The English translations given here are not ‘official’ – they are my own and given so that those students who don’t have the Irish to understand the pieces may have some idea what they are reading.  In most cases, teachers will have explained what the pieces are – and ALWAYS please  use the teacher’s translation, advice, etc. – but unfortunately there are cases where the students are on their own in this regard.

SLIOCHT 1 
The dinner to be prepared.  Must eat.  Chips today. They love that dinner, eggs, sausages and chips.  Those in bed should be down anytime from now.  We should all be beside the sea somewhere.  But he would not be there.  He would not be in any place where I would be.  There was no word from him, not a word.  ‘I wasted time with you, Breandán.  I know you now.  There was a day when I didn’t know you.  I told you my secret.  I listened to you. I defended you if I were to tell the truth.  Or I tried. I was fully serious but you...’

The rain slowly falling.  The silent phone.  “Call, Breandán!”

“Lisa, the crowd are out of bed.  Where are my black denims? I put them out more than two days ago.  And my Umbro Top?

You’re gone to the devil, Lisa, you and your cigarettes.  You do nothing, do you?  I can’t wait until Mam comes home!’

As: Mealladh le Máire Áine Nic Ghearailt. 
SLIOCHT 2 
When I look back on them now, it is my belief that the years I spent going to Baile an Droichid school were the best years of my life, even though I didn't think so at the time.  God gave my good intelligence, and many thanks to him, and it wasn't any great trouble to me to learn my lessons. I have to say, as cross as de Paor was, that he never laid a rod on me for not having my lessons. That's not leaving it that he didn't give me a beating for other things. It was often he was given cause to be cross, but he used to go too far at times. He used to be awful hard on anyone who wouldn't be attending school.
As: An Gleann agus a Raibh Ann le Séamas Ó Maolchathaigh. 
SLIOCHT 3 
Into the train we went and sat down.  There was a lot of people with us.  We barely had room on the seats.  When we reached Tralee station the train stopped. A man came towards us looking for tickets and as he got the ticket, he cut a little bit out of it and handed it back to us.  We got out of the train together.

‘Yes, men,’ said Seán Eoghain as he cleaned the dust of the carriage from his clothes, ‘what’s to do?’ 

‘What’s to do but to be having a look around, man?’ said Micil. ‘Haven’t we as much of Ireland as our feet can cover? If we are going west for a while all we have to do is turn and then take another direction. The day is long and we won’t be spending it on our own.’

As: Machnamh le Peig Sayers 
SLIOCHT 4 
A week ago today the two of us were married, Tomás Ó Criomhthain and Máire Ní Chatháin in the last week of Shrovetide, 1878. It was a great day in Ballyferriter.  There were four pubs in it and they had a while in each one of them until well on in the day. The village was full of people because there were plenty of other marriages. There were four violinists, one in each pub, and another man who wasn’t in any pub but in the middle of the street; and he wasn't the worst paid, because the crowd was outside.

We had to leave Ballyferriter in the end at the time the craic was best, because we had a big sea journey ahead of us and plenty to bring in. 
As: An tOileánach le Tomás Ó Criomhthain 
SLIOCHT 5 
Many people believed that Bidí Early got the gift of the cure from the fairies. When Bidí was young in County Clare, at the beginning of the 19th century, she used to spend a lot of time in the corner of a field beside a big stone which was called "Cloch na Sióg" (the Fairy Stone).  At times her mother would ask her what she used to be doing down there.

“I’m talking to the fairies,’ Bidí used to say, “and learning from them.”

Bidí had a big botthe, a magic bottle. It is said that the fairies gave her that bottle...

One night, Bidí was minding a neighbour's child. The child was lying in the cradle. Suddenly he spoke to her.

“Give me that fiddle there hanging on the wall!” said he.

Bidí handed him the fiddle and the child started playing. Odd, beautiful music he was playing and Bidí understood that he was no ordinary child but a changeling.

