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Because of the ever-increasing noise pollution we now
experience, the occasional sound of silence, is a sure
respite for soul and body.

Cidineas

Cidineas maidne le breacadh an lae,
Cidineas diche macanta séimh.
Faic le cloisint, ach ceol no n-éan,
Go soléir sonasach ag moladh Dé.

Cilineas coille na crainn maorga,
Cilineas pdirce in aice na h-abhainn.
Feirmeoiri treana ag cur tus le céachta
'S an tuath leathan cidin mar scanndn
romhainn.

Leanbh ina suain tar éis an lae,
Sean-fhear crionna, a phaidrin ‘a phlé.
Ainmhi na feirme tuirseach traochta,

'S an spéir geal citin le milte réalta.

Leigheas do anam 'sea cidineas caoimh,
Sélds gach éinne ar an bealach caoin.
Cumhacht calma €, bronntanas Dé,
Neartaigh an cidineas go deire dr ré.
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In the days of war, want and injustice in so many countries

including our own, this poem asks a very relevant question
"Cé'n Fdath?” Why?

Cé'n Fath?

Cead-mhac leagtha, ceann cromtha,
Geaga sinte, sruth fola,
A gnlis scriosta, gruaig in aimhreidhe,
Ar sraid folamh, oiche duairc.
A anam soar, o saol danartha.
Ceist orm-sa, cé'n fath?

Mdthair crdite, athair sdite,
Intinn réabtha, an iomairce deor,
Mac marbh, clann céasta,
Mor chuid duailce 's easba suailce,
Leicne bana's frasa deora,
Ceist ort-sa, cé'n fath?

Baile bruite, daoine gonnta,
Feall fillte, urchar nimhthe,
Croi briste, corp millte,
Teaghlach brénach, le bas éig-fhir,
Buairt aigne, 's barraiocht brén,
Ceist oraibh-se, cé'n fath?
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A spiorad calma, mér-carthannach,
Le grd tire, 's clis teangan.
Cuimhne laochra, sior-ghaisce daonra,
Stair Fhodhla, stair gruama,
Stailc-ocrais le suim domhanda,

In uair na h-eigne, ceist orainn-ne
Cé'n fath?



When visiting Uachtar Ard, observe and touch the bog
cotton gently swaying in Bunnagippaun. Or, on your way to
Derrymoyle, see the heavenly colour and shape of the
foxgloves. Then you may make time to "smell the roses”,

Tog go bog é

Ruille bille gan stad gan staonadh,
Neart mér fothram 6 dubh go dubh,
Fearas nua-aimseartha ag 6g 's aosta
Beagdn faill acu, "to smell the roses”.

Aicmi teicnidil ag saothri ldn seol
Sa teach, sa scoil in achan dit,
Daoine bodhar, balbh, ag Gtamdil leo,
Nil am acu "to smell the roses".

Gantannas cairdeas's easba cémhra.
Saol gan comhluadar mar a bhi fadg,
Nil suim ag formhér 'sna céadta
uaigheach,

"To smell the roses" is cuma leo.

Daoine gnéthach 6 Luan go Satharn,
Freastal sioraigh 6 dit go h-dit,
Gan méran ama don chaint 's craic.
Nil seans ag éinne “to smell the roses".



Our ever-increasing litter problem is a very serious one.
The solution really begins with each of us as we do our
utmost to keep Ireland green.

Bruscar

Bruscar millteach i ngach aon dit,
Fite fuaite ar sceach 's clai,
Srdideanna iontach salach ar maidin Luan,
Sin ar ndire, sa chathair, sa tuaith.

Plédaithe le giobal, paipéir 's boscai,

_ Na milte toitin 's buidéil Coke

Eire glas, an mbeidh a leithéid ann?
Caithfimid athrd gan mérdn stré.

*No Dump Here" ar fud na tire,
Fograi le feicedil, aniar aneas,
Mdlai dubha ldn go béal.

Sin an ddigh, mo léan, mo |éan.

Gluaistedin graosta, grdnna,
'S corr rothar leaghta leo,
I gcoim na hoiche fdgtar iad,
Daoine 'ta ciontach imithe leo.

Is leor nach linn - ne an domhan seo,
B'fhéidir thart fé tri, né ceithre scér.
Ar iasacht duinn, atd sé,

Mar sin, coinnigh € go cair.



Conamara

Na Beanna Beola maorga ag spreagadh anios o 'n
Atlantach Mhor.

Aibhne Uire glasa, 's carraigreacha méra dubha.
Na milte cloch, 's mér gantannas cré,
Cnocdin corcra, le h-ais portaigh boga,
Coillte tiubha séimhe i measg pdirceanna beaga loma,
Sin dhaoine, Seod an iarthar, Conamara.

Aillneacht aoibhinn, aisteach, naofa,
Cilineas caoin na céadta sléibhte, arda
Sonas suaibhreach, meabhrach, na ngleannta maighe
Uaigneas, fior-uaigneas, o dubh go dubh
Ins na teaghlaigh teo, go fairsing foirleathan
In Iarthar Gaillimh, I gConamara.

