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Ciad Turas MhicDhòmhnaill a Ghlaschu 
Òran le Uilleam Marshall  
 

 
MacDonald’s First Visit to Glasgow  
A song by William (Billy) Marshall 
 
 

When I came to Glasgow first, a-mach gu Tìr nan Gall, 
I was like a man adrift, air iomrall ’s dol air chall; 
The noise it seemed like thunder, chuir e tuainealaich nam cheann,  
And often-times I wished I was air ais an tìr nam beann.  
 
A’ fuaim a bh’ aig na tramway cars was rumbling in my ears,  
Nuair chaidh mi sìos am Broomielaw, my eyes were full of tears,  
Mi guidhe gu robh mi air ais in my dear native home, 
Gur truagh an nì gur Gàidheal mi in Glasgow all alone.  
 
Na fireannaich ’s na boireannaich who met me on my way – 
An dòighean cha do chòrd iad rium, they had too much to say; 
Bha cuid dhiubh ’g iarraidh airgead orm, and when I said, “Clear 
away!”,  
Gun d’ chuir iad a-mach an teanga rium, and nasty things did say! 
  
Thog sin suas mo nàdar-sa, my temper it got wild, 
Is chaidh mi sìos gun sgapainn iad along the banks of Clyde;  
Fhuair mi greim air balach dhiubh and I tossed him round my head,  
Thilg mi meadhan na sràideadh e, and they picked him up for dead. 
  
Thàinig an sin am polasman, a splendid man was he, 
Duine gasta, spèisealta, belonging to Portree; 

When I came to Glasgow first, out to the Lowlands 
I was like a man adrift, astray and getting lost; 
The noise it seemed like thunder, it caused me to feel giddy    
And often-times I wished I was back in the land of the hills. 
  
The noise of the tramway cars was rumbling in my ears,  
When I went along the Broomielaw, my eyes were full of tears,  
Wishing that I was back in my dear native home, 
How sad that I am a Gael in Glasgow all alone.  
 
The men and the women who met me on my way – 
I didn’t care for their ways, they had too much to say; 
Some of them asked me for money and when I said, “Clear away!”,  
They stuck their tongues out at me, and nasty things did say!  
 
That aroused my nature, my temper it got wild, 
And I went down to scatter them along the banks of Clyde;  
I caught hold of a boy among them and I tossed him round my 
head,  
I threw him into the middle of the street and they picked him up for 
dead.  
 
Then along came the policeman, a splendid man was he, 
An excellent, comely man, belonging to Portree; 
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Thuirt e rium, “O, òganaich! What, what is all this row?” 
“Chaidh iadsan riumsa a chonnsachadh and I will tell you how”.  

Thòisich mi ri innse dhà, he’d heard the likes before, 
Is rinn e fead ra chompanach who stood in the shop door,  
Thug e mach a leabhar and pretended down to write 
Mar a thòisich Iain Dòmhnallach the Lowlanders to fight. 
  
Bha nàire mòr is mi-ghean orm to be in such a fix, 
Thuirt e rium, “On ’s Gàidheal thu, you’ll have to stop those tricks.  
Fhalbh,’s na dèan a leithid gu bràth, just treat them with disdain,  
Oir gu cinnteach cuiridh mis thu ’n sàs if you do the likes again!”  
 
Thug mi taing gu cridheil dha and I went upon my way: 
Tha iomadh bliadhn’ on latha sin - I’m in Glasgow to this day;  
Faithnichidh mi gach cùil a th’ann, I know my Glasgow well, 
’S an caoimhneas mòr mo choimhearsnach I ever more shall dwell.  
 
 
 
 
 

He said to me,“O, young man! What, what is all this row?” 
“They started the dispute and I will tell you how”.  

I began to tell him, he’d heard the likes before, 
And he whistled to his companion, who stood in the shop door,  
He took out his notebook and pretended down to write 
How John MacDonald started the Lowlanders to fight. 
  
I was ashamed and disgraced to be in such a fix, 
He said to me, “As you’re a Gael, you’ll have to stop those tricks.  
Go, and don’t do this ever again, just treat them with disdain,  
Because I’ll certainly arrest you if you do the likes again!”  
 
I thanked him heartily and I went upon my way: 
Many years have passed since then - I’m in Glasgow to this day;  
I know every corner of the city, I know my Glasgow well, 
And in the great kindness of my neighbours I ever more shall dwell. 
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