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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The influence of poetry on mankind is confessedly great, particularly in the first 

stages of society. A people, the nearer they are to a primitive state, are always 

found the more susceptible of the inspiration of the muses. Unsophisticated man- 

ners engender'bold and original conceptions, and these produce poetry characterized 

by natural, imaginary, graphic, and sublime descriptions, and an irresistible power 

over the passions. It is in this stage, that the song'commemorative of prowess and 

moral worth lias the eflijct of promoting and enlarging the virtues it celebrates. 

The Highlanders have been highly distinguished among the Keltic race for a suc- 

cessful culture of the bardic science, and they possess very interesting remains of 

ancient composition. 

Such portions of Gaelic poetry as have been published amply display its excel- 

lence : the poems of Ossian alone prove undeniably the poetical character of the 

people with whom those beautiful productions originated, and by whom they have 

been preserved, to be of a high order. 

The compositions of different bards have been published either in whole or in 

part; and, although none could ever equal the renowned son of’Fingal, many ex- 

hibit surprising talent and genius. 

In order to meet the wishes of many of the most influential and patriotic noble- 

men and gentlemen connected with the Highlands, as well as to gratify the desire 

of the natives in general, the present work—being the “ Beauties ” selected from 

the native bards, both ancient and modern, known and unknown to the public at 

large—is now undertaken. 

From what he has already published, the qualifications of the Editor, it is believed 

are well known to his countrymen. He has had peculiar facilities for the prepara- 

tion of the present work. Pursuing the subject for many years,—he has traversed 

the Highlands in all directions, and has been fortunate enough to preserve many 

fine pieces, which, he has reason to believe, are now wholly lost among the people. 

Respecting the bards—he is in possession of a large collection of curious and in- 

teresting particulars, known to few others. 

The work comprises, besides the lives of the poets, and numerous illustrations 
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and historical notes in the English language, the best pieces of ancient and modern 

composition, properly classified. 

Besides the merit of the poetry, the utility of the work will he otherwise great. 

It will display the various provincial dialects, and the Glossary will be both inter- 

esting and instructive to the philologist and Gaelic Student; while the historian 

may consult the lives and notes with much advantage, the antiquary and philosopher 

will find much light thrown upon ancient manners by the whole, especially by the 

compositions of the C liar-Sueana-ciiaix, or the Songsters of the ancient tax, a 

class of the improvisatori hitherto unnoticed, but who exercised great infiuence 

ttooughout the Highlands. 
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SAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH; 

OR 

THE BEAUTIES OE GAELIC POETRY, &c. 

MIANN A BHAIRD AOSDA. 

O caraibh mi ri taobh nan allt, 
A shiubhlas mall le ceumaibh ciuin, 
Fo sgail a bharraich leag mo cheann, 
'S bi thus’ a ghrian ro-chairdeil rium, , 

Gu socair sin ‘s an fheur mo thaobh, 
Air bruaich nan dithean’s nan gaotb tla, 
‘Smo chas ga sliobadh’s a’ bhraon mhaoth, 
‘S e lubadh tharais caoin tro’n bblar. 

Biodh sobhrach bhan isaillidh snuadh, 
M’an cuairt do’mthulaich isuain’ fo’dhriuchd, 
‘S an neoinean beag’s mo lamb air cluain, 
‘S an ealabhuidh’ aig mo chluais gu h-ur. 

‘Perhaps it is impossible, at this day, to decide 
with any certainty to what part of the Highlands 
the Aged Bard belonged, or at what time he 
flourished. Mrs. Grantof I.aggan, who has given 
a metrical version of the above poem, says, “ It 
was composed in Skye,” though upon what an 
thority she has not said The poem itself seems 
to furnish some evidence that at least the scene 
of it is laid in Lochaher. Treig* is mentioned as 
having afforded drink to the hunters. Now Loch 
Treig is in the braes of Loehaber. We know of 
no mountain which is now called Ben-ard or 
Scur-eilt. Perhaps Ben-ard is another name for 
Beu-nevis. The great waterfall, mentioned near 
the end of the poem, may have been Eas-bha, near 
Kinloch-levcn, in Lochaber. The following is 
almost a literal translation of the above poem 

THE AGED bard's WISH. 
O place me near the brooks, which slowly move 

with gentle steps; under the shades of the shoot- 
ing branches lay my head, and be thou, () sun, in 
kindness with me. 

At ease lay my side on the grass, upon the bank 
of flowers and soft zephyrs-—my feet bathed in 
the wandering stream that slowly winds along 
the plain. 

Let the primrose pale, of grateful hue, and the 
little daisy surround my hillock, greenest when 
bedewed; my hand gently inclined, and the ealui\ 
at my ear in its freshness. 

Around the lofty brow of my glen let there be 
bending boughs in full bloom, and the children 
of the bushes making the aged rock re-echo their 
songs of love. 

*We likewise! find Treipr spoken of in “ Oran na comhacTiaig wliere the author of that piece says, “ (Jiaidh mi « Trtig mo iheam-thath." 
t An herb called St. John’s wort. 

Mu’n cuairt do bhruachaibh ard mo ghlinn’, 
Biodh lubadh gheug a’e orra bla; 
‘S clann bheag nam preas a’ tabhairt seinn, 
Do chreagaibh aosd’ le oran graidh. 

Briseadh tro chreag nan eidheann dlu. 
Am fuaran ur le torramam trom, 
‘S freagraidh mac-talla gach ciuil, 
Do dh’ fkuaim srutha dlu nan temn. 

Freagraidh gacb cnoc, agus gach sliabli, 
Le binn-fhuaim geur nan aigbean mear; 
‘N sin cluinnidli mise mile geum, 
A’ riuth m’an cuairt domh ’n iar san ear. 

Let the new-born gurgling fountain gush from 
the ivy-covered rock ; and let all melodious echo 
respond to the sound of the stream of ever-suc- 
cessive waves. 

Let the voice of every hill and mountain re- 
echo the sweet sound of the joyous herd ; then 
shall a thousand lowings he heard all around. 

Let the frisking of calves be in ray view, by 
the side of a stream, or on the aclivity of a hill; 
and let the wanton kid, tired of its gambols, rest 
with its innocence on my bosom. 

Poured on the wing of the gentle breeze, let 
the pleasant voice of Iambs come to my ear; then 
shall the ewes answer when they hear their 
young running towards them. 

0 let me hear the hunter’s step, with the sourd 
of his darts and the noise of his dogs upon the 
wide-extended heath j then youth shall beam on 
my cheek, when the voice oi hunting the deer 
shall arise. 

The marrow of my bones shall awake when I 
hear the noise of horns, oi dogs, and of bow- 
strings; and when the cry is heard, “The stag is 
fallen,” my heels shall leap in joy along the 
heights of the mountains. 

Then methinks I see the hound that attended 
me early and late, the hills which I was fond of 
haunting, and the rocks which were wont to rtJ 

echo the lofty horn. 
1 see the cave that often hospitably received 

our steps from night; cheerfulness awaked at the 
warmth of her trees ;* and in the joys of her cups 
there was much mirth. 

Then the smoke of the feast of deer arose ; our 
drink from Treig, and the wave our music ; 
though ghosts should shriek, aud mountains 
roar, reclined in the cave, undisturbed was our 
rest. 

* Allusion is boro made to a fire of wood.. 



2 SAIt-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH. 

M’an cuairt biodh lu-cliloas nan laogh, 
Ri taobh nan pruth, no air an leirg. 
‘S am minnean beag de’n chomhraig sgith, 
‘N am achlais a’ cadal gu'n cbeilg. 

Sruthadh air sgeith na h-osaig mhin, 
Glaodhan maoth nan cro mu’m chluais, 
‘N sin freagraidh a mheanmh-spreigh, 
‘Nuair chluinn, an gineil, is iad a ruitlx a nuas. 

A ceum an t-sealgair ri mo chluais! 
Le sranna ghath, a’s chon fcagh sleibh, 
‘N siij dearsaidh an oig air mo ghruaidh, 
‘N uair dh-eireas toirm air sealg an fheidh, 

Puisgidh sraior am chnaimh, ’nuair chluinn, 
Mi tailmrich dhos a's chon a‘s shreang, 
‘Nuair ghlaodhar—“ Thuit an damh!” 
Tha mo bhuinn, a’ leum gu beo ri ard nam 

beann. 

‘N sin chi mi, air learn, an gadhar, 
A leanadh'mi an-moch a’s modi; 
‘S na sleibh bu mhiannach leam ’ thaghall. 
‘S na creagan a’ freagairt do’n dos. 

I see Ben-ard of beautiful curve, chief of a 
thousand hills; the dreams of stags are in his 
locks, his head is the bed of clouds. 

I see Scur-eilt ou the brow of the glen, where 
the cuckoo first raises her tuneful voice ; and the 
beautiful green hill of the thousand firs, of herbs, 
of roes, and of elks. 

Let joyous ducklings swim swiftly on the pool 
of tall pines. A strath of green firs is at its head, 
bending the red rowans over its banks. 

Let tiic beauteous swan of the snowy bosom 
glide on the tops of the waves. When she soars 
on high among the clouds she will be unencum- 
bered. 

Siie travels oft over the sea to the region of 
foaming billows, where a sail shall never be 
spread out to a mast, nor an oaken prow divide a 
wave. 

Be thou by the summits of flic mountains, the 
mournful tale of thy love in thy mouth, O swan, 
who has travelled from-the land of waves; and 
may I listen to thy music in the heights of 
heaven. 

Up with thy gentle song; pour out the doleful 
tidings of thy sorrow; and let all-melodious echo 
take up the strain from thy mouth 

Spread out thy wing over the main. Add to 
thy swiftness from the strength of the wind. 
Pleasant to my ear are the echoings of thy wound- 
ed heart—the song of love. 

From what land blows the wind that bears the 
voice of thy sorrow from Hie rock, O youth, who 
wentest on thy journey from us, who hast left my 
hoary locks forlorn. 

Are the tears in thine eyes, O thou virgin most 
modest and beauteous, arid of the whitest hand. 
Joy without end to the smooth cheek that shall 
never move from the narrow bed. 

Say, since mine eye lias failed, O wind, where 
grows the reed with its mournful sound ? by its 
side the little fishes whose wings never felt- the 
winds’ soft breath, maintain their sportive con- 
flict. 

Raise me with a strong hand, and place my head 
under the fresh birch ; when the sun is at high 
noon let its green shield be above mine eyes. 

Then shaft thou come, O gentle dream, who 
swiftly walkest amoim the stars; let my night- 
work be in thy music, bringing back the days of 
my joy to my recollection. 

CM mi ’n uamh a ghabh gu fial, 
‘S gu trie ar ceumaibh roi ’n oidlicb’; 
Dhuisgeadh ar sunnd le blathas a crann, 
‘S an solas chuach a bha mor aoibbneas. 

Bka ceo air fleagh bbarr an fheidh 
An deoch a Treig’s an tonn ar ceol, 
Ge d’ sheinneadh taisg’s ge d’ ranadh sleibls 
Sinnte’s an uaimh bu sheamh ar neoil. 

Chi mi Beinn-ard is aillidh fiamh, 
Ceann-feadhna air mhile beann, 
Bha aisling nan damh na ciabh, 
‘S i'leabaidh nan nial a ceann. 

Chi mi Sgorr-eild’ air bruack a ghlinn’ 
An goir a chuach gu binn au tos. 
A’s gorm mheall-aild’ na mile giubhas 
Nan luban, nan earba, ’s nan Ion. 

Biodh tuinn og a snamh le sunnd, 
Thar linne’s mine giubhas, gu luath. 
Srath ghiubhais uain’ aig a ceann, 
A’ lubadh chaoran dearg air bruaich. 

Biodh eal’ aluinn an uchd bhain, 
A snamh le spreigh air bharr nan tonn, 
‘Nuair thogas i sgiath an aird, 
A measg nan nial cha’n fhas i trom. 

See, O my soul, the young virgin under the 
shade of the oak, kiug of the forest! her hand of 
snow is among her locks of gold, and her mildly 
rolling eye on the youth of her love. 

He sings by her side—She is silent. Her heart 
pants, and swims in his music; love flies from 
eye to eye; deers stop their course on the extend- 
ed heath. 

Now the sound has ceased; her smooth white 
breast heaves to the breast of Iter love; and her 
lips, fresh as the unstained rose, are pressed close 
to the lips of her love. 

Happiness without end to the lovely pair, who 
have awaked in my soul a gleam of that happy 
joy that shall not return ! Happiness to thy 
soul, lovely virgin of the curling looks. 

Hast thou forsaken me, O pleasant dream? 
Return yet—one little glimpse return : thou will 
not Bear me, alas! I am sad. O beloved mouu- 
tains, farewell. 

Farewell, lovely company of youths! and you, 
O beautiful virgin, farewell. 1 cannot see you. 
Yours is the joy of summer: my winter is ever 
lasting. 

O place me within hearing of the great water- 
fall, with its murmuring sound, descending from 
th'erock; let a harp and a shell be by my side, 
and the shield that defended my forefathers in 
battle. 

Come with friendship over the sea, Osoft blast 
that slowly movest; bear my shade on the wind 
of tliy swiftness, and travel quickly to the Isle 
of Heroes, 

Where those who w ent of old are in deep slum- 
ber, deaf to the sound of music. Open the hall 
where dwell Ossiau aud Daol. The night shall 
come, and the bard shall not be found. 

But ah! before it come, a little while ere my 
shade retire to the dwelling of bards upon Ard- 
ven, from whence there is no return, give me the 
harp and my shell for the road, aud then, my 
beloved harp aud shell, farewell. 
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‘S trie i ’g astar thar a chuain, 
Gu asraidh fhuar nan ioma’ ronn, 
Far nach togar breid ri crann, 
‘S nach sgoilt sron dharaich tonn. 

Bi thusa ri dosan nan tom, 
Is cumha’ do ghaol ann ad bheul, 
Eala ’ thriall o thir nan tonn 
'S tu seinn dhomh ciuil an aird nan speur. 

0! eirich thus’ le t-oran ciuin, 
‘S cuir naigheachd bhochd do bhroin an ceill. 
‘S glacaidh mac-talla gaeh ciuil, 
An guth tursa sin o d’ bheul. 

Tog do sgiath gu h-ard thar chuan, 
Glac do luathas bho neart na gaoith, 
‘S eibhinn ann am chluais am fuaim, 
O’d chridhe leoint’—an t-oran gaoil. 

Co an tir on gluais a’ ghaoth, 
Tha giulan glaoidh do bhroin on chreig ? 
Oigeir a chaidh uain a thriall, 
‘S a dh-fhag mo chiabh ghlas gu’n taic, 

B’eil deoir do ruisg 0! thusa ribhinn, 
Is mine mais’ ’s a’s gile lamh? 
Solas gu’n chrioch do’n ghruaidh mhaoith, 
A chaoidh nach gluais on leabaidh chaoil. 

Innsibh, o threig mo shuil, a ghaoth’, 
C’ ait’ am beil a chuil’ a fas, 
Le glaodhan broin’s na brie r’a taobh, 
Le sgiath gun deo a cumail blah-. 

Togaibh mi—caraibh le’r laimh threin, 
‘S cuiribh mo cheann fo bharrach ur, 
‘N uair dh’eireas a’ ghrian gu h-ard, 
Biodh a sgiath uain’ os-ceann mo shul.1 

An sin thig thu 0! aisling chiuin, 
Tha ’g astar dlumeasg reull na h-oidhch’, 
Biodh gnoimh m’ oidhche ann ad cheol; 
Toirt aimsir mo mhuirn gu’m chuimlin’. 

0! m’anam faic an ribhinn og, 
Fo sgeith an daraich, righ nam flath, 
‘S a lamh shneachd ’ measg a ciabhan oir, 
‘Sa meall-shuil chiuin air og a graidh. 

E-san a’ seinn ri taobh’s i balbh, 
Le cridhe leum, ’s a snamh’ na cheol, 
An gaol bho shuil gu suil a falbh, 
Cuir stad air feidh nan sleibhtean mor. 

Nis threig am fuaim, ’s tha cliabh geal min, 
Ui uchd ’s ri cridhe gaoil a’ fas, 
‘S a bilibh ur mar ros gun smal, 
Ma bheul a gaoil gu dlu an sas. 

Solas gun chrioch do’n chomunn chaomh, 
A dhuisg dhomh m’ aobhneas ait nach pill, 
A’s beannachd do t-anams’ a ruin, 
A nighean chiuin nan cuach-chiabh grinn. 

•N do threig thu mi aisling nam buadh ? 
Pill fathast—aon cheum beag—pill! 

Cha chluinn sibh mi Ochoin! ’s mi truagh. 
A bheannaibh mo ghraidh—slan leibh. 

Sian le comunn caomh na h-oige, 
A’s oigheannan boidheach, slan leibh, 
Cha leir dhomh sibh, dhuibhse tha samhradh, 
Ach dhomsa geamhradh a chaoidh, • 

O! cuir mo chluas ri fuaim Eas-mor 
Le chronan a’ tcarnadh on chreig. 
Bi‘dh cruit agus slige ri’m thaobh, 
‘S an sgiath a dhian mo shinnsir sa’ chath. 

Thig le cairdeas thar a chuain, 
Osag mhin a ghluais gu mall. 
Tog mo cheo air sgiath do luathais, 
‘S imich grad gu eilean f hlaitheis. 

Far’m beil na laoich a dh-fhalbh o shean, 
An cadal trom gun dol le ceol, 
Fosglaibh-sa thalla Oisein a’s Dhaoil, 
Thig an oidhche’s cha bhi’m bard air bhrath. 

Ach o m’an tig I seal m’an triall mo cheo, 
Gu teach man bard, air ar-bheinn as nach pill, 
Fair, cruit’s mo shlige dh-iunnsaidh ’n roid, 
* n sin; mo chruit.’s mo shlige ghraidh, slan leibh. 

Note.—This is a curious and valuable relic of 
antiquity. It affords internal evidence that the 
doctrines of Christianity were either wholly un- 
known to the poet, or had no place in his creed. 
The Eiysium of bards upon Ardven, the depart- 
ure of the poet’s shadow to the hall of Ossian 
and Daol, his last wish of laying by his side a 
harp, a shell full of liquor, and his ancestors’ 
shield, are incompatible with the Christian doc- 
trine of a future state. 

That it is a composition, however, long subse- 
quent to the times of Ossian, is evident from the 
change which the manners of the Caledonians 
had in the interim undergone; for in the poems 
of that bard there is scarcely an allusion to the 
pastoral state. At any rate, the art of taming 
and breeding cattle was certainly not practised 
by the Fingalians. Hunting and war seem to 
have been their sole occupations. Our aged bard, 
however, lived in theirastoral state of society; a 
state which many poets have made the subject of 
that species of poetry denominated pastoral. 

Our bard exhibits tender senses, and describes 
bappy situations. He paints the beauties of 
nature with the hand of a master, and expresses 
the warmth of his feelings in glowing numbers. 
His style is nervous, his manner chaste. His 
fancy wears the native garb of purity and sim- 
plicity : and true taste w ill recognize his eompo 
sition as the genuine offspring of nature—as real 
poetry. 

The poet has enumerated those rural occupa- 
, tions which afforded him delight in the vigor of 

life. He has arranged and drawn forth to view 
rural objects, attended by such circumstances as 

| had made the most pleasurable and lasting im- 
pression upon hia own mind; and beseems, at 

} the same time, to have been highly sensible of 
the beauties of nature, and capable of producing 
those strokes of fancy which evince poetic merit’. 

