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Glainne-mhara / Gloine Mhara

Ann an Samhainn 2024, fhuair ceathrar bhard fiathachadh cuirm a dhéanamh aig IMRAM - Féis Litreachas na Gaidhlig Eireannaich fo stitir Liam Carson
- ann am Baile Atha Cliath. Le taic CholmChille, chaidh dain le Meg Bateman, Marcas Mac an Tuairneir, Padraig MacAoidh is Deborah Mofatt eadar-
theangachadh le Paddy Bushe is Simon O Faolain. Aig tachartas bedthail ann an Amharclann Sacabhat Smock, faisg air Barra an Teampaill, chualas
cuideachd cedl air a chumail ri cuid den bhardachd, air a sheinn le Colm O Snodaigh (Kila). Tha e na urram dhuinn ceithir dain bhon phroiseact a nochdadh
ro leughadairean Northwords Now - a' bhardachd Ghaidhlig ga faicinn uair eile an cl, agus dreachan Gaidhlig na h-Eireann airson na ciad uarach.

Nighean na Ruith

MEG BATEMAN

Chunnaic mi nad ruith thu,

d’ aodann fliuch a’ dealradh mar dhaoimean,

d’ thigheachan a’ sruthadh a-mach mar earball.
DN’innis thu gur toil leat falbh a dh’aiteachan bréagha
gus ruith agus canainean aosta ionnsachadh.
‘Fiu s san uisge?’ dh’thaighnich mi.

‘Gu sonraichte san uisge’, threagair thu,

is chaidh thu nad dhan nam inntinn,

nad eilid thais ghrasmhor thurachail.

Sa mhadainn an-diugh, air dhomh bhith crubte
aig a’ choimpiutair fad na seachdain,

thog mi fthin rathad a’ bhaigh orm,

nam throtan gu cachaileith a’ bhaile,
dh’fhairich mi crodh is milse roid is seamraig,
chuala mi monmbhar is plubadaich nan allt,

’s ged a bha an nigheadaireachd a-muigh agam
b’ thearr leam gun sileadh e

ach am faighinn blas na h-uile.

Cailin ag Rith
MEG BATEMAN
Aistrithe le Paddy Bushe

Chonac id rith th{,

d’aghaidh tais ag dealramh mar dhiamaint,

do thrilsean gruaige ag siobadh mach mar eiraball.
Darais go mba bhrea leat imeacht go dti diteanna aille
agus rith agus teangacha seanda a thoghlaim.

‘Fiti san uisce?” a thiafraios-sa.

‘Go hairithe san uisce’ a threagrais,

agus deineadh dan diot im intinn,

eilit thais ghrastail is 1 ar thaire.

Is ar maidin inniu, i ndiaidh dom bheith cuachta

os cionn an riomhaire ar feadh seachtaine,

thugas faoi bhéthar an bha

ar bogshodar fad le geata teorann an bhaile fearainn,
mheabhraios eallach agus milse seimre is raideoige,
chuala monabhar is plobarnach na nglaisi,

is cé go raibh niochan ar an line agam

bhios ag tnth go ndéanfadh sé baisteach

le go bhfaighinn blas an uile ni.

thumbs up

PADRAIG MACAOIDH
i.m. aonghas dubh macneacail

air bealach sna pentlands
agus a’ ghaoth a’ feadalaich
o charlops dhan iar

ann an sgail creige
a’ tha fas dubh * liath s geal
sa chathadh mhor

tha ceumannan
thir threun thapaidh — optical illusion —
a’ dannsadh air falbh tron t-sneachda

thumbs up
PADRAIG MACAOIDH
Aistrithe le Paddy Bushe

i.m. aonghas dubh macneacail

ar chonair tri shléibhte pentland
is an ghaoth ag feadail
6 carlops anoir

faoi scath creige
atd ag claochld 6 dhubh tri liath go ban
sa tsneachta séidte

féach coiscéimeanna

fathach croga fir — optical illusion —

mar a déarfadh sé féin —

ag steipeadail leis amach trin sneachta.

Reéite
DEBORAH MOFFATT

Bidh na mairbh a’ bruidhinn san oidhche
’s mi gan cluinntinn — thu, mo ruin,
a’ tadhal air mo mhathair,

cofaidh ’s toitean sa chidsin, comhradh beothail,
mu phoileataigs agus litreachas agus ceol,
Marx agus Shakespeare agus Bach,

i furanach, fialaidh, thu dana, cinnteach;
seorsa reite, bhiodh e, ach air beag sta,

i marbh fad bhliadhnaichean air ais,

thu fada bhuam ann an eilean do-ruigsinn,
mise do-thurtachd nam leabaidh luim,

ag eisteachd ri gliocas nam marbh.

Réiteach
DEBORAH MOFFATT
Aistrithe le Simon O Faoldin

Bionn na mairbh ag labhairt istoiche
is mé da gcloisint — tusa, a ghra,
ag tabhairt chuairt’ ar mo mhéthair,

caifé ’s toitini sa chistin, comhra briombhar,
faoi pholaitiocht agus litriocht agus ceol,
Marx agus Shakespeare agus Bach,

{ failtitil, fiail, tusa dana, muinineach;
réiteach de shaghas, biodh sé gan mhaitheas,
mar bhi si caillte leis na cianta,

t 1 bhfad uaim ar oilein doshroichte,
mise gan sélas ar leabaidh loim,
ag éisteacht le crionnacht na marbh.

Glainne-mbhara
MARrcAS MAC AN TUAIRNEIR

Ghuidhinn Hiort orra,

nan aithnicheadh an t-slighe,
s iad uair eile a’ togail

ceist air puist-seolaidh

A bhios nan itilean dhuinn
trast loidhnichean-reisg

na rioghachd

a cho-aonaich ar fine.

Tha gach clar dhiubh na ciste
de dhuthchas gun phris,

ga ghleidheadh eadar

lidean ’s fuaimean,

na siontan leis an do cho-rinneadh

ar dealbh-tire

Agus s leinne e.

’S iad a thainig is a thraogh

le uisgeachan Earra-Ghaidheil:
traighte mar ghlainne-mhara,
trid-dhoilleir is bleithte

leis an lan.

Gloine Mhara
MARcAs MAC AN TUAIRNEIR
Aistrithe le Simon O Faoldin

Ghuifinn turas go tigh an Diabhail orthu,
da mbeadh an tsli ar eolas acu

agus iad, aris eile, ag ardu ceiste

faoi chomharthai boéthair

A bhionn dar dtreoiric
fiorsceabhach thar chosain si
na riochta

a d’aontaigh ir gcine.

Gach clar acu is ciste

de dhiichas riluachmbhar,
caomhnaithe idir

siollai "gus friotail,

na giotai as a deineadh
ar dtaobh dtire

Agus is linne é.

Lion siad is thraigh siad

le huisci Earraghael:

luionn siad mar ghloine mhara,
teimhneach is creimthe

ag an taoide.
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Orain Tir is Tuinn

Sa Ghearran, thoisicheadh Oran Ur, sreath ur pod-chraolaidhean le BBC Radio nan Gaidheal fo stitir Ghillebride MhicllleMhaoil, Fiona NicCoinnich is
riochdairean eile. A' comharradh beairteas sgriobhadh liricean sa Ghaidhlig, air feadh Alba agus ann an cruthan an da chuid co-aimsireil is traidiseanta,
bheir an sreath cluas air claistneachd bardachd nan oran sa chiad linn thar fhichead. An seo, tha liricean ur le Mairi Anna NicUalraig, Raonaid Nic an
Fhucadair is Floraidh NicPhail nach do nochd san t-sreath, ach a nochdas fhéin cuspairean deatamach an la an-diugh - an daimh eadar tir is teanga,

cruinne, coimhearsnachdan is cuimhne, is buaidh na daonnachd air an anthropocene.

