Gael-Talk
Learning Gaelic 
Year 2
[bookmark: _GoBack]Caibideil 2-8

Zoom link: 

https://us02web.zoom.us/j/86793281836?pwd=WXUvQmJJdkxhRHdjaTV4YWxyYTVpQT09

Nas fheàrr a’ Ghàidhlig bhriste n’ a’ Bheurla chliste!

Better Broken Gaelic than fluent English!

A little reminder – 
We really should pay the piper 
(mòran taing to those who have!) 
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Please send donations for the class to Paypal: 
profmcintyre@yahoo.com
the amount is up to you, but the suggested donation is $5



Clàr na seachdaine (schedule of the week)

· Fàilte!
· Sean fhacal na seachdain –… Gaol
· [bookmark: _Hlk80789251]Còmhradh na Seachdain – Anns a’ chidsin 
· Sgeul na Seachdaine - Peadar Rabaid 
· Week 9 > p. 36
· Òran na seachdaine – Fear a’ Bhàta 


· Sean fhacal na seachdaine

Cho teth ri gaol seòladair.

[image: Heart Touching True Love Stories of Sailor&#39;s-1 - marinersgalaxy]
As hot as a sailor's love.
Alternative: 'Gaol tàilleir'—a tailor's love. Both sailors and tailors are accused of being apt to change their affections easily.


Còmhradh na seachdaine
Today, we’re going to engage in còmhradh / conversation. Start with the following prompts, but feel free to go as far afield as you like (as long as you stay in the Gaelic field!)
With your partner(s), create a story or a description or a dialogue about making and eating a meal. Include the food, what meal it was, how it was made, who ate it. Refer to the following vocabulary sheets. Looking up in dictionary is ‘fair’ as well.

Verbs used 
· Rinn – made
· A’ dèanamh – making 
· Chòcairich – cooked 
· A’ Còcaireachd – cooking
· fhraidhig – fried
· a’ fraidheadh – frying
· bhruich – boiled, cooked, broiled
· a’ bruich – boiling, cooking, broiling
· sguab – swept
· sguabadh – sweeping
· dh’ith – ate
· ag ithe – eating
· dh’òl – drank
· ag òl - drinking
· nigh – cleaned
· a’ nighe – cleaning
· fhuin – baked
· a’ fuineadh - baking


· 



[image: ]
Lite = oatmeal
Brochan = porridge 
Milis = sweet

[image: ][image: ]
Frids = fridge
Uaireadair = clock or watch
Spàin = spoon (one) 
Sgudal anns a’ bhinne 

[image: ]
Sgian = knife, sgianan = knives 
Stòbh = stove 
Spàin = spoon
Bobhla = bowl
Cupan = cup



Work area:
Cha robh mi dachaigh an-diugh agus mar sin rinn an duine agam dìnnear 
Thuirt mi ri ris a’ dhèanamh cùrsa agus rinn e piotsa 
Nuair a thàinig mi dhachaigh bha e deiseil 
Fhuair mi aran milis ‘s briosgaidean ‘butterbeer’ agus cèic donn (brownie) 




Sgeul na Seachdaine
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Òran na seachdaine

Fear a’ Bhàta
[image: Fear a&#39; bhàta | Terre Celtiche Blog]

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VNnmql8ngNg
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tbFC7FDrkpY 

	Gaelic verses
    Séist: 
Fhir a' bhàta, na hóro eile
Fhir a' bhàta, na hóro eile
Fhir a' bhàta, na hóro eile
Mo shoraidh slàn leat 's gach àit' an téid thu

'S tric mi sealltainn on chnoc as àirde
Dh'fheuch am faic mi fear a' bhàta
An tig thu 'n-diugh no 'n tig thu màireach
'S mur tig thu idir gur truagh a tha mi

Tha mo chridhe-sa briste brùite
'S tric na deòir a ruith o m' shùilean
An tig thu nochd na 'm bi mo dhùil riut
No 'n dùin mi 'n doras le osna thùrsaich?

'S tric mi faighneachd de luchd nam bàta
Am fac' iad thu na 'm bheil thu sàbhailt
Ach 's ann a tha gach aon dhiubh 'g ràitinn
Gur gòrach mise ma thug mi gràdh dhut
Not in rendition we heard:

Gheall mo leannan dhomh gùn dhen t-sìoda
Gheall e siud agus breacan rìomhach
Fàinn' òir anns am faicinn ìomhaigh
Ach 's eagal leam gun dèan e dìochuimhn'

Ged a thuirt iad gun robh thu aotrom
Cha do lughdaich siud mo ghaol ort
Bidh tu m' aisling anns an oidhche
Is anns a' mhadainn bidh mi 'gad fhaighneachd

Thug mi gaol dhut 's chan fhaod mi àicheadh
Cha ghaol bliadhna 's cha ghaol ràithe
Ach gaol a thòisich nuair bha mi 'm phàiste
'S nach searg a chaoidh gus an claoidh am bàs mi