This poem shows that men leading a pastoral 
life are capable of refined feelings and delicate 
sentiments, and may be actuated by the best af- 
fections of the heart; that long posterior to the 
days of Ossian, the Christian religion had not 
perhaps been heard of by the Caledonians ; and 
that they were of opinion that the soul was an 
airy substance capable of existing in a state of 
separation from the body, and of enjoying, in the 
region of the clouds, those agreeable occupations 
which had given it pleasure on earth. 
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A’ CIIOMHACHAG.* 

A Ciomhachag bhochd na Sroine, 
A nochd is bronach do leabaidh, 
Ma bha thu ann ri linn Donnaghaill, 
Cha’n ioghnadh ge trom leat t-aigneadh. 

“ ’S co’-aoise mise do'n daraig, 
Bha na faillean ann sa’ choinntich, 
‘S iomadh linn a chuir mi romham, 
‘S gur mi comhachag bhochd na Sroine. 

Nise bho na tha tlra aosda, 
Deun-sa t-fhaosaid ris an t-shagart, 
Agus innis dha gun euradh, 
Gach aon sgeula ga’m beil agad. 

“ Cha d’ rinn mise braid’ no breugan, 
Cladh na tearmann a bhristeadh 
Air m’ fhear fein cha d’ roinn mi iomluas, 
Gur cailleach bhochd ionraig mise. 

Chunnacas mac a Bhritheimh chalma, * 
Agus I’cargus mor an gaisgeach, 
As Torradan liath na Sroine, 
Sin na laoich bha domhail, taiceil.” 

Bho ’na thoisich thu ri seanachas, 
A’s eigin do leanmhuinn ni’s faide, 
Gu ’n robh ’n triuir bha sin air foghnadh, 
Ma ’n robh Donnaghall ann san Fhearsaid. 

“ Chunnaic mi Alasdair Carrach, 
An duin’ is allaile bha ’n Albainn, 
‘S minig a bha mi ga eisteachd, 
‘S e aig reitcach nan tom sealga. 

Chunnaic mi Aonghas na dhcigh, 
Cha b’ e sin raghainri'bu taire, 
‘S ann’s an rhearsaia a bha thuinidh, 
‘S rinn e muillean air Allt-Larach,” 

Bu lionmhor cogadh a’s creachadh, 
Bha‘n an Lochaber ‘san uair sin 
C‘aite ‘m biodh tusa ga t-fhalach, 
Eoin bhig na mala gruamaich. 

♦This poem is attributed to Donald Macdonald, 
better known by the cognomen of Domhnull mac 
FhiullauUi nan Dan—a celebrated hunter and 
poet. He was a native of Lochaber, and flourish- 
ed before the invention of Are arms. According 
to tradition, he was the most expert archer of 
his day. At the time in which he lived, wolves 
were very troublesome, especially in Lochaber, 
but Donald is said to have killed so many of them, 
that previous to his death there was only one left 
alive in Scotland, which was shortly after killed 
in Strathglass by a woman. lie composed these 
verses when old, and unable to follow the chase; 
and it is the only one of his compositions which 
has been handed down to us. 

The occasion of the poem was this: He had 
married a young woman in his old age, who, as 
might have been expected, proved a very unmeet 
helpmate. Wheu he and his dog were both worn 

“ ’S ann a bba cuid mhor de m’ sliinnsir, 
Eadar an Innse a‘s an Fhearsaid, 
Bha cuid eile dhiu’ ma‘n Deaghthaigh; 
Bhiodh iad ag eigheach ‘sa‘n fheasgar. 

‘N uair a chithinnse dol seachad, 
Na creachan agus am fuathas, 
Bheirinn car beag far an rathaid, 
‘S bhithinn grathunn sa’ Chreig-ghuanaich,” 

Creag mo chridhe-s’ a Chreag ghuanach, 
Chreag an dh-fhuair mi greis de m’ arach. 
Creag nan aighean ‘s nan damh siubhlach, 
A chreag urail, aighearach, ianach. 

Chreag ma‘n iathadh an fhaoghait, 
Bu mhiann learn a bhi ga taghal, 
‘N uair bu bhinn guth gallain gaodhair, 
A’ cur graidh gu gabhail chumhainn. 

‘S binn na h-iolaircan ma bruachan, 
‘S binn a cuachan, ‘s binn a h-eala, 
A’s binne na sin am blaoghan, 
Ni an laoghan meana-bhreac, ballach. 

A‘s binn learn toraman na‘n dos, 
Ri uilinn nan corra-bheann cas, 
•S an eilid bhiorach is caol cos, 
Ni fois fo dhuilleich ri teas. 

Gun de cheil aic’ ach an damh, 
‘S e ‘s muime dh‘i feur a‘s cneamh, 
Mathair an laoigh mheana-bhric mhir, 
Bean an fhir mhall-rosgaich ghlain. 

‘S siubhlach a dh’-fhalbhas e raon, 
Cadal cha dean e sa’n smuir, 
B’ fhearr leis na plaide fo’ thaobh, 
Barr an fhraoich bhadanaich uir. 

Gur aluinn sgeamh an daimh dhuinn, 
’Thearnas o shireadh nam beann, 
Mac na h-eilde ris an t-shonn, 
Nach do chrom le spid a cheann. 

down .with the toils of the chase, and decrepit 
with age, his “crooked rib” seems to take aplea- 
sure in tormenting them. Fear, rather than re- 
spect might possibly protect Donald himself, but 
she neither feared "nor respected the poor dog. 
On the contrary, she took every opportunity of 
beating and maltreating him. In fact, “ lik<j the 
goodman’s mother,” lie “ was aye in the way.” 
Their ingenious tormentor one day found an old 
and feeble owl, which she seems to have thought 
would make a fit companion for the old man and 
his dog; and accordingly brought it jjome. The 
poem is in the form of a dialogue between Donald 
and the owl. It is very unlikely that he had ever 
heard of A3sop, yet he contrives to make an owl 
speak, and that to good purpose. On the whole 
it is an ingenious performance, and perhaps has 
no rival of its kind in the language. Allusion is 
made to bis “ half marrow,” iu the fifth stanza. 
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Eilkl bhinneach, mheargant bhallach, 
Odhar, eangaoh, uchd reidh ard, 
Damh togalach, croic-cheannach, sgiamhach, 
Cronanach, ceaun-riabhach, dearg. 

Gur gasd’ a ruitheadh tu suas, 
Ri leachduiun chruaidh a’s i cas, 
Moliulli gach aon neach an cu, 
Acb molams’ ’n trup tka dol as. 

Creag mo chride-sa chreag mhor, 
’S ionmhuinn an Ion tka fo ceann, 
’S anns’ an lag a tk’ air a cul, 
Na mackair a’s mur nan gall. 

M’ annsackd beinn sheasgaich nam fuaran, 
An riasgack o’n dean an damk ranan, 
Ckuireadk gadkar is glan nuallan, 
Fcidk na’n ruaig gu Inbkir-Mkeorain. 

B’ annsa’ leam na durdan bodaick. 
Os ceann leic ri eararadk sil, 
Buirean an daimk’m bi ghne dhuinnead, 
Air leacann beinne’s e ri sin. 

’N uair bhuras damh Beinne-bige, 
’S a bkeucas damh Beinn-na-craige, 
Freagraidh na daimk ud da cheile; 
’S thig feidk a’ Coirre-na-snaige. 

Bha mi o’n rugadh mi riabh, 
Ann an caidridh fkiadh a’s earb’, 
Ch’an fkaca mi datk air biaii, 
Ach buidhe, riabkach, a’s dearg. 

Cha mhi-fhin a sgaoil an comunn, 
A bha eadar mi ’sa Chreag-ghuanach, 
Ack an aois ga’r toirt o cheile. 
Gur gratkunn an f keil’ a fkuaras. 

’S i creag mo chridhe-s’ a Chreag-ghuanach, 
A chreag dhuilleach, bhiolaireack, bhraonach, 
Na ’n tulach ard, aluinn, fiarach, 
Gur cian a gkabk i o’n mhnorach. 

Cha mhinig a bha mi ’g eisdeackd, 
Re seideadh na muice-mara, • 
Ach’s trie a chuala mi moran, 
Be chronanaich an daimh allaidh. 

Cha do chuir mi duil san iasgach, 
Bhi ga iarraidh leis a mhadhar, 
’S mor gu’m b’ annsa leam am fiadhach, 
'S bhi air falbh nan sliabh as-t-fhaghar. 

’S eibhinn an obair an t-skealg, 
’S ait a cnairt an aird gu beachd, 
Gur binne a h-aitrhear’s a fonn 
Na long a’s i dol fo bheairt. 

Fad ’sa bhithinn beo no maireann, 
Deo dhe ’n anam an am chorp, 
Dh-fhanainn am fochar an fheidh, 
Sin an spreidk an robh mo thoirt. 

Cait’ an cualas ceol bu bhinne, 
Na mothar gadhair mhoir a’ teachd, 
Daimh sheannga na’ ruith le gleanu, 
Miol-choin a dol aunt a’s ast’. 

\S truagh an diugh nach beo an fheoghainn, 
Gun ann ach an ceo de’n bhuidheann, 
Leis’m bu mhiannack gloir nan gadhar. 
Gun mheoghail, gun ol, gun bhruidhinn. 

Bratach Alasdair nan Gleann, 
A srol fathrumach ri crann, 
Suaicheantas shoilleir shiol Chuinn, 
Nach do chuir suim an clann gkall. 

‘S ann an Cinn-Gkiubhsaich na laidhe, 
Tha namhaid na graidhe deirge, 
Lamh dheas a mharbhadh a bhradain, 
Bu mkath e ’n sabaid na feirge. 

Dh-fhag mi san Ruaidhe so shios. 
Am fear a b’ ole dhoms’ a bhas, 
‘S trie a chuir e’ thagradh an cruathas, 
Ann cluais an daimh chabraich an sas. <« 

Raonull Mac-Dhomknuill ghlais, 
Fear a fhuair foghlum gu deas, 
Deagh Mhac-Dhomhnuill a chuil chais, 
Ni’m beo neach a chomhraig leis. 

Alasdair cridhe nan gleann, 
Gun c bhi ann mor a’ chreach, 
‘S trie a leag thu air an tom, 
Sliochd nan sonn leis a chu ghlas. 

Alasdair mac Ailein mhoir, 
’S trie a mharbh sa’ bheinn na feidk, 
’S a leanadh fad air an toir. 
Mo dhoigh gur Domknullack treun. 

A’s Domhnullach thu gun mhearachd, 
Gur tu buinne geal na eruaghach, 
Gur cairdeach thu do. Chlann-Chatain, 
S gur h-e dalt thu do’n Chreig-ghuanaich. 

Ma dh-fhagadh'Domhnull a muigh, 
Na aonar a’ taigh na’ fieagh, 
S gearr a bhios gucag air bhuil, 
Luchd a chruidh bi’dh iad a staigh. 

Mi’m shuidh air sith-bhruth nam beann, 
A coimhead air ceann Locha-Treig, 
Creag ghuanach am biodk an t-shealg, 
Grianan ard am biodh na feidh. 

Chi mi na Du-lochain bhuam, 
Chi mi Chruach, a’s Beinne-bhreac, 
Chi mi Srath-Oisein nam Fiann, 

*Chi mi ghrian air Meall-nan-leac. 

Chi mi Beinn-Neamhais gu h-ard, 
Agus an carn-dearg ri bun, 
A’s coire beag eile ri taobh, 
Chit’ as monadk faoin a’s muir. 
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Gur rimheach an coire dearg, 
Far’m bu inhiannach leinn bhi sealg, 
Coirre nan tulaichean fraoich, 
Innis nan laogh’s nan damh garbb. 

Chi mi braidh Bhidean-nan-dos, 
’N taobli so bhos do Sgurra-lidh, 
Sgurra-choinntich nan damli eeang— 
lonmhuinn leam an diugh na chi. 

Chi mi Srath farsuinn a chruidh. 
Far an labhar guth nan sonn, 
A’s Coire creagach a mhnim, 
A’ minig a thug mo lamh toll. 

Chi mi Garbh-bheinn nan damh donn, 
Agus Slat-bheiifn nan tom sith. 
Mar sin agus an Leitir dhubh, 
’S an trie a rinn mi fail na’ frith. 

Soraidh gu Boinn-allta bhuam, 
O’n’s i fhuair urram nam beann, 
Gu slics Loch-Earrachd an fheidh, 
Gu’m n’ionmhuinn leam fein bhi ann. 

Thoir soraidh uam thun an Loch’, 
Far am faicte ’bhoa a’s thall, 
Gu uisgo Leamhna nan lach, 
Muime nan laogh breac’s nam meann. 

’S e loch mo chridhse an loch, 
An loch, air am biodh an lach, 
Agus iomadh eala bhan, 
’S bh’idh iad a snamh air ma scach. 

Olaidh mi a’Treig mo thcann-shath, 
Na dheidh cha bhi mi fo mhulad, 
Uisge glan nam fuaran fallan, 
O’n seang am fiadh a ni ’n langan. 

’S buan an comunn gun bhristeadh, 
Bha eadar mise’s an t-uisge; 
Sugh nam mor bheann gun mhisge, 
’S mise ga ol gun trasgadh. 

’S ann a bha ’n communn bristeach, 
Eadar mise’s a Chreag-sheilich, 
Mise gu brath cha dirich, 
Ise gu dilinn cha teirinu. • 

On labhair mi umaibh gu leir, 
Gabhaidh mi fhein dibh mo chead, 
Dearmad cha dean mi s an am, 
Air fiadhach ghleann nam beann beag. 

Cead is truaighc ghnbhadh riabh, 
Do ’n fhiadhaich bu mhor mo thoil. 

Cha ’n fhalbh le bogha fo m’ sgeith, 
’S gu la-bhrath cha leig mi coin. 

Tha blaidh mo bhogha ’n am uchd, 
Le agh maol, odhar is ait, 
Ise ceanalt’s mise gruamach, 
’S cruaigh an diugh nach buan an t-shlat. 

I 
Mis’ a’s tusa ghadhair bhain, 

’S tursach air turas do ’n eilean, 
Chaill sinn an tathunn a’s an dan, 
Ge d’ bha sinn grathunn ri ceanal. 

Thug a choille dhiot-s’ an earb’, 
’S thug an t-ard dhiom-sa na feidh, 
Cha n eil naire dhuinn a laoich, 
O’n laidh an aois oirnn le cheil’. 

’Nuair a bha mi air an da chois, 
’S moch a shiubhlain bhos a’s thall, 
Ach a nis on fhuair mi tri, 
Cha ghluais mi ach gu min, mall. 

Aois cha n’eil thu dhunn meachair 
Ge nach feudar leinn do sheachnadh, 
Cromaidh tu n’ duine direach, 
A dh’ fhas gu miloanta gasda. 

Giorraichidh tu air a shanghai, 
Agus caochlaidhidh tu ’ chasan, 
Fagaidh tu cheann gun deudacli, 
’S ni thu eudann a chasadh. 

A Shinead cha's-aodannach, pheallach, 
A shream-shuileach, odhar, eitidh, 
Cia ma ’n leiginn leat a lobhair ? 
Mo bhogha toirt dhiom air eiginn. 

O’n’s mi-fhin a b’ fhearr an airidh. 
Air mo bhogha ro-math iubhair, 
No thusa aois bhothar, sgallach, 
Bhios aig an teallach ad shuidhe. 

Labhair an aois a rithist: 
“ ’S mo’s ruighinn tha thu leantainn. 
Bis a bhogha sin a ghiulan, 
’S gur mor bu chuibhe dhut bata.” 

Gabh thusa bhuamsa’m bata, 
Aois granda chairtidh na plcide, 
Cha leiginn mo bhogha leatsa, 
Do mhathas no d’ ar, eigin. 

“ ’S iomadh laoch a b’ fhearr no thusa, 
Dh-fhag mise gu tuisleach anfhann, 
’N deis fhaobhachadh as a sheasamh, 
Bha riomhe na fhleasgach meamnach.” 
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The real name of tliis poetess was Mary M'Leod, though she is more generally 
known among her countrymen by the above appellation. She was born in Iloudal, 
in Harris, in the year 1569, and was the daughter of Alexander M‘Leod, son of 
Alasdair Ruadh, who was a descendant of the chief of that clan.* 

It docs not appear that Mary bad done anything in the poetic way till she was 
somewhat advanced in life, and employed as nurse in the family of her chief: 
neither is.there any evidence that she could write, or even read. Her first produc- 
tion was a song made to please the children under her charge. 

‘‘ An Talla 'm bu ghna le Mac-Leoid" was composed on the Laird being sick 
and dying. He playfully asked Mary what kind of a lament she would make for 
him ? Flattered by such a question, she replied that it would certainly be a very 
mournful one. “ Come nearer me,” said the aged and infirm chief, “and let mo 
hear part of it.” Mary, it is said, readily complied, and sung, ex tempore, that 
celebrated poem. 

“ Hithill uthill agus ho" was composed on John, a son of Sir Norman, upon 
bis presenting her with a snuff-mull. She sometime after gave publicity to one of 
her songs, which so provoked her patron, M'Leod, that ho banished her to the Isle 
of Mull, under the charge of a relative of his own. 

* It was during her exile there that she composed “ ’N mi 'rn shuidh' air an 
Tulaich," or “ Luinneag Mhic-Leoid." On this song coming to M'Leod’s ears, 
Iiq sent a boat for her, giving orders to the crew not to take her on board except 
she should promise to make no more songs on her return to Syke. Mary readily 
agreed to this condition of release, and returned with the boat to Dunvegan Castle. 

Soon after this, a son of the Laird’s had been ill, and, on his recovery, Mary 
composed a song which is rather an extraordinary composition, and which, like its 
predecessors, drew on her devoted head the displeasure of her chief, who remon' 
strated with her for again attempting song-making without his permission. Mary’s 
reply was, “ It is not a song; it is only a cronan,"—that is, a hum, or “ croon.” 

She mentions, in a song which wo have heard, but which was never printed, that 
she had nursed five lairds of the M'Leods, and two of the lairds of Applecross. 

* There was another, though inferior poetess, of the family of Alasdair Ruadh, who is 
sometimes confounded with our authoress. Her name was Flora M'Leod. In Gaelic she is 
called Fionayhul JVujhean Alasdair Ruaidh. This poetess lived in Troterness, and was a 
native of Skye. She was married, and gome of her descendants are still in that country. 
All that we have been able to meet with, of Flora’s poetry, is a satire on the clan Mac-Martin, 
and an elegy on M'Leod ofllunvegan. We have the authority of several persons of high 
respectability, and on whose testimony we can rely, that Mary M'Leod was the veritable 
authoress of the poems attributed to her in this work. 
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The song ends with an address to 1'ormod nan tri Tor mod* She died at the 
advanced age of 105 years, and is buried in Harris. She used to wear a tartan 
tonnag, fastened in front with a large silver brooch. In her old days she generally 
carried about with her a silver-headed cane, and was much given to gossip, snuff, 
and whisky. ‘ # 

Mary M‘Leod, the inimitable poetess of the Isles, is the most original of all our 
poets. She borrows nothing. Her thoughts, her verse, her rhymes, are all 
equally her own. Her language is simple and elegant; her diction easy, natural, 
and unaffected. Her thoughts flow freely, and unconstrained. There is no strain- 
ing to produce effect: no search after unintelligible words to conceal the poverty of 
ideas. Her versification runs like a mountain stream over a smooth bed of polished 
granite. Her rhymes are often repeated, yet we do not feel them tiresome nor dis- 
agreeable. Her poems are mostly composed in praise of the M'Leods; yet they 
are not the effusions of a mean and mercenary spirit, but the spontaneous and 
heart-felt tribute of a faithful and devoted dependant. When the pride, or arbi- 
trary dictate of the chief, sent her an exile to the Isle of Mull, her thoughts wan- 
dered back to “ the lofty shading mountains,”—to “the young and splendid Sir 
TormodT During her exile she composed one of the finest of her poems : the air 
is wild and beautiful; and it is no small praise to say that it is worthy of the 
verses. On her passage from Mull to Skye she composed a song, of which only a 
fragment can now bo procured : we give a few stanzas of it:— 
“ Thoid mi le’m dheoin do dhuthaich Mhic-Lcoid, 

M' iull air a mhor luachach sin, Bu choir dhomh gum bi m’ colas san tir Leodach. mar pill cruadal mi, Srabhlaidh mi 'n iarr, tro dhulachd nan sian, 
Do’n tur g'am bi triall thuath-cheathaim; On ahualas an sgeul buadhach gun bhreug, Itinn acain mo clileibh fhuadachadh. 