Gearr-iomradh As an doimhneachd...
MAIRTI ANNA NICUALRAIG
Fo bhalbhachd barr na fairge,

Is mis’ an gearr, am Moigheach mor Fo shoills na gealaich ’s nan reultan bhuam gu h-ard,
"Gearradh leum is sinteag fon a’ ghealaich shuas, Ni cagar na mara mo ghiulain a-null

Faram saoghail bhailbh nam chluais, ’S theid mo dhan a sheinn a-nochd

Buille cridhe talmhainn fo mo spoig, Air cladach taobh thall a’ chuain.

Is an cianaran-cro na shuain.

Leanaidh mi slighe mo sheorsa,

Suilean dona trath na gréine, As an doimhneachd seinnidh mi leibh, mo chineal,
Larach diona, cha larach dhaoine, Mna-uasal mise na tire fo thuinn,

’G amharc cuideachd chaoin an réidhlein Ionnan sibhse a thilleas mo dhuan a-nochd

Suil na shruth gun ghluasad an caochan Bho chladach taobh thall a’ chuain.

Deiseil gu leum, deiseil gu surdag meallaidh
Aighear leam, aighear leum, aighear ¢irigh. As an doimhneachd...

Is mis’ an gearr, air monadh ard, ’g amharc

Amadan na mointich, athair leis an al, Smeorach
Os an cionn, air ite bhuainn R aoNAID Nic AN FHUCADAIR 1S
Siubhal sgiobalt’ direach na broillich ruaidh FLORAIDH NICPHAIL

Is an cianaran-cro na shuain.

Smeorach a’ ghlinn,

A ghearr, a ghearr, ort curam Dhe a’ dearrsadh cho cedlmhor s cho grinn,

A ghearr, a ghearr, do chumadh gléidh, is fearr leat. leis an oran as binn’fo na nedil.
Anmoch is trath,

Suilean dona trath na gréine a’ ceilear le gradh,

Bealach ard na uinneag dha na speuran an doir’ air a lionadh le ceol.

’G ambharc faileas coire reidh lem

Shuil na shruth gun ghluasad an caochan O gach meangan fo bhlath

Deiseil gu leum, deiseil gu surdag meallaidh ’s o bheanntan gu h-ard,

Aighear leam, aighear leum, aighear ¢irigh a’ druidheadh tron iarmailt gu tlath.

Eunlaith nan speur,

. an co-sheirm gu leir,
Oran na Muice-mhara a’ togail an thuinn le baidh.
MAIRI ANNA NICUALRAIG

Hil lin, hil lié, hil éile,

Tha éigh nam chluais, beuc mara, hil lin, hil 1i6, na h-eoin.
Mar a dh’inniseadh nighean Mhic Edghain Hil lin, hil 1i6, hil ¢éile,
Mun tighearnas shuas; hili 6 hi na h-eoin.
’S ged a bhiodh cuaille an dorn,
Gur mairg a rinn mo bhualadh, Chuala fiuran deas og
Ged a bhiodh cuaille an dorn, an t-isean gun sgleo.
Gur mairg a rinn mo bhodhradh. Dhruidh e air anam, mar cheo.
Le briathran bha blath,
As an doimhneachd, rinn e thaladh le gradh,
As an doimhneachd seinnidh mi dhuibh, gu seomar fo sgail nan ros.
Is eiridh, is ¢iridh mo ghuth binn os cionn
Eigh ur as an doimhneachd, “Ceol alainn cho binn,
As an doimhneachd seinnidh mi dhuibh, bidh e agam dhombh thin.
Is eiridh, is ¢iridh mo ghuth binn os cionn Bheir e aoibhneas dom chridh’, a ghnath.”
Eigh or na mara. Ach le sgiathan gun saors’
’s gun choisir nan craobh,
Fo bhalbhachd barr na fairge, chrion a spiorad s a shaoghal, gach 1a.
Fo shoills na gealaich s nan reultan bhuam gu h-ard,
Ni cagar na mara mo ghitlain a-null C0 a cheannsaicheas ceol?
’S theéid mo dhan a sheinn a-nochd Co ni greim air na neoil?
Air cladach taobh thall a’ chuain. Co chumas srian air gras?
Leig an t-Oigear, mu sgaoil,
Tha ¢igh nam chluais, cha ghair ach gaoir, a phriosanach gaoil.
Mar a dh’inniseadh nighean Mhic Edghain Thog a mhulad s a bhron , air ball
Mun tighearnas shuas,
’S ged nach biodh cuaille an dorn, ’S dhirich guthan an t-sléibh,
Gur mairg a bho gam bhualadh, gu siubhlach dhan speur,
Ged nach biodh cuaille an dorn, mar theudan cruit-chiuil , an t-séist.
Gur mairg a bhi gam bhodhradh. Mar ghathan na grein’,

san or-mhadainn réidh,
an ribheidean milis air ghleus.

Caisteal Ghaoilean
R aoNAID Nic AN FHUCADAIR 15
FLORAIDH NICPHAIL

Aig cas Chnoc Biorach sheas e 'n aird
Caisteal Dughallach nam bard

Challa ho, challa ho-han

Caisteal Ghaoilean daingean stacach
Saothair cinnidh laidir gaisgeil

Aitreabh churaidh, aitreabh laoch
Aitreabh faire air a° Chaol

Thainig birlinn, thainig stri,
Thainig saighdearan an Righ

Gair nan tonn a’ bualadh traghad
Farum stailinn ’s cruaidh mhac-talla.

Griosach cogaidh las an turaid
Chuir na smuid e, ’s sgrios e bhunait

Le dith an fhior-uisg’ ghéill na seoid
A dh’aindheoin treunad chaidh an leon

Latha creachaidh, latha bais
Chaill na Dughallaich am Braist’

Creach! Leag am mur, leag am muir!
Loisg! Las an tut, las an tor!
Creach! Leag am mur, leag am muir!
O buaidh no bais...

Braiste Lath’rna, seun nan Dugh’llach
’S mor am beud gun deach a spuineadh

Dh’thuiling Dugh’llaich cruadal s cas
Bhon uair sin gum bu truagh an staid

‘Buaidh no Bas’: cath-ghairm nan Dugh’lach
Thill am Braist a dh’aindheoin dubhlain

Mar bu dual mar dh’aithris faidhean.
Chaidh an seud a thilleadh slan dhaibh

Creach! Leag am mur, leag am mur!
Loisg! Las an tut, las an tor!
Creach! Leag am mur, leag am muir!

O buaidh no bas...
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Bardachd le lain MacRath

Sgitheach

Sean bhoireannach na crub-suidhe

"gabhail fasgadh ann an sgail an sgithich,
molag na bois s 1 ’faireachdainn a maothachd.
A’ chraobh ri a culaibh a’ diosgail ’s ag osnadh,
gach alt air at, gaoth-luibt’,

snaidhmt’.

Tha a cuimhne a’ fleddradh san thathaman:
Tha do ghruaidh cho ur ri blath na craoibhe;
direachd do chumadh réidh mar uinnseann;
geurad d’ eanchainn mar bhior an sgitheig;
do lamh cho min ri molag ur-nighte.

Thainig raithean. Dh’ thalbh iad.
Liath a’ choinneach

air colann na beinge.

