Trod
Music & Lyrics: Ailean Dall Dughallach (Blind Allan MacDougall)

Teann a-null ‘s na fuirich rium,
Bhon ‘s e mo dhiomb a choisinn thu,
Fuirich samhach air mo chulaibh,
Sugradh cha bhith nochd againn.

Latha dhomh ‘s mi agol an drama,
Combhla ri oigearan glana,

Ged a bha mo bheansa banail,

‘s sgainnealach a throid i rium.

Labhair ise sin na briathran,

“Fasaidh tu d’ shruthaire breugach,

‘s eagal leam nach paigh thu d’ thiachan,
‘s e do ghniomh tha coltach ris!”

“Chan fhuiling mi bonn a d’ bheadradh,
air moch no anmoch no feasgar,

‘s fhearr leat comunn nan stob beaga

‘s thoill thu leasan goirt thoirt dhut!”

“Thug thu 0g do cheannas-cinnidh
do Mhac an Toisich an gille;

bhon a rinn an t-ol do mhilleadh,
ad mhire chan eil toirt agam!”

“’S olc an obair dhut bhith daonnan,
a’ tighinn dhachaigh air an daoraich,
cuiridh tu mise gu caoineadh,

‘S dh’aognaich fear do choltais mi.”

“Tha thu gun bhriogais, gun fheileadh,
‘s e air tolladh air do shléisnean,

‘s ciamar a ni mi dhut eideadh?

Chuir thu fein gu bochdainn mi.”



