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Failte chuig Scéalta am Codlata (Welcome to Bedtime Stories)

Inion Phuimein

Failte, a Chairde!

Na biodh eagla oraibh. Seo Ginie.

Agus ta mé ar ais le scéal faoi chailin eile, Inion
Phuimgcin.

Ni thagann si amach ach ag Oiche Shamhna.
An bhfuil sibh réidh? i

Fado, fado, bhi cnag ar an doras.
‘Cnag, cnag, chag ar an doras,

Cé ataag andoras?’

Aaargh. Bhi dineasar ag an doras. Bhi gruaig ard
agus eireaball fada aige.

D’oscail mo Mham an doras. Ni chuireann dineasar
eagla uirthi.

“Bob no Bia? Bob n6 Bia?"” arsa an dineasar.

Niiitheann dineasar seaclaid ach itheann Féilim
Rex eed.

Rith mé sios an staighre agus thég mé mo scuab.
“Aargh.” Léim an dineasar direach ar a eireaball.

Rinne mé dearmad go raibh mé gléasta mar
chailleach.

Welcome Friends!
Don’t be afraid. | am Ginie.

And I am back with a story about another girl,
The Pumpkin’s Daughter.

She only comes out at Hallowe’en.
Areyouready?

Long ago there was a knock at the door.
Knock, knock, knock at the door X3

Whois at the door?’ KNOCK!.

Aaargh. There was a dinosaur at the door. He had
high hair and a long tail.

My Mam opened the door. Dinosaurs
don't frighten her.

“Trick or Treat? Trick or Treat?”
said the dinosaur.

Dinosaurs don't eat chocolates
but Féilim Rex does.

Iran down the stairs and took my broom.
“Aargh.” The dinosaur jumped directly on his tale.

Iforgot I was dressed as a witch.

“Na bi eagla ort, a Fhéilim. Seo Ginie,” adtiirt mo
Mham leis.

Agus ar aghaidh linn chun Bob né Bia adhéanamh.

‘Cnag, cnag, cnag ar an doras,

Taimid ag an doras.

D’oscail an doras go mall.

“Meow,” arsa Bean Ui Cheallaigh, agus i mar chat.

Ni raibh bainne againn di ach thug si milseain
diinn.

‘Cailleach, cailleach, ag do theach,
Le hata dubh agus cat don luch,’ achan mé.

Bhain an cat sult as an amhran agus
dhiin sian doras.
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Uimhir a haon, a dé, a tri, a ceathair,
actiig,
asé.

“Cad é?" arsa Féilim.

Ag geatai na pairce, bhi solas ag damhsa. Ach ni
tinte ealaine a bhi ann.

Ritheamar ina dtreo. Bhi puimcin beag ar chrann
gan stro.

“Ta sé ag bogadh,” arsa Féilim.
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“Don’t be afraid, Féilim. This is Ginie,” my Mam
said to him.

And off we go to do Trick or Treat. A
Knock, knock, knock at the door X3 ﬂ
We are at the door.’ #

The door opened slowly.

“Meow,” said Mrs Kelly, and her [dressed] like a
cat. p
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We didn’t have milk for her 3!4
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but she gave us sweets.
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‘Witch, witch, at your house, V
With a black hat and a cat for the mouse,’ | sang.

The cat enjoyed the song and she closed the
door.

Number 1, two, three, four, five, six.

“What s it?” said Féilim.
At the gates of the park a light was dancing. But

itwasn't fireworks.

We ran there. There was a small
pumpkin [sitting] on a tree, easily.

“It's moving,” said Féilim.
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Anraibh piica ann? Thosaigh ceol agus an
puimcin ag canadh le guth binn.

“Sin Inion Phuimcin,” arsa mo Mham.

“Ni fhaca mé i riamh ach chuala mé fuithi. Ta siina
conai i bPairc Réamoinn leis na hialtéga.
Tugann si aire déibh,” a duirt si linn.

“Ar mhaith leat teacht abhaile linn?” arsa Féilim
don Inion Phuimcin.

Chuir sé a liidin direach os comhair di.

“Aaargh, a Fhéilim,” arsa mise agus béal an
Phuimcin ag oscailt.

D’ith sicno as a laimh gan stré.

“Aaargh, ceapaim gur bhain éan piosa asam.”

Ba bheag nar chaill Féilim a luidin.

“An fear bocht, tabhair dom do lamh,” a diirt mo
Mham leis.

Bhi gach méar ann fés. Buiochas le Dia.

“Ta eagla orm,” arsa Féilim.

Bhi eagla orainn go léir.

“Niraibh mé ach ag magadh faoin Inion Phuimcin,”
arsamo Mham.
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Was there a ghost there? Music started with
the pumpkin singing in a sweet voice.