Mu dheireadh, thainig duine,
"eluasad gu slaodach suas an staran.
Sheas e greis, aire air a’ chraoibh.
Rinn e suidhe,

a’ leigeil le cheann isleachadh.

Dh’ thuirich e greis eile

mus do chrub e sios le beagan
spairn, a’ faireachdainn

eadar corrag, ordag, bois

gus an robh e cinnteach.

Le chul ris an sgitheach

lean a shuil cumadh an uinnsinn.

A’ sineadh lamh gu mall os cionn a chinn,
dh’ thairich e thairis fad na geige,

na sgitheagan a’ toirt air fuil ruith

sios bain a ghairdein

mar theithean fhéin nan sruth

a-muigh bho chraicinn.

Caochladh cha do nochd dha ghnuis.

Fhuair e lorg air a’ bhlath

is thug e dha aodann e,

Sgitheag air sgitheig a’ sgriobadh a lethcheann
mus do ghabh e anail.

Bhlais e bileag eadar a bhilean,

a’ faireachdainn na lamh eile

faothachadh ann am maothachd na molaig.

Hawthorn

The old woman, stoop-seated,

shelters in the shade of the hawthorn,

feeling in her palm the smoothness of a small stone.
The tree behind her creaks and sighs,

wind-bent, swollen-jointed,

twisted.

Her memory sways with the breeze.

Your cheek is fresh as the haw’s blossom;
you are straight, slender as the ash;

your mind is sharp as a hawthorn barb;
your hand smooth as a rain-polished pebble.

Seasons arrived, faded.
Mosses greyed on the body
of the bench.

Now a man moves slowly up the path
and stands awhile, regarding the tree.
He sits, allowing gravity

to lower his head.

Thus he remains until with effort

he bends, feels

between finger, thumb, palm til he is sure.

His back to the hawthorn,

his eye follows the shape of the ash trunk.
He reaches his hand slowly above his head,
searching, feeling his way along the branch
until barbs cause the blood to run

down the paleness of his arm as though
his veins streamed outside his skin.

His expression does not alter.

He finds the blossom

and brings it to his face.

Barb after barb tears at his cheek
before he takes breath.

He tastes a petal between his lips,
feeling in his other hand

the smoothness of the pebble.

Faodaidh tu seideadh,

faodaidh tu eigheachd le sgraill is beuc bho do sgraing.
Fad feasgar is oidhch, thu thathast ri burralaich,

gun ach ranail, géire, turramanaich,

a’ bagradh le buille is cainnt.

Thig turadh.

Samhchair a sarachadh.

Cha bhi nuairsin ach mi theéin s

a’ chreag

thuar, thliuch aig bun mo chois.

Creag a chaidh sgoltadh o chionn thada,
fada mus deach neach a chruthachadh,
fada mus deach siol a thogail

is thagail

air muin smuirnein dhust.

Seéid thusa. Siuthad.

Thig flin nad chois le sgreuch is sgread na sgine,
feuchainn gach stiall a reubadh bhuam.

‘S ann nas teanna ghreimicheas mi.

Seasaidh mi, ge b’ oil leibh uile,

sgrath mo choim gun sgath, gun urram,

gach gath ‘gam sgriobadh, a sgitrs ‘gam leireadh,
mo mheuran air an ragadh lom.

Ach ‘s thearr, ‘s thada ‘s thearr na

na biastan faoin a’ raoiceadh seachad,

an suilean mar ghreéin no gealaich gun rian,
gam dhalladh gach oidhch is latha,

mar a tha iad thein dall

eadar am beo is am bas.

Am boladh loibht ‘s an cuid phuinnsein,
am blas meatailt ‘gam thacadh,

sreath de smugaidean searbhachd

a’ fagail rusg ri seargadh.

Cha toir iad aire.

Is ged a thoireadh,

cha thuigeadh iad mi.

Cha tuig mis iad.

Chan iad sileag an thaothachadh.

Chan iad fas o blaths na greine,

no ‘s motha gaoth le fearg ath-bheothachail.

Séid thusa. Siuthad.

Blow

You may blow,

you may shout and rail, roar from your scowl.
All evening and night you still cut rough,
nothing but bitter threatening, bellowing,
battering with curses.

Cessation comes.
Quietude from exhaustion.

Then there will be but me

and this rock,

cold, wet at my foot.

A rock which was cleft long ago,
before breath came to the first being,
before seed was lifted

and left

upon specks of dust.

Blow. Go on.

Sleet will follow with the scream and screech of the knife,
keen to strip each cell from me.

The tighter I will grip.

I will stand despite you,

the bark of my being disrespected,

each dart scraping, its scourge tormenting,

my fingers benumbed, bare.

Better that by far than

the foolish beasts roaring past,

their eyes like demented suns, maddened moons
blinding, as they themselves are blind

between breath and death.

Their stench, their poisons,

their metal taste choking,

their line of acid spit

leaving skin to wither.

They pay no heed.

If they did,

they would not understand,

any more than I understand them.

They are not the water of mitigation.

They are not the light of the growth-giving sun,
much less the vivifying rage of the wind.

Blow. Go on.
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lomadh Dan as an Aon Dan

Circeabost: An Ceann a Deas 2000 le Domhnall MacAmhlaigh

’S e Circeabost: An Ceann a Deas 2000 an
dan as deireannaiche, as fthaide agus, na
mo bheachd fheéin, as thearr le Domhnall
MacAmbhlaigh (1930 - 2017). Gu
deimhinne, s e a Chead Deireannach
fhéin a th” ann.

S e suidheachadh tarmachadh no
cruthachadh Circeabost: An Ceann a Deas
2000, car mar a bha obair nam bard
Gaidhealach riamh agus filidhean nan
aislingean nam measg, an oidhche. ’S e
suidheachadh a’ chuspair ‘eilean lom
mara’.’S e an dramatis personae, mar gum
biodh, ‘muinntir mo chadail’ mar a th’
aig MacAmbhlaigh orra san dan Daimh.
Thuirt e mu na daoine sin:

‘Dheighinn-sa air ais a Bhearnaraigh ged nach
biodh ann ach an talamh % na creagan s na
clachan s am muir s na rudan sin ... s e ... an
rud as deatamaiche, as cumhachdaiche tha ga
mo tharraing gu Bearnaraigh ... chan e idir
direach an talamh fhein idir ach na daoine ... s e
mo dhaoine-sa th’annta — s e sin an rud ... tha
comhradh deatamach dhaibh ... dh’ionnsaich mi

... cho deatamach ’s a tha cainnt’.

Tha a’ bhaidh s an daimh air a bheil
MacAmbhlaigh a-mach gu sonraichte
laidir ann an dain mar An t-Sean-bhean,
Mar Chuimhneachan air Mo
Crionadh, Frionas, Suaicheantas, Soraidh

Sheanair,

agus an leithid agus tha an saoghal sin ga
nochdadh leis san dan Ceartaigh:

Eilean a bh’ ann

a thadhlaist’ le saor-mheas

far nach biodh ruin do-choiliont’:
an solas caoimhneil

air Ceartaigh

’s an sruth aoibhneach fo aiteal.

Ionad laithean samhraidh
aig balach, a’ cur ealain na leum,
fearann nan iliomad danns’

eadar canach, dreathan-donn ’s teillean-de;

dorsan fosgailt” air talamh iongnaidh
fhuamhairean is ghaisgich s dhaoine-sidh
ceann thall nam frith-rathad saoghal diomhair
nan rabaidean s nan cearcan-fraoich:

tir far an robh a’ mhac-mheanmhain

ann an tasgadh chnoc is os

lagan comhnaidh Ariel s Caliban

Taigh an Talla s am Port Cam s a’ Chreag Mhor.

