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A' Chlach a bha mo sheanmhair 
's mo sheanair oirre seanchas,
air tilleadh mar a dh'fhalbh i – 
Mo ghalghad a' Chlach! 

'S gur coma leam i 'n Cearrara,
no Colbhasa no 'n Calbhaidh, 
Cho fad 's a tha i 'n Albainn 
nan garbhlaichean cas; 

The Stone where my grandmother
and my grandfather shared their lore
has come home as once it left —
my cherished, beloved Stone.
I care not if it lies in Kerrera,
or Colonsay, or Calvay,
so long as it rests in Alba,
among the hardy rough-footed folk.

S i iù ro bha hò ro hill i em bo hà,
Hill i em bo ruaig thu i, hill i em bo hà;
'S i iù ro bha hò ro hill i em bo hà.

Ga cur an àite tearmainn,
a chumas i gu falachaidh,
'S nach urrainn - nach dearg iad -
air sgealb dhi thoirt às!

A' Chlach a chaidh a dhìth òirnn
air faighinn às an ìnean,
's gu deimhinne ma thill i
tha 'n nì sin gu math.

Setting it in a place of refuge,
where it will be kept from sight,
and none shall ever — let them try —
chip or break a shard from it.

The Stone that we had lost,
drawn free from its iron hold —
and truly, now it has come back,
that is well indeed.

S i iù ro bha hò ro hill i em bo hà,
Hill i em bo ruaig thu i, hill i em bo hà;
'S i iù ro bha hò ro hill i em bo hà.

Mionnan air fear deàrnaidh,
gach màthair is mac,
nach leig sinn ann an gàbhadh
am fear a thug à sàs i,
's a mhiontraig air a teàrnadh
à àite gun tlachd.

Ma chuireas iad an làmh air
chan uilear dhuinn bhith làidir
is buille thoirt air a thàilleabh
le stàillinn a-mach.

An oath sworn to the last man,
by every mother and son:
we will not let into peril
the man who brought her safe away,
nor his household, saved with him
from a barren, bitter place.

If they lay a hand upon him,
it will not be for all of us
to stay our strength —
blows will fall at their flank,
steel drawn and bare.

S i iù ro bha hò ro hill i em bo hà,
Hill i em bo ruaig thu i, hill i em bo hà;
'S i iù ro bha hò ro hill i em bo hà.

'S bha 'm Ministear cho tùrsach
sa mhadainn nuair a dhùisg e,
's praban air a shùilean
a' tionndadh a-mach.

E coiseachd feadh an ùrlair,
ag ochanaich 's ag ùrnaigh,
's a' coimhead air a chùil
anns an d' ionndrainn e chlach.

And the Minister was heavy with sorrow
that morning when he woke,
sleep still clinging to his eyes
as he blinked them open.

He paced the length of the floor,
lamenting, muttering prayers,
glancing back to the spot behind him
where the Stone was gone.

S i iù ro bha hò ro hill i em bo hà,
Hill i em bo ruaig thu i, hill i em bo hà;
'S i iù ro bha hò ro hill i em bo hà.

Sin far an robh stàrachd
's an ruith air feadh an làir ann,
gun smid aige ri ràitinn,
ach "càit 'n deach a' chlach?"

'S "a Mhoire, Mhoire Mhàthar,
gu dè nì mis' a-màireach?
Tha fios 'am gum bi bhànrighinn
a' fàgail a beachd.

Then there was turmoil —
running to and fro across the floor,
not a word from him
but “Where has the Stone gone?”

“O Mary, Mother Mary,
what shall I do tomorrow?
I know the lady will come
and pass her judgement on me.”

S i iù ro bha hò ro hill i em bo hà,
Hill i em bo ruaig thu i, hill i em bo hà;
'S i iù ro bha hò ro hill i em bo hà.

Gun tuirt e 's dath a' bhàis air,
"Cha chreidinn-sa gu bràth e
gun togadh fear bho làr e
nach b' àirde na speach;

Tha rudeigin an dàn dhomh,
's gun cuidicheadh an t-Àgh mi.
Bha 'n duine thug à sàs i
cho làidir ri each."

Then he said, death-pale,
“I would never have believed
that a man no taller than a wasp
could lift it from the ground.

Something is surely destined for me,
and Providence will aid me —
for the man who brought her safe away
was strong as a horse.”

S i iù ro bha hò ro hill i em bo hà,
Hill i em bo ruaig thu i, hill i em bo hà;
'S i iù ro bha hò ro hill i em bo hà.
S i iù ro bha hò ro hill i em bo hà,
Hill i em bo ruaig thu i, hill i em bo hà;
'S i iù ro bha hò ro hill i em bo hà.

