhios agam...

DONALL: ...Agus fuair ti réitigh den tslaighdean 's...

PEIGI: Nil a fhios agam an ndéarfaidh achan duine sin a Dhénaill. Ach ni mhothdidh a'n

duine eile é, ta mé ag duil?

DONALL: Ao.

PEIGI: T4 mé ag dependsil ort anois.

DONALL: O bhuel, d’inis mé duit é.

PEIGI: Aye.
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DONALL: ..gCeaolfaidh, An gceolfaidh t0 ceann, bhi ti ag caint air ansin nios luaithe

nuair a bhi muid ag 6l an tae; "Hills of Glenswilly”; an bé a Pheigi?

PEIGI: Sea, sin an ceann a bhi tusa ag caint air?

DONALL: Sé, an gceolfaidh tl é sin?

PEIGI: Dhéanfaidh mé mo dhicheall a Dhonaill, dhéanfaidh mé mo dhicheall, a fhad ‘s
nach dtéim frid, a fhad is ata seo agam ni rachaidh mé frid agus na gloine, ni rachaidh mé
frid. Ta sé doiligh, deir siad go bhfuil ceoltdir maith doiligh a startail.

DONALL: (Géire)

PEIGI: Ar mhothaigh t( sin ariamh?

DONALL: Nior mhothaigh.

PEIGI: Ach ni hé sin an cas agamsa.

DONALL: No, nior mhothaigh me iomra ar sin ariamh.

PEIGI: (Gaire) Caidé a dhéan, an dtosdidh mé anois?

DONALL: Sé, 8, aye, ceol ar do shuaimhneas ansin.

PEIGI: [ ag ceol The Hills of Glenswilly]

“Attention pay, my countrymen, and hear my latest news;

Although my song is sorrowful, I hope you'll me excuse;

I left my peaceful residence a foreign land to see,

And bid farewell to Donegal, likewise to Glenswilly.
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Brave stalwart men around me stood, each comrade kind and true
And as I grasped each well-known hand to bid them all adieu;
Said I, my fellow countrymen, I hope you'll soon be free’

To raise the sunburst proudly o'er the hills of Glenswilly

‘Twas on a summer’s morning at the dawning of the day

I left my peaceful happy home to wander far away;

And as I viewed those grand old scenes, perhaps no more to see,
Sure I thought my heart would surely break when leaving Glenswilly.
No more beside the sycamore I'll hear the blackbird sing;

No more to hear the blithe cuckoo to welcome back the spring;
No more I'll plough those fertile fields, a chuisle geal mo chroidhe,
On a foreign soil I'm doomed to toil faraway from Glenswilly

May peace and plenty reign supreme around Lough Swilly's shore;
May discord never enter those Irish homes no more;

And may the time soon come around, when T'll return to thee,
And live where my forefathers lived, and died in Glenswilly”.
PEIGI: Sin anois agat é a Dhonaill.

DONALL: T4 sé sin ina amhran ar déigh.

PEIGI: T3, td sé ina amhran mhaith cinnte.

DONALL: T4 sé galdnta.

PEIGI: T& sé ina amhran mhaith a Dhonaill, ta.

DONALL: Mic/ Mc Ginley a scriobh sin.
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PEIGI: Aye duirt t sin a Dhénaill. By God, bhi sé maith ag cumadh amhrain.
DONALL: Bhi sé maith ag cumadh.
PEIGI: Bhi sé maith ag cumadh amhrdin, 6 bhi. Bhi, mhothaigh mé iomra ar an fhear
sin cinnte ach ni raibh aithne ar bith agam air na ar a mhac ach an oiread ach mhothaigh
mé iomra ar 7ony Mc Ginley cinnte.
DONALL: Sea.
PEIGI: Agus nil sé an t-anfhad sin 6 cuireadh é.
DONALL: Cupla bliain, yeah.
PEIGI: Cupla bliain, cinnte, a Dhénaill, aye, cipla bliain, aye.
DONALL: Sin a bhfuil, sin a bhfuil ann. O bhi mé istigh aige go minic, but.
PEIGI: An raibh?
DONALL: D'inis sé domh gur a athair a scriobh, a scriobh an t-amhran sin.
PEIGI: My, my.
DONALL: Bhi clpla ceann eile fosta but ...
PEIGI: ...Aye aye.