Chi mi Mac-Leoid's prisoil an t-og, 
Rimheach gu mor buadhalach, Bho Ollnghair nan lann chuireadh srolaibh ri crann; ’S Leodaich an dream uamhorra. Eiridh na fuinn ghleusd air na suinn, ’S foumail ri am cruadail iad, 
’Na fiuranaibh gharg an am rusgadh nan arm, ’S cliutach an t-ainm fhoftras leibh. 

Siol Tormoid nan sgiath foirmealacb fial, Dh’ cireadh do shluagh luath-lamhach; Dealradh nam pios, torman nam piob, ’8 dcarbh gu'm bu leibh ’n dualachas; Thainig teachdair do’n tir gu macanta min, ’S ait lenm gach ni chualas learn, O Dhun-bheagan nan stoifil's am freagair luchd-thcud, Bheir greis air gach sgcul buaidh-ghloireach. 

“ ’Nnair cluriTTadh na laoich loingheas air chaol, Turns ri gnoith ghluaiste leibh, O bharraibh nan crann gu tarruinn nam ball, 
Teannachadh teaun suns rithe, lomairt gu leoir mar ri Mac-Leoid, Charaich fo shrol uain-dhait’ i, Bbo arois an fhion gu talla nam pios, Gu m bcannaich mo liigh n t-^iasal ud.” 

* We knew an old man,, called Alexander M‘B.ae, a tailor in Mellen of Gairloch, whom we 
have heard sing many of Mary’s songs, not one of which has ever been printed. Some of 
these were excellent, and we had designed to take them down from his recitation, but were 
prevented by his sudden death, which happened in the year 1883. Among these was a 
rather extraordinary piece, resembling M‘l)onald’s “ Birlinncomposed upon occasion of 
John, son of Sir Norman, taking her out to get a sail in a new boat. 
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FUAIM AN T-SHAIMH. 

Ri fuaim an t-shaimh 
’S uaigr.each mo ghean, 
Bha mis’ uair nach b’e sud m’ abhaist, 

Blia mis’ uair, &c. 

Ach piob nuallanach mhor, 
Bheireadh buaidh air gach ceol, 
’Nuair ghluaist’ i le meoir Phadruig.* 

’Nuairt ghluaist’ i, &c. 

Gur mairg a bheir geill 
Do’n t-saoghal gu leir, 
’S trie a chaochail e cheum gabhaidh. 

’S trie a chaochail e, &c. 

Gur lionmhoire churs 
Na’n dealt air an driuchd, 
Ann am madainn an tus maighe. 

Ann am madain, &e. 

Cha’n fhacas ri m’ re, 
Aon duine fo 'n ghrein, . 
Nach tug e ghreis fein dha sin. 

Nach tug e, &c. 

Beir an t-soghraidh so buam, 
Gu talla nan cuach, 
Far’m biodh tathaich nan truadh daimliail. 

Far’m biodh, &c. 

Thun an taighe nach gann, 
Fo ’n leathad ud thall, 
Far beil aighear a’s ceann mo mhanrain. 

Far beil aighear, &c. 

Sir Tormod mo run, 
Ollaghaireach tbu, 
Foirmeil o thus t-abhaist. 

Foirmcil o thus, &c. 

A thasgaidh, ’s a’ chiall, 
’S e bu chleachdadh dhut riamh, 
Teach farsuinn’s e fial failteach. 

Teach farsuinn, &c. , 

Bhiodh tional nan Cliar, 
Re tarnul, a's cian, 
Dli-fhios abhaile’m biodh triall chairdean. 

Dh-fliios a bhaile, &c. 

’Naile chunna’ mi uair, 
S glan an lasadh bha d’ ghruaidh, 
Fo ghruaigh chleachdaieh nan dual ar- 

bhuidh, 
Fo ghruaig, chleachdaieh, &c. 

*TIie celebrated PAnnnio morMac Cruimein, 
one of the family pipers of Mac-Leod of Bunve 
gan. 

Fear direach deas treun, • 
Bu ro fhirinneach beus, 
’S e gun mhi-ghean, gun cheum trailleil. 

’S e gun mhi-ghean, &c. 

De’n linne a b’fhearr buaidh, 
Tha’s na criochaibh mu’n cunirt, 
Clann fhirinneach Ruairi lain-mhoir. 

Clann fhirinneach, &c. 

Cha’n eil cleachdadh mine righ, 
No gaisge, no gniomh, 
Nach eil pearsa mo ghaoil lan doth. 

Nach eil pearsa, &c. 

Ann an treine, ’s an lugh, 
j Ann an ceutaidh’s an cliu, 
| Ann am fell’ ’s an gnuis naire. 

Ann am feil, &c. 

Ann an gaisge, ’s an gniomh, 
’S ann am pailte neo-chrion, 
Ann am maise, ’s am miagh aillteachd. 

Ann am maise, &c. 

Ann an cruadal, ’s an toil, 
Ann am buaidh thoirt air sgoil, 
Ann an uaisle gun chron caileachd. 

Ann an uaisle, &c. 

Tuigs-fhear nan teud, 
Purpas gach sgeil, 
Susbaint gach ceill naduir. 

Susbaint gach, &c. 

Gu’m bu ehubhaidh dhut sid, 
Mar a thubhairtiad ris, 
Bu tu ’n t-ubhal thar meas aird chraoibh. 

Bu tu ’n t-ubhal, &c. 

Leodaich nio run, 
Seorsa fhuair cliu, 
Cha bu thoiseachadh ur dhaibh Sir. 

Cha bu thoiseach, &c. 

Bha flos co sibh 
Ann an iomartas righ, 
’Nuair bu mhulaidich stri Thearlaich.* 

’Nuair bu, &c. 

Sian Ghaeil no Ghaill 
Cha’ dh-fhuaras oirbh foill, 
Dh-aon bhuaireadh g’n d’rinn ur namhai.i. 

I)h-aon bhuireadh, &c. 

Lochluinnich thrcun 
Toiseach ur sgeil, 
Sliochd solta bho freumh Mhanuis. 

Sliochd solta, &c. 

* King Charles II. 
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Thug Dia dhut mar ghiblit, 
Bhi gu morghalach glic, 
Chriosd deonaich’ dha d’shliochd bhi 

adhmhor. 
Chriosd deonaich’, &c. 

• 
Fhuair thu fortan o Dhia, 
Bean bu shocraiche ciall, 
’S i gu foisfein/Bach fial narach. 

’S i gu foisteineach, &c. 

Am beil cannach a’s cliu, 
’S i gun mhilleadh na cuis, 
’S i gu h-iriosal ciuin cairdeil. 

’S i gu h-iriosal, &c. 

I gun dolaidh fo ’n ghrein, 
Gu toileachadh treud, 
’S a h-olachd, a reir ban-righ 

’S a h-olachd, &c. 

’S trie a riaraich thu cuilm, 
Gun fhiabhras gun tuilg, 
Nighean Oighre Dhun-Tuilm, slan dut. 

Nighean Oighre, &c. 

ORAN 

DO DH’ IAIN MAC SHIR TORMOD MHIC-DEOID.* 

LUINNEAG. 
H-ithill uthill agus o, 

II-ifhill o h-oireannan 
II-1thill uthill agus o, 

II-Uhill o-h-o h-oireannan 
ll-Hhill uthill agus o 

H-ithill o h-oriunnan 
Faillill o h-uTtill o, 

H-o ri ghealladh h-i-il-an. 

Gc do theid mi do m’ lestbaidh 
Cha’n e cadal is miannach leam, 

Aig ro mheud na tuile, 
’S mo mhuilean gun iarann air, 

Tha mholtair ri paidheadh, 
Mur eailltcar tfm bliadhna mi, 

’S gur feumail domh faighinn, 
Ge do ghabhainn an iasad i. 

H-ithill, 

Tha mo chion air a chlachair, 
Rinn m’aigne-sa riarachadh, 

Fear mor, a bheoil mheachair, 
Ge tosdaeh, gur briathrach thu, 

Gu’m faighinn air m’ fhacal 
Na eaisteil ged iarrainn iad; 

Cheart aindeoin mo stata, 
Gun charaich sud fiachan orm. 

H-ithill, <5'f. 

* For the air, see the Rev. Patrick Macdonald’s 
Collection of Highland Airs, pages 2S—103. 

Ged a thuirt mi riut clachair, 
Air m’fhacal cha b’fhior dhomh e, 

Gur rioghail do shloinneadh 
’S gur soilleir ri iarraidh e, 

Fior Leodach ur, gasda, 
Foinnidh beachdail, glic fialaidh thu, 

De shliochd nam fear flathail, 
Bu mhath an ceann chliaranach. 

H-ithill, <<fc. 

Ach a mine ud Shir Tormod, 
Gu’n soirbhich gach bliadhna dhut, 

Chuir buaidh air do shliochd-sa, 
Agus piseach air t-iarmadan; 

’S do’n chuid eile chloinn t-athar, 
Anns gach rathad a thriallas iad, 

Gu’n robh toradh mo dhurachd 
Dol nan run mar bu mhiannach leam. 

H-ithill, 

’Nuair a theid thu do’n fhireach, 
’S ro mhath chinneas an fhiadhach leat, 

Le d’ lothain chon ghleusda 
Ann ad dheigh ’nuair thrialladh tu, 

Sin, a’s cuilbhear eaol, cinnteaeh, 
Cruaidh, direach, gun fhiaradh ann; 

Bu tu sealgair na h-eilid, 
A choilich, ’s nft liath-chirce. 

H-ithill, <5'c. 

Tha mo chion air an Ruairidh, 
Gur luaineach mu d’ sgeula mi, 

Fior bhoinne geal suairc’ thu, 
Am beil uaisle na peaeaige, 

Air an d’fhas an cul dualach, 
’S e na chuachagan teud-bhuidhe, 

Sin a’s urla glan, suairce, 
Cha bu tuairisgcul breugach e. 

H-ithill, <j'c. 

Sian iomradh dhut Iain, 
Gu mu rathail a dh’ eireas dut, 

’S tu mac an deagh athar, 
Bha gu mathasach meaghrachail, 

Bha gu furbhailteach, daonnachdach, 
Faoilteachail deireeachail, 

Sar cheannard air trup thu, 
Na’n cuirte leat feum orra. 

H-ithill, ej'c. 

Gur aluinn am marcach 
Air each an glaic diollaid thu, 

’S tu cumail do phears’ 
Ann an cleachdadh, mar dh’ iarrainn dut, 

Thigeadh sud ann ad laimh-sa 
Lann spainteach, ghorm, dhias-fhada, 

A’s paidhir mhath phiostal 
Air crios nam baR sniomhanach. 

H-ithill, <j'c. 
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AN TALLA ’M BU GHNA LE 
MAC-LEOID. 

Rich ! pur muladach ’ tha mi, 
’S mi gun mhire gun mhanran, 
Anns an talla’m bu gna le Mac-Leoid. 

High! gur, &c. 

Taigh mor macnasach, meaghrach, 
Nam macaibh ’s nam maighdean, 
Far m’ bu tartarach gleadliraieli nan corn. 

Taigh mor, &c. 

Tha do thalla morpriseil, 
Gun fhasgadh gun dian air, 
Far am facadh mi’m fion bin ’ga ol. 

Tha do thalla, &c. 

Och mo dhiobhail mar thachair, 
Thainig dil’ air an aitreabh, 
’S aim a’s cianail learn tachairt na coir. 

Och mo dhiobhail, &c. 

Chi mi ’n chliar a’s na daimhich, 
A’treigsinn na fardaich, 
On nacli eisd thu ri failte luchd-ceoil, 

Chi mi ’n chliar, &c. 

Shir Tormad nam bratach, 
Fear do dhealbh-sa bu tearc e, 
Gun sgeilm a chuir asad no bosd. 

Shir Tormad, &c. 

Fhuair thu teist, a’s deag urram, 
Ann am freasdal gach duine, 
Air dheiseaehd’s air uirighioll beoil. 

I’liuair thu teist, &c. 

Beat bu mhiannach coin lugh-mhor, 
Dol a shiubhal nan stuc-bheann, 
’S an gunna nach diultadh re h-ord. 

Beat bu mhiannach, &c. 

’S i do lamh nach robh tuisleach, 
T)ol a. chaitheadh a chuspair, 
Bed’ bhogha cruaidh, ruiteach, deagh-neoil. 

’S i do lamh nach, &c. 

Glac-throm air do shliasaid, 
An deigh a snaitheadh gun fhiaradh, 
’S barr dosrach de sgiathan an coin. 

Glac-throm, &c. 

Bhiodh ceir ris na crannaibh, 
Bu neo-eisleanach tarruinn, 
’Nuir a leumadh an t-saighead o d’ mheoir. 

Bhiodh ceir ris, &c. 

’Nuair a leigtc bho d’ laimh i, 
Cha bhiodh oirleach gun bhathadh, 
Eadar corran a gaine’s an smeoirn. 

’Nuair a leigte, &c. 

’Nam dhut tighinn gu d’ bliaile, 
’S tu bu tighcarnail gabhail, 
Nuair shuidheadh gach caraid mu d’ bhord. 

’Nam dhut tighinn, &c. 

Bha thu measail aig uaislean, 
’S cha robh beagan mar chruathas ort, 
Sud an cleachdadh a fhuair tlm t-aois oig. 

Bha thu measail, &c. 

Gu’m biodh farum air thaileasg, 
Agus fuaim air a chlarsaich. 
Mar a bhuineadli do sliar mliac Mliic-Beoid. 

Gu’m biodh farum, &c. 

Gur h-e b’ eachdraidh ’na dheigh sin, 
Greis air uirsgcul na Feinne, 
’S air cuideachda cheir-ghil nan croc. 

Gur h-e b’ eachdraidh, &c. 

CUMHA DO MIIAC-BEOID. 

Gun e naidheachd so fhuair mi, 
A dh-fhuadaich mo chiall uam. 
Mar nach bitheadh i agam, 
‘S nach fhaca mi riamh i; 
Gur e Abhall an lis so, 
Tha mise ga iargann; 
E gun abuchadh meas air, 
Ach air briseadh fo chiad bharr. 

Gur e sgeula na crciche, 
Tha mi nise ga eisdeachd, 
Gach aon chneadh mar thig oirn’, 
Dol an triccad, san deinead, 
Na chunnaic, ’s na chualas, 
‘S na fhuaradh ohi cheud la, 
Creach nid an t-seobhaic, 
Air a sgatha ri aon uair. 

Ach a Chlann an fhir allail, 
Bu neo mhalartaich’ beusan, 
Ann an Lunnuinn, ’s am Paris, 
Thug sibh barr air na ceudan, 
Chaidh n-ur cliu tharais 
Thar talamh na h-Eiphit, 
Cheann uidhe luchd ealaidh, 
‘S a leannan na feileachd. 

t 

Ach a fhriamhaich nan curaidh, 
‘S a chuilein nan leoghan, 
A’s ogha an da sheanar, 
Bu chaithreamaich’ loistcan; 
C’ait’ an robh e ri fhaotuinn 
Air an taobhs’ an Roinn-Eorpa, 
Cha b’ fhurrasd ri fhaighinn 
Anns gach rathad, bu doigh dhuibh. 

Ach a Ruairidh mine Iain, 
‘S goirt learn fhaighinn an sgeul-s’ ort, 
‘S e mo chreach-sa mac t-athar, 
Bhi na laidhc gun eiridh, 
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Agus TorraoJ a mhac-sa, 
A thasgaiilh mo cheille! 
Gur e aobhar mo ghearain, 
Gu’n chailleadh le cheil’ iad. 

Nach mor an sgcul sgriobhaidh, 
S nach ionghnadh leibh fein e, 
Duilleach m# craoibhe, 
Nach do sgaoileadh am mcanglan, 
An robh cliu, agus onair. 
Agus moladh air deagh-bheairt, 
Gu daonachdach, carthannach, 
Beannachdach, ceutach. 

Ge goirt leam an nai Iheachd, 
Tha mi faighinn air Ruairidh, 
Gun do chorp a bhi ’san Duthaich, 
Anns an tuama bu dual dut; 
Sgeul eile nach fusadh, 
Tha mi claistinn san uair so, 
Ged nach toil- mi dba creideas, 
Gur beag orm ri luaidh e. 

Gur ro bheag a shaoil mi, 
Hi mo shaoghal gu’n eis linn, 
Gun cluinneamaid Leodaich, 
Bhi ga’m fogradh o’n oighreachd, 
’S a’n coraicheau glana, 
’S a’m fearann gun deigh air 
’S ar ranntanah farsuinn, 
Na’n rach-te ’n am fcum sud. 

Gu’n eireadh na t-aobhar 
Clann-Raonuill, ’s Clann-Domhnuill, 
Agus taigh Mine ’Illeain, 
Bha daingheann ’n-ur seorsa, 
Agus fir Ghlinne-Garaidh, 
Nall tharais a Cnoideart, 
Mar sud, a’s Claim Chama-Shroin, 
0 champ Inbhir-Lochaidh. 

’S beag an t-ionghnadh Clann-Choinnich, 
Dheanadh eiridh ri d’ ghuailean, 
’S gu’n robh thu na’m fineachd, 
Air t-fhilleadh tri uairean, 
’S e mo chreach gu’n do Chinneadh 
Bhi ma chruinneachadh t-uaghach, 
No glaodh do mhna muinntir, 
’S nach cluinntear, ’s an uairs’ i. 

Tha mo cheist air an oighre, 
Th’a stoidhle’s na h-Earadh, 
Ged nach deach’ thu san tuam’ ud, 
Far bo dual dut o d’ sheanair. 
Gur iomadh fuil uaibhreach, 
A dh-fhuairich ad bhallaibh, 
De shloinncadh nan righrean, 
Leis ua chiosaicheadli Manainn. 

’S e mo ghaols’ an sliochd foirmeil, 
Bh’air sliochd GHaghair, a’s Ochraidh, 
O bhaile na Boirbhe, 
’S ann a stoidhlcadh thu’n toiseach; 
Gur ioma fuil mhorgha, 

Bha reota sa chorp ud, 
De shliochd armunn Chinntire, 
lari’ II’, agus Rois thu. 

Mhic Iain Stiubhairt* na h-Apunn, 
Ged a’s gasd’ an duin’ og thu, 
Ged tha Stiubhartaich beachdail, 
lad tapaidh ’n am foirneart, , 
Na ghabhsa meanmadh, no aiteas, 
A’s an staid ud, nach coir dhut, 
Cha toir thu i dhaindeoin, 
’S cha’n fhaigh thu le deoin i. 

