
A Stormy Night 
Is aicher in gaíth innocht  Bitter is the wind tonight, 
Fu-fúasna fairge findfholt;  It tosses the sea’s white tresses; 
Ní ágor réimm mora mind  I do not fear the fierce warriors of Norway, 
Dond láechraid lainn ua Lothlind. Who only travel the quiet seas. 


