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  General Blessings


  As we become good Europeans and embrace all the implications, good or evil, of that status, it is difficult to realise that not so many years ago, little of our everyday business was undertaken without the benefit of God’s blessing invoked by ourselves or others. Going to fish or save turf, hearing news of a death or marriage, consoling neighbours in sorrow or sharing their joy – there was a particular blessing for every occasion and people uttered these ejaculations without fear of being considered passé or over-religious. Some of these habits have survived. The simple ‘God bless you’, ‘God save you’, or ‘God rest his soul’ are heard as often as they are mocked, at least.


  Many of the following blessings are translated from the Irish; others are remembered from a rural childhood. All have their own charm.


  Animals, Birds etc.


  ‘Oh that God Almighty may bless us and save us,’ says I;


  ‘That’s a good word ye said,’ said the little grey horse.


  The blessing of Mary, the blessing of God


  The blessing of sun, moon and road;


  Of man from the east, of man from the west,


  My blessing on you – be you blest.


  (Said when milking.)


  May the holes in your nets be no larger than the fish in it.


  May you be Christ’s ghillie and the trout leppin’.


  May you have a fast slip and a long course.


  God bless three times with three spits for luck.


  (Said at the birth of livestock.)


  God bless you, cow


  May He double bless your calf.


  Come, Mary and sit,


  Come Brigid and milk,


  Come, Blessed Michael the Archangel


  And bless this fat beast


  In the name of the Father and of the Son and of the Holy Ghost.


  (From the Irish.)


  Hurs slán agus Dia leat.


  (Hurs health and God he with you. Said by farming women as they caught the cow’s tail at milking time. ‘Hurs’ was a common cow-call.)


  Here’s to the grey goose


  With the golden wing;


  A free country


  And a Fenian king.


  (IFCMs, Vol,583, p.276.)


  May the loss of Aughrim be your only loss.


  (Small loss.)


  May there be a fox on your fishing-hook, and a hare on your bait.


  Death


  May I never kill a person and may nobody kill me. But if someone thinks of killing me, may I kill him.


  (From the Irish.)


  Ar dheas Dé go raibh a anam.


  (May his soul be on the right hand of God.)


  The Lord have mercy on his soul (or) God’s free mercy be on his soul.


  God’s blessing be on the souls of the dead and may we be a long time following them.


  May God grant you a generous share of eternity.


  That you may never be left to die a sinner.


  May we see God’s countenance


  And perceive His gloriousness.


  And attain His paradise.


  A death of blessedness,


  Penance and clemency


  May our poor souls have.


  (Douglas Hyde.)


  Blessed Virgin, God’s own mother,


  Shining light set up on high,


  Candle blazing in the heavens, be with me the day I die.


  (Ibid.)


  May the grass on the road to hell grow long.


  Oh Brigid, Mary of the Gael,


  Oh Brigid, extend your aid;


  Keep me under your protection from all harm


  Until I die in the companionship of God.


  Blessed Mary, queen of grace


  Look after my soul every hour of each day.


  When it passes beyond my cold, weak body


  Grant it succour on its way.


  (From the Irish.)


  To Christ the seed


  To Christ the harvest


  In God’s haggard


  May we meet.


  (From the Irish.)


  May you see Him in heaven.


  May heaven be your bed.


  May God level the road for his soul.


  May you have a smith’s meitheal at your wake.


  (A big crowd.)


  The Lord be good to you on Judgement Day.


  When you reach the inn of death, I hope it’s closing time.


  No black stick when you reach Lúibín na gCorp.


  (A spot where coffins were laid down and opened during a funeral; if the corpse had been removed by the sídhe, a black stick was placed inside instead.)


  May there be rain at your funeral.


  (Considered a good omen.)


  May St Michael have a blast in his eye and the Devil without ballast on your Judgement Day.


  (St Michael was said to weigh good deeds, the devil bad ones.)


  Solus Mhich Dé chuig a n-anam.


  (The light of the Son of God on her soul.)


  May you receive mercy and grace; death without sin; and may the righteous gone before you receive their share of eternal glory.


  (From the Irish.)


  May you and yours be farthest from the grave.


  On your deathbed, may you have the grace of God and of your neighbours.


  Health and Welfare


  God’s bounty to you and your stock.


  God for the good day,


  God for the bad day,


  God for the pleasure,


  God for the pain,


  God for the rain,


  God when our barns are empty,


  God when they’re full again.