Is i Renvyle cailidil ar bhruach an Aigein
Fuair fili, sgribhneoiri ‘s dealbhéiri mérdn faoisimh ann.
Is i Roundstone drsa, na n-iascairi tréana,
Ta an cultir, ceol, 's damhsa slan go féill ann,
Is in Uachtar Ard na Coirribe ta sliocht mo shleacht.

Gaeilge binn blasta na bpdisti dga, i Rosmuc an Phiarsaigh,
Na seandaoine lan de sheanchas ar sinsir
Is cuimhne acu ar Phadraig dg.
Ta fdilte caoimh, flaithiuil, roimh saibhir 's daibhir
O gach aird an domhain i gConamara.



A Dhia cheansa sior-digh a chruthaigh an domhain uilig,
Gabhaim buiochas leat laethdil ar son do mhaithis cruinn.
Ta rian do ghléir 's deis do chumhacta
Go soiléir sior o Luan go Luan
Is ar béithrin na smaointe, bi liom anois,

Agus lig do scith, i gConamara.



Imirce

Ina aonair cois cladaigh a shui sé,
Ag amharch ar an Fharraige Mhér,
A lémha leagtha ar a ghldinne,
'S a shdile ag sileadh na ndeor.

Bhi sé ag macnadh ar Mdire 's Bridin,
Ar Sedn Og 's Sorcha Bén
Ar Michedl I London le cianta
'S Pdid Rua scartha le fdin.

IS cuimhin leis an long ag an Cladach,
Trathndna cidin aoibhinn san Fhémhair,
Scér gasur é Cros Bthar Mdma,
Daréag cailin 6 thaobh
Leitir Mhoir.

Rugadh clan Chéilin don Imirce,
Ni raibh faic I ndan déibh ach an bhad,
Ghreadaigh sia d leo leis na sluaite
'S bhi Rialtas na h-Eireann gan aird.

Bhi an scéal mar an gcéadna sa gClochan,
O’ n mbliain caogad 's a dé anal,
Easpa oibre ba chionntach leis an ruaig seo,
A d'fdag scrios 's raic ar gach clan.




Shaothraigh siad go cruaidh don stréinséir,
Ar béithre 's ar foirgnimh an domhan,
Bhi a 6istin uaigneach, do-fhulangtha,

Le linn taistil na tiortha siar soir.

Fagadh Céilin gan comhluadar agdnaigh,
Fagadh a chéile gan misneach gan suim,
Fdagadh Fédhla lom leis an Imirce,
Nil a shérd le feicedl 6 shin.

Ach anois, td a mhalairt le choistedl,
Nil na h'Eireannaigh ag lionadh na mbdd,
Td siad ar ais ins na céadta,

Seo chugaibh, mile fdilte roimh cdch.



An Celtic Tiger

Is fuath liom an t-athrd ta tagaithe,
Nil aon rud anois mar a bhi.
Ta an Celtic Tiger ag réabadh
Ar n-intinn, dr geultdr, 's dr geroi.

Ta airgead 4 caitheamh go sanntach,
Ar gluaistedin, P.C's's T.V.,
Coinneadl suas leis na Joneses is ciis leis,
Mo léan! ta an Tiger ar spraoi.

Féach ar na sluaite 'sna tabhairni,
Amharc ar na discos gach oich
Eist le teanga dr n-aos dg,
Och! An damhas 's a canuint gan bri.

Ca bhfuil an Tiger ag sleamhnd.
Bhfuil minid le fdil ar an sli?
An dtiocfaidh a dheire amach anseo
Nuair a bainfear an mion-ghdire da gnaoi?




"Tir gan Teanga, Tir gan anam”

"Tds maith, leath na hoibre,
Nil aon tintedn mar do thintedn fein.
Bionn adharca fada ara na buaibh thar lear,
'S, is glas iad na cnuic I bhfad uainn.

Ualach trom, cearc I bhfad.
Ni mar siltear bitear.
Ni hé la na gaoithe, la na scolb.
Agqus, is fearr an sldinte, na na tdinte.

Briseann an duchas tré shiilibh an chait,
Is teann gach madra ar a urldr féin.
Binn béal ina thost,

Agus, is goire cabhar D€, nd an doras.

Cuir sioda ar ghabhar, agus
beidh sé ina ghabhar I gcdnai.
Ni thagann ciall roimh aois,
Ach, mol an dige agus tiocfaidh si."



An Millennium

An Millennium seo, mar solas an bhealaigh.

An Alpha 's an Omega inniu 's inné.
Criost ins glinta, 6 Boston go Bala,
Criost amdrach dr stiuirid go réidh.

Eist leis san Biobla arsa,
Féach air, sa ghrian 's sa cheo,
Nochtaigh é san ghaoth 's sa téirneach,
Beidh se linn go deo na ndeor.