Eilean a-nochd

a dh’¢ireas san trom-laighe ...

Cuideachd, chithear brigh an eilein ‘don
allmharach an combhair na bliadhna’ ann
an Combharra-stiniridh:

... chan e siud m’ eilean-s’;
chaidh esan fodha o chionn fhada,
a’ chuid mhor dheth,

fo dheireas is ainneart;

’s na chaidh fodha annam fhin dheth,
na ghrianan s cnoc-eighre

tha e a’ sedladh na mara anns am bi mi
na phriomh chombharr’-stiniridh

cunnartach, do-sheachaint’, gun fhaothachadh.

Ann an Circeabost: An Ceann a Deas 2000,
tha am bard a-mach air turas aoibhneach
a thainig thuige nuair a bha ‘bloighean de
dh’iomairt na h-oidhche/tighinn gu m’
inntinn’.

Circeabost: An Ceann a Deas 2000

Shiubhail mi a-raoir as mo chadal
eadar Rubha Taigh Phail is A’ Charadh
is shaothraich mi an t-slighe-mhara
air ais mu ghob an Rubha Chaoil,

a’ ruith o ghaoth is sruth carach,

le diosgail air acainn,

da cheann anns an t-seol;

ramh ri taobh an fhasgaidh

a’ fannadh a-steach gu caladh

air A’ Phort Mhor ...

Is choisich mi an t-suan-shlighe eadar

A’ Ghamhnach is Creag a’ Bhainne;

lean blas an fthior-uisg’ air mo theanga

san direadh chas bho bhun an uillte;
tarsainn air larach nam muilnean,

air athadach nan taighean —

Tobhta Chaluim Fidhleir s Tobhta a’ Bhaird
an tasgaidh Chnoc a’ Charmaig —

seachad air athadach nan leasan,

air Iodhlainn Chruinn na h—[:\thadh,

suas gu ruige an t-0s.

’S a-mach air uachdar Loch Mharcoil,

am fasgadh Cnoc a’ Charnain ’s a> Chnuic Mhoir,
a’ chuimhne le ceum-neog a’ sgaoileadh

a h-al de chearcaill fhabhdach,

a’ turracail seolaid na h-eala s na faoileig

’s a’ togail saoghal nan crannlach

is gobha-dubh an uisge mu bhord ...

’S a-null air garradh na Buaile Ruaidhe,
suas ris a’ gharradh-cuile chun na cachaileith
s an crodh a’ tional le ruathar

ag ¢igheachd duan an eadraidh,

a’ dian-phutadh a cheile gu cro;

’s eadar thu s leus an fheasgair

an anail ag eirigh na neul ...

’s a’sioladh na sgleo ...

An-diugh a’ cromadh a mullach Thotarail,
talamh eolais fo mo chasan,

bloighean de dh’iomairt na h-oidhche
tighinn gu m’ inntinn,

chi mi iathadh a’ bhaile:

Leathad na Calltanaich s an Leas iosal,
An Creag Ruadh is Sail a° Chreagain,

sios an Leathad Mor gu larach na h-eaglais
a thog sean-seanair mo sheanar,

’s a-nall chun na Ceardaich

far na shaothraich a shean-seanair eile

an da dhun luathadh tha am follais
fthathast an deidh da cheud bliadhna —

a’ filleadh an ama dh’thalbh am broinn mo bheatha.
’S ag ¢isteachd ri agallamh mo dhaoine

’s a’ ghloir na mo chluais s na mo chridhe,
cha bu dligheach dhomh aicheadh

gu bheil mo dhaimh ris an duthaich-s’

(a dheilbh dhomh m’ fheist is mo shaorsa)
cho dluth ris a’ bhairnich air a’ charragh,
ris a’ bhuidhean air na clachan;

mo threumh an sas cho righinn

na h-uir ris an lus-con-chulainn,

ri bun a’ charra-meille;

cho gleidhte na liosan cearbach

ri lus-na-fraing’ is ris an ailleann;

(’s a dh’aindeoin aomadh is tearbadh)

cho gnathach na comhdach

ris a’ chearban, ’s ris an t-seobhraich ...

Iongantach is ged a tha seo mar
bhirdachd Ghaidhlig le MacAmhlaigh,
chan eil moran a tha na annas ur na
luib mar chuspair thein, a’ sealltainn air
a shaothair anns an tharsaingeachd. San
dan, mar eisimpleir, Do Mhacsim Goirci —
Din Eideann, 1959 (agus a’ bhliadhna air
a comharrachadh na chuideachadh don
leughadair, rud nach eil cho cumanta sa
bhardachd aige), tha:

Thainig boladh a cip-thionntaidh
mo ghoirtein bhrein

eadar garaids is sraid,

gam thilgeil car a’ mhuiltein

corr is fichead bliadhn’

an combhair cuile tim —

gu frith-rathad an clais

feannag thochainn is bhuntat’;
sealbhag mu m’ iosgaidean, fliuch;
is brisgean-airgid is oir liomht’
(na mo bhalach)

cho buidhe ris an im;

a’ chiad uisg’

an deidh tiormachd Maigh’;

mi a’ dol do thobar nach do thraigh
a-riamh

a dh’aindeoin crannaidh:

anns na dh’fhan am burn milis,
ged a bha i fo thiurr an lain

’s an ladach thar a bilean.

A’ sealltainn air dan Chirceaboist, ge-ta,
saoilidh mi gu bheil sanas againn air cho
toinnte agus a tha na faireachdainnean a
tha gan nochdadh ann ri thoirt fa-near
bhon tus leis a’ chleachdadh fharsaing ud
shiubhail a chuireas an ceill san aon am
taisteal, lorg agus bas. Tha gnothaichean
a’ fas car suigeartach na dheidh sin agus
chuireadh sin agus an ruitheam — no am
faram mar a chanadh MacAmbhlaigh thein,
mar ann am ‘faram a’ ghrain a’ tuiteam air
an theannaig’ san dan Am Foghar, 1958,
‘thog na cinn ghliogach am faram’ ann an
An ti a leagas callaid, tewmaidh nathair e ...
agus ‘sitbhlach d’ thonn agus d’ tharam’
ann an A’ Cuimhneachadh air lain Mac a’
Ghobhainn gun tighinn air an iomradh air
‘faram seolta’ aige ann an Nua-Bhardachd
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Ghaidhlig — orain air chuimhne. Tha e
inntinneach a thaobh seo gu bheil am
facal seo ‘faram’ a’ bualadh, mar as trice,
air fuaim seach air gluasad (mar ann an
‘faram nan stuagh air a thraighibh’ ann an
’S Ann Fada Bho Thuath le Niall 2 Ghobha
a Solas). Agus tha dain le MacAmbhlaigh
leithid Aimsir a’ Bhaile agus Earrach a’
leigeil thaicinn gun robh liut is alt aige
air a bhith a’ déanamh bardachd air nos
nan oran e fhein.

Aimsir a’ bhaile-sa
farast’ a dhearbhadh

(madainn no feasgar

earrach no geamhradh)

chaidh an ratreut

air a ghaisgeachd chalma

deireadh an fhoghair

is toiseach a’ gheamhraidh ...