C’uim’ an tigeadh fear coigreach 
A thagradh ur’n Oighreachd; 
Ged nach eil e ro dhearbhta, 
Gur searbh e ri eisdeachd, 
Ged tha sinn’ air ar creachadh 
Mu chloinn mhac an fhir fheilidh, 
Sliochd Ruairidh mhoirallail, 
’S gur airidh iad fein oir. 

* Stewart of Appin was married to a daughter 
of Mac Leod of Dunvegan, which made the Mac- 
Leods afraid that he should claim a right to the 
estate, on account of Mac-Leod having left no 
male heir. 

MARBH-RANN 

DO DII-FHEAR NA COMKAICH. 

Tha mise air leaghadh le bron, 
O’n la dh-eug thu’s nach beo, 
Mu m’ fhiuran faighidneach, coir, 
Uasal, aighearach, og, 
’S uaisle shuidhe mu bhord, 

Mo chreach t-fhaiginn gu’ntreoir eiridh. 

’S tu’n laoch gun laigse, gun Icon, 
Macan min-geal gun hgleo, 
B’ fhearail, finealt an t-og, 
De shliochd nam fear mor, 
D’a bu dual a bhi coir, 

’S gu’m b’fhiu faiteal do bheoil eisdeachd 

S’ tu chlann na h-ireinn a b’fhearr, 
Gian an riamh as an d’fhas, 
Cairdeas righ as gach ball, 
Bha sud sgriobt’ leat am bainn, 
Fo laimh duine gun mheang, 

Ach tbu lion-te de dh-ardan cuchdach. 

A ruairidh aigeantaich aird, 
O Chomraich ghreadhnaich an aidh, 
Mhic an fhir bu mhor gair, 
Nan lann guineach, cruaidh, garg, 
Ort cha d’fhuaradh riamli cearb, 

lar-ogha Uillcam nan long breid-gheal. 

Fhuair mi m’ ailleagan nr, 
’S e gun smal air gun sraur, 
Bu bhreae min dearg do ghnuis, 
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Bu ghorm laoghach da' sliuil, 
Bu ghlan sliasaid, a’s glun, 

Bu deas, daighean, a lub ghleust thu. 

A lub abhoil nam buadh, 
’S mairg a tharladh ort uair, 
Mu ghlaic Fhionnlaidh so shuas, 
Air each crodhanta luath, 
Namhaid romhad na ruaig, 

Air dhaibh buille cba b’uair eis e. 

Ach fhir a’s curranta lamb, 
Thug gach duine gu cradh, 
’S truagh nach d’fhuirich thu slan, 
Hi uair cumaisg no blair, 
A thoirt cis dheth do namh, 

Bu leat urram an la cheudaich. 

Bu tu’n sgoileir gun diobradh, 
Meoir a’s griune ni sgriobhadh, 
Uasal faighidneach, cinnteach, 
Bu leat lagh an taigh sgriobhaidh, 
’S tu nach muchadh an fhirinn, 

Sgeul mo chreiche! so shil do chreuehdan. 

Stad air m’aighear an do 
Dh’fhalbh mo mharcanta fein, 
Chuir mi’n ciste nan teud, 
Dhiult an gobha dhomh gleus, 
Dhiult sud ifli ’s gach leighe 

’S chaidh m’onair, ’s mo righ dh’eug thu. 

Thuit a chraobh thun a bhlair, 
Rois an graine gu lar. 
Lot tbu ’n cinneadh a’s chradh, 
Air an robh thu mar bharr, 
Ga’n dionadh gach la, 

’S mo chreach! bhuinij* am bas treun ort. 

’N am suidhe na d’ sheomar, 
Chaidh 4° bhuidhean an ordugh, 
Cha b’ann mu aighear do phosaidh, 
Le nighean larla Chlann-Domhnuill, 
As do dheigh mar bu choir dh’i, 

’S ann chaidh do thasgaidh san t-srol ghle- 
gheal. 

Ach gur mis’ tha bochd truagh, 
Fiamh a ghuil air mo ghruaidh, 
’S goirt an gradan a fhuair, 
Marcach deas nan each luath, 
Sar Cheannard air sluagh, 

Mo chreach, t-fhagailri uair m’fheime. 

Ach fhuair mi m’ailleagan og. 
Mar nach b’abhaist gun cheol, 
Saoir ri caradh do bhord, 
Mnai ri spionadh an fheoir. 
Fir gun tailisg, gun cheol, 

Gur bochd fulang mo sgeoil eisdeachd. 

’Nuair a thionail an sluagh, 
’S ann bha’n tioma-sgaradh cruaidh, 
Mur ghair sheillean am bruaich, 

An deigh na meala thoirt uath, 
’S ann bha’n t-eireadh bochd truagh, 

’S iad ma cheannas an t-sluaigh threubhaich. 

MARBHRANN DO DH’ IAIN GARBH 

MAC ’ ILLECH ALUM RARSAIDH.* 

Mo bheud, ’s mo chradh, 
Mar dh’-eirich dha 
’N f hear ghleusda, ghraidh, 
Bha treun san spairn, 

’S nach faicear gu brath thu’ n Rarsa 

Bu tu’m fear curanta, mor, 
Bu mhath cumadh, a’s treoir, 
O t’ uilean gu d’ dhorn, 
0 d’ mhullach gu d’ bhroig, 
Mhic Muire mo leon, 
Thu bhi ’n innis nan ron, 

’S nach faighear thu. 

’S math lubadh tu pic 
0 chul thaobh do chinn, 
’Nam rusgadh a ghill, 
Le ionnsaidh nach pill, 

’S air mo laimh gu’m bu cinnteach saighcad 
uat. 

Bu tu sealgair a gheoidh, 
Lamh gun dearmad, gun leon. 
Air’m bu shuarach an t-or 
Thoirt a bhuanachd a cheoil, 
’S gu’n d’fhuair thu na’s leoir, 

’S na chaitheadh tu. 

Bu tu sealgair an fheidh, 
Leis an deargta na bein; 
Bhiodh coin earbsach air eill 
Aig an Albanach threun; 
C’ait’ am faca mi fein 
Aon duine fo ’n ghrein, 

A dheanadh riut euchd flathasach. 

Spealp nach dibroadh, 
An cath, nan stri thu, 
Casan dircach, fad’ finealt, 
Mo chreach dhiobhail 
Chaidh thu dhith oirn, le ncart sine, 

Lamh nach dibreadh caitheadh orr’. 

’S e dh-fhag silteach mo shuil, 
Faicinn t’ fhcarainn gun surd, 
’S do bhaile gun smuid 
Fo charraig nan sugh, 

Dheagh mhic Chalum nan tur a Rarsa. 

Och! m’ fheudail bhuam, 
Gun sgeul sa’ chuan, 
Bu ghle mhath snuadh, 

* This celebrated hero was drowned while on a 
voyage between Stornoway and Kaasa. 
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Ri grein, ’s ri faaohd, 
‘S e chlaoidh do sliluagh, 

Naoh d’fheud thu ’n uair a gliabhail orr\ 

Mo bheud, ’s mo bhron, 
Mar dh’ eiricb dho 
Muir beucach, mor, 
Ag leum mu d’ bhord, 
Thu fein, ’s do shcoid 
‘Nuair reub ’ur seoil, 
Nach d’fhaod sibh treoir 

A chaithcadh orr. 

‘S e an sgeul’ craiteach 
Do’n mhnaoi ad’fhag thu, 
‘S do t-aon bhrathair, 
A shuidh na t’aite, 
Diluain Caisge, 
Chaidh tonn bait ort. 
Craobh a b’ aird’ dc ’n abhal thu. 

CHDMHA MIIIC-LEOID. 

Cha surd cadail, 
An runs air m’aigneadh, 
Mo shuil frasach, 
Gun surd macnais, 
‘S a’ chuirt a chleachd mi:— 

Sgeul ur ait ri eisdeachd. 

•S trom an cudthrom so dhruidb, 
Dh-fhag mo chuslein gun lugh, 
‘S trio singh’ mo shuil: 
A tuiteam gu dlu; 
Chail mi iuchair mo chuil: 
Ann a cuideachd luchd-ciuil, 

Cha teid mi. 

Mo neart ’s mo threoir, 
Fo thasgaidh bhord, 
Sar mhao Tc-Leoid, 
Nan bratach sroil, 
Bu phailt’ ma’n or, 
Bu bhinn-caismeachd sgeoil; 
Aig luchd-astair 

A’s ceoil na h-Eireann. 

Co reach ga’n eol, 
Fear t-fhasain beo. 
Am blasdachd heoil, 
‘S am maise neoil. 
An gaisge glois, 
An ceart san coir; 

Gun airceas na sgleo feile. 

Dh-fhalbh mo solas, 
Marbh mo Leodach, 
Calama, crodha, 
Meanamnach ro-ghlic, 
Dhearbh mo sgeoil-sa, 
Seanachas eolais; 
Gun chearb foghluim, 

Bealbhacb ro-ghlan t-eagaisg. 

An treas la de’n Mhairt, 
Dh’ fhalbh m’aighear gu brath, 
Bi sud saighead mo chraidh, 
Bhi ’g amharc do bhais, 
A ghuuis fhlathasach ailt; 
A dheag mhic rathail. 

An armuinn euchdaich. 

Mac Ruairidh reachd-mhoir, 
Uaibhreich, bheachdail, 
Bu bhuaidh leatsa, 
Dualchas farsuinn, 
Snuadh-ghlaine pearsa; 

Cruadail’s smachd gun eucoir. 

‘Uaill a’s aiteis, 
‘S an bhuat gu faighte, 
Ri uair ceartais, 
Fuasgladh facail; 
Gun ghruam gu lasan; 

Gu suairce, snaiste, reusant. 

Fo bhuird na ciste, 
Chaidh grunnd a ghliocais, 
Fear fiughant, miseal, 
Cuilmeach, gibteil, 
An robh cliu gun bhriscadh; 

Chaidh uir fo lie air m’ eudail. 
• 

Gnuis na glainne, 
Chuireadh sunnd air fearaibh, 
Air each cruidheach ceann-ard, 
‘S lann ur than ort, 
Am heart dhlu dhainghinn: 

Air cull nan clann-fhalt teud-bhuidh. 

‘S iomadh fear aineoil, 
Is aoidh’s l«chd eallaidh, 
Bheir turnais tamul. 
Air cruin a mhalairt. 
Air iuil’s air ainne, 

Bu chluith gun aithreis bhreug e. 

B tu ’n sith-thamh charid, 
Ri’ am tigh’n gu bail, 
01 dion aig fearabh, 
Gun stri gun charraid, 
’S bu mhiam leat mar ruit, 

Luchd inns’ air annas sgeula. 

Bu trie aoidh chairdean, 
Gu d’ dhun adhmhor, 
Suilbhear, failteach, 
Cuilm-mhor statoil, 
Gun bhuirb gun ardan: 

Gun diultadh air mal dkeirceack. 

Thu shliochd Ollaghair 
Bha mor morgha. 
Nan seol corra-bheann, 
‘S nan corn gorm-ghlas, 
Nan ceol orghan 

‘S nan seed bu bhorb ri eiginn,' 
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Bha leath do shloinnMh, 
Ri giol Cholla, 
Nan else tromadh, 
‘S nam pios soilleir, 
Bho choig-amh Coinneach, 
Bu lion-mlior do luingcas breid-gheal. 

‘S iomadh gair dalta, 
‘S mnai bhas-bhuailt, 
Ri la tasgaidh, 
Cha ’n f'hath aiteis, 
Do’d chairdinn t-fhaicinn 
Fo chlar glaisde, 

Mu tbruaidh! chreach an t-eug sinn. 

Inghinn Sheumais nan crun, 
Bean cheilidh ghlann ur, 
Thug i ceud ghradh ga run, 
Bu mhor a’ h-aobhar ri sunnd, 

Nuair a shealladh i’n ghnuia a ceile. 

Si fhras nach ciuin, 
A thainig as ur, 
A shrac air siuil, 
Sa bbrist ar stiuir, 
‘S ar cairt mhath iuil, 
S ar taice cuil; 
‘S air caidridh ciuil, 

Bkiodh againn ’na d’ thur eibhinn. 

‘S mor an iunndrain tha bbuainn. 
Air a dunadh’s an uaigh, 
Air cuinneadh’s ar buaidh! 
Air curam’s ar ’n uaiR; 
’8 ar sugradh gun ghruaim 
’S fad air chuimhne 

Na fnuair mi fein deth. 

LUINNEAG MHIC-LEOID. 

’S mi’m shuidh’ air an tulaicb’, 
Fo mhulad s fo ime-cheist; 
’S mi coimhead air He, 
’S ann de'm ionghnadh san am so. 
Bha mi uair nach do shaoil mi, 
Gus ’n do chaochail air m’ aimsir; 
Gu’n tiginn an taobh so, 
A dh’ amharc luraidh a's Sgarbaidh. 

J h-urabh o, i h-oiriunn o, 
I h-urabh o, i h-oiriunn o, 
I h-urabh o, h-ogaidh ho-ro, 
H-i-ri-ri rithibh h-o-i ag o. 

Gun tiginn an taobh so, 
A dh’ amharc luraidh, a’s Sgarbaidh: 
Beir mo shoraidh do’n duthaich, 
Tha fo dhubhar nan garbh-bheann. 
Gu Sir Tormod ur, allail, 
Fhuair ceannas air armailt; 
’S gun caint' aim’s gach fearann, 
Gum b’ airidh fear t-ainm air. 

I h-urabh o, §c. 

Gun caint’ ann’s gach fearann, 
Gum b’ airidh fear t-ainm air: 
Fear do ckeille, ’s do ghliocais. 
Do mhisnich, ’s do mheanmainn. 
Do chruadail, ’s do ghaisge, 
Do dhreach, ’s do dhealbha; 
Agus t-olachd as t-uaisle, 
Cha bu shuarach ri leanmhuinn. 

/ h-urabh o, fyc. 

Agus t-olachd, as t-uaisle, 
Cha bu shuarach ri leanmhuinn; 
Dh-fhuil direach righ Lochluinn; 
B’ e sid toiseach do sheanachais. 
Tha do chairdeas so-iarraidh, 
Ris gach larla tha ’n Albuinn; 
‘S ri uaislean na h-Eireann, 
Cha breug, ach sgeul dearbt’ e. 

I h-urabh o, ire. 

‘S ri uaislean na h-Eireann, 
Cha bhreug ach sgeiil dearbht’ e; 
A mhic an fhir chliutich, 
Bha gu fiughantach ainmeil. 
Thug barrachd an gliocas, 
Air gach Ridir bha n Albuinn; 
Ann an cogadh’s an sio'-chainnt, 
‘S ann an dioladh an airgeid. 

I h-urabh o, §c. 

Ann an cogadh’s an sio’-chainnt, 
‘S ann an dioladh an airgeid; 
‘S beag an t-ionghnadh do mhac-sa, 
Bhidh gu beachdail mor, meanmnach. 
Bhidh gu fiughant’, fial, farsuinn, 
O’n a ghlachd sibh mar shealbh e; 
Clann Ruairidh nam bratach, 
‘S e mo chreach-sa na dk-fhalbh dhiu’. 

I h-urabh o, Sfc. 

Clann Ruairidh nam bratach, 
‘S e mo chreach-sa na dh-fhalbh dhiu’; 
Ach an aon fhear a dh f huirich, 
Nir chluinnean sgeul marbh ort. 
Ach cudail de dh-fhearaibh; 
Ge do ghabh mi bh’uat tearbadh; 
Fhir a chuirp’s glan cumatlh. 
Gun uireasaidh dcalbha. 

I h-urabh o, fyc. 

Fhir a chuirp’s glan cumadh, 
Gun uireasaidh dealbha; 
Cridhe farsuinn, fial, fearail; 
‘S math thig geal agus dearg ort. 
Suil ghorm’s glan sealladb, 
Mar dhearcaig na talmhuinu; 
Lamh ri gruaidh ruiteach, 
Mar mhucaig na feara-dhris. 

/ h-urabh o, $c. 

Lamh ri gruaidh ruiteach, 
Mar mhucaig na feara-dhris, 
Fo thagha na gruaige, 
Cul dualach, nan cama-lub. 
Gheibhte sid ann a t-fhardaich, 
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An caradh air ealachuinn; 
Miosair a's adharc, 
Agus raoglia gach armachd; 

I h-urabh o, fyc. 

Miosair a’s adharc, 
Agus raogha gach armachd; 
Agus lanntainnean tana, 
O'n ceannaibh gu’m barra-dheis. 
Gheibhte sid air gach slios dhiu, 
Isncach a’s cairbinn; 
Agus iubhair chruaidh, fhallain, 
Le ’n tafaidin cainbe. 

I h-ut abh o, fyc. 

Agus iubhair chruaigh, fhallain, 
Le ’n tafaidin cainbe, 
A’s cuilbheirean caola, 
Air an daoirid gu’n ceannaicht’ iad. 
Glac nan ccann liobhta, 
Air chuir sios aun am balgaibh; 
O iteach an fhir-eoin, 
<S o shioda na Gaille-bheinn’. 

I h-urabh o, fyc. 

0 iteach an fhir-eoin, 
‘S o shioda na Gaille-bheinn’; 
Tha mo chion air a churaidh, 
Mae Mhuire chuir sealbh air. 
‘S e bu mhiannach le m’ leanabh, 
Bhi’m beannaibh nan sealga; 
Gabhail aighear na fridhe, 
‘S a direadh nan garbh-ghlac. 

I h-urabh o, fyc. 

Ghabhail aighear na frithe 
‘S a direadh nan garbh-ghlac; 
A leigeil na’n cuilein, 
‘S a furan na'n seanna-chon. 
‘S e bu deireadh do’n fhuran ud, 
Fuil thoirt air' chalgaibh, 
0 luchd nan ceir geala; 
S nam falluinnean dearga. 

I h-urabh o, fyc. 

0 luchd nan ceir geala, 
‘S nam falluinnean dearga, 
Le d’ chomhlain dhaoin’ uaisle, 
Rachadh cruaidh air an armaibh. 
Luchd aithneachadh latha, 
‘S a chaitheamh na fairge, 
‘S a b’urainn ga seoladh, 
Gu seol-ait’ an tarruinnte’ i. 

I h-urabh o, fyc. 

AN CRONAN. 

An naigheachd so ’n de 
Aighearach i, 
Moladk do ’n leigh. 
Thug maileart d’am cheil 

Nis teannaidh mi fcin ri cronan, 
Nis teannaidh, &(J. 

Beannachd do ’n bheul, 
Dh-aithris an sgeul 
Cha ghearain mi fein 
Na chailleadh’s na dh-eug 

‘S mo leanabh na dheidh comh-shlan 
‘S mo leanabh, &c. 

Nam biodh agamsa fion 
Gum b’ait leam a dhiol. 
Air slainnt do thighinn, 
Gud chairdean’s gud thir, 
Mhic armuinn mo ghaoil, 
Be m’ ardan’s mo phris, 

Alach mo righ thogbhail 
Alach mo righ, Ac. 

‘S fath mire dhuinn fcin, 
‘S do’n chinneadh gu leir, 
Do philleadh on eug, 
‘S milis an sgeul, 

‘S binne no gleus orgain, 
‘S binne no gleus, &c. 

!S e m’ aiteas gu dearbh, 
Gu’n glacair grad shealbh, 
An caisteal nan arm 

Leis a mhacan da’n ainm Termed, 
Leis a mhacan, &c. 