Tha mo chàirdean gu tric ag innseadh
Gum feum mi d' aogas a leig' air dìochuimhn'
Ach tha 'n comhairle dhomh cho dìomhain
'S bi tilleadh mara 's i toirt lìonaidh

Bidh mi tuille tùrsach deurach
Mar eala bhàn 's i an dèidh a reubadh
Guileag bàis aic' air lochan feurach
Is càch gu lèir an dèidh a trèigeadh
	English translation
    Chorus (after each verse): 
O Boatman, no one else
O Boatman, no one else
O Boatman, no one else
My farewell to you wherever you go

I often look from the highest hill
That I might see my boatman
Will you come today, or will you come tomorrow
Oh sorry will I be if you do not come at all

My heart is broken, bruised
Often tears are running down from my eyes
Will you come tonight, or will I wait up for you
Or close the door with a sad sigh?

I often ask of the boatmen
If they have seen you, if you are safe
But they all tell me
That I was foolish if I gave you love.


My darling promised me a gown of silk
That and a fine tartan
A golden ring in which I'd see a likeness
But I fear that he shall forget.

Although they said you were flighty
That did not lessen my love for you
You are in my dreams at night
And in the morning I ask for you.

I gave you love and cannot deny
It's not love that lasts a year or a season
But a love that began when I was a child
And that will not wither until death do take me.

My friends say often
That I must forget your image
But their counsel is as unfathomable to me
As is the returning tide.

I am all too sad and tearful
Like a white swan that has been torn
Sounding her death-call on a small grassy loch
Having been forsaken by all. 



Seumas > a Sheumais (vocative) 
Sòraidh slàn (leat) = farewell, lit. ‘forever health’ (related to ‘slainte’) 
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Eador sbesnguctad e Seumas Ruaividh Mac Dbt
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on uair bha ceithir rabaidean
beaga ann—
Tlopsaidh,
Mopsaidh,
Earball-Canaich
agus Peadar.
Bha iad o fuireach comhla ri am
mathair annan toll  anns
@ ghainmhich fo chraoibh mhair
giuthais.
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“Nise,” thuirt Bean Rabaid aon
mhadainn, “faodaidh sibh a dhol
dha na piircean neo sios an
rathad, ach feuch nach teid sibh
a-steach dhan lios aig Maighstir
MacGriogair.
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“Bha tubaist aig ur n-athair an
sin; chaidh a chur ann am
paidh le Bean MhicGhriogair.
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(Thallaibh a-nise agus |
bithibh modhail. Tha mi
fhin «’ dol a-mach.”
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An uair sin thug seann Bhean
Rabaid basgaid agus sgailean-
wisge leatha agus chaidh i tron
choille gu taigh o bhéiceir.
Cheannaich i aran donn agus
coig bonnaich.
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Bha Flopsaidh, Mopsaidh
agus Earball-Canaich gu
math modhail agus chaidh
iadsan sios an rathad a
lorg smeuran;
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Ach bha Peadar uabhasach
mi-mhodhail agus ruith csan
direach dhan lios aig Mgr.
MacGriogair.
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Agus shniig ¢ fon gheata!
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DR'ith e leiteas agus ponair
Frangach an toiseach; an
uair sin dNith e currain-
dhearga;
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Agus an uair sin, @ faireachdainn.
car tinn, chaidh ¢ a lorg parslaidh.
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Ach nuair a chaidh ¢ seachad
air ceann bogsa nan cularan,
cd bha roimhe ach Maighstir
MacGriogair!
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Bha Maighstir MacGriogaic
air 1 ghldinean « cur cail, ach
leum ¢ suas agus mith ¢ 3
deidh Pheadair, o maoidbeadh:
air le rican agus ag cubhachd,
“Stad, 2 mheirlich!”





image20.jpeg
Bha eagal a bheatha air
Peadar; ruith ¢ a-null
agus a-nall air feadh an
lios. Cha robh cuimhne
aige ciit an robh an
geata. Chaill ¢ aon bhrog
anns @’ chal,
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Agus brog eile anns o bhentace
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Ae deidh na brdgan a chall,
bha e na by luaithe  ruith air
& cheithir chasan, Tha mi
smaointinn gum biodk ¢ air
faighina s gu tur mura b
gon do ruith e a-steack: do lior.
ghrviseid a rinn greim air
putanan mors a sheacaid. S ¢
seacaid ghorm Je putanan
praiseach a bha air, agas bha i
zu math i
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Shaoil Peadar gun robh ¢ nisc
ann an droch chis, agus lion na
deoir a shuilean. Chuala na
gealbhuinn Peadar @' gul agus
chaidh iad thuige ann an othuil
g2 bhrosnachadh gus oidhirp a
dhéanamh faighinn as.
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Thainig Mgr. MacGriogair le
eriathar, agus bha e a'dol ga chur
air wachdar Pheadair bhochd,
ach fhuair Peadar 3 direach na
wair, @ fagail a sheacaid s
dheidh.
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Ruith e dhan t-seada, agus
Teurn ¢ a-steach do shoitheach-
visge. 'S ¢ deagh aite-falaich a
bhiodh ann, mura b e na bha
ann de dhuisge.