Tha e air aithris gun tug Somhairle
MacGill-Eain ‘chopped-up prose’ air
bardachd Dhomhnaill MhicAmbhlaigh.
Nach b’ e a bh’ air a mhealladh. Chan eil
faram, air a bheil tarraing gu h-ird, no
comhardadh gann ann an da Chirceaboist
— ‘mo chadal/a’ Charadh/slighe-mhara/

carach/taobh  an  fhasgaidh/caladh’,
‘vachdar/ruathar’, ‘cearbach/tearbadh’,
gu ruige dunadh/epinalepsis  de

‘comhdach/sobhraich’, etc. Gabhaidh seo
leudachadh agus sealltainn air an doigh
sam bi comhardadh a’ nochdadh tric
gu leor ann an saothair MhicAmhlaigh.
Cha leig thu leas ach sealltainn air na
dain a leanas gus an ire nach beag de
chomhardadh a tha san t-saothair a thoirt
fa-near: Foghar, 1953; Faustus; Soisgeul
1955; Eadar an Caol is Inbhir Nis;

Iomtharraing an ni a tha doirbh ..."; Do
Fhear-
sgriobhaidh Ainmeil; Suaicheantas; Ceangal;

Luchd nan Duan-atharrais; Do

Combharra-stiniridh; Frionas; Sealladh agus
Iasgach; Uinneagan; ‘Ieine is Fiosrachadh;
Ceumannan; Latha-féille; Am Foghar, 1958;
‘An 1 a leagas callaid, teumaidh nathair e
..."; Leigeil /is; Suaicheantas Ttm; Thar na
Nollaig; Diluain na Caisge; lain am Measg
nan Reultan; Fear-naidheachd; Chan Eil
Ann Cho Seolta ris an Fhoghar, Bas mo
Mhathar agus Fogradh. Seo mar eisimpleir
Fhear-

air thuairmse as an dan Do

sgriobhaidh Ainmeil:

Bha na leacan dubha sleamhain;

co a ghleidheadh a chasan

ach fear eolach air leantainn
sughadh na tide-mhara?

—is bha s bha e gun teagamh ealant’
air lorg meidh a bhonnan

air binnean gach carragh ...



Tha uaithne no acain ga cleachdadh anns
an duan Earrach:

Tha an t-earrach ann an-diugh s gur gorm

a lorgan air feadh an adhair

tha na craobhan dubha, fuar,

fo bhuaireadh aig gaoithtean tana —

s tha suil gum bi leum-chrann fo chroic

s gum bi ‘n t-seobhrach anns a’ phalladh ...

Thug Ruairidh MacThomais
soilleireachadh eile air a’ chuis seo san
aiste Scottish Gaelic Poetry: A Many-Faceted
Tradition:

... in ‘Rabhd Eudochais’ (Seobhrach as a’ Chloich,
p. 11), Donald MacAulay in a twelve-line poem
has three sets of end-rhymes, one on svarabhakti
words (sgeilmear; dealbhach; bailbhe), one on
long diphthongs (daonna; caoineadh; roghnaich)
and one on short disyllables (mara; rabhaidh;
earraich). I dare say some traditional readers

of Gaelic verse would assert that this is an

unrhymed poem.

Tha seo uile duthchasach gu leor. Rud
nach eil s e cleachdadh ghazal mar
rian san dan Toimhseachan (air an robh
an t-ainm Duthchas is Coigrich anns a’
chruinneachadh Seobhrach as a’ Chloich):

...Am foghar ud nach robh ubhlan air na
craobhan/a bhuaineadh fear le suilean no gun
shuilean/thill mi dhachaigh,/a’ chiad uair,
gun tilleadh gu mo dhachaigh;/aig an am sin
chuir mi umbhail air mo radharc/gun robh
failte romham mar fhear-tadhail/’s nach robh
an daimh/na bu lugha ann an stilean mo
luchd-daimbh;

gun ghléidh mi mion-eolas air an thearann/’s
ged a dheanadh mo chasan an t-slighe gun
mhearachd/nach robh lorg,/air talamh bog no

frith-rathad, air mo lorg ...

Le bhith a’ cleachdadh saothraich mar
ghniomhair gus turas-cuain a chur an
ceill, thathar a’ toirt air an leughadair
beachd a ghabhail air saothair no obair
a’ bhaird, no nam bard fheéin ma thogras
tu.Ann am faclair MhicAmbhlaigh tha seo
car cudromach mar a tha ri fhaicinn san
dan Aineolas:

Tha thus’ air do ghabhail a-steach annam
mar gach ni dearbht’ eile tha agam —
agus s e a their iad

gun tig thu eadar mi agus saothair.

Tha facal eile ‘saothair’ ann gun teagamh,
a’ tighinn bho saobh-thir dham brigh
an tir a nochdar aig isle-mhara eadar
eilean tioram agus tir-mor. Tha e air ais
ma-tha ‘mu ghob an Rubha Chaoil’ na
sgal-creige den thear-shiubhail ‘a theid
air fuaradh air gob an rubha’ ann an
Toimhseachan agus cuideachd na iomradh
(leis an fhacal gob) air cainnt is conaltradh.
Tha e an uair sin ‘a’ fannadh a-steach gu
caladh/air 2’ Phort Mhor’ mar gum b’
ann a’ dluthachadh ri deireadh a bheatha
gu fann. Agus tha seo a’ cur air chuimhne
mar a chaidh ‘an t-eilean as an t-sealladh/
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mar a shiubhlas am bata’ agus ‘uinneagan
a’ fannadh’ ann an Combharra-stiniridh.

Seach a bhith a’ siubhal na slighe-
mara an uair sin, tha am bard a’ coiseachd
anns ‘an t-suan-shlighe’, mar a bha ann
an Uinneagan nuair a choisich e ‘oidhch’
air sraid,/m’ aigne lin de thilidheachd’.
Direach mar a bha e wuair ann an
Ceartaigh le ‘saorsa bhalach’ ... ‘ann an
tasgadh chnoc is 0s’, seo e, na bhodach
— mar a tha an t-iomradh air 2000 a’ cur
an ceill - ‘an tasgaidh Cnoc a’ Charmaig’
agus na dheidh sin mar sgal-freagairt
a-rithist, ‘an tasgadh Cnoc a’ Charnain
s 2> Chnuic Mhoir’. Tha an tarraing air
na h-ainmean seo direach mar mhir
beag de dhinnseanchas an dain agus ann
an iomadh dan eile le MacAmhlaigh.
Chan eil lorg mhic an duine gann am
measg nan ainmean seo a bharrachd.
Seach dinnseanchas, tha mar gum b’
eadh daonseanchas a’ buntainn ris na
h-ainmean Rubha Taigh Phail, Tobhta
Chaluim Fidhleir is Tobhta a’ Bhaird agus
tha bardachd orra nan doigh theéin a reir
sin.

Tha na leasan (a tha nan comharradh-
criche) san aite direach ‘cearbach’ agus
nan ‘athadach’ agus nan sgal-freagairt
air an leas a thog a shean-seanair ann an
Suaicheantas Tim far a bheil:

... uinnsean gun gleidheadh leis,
’s ag lathadh nam feannagan glas

suaicheantas tim na rathan.
Agus a-rithist ann an Air Traigh Bhostaigh:

Air mo chulaibh tha leas;
fo thuim ghlasa, suainte
as > ghrein

tha na daoine nan eachdraidh.

An deidh sin, ge-ta, tha dion is fasgadh
rim faighinn ann an leas cuideachd mar
a tha ann am Mar Chuimhneachan air Mo
Sheanair:

...ann am baile mo charaidh,

ged nach sir mi a reite

’s ged as borb leam an t-sraid gu ceann-caol
tha leas ann a ghleidheas mo chraobhan

’s mo ghineal fo bhlath ...