DONALL: Fear de na Finini a bhi ann agus é ar a sheachnadh so sin an tuighe a raibh sé

ag scriobh sin.

PEIGI: Sea cinnte.
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DONALL: T4 na focail ansin mar a litir ann go direach.

PEIGI: T4 cinnte, mar bheadh litir ann cinnte, a Dhénaill, t& cinnte.

DONALL: Mmm.

PEIGI: Bhfuil a fhios agat, bhuel, nil a fhios agam anois cé acu té sé thios agamsa,
bhféidir go bhfuil focail ann nar, nar chuir mise ann ach sin an ddigh a bhi sé agamsa, you
know.

DONALL: O, t sé agat agus agat go maith.

PEIGI: Sin an doigh a bhi sé agam ach by God, bhi sé, bhi sé maith, bhi sé, bhi sé,

curtha sios go han-mhaith.

DONALL: Bhi sé maith ag cumadh.

PEIGI: Bhi sé maith ag cumadh. Ba mhor an trua a bhas.

DONALL: T4 a fhios agam.

PEIGI: Aye ba mhor an trua a bhas. Aye 6 bhi, bhi, bhi corr dhuine maith ag gabhail

d’amhrain mar sin a Dhonaill.

DONALL: O bhi go leor acu nach raibh méran iomré orthu.

PEIGI: Bhi, bhi. Bhi tréan, go direach nach raibh méran iomré orthu.

0180D016205
PEIGI: [Amhran a cheol aici, “Eibhlin McMahon — The Pride of Old Erin’s Green Shore”]
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“One night as I lay on my pillow,
A vision appeared in my view’
Of a ship sailing over the ocean’

As the night wind tremendously blew.

On the deck stood a handsome young lady,
Her features I ne'er saw before,

She sighed for the wrongs of her country,

Saying "I'm banished from Erin's green shore".

In thoughts I approached this young lady,

I asked her the cause of her sigh,

Saying "Cheer up my handsome young lady,
I'll be your slave 'til I die".

She looked at me in meditation,
As the tears from her blue eyes did roll,
Saying "I'm a poor exile from Ireland,

The land where the green shamrock grows.

My name it is Eileen McMahon,
My age it is scarcely eighteen,
I thank you, good sir, for your kindness,

For you know not how lonely I've been.

For the want of employment in Ireland,
I was forced as an exile to roam,
Far away from my home in Killarney,

Where in childhood I longed for to play”.

‘Twas then I awoke from my slumber,

In fancy I see her no more,

Do Thagairti Amhain

11



Do Thagairti Amhain

It was only the face of my mother,

Who stood gazing and smiling at me.

The ship on the ocean had vanished,

In fancy I see her no more,

That beautiful Eileen McMahon.

The pride of old Erin's green shore”.

DONALL: Sin amhran galdnta, chuala mé é roimhe, ceart go leor.

PEIGI: Ar chuala?

DONALL: Mo, nior aithin mé ar tUs anois ach aithnim anois é.

PEIGI: Mmm.

DONALL: Amhran galanta.

PEIGI: Aye Bheadh sé, ta sé, focail maith duit ar scor ar bith.

DONALL: O, t4 sé.

PEIGI: (Géire)

0180D016206

PEIGI: Rud atd an t-amhran fa dtaobh de, bhi accident, seo cailin agus buachaill a bhi i
gcarr agus bhi accident ag an charr. Agus cluinfidh tU ma ta an t-amhran, inseoidh an t-
amhran.

DONALL: T4 sé in san amhran but bhi sé scriofa f4 dhaoine san &it seo a Pheigi na?

PEIGI: O, ni raibh, no, no.
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DONALL: Ao.

PEIGI: Mo, ni raibh. No.
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DONALL: Right. So, c'ainm a thug tu air, "Number Nine”, a duirt tl, an bé?

PEIGI: Sea, "Wumber Nine”, sin an t-ainm ata air.
DONALL: Right

PEIGI: Aye.

DONALL: Ceol thusa sin.

