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Rann 1
Tha ‘n Cruachan gu dubhach a’ cumhadh
nan uaislean
’S tiamhaidh torman a shruthain, a
choilltean th’ air dubhadh,
agus eunlaith fo phuthar an dubha a
bhruachan

Verse 1
Cruachan is darkling, lamenting the

nobility,
Poignant the murmur of her streams, her

woods which have darkened, 
While birds of the mountains go, sorrowful

among her dark slopes. 

Rann 2
Ann am Prìoraid Àirdchatain tha mhaca
nan suainich,
fo stèidh nam mùr liatha dan èideadh an
iath-shlat
is cuiseagan cianail sileadh dheur air an
uaighean.

Verse 2
In the Priory of Ardchattan her sons sleep

deeply,
Under the foundations of its grey walls

which are clothed with ivy/honeysuckle, 
Whose tendrils drop sad tears on their

graves below. 

Rann 3
Cò dhìreas à Lairig de na b’àbhaist a
chuartach!
Tha Gleann Nodha gun àiteach ’s an Leitir
na fàsach
’s am fàrdaichean blàtha nan càrnaichibh
fuara!

Verse 3
Who will climb up over the pass, who were

wont to roam in it/over it!
Glen Noe lies unfarmed, the Leitir is a

wilderness, 
And the warm homesteads are cold

ruckles of stone! 

Rann 4
Chan eil pìob air na Casain no bratach a’
gluasad
agus Caolchùrn nan glas stuadh ag
iomadh ’s a’ brachadh
’s a dhaoin’ anns a’ Chlachan fo ghlais nan
clach fuara.

Verse 4
No bagpipe sounds on the Casain, nor are

the flutters of banners to be seen. 
And Kilchurn of the pale arches is tipping

over and crumbling rottenly, 
And its people in the Clachan (Clachan an

Dìseirt churchyard) each imprisoned
under a cold slab. 

Cumha Chruachain
Cruachan’s lament

Lyrics and melody by Henry Whyte (Fionn). Arranged by Sileas Sinclair.
The poet is lamenting the fact he is growing old and can no longer enjoy nature on the slopes
of Ben Cruachan. He is also sad that the land has been cleared and put under sheep. Owing to
poor management, it has been allowed to go to rack and ruin.
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Rann 5
On ghiorraich air m’ anail ’s a dh’fannaich
mo ghluasad
’s nach dìrich mi ’n Coire thoirt fèidh às a’
mhonadh,
Mo shoraidh, ceud shoraidh, O soraidh le
Cruachan

Verse 5
Since my breath has come short and my

suppleness weakened 
(so that) I cannot climb in the Corrie to
bring deer/venison from the mountain

(hill). 
Give my farewells, my hundred farewells,

O, farewell to Cruachan!
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