  (Said during food shortage. IFC Ms, Vol 578, p.255.)


  May you never bear the heavy load of an empty stomach.


  Saol fada agus breac-shláinte chugat.


  (Long life and middling health to you.)


  May white snuff be at your wake,


  Bakers bread and curran-y cake


  And plinty on your table, late and soon.


  (John B. Keane, Sive, Act 1, Scene 3.)


  Bless us, Lord


  Bless our food and our drink


  And you who bought us dearly


  Save us from all evil.


  (From the Irish.)


  May you only grow old in the face


  Be treasured and cared for with grace.


  Mary and her son, Brigid and her cloak, God and His strength between you and pestilence.


  (Or some named disease.)


  Praise be to the mother in the Garden of Paradise


  Once without fault.


  O only son of Mary and King of Grace,


  Do not let the poor soul stray.


  (From the Irish.)


  Bless you and your clan and may every limb of your body be as strong as the Fianna’s stick.


  (From the Irish.)


  God grant you health and happiness, old stock!


  May God speak kindly to you.


  God and John the Baptist give you long life and happiness.


  May you have rye bread to do you good,


  Wheaten bread to sweeten your blood,


  Barley bread to do you no harm


  And oatmeal bread to strengthen your arm.


  May your poll an phaidrín (hole near chimney where rosary beads and other bric-a-brac were kept) never be empty.


  My thousand blessings and God’s blessing on you and may you never want for anything.


  The face of life and health and the beating of all be yours.


  Christ walked on the rock


  A horse’s foot was injured.


  He put blood to blood,


  Flesh to flesh,


  Bone to bone.


  As he cured that,


  May he cure this.


  (From the Irish.)


  Christ of the wounds, crucified on the tree, preserve your health.


  God bless the mark.


  (Said upon noticing some defect or disability.)


  With the help of God, you’ll pull through.


  May you always have food, clothing and a pillow for your head.


  Seven times the full of St Patrick’s graveyard,


  Seven times the full of the tomb of Christ,


  Seven times the full of the well of grace,


  Of blessings on you until we see each other again.


  The Lord have mercy on the souls of the dead.


  (A cure for toothache if whispered to the patient.)


  Bright glorious May


  And my thousand blessings to you;


  The best doctor’s medicine to you


  In sickness or in health.


  May you escape the gallows, avoid distress, and be as healthy as a trout.


  God save you, my three brothers! God save you! How far have you to go?


  To Mount Olivet, for gold for a cup to hold the tears of Christ.


  Then go! Collect the gold, and may Christ’s tears fall on it and you will be cured in body and in soul.


  (From the Irish. Said while giving a drink to a person with a stitch in his side.)


  The five loaves and the two fishes of the five thousand be with God’s people always.


  My best, biggest and flouriest potatoes to you.


  That your stirabout may always go ‘puff puff’ and never ‘clip clap’.


  (May it not be watery, i.e. May you have plenty.)


  May springtime never be far away for you.


  May I see you grey and your clan sensible.


  Peace on your hand and health to all who shake it.


  Whatever takes longest to come to you, may it be worth waiting for.


  A charm set by Mary for her son


  In the doorway of Christ’s city,


  Against pain and headache


  May Jesus Christ banish from us


  The worm in the flesh,


  Which is harming the tooth


  And kill it!


  (Seán O’Sullivan.)


  May your barn be always full


  Free from fox and crow and gull.


  May you have small potatoes for Old Nick, big floury ones for God and none for ...


  Jesus, Mary and Saint Joseph, I place you between me and illness of the mind.


  I salute you, O green-leafed Tree,


  I salute you, O four-armed Cross,


  May no harm from this body before me


  Affect me.


  (Said on entering a wake-house, to prevent infection. Seán O’Sullivan.)


  May big headaches and little fevers stay far from you always.


  Sláinte an bhradáin agat.


  (Health of the salmon to you.)


  The strength of St Patrick’s horse to you.


  Sláinte na bromaíagat.


  (The strength of the colt to you.)


  Long life and salvation to you, may you stay alive, healthy and protected from harm.


  May you live as long as you want and never want as long as you live.


  God between us and all harm.


  (Also used in sympathy about another’s misfortune.)


  May you have a long life and a quiet life, and good health with it.


  (J.M. Synge, The Shadow of the Glen, Finale.)
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