“That’s the Pumpkin’s Daughter,” said my Mam.

“l didn’t see her before but | heard about her. She
lives in Redmond Park with the bats. She lopks
after them,” she told us.

“Would you like to come home with us?” Féilim
said to the Pumpkin’s Daughter.

He put his baby finger straight in front of her.

“Aaargh, Féilim,” | said as the mouth of

the Pumpkin opened. @

She took a nut from his hand easily.
“Aaargh, | think a bird took a piece out of me.”
Féilim nearly lost his baby finger.

“The poor man, give me your hand,” my Mam said
to him.

Every finger was still there. Thanks be to God.
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“I'm afraid,” said Féilim.

We were all afraid.

my Mam said.
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“I was only joking about the Pumpkin’s Daughter,”

“Is scéal amaideach é 6 fado, fadé.”
“Is shkale amajock ay oh fadoh, fadoh.”

Cheap mé go raibh sé in am don dul abhaile agus
cluichiaimirt.

Agus piosa bairin breac a fhail.

"C4, ca, ca, ca.”

“Ginie, na bi ag magadh,” arsa Féilim.
Thosaigh guth an Cailleach aris. hﬁ
“Ca, ca, ca, ca.”

“Ginie!” arsamo Mham. Ach niraibh mise ag
magadh.

Bhi mo scuab i mo lamh. Bhi mé réidh chun eitilt.
“Déan deifir, déan deifir,” a diiirt mé leo.
“Suigi sios ar mo scuab!”

Ac!1 ansin, ar aghaidh le hinion Phuimcin suas sa
spéir.

Nil a fhios agam fés an raibh éani bhfolach sa
phuimcin beag,

N6 an raibh Inion Phuimcin thart sa phairc.
Ach bhi an eitilt abhaile duinn go hiontach uilig.

Leis mo scuab alainn, chomh tapaidh, chomh bhig.
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“It's a foolish story from long ago.”

I thought it was time to go home and to pla
games. l

u
And to get a piece of brack. q © O P

‘“‘Caw, caw, caw, caw.”

“Geenie, don't be messing,” said Féilim.

The witch’s voice started again.

“Caw, caw, caw, caw.”

“Geenie!” said my Mam. But | wasn’t messing.

My broom was in my hand. | was ready to f

“Hurry up, hurry up,” | said to them.

“Sit down on my broom!”

But then, off into the air went the Pumpkin’s
Daughter.

I still don't know if there was a bird hiding in the
little pumpkin.

Or that the Pumpkin’s Daughter was around the
park.

But the flight home was great for us all.

With my lovely broom, so fast, so small.
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Oiche Shamhna - Hallowe’en Bairin Breac - Barmbrack
Bob né Bia - Trick or Treat , « Cno - Nut

Puimcin - Pumpkin Cluichi - Games
Cailleach - Witch ‘ Gléasta-Dressed

laltéga - Bats Ptica - Ghost

Tarraing do phuimein anseo

Cad a chloiseann
ta sa phairc?
What do you

hear in the park?
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Piobaire Uilleann/Piper: Tigerlily Keoghan
Instagram: @tigerlilykeoghan

Guth/Voice: Ciara Murphy (Ginie)
Fuaim/Sound: Jonathan Weatherill-Hunt (dearadh

fuaime agus eagarthéireacht/sound design and
editing - https://soundcloud.com/withheldmusic).

Fuaimeanna: bbc.co.uk - © copyright [2023]
Innealtéir Fuaime/Sound Engineer: Eoin McCarthy

Graphic Design/Dearadh Grafach Booklet/
Leabhran: Sinéad Duffin Péstaeir: Alison Ni
Mhadirtin Profléitheoir/Proofreader: Peig Ni Bhuiséir
Ni Shuilleabhain

Ta an scéal scriofa, stitlirtha agus léirithe

ag Alison Ni Mhairtin le tacaiocht 6 RTEjr
Radio, An Chomhairle Ealaion agus an tAras
Naisitinta Ceoldramaiochta. Buiochas:
Heather Rose (Super Paua), Heather Hadrill,
Leabharlann Loch Garman, lonad Ealaion Loch
Garman, Cabrini de Barra, Axis Baile Munna,
Gaeloideachas agus The Wexford People.
Tuilleadh eolais: alisonnimhairtin@gmail.com

Inion Phuimcinis part of the ‘Scéalta Draiochta’
scéalta am codlata series and is written, directed and
produced by Alison Ni Mhairtin with support from
RTEjr Radio, The Arts Council and the National Opera
House. Thanks: Heather Rose (Super Paua), Heather
Hadrill, Wexford Library, Wexford Arts Centre,
Cabrini de Barra, Axis Ballymun, Gaeloideachas

agus The Wexford People. Further information:
alisonnimhairtin@gmail.com
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