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Fear a Bháta

Beautifull old song originating from Scotland and around in many versions, about a woman missing her lover, a boatman (Fear a Bháta) who never came back. Pronunciation of the title is close to "eer a vata". "Na horó eile" means "no one else"

Theid mé suas ar an croc is aired

Feach a bhfeic mé an fear a bháta

An dtig tú anocht nó an dtig tú amarach

No Muna dtig tú idir is trua atá mé
Curfá:

A fhir a bháta is na horó eile (3x)

Cead mile fáilte gach ait a te tú

Tá mo chroíse briste bruité

Is tric na deoir a'ruith o mo shuíle

An dtig tú inniú nó am bidh me suil leat?

No an druid mé an doras le osna tuirseach?

Gheall mo leanann domh gúna den tsioda

Gheall é sin, agus breacan riabhach

Fainne óir anns an bhfeicfinn íomha

Ach is eagal liom go ndearn sé dearmad

Tá mo croíse ag dul in airde

Chan don fidleir, chan don clairsoir

Ach do Stuirithoir an bhata

Is muna dtig tú abhaile is trua atá mé

Please enjoy Niamh Parsons who breaks all records of beauty by singing this song.


Fear a Bháta
This is a singable english translation of the Gaelic song by Lachlan MacBean
"Fear a Bháta" means "Man of the boat"
I climb the mountain and scan the ocean

For thee, my boatman, with fond devotion

When shall I see thee? today? tomorrow?

Oh! do not leave me in lonely sorrow.

Chorus

O, my boatman, na horó eile,  (3x)

May joy await thee where'er thou sailest.

Broken-hearted I droop and languish,

And frequent tears show my bosom's anguish;

Shall I expect thee tonight to cheer me?

Or close the door, sighing sad and weary.

From passing boatmen I'd fain discover

If they have heard of or seen my lover;

They never tell me - I'm only chided,

And told my heart has been sore misguided

My lover promised to bring his lady

A silken gown and a tartan plaidie,

A ring of gold which would show his semblance

But, ah! I fear me for his remembrance.

That thou'rt a rover my friends have told me,

But not the less to my heart I hold thee;

And every night in my dream I see thee,

And still at dawn will the visions flee me.

I may not hide it - my heart's devotion

Is not a season's brief emotion;

Thy love in childhood began to seize me

And ne'er shall fade until death release me.

My friends oft tell me that I must sever

All thoughts of thee from my heart forever;

Their words are idle - my passion swelling,

Untamed as ocean, can brook no quelling.

My heart is weary with ceaseless wailing,

Like wounded swan when her strength is failing

Her notes of anguish the lake awaken,

By all her comrades at last forsaken.

Fear a Bháta
Maybe you're the kind of man (like me) that feels better when singing about a girl. In this version she has left him by boat, promising to come back soon, but she never did...
I climb the green hills and scan the ocean

For you, my love_, with fond devotion

When will I see you? Today or tomorrow?

Oh! do not leave me in … lonely sorrow.

Chorus

O, my bonnie, na horó eile,  (3x)

May you be safe where'er … you go.

From passing boatmen I tried to find a clue
If they have heard of or seen a glimpse of you;

They never tell me - I'm only chided,

And told my heart has been .. sore misguided

My bonnie promised to write me letters
And return one day with golden feathers,

A ring of gold I bear to show my semblance

But, ah! I fear for her … remembrance.

That you're a lier my friends have told me,

But nonetheless to my heart I hold thee;

And every night in my dream I see thee,

And still at dawn will the visions … flee me.

I cannot hide it - my heart's devotion

It's not ​just a season's brief emotion;

Since I was a boy your love got hold of me
And it ne'er will fade until death … releases me.
My friends oft tell me, that I must sever

All thoughts of you from my heart forever;

Their words are idle, my passion swelling,

Untamed as ocean can … brook no quelling.

My heart is weary with ceaseless wailing,

Like a wounded horse when his strength is failing

His cries of anguish the moors awaken,

By all his comrades at last … forsaken.
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Literally translated


I went up to the highest hill to see


If I could see the man of the boat


Will you come tonight or come tomorrow?


If you do not come between, it's sad I'll be





Chorus (after each verse)


Man of the boat and no one else (3x)


A hundred thousand welcomes every-


where you go


My heart is bruised and broken


And tears flow from my eyes


Will you come today or will I expect you?


Or will I close the door with a tired sigh?





My love promised me a dress of silk


He promised me that and a gray tartan


A gold ring where I'd see my reflection


But I'm afraid he has forgotten





My heart is lifting


Not for the tailor or the harper


But for the navigator of the boat


If you don't come, I'll be very sad








Get your own digital copy of this document or other SongDocs from SongDocs.com