Tha mo dhuils’ ann an Dia, 
Guir muirneach do thriall, 
Gu Dun ud nan cliar. 
Far bu duthchas do ’m thriath, 

Bhiodh gu fiughantach fiall foirmeil, 
Bhiodh^u fiugheantach fiall, &c. 

Gu Dun turaideach ard. 
Be sud innis nam bard, 
‘S nam lilidh ri dan, 
Far bu mhinig an tamh, 

Cha b’ionad gu’n bhlas daibh sud, 
Cha b’ionad gu’n bhlathas, &c. 

Gu arcs nach crion 
Am bidh garaich nam piob 
‘S nan clarsach a ris 
Le dearsadh nam pios 
A’ cuir saradh am fion 

‘S ga leigeadh an gniomh or-cheaird, 
‘S ga leigeadh an guoomh, &c. 

Buaghach am mac, 
Uasal an t-sl&t, 
Dha’n dual a bhi ceart, 
Cruadalach pailt, 
Duais-mhor am beachd 

Ruaineach an neart Leodach 
Ruaineaeh an neart, &c. 

Fiuran a chluain, 
Duisg san deagh uair, 
‘S du dhut del suas, 
‘N cliu’s ann am buaidh, 
‘S duchas do’m luaidh, 
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Bhidh gu fiughantach suaire ceol-bhinn, 
Bhidh gu fiugkautach suaire, &c. 

Fasan bu dual, 
Fantalach buan, 
Soerach ri tuath, 
Cosgail ri cuairt, 
Cosunta cruaidh, 
A’m brosnachadh sluaidh, 

A mosgladh an uair foirneart. 
A mosgladk an uair, &c. 

Leansa’s na treig, 
Cleachdadh a’s beus, 
T-aiteam gu leir, 
Macanta seimh, 
Pailt ri luckd tkeud, 
Gaisgeil am feum, 

Neart-mkor an deigk toireackd 
Neart-mkor an deigk, &c. 

Siockd Ollagkair nan lann, 
Thogadk sroiltean ri crann, 
‘Nuair a tkoisick iad ann, 
Cka bu lionsgaradh gann. 
Fir a b’ fhirinneach bann, 
Priseil an dream, 

Rioghail gun ckall corach. 
Rioghail gun chall, &c. 

Tog colg ort a ghaol, 
Bi ro-chalma’s gu’m faod, 
Gur dearbkta dhut laoich, 
Dhetk na chinneadk nach faoin, 

Tkig ort as gach taobh gad chonadk, 
Tkig ort as gach taobk, &c. 

Uasal an trend, 
Deas, cruadalack, treun, 

*rha’n dual’chas dkut fein, 
Theid ma d’ gkuaillibh ri t-fheum, 
De skliochd Fluairi mhoir fheil, 

Cuir sa suas a Mhic Dhe an t-og Righ, 
Cuir sa suas a, &c. 

Tha na Gaeil gu leir, 
Cho cairdeach dhut fein, 
‘S gur feaird thu gu t-fheum, 
Sir Domhnull a Sleibkt, 
Ceannard nan ceud, 

Ceannsgalach treun ro ghlic, 
Ceanusgalach treun, &c. 

‘S math mo bhaireil’s mo bheachd, 
Air na fiurain as leat, 
Gu curanntach ceart, 
‘S ann de bkarrackd do neart, 

2 

Mac-Tc-Ailein’s a mhac 
Tkig le farum am feachd, 

Gud charaid a ckasg t-fhoirneart. 
Gud charaid a chasg t-fhoirneart, &c. 

A Gleann Garadh a nuas, 
Thig am barantas sluaidh, 
Nach mealla4h ort uair, 
Cha bu churantas fuar 

Na fir sin bho chluain Chnoideirt. 
Na fir sin bho chluain, &c. 

‘S leat Mac-Shimidh on Aird, 
‘S Mac Choinnich Chinntail, 
Theid ’nad t-iomairt gun dail, 
Le h-iomadaidh graidh, 
Cha b’ionghantach dhaibh, 

‘S gur lionmhor do phairt dhaibh sin. 
‘S gur lionmhor do phairt, &c. 

‘S goirt an naigheachd’s gur cruaidh, 
Mac ’Illean bhi bhuainn, 
Gun a thaigheadeas suas. 
Bha do cheanghal rls buan, 

T-ursainn-chatha ri uair deuchainn. 
T-ursainn-chatha ri uair, &c. 

B'iomadh gasan gun chealg, 
Bu deas faicinn fo arm, 
Bheireadh ceartachadh garbh, 
Is iad a chlaistinn ort fearg, 

Eadar Bracadal thall as Brolas. 
Eadar Bracadal, &c. 

Tha mi ’g acan mo chall, 
lad a thachairt gun cheann, 
Fo chasan nan Gall, 
Gun do phearsa bhi ann, 
Mo chruaidh-chas nach gann, 

Thu bhi anns an Fhraing air fogradh. 
Thu bhi, &c. 

A Chrosd cinnich thu fein, 
An spiunnadh’s an ceill, 
Gu cinneadail treun, 
‘N ionad na dh’ eug, 
A Mhic an fhir naeh d’ fhuair beum, 

’Sa ghineadh o’n chre ro-ghlan. 
’S ghineadh o’n chre, &c. 

A Righ nan gras, 
Bidh fein mar ghcard. 
Air feum mo ghraidh. 
Dean oighne slan 
Do’n Teaghlaich aigh, 

Ea'n robh cnoimhueas air bharr solais. 
Da'n robh caoimiineas air bharr, &c. 
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IAIN LOM; 

OR 
% 

JOHN MACDONALD, THE LOCHABER POET. 

This celebrated individual, a poet of great merit, as well as a famous politician, 
was commonly called Jain Lom, literally, bare John; but so named from his 
acuteness, and severity on some occasions.* He was sometimes called Iain Mann- 
tach, from an impediment in his speech. He was of the Keppoch family; lived in 
the reigns of Charles I. and II., and died at a very advanced age about the year 
1710. 

We know little of the early education of the Lochaber bard. Of him it might be 
said, “ poeta nascitur non jit;" but from his descent from the great family, Clann- 
Raonaill na Ceapach, a sept of the M‘Donalds, he must have seen and known 
more of the men and manners of those times than ordinary. His powers and talents 
soon rendered him a distinguished person in his native country; and subsequent 
events made him of importance, not only there, but likewise in the kingdom. 

The first occurrence that made him known beyond the limits of Lochaber, was the 
active part he took in punishing the murderers of the heir of Keppoch: the massa- 
cre was perpetrated by the cousins of the young man, about the year 1G33. The 
poet had the penetration to have foreseen what had really happened, and had done 
all he could to prevent it. He perceived that the minds of the people were alien- 
ated from the lawful heir in his absence : he and his brother being sent abroad to 

-receive their education during their minority, and their affairs being intrusted to their 
cousins, who made the best use they could of the opportunity in establishing them- 
selves by the power and authority thus acquired in the land. Although he could 
not have prevented the fatal deed, he was not a silent witness. He stood single 
handed in defence of the right. As he failed in his attempt to awaken the people 
to a sense of their duty, he addressed himself to the most potent neighbour and 
chieftain Glengarry, who declined interfering with the affairs of a celebrated branch 
of the great Clann-Dughaill; and there was no other that could have aided him 
with any prospect of success. Thus situated, our poet, firm in his resolution, and 
bold in the midst of danger, was determined to have the murderers punished. In 
his ire at the reception he met from Glengarry, he invoked his muse, and began to 
praise Sir Alexander M‘Donald. 

Nothing can give us a better idea of the power of the Highland clans, and of the 
state of the nation at this period, than this event, which happened in a family, and 
among a people, by no means inconsiderable. M‘Donald of Keppoeh could bring 
out, on emergency, three hundred fighting men of his own people; as brave and as 
faithful as ever a chieftain called out or led to battle, that would have shed the last 

* Some say he was called Iain Lom because he was bare in the face, and never had any 
beard. 
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drop of their blood in his cause, and yet he had not an inch of land to bestow upon 
them. The M‘Donald of Keppoch always appeared at the head of his own men, 
although only a branch of the great clan. He might have got rights, as he had 
just claims to land for signal services; but “ would he care for titles given on sheep 
skin?* he claimed his rights and titles by the edge of the sword !” 

The kingdom of Scotland, as well as other nations, often suffered from the calami- 
ties that have been consequent on minorities. The affairs of Keppoch must have 
been in the most disordered state, when a people, warlike and independent in spirit, 
were trusted to the care, and left under the control of relations—selfish, and, as 
they proved, unworthy of their trust. The innocent, unsuspicious young men 
were sacrificed to the ambitious usurpation of base and cruel relatives. Our poet 
alone proved faithful; and, after doing what he could, it was not safe for him to 
rest there. The cause he espoused was honourable; and he was never wanting in 
zeal. Confiding in the justice of his cause, and his own powers of persuasion, (and 
no man better knew how to touch the spring that vibrated through the feelings of 
a high-spirited and disinterested chieftain,) he succeeded. Being favourably re- 
ceived by Sir Alexander M‘Donald, he concerted measures for punishing the mur- 
derers, which met his lordship’s approval, and indicated the judgment and sagacity 
of the faithful clansman. 

A person was sent to North Uist with a message to Archibald M'Donald (Aw 
Ciaran Mabach,) a poet as well as a soldier, commissioning him to take a com- 
pany of chosen men to the mainland, where he would meet with the Lochaber bard, 
who would guide and instruct him in his future proceedings. 

The usurpers were seized and beheaded. They met with the punishment they 
so richly deserved; but the vengeance was taken in the most cruel manner; and 
the exultation and feelings of the man who acted so be Idly, and stood so firmly in 
the defence of the right, have been too ostentatiously indulged, in verses from which 
humanity recoils. How different from his melting strains, so full of sympathy and 
compassion for the innocent young men whose death he avenged! 

The atrocious deed has been palpably commemmorated, in a manner repugnant 
to humanity, by “ Tobar nan Ceann.” 

Sometime thereafter the poet and Glengarry were reconciled. The chief well 
knew the influence of the “man of song” in the country, and had more policy than 
to despise one so skilled in the politics of the times — who made himself of more 
than ordinary consequence by the favour shown him by Sir Alexander M‘Donald. 
No one of his rank could command greater deference. There might have been 
found votaries of the muses that poured out sweeter strains, but he was second to 
none in energy and pathos, in adapting his art to the object in view, and in produc- 
ing the desired effect. He was born for the very age in which he lived. To the 
side he espoused he faithfully stood, and exerted all the energies of his mighty mind 
in behalf of the cause which he adopted. We shall not say that he was always in 
the right: in the one already related, he undoubtedly was; in a subsequent and 

* Alluding to vellum. 
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greater cause he made one of a party. A poet is often led away by feeling, by 
passion and prejudice, when not left to cool reflection, or to the exercise of a better 
judgment. But Iain Lom entered on bis enterprise with heart and zeal. A wider 
scene of action opened to his view. Usurpation, family feuds, and intestine trou- 
bles, gave way to civil war; and the vigilant seer became an active agent in the 
wars of Montrose. 

One trait in the character of our poet, though not common, yet is not singular, 
and may be worthy of a remark or two. He was no soldier, and yet would set 
every two by the ears. Men of influence in the country^ as well as chieftains at a 
distance, knew this, and dreaded him. An instance will put this in clear light. 
In the active scenes of those intestine troubles, a great politician and a famous bard 
was a person not to be neglected. He became an useful agent to his friends, and 
he received a yearly pension from Charles II. as his bard. 

The Lochaber poet was the means of bringing the armies of Montrose and the 
Argyleshire men together, at Inverlochay, where the bloody battle that ensued 
proved so fatal to so many brave men, the heads of families of the Campbell clan. 

It will be unnecessary to follow here a history so well known. The Argyleshire 
men, on learning the intentions of their enemies to make a second descent on their 
country, marched north in order to divert their course, and save Argyleshire from 
another devastation. John McDonald’s eyes were open to all that was passing. 
He hastened to the army of Montrose with the intelligence that the Campbells were 
in Lochaber. Mr. Alexander M'Donald, (better known by his patronimic, Alas- 
dair MacCholla,) w7ho commanded the Irish auxiliaries, took John as guide, and 
went in search of the Campbells. He, after search was made, and finding no trace 
of them, began to suspect the informer of some sinister motive; and declared, “ if 
he deceived him, he would hang him on the first tree he met.” “Unless,” an- 
swered the poet, who was well informed of the fact, “you shall find the Campbells 
all here, for certainly they are in the country, before this time to-morrow, you may 
do so.” The enemy at length appeared, and they prepared to give them battle. 
“Make ready, John,” says the commander to the poet, “you shall march along 
with me to the fight.” The poet, as has been asserted of the greatest of orators, 
was a coward; yet he too well knew his man to have altogether declined the honour i 
he offered him ; for Mr. Alexander was not the man to be refused. The other was 
at his wits end. A thought arose quicker than speech; and it was fortunate for 
him. “ If I go along with thee to-day,” said the bard, “ and fall in battle, who 
will sing thy praises to-morrow ? Go thou, Alasdair, and exert thyself as usual, 
and I shall sing thy feats, and celebrate thy prowess in martial strains.” “ Thou 
art in the right, John,” replied the other; and left him in a safe place to witness 
the engagement. 

From the castle of Inverlochay, the poet had a full view of the battle, of which 
he gives a graphic description. The poem is entitled The Battle of Inverlochay. 
The natives repeat these heroic verses, as most familiar and recent ones. So true, 
natural, and home-brought is the picture, that all that had happened, seem to be 
passing before their eyes. The spirit of poetry, the language, and boldness of ex- 
pression, have seldom been equalled, perhaps never surpassed; yet, at this distance la 
of time, these martial strains are rehearsed with Afferent and opposite feelings. 
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The changes which afterwards took place produced no change in the politics of 
our bard. He entered into all the turmoils of the times with his whole heart, and 
with a boldness which no danger could daunt, nor power swerve from what he con- 
sidered his duty. He became a violent opposer of the union, and employed his 
muse against William and Mary. It mattered little to him of what rank or station 
his opponents were if they incurred his resentment. He treated his enemies with 
the same freedom and boldness whether on the throne, at the head of an army, or 
in the midst of a clan on whose fidelity the chief might always depend. Hut his 
friends who were of the party which he espoused were spared, while he made the 
nicest distinction between the shades and traits of character. How ingeniously he 
revenged himself on Glengarry in the praises bestowed on Sir Alexander M‘Don- 
ald ! Yet, would he suffer a hair of the head of any of his clan to be touched ? No, 
truly. 

But how severe was he against a neighbouring clan that was always in opposition 
to his own. The Campbells he always lashed with the sharpest stripes of satire. 
The marquess of Argyle, who, on the score of heroism might have shaken hands 
with himself, felt the influence of the satire and ridicule of the popular bard and 
politician so much, that he offered a considerable reward for his head. The con- 
duct of M‘Donald on this occasion, indicates well the manner in which the character 
of a bard was respected and held sacred. 

The poet repaired to Inverary, went to the castle, and delivered - himself to the 
marquess, demanding his reward. We have already given an instance of his 
cowardly spirit. No one would accuse him of rashness; for he proved his-prudence, 
caution, and foresight, from the long experience and trials he had in troublesome 
times. It was, therefore, on the safety granted to the office of hardship that he 
depended. Nor did he trust too much. He was perfectly safe in the midst of his 
enemies; even in the very castle of their chief who offered a reward for his head. 
The marquess received him courteously, and brought him through the castle; and on 
entering a room hung round with the heads of black cocks, his Grace asked John : 
—“Am fac ihu riamh Iain, an uiread sin de choilich dhubha an aon aiteV'— 
“ Chunnaic," ars Iain. “ C'aiteV'—“An Inbher-Lochaidh.’'—“A! Iain, 
lain, cita sguir thu gu brack de chagnadh nan caimbeulackV'—“ 'Se ’s duilich 
leam,,, ars Iain, “ nach urradh mi ga slugadk” i. e. “ Have you ever seen, 
John, so many black cocks together?” “Yes,” replied the undaunted bard. 
“Where?” demanded his Grace. “ At Inverlochay,” returned the poet, alluding 
to the slaughter of the Campbells on that memorable day. “Ah! John,” added 
his Grace, “ will you never cease gnawing the Campbells?” “ I am sorry,” says 
the other, “ that I could not swallow them.” 

He was buried in Dun-aingeal in the braes of Lochaber; and his grave was till 
of late pointed out to the curious by the natives. Another bard, Alexander 
M'Donald of Glencoe, composed an elegy to him when standing on his grave, be- 
ginning thus:— 

“Na shineadh an so fo na pluic, 
Tha gaol an leoghainn’s fuath an tuire, &c.” 

Iain Lom composed as many poems as would form a considerable volume, the 
best of which are given in this work. 
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IAIN 

MORT NA CEAPACH. 

‘S tearc an diugh mo chuis ghaire, 
Tigh'n na raidean so ‘niar; 
‘G amharc fonn Inbher-laire, 
‘N deigh a strachdadh le siol; 
Tha Cheapach na fasacb, 
Gun aon aird oirre ‘s fiach; 
‘S leir ri fhaicinn a bhraithrean, 
Gur trom a bharc oirnn an t-sion. 

‘S ann oirnne thainig an diombuain, 
‘Sa ;n iomaghuin gheur; 
Mur tha claidheamh^ar finne, 
Cho minig n’ ar deigh; 
Paca Thurcach gun sireadh, 
Bin a pinneadh ar cleibli; 
Bhi n’ ar breaeain g’ ar filleadh, 
Measg ar einne mor fein. 

‘S gearr o chomhairl’ na h-aoine, 
Dh’ fhag a cbaoidh sinn fo sprochd; 
O am na feill-Micheil, 
Ge b‘e nith rinn mo lot; 
Dh’ fhag sud n’ ar miol-mhuir sinn 
‘S na’ r fuigheall spuirt air gach port; 
‘Nu;ur theid gach cinneadh ri cheile, 
Bidh sinne sgaoilte mu hi chnoc. 

‘S ann di-sathuirne gearr uainn, 
Bliuail an t-earrchall orm spot; 
£S mi caoidh nan corp geala, 
Bha call na fala fo ‘m brot; 
Bha mo lamhansa croabhach, 
‘N deigh bhi taosgadh ‘ur lot; 
Se bhi ga ‘r cuir ann an eiste, 
Turn as miste mi nochd. 

B’ iad mo ghraidh na cuirp churaidh, 
Anns ‘m bu dlu chur na‘n sgian ; 
‘S iad na ‘n sineadh air urlar, 
‘N seomar ur ga ‘n cur sios; 
Po chasan shiol Dughaill 
Luchd a spuilleadh na ‘n eliabh; 
Dh’ fhag alach am biodag 
Mur sgaile ruidil ‘ur bian. 

C’ aito ‘n robh e fo ‘n adhar, 
A sheall n‘ur bhathais gu geur, 
Nach tugadh dhuibh athadh, 
A luchd ‘ur labhairt ‘s ‘ur bheus; 
Mach o chlainn bhrathair n-athar, 
Chaidh ‘m bainn an aibhisteir threin; 
Ach mu rinn iad bhur lotsa. 
‘S trom a rosad dhaibh fein. 

LOM. 

Tha sibh ‘n cadal thaigh duinte, 
Gun smuid doth gun cheo; 
Par ‘it d’ fhuair sibh ‘n gafbh dhusgadh, 
Thaobh ‘ur chuil a‘s ‘ur beoil; 
Ach na ‘m faigheadh sibh uine 
O luchd ur mhi-ruin bhi beo; 
Cha bu bhaile gun surd e, 
Biodh air’ air muirn ‘s air luchd-ceoil. 

