
Aght 11 Olaf,Feeagh,Hiallus,Loan, Emergaid 
Coolrey: Purt ny hInshey 
 
Ree Olaf: Vel shen Feeagh ta mee fakin, getlagh voish Norlann? 
 
Feeagh: Drogh naight voish yn Gaue Grouw. T'eh corree doo mychione yn cliwe, 
Myr shen t'eh geearree croo fer noa, t’eer ny smoo niartal! 
T'eh kiarail jannoo jeeill dhyt O Ree, jeeagh nish quoi ta cheet, she Hiallus, yn dooinney 
oard. Bee er dty hwoaie! 
 
Hiallus: Ree Olaf, dooinney niartal, ta mee er jeet veih Drontheim dy chur chuirrey diu. Ta 
mee gra cuirrey, agh ta mee cheet er doolane. Ta my vainshter, Loan Macloan yn Gaue Graue 
er chlashtyn mychione cre cho dunnal t'ou er ve, shassoo noi pooar y cliwe Macabuin. T'eh 
briaght vel shiu arryltagh dy yannoo ratch.  
 

Ree Olaf: Cre'n sorch dy ratch t'ou loayrt mychione? 
 
Hiallus: Quoi nee roshtyn Drontheim ny s'tappee, shiuish na mish? 
 
Ree Olaf: (rish Feeagh) Vel eh orrym goaill ayrn ayns yn ommidys shoh? 
 
Feeagh : Er lhiams dy vel. Mannagh vel oo goaill ayrn, nee oo coayl arrym ny Earlaghyn 
 
Earlaghyn: Olaf Aboo! Ouwatta! 
 
Ree Olaf:  Beeym feer wooiagh dy hoiaghey jeh dty chuirrey dooie. 
 