Criost linn inniu 'sna daoine dga,
Criost linn inné 'sna gnoithe ata thart.
Criost linn amdrach pé scéal e,
Criost go buan dr cuidid 's ér neart.

Criost faoi ré ins na tiortha buartha,
Criost ar théir daoine ar strae,
Criost i measc pobal na milte.

An t-Athar, ar Mhac, 's an Spiorad Naomh.

T Y e



As we watched sheep and newly-born lambs being taken
away for slaughter, a little 3 year old boy broke the
awesome silence when he said: "Won't there be sheep and
lambs in the fields again?”

An galar crib's béal

Uaigneach anois iad, sléibhte Cooley,
Pdirc gan caora, uain, 's gabhair
Nil beithigh le feiscint ar fud na tuaithe,
Gan trup, gan torann, gan guth.

Ina seasamh ag an fhuinneog a bhiomar
Ag amharc ar na garrai amach
Nuair a thdinig na "men in white coats"
Chun an tread chuig an "slaughter” a ghlac.

Té gach éinne ag ceistid, ag cuardach
"The when, the why and how come?”
Is millteach an raic seo a tharla,

A d'fhag ‘chuile feirm, iontach garbh lom.



An Fomhar

An Fomhar fial flaithiul anois in dr measc,
Crainn mor maorga ag eiri lom gedr,
Na fdinleoga fairsinge imithe thar lear.
'S gealach brae an Fhomhar ag lasadh an spéir.

An fhuacht le mothd ag deire an lae,
An oiche citin caoin ag imeacht I bhfad.
Na laethe ag dul I ngiorracht go réidh,
Cruithneacht, eorna 's chirce aibi faoin ngréin.

Sciobdil lIdn don geimhreadh romhainn.
Na duilleoga bui 's donn ag titim le fén.
De réir a chéile beidh na géaga le feichedil.
Ag luascadh go huaigneach anonn 's anall.

Tagann séastir an Fhémhar gach uile bliain.
Agus tiocfaidh gan amhras, go deo na ndeor.
An aimsear, a fhdsacht, ag athrd go sior,
Dia, ér n-athar, ar stiuirid go fadir.




I wrote this poem in 1982, when Pat Hartigan was in his
prime, and competed with the 2 Gerards from Tyrone and
Munster. The late an t-Athar Mac Shedin was an inspiration
to all Poc Fada followers. Go ndéana Dia trécaire ar a anam

vasal.

Poc Ochto Do

I gCondae LU drsa na n-6g fhear tréanmhar,
Cois Cuain Dun Dealgan gar don Mhuirtheimnhe Mhér
Gach Lunasa, cloistear fé'n cluiche sean - aimseartha,
Poc Fada na hEireann a phlé Setanta fads.

Bhi an speir gan gliomar, la grianmhar aerach,
Gan faic le clos, ach ceol binn na n-éan,
Go sciopa, go ldidir, bhi Annaverna fé ionsai.
Le slua mér daoine tagtha I bhfad 's I gcéin.

Calann na camdn an ceol dob aoibhinn,
Iarracht na bhfear ag lionadh aer,
Na sliotair ag saothrd ar an chirsa stairidil,
Cé mhéad poc don duine is fearr?

Suas, siar, amach, anoir, 's trasna,
Spért 's greann ‘chuile sdl go géar,
Trup mér na gcos, ag cur leis an siamsa,
An choill, an gleann, 's an achadh réidh.

I ndeire na feide, bhi sdr-laochra san direamh
Mo cheol thd, a Gheardid, 6 teaghlach Thir Eoghain.
Maith thd, a Phadraig 6 Luimneach na Sionainne
Leis an Gearéid dard eile as Clige Mumhain.



Ar Sli na Firinne

D'éalaigh sé uainn san Eanair,
Ar Mhdirt aoibhinn suain roimh a deich,
Bhi a inion 's a chéad mhac taobh leis,
Sul ar shroich sé a luach saothair ar neamh.

Is cuma linn bheith ég, nd sean crionna,
Is cuma linn bheith ldidir, N6 lag,
Tagann an bhds iontach sciopa,

'S fdgtar sinn crdite gan scath.

Td an bhds I ndadn ddinn go cinnte,
Ni feidir linn é a sheachni gan dabht,
Tagann sé chugainn mar snadaidhe sa cheo,
T gcoim na h-oiche, né b'fhéidir sa lo.

Bhfuil freagra le fdil ar an gceist seo?
An t-uaigneas anré, 's briseadh croi,
Caithfimid bheith foighdeach, 'S déchasach,
Ag faire, ag feitheamh, 's ag gui.

Cuimhnigh ar dr sinnsir atd imithe,
Ta mé sdsta go bhfuil siad ar neamh,
A saol ar an domhain seo criochnaithe
Leis dr sldnaitheoir ag caidreamh go brdch.
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