Tha cuimhne a’ sgaoileadh na cearcall,
rud a chuireas crioch an turais an ceill,
agus a chuireas feum air facal a tha
cudromach a reir choltais san rian seo gu
leir mar ann an leithid Feitheamh Fhas:

Bha an linne mar sgathan
’s bha thus’ an geall

air a’ chno a thuiteadh

le mile cuairteag san uisge

le mile cearcall nad shamhchair.
Réiteach a’ Chomhraidh:

... chuir na naoimh orra cearcaill orail —

’s chaidh an comhradh troimh-a-cheéile ...
agus Suaicheantas:
O boidhchead blathan na claise,

’s am fas tha tro a chearcaill dheoireach;

a shuaicheantas gleidhte ann am maise

eala-bhith is nedinean.

Tha blathan na claise agus aiteachan
eile 2’ tighinn am barr tric gu leor san
t-saothair seo, agus tha iad a’ cur chan ann
a-mhain ri cumhachd nan iomhaighean
ach cuideachd ri saidhbhreas na cainnte
thein. San dan Mar Chuimhneachan air
Iain Mac a’ Ghobhainn, mar eisimpleir, tha
tarraing air:

...aodainn a’ fosgladh

air raon nam blath

air urlar a’ bhrisgein

’s na cairt-lair

’s a’ bhearnan-Bhrighde bhuidhe ...
Tha cuimhne cuideachd ‘a’ turracail
seolaid na h-eala’, rud a chuireas an
cuimhne stri a’ bhaird ann am Priosan:

...r1 uinneag
thosgladh:

a’stri gu ruighinn air mo sheolaid.

Tha an turas a’ dol air adhart an uair sin
‘a-null air garradh na Buaile Ruaidhe,/
suas ris a’ gharradh-cuile chun na
cachaileith’ far a bheilear a’ briseadh
bhearnan (saoilidh mi) seach am bodach
ann an Crionadh:

... choisich thu an dubhar crabhaidh;
thug thu garradh

mu do ghrian.
no a’chailleach ann an An t-Sean-bhean:

Choisich thu crotach
le do bhata

sios ris a’ gharradh ...

Mar cheangal eadar eilean is ealain, tha
an crodh ann ‘ag ¢igheachd duan an
eadraidh,/a’ dian-phutadh a cheile gu
cro’. 'S e comharradh-criche eile a tha
sa chro no rud air iathadh mar a tha
‘cro mo speise’ ann an Uinneagan agus
‘crd0 m’ eachdraidh’ ann an Leasachadh.
Tha ‘leus an theasgair’ ann na chrioch
cuideachd, a chuireas rudan am follais
is am falach le chéile mar ann an dan
mar chuimhneachan air Iain Mac a’

Ghobhainn:

Eadar mi s leus

chi mi do dhannsa

ri gaoir na gaoith’is na mara
thall air bruaichean a’ chladaich
am measg nam badan feoir
anns a’ phunnd eascaoin

air an droigheann-lair

anns a’ mhuran gheur-lannach ...

(S e tha mi a’ ciallachadh le crioch
gun teagamh duthaich, dealachadh agus
deireadh, rudan a tha a’ nochdadh gu ire
air choreigin san dan seo.)

Tha e a’ cumail air, agus an coltas air
nach ann direach air ‘suan-shlighe’ a tha
e ach air ‘mullach Thotarail” a-nis ‘a-nall
am frith-rathad chun na Ceardaich’, rud
a bheir air ais gu Foghar, 1953 thein sinn
agus
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...roinn a thug mi leam
cuimhn’ air na gucagan baidh

aithn’ air gach frith-rathad ceum-mbhion ...

agus, mar a chunnaic sinn, gu Ceartaigh
agus gu meorachadh mun duthchas na
choigreach ann an Diin Eideann.

Tha an gluasad bho shuidheachadh
gu meorachadh mar a th’ againn nuair
a tha am bard ‘ag eisteachd ri agallamh
mo dhaoine’ san aite ‘far na shaothraich’a
chuideachd fheéin, air an aon réir ri moran
de na dain le MacAmbhlaigh, fia s ged a
bhiodh feadhainn dhiubh a’ tighinn gu
crich le ceann-teagaisg no teachdaireachd
nach eil daonnan tarraingeach leithid
‘Gun teagamh/tha ar siobhaltas neonach’
ann an Latha Fheill Padraig, 1974 no ‘Tha
sinn ag altramas misg thuathal’ ann an
Cha Déan an Sean Rian a’ Chuis.

Seo am bard a-mach a-nis
chridhe fheéin, seach an cridhe mar rud
beachdail mar ‘an cridhe ag atharrais
air an deannal’ ann an Tha Gaoir na mo
Cheann agus ‘an cridhe dol mun cuairt gu
mion’ ann am Priosan. Tha e cuideachd

alir a

a-mach air saorsa, math dh’fhaodte ann
an da bheachd, oir tha i ceangailte r1 feist
ach tha i cuideachd a’ daingneachadh
na th’ aige de dhaimh ri thalamh eolais,
seach ‘saorsa/thuadan nach tuig mi’ (Feéin-
fhireantachd) no ‘fear de mo shinnsear ...
an co-shnaidhm ri saorsa’ (Leasachadh)
no a-rithist an t-saorsa ‘gun ghuth air
a-maireach/no air ceann — no cridhe
— goirt’ ann an Tha gaoir na mo cheann.
’S ann a tha e cuideachd a-mach air a
threumbh fhein seach ‘do threumhan’ ann
an Leigeil As agus ann an A’ Chraobh, an

... duine ga altachadh thein
a’ ruighinn chun an t-solais,
’s a threumhaichean air fabhd

ann an uamha dhoirbh eachdraidh ...

Tha an dan a’ tighinn gu crich
le iomhaighean a tha coimheach
duthchasach agus nan eisimpleirean

barraichte de shaidhbhreas na Gaidhlig
agus nan daingneachadh tarraingeach
air na faireachdainnean dombhainn
bunaiteach a thathar a’ nochdadh. Tha
iomhaighean eile ann aig an deireadh
an uair sin air a bheilear eolach agus gu
math eolach. Chaidh iomradh a thoirt air
a’ chearban anns a’ chuimhneachan air
Mac a’ Ghobhainn:

...aodainn a’ tighinn beo a dhanns’
ris a’ chearban s ris a’ chanach
ri gille-gorm na goiceil

ri sithean ban-dhearg na mara ...

agus tha sinn air ais air a’ cheann thall
far a bheil daimh ‘cho righinn ... ris an
t-seobhraich ...” (gun dunadh). Tha
seo gar toirt air ais gu na ‘lann-bhilean
seobhraich’ (Bha na laithean ud luaineach);
caidreamh seobhrach-bhileach (Ros is
Dris); an t-seobhrach anns a’ phalladh
(Earrach) agus ceann-fath  bardachd
MhicAmbhlaigh (ann an seagh) ‘gun tig
blath as na clachan’ (Mar Chuimhneachan
air Mo Sheanair).