A leithid de mhort cha robh ‘n Albuinn, 
Gcd bu bhorb iad na’m beus ; 
‘S bochd an sgeul eadar bhraithrean, 
E dhol an lathair mine Dhe; 
Mur am bat air an linne, 
Ge b‘c shireadh na deigh; 
Cha tain’ a leithid do mhilleadh, 
Air ceann-cinnidh fo ‘n ghrein. 

Tha mulad air m’ inntinn 
Bhi ‘g innseadh bhur bcus 
‘S ann a ghabh iad am fath oirbh 
‘N uair chuaidh ‘ur fiigail leibh fein 
‘Sa chnir sibh cungaidh 'ur casaibh, 
Ann an Aros na ‘n teud; 
‘S ‘ur buachaillean bath-chruibh, 
Ann an garadh nam peur. 

‘S ann an sin a bha ‘n cinneadh, 
Bh’ air am milleadh o ‘n ceill; 
Chaidh a ghlacadh droch spioraid, 
Ann an ionad fiamh Dhe; 
Sin am fath mu ‘n robh sginean, 
Cho minig ‘n ‘ur deigh; 
‘S a bleach nach do bhuaileadh, 
Bhi ga bhuain anns a bhreig. 

Ach a Mhoir-fhear Chlann-Domhnuill 
‘S fad do chomhnuidh~measg Ghall, 
Dh’ fhag thu sinne n‘ur breislich, 
Nach do fhreasdail thu ‘n t-am ; 
Nach do gleidh thu na h-itean, 
Chaidh gun fhios dut air chall; 
Tha sinn corrach as t-aogais, 
Mur cholainn sgaoilte gun cheann. 

Gnr h-iom’ oganach sgaiteach, 
Lub bhachlach, sgiath chrom; 
Eadar drochaid Allt Eire, 
‘S Puglia Shleibhte nan tonn ; 
A dhcanadh lent eiridh 
Mu ‘m biodh do chreuchdan lan tholl; 
‘S a raehadh bras ann a t-cirig. 
Dheagh Shir Slieuinais nan long. 

Chuir Dia oirnn craobh shio-chaint, 
Bha da ‘r dionadh gu leoir; 
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Da ‘m bu choir dl)uinn blii striochdadh, 
Fhad !sa ‘n cian bliiodhmaid beo; 
Mas sinn fhein a chuir dith oirr’, 
B’ ole an dioladh sin oirnn; 
Tuitidh tuagh as na flaitheas, 
Leis an sgatliar na meoir. 

‘N glan fbiuran so bh’ againn, 
‘N taobh so fhlaitheas Mine Dhe; 
Thainig sgiursadh a bbais air, 
Chaill sinn thoirt le srachd geur; 
‘N t-aon f hiuran a b’ aillidh, 
Bh’ ann ‘s phairce !n robh speis ; 
Mur gu ‘m buaineadh sibh ailean, 
Leis an fhaladair geur. 

Dol a shiubhal nan stuc-bheann, 
Ann ‘s an uighe gun ehuram, 

Leis a bhuidheann ro £n ruisgte na gill. 

‘S tha mo dhuil ann ‘s an Trianaid, 
Ged thainig laigsinn air t-fhion fhuil, 

Slat den chuillean bhaciataeh, 
Dh’ fhas gu furanch fialaidh 

Sheasadh duineil air bial-thaobh an righ. 

‘S an am dhut gluasad o ’ t-aitreamh, 
Le d’ cheol eluais’ agus caismeaehd, 

O thir-uasal nan glas-eharn, 
Ga‘n robh cruadal’s gaisge, 

Gam bu shuaineas barr gaganach fraoich. 

Tha lionn-dubh air mo bhualadh, 
‘N taobh tuathal mo chleibh; 
‘S mu mbaireas e buan ann, 
B’ fhearr learn uam e mur cheud: 
Gar an teid mi g‘a innseadh, 
Tha mi cinnteach a’m’ sgeul; 
Luchd dheanadh na sitbne, 
Bid feadh na tire gun deigh. 

A BHEAN LEASAICH. 

AN STOP DHUIN.* 

A bhean leasaich an stop dhuinn, 
‘S lion an cupa le solas, 

Mas a branndai no beoir i, tha mi toileach a 
h-ol 

‘N deochs’ air Captain Chlann-Domhnuill, 
‘S air Sir Alasdair og thig on chaol. 

‘M fear nach duirig a h-ol 
Gun tuit ‘n t-shuil air a bhord as, 

Tha mo dhuraehd do’n oigear, 
Crann curaidh Chlann-Domhnuill, 

high nan dul bid gad ehonadh f hir chaoimh. 

Greas mu ‘n cuairt feagh ‘n taigh i, 
Chum gun gluaisinn le aighear, 

Le sliochd uaibhreach an athar, 
A choisin buaigh leis a chlaidheimh, 

Fior ga ruagadh ‘s ga ‘n caitheamh gu daor. 

Sliochd a ghabhail nan steud thu, 
Dh’ fhas gu flathasach feile, 

Do shiochd gasda Chuinn cheutaich, 
‘S a bha taghaich an Eirinn,, 

Ged afhuair an claidhe ‘s an teug oirbh sgriob. 

Bhiodh an t-iubhar ga lubadh, 
Aig do fhleasgaichean ura, 

* This song was composed on account of the 
laird of Glengarry refusing his aid in apprehend- 
ing the Keppoch murderers; and in order to pro- 
voke the chief, the poet began by singing the 
praises of Sir Alexander 31 Donald of Slate, and 
Sir James his son. 

‘Nuar a thairte fo luchd i, 
Bid tarruinn suas air a cupaill, 

Bord a fuaraidh ‘s ruidh chuip air, 
Snaim air fuathail a flinch bhuird, 

‘Sruth mu guailibh ‘s i suchta le gaoith. 

‘S‘nuar a chairte fo seol i, 
Le erainn ghasda ‘s le corcaich, 

Ag iomart chleasan ‘s ga seoladh, 
Aig a comhlan bu bhoiche, 

Seal m‘an togt’ oirre ro-sheol o thir. 

Gu Dun-Tuilm nam fear fallain. 
Far an greadhnaeh luchd ealaidh, 

Gabhail failte le caithream, 
As na clarsaichean glana, 

Do mhnaoi oig nan teud banala binn, 

Sliochd nan cuiridhean talmhaidh, 
Leis an do chuireadh eath garabhach. 

Fhuair mi urrad gar seannachas, 
Gun robh an turas ud ainmeil, 

Gun ro taigh ‘s leath Alba fo’r cis. 

‘S ioma neach a fhuair coir uaibh, 
Ann sann am ud le‘r goraich, 

Ban diu Rothaich ‘s Rosaich, 
Mac-Choinnich ‘s Diuc Gordon, 

Mac-Tlleain o Dreolain !s Mac-Aoidh. 

Be do shuaicheantas taitneach, 
Long, ‘s leoghan, ‘s bradan, • 

Air chuan liobhara an aigeil, 
A chraobh fhigeis gun ghaiseadh, 

A chuireadh flon di le pailteas, 
Lamh dhearg ro na ghaisgeach nan tim. 

Nuair bu sgith de luchd theud e, 
Gheibhte Bioball ga leughadh, 

Le fior chreideamh a‘s ceille, 
Mar a dh’ orduich mac Dhe dhuibh, 

S gheibhte teagasg na Cleir’ uaibh le sith. 

Mhic Shir Scumas nam bratach, 
O bhun Sleibhte nam bradan, 

A ghlac an fheile ‘s a mhaise, 
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O cheann ceile do leapa, 
Cum do reite air a easan, 

Bi gu reusanta, macanta, min. 

Slioehd na milidh ‘s nam fearabh, 
Na srol ‘s nam pios ‘s nan cup geala, 

Thogadh sioda ri crannaibh, 
Nuair bu rioghal an tarruinn, 

Bhiodli piob rimheach nam meallan da seinn. 

Gum bu slan ‘s gum a h-iomlan, 
Gacli ni tha mi g-iomradh, 

Do theaghlach righ Fionghall, 
Oighre dligheach Dhun-Tuilm thu 

Olar deocli air do chuilm gun bhi sgi. 

ORAN DO SHIOL DUGHAILL.* 

‘S trom ‘s gur eisleanach m’ aigne, 
‘N diugh gur feudar dhomh aideach’, 
O ‘n a dh’ eigh iad rium cabar ‘s mi corr. 

‘S trom s gur, &c. 

Mi ga m’ fhogradh a Clachaig, 
‘S mi gun mhanus guu aitreabh, 
‘S nach h-e ‘mal a ta fairtleachadh orm. 

Mi ga m’, &c. 

Mi ga ‘m fhogradh a m’ dhutaich, 
‘S m’ fhearann post’ aig siol Dughaill, 
‘S iad am barail gu ‘n uraich iad coir. 

Mi ga m’, &c. 

Sli ga m’ fhogradh gun aobhar, 
‘S nach mi shalaich mo shaobhaidh, 
Mur mhada-galla ‘sa chaonnag m‘a shroin. 

Mi ga m’, &c. 

Mo ni a’s m’ earnais feadli monaidh, 
‘S mi mar ghearr eadar chonabh. 
Gun chead tearnadh measg loinidh no feoir. 

Mo ni a‘s, &c. 

0 nach d’ fhas mi ‘m fhear month,, 
Gu bhi sathadh mo chuirce, 
Mur blfa na cairdean curta ‘s taigh mhor. 

0 Nach d’ fhas, &c. 

Foil a taosgadh o lotan, 
Dh-fhaoite thogail 1c copan, 
Ruith na caochan ma bholtaibh am brog. 

Fuil a taosgadh, &c. 

A Ruadh ropach nam maodal, 
Ged a ropadh tu caolain, 
Cha n’ e do chogadh a shaoil mi thcachd orm. 

A rugh ropach, &c. 

* After the murder of Keppoeli, the Poet was 
persecuted by the murderer; this song was com- 
posed on that occasion. 

Cleas na binne nach maircann, 
Bha ‘n sgire Cille-ma-cheallaig,* 
‘Nuair a dhit iad an gearran ‘sa mhod. 

Cleas a bhinne, &c. 

Lagh cho chearr ‘sa bha ‘m Breatunn, 
Rinn am mearlach a sheasamh, 
Bhi ga thearnadh o leadairt nan cord. 

Lagh cho, &c. 

Cleas dan mnaoi a chruiteir, 
Mun ghniomh narach rinn musag, 
Thug i lamh air a phluiceadh le dorn. 

Cleas dana, &c. 

A bhean choite gun obadh, 
Bu choir a dochair a thogail, 
Thilg a chlach anns an tobar ‘s i beo. 

A bhean choite, &c. 

’Nuair bha a bheisd air a huaireadh 
Na cionnta fein’s i lan uabhair, 
Theid an eucoir an uachdar car seoil. 

‘Nuair bha, &c. 

Faodar cadal gu seisdeil, 
Aig fadal Shir Sheumais, 
Leig an ladarnas deistneach ud leo. 

Faodar, &c. 

Ach na ‘m faicinn.do loingeas, 
‘S mi nach bristeadh a choinneamh, 
Na ‘m biodh coiseachd air chomas domh beo 

Ach na ‘m, &c. 

Mire shrutha r‘^i darach, 
Ga cuir an uigheam gu h-aithghearr, 
Crainne ghiubhais fo sparaibh a seoil. 

Mire shrutha, &c. 

’Nuair a lagadh a ghaoth oirnn, 
Bhiodh seol air pasgadh a h-aodaich, 
’S buidheann ghasda mo ghaoil ri cuir bhod. 

’Nuair a lagadh, &c. 

Raimh mu ’n dunadh na basaibh, 
’S iad a lubadh air bhacaibh, 
Sud a clmrsachd o ’n atadh na leois. 

Raimh, &c. 

* Women were the judges in this case, and a 
thief who was brought before them for stealing a 
horse, was allowed to escape while the horse was 
condemned to be hanged. The occasion was 
this;—Some time before the present action was 
raised, the same culprit had stolen the same 
horse and was prosecuted; but had the good for- 
tune to get off in consequence of its being his 
first offence. It seems, howerer, the horse had 
found the thief so much the better master that he 
soon after “stole himself” away and returned, 
for which, poor fellow he had to suffer the above 
reward. This story is often referred to ftmong 
the Highlanders when law and justice are evi- 
dently different things, they say—“ Cha tugadh 
an Cille-ma-cheaUaig breath bu chlaoine.” 
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Buird ur air a totaibh, 
‘S i na deann tliun na cloiclie, 
Muir dhu-ghorm a’ sgolltadh m‘a bord. 

Buird ur air, &c. 

AN Cl ARAN MABACH. 

Ged’ tha mi m’ eun fograidh san tir-sa, 
Air mo ruagadh as na criochan, 
Gloir do Dhia ‘s do dh’ larla Shi-phort,* 
Cha bhi sinn tuille fo ‘r binnse. 

O ro ro seinn, co nam b‘ail leibh? 
O ro i o seinn, co nam b'aill leibh ? 
Call abhar-inn o, calman-codhail: 
Trom orach as o, co nam b'aill leibh ? 

Sir Seumas nan tur ‘s nam baideal, 
Gheibh luchd muirne cuirm a’ t-aitreabh, 
Ge do rinn thu ‘n dusal cadail, 
‘S eibhinn leam do dhusgadb madainn’. 

O ro ro sin, SfC. , 

Sian fo d’ thriall, a Chiarain mhabaich, 
Shiubhladh sliabh gun bhiadh, gun chadal; 
Fraoch fo d’ shin’ gun bhosd, gun bhagradh; 
Chuir thu ceo fo ‘n roiseal bhradach. 

O ro rosin, fyc. 

Rinn thu mhoch-eiridh Di-domhnaich, 
Cha b’ ann gu ‘n aitreabh a chomhdach, 
Thoirt a mach nan cas-cheann doite, 
Chur sradag fo bhraclaich na feola. 

O ro ro sin, fyc. 

* “ After the murder of the children of Kep- 
poch Iain Manntach, the poet, had to flee for hi,s 
life to Rosshire, where he got a place from Sea - 
forth in Glensheal, where he and his family 
might reside till such time as the murderers 
could be apprehended, as Seaforth, at the poet’s 
request, had petitioned government for carrying 
that point into effect. This happened in th& time 
of Sir James 31‘Donald, sixteenth baron of Slate, 
anno 1663. 

“ The government finding it impracticable to 
bring those robbers to justice in a legal way, sent 
a most ample commission of fire and sword (as it 
was then called) to Sir James M'Donald, signed 
by the Duke of Hamilton, marquis of Montrose, 
earl of Eglinton, and other six of the Privy Coun 
cil, with orders and full powers to pursue, appre- 
hend, and bring in, dead or alive, all those law- 
less robbers, and their abettors. 

“ This, in a very short time, he effectually per- 
formed : some of them he put to death, and ac- 
tually dispersed the rest to the satisfaction of the 
whole court, which contributed greatly to the 
civility of those parts. 

“ Immediately thereafter, by order of the min- 
istry, be got a letter of thanks from the earl of 
Rothes, then Lord High Treasurer and Keeper 
of the Great Seal of Scotland, full of acknow- 
ledgments for the singular service he had done 
the country, and assuring him that it should not 
pass unrewarded, with many other clauses much 
to Sir James’ honour. 

“This letter is dated the 15th day of Decem- 
ber, 1605. and signed Rothes. Sir James died 
anno 1678.”—Extracted from an unpublished His- 
torical MS. of the M‘Donalds. .. 

Mhoire ‘s buidheach mis’ a Bhia ort, 
Cuid de ‘n athchuing’ bha mi ‘g iarraidh, 
‘N grad spadadh le glas lannaibh liatha, 
Tarruinn gkad air fad am fiacal. 

O ro ro sin, fyc. 

Bi-ciadainn a chaidh thu t-uidheam, 
Le d’ bhrataich aird ‘s do ghillean dubha, 
Sgriob Ghilleaspuig Ruaidh a Cithist, 
Bhuail e meall ‘an ceann na h-uighe. 

O ro ro sin, fyc. 

Cha d‘iarr thu bata no long dharaich, 
Ri am geamhraidh ‘n tus na gaillinn, 
Triubhas teann feadh bheann a‘s bkealach, 
Coiseachd bhonn ge trom do mkealag. 

O ro ro sin, fyc. 

Ach na‘n cuireadh tu gach cuts gu aite, 
Mu ‘n sgaoil thu t-itean air saile, 
‘Nuair dh-eitich thu Inbher-laire, 
B‘ fheird do mheas e measg nan Gael. 

O ro ro sin, SfC. 

‘S ann leam nach bu chruai’ an ghaoir ud, 
Bh-aig mnaibh galach natn fait sgaoilteach, 
Bhi ‘gan tarruinn mar bheul-snaoisein, 
Sealg nam hoc mu dhos na maoilseach. 

O ro ro sin, S[C. 

‘S mairg a rinn fhoghlum san droch-bheirt, 
’N deigh am plaosgadh f huair bhur ploicneadk, 
Claigneann ‘g am faoisgneadh a copar, 
Mar chinn laoigh ‘an deigh am plotadh. 

0 ro ro sin, IfC. 

ORAN AIR CRUNABH. 

bigh teabeach n. 

Mi ‘n so air m’ uilinn, 
An ard ghleann munaidh, 
‘S mor fath mo shulas ri gaire. 

Mi ‘n so air, &c. 

‘S ge fad am thosd mi, 
Ma ‘s e ‘s ole leibh, 
Thig an sop a m’ bhraghad. 

‘S ge fad, &c. 

0 ‘n bha sheanns’ orinn a ehluinntinn, 
Ged bu teann a bba chuing oirnn; 
Gu ‘n do thiondai’ a chuibhle mar b‘aill leinn. 

O ‘n bha, &c. 

| An ceum so air choiseachd, 
Le m’ bhata ‘s le m’ phoca, 
‘Sa ‘n lamh ga stopadh gu sar-mhath. 

1 An ceum, &c. 
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Gur h-olc an nith dhuinn, 
Bhi stad am priosan, 
‘N am theachd an righ g‘a aite. 

Gur li-olc, &c. 

Thug Dia dhuinn furtachd, 
As na cliabhan druidte, 
‘Nuair dh‘ iarr sinn iuchair a gharaidh. 

Thug Dia dhuinn, &c. 

‘Sa Thearlaich oig Stiubhairt, 
Ma chaidhe an crun ort, 
Dia na fhear stiuiridh air t-fhardaich, 

‘Sa Thearlaich, &c. 

Ma chaidh thu ‘sa chathair. 
Gun aon bhuille claidheimh, 
‘N ainm an athar ‘s an ard Righ. 

Ma chuaidh, &c. 

‘S thu thigh1 n dhachaigh gu d’ rioghachd 
Mur a b’ oil le d’ luchd mi-ruin 
‘N coinneamli ri mile ciad failte. 

‘S thu thigh'n, &c. 

‘S ioma Subseig mhor mhisgeach, 
‘S measa run dut na raise, 
Tha cuir staigh am petisean an drasda, 

‘S ioma, &c. 

Luchd nan torra-chaisteal liatha, 
Air an stormadh le iarunn, 
B’ ole na lorgairean riamh ann do gheard iad. 

Luchd na ‘n, &c. 

Cha b’ fhas’ an dusgadh a cadal, 
Na madadh-ruadh chuir a braclaich, 
‘Nuair a fhuaradh thu lag, ach bhi t-aicheadh. 

Cha b’ fhas, &c. 