PEIGI: Caithfidh mise 6 _____+ a Dhénaill.
DONALL: O, fan bomaite anois.

PEIGI: Aye.

DONALL: Nuair a bheas td réidh a Pheigi.
PEIGI: [I ag ceol amhréin, Number Nine].

‘Twas a cold winter's night, not a star was on sight
And the north wind came howling down the line,
With his sweetheart so dear stood a young engineer

And his order was to drive out Number Nine.

As he kissed her goodbye with a tear in his eye

But the joy in his heart he could not hide,
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For the whole world seemed bright when she told him that night

That tomorrow she'd be his loving bride.

As the train drove along from her wheels came a song
And the black smoke came pouring from her stack,
The headlights a gleam seemed to brighten his dream

Of tomorrow when he'd be coming back.

As she sped round a hill his brave hearted stood still
For some headlights was gleaming in his eyes,
He murmured a prayer, he then threw on the air

For he knew this would be his final race.

On the wreckage he was found lying dying on the ground
As he asked them to lift his weary head,
As his breath slowly went; here’s a message that he sent

To the girl he thought would be his own.

"There's a neat little home which I built for our own
It's here I thought we could live happy bye and bye,
But I leave it to you for I know you've been true ,
Til we meet at the Golden Gates, Goodbye.
DONALL: Sin é. Nior chuala mé ariamh é a Pheigi.

PEIGI: N& nar chuala.

DONALL: No.
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PEIGI: Sea, “Number Nine” a bheir siad ar sin. O creidim gur, bhuel, bheadh sé go

measartha sean creidim.
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DONALL: Déarfainn go bhfuil.

PEIGI: Mmm.

DONALL: Bhi an scéala ann mar a duirt tu.

PEIGI: Bhi an scéala ann cinnte.

DONALL: Sé, tadsé mara ...

PEIGI: ...Insionn an t-amhran an scéal.

DONALL: Sé, ta sé mar an litir ann go direach.

PEIGI: T4 sé mar a bheadh litir ann cinnte. Maigh, maigh .

DONALL: Ach sin da raibh na sean amhrain.

PEIGI: Sea cinnte, sea. Sea, bhfearr liomsa, nil mdran in sna hamhrdin Gra a Dhénaill.

DONALL: Nil.

PEIGI: Nil méran iontu, you know. Ni, ni.

DONALL: Ao, nil croi nd anam iontu cosuil leis na sean amhrain.

PEIGI: Nil. Bhi, bhi, bhi na sean amhrin, bhi siad ag inse séirt scéil you know.

DONALL: Bhi.

PEIGI: Bhi, bhi cinnte, aye, bhi cinnte.
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PEIGI: [Amhran eile a cheol ag Peigi, “Lovely Derry on the Banks of the Foyle"].

I know a wee spot, it's a spot of great fame
And it lies to the North, and T'll tell you it's name.
It's my own place of birth, and it's on Irish soil

It's called lovely Derry on the banks of the Foyle.

I was young, I was foolish, like the rest of the boys
I had not many sorrows nor yet many joys.
I worked hard for a living, and so hard did I toil

Far away from lovely Derry on the banks of the Foyle.

I courted a wee girl, her age was nineteen
She was the fairest wee colleen that ever you seen.
Her cheeks bloomed like roses, her hair waved in curl

She came from lovely Derry on the banks of the Foyle.
But when I make a fortune, it's home I will go

To the land of my birthplace and the wee girl I know.

I'll build her a mansion, and no more will I toil

Far away from lovely Derry on the banks of the Foyle.
DONALL: Sin é a Pheigi.

PEIGI: O myo.

DONALL: Anois ta t( sasta le sin?

PEIGI: (Gaire), ta, bhuel, by gorra, bhuel ma ta tusa sasta le sin.

DONALL: A no, bhi sin maith. Bhi sin maith a Pheigi. Right fagfaidh mé ag sin inniu td

agus ta mé fior bhuioch diot a Pheigi.
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PEIGI: Maith.

DONALL: Sin Iéir amhrain ceolta agat inniu domh.

PEIGI: Mmm.

DONALL: Maith an bhean.

17



