Fear a’ bhata

Rann 1

'S tric mi sealltainn on chnoc as airde
Dh'theuch am faic mi fear a’ bhata;

An tig thu 'n diugh no an tig thu maireach,

'S mur tig thu idir gur truagh a ta mi.

Seist
Fhir a’ bhata na horo éile,
Fhir a’ bhata na horo éile,

Fhir a’ bhata na horo éile,

Mo shoraidh slan leat 's gach ait’ dhan teid thu.

Rann 2

Tha mo chridhe-sa briste, bruite,

'S tric na deoiribh a’ ruith om shuilean;
An tig thu nochd no am bi mo dhuil riut

No'n duin mi 'n doras le osna thursaich?

Rann 3

Gheall mo leannan dhomh guin dhen t-sioda,
Gheall e siud agus breacan riomhach,
Fainne oir anns am faicinn iomhaigh;

Ach 's eagal leamsa gun dean e diochuimhn'.

Rann 4

Bidh mi tuille gu tursach, deurach,
Mar eala bhan 's i an deidh a reubadh,
Guileag bais aic' air lochan feurach

’s a cairdean uileadh an deidh a treigsinn.

Sine NicFhionnlaigh
(The Boatman)

I'm often looking from the highest hilltop
Trying always to see the boatman;
Will you come today or will you come tomorrow,

And if you don't come at all, I'll be distraught.

Oh my boatman na horo éile
Oh boatman na horo éile
Oh boatman na horo éile

My best wishes go with you wherever you may be.

My heart is broken, bruised,
Often the tears are flowing from my eyes;
Will you come tonight or should I expect you

Or will I close the door with a heavy sigh?

My love promised me a dress of silk,
He promised me that and a beautiful tartan
And a golden ring in which 1'd see his reflection;

But I'm afraid he may forget.

I will be forever mournful, tearful,
Like a white swan, mortally wounded,
Whose death-sob wails on some grassy loch

After all her loved ones have abandoned her.

Composed in the late 18" century by Jane Finlayson of Tong, Island of Lewis, for a young Uig
fisherman, Donald MacRae. It seems that the couple were married shortly after her composition of

the song.
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