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SÈIST
'S i u ro bha ho ro hilli um bo ha,  Hilli um bo ruaig thu i 
hilli um bo ha, 'S i u ro bha ho ro hilli um bo ha

Rann 1
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, an
Calasraid no 'n Calbhaigh
Cho fad' 's a tha i 'n Albainn nan
garbhlaichean cas

Verse 1
The Stone that my grandmother and

grandfather used to talk about
Has returned as it left, my brave Stone
And I don't care whether it's in Kerrera,

Callendar or Calvay
As long as it's in steep, rugged Scotland

Rann 2
’S mo bheannachd air a mhìlidh a
tharraing às a’ chill i
’S a dh’aiseag tha mi cinnteach i miltean
a-mach
A’ chlach  a bha ‘s na linntean a’ fantainn
aig ar sinnsreadh
Bho ‘n thàinig i dhan tìr seo an tìm nam
fear breac

Verse 2
And my blessing on the warrior who

dragged it from the churchyard
Transporting it, I’m certain, many miles

away
The Stone, which had been for centuries

with our ancestors
Since it entered this country in the time of

the painted men

Rann 3
’S bha ‘m Ministear cho tùirseach ‘s
a’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 Clach

Verse 3
How wretched was the Minister when he

woke in the morning
His eyes were all bleary when he got out of

bed
He paced up and down the floor moaning

and praying
And staring at the nook from which the

Stone was missing

Òran na cloiche
The song of the stone

Lyrics and melody by Donald MacIntyre (Bàrd Phàislig). 
Arranged by Sandy Sinclair.
This song gently pokes fun at the story of the repatriation of the Scottish Stone of Destiny by
four intrepid Edinburgh University students on Christmas Day in 1950. The daring heist from
Westminster Abbey threw the UK Parliament into turmoil and ministers of the Crown didn’t
know how they would break the news to the Monarch.

https://atomaigpiseag.com/


Dìreach
purr-fect

Available now
atomaigpiseag.com

Rann 4
Sin far an robh stàrachd ‘s an ruith air
feadh an lair ann
Gun smid aige ri ràitinn ach, “Càit’ ‘n
deach a’ chlach?”
’S “A’ Mhoire, Mhoire, Mhàthair, gu dè nì
mis’ a-maireach?
Tha fios ‘am gum bi Bannrighinn a’ fàgail a
beachd!”

Verse 4
That’s when he panicked and ran up and

down the floor
With no words coming out but, “What

happened to the Stone?”
And, “Mary, Mary Mother, what will I do

tomorrow?
I know that the Queen will register her

view!”

Rann 5
’S cha ruitheadh e ach lùigeach, bha
luigheinean a lùbadh
Bha crith a’ tighinn ‘na ghlùinean ‘s e
tionndadh cho lag;
Chan fhaiceadh e le sùilean, chan
fhaigheadh e fo mhùigean
Le corraig no le lùdaig an dùdach no ‘n
glag

Verse 5
He could only run shakily,  his legs buckled

under him
His knees started to quiver and he turned

very weak
His eyes couldn’t see, he couldn’t lift the

depression
With index finger or pinkie a war horn or

crash

Rann 6
Tha Deasaich agus Tuathaich a’
ceileireadh gu h-uallach
air mhire leis an uabhar gun d’ fhuair sinn
a’ Clach
Nuair thàinig i à Èirinn bha can tanas mu
dhèidhinn
Gum fanamaid ri chèile ma ghlèidh sinn a’
chlach.

Verse 6
Lowlanders and Highlanders are

celebrating mightily
Rejoicing with pride that we’ve recovered

the Stone
When it came from Ireland, word went

round about it
That we’d stay together if we kept the

stone
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