Cruiscin Lan
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Let the far-mer praisehisground,and the hunts-man praise his hound, the shep/ herd his sweet shad -y
\ 1 N
e 8 ] E— o — S — v —
—

I'm___moreblest than they,spend each hap-pynightand day withmy smi-linglit-tle criis- cin__
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— mo chroi mo chruis- cin,— sldin-te geal mo mhuir-nin, is cum-aliomdo chuil-in— no—_ Dban._

Let the farmer praise his ground and the huntsman praise his hound
The shepherd his sweet shady grove

I’'m more blessed than they, spend each happy night and day

With my smiling little criiscin ldn, ldn, ldn

With my smiling little criiscin ldn, ldn, ldn

Grd mo chroi mo chriiscin, slainte geal mo mhuirnin
[Graw mo khree mo khrooshkeen, slawncha gyal mo voorneen]
Love of my heart, my little jug, bright health my darling

Grd mo chroi mo chriiiscin, ldn, lan, ldn
[Graw mo khree mo khrooshkeen, lawn, lawn, lawn]
Love of my heart, my little jug, full, full, full

Grd mo chroi mo chriiscin, sldinte geal mo mhuirnin
[Graw mo khree mo khrooshkeen, slawncha gyal mo voorneen]
Love of my heart, my little jug, bright health my darling

Is cuma liom do chiiilin dubh no badn.
[Iss cumma lum do khooleen doov no bawn.]
It’s all the same to me (if) your hair is black or white.

Immortal and divine, sweet Bacchus, god of wine

Create me by adoption of your son

In hopes that you'll comply that my glass will ne’er run dry
Nor my smiling little cridiscin ldn, ldn, ldn (2x)



There’s my cailin deas, she's a kind, true-hearted lass [ky-leen dyass, “pretty girl”’]
She’s as modest, she's as gentle as a swan

Her smile is so divine, I could quaff it up with wine

Her sweet lips should be my criiscin ldn, ldn, ldn (2x)

And when grim death appears in a few unpleasant years

And says that my glass it has drawn

I’1l say, Begone, you knave, for great Bacchus gave me leave
To fill another criiiscin ldn, ldn, ldn (2X)

Then fill your glasses high, let them part with lips not dry
For the lark now proclaims it is dawn

And since we can’t remain, may we shortly meet again
To fill another criiiscin ldn, ldn, ldn (2X)