After a little while the music stopped and the changeling spoke again.

"Do you see that bottle there above over the fire?"

“I do!” said Bidí.
As: Mná as an nGnáth le hÁine Ní Ghlinn 
SLIOCHT 6 
The sun rose. Daylight shone on the land, on the shore, on the sea. The birds of the air awoke and sent their beautiful music dancing through the depths of the sky. There was a blanket of seaweed shining on the shore; red like blood, on which the sun shines, against the dark blue of the cold sea. Pádraig Ó Dioráin had a great pile collected – ten horseloads. He went home. Weak after an illness, he could hardly walk the road and the backs of his knees burnt from the sea salt. And now, on his way home, he was reminded again of the great sadness that was awaiting yon, a bitter lament and a grave being opened... 

His house was at the end of the village/town, a long house, bright, whitewashed, carefully thatched, every single thing clean and cared for all around the ground close to the house (sráid can also mean a village, a few houses in a row, etc.); little green branches growing at the end of the house. A good (this can also mean ‘well off’) woman.  A good (‘well off’) man.
As: Daoine Bochta le Liam Ó Flaithearta 
SLIOCHT 7 
Who was it only Maurice O’Doherty, RTE!  I was at home! I was so excited that I jumped and screamed with delight.  Nothing changed since I left home. They were still robbing and going on strike. It was many a night after that I listened to Larry Gogan’s pop programme.  I wrote him a letter once but maybe it was a good thing that it was never posted.  As the Kilcullen went east the sun went down earlier each night and the reception I got on the radio improved.  It was not long that I could also hear the programmes before Larry Gogan’s.

The southwest wind rose early the next morning. I put the Kilcullen on a northeast course in the Kerry direction. This was the most suitable course with the wind just right at fifteen nautical miles per hour. I had waited south on purpose hoping for this wind and I was lucky. It blew steadily like this for thirty-six hours and the Kilcullen made one hundred and forty miles under full sail. If this continued, I would be home by the end of a week.
As: Béal Faoi le hEnda Ó Coineen 
SLIOCHT 8 
The bus bell (buzzer) rang. Áine was getting off. Learaí bent down and pretended that he was looking for a ticket on the floor. She breezed out past him, down the stairs. Learaí followe in a short while and out with him off the bus. She was half way across the road by the time he was out. Up Stradbrook Avenue she went. When Learaí reached the corner of the street, all he could see was the back of her (head) going into one of the tall houses half way down the avenue. Learaí ran as fast as he could until he was out of breath but she was gone up the lane when he reached the gate of the house. All he saw was the back of her head going in the door. Learaí was left like a sinner at the gates of heaven looking in over the high wall that had barbed wires and broken bottles on top of it.
As: Céard a dhéanfas tú anois? le Diarmaid Ó Gráinne 
SLIOCHT 9 
Fiona lay back in the seat and closed her eyes for a second. She opened them again. The likes of it! She was here watching number 6. That’s flat number 6. She couldn’t close her eyes. She took out the crosswords book that she had in her big bag. She had improved greatly in the last two years! There was a time when she wouldn’t have been able to do any crossword. Now she was better than any of her friends. She was far better than Mícheál! He used to be angry when she was able to do the ‘Crosaire’ quicker than he could. Poor Mícheál!  She didn’t see him now for almost a week! She was so busy. But they needed the money. The rent was very high. Too high probably.
She saw the man from number 6 coming in her direction. The woman was with him this evening. He had his hand on her shoulder and she was hanging on him. She would have news for the wife tomorrow! The poor woman! Four children and the husband living in this flat with a young girl eighteen years of age.
As: Ar ais arís le Muireann Ní Bhrolcháin 
SLIOCHT 10 
I lived with my father and with my mother and my aunt in Gleann Chatha. I was an only child. Thus, my family were less than happy when I decided to go to England. I had a friend going over at this time. She was home from America and was used to travelling. I decided to go with her. On a beautiful August morning we got the Gort Mór bus and away with us! We went on the train in Galway and our destination was Dublin. Then we took the boat from Dún Laoghaire to Hollyhead and the train back to Heuston. It was an uncomfortable journey but we didn’t mind.
As: Idir Mná Scríbhneoirí Ban Ros Muc le Máire Seoighe 
SLIOCHT 11 
One day when the Fianna (warriors) were hunting around Loch Léin in Killarney, they saw coming towards them a beautiful looking girl with a head of hair the colour of gold on the back of a white horse. When she came to where the Fianna were, she greeted Fionn in a mannerly way. He enquired of her who she was, and he found out that she was Niamh Chinn Óir (Niamh of the Golden Hair), the daughter of the king of Tír na nÓg (the land of eternal youth). She said she loved Oisín and she came to take him with her to her father’s court. She praised Tír na nÓg very highly and convinced Oisín.  Oisín was three hundred years in Tír na nÓg without a care, without sadness, without the decay of old age upon him, but blissful and happy.
As: Laochas le Séamas Ó Searcaigh 
SLIOCHT 12 
We went on the train during the night until we reached Missoula. This town was around one hundred and fifty or two hundred miles from where we left – on the northwest side. It was daytime now and we couldn’t go any further on that train. We left it, one after another, while it was coming into Missoula station. Nobody bothered us during this time or nobody said that we shouldn’t be where we were.