Na mearlaich uile chuaidh dh' aon-taobh, 
Ghearr muineal Mhoir-fhear Hunndaidh, 
‘S math choisinn le bunndaisd am paigheadh. 

Na mearlaich, &c. 

Leam is eibhinn mur thachair, 
Mur dh’ eirich do ‘n bhraich ud, 
Bha gach ceann d’ i na bachlagan bana. 

Leam is, &c. 

Cha robh uidhir nan cairtean, 
Nach robh tionnda’ mi-cheart orr’, 
Bha mo shuilean ga m faicinn an trath ud. 

Cha robh, &c. 

‘S ole an leasan diciadain, 
Mur a furtaich thu Dhia air, 
A ta feitheamh an larla neo bhaidheil. 

‘S ole an leasan, &c. 

‘N am rusgadh a cholair, 
Theid an ceann deth o choluinn, 
Gloir agus moladh do ‘n ard-Righ. 

‘N am, &c. 

Le maighdeinn sgorr-shuileach smachdail, 
Dh’ fhagas giallan gun mheartuinn, 
Dhuineas fiairas a Mharcuis mhi-chairdeil. 

Le maighdeann, &c. 

‘S ged ‘s e thus cha ‘n e dheireadh. 
Do luchd dhusgadh an teine, 
‘S mar mo run do ‘n chuid eile da chairdean. 

‘S ged ‘s e, &c. 

Mur bha Lusifer tamull, 
‘N deigh air thus bhi na Aingeal, 
Chaidh sgursa’ le an-iochd a 1'harais.* 

Mur bha, &c. 

Bidh tu nis ann ad dheomhain, 
Dol timchioll an domhain, 
Bhrigh coltais toirt comh-fhillteachd dhasan. 

Bidh tu nis, &c. 

‘S mor a b’ fhearr dhut na moran, 
No na chruinnich thu storas, 
Bhi tional an otraich gu d’ gharadh. 

‘S mor a b’ fhearr, &c. 

Na thu fhein ‘s do gheard misgeach, 
Bhi ’n ait as nach tig sibh, 
Mur sgaile phictuir ‘sa ‘n sgathan, 

Na thu fhein, &c. 

Na farabhalaich bhreaca, 
Bha tarruinn uainn ar cuid beartais, 
Chuir an righ mach a Whitehall dhuinn. 

Na farabhalaich, &c. 

LATHA INBHER-LOCHAIDH.t 
LUINNEAG. 

U-i rim h-o-ro, fi-o-ro leaiha, 
H-i rim h-o-ro, h-o-ro leaiha, 
II-i rim h-o-ro, h-o-ro leatha, 
Chaidh an latha le Clann-Domhnuill. 

An euala’ sibhse ‘n tionndadh duineil, 
Thug an camp bha ‘n Cille-Chuimein; 
‘S fad chaidh ainm air an iomairt, 
Thug iad as an naiinhdean iomain. 

H-i rim, $c. 

Dhirich mi moch madainn dhomhnaich, 
Gu barr caisteil Inbher-Lochaidh, 
Chunna’ mi ‘n t-arm a dol an ordugh, 
‘S bha buaidh an la le Clann Domhnuill. 

H-i rim, §c. 

* This poet was of the Roman catholic persua- 
sion. It is said that he could not read himself; 
but that he was acquainted with the whole of the 
historical parts of Scripture, his poems are a 
clear demonstration. / 

t Tins battle was fought between the M1 Don- 
alds and the Campbells, on Sunday, February 2, 
10f5. 
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Direadh a mach glun Chuil-eachaidh, 
l)h’ aithnieh mi oirbh surd ‘ur tapaidh ; 
Ged bha mo dhuthaich na lasair, 
‘S eirig air a elms mar thaehair. 

H-i rim, <5’c. 

Ged bhiodh larlachd a bhraghaid, 
An seacdid bliadhna so mar tha e, 
Gun ehur, gun chliathadh, no gun aiteach, 
‘S math an riadh bho ‘m beil sinn paighte. 

Il-i rim, $c. 

Air do laimhse Thighearna Lathair, 
Ge mor do bhosd as do chlaidheamh; 
‘S ioma oglaoeh chinne t-athar, 
Tha ‘n Inbher-Lochaidh na laidhe. 

II-i rim, Jfc. 

‘S ioma fearr goirseid agus pillein, 
Cho math ‘sa bha riamh dheth d’ chinneadh 
Nach d’ fhoad a bhotann thoirfftioram, 
Ach faoghlum snamh air Bun-Neimheis.* 

Il-i rim, <5'c. 

Sgeul a b’ aite ‘nuair a thigeadh, 
Air Caim-beulaich nam beul sligneach, 
11-uile dream dhiu mur a thigeadh, 
Le bualadh lann an ceann ga ‘m bristeadh. 

H-i rim, ij c. 

‘N latha sin shaoil leo dhol leotha, 
‘S ann bha laoifth ga ‘n ruith air reothadh, 
‘S ioma slaodanach mor odhar, 
Bha na shineadh air ach’-an-tothair. 

H-i rim, <j'c. 

Ge be dhireadh Tom-na-h-aire, 
Bii Honor spog ur ann air dhroch shailleadh, 
Ncul marbh air an suil gun anam, 
‘N deigh an sgiursadh le lannan. 

H-i rim, <5'c. 

Thug sibh toiteal teith ma Lochaidh, 
Bin ga ‘m bualadh ma na sronan, 
Bu lion’or elaidheamh clais-ghorm eomhnard 
Bha bualadh an lamhan Clann-Domhnuill. 

H-i rim, §c. 

fSin ‘nuair chruinnich mor dhragh na 
fhalachd, 

’N am rusgadh na ’n greidlein tana, 
Bha iongnan nan Duimhneaeh ri talamh, 

* When the Campbells were routed, they en- 
deavoured to eross the river at the above-men- 
tioned ford. To their astonishment, however, 
the task proved more irksome than they had an-1 
ticipated ; for, some of them losing their footing, 
their bonnets were carried down by the current. 
Tliis event delighted and amused the poet; and, 
in order to make it at the same time ludicrous in 
itself, and galling to the poor Campbells, he 
began to address them as follows:—“ A Dhuimh 
nencha Vhnimkneacha, cuimhnichibh ’ur boin- 
eidean.” 

An deigh an luithean a ghearradh. 
H-i rim, Ifc. 

‘S lionmhor corp nochte gun aodach, 
Tha na ‘n sineadh air chnoeain fhraoiche, 
O ‘n bhlar an greaste na saoidhean, 
Gu ceann Leitir blar a Chaorainn. 

H-i rim, $c. 

Dh’ innsinn sgeul eile le firinn, 
Cho math ‘sa ni cleireach a sgriobhadh; 
Chaidh na laoich ud gu ‘n dicheall 
‘S chuir iad maoim air luchd am mi-ruin. 

H-i rim, Jfc. 

Iain Mhuideartaich nan seol soilleir, 
Sheoladh an cuan ri la doillear, 
Ort cha d’ fhuaradh briste coinnidh, 
‘S ait’ leam Barra-breac fo d’ ehomas. 

H-i rim, Jfc. 

Cha b’ e sud an siubhal cearbach, 
A thug Alasdair do dh’ Albainn, 
Creachadh, losgadh, agus marbhadh; 
‘S leagadh leis coileach Strath-bhalgaidh. 

H-i rim, A'c. 

An t-eun dona chaill a cheutaidh, 
Ad Sasunn, an Albainn, ‘s ‘n Eirinn, 
Is it e a eurr na sgeithe, 
Cha miste leam ged a gheill e. 

H-i rim, $c. 

Alasdair nan a geur lann sgaiteach, 
Gheall thu ‘n de a bhi cuir as daibh, 
Chuir thu ‘n retreuta seach an caisteal, 
Seoladh gle mhath air an leantuinn. 

H-i rim, $c. 

Alasdair nan geur lann guineach. 
Na ‘m biodh agad armuinn Mhuile ; 
Thug thu air na dh’ f halbh dhiu tuireach, 
‘S retreut air prabar an duileisg. 

H-i rim, Ifc. 

Alasdair Mhic Cholla ghasda, 
Lamh dheas a sgoltadh nan caisteal; 
Chuir thu ‘n ruaig air Ghallaibh glasa, 
‘S ma dh-ol iad cal gun chuir thu asd’ e. 

H-i rim, §c. 

‘M b’ aitlme dhuibhse ‘n Goirtcan-odhar, 
‘S math a bha e air a thothar, 
Cha ’n inneir chaorach, no ghobhar; 
Ach fuil Dhuimhneach an deigh reothadh. 

H-i rim, §c. 

Bhur sgrios mu ‘s truagh leam ‘ur caradh, 
‘G eisdeachd an-shocair ‘ur paistean 
Caoidh a phannail bh’ ann ‘s ‘n araich 
Donnalaich bhan Earraghael. 

H-i rim, t;c. 
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LATHA THOM-A-PHUBAILL.* 

LUINNEAG. 

Ho-ro ‘s facia, ‘s gur fada, 
‘S dan fada gu leoir, 
O ln a chaidh thu air thuras, 
Do bhaile Lunnainn nan cleoc ; 
Nil ‘ n cluinneadh tu fathunn, 
Le rabhadh an coin; 
lS gu 'n taoghladh tu ‘n rathad, 
‘S mi nach gabhadh dheth bron! 

Am leith-taobh Beinne-buklhe, 
Sheas a bhuidheann nach jiann ; 
Luchd dhearcadh an iubhair, 
‘Sa chur siubhal fo chrann; 
‘S diombach misc d' ur saothair, 
‘Nuair a dh’ aom sibh a nail, 
Naeh deach a steaeh air Gleann-Aora, 
Ghearradh braoisg nam beul cam. 

Ho ro ‘■s fada, ij'c. 

A Mhoir-fhear Clilann-Domhnuill, 
Clmm thu chodhail uu duineil; 
‘Nuair a shaoil an t-Iarl Aorach, 
Do chuir gun aobhar a Muile ; 
Bha thu roimhe ‘n Dun-eideann, 
‘S dh’ fhagh thu leigheart mu choinne, 
‘S gun aon eislein a’ t-aigne, 
Dh’ eisd thu chasaid an Lunnainn. 

Ho ro '■s fada, ,j‘c. 

Ach a Mhoir-fhear Chlann-Domhnuill, 
‘S fad do chomhnuidh measg Ghall; 
A laoich aigeantaich phriseil, 
Oig rimheieh an aigh : 
Tha maise an fhiona, 
Ad ghruaidh direadh an aird ; 
‘S tha thu shliochd nan tri Cholla, 
Ga ‘m biodh loingeas air sail. 

Ho ro ‘■s fada, Lc. 

‘S truagh nach robh iad na ciadan, 
Do luchd sgaith agus lann ; 
Do na h-oganaich threubhach, 
Nach euradh adbhans ; 
Cha bhi‘mid ag eigheaeh, 
Co da ‘n eireadh an call; 
‘S ann aig geat Inbher-Aora, 
Ghabh mo laoich-sa gu camp. 

Ho ro lsfada, <j'c. 

‘M bruadar chunnaic mi ‘m chadal, 
B’ fhearr gu ‘m faicinn e 'in dhuisg; 
‘S mi nach fuireadh ni b’ fhaide, 
Ann am plaide air m’ uigh, 
Sealladh ‘n sin do d’ ghnuis aobhach, 
‘Nuair a phlaosgadh mo shuil, 
B’ ionann oiridh do m’ aigne, 
‘S leum a bhradain am burn. 

Ho ro 's fada, $c. 

*This battle was fought between the Campbells! 
of Argyle and the men of Athol. 

Gur mise bha tursach, 
‘N am dhomh dusgadh o m’ bhruadar; 
Bhi faicinn do chursaibh 
Dol a null air Druim-uachdair ; 
Bhi gad ehuir ‘sa ‘n tolla-dhubh, 
‘S gun mo dhuil thu thigh uaithe; 
Laidh smal air mo shugradh, 
Gus an duisgear an uaigh dhomh. 

Ho ro ‘s fada, fic. 

Tha pruip air do chul-thaobh, 
‘S math a b’ f hiu dhut am faiglmeachd; 
Eoin Abrach o‘n Ghiubhsaich, 
Cha toir cubair a ghreim deth; 
‘S Gilleasbuig a Bhraighe, 
Gu latha bhrath nach hi ‘m foill dut; 
Mac Iain ’sa chinneadh, 
Gu ‘n imicheadh an oidhch leaf. 

Ho ro ‘s fada, 

‘S ioma marcaiche statail, 
Gar an air’ mJJaeh cuid diu; 
Eadar geata'Jihraigh Acuinn, 
Gu slios Blair nain fear luidneach; 
Mur ghabh sud a‘s braigh Ard-dhail, 
Agus braighe Bochuidir; 
Ghabhadh leigeadh gu statail, 
‘N eirig la Tom-a-phubaill. 

Ho ro ‘s fada, tj'C. 

‘S ioma oganach guineach, 
Laidir, duilieh, do-aithnicht; 
Eadar braigh’ uisge Thurraid, 
‘S caol Mlniile nan canach; 
Ghearradh beum le ‘n arm guineach, 
Ga ‘n iomain do ‘n f heamainn ; 
Ann an eirig nam mnineal, 
Chaidh a chur sa ‘n Aird-reanaich. 

Ho ro ‘sfada, $c. 

‘S fad o’n chuala’ mi seanchas, 
‘S mi ‘m sheana-ghiullan gorach; 
Mu ‘n do chuir mi crios-feilidh, 
Os ceann leine no cota; 
Bhi ga innse gu soilleir, 
’Anns’ gach coinnidh a‘s codhail, 
Gu ‘m bu ehairdeach an sloinneadh, 
Siol Mhoire ‘s Clann-Domhnuill. 

Ho ro ‘s fada, 

A High! nach robh iad an gcambairn, 
Lan teampuill do shluagh; 
Do luchd nam beul cama, 
‘S cha b’ ainid sud uainn; 
‘S ioma claidheamh geur guineach, 
Laidir fulangach cruaidh; 
Th’ aig mo chinneadh ga’m feitheamh, 
‘S aig Clann-Tlleain nam buadh. 

IIo ro ‘s fada, <$e. 

‘S b’ fhearr gu ‘n tigeadh iad fhathasd, 
Clann Tlleain nan tuagh ; 
‘S cha bhiodh sgian ann am fraighe, 
No claidheamh an truaill; 
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Bheirte mach na li-airm ehatha, 
‘S cha bhiodh an latha sin buan ; 
‘S ged bu ghuineach na Duimhnich, 
‘S iad siol Chuinn a bha cruaidh. 

Uo ro ‘s fada, <j'c. 

Tha mo run air na gillean, 
Leis an cinneadh an t-scalg; 
Dh-eireadh fearg orra ‘s frioghan, 
Dhol an iomairt nan arm, 
Dhol a null thar an linne, 
Le gillean na Cairge; 
‘S ioma marbh bhiodh ri shireadh, 
Air am pilleadh do Chearara. 

Ho ro ‘s fada, 

LATHA AIKDE-REANAICH. 

Sr,an gun dith dhut a Mhareuis, 
Direach, maiseach, gun chromadh; 
Da shuil ghorm fo d’ ehaol mhala, 
Nach d’ fhas gu balachail, bronnach; 
Cheart cho chinnteach ‘sa ‘m bas, 
Ged tha thu ‘n drasd as an t-sealladh; 
Gu ‘m beil mulad fo d’ chom ort, 
Mu bhas Ghoud larla Moire.* 

‘S ceart ‘s cho cheart mar mo dhurachd, 
Le beachd mo shul gur mi chunnaic; 
Cha robh againn do sgathan, 
Ach greasad tra do ‘n taigh grunnaich; 
“ Aisling caillich mar a durachd,” 
Gach mio-run bha do ‘n duin ud; 
Ged bu ladurna ‘n cul-chainnt, 
Stad a chuis air an iomall. 

Cha b e aingeachd na tuatha, 
Gluais am marcus le dhaoine; 
Ach togail a bhrataieh, 
‘G iarraidh smachd air luchd aobhair; 
Elruair thu iuchair na corach, 
Gu t-ordugh le d’ dhaoine; 
Agus fosgladh gach caisteil, 
Ead slait Inbher-Aora. 

Gheill Dun-staf-innis grad dut, 
Innis fharsuinn nam faochag; 
Ged bu daingheann a chlach i, 
I'huair thu steach air bheag saoithreach; 
Cha robh cuilibheir caol glaice, 
No gunna praise gan sgaoileadh; 
Eadar Innis-Chonnain nan canach, 
Gu ruig bail’ Inbher-Aora. 

‘S ard Liutenant o ‘n righ thu, 
Thug thu sgriob do dh’ Earr'ghael, 
Bu leat Tairbeart ‘s Cinn-tire, 
‘S gach aon nith bh‘anns an ait ud ; 
Agus He bheag riabhach, 
Mu ‘n iath a mhuir shaile; 

* See the sixth stanza of the foregoing Song. 

‘S goirt a chnead a ta’m chliabh-sa, 
Fhad ‘s bha ‘n t-iasad gun phaigheadh. 

Thighearn oig Ghlinne-garaidli, 
Na hi falach do ruin oirnn ; 
Oighre ‘n duin’ thu tha maireann, 
Tha thu ‘d charaid dhuinn dubailt; 
Cha bheo e ‘s cha mhairean, 
Na ni ar sgaradh o d’ chul-thaobh, 
A luchd nan ceanna-bhearta’ crabhaidh, 
Thionndaidh falaehd a chruin ruibh. 

‘S e do charaid mor dealaidh, 
Mac ‘Ie-Ailein a Muideart, 
'Sliochd an Alasdair Gharaieh, 
Luchd tharruinn nam fiuran; 
Cha do chuir cainb shalach; 
Na tafaid ealamh ri d’ chul-chrann; 
Bheireadh beum air a h-athlorg, 
Fhad sa mhaireadh a fiudhaidh. 

Na ‘m biodh Tighearn na Learguinn, 
Ann an Albainn ‘s e mar-riut; 
Agus Tighearn an Tairbeirt, 
‘S iad nach tairgeadh do mhealladh : 
Luchd na ‘m peighinnean talmhaidh, 
‘S tu dh fhaodadh earbs’ asd gu daigheann; 
Cha ‘n eil iad beo do shliochd Cholla, 
Na ni ‘n comunn ud aithris. 

Gur a h-ioma fear goirseid, 
Gunna stoilte, ‘s lann du-ghorm; 
Le ‘n gunnaichean caolo, 
‘S na daormuinn ga ‘n giulan : 
Mac-Laomuinn ‘s Mac-Lachuinn, 
‘S Mac-an-Ab o Ghleann-Dochart, 

[ Mac-Neachduinn, ‘s Mac-Dhughaill, 
‘S Mac-Iain-Stiubhairt o ‘n Apuinn. 

Cha ‘n iongnadh thusa bhi fiamhach, 
‘N taobh shios do Bhun-atha ; 
Ged theid Duimhnich gu ‘n dicheall, 
‘S gu dideann a chlaidheimh; 
’S leat na thubhairt mi chianamh, 
Ceart cho direach rbsaighead; 
‘S leat Mae-Ionmhuinn an t-Stratha 
Agus da Mhae-‘Illeain. 

‘S fearr learn fhaicinn na chluinntinn, 
Gu ‘n do stad a chuimh air am muineal; 
Nis o ‘n thionndaidh a chuibhle, 
‘S fad bliios Duimhnich gun urram ; 
Ged a Shaoil le Mac-Cailein, 
E bhi na bharraich air Muile; 
B’ fhearr dha ehumail na bh’aige, 
Na bhi ‘g agradh air tuille. 