Tha am bard (no an dan, no nas thearr
buileach, an guth, facal a tha a’ ciallachadh



a reir faclair Dwelly, glor is bard le cheile)
air ceann-uidhe air a bheil agus anns a
bheil e gu math edlach a ruigsinn agus
tha seo direach a’ daingneachadh na
cuise. Mar a bh’ aige o chionn fhada aig
deireadh Soraidh (facal cumhachdach):

... s doirbh cur an ceill,
gun neo-chaoine

¢ eil am baile

ri sior dhol an cumhainge
mar a leudaicheas saoghal
’s nach ann ormsa
a-mhain

thainig tionndadh —

s gu h-araid

is doirbh cur an comhradh

ged a tha 'n tionndadh do-choisgte
nach lughdaich an cor sin

mo bhaidh.

agus a-rithist ann am Mar Chuimhneachan
air Mo Sheanair:

...s am baile mo thogail,

an am seirbh agus crionaidh,

s na flon-leasan ban

a chaidh seachad air feirg dhomh,
cha shaoil mi do-dheanta —

fo bhreacadh grian fais

gun tig blath as na clachan.

Chan eil mi ag radh air a’ cheann thall,
leis na th” ann de chianalas, de cheol is de
chomhardadh, de chainnt dhuthchasach
(athadach, can) nach eil cho gnomic (mar
a thuirt Tain Mac a’ Ghobhainn) no
mandarin (mar a thuirt [ain MacAonghais),
de chleachdaidhean sonraichte a tha mar
chomharrachadh air direach a’ ghuth
aige theéin (san t-seagh seo, saothraich,
Sfannadh, seolaid, iomairt, iathadh, dligheach,
deilbh, tearbadh, gnathach agus an leithid),
de chruth na tire, de shluagh agus de
shaoghal nan luibh is nan lus nach gabh
an dan seo (agus caob math ecile de
shaothair Dhomhnaill MhicAmbhlaigh)
leughadh mar eisimpleirean barraichte

de bhardachd-baile. Seadh, tha
MacAmbhlaigh na bhard-baile, bho bhaile
a leanabachd gu baile a thogail gu baile a
charaidh, mar gun cante, agus a’ nochdadh
rudan air an tug e tarraing a reir seo ann
an  Nua-Bhardachd  Ghaidhlig: sgireileas,
linn an oir, an eisimeil a dhuthchais,
sgaoileadh eadar e thein agus eilean araich,
dilseachd sgireil, an t-sinnsearachd air a
h-ainmeachadh agus air a suidheachadh
an aite araidh. Agus co eile, gu deimhinne
dhut, am measg nam bard againn gu léir
nach eil na bhard-baile cuideachd, gu ire
air choreigin, an ainm an aigh? m

> E LATHA abhaisteach a bh’
ann, an toiseach. Bha mi air an
t-slighe a-staigh dhan oilthigh

nuair a thuit rudeigin as an speur! Airson
greiseag bha mi a’ faireachdainn coltach
ri ‘Cearc Bheag’, a bha gorach leis an
eagal gun robh an t-adhar a’ tuiteam.
Bha coltas gun robh pios gorm soilleir
den adhar na laighe air an rathad. Ach,
an ceann beagan uine, chunnaic mi nach
b’ e ach sgathan a bh’ ann, anns an robh
faileas an adhair a’ nochdadh.

Bha 1 na h-annas ge-ta — an sgathan
cho glan is gleansach, mar gum biodh
e direach air a liomhachadh. Cha robh
sgeul air cnac, ged a bhuail e an rathad
gu cruaidh. Chaidh mi na b’ thaisge air,
gu slaodach, agus chrom mi sios. A reir
coltais, b’ e sgathan abhaisteach a bh’
ann. Chunnaic mi m’ aodann thein, aig
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cearn neo-mhaitheach. Thainig gile air
m’ aodann. Chuir mi sios mo lamh a
dh’ionnsaigh an sgathain, agus thog mi an
aird e. Sheas mi, agus theab mi tuiteam.
Gu h-obann, bha an sgathan a’ gluasad
mar thonn na mara, mar gum deigheadh
e na lub buaireasach, air a chrochadh san
adhar. Bha mi ann an teabadaich, ach mu
dheireadh thall, chuir mi mo chorrag
air an sgathan—agus chuir sin gaoir trom
theoil. Dh’thairich mi seoc —coltach ri

seoc dealain, ach fuar, cho fuar gun do
dh’thairich mi nach bithinn blath gu
brath tuilleadh. Dh’theuch mi mo lamh a
tharraing air ais, ach bha e steigte. Bha mo
chridhe na shlugan.

Nuair a sheall mi suas, bha an sgathan
a’ fas na bu mhotha ‘s na bu mhotha, agus
cha b’ urrainn dhomh cail a dhéanamh
ach feitheamh ris an sgiathan a bha gam
shlugadh suas. Dh’thannaich mi, agus
nuair a dhuisg mi, smaoinich mi gun

robh mi a’ call mo fhradhairc. Thainig
e thugam gun robh a h-uile cail ann an
dubh is geal. Thug mi suil mun cuairt, air
an arainneachd thasach. Cha chuala mi
biog. Cha robh ach simhchair ann — gun
chreutair beo anns an dolas aite seo ach
mise.

Dh’¢igh mi ris an thalamhachd,
‘Na bi gam phiobrachadh! D¢ tha thu
ag iarraidh?” Cha tainig freagairt, ach
mhothaich mi leabhar-notaichean na
laighe far an robh an sgithan roimhe.
Thog mi e gu luath. Leugh mi na bha
sgriobhte air, agus thinig fuar-fthallas
orm gu grad: ‘nota-bais’. Air doigh air
choireigin, bha fios agam air na bh’ agam
ri dhéanamh. Leig mi osna agus thog mi
orm, a dh’ionnsaigh na beinne air faire. B’
ann dhomh fhin a bha mo shaoghal, ach
b’ e saoghal trom-laighean a bh’ann. m

An turas seo tha Maighread Stiubhart, a Leodhas,

a' toirt shuil gheur air cuisean anns na Staitean is
san Ugrain, agus Liam Alastair Crouse, as an Eilean
Fada ann an Stait Eabhraig Nuaidh, a' cumail beagan
aotramachd rinn, aig cridhe coimhearsnachd

Uibhist a Deas.

Bardachd Thraidiseanta

Laoidh an Amadain Mhoir

MAIGHREAD STIUBHART

As deidh mar a thachair don Cheann Suidhe,
Volodymyr Oleksandrovych Zelensky,

anns an Taigh Gheal, Washington DC,

air Seachdain na Gaidhlig, a’ chiad la den Mhairt, 2025

La do bhi An t-Amadan Mor'",

An seomar ughach an taigh-ghil’,
Chunnacas a’ tighinn an curaidh og,
Chum trachdadh casg air ionnsaigh Ruis’.

Seach tairgsinn mor chobhair do,

An t-amadan, don laoch og, thuirt,
“Cait’ a bheil do dheis, ghrinn, ur

Gus nochdadh urram, dhomhs’, an seo?”

Fhreagair sin an t-oglach tapaidh,

“’S neonach leam do bhriathran faoin,
Cleachdaidh mis’, gu deonach, culaidh,
Nuair a bhios mo dhuthaich saor”.

Sin labhair, le guth ard, Am Pluicean?,
’S dh’thaighneachd e don churaidh og
“Don Amadan, an tug thu taing,

Neo buidheachas a shealltainn do”’?

“Bhuamsa fthuair sibh taing is spéis,
Ach! ri mo ghlaodh cha d’ thug sibh éist,
Ged ’s math ur n-airgead is ur n-or,

B’ e sith, ceann uidhe s fath mo 1o

”

Bas

Liam ALASTAIR CROUSE

“A bheil sin goirt?”
Dh’thaighnich an dotair,

s e stobadh prin innte.

“Tha!”

“Hmm...”

s e ga chnuasachadh théin;

“Tha sin inntinneach.
Inntinneach.

