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Sèist
Bi falbh on uinneig
Fhir ghaoil, fhir ghaoil
‘S na tig a-nochd tuilleadh
Fhir ghràidh, fhir ghràidh
Bi falbh on uinneig
Fhir ghaoil, fhir ghaoil
‘S na tig a-nochd tuilleadh
Fhir ghràidh, fhir ghràidh

Chorus
Go away from the window 

Beloved one, beloved one
And don’t come back again tonight, 

Darling one, darling one
Go away from the window 

Beloved one, beloved one
And don’t come back again tonight, 

Darling one, darling one

Rann 1
Tha do long air an t-sàile
‘s i gun seòladair aice
Tha do long air an t-sàile
‘s i gun seòladair aice
Bi falbh on uinneig
Fhir ghaoil, fhir ghaoil
‘S na tig a-nochd tuilleadh
Fhir ghràidh, fhir ghràidh

Verse 1
Your ship is on the ocean 

without a sailor
Your ship is on the ocean 

without a sailor
Go away from the window 
Beloved one, beloved one

And don’t come back again tonight, 
Darling one, darling one

Rann 2
Cuir umad do bhrògan
Tha ’n tòir a’ tigh’nn cas ort
Cuir umad do bhrògan
Tha ’n tòir a’ tigh’nn cas ort
Gur mise bhios brònach
Ma nì ’n tòir seo cur às dut
Na tig a-nochd tuilleadh
Fhir ghràidh, fhir ghràidh.

Verse 2
Put on your shoes

The pursuers are approaching fast
Put on your shoes

The pursuers are approaching fast
It is I who will be sad

If these pursuers do away with you
Don’t come back again tonight, 

Darling one, darling one

Bi falbh on uinneig
Move away from the window

Traditional. Arranged by I T MacConachie.
This traditional lullaby is a night visiting song, in which a married woman is lying next to her
husband; unbeknownst to her approaching lover. She conveys a warning to her lover to flee
from his pursuers who are closing in on him; telling him to move away from the window, to
not return again, and to go to his ship that will be leaving that evening.
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Rann 3
Nuair a thèid mi measg slòighe
Fear do bhòidhchead chan fhaic mi
Tha faltan donn dualach
Air mo luaidh de na gaisgich
Gur mise bhios brònach
Ma nì ’n tòir seo cur às dut
Na tig a-nochd tuilleadh
Fhir ghràidh, fhir ghràidh

Verse 3
When I go among a crowd

I won’t see one of your beauty
There is brown curly hair

On my adored of the heroes
It is I who will be sad

If these pursuers do away with you
Don’t come back again tonight, 

Darling one, darling one
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