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An Ataireachd Àrd was originally a poem and it won first prize in the 1908 Mòd. The poem was
then set to music by Oban composer, John McDonald. In this song, the bard is lamenting the
depopulation of Lewis owing to the clearances or, as in this case, emigration because of
social engineering and desperate poverty. He says the persecutors will be cursed. When his
days are through, he asks that he is buried where he can hear the surge of the sea.

Rann 1
An ataireachd bhuan, cluinn fuaim na h-
ataireachd àird;
tha torran a' chuain mar chualas leam-s' e
nam phàist',
gun mhùthadh, gun truas, a' sluaisreadh
gainneamh na tràghad:
an ataireachd bhuan, cluinn fuaim na h-
ataireachd àird.

Verse 1
The eternal swell, listen to the sound of

the mighty swell;
the ocean’s thunder as I heard it when I

was a child,
changelessly, pitilessly, breaking against

the sands of the shore;
the eternal swell; listen to the sound of the

mighty swell.

Rann 2
Gach làd le a stuadh cho luaisgeach,
faramach, bàn,
na chabhaig gu cruaidh ’s e gruamach,
dosrach, gun sgàth;
ach strìochdaidh a luaths aig bruaich na h-
uidhe bh’ aig càch
mar chaochail an sluagh bha uair sa bhaile
seo tàmh.

Verse 2
Each wave with its billow so restless, noisy,

white,
hurrying hard, angry, foaming,

shadowless;
but its force is spent at the same point as

that of all others,
just as the people passed away who were

once living in this township.

Rann 3
Fir-sgiùrsaidh an t-sluaigh, cha bhuan iad
bharrachd air càch:
bu chridheil an uaill gar ruagadh mach gun
chion fàth;
ach sannt agus cruas an duais tha aca mu
thràth -
mòr-dhiomb’ is droch luaidh an uaigh le
mallachd nan àl.

Verse 3
The persecutors of the people, they’ll live

no longer than the rest of us:
they were so heartily full of themselves as

they chased us out without reason;
but for their greed and hard-heartedness

their reward they are already reaping - 
hatred and vilification to the grave, and

the curse of generations.

An ataireachd àrd
The eternal surge of the sea

Lyrics by Donald MacIver (Dòmhnall Iain Ruaidh). 
Melody by John MacDonald. Arranged by Sileas Sinclair. 
Soloists - Joy Dunlop, Nicola Pearson.
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Rann 4
Ach chunnaic mis’ uair ‘m bu chuannar
beathail an t-àit’,
le òigridh gun ghruaim bha uasal modhail
nan càil
le màthraichean suairc làn uaill nan
companaich gràidh,
le caoraich is buar air ghluasad moch
madainn nan tràth. 

Verse 4
But I saw a time when the place was snug

and full of life,
with carefree young people who were

genteel and polite of disposition,
and happy mothers full of pride for their

beloved husbands,
with sheep and cattle on the move early in

the day.

Rann 5
Ach siùbhlaidh mi uat, cha ghluais mi
tuilleadh nad dhàil:
tha m' aois is mo shnuadh toirt luaidh air
giorrad mo là;
an àm dhomh bhith suaint' am fuachd 's
an cadal a' bhàis,
mo leabaidh dèan suas ri fuaim na h-
ataireachd àird.

Verse 5
But I shall go away never to return to you:

my age and physical appearance presage
the shortness of my days.

when it’s time for me to be laid out in the
cold slumber of death,

make up my bed where I can hear the
surge of the sea.
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