image26.jpeg
Bhe Mgr. MacGriogair gu math
cinnteach gun robh Peadar anns
an t-scada, is_docha fo phoit-
fhluraichean. Thaisich ¢ air car a
chur dhen a h-uile poit a bi ann,
o coimhead fodhpa gu ciramach.

An uait sinrion Peadar
sreothart — “Cear-tiugh!” Bha
Maighstir MacGriogair 2 ruith as
deidh Pheadair ann am priobadh
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Bha e a feuchainn ri a chas a
chur air Peadar, ach leum
Peadar a-mach air an inneig,
o cur car de thri poitean-
fhliraichean. Bha an uinneag
ro bheig do Mhaighstir
MacGriogair, agus bha e air fas
sgith de ruith Pheadair. Thill e
air ais gu obair.
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Shuidh Peadar a leigeil anail.
Bha e sgith agus air chrith leis
an eagal. Cha robh fios aige
ciamar a gheibheadh ¢ s, Bh
¢ bog fiuch cuideachd le bhith
na shuidhe san t-soitheach-
uisge.





image29.jpeg
As deidh greis, thoisich ¢ air
falbh timcheall, o dof lipiridh,
lipitidh - gun & bhith ro luath, &
coimhead mun_ cuairt. Lotg e
doras anns « bhalla, ach bl ¢
glaiste agus cha robh riim gu
leor ann do rabaid reamhar
faighinn fodha
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Bha scann luchag o' ruich a-mach
s a-steach an doras, a' toirt
peasair agus ponair chun an
teaghlaich aice anns o choille.
Dh'fhaighnich Peadar dhi cait an
roblh an geata, ach cha b urmainn

dhi freagairt scach gun robh
peasair mhor ra beul. Cha do
rinn i ach a ceann a chrathadh.
Thoisich Peadair air ranaich.
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Ditfheach ¢ ri a rathad o
dhéanamh tarsainn an lios ach
bha ¢ o dol jomrall. Mu
dheircadh, rinig ¢ an lon far
am biodh Mgr. MacGriogair
o togail uisge. Bha cat ban na
shuiche gu socair
tisg. Cha robh dad d
dheth ach barr earbaill. Cha
robh Peadar airson bruidhinn
ris. Bha a cho-ogha Beniamin
Coineanach air innse dha cho
cunnartach s a bha cait.
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Thill ¢ a dbionnsaigh na
seada, ach gu h-obann chual'c
fuaim todha ~ sgrid, sgread —
faisg air. Leum e a-steach fo
phreas.
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Ach nusir nach do thachair
dad, thiinig e a-mach agus
dhirich ¢ air bara a choimhead
timcheall. Dé chunnaic e ach
Mgr. MacGriogair # todhadh
uinneanan. Bha a chil
Peadar, agus air an taobh thall
dheth bha an geata!
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Chrom Peadar sios air a shocair
agus di’fhalbh e na dheann-ruith.

Chunnaic Mgr. MacGriogair
seatizdh dheth aig an oisean, ach
bha Peadar coma. Fhuair e fon

gheata agus bha ¢ sabhailic mu
dheircadh thell anns o’ choille.
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Rinn Maighstir MacGriogai
bodach-rocais leis an t-seacaid
agus na brogan aig Peadar,
airson eagal a chur air na
loin-dublia
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Cha do stad Peadar a ruith
agus cha do sheall ¢ air ais gus
an do rainig e a dhachaigh
fhein fon chraoibh mhoir
giuthais.
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Bha ¢ cho sgith. Thuit e sios air
« ghainmhich mhin, bhog agus
diiin ¢ a shuilean. Bha a
mhathair trang  cocaircachd.
Chuir ¢ iongnadh oirre gu dé
thachair dhan t-seacaid agus
dha na brogan aige. Seo an
dima turas 2 bha Peadar air a
sheacaid agus a bhrogan a chall
ann an cola-deug!





image38.jpeg
Tha mi duilich nnse dhuibh
nach robh Peadar g math am
feasgar sin.

Chuir a mhathair dhan
leabaidh ¢, agus rinn i teatha
Ius nan camomhil. Thug i dos
dhith do Pheadar!

“Gabh lin spiin mhor dhith
mus téid thu dhan leabaidh.”
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Ach  fhuair  Flopsaidh,
Mopsaidh agus Earball-
Canaich aran is bainne is
smeuran airson an suipeir.
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