Gabhaidh mi nota air a’sin,”

s e ga radh gu socair ris fhéin.
“Agus de ma dh’thosglas mi sin?”
esan le lanns na lot.

“Thal!”

“Hmm,”’s e ga shaoilsinn fhein,
“Tha sin dha-rireabh inntinneach.
Sgriobhaidh mi sios sin.”
Choimhead an t-euslainteach
dorainneach doilgheasach,

cradh na feadh,

air an dotair.

“Agus gu dé an leighis a mholadh tu?”
“Leighis? Leighis!

Nach eil thios -

tha leighis air gach cas,

ach chan eil leighis air a’ bhas.”

1 An t-Amadan Mor - Domhnall Iain Trump
2 Am Pluicean - Seumas Daibhidh Vance
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Shelg yn Dreean

Annie Kissack RBV

N MARCH 2025, at a special ceremony
Iheld in Douglas, the Manx capital,

the poet Annie Kissack was named
Reih Bleeaney Vanannan for 2025. With
its initials tacked onto the awardee’s
name, if they so choose — much like the
MBE or OBE — the RBV is the highest
cultural honour in the island nation. Also
known as Manannan’s Choice of the
Year it is awarded by Culture Vannin, and
deliberated by a panel of representatives
from Yn Cheshaght Ghailckagh, Yn
Chruinnaght, Manx National Heritage,
IoM Arts Council and Culture Vannin
itself. Kissack receives the RBV in
recognition of her lifelong contribution
to arts, culture and education — with the
Manx Gaelic language remaining at the
heart of her activities. Following in the
footsteps of female champions Sophia
Morrison, Josephine Kermode and Mona
Douglas, Kissack has been a contemporary

force behind the revitalisation of Manx
language and culture through the late-
twenty-first
with focus on traditional and original

twentieth and centuries,
song, music and choral arranging, poetry,
literature and folklore.

Kissack earned an MA in Manx Studies
the University of Liverpool’s Centre for
Manx Studies and her interest in Manx
Gaelic was nurtured by her teacher at
Onchan School, Leslie Quilliam RBV
— something encouraged by her parents,
who were also adult learners and long-
term supporters of the language. Kissack
first encountered revivalist and cultural
ambassador Mona Douglas as part of the
Manx youth movement, Aeglagh Vannin,
in the 1960s. There, she developed a
love of performance through concerts,
plays and competitions, including annual
festival Yn Chruinnaght, of which she
went on to become a president in adult

life. A renowned singer and musician, she
has regularly represented Man at inter-
Celtic festivals something which began
for her as a teenager and continues to this
day. At home, she has been an integral
part of the Perree Bane dance group and
Caarjyn Cooidjagh Manx Gaelic choir,
and as a multi-instrumentalist she is also a
member of the Arthur Caley Giant Band.

Widely lauded for her
arrangements and poetry around the

musical

world, in 2001, she was the recipient of
the inaugural award for artistic merit
from the Daaue-Scoill in Northern
Ireland, and in 2013 her songs and
arrangements brought success for Caarjyn
Cooidjagh, at the Pan-Celtic Festival. She
has been described as “a vital force in not
only preserving and promoting, but also
creatively developing the Isle of Man’s
rich tapestry of cultural heritage”, by
Manx cultural body Culture Vannin.

A teacher by profession, Kissack’s adult
life has been spent educating through the
Gaelic medium at Bunscoill Ghaelgagh.
There and via other ventures, she has
supported some of the next generation’s
key exponents of the Manx language

including academic and writer Custal y
Lewin, singer Ruth Keggin and musician
Isla Callister. As young parents living in
Cregneash, Kissack and husband Phil
Gawne ensured that the Manx language
was passed intergenerationally onto their
children. They both had a key role in
establishing Manx language provision for
early years — namely Yn Chied Chesmad
playgroup and Mooinjer Veggey, later a
pre-school initiative. Early successes led to
the establishment of Bunscoill Ghaelgagh
in 2001, buoyed by nascent demand for
Manx-language primary education.

In later life, Kissack went on to be
recognised as a poet, actor and playwright.
Crowned the fifth Manx Bard in 2018, she
published her first collection, Mona Sings
(Culture Vannin) in 2022, having featured
in various international anthologies.
Her poems describe the Isle of Man’s
landscape, people and the sense of place,
and this is also reflected in her plays, such
as In-Between Times. Here we share two
key works — one published, the other
unpublished — translated into Gaelic for
the first time by Northwords Now Gaelic
Editor, Marcas Mac an Tuairneir. ®

Y Vooa Ghoo

Mee-houney, grouw fo scaddoo.
S’coan va mee fakin my raad

gys ren scell greiney, gyere as shlety,
slissey doarlish trooid yn chay

as hass mee, blakey.

Er-gerrey da’n raad

va booa ghoo ny shassoo

er mullagh carn cloaie,

goit dy glen ayns goull jeean bwee.
Hrog ee e kione mooar eairkagh,
trome lesh cooinaght yn chelloo

as cooinaght yn thalloo caghlaa.

Ben-rein y veinn.

As ny lomarcan.

Son lhied y leagh shoh
nagh row reeriaghtyn beg
sthampit stiagh sy laagh?

An Fheannag Dhubh
Eadar-theangachadh le Marcas Mac an Tiairneir

An t-Samhain, gruamach fo sgail.

’S gann gun robh mi ’faicinn an rathaid romham

gus an d’ rinn gath gréine, cho geur ri sleagh,

sliseadh sgolt tron cheo

is sheas mi sgeannach ann.

Faisg air an rathad

bha feannag dhubh na sheasamh

air mullach carn cloiche,

glan ghlacte sa bheum-sholais bhuidhe.

Thog i a ceann mor adharcach,

trom le cuimhne an tréid
is cuimhne caochladh na talmhainn.

Banrigh na beinne.
Agus uaigneach.
Son leithid duais seo

nach deach rioghachdan beaga

Foast Shelg yn Dreean

Higgym er creau,

arrym y chur da red feer veg:

red marroo, imlee, foddey follit

ayns fillaghyn as fo brat hibbin.

Quoi t'ayn dy eiyrt ort

agh mish, as higgym.

Higgym gyn claghyn trome as slattagyn,
higgym gyn yllagh mooar, gyn bratteeyn.
Higgym my lomarcan as ta’n laue aym foast
feayn foshlit da’n speyr.

Etlee, ghrean veg, bee seyr!

a stampadh sa chlabar.

Sealg an Dreathain Fhathast
Eadar-theangachadh le Marcas Mac an Tisairneir

Thig mi air chrith,

gus aithne a thoirt air rud fior bheag:
rud marbh, biodach, fad-falaichte’

anns na figheachain is fo bhrat eidhne.
Co ni do leantainn

ach mise, is thig mi.

Thig mi gun chlachan troma is slatagan,
thig mi gun ghairm mhor, gun bhrataichean.
Thig mi nam aonar is mo lamh fhathast
reidh fosgailte ron speur.

Eirich, a dhreathain bhig, bi saor!

The St Stephen’s Day tradition of Hunting the Wren is still carried out, albeit with no cruelty involved these days.It
is celebrated with a colourful wren pole anda lively song and dance to shake off the Christmas Day grogginess. In the
story of ‘Tehi Tegi’ recounted in Manx Fairy Tales (1911), the tiny wren is none other than the beautiful enchanteress

Tehi Tegi who lures the Manxmen to follow her into the surging waters where they are drowned, while the

transtormed witch makes her winged escape.
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