We spent the day relaxing until another similar train would come in the evening. It came in due time and we watched our chance well till we got into one of the carriages, the same way we got in the day before. Out with us then amongst the hills (Bitter-Root Mountains) and on through a big, long, expanse of land that hadn’t a house or a shed on it as far as the eye could see.
As: Rotha Móra an tSaoil le Micí Mac Gabhann 
SLIOCHT 13 
Tarlach had nowhere to sit (settle) and it was no good expecting help from his father. The father had spent too much on him, for all he got out of him. Tarlach had no choice but go to America and earn a little money. Then come back home and marry Síle.

The evening before he went, himself and Síle spent a long time sitting on a slab over the sea. It was a sort of  sombre looking evening, as if it was about to rain. Síle tried not to cry as long as she could, but the tears fell in the end.

‘Here now, darling, don’t cry,’ said he. ‘Five years won’t be too long going by.’

‘I’d rather be with you as we are with nothing,’ said she.
As: Cith is Dealán le Séamas Mac Grianna 
SLIOCHT 14 
There were pictures without sound on the television in the corner of the room in this bar in Belfast, that was packed. Jimmy looked at the titles that were coming and going from the film before the news at nine. He drank a small sip from the pint of porter in front of him and he thought of the devastation that would be after him at home.

Sarah, his wife, would be struggling hard to put the children to bed. John, the eldest, a hard obstinate four year old, would fight her to the end, even though there would be red circles under his eyes from rubbing them so much with the tiredness. But Jimmy had no doubt who would win the fight. If he looked at times past, any bookmaker would say that Sarah would win once again. 

As: An Gnáthrud le Deirdre Ní Ghrianna 
SLIOCHT 15 
Mícheál would prefer to be back in the chair. These people had nothing to do with his life: he was completely out of place. He was still doing his best to make sense of the storyteller’s talk. He wasn’t sad about the old woman. She was also a stranger, a worn remnant of the woman who gave them lodgings many years ago. But shouldn’t the dead be respected? There was a right party on now: beer bottles being opened, glasses being passed around, the conversation getting loud. It was a good thing that it was the middle of June as the day would dawn early and he would make his way by hook or by crook to the mainland as soon as first light.

When a man started squeezing an accordeon, Mícheál stood up and went into the room of the dead, angry at the dishonour to Cití. He shut out the noise with the door and stood at the window looking out at the night.
As: Ná Bris Nós le hIarla Mac Aodha Bhuí 

