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Am brìdean
A bhrìdein, ’s tu led bhroilleach bhàn,
a’ plubraich, shìos mun an cois na tràghad,
ag itealaich ’s a’ feadalaich;
thoir dhuinn do naidheachd an-diugh ’s gach là.

‘Bi glic, bi glic’ do chomhairle dhuinn
’S ann dhut bu dual ’s tu seinn dhuinn d’ fhuinn,
e brèagha leinn, bòidheach mar phort-cruinn
cho ceòlmhor, glòrmhor tighinn leis na tuinn.

Dh’inns thu dhuinn mar thug thu taic
do Bhrìde chaomh ’s i fullang slaic
bhon fheadhainn a chuireadh i an glaic
’s mar bhuaip’ a fhuair thu urram uaisleachd ’s taing.

 ’S gun tuirt thu ruinn mu Chrìosda naomh
Mar dh’fhalaich thu e ’s a’ mhuir ri traogh’dh
’s mu iomadh neach ga shireadh gach taobh
’s mar shàbhail thu fear saoraidh saoghail.

Tog do sgiathan  ’s seinn dhuinn duan
A threòraicheas sinn gu cala buan
Ge b’ ann air tìr, air tràigh no cuan
Bidh do shealladh dhuinn mar leug san uair.
Bridge/literal translation 

Oystercatcher – St Bride’s Bird

 St Bride’s bird – with your white chest
paddling, down by the shore
flying and whistling;
give us your news today and every day

‘Be wise, be wise’ your advice to us
As is your wont as you give us your melody
It’s beautiful to us, as pretty as a reel
So tuneful, glorious carried on the waves.

You told of how you helped 
kind St Bride as she suffered attack
from those who would capture her
and how you got respect, nobility, and thanks from her.

And you told us of holy Christ
How you hid him as the tide subsided
And about all those who pursued him
And of how you saved the saviour of the world.

Lift your wings and sing us your tune
Which will guide us to a safe harbour
Though that may be on land, on shore or ocean
Your appearance to us be like a gem at that moment.
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