Na ‘m biodh fear a bheoil mhoir ann, 
O naeh doirteadh gloir bhreamais ! 
Naile chailleadh sibh geoigh ris, 
Naeh b’ fhiach an rostadh ri teallaich : 
Fhuair sibh sgapadh nan caorach, 
Na ‘m biodh a dhaoine air an talamh; 
‘S ged a ghlac sibh le foill e, 
B’ e fkein an saighdear bu ghlaine. 
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Gur msiirar a dh’ earbadli a calrdeas, 
Neach a dh-fhas dheth an t-sloinneadh, 
Na ‘m biodh cuimhn’ air an lath’ ud, 
Fbuair iad t-athair fo ‘n comas ; 
Chuir iad smuid ri tur-arda, 
Cliaisteil Bldair ru gle shoilleir; 
‘S beag bha dhochas an la sin, 
Gu ‘m biodh iad paighte na ‘n comainn. 

‘S mor tha eadar dha latha, 
Ged bha e grathunn gun tighinn; 
Ctiaidh thu 'n cuirt na bu leatha, 
‘N deigh t-athar a mhilleadh; 
Gun aon bluiille claidhcamh, 
Gun sathadh biodaig no sgine; 
Mur gu ‘m bathadh tu coinnlearl, 
Chaill e ‘n oig'areachd ‘sa ‘n cinneach, 

‘S beag a b’ fhiach do Mliac Mhoirich, 
Dhol n’ ur coinneamh ach airlneamh; 
Na ghabhail mar chompach, 
Acb fear da ‘n geallt’ bhi na charaid; 
‘N deigh a Chomasdair Stiubhairt, 
Thain’ sibh ‘n tus air le li-an-iochd, 
Thugadh an ceann deth gun sgrubadh, 
Ann an tir Lady Murray. 

Buail an tcud sin gu sealbhach, 
‘S ha dean searbh i gun bhinneas 5 
‘S na toir t-aghaidh neo-ehearbhach, 
Do ‘n f hear nach earb thu do shlinnein; 
Ma chuir an righ an t-slat sgiursaidh, 
‘N glaic do dhuirn gun a sireadh; 
Uair mu seach air an fhurnais, 
Mur bhuill’ uird air an innein. 

Gloir do ‘n High th’ air a chathair, 
‘S mairg a ghabhadh mun chluinneadh; 
No ghuidheadh na bhreig e; 
Gach ni dh-eirich sa chunnaic; 
Mu ‘s ann le droch-bheart ludais, 
Dh-fhuaigh thu ehlud air an Lunnainn; 
Chaill thu ‘n luiregch ‘s na breidean, 
‘S gach aon eideadh bha umad. 

‘N cuala’ sibhsc ‘sa ‘n duthaich, 
‘N ranntar-buth bh’ aig na luchan ; 
‘S iad a trusadh ri chcile, 
Na ‘n droch reisemeid churta; 
‘Nuair bha eagal a ehait orr’; 
Chaidh droch sgapadh an cuid din; 
‘Sa bheisd mhor ‘sa ‘n robh phlaigh dhiu, 
Sgrios gun agh oirr’ mar fhurtaehd. 

Sin ‘nuair labhair Dubh-na-h-amrai, 
A bheisd ghrannd ‘sa chrain mhullaich; 
Cha robh an sabhal nan ath dhiu, 
Beisd le ‘n al nach do chruinnich, 
Nuair bha ‘m mod ga ‘r eruaidh sharach’ 
‘S na cuird a fasgadh ma ‘r muineil; 
‘S ann an sud a bha ’n gatur, 
Co a charadh iad umaibh. 

B’ ionann sin sa ‘m bun rutba, 
Cha ‘n eil iad buidheach da’ r ‘n an-iochd 
Mar chlach an ionad an uibhe, 
Na ‘m biodh luitheachd na ‘n teangaidh; 
B’ ionann sin ‘s do shliochd Dhiarmaid, 
Bhi ga ‘r biadhadh an an-iochd; 
Math an agaidh an uilc, 
Chuir mi luchd-sa ‘n Aird-reanaich. 

‘Nuair bha ‘n ad oirbh n-uiridh, 
Bha sibh urranta modhar; 
Am blaidhna chaill sibh an currachd, 
‘S eiginn fuireach gle shamhach: 
Chaill an t-Iarl air ‘ur turas, 
Mheud ‘sa bhuinig e mhal oirbh; 
Gar am b’ fhiach leis an duin’ ud, 
Bhi ri cruinneachadh cnamhaig. 

B’ ole a b’ fhiach do dhiuc-Atholl, 
Dholl an coinne riut Eardsaidh, 
‘N deigh latha Itoinn-Liothunn ; 
Thug sibh ioc-shlaint mar earlais, 
Mheall sibh null thar an abhuinn, 
Marcus Atholl ‘sa bhrathair; 
Chuir sibh ‘n laimh an toll-dubh iad, 
‘S loisg sibh duthaich iarl Eariaidh.* 

Tha thu ‘d mharcus am bliadhna, 
‘S ad shar iarl air Tulaich-bheardainn; 
‘S ged a dheanadh iad diuc dhiot, 
‘S ro mhath b’ fhiu thu an t-aite; 
Tha do thiotal cho Honor, 
Chumail dion air do chairdean; 
Geard an righ fo d’ smachd orduidh, 
‘S tha thu d’ mhoir-fhear Baile-mhanaidh. 

ORAN AIR RIGH UILLEAM 
AG US BAN-HIGH MAIRI. 

LtJNNEAG. 
Hi-rinn h-a rinn, ho ro h-o bha ho, 
Ht-rinn h-a rinn, ho ro h-o bha ho, 
Biodh gach duine agaibh bronach. 
Air son foirneart mo righ. 

‘N diugh chuala’ mi naidheachd, 
Air alt nach b‘aimhealach leinn, 

‘N‘an cumadh e chasan— 
‘S gu boidh an t-ath-sgeul cho binn— 

Righ Seumas le farum, 
Cur a dharaich na still; 

0‘n ‘s leat uachdar na mara, 
Gluais a‘s taruinn gu tir. 

Hi-rinn, §c. 

Mliic Mhuire na h-oighe, 
Coimhead foirneart mo righ; 

Co b‘urrainn da‘r smaladh— 
Ach do lamhans’ bhi leinn : 

* A title formerly in Strathmore, now extinct. 
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Faic a nis prionns Orans’, * 
Cur na coir os a cinn ; , 

Ach as do chobhair, a Shlan-‘ear, 
Thig furtachd a‘s slaint air gach tinn. 

Hi-rinn, <5'c. i 

A Righ chumhachdaich, fheartaich, 
Ga ‘m beil beachd air gach ni, 

Cum air aghaidh an ceartas— 
An lagh seachranach pill: 

Faic lucbd nam breid daite, 
Bhi gun dealt ann ri‘n linn ; 

‘S ma tha ‘n eucoir nan aigneadh, 
Beum do shlat os an cinn* 

Hi-rinn, $c. 

‘N uair a thainig thu Shasunns 
‘S tu rinn aiseag a bhreamais; 

Sheilbh choir tboirt air eiginn, 
O athair ceile thug bean dut. 

Cha hi reull nan duilean, 
Bha deanadb iuil dut ‘san ain-eol; 

Mar bha roimh na tri righrean, 
‘N uair bha losa na leanabh. 

Hi-rinn, §c. 

Thug thu ‘m follais an t-Slan‘ear, 
Sgeula grain no luchd teagasig; 

‘S gur mor am fa naire, 
‘S an coig aintean a bhriseadh. 

A nighean fhein, ‘s mac a pheathar, 
‘N aghaidh labhairt an Sgriobtuir, 

Mar bhreun ghearran ‘sa chathair, 
‘S nach b‘fhear-taighe da ‘n sliochd e. 

Hi-rinn, §c. 

‘S fior mhallaichte ‘n lanan, 
Chum an Spain anns an roinn ud; 

Seilbh choir thoirt a dh-aindeoin, 
Le mutha malairt an t-slaighteir: 

Ged’ a stadadh an claidheamh, 
Gun bhuille chaith’ ach na rinn e, 

Bi’ dh gach fuil ‘g eigheach am flaitheas, 
A d’ dhcigh a latha ‘s a dh’ oidhche. 

Hi -rinn, ftc. 

‘S mairg a chreideadh droch naidheachd, 
Thig tro amhaich a namhaid, 

Chuireadh fudar na ghreadan, 
An grund’ na h-eaglaise gnathaicht; 

‘S Honor lunn tha na teine, 
‘S a ghrund ‘n do spealadh an grain-shop 

Ach, chi sinn fhathasd sud diolte, 
Mas1 a flor a ta ‘n fhaistinn. 

Hi-rinn, 4'c. 

‘N uair chaidh Whitehall losgadh, 
Bu mhall do choiseachd gun bhrogan ; 

‘S mi nach rachadh le pairti, 
Air mhire, bhathadh, na toite. 

Mas’ a daoine rinn suas e, 
B'fhaoin an cruadal, ‘s an secltachd; 

Cha ‘n cil mi gearan—mo thruaighe! 
Ach a lughad ‘s a f huair dhiu an rostadh, 

Hi-rinn, §c. 

Cha tig ach rucas a‘s cealgan, 
O chruitean cealgach an rabuill; 

Cuiribh an t-aibhisdear saoil ris— 
Biodh Uia a‘s daoine ga aicheadh. 

Cleas end bean a chruiteir, 
Fhuair a cursadh ‘n sgath garaidh; 

Thog iad airsan mar uirsgeul, 
Gu ‘n do mhurt e dhearbh-bhrathair. 

Hi-rinn, §c. 

Gu ‘m bu ghrannda na sgeoil sin, 
Thog na deomhain ga dhibeirt! 

‘S nach b’ urr’ iad ga dhearbhadh, 
Achmar bhuille searbhda ‘n luchdmi-ruin 

Gu ‘n cuirte isean a chlamhain, 
An nead clannach an fhireoin; 

Mac muice a bhalaich, 
Shalcha fala nan righrean. 

Hi-rinn, A;c. 
% 

‘S mairg righ a rinn cleamhnas, 
Ri Duitseach shantach gun trocair; 

Cha b‘e ‘n onair bu ghnas da, 
Ged’ ‘s tu brathair-mathair an rogair. 

Ged’ a thug thu dha Mairi 
Air laimh, chum a posaidh, . 

Ghabh e t-oighreachd a t-an-toil 
Thar do cheann, a‘s thu d' bheo-shlaint. 

Hi-rinn, Sfc. 

Bha mac aig righ Daibhidh, 
‘S bu deas aill air ceann sluaigh e, 

Chaidh e ‘n aghaidh an athar, 
‘S am fear nach cair da bhuaireadh; 

‘N uair a sgaoileadh am blar sin, 
Thug T)ia paigheadh na dhuais da; 

‘S o‘n bu droch dliuine cloinn e, 
Chroch a choill air a ghruaig e. 

Hi-rinn, <5'c. 

Ach buaidh an droch sgeoil sin, 
Do phrionns Grains gun diadhachd, 

Ged’ a rachadh do bhathadh, 
Cha b’ ionann bas dut ‘sa dh’ iarrainn ; 

Ach mo suilean bhi t-fhaicinn, 
Edar eaehabh ga d’ stialladh; 

Dol a d’ smaladh ‘s an adhar, 
Mar luaithe dhaigte ga criathradh. 

> Hi-rinn, §c. 

Sgrios gun iarmad, gun duilleach, 
Cha ‘n iarruinn tuillc am dhan duibh; 

Gun sliochd a dh-iathadh mu t' uilinn, 
Do ghniomh broinne droch Mhairi; 

Ged’ a ghlacadh na theum e, 
‘S farsuinn beul a mhic-lamhaich ; 

A shean staoile bhi ‘n cunnart, 
Aig na rinn thu thrusadh a craineig, 

Hi-rinn, $c. 
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Aeh seun gun tuisleadh air Mairi, 
‘S ole an lan tha na togsaid; 

‘N ar fhaicear laogh caraid, 
Nuas gu lar as a poca. 

Cha bhi ‘n scan f hacail claoite, 
Air neo ‘s claon theid a thogail; 

Tha ‘n da shant ‘s an droch mhnaoi ud, 
m ‘S annsadh * * * le no boban. 

IR-rinn, Jfc. 

Ach na ‘n tigeadh an righ sin, 
‘S a mhac dileas air aidmheil, 

Ged’ a theireadh prionns Drains, 
Nach h-i choir a bhi againn, 

Cha bu mho orra Uilleam, 
Air sraid Lunnainn an Sasunn, 

‘N ceann fhuadach doth mhuineal, 
Na cluais cuilein an radain. 

Hi-rinn, $c. 

Prionns Drains a mhi-rath, 
Mas’ toil le Righ thoirt gu creideamh, 

‘S coir an duilleag so thiondadh, 
Air a bhan-righ nach creid d. 

Ma shaoil am bith-shanntach sanntach 
Na mhac-samhla ga ghoid sud; 

Na a ruitheachd le lannan, 
Air nighean Seanalair Huitsein. 

Hi-rinn, <jr. 

B'fhearr gu ‘m buaileadh e‘n staidse, 
Tus a bhaidse bu choir dha, 

N‘am bu tuiteam ‘sa phlaigh dhuinn, 
Mar f huair righ Pharo, ‘s a sheorsa; 

Mar bha chomhairle bhreige, 
Chuir righ Seumas air fogradh; 

Aithris cleas nan droch righrean, 
Leis ‘n do dhiteadh Righ-boam.* 

Hi-rinn, $c. 

Sgeul buan e do‘n mhearcaid. 
‘S nach tog a mac a cuid oighreachd; 

‘S ion dith curam a ghabhail, 
Mu‘n duinear cathair na soills’ orr; 

Thoill i mallachd a h-athar, 
O’n ghabh an t-aibhisteir greim dh‘i; 

‘S ole an duchas a lean rith, 
Chuinnt a seanair na throiteir. 

Hi-rinn, <5‘c. 

‘S math an toiseach ar seannsa, 
Ma rinn am Frangach a thapadh— 

Ma ghlaeadh leis Monsai, 
Cha sgeul tum-sgeul ach ceartas, 

Bu mhath gu‘m biodli an ndbkansa, 
Air a tiondadh gu Sasunn; 

Na gu faicte an cunntar, 
Cho ghrad ri tionda nan cairtean. 

Hi- rinn, <Vc. 

Ach ma stad air an diuc sin, 
‘S nach e a run tigh'n ni-s fhaide; 

* Eehoboam, poetically. 

Leig e cadal do‘n chirein— 
Stad a sgriob mar a chleachd e; 

Ma leig gach saighdear a ghleus deth : 
‘N uair tha leigheart mu‘n ehaisteal, 

B'fhearr gu‘m faieinn an coileach, 
No, gu‘n gaireadh a chaismeachd. 

Hi-rinn, <jc. 

Mu tha e!n dan dhut teachd dhachaigh, 
S’ nar dhut t-fhaicinn gun speurad; 

Ged’ a f huair thu pairt leonaidh, 
Ri am fograidh righ Sheumais ; 

Ma tha thu cruaidh air an raipeir, 
Seall air slachdan a ghleusaidh, 

Leis an do spionadh mo sgroban, 
Ma‘s fior Tomas an Reumair. 

Hi-rinn, §c. 

AN IORRAM DHARAICH. 

DO BHATA SIR SEUMAIS MHIC-DOMHNIULL. 

Moch, !s mi ‘g eirigh sa mhadainn, 
‘S trom euslainteach m'aigne, 
‘S nach eighear mi‘n caidreamh nam braith- 

rean, 
‘S nach eighear mi!n, &c. 

Learn is aith-ghearr a cheilidh, 
Rinneas mar ris an t-Seumas, 
Ris na dhealaich mi‘n de moch la Caisge. 

Ris na dhealaich mi‘n do, &c. 

Dia na stiuir air an darach, 
A dh’ fhalbh air tus an t-sinil mhara, 
Seal mu‘n tug e cheud bhoinne de thrag- 

hadh. 
Seal mu‘n tug e cheud bhoinne, &c. 

Ge b‘e am cur a choirc e, 
‘S mi nach pilleadh o stoc uat, 
‘S ann a shuidhinn an toiseach do bhata. 

‘S ann a shuidhinn an toiseach, &c. 

‘Nuair bhiodh each cur ri gniomhadh, 
Bhiodh mo chuid-sa dheth diomhain, 
G’ ol nag ucagan fion’ air a faradh. 

G’ ol na gucagan fion, &e. 

Cha bu mharcach eich leumnaich, 
A bhuin’geadh geall reis ort, 
‘Nuair a thogadh tu breid osceann saile. 

‘Nuair a thogadh tu breid, &c. 

‘Nuair a thogadh tu tonnag, 
Air chuan meanmach nan dronnag, 
‘S ioma gleann ris an cromadh i h-earrach. 

‘S ioma gleann ris an cromadh, &c. 

‘Nuair a shuidheadh fear stiuir oir’, 
‘N am bhi fagail na duthcha, [earrlinn. 
Bu mhear riuth a chuain du-ghlais fo h- 

Bu mhear riuth a chuain, &c. 
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Ciia b’ iad na Lueh-armainn mheanbha, 
Bhiodh ni‘a cupuill ag eilcadh, 
‘Xuair a dh'eireadh mor shoirbheas 1c bair- 

linn. 
‘Nuair a dh'eireadh, &e. 

Ach na fuirbirnich threubhach, 
‘S deis a dh'iomradh, ‘s a dh'eigheadh, 
Bheireadh tulg an tus cle air ramhbraghad. 

Beireadh tulg an tus cle, &c. 

'Nuair a d'fhalaichte na buird d‘i, 
'S nach faighte lan siuil d‘i, 
Biiiodl) luclid taghaich sior lubadh nar alach. 

Bhiodh luchd taghaich, &c. 

■'S iad gu‘n eagal gun euslain, 
Ach ag freagradh dh‘a cheile, 
‘Nuair thigeadh muir beucach ‘s gach aird 

orr’. 
‘Nuair thigeadh muir beucach, &c. 

Dol tiomchioll Rugha na Caillich, 
Bu ro mhath siubhal a daraich, 
tlearradh shrutha gu cairidh Chaoil-Acuin. 

Gearradh shrutha gu cairidh, &c. 

Dol gu uidhe chuain fhiadhaich, 
Mar bu chubhaidh leinn iarraidh, 
Gu Uist bheag riabhach nan cragh-gheadh. 

Gu Uist bheag riabhach, &c. 

Cha bu bhruchag air meirg’ i, 
Fhuair a treachladh le h-eirbheirt, 

‘'Nuair a thigeadh mor shoirbheas legabhadh. 
‘Nuair a thigeadh mor shoirbheas, &c. 

Ach an Dubh-Chnoideartach, riabhach, 
Luchd-mhor, ard-ghuailleach dhionach, 
Gur lionmhor lann iaruinn m‘a h-earraich. 

Gur lionmhor lann iaruinn, &e. 

Cha bu chrann-lach air muir i, 
Shiubhal ghleann gun bhi curaiilh, 
*S buill chainbe ri fulagan arda. 

Buill chaineaba ri, &c. 

Bha Domhnull an Duin innt, 
Do mhac oighrc’s mor curam, 
’S e do stoile fhuair cliu measg nan Gael. 

’S e do stoile fhuair cliu, &c. 

Do mhac Uisteach gle-mhor, 
Dh’am bu chubhaidh bhi’n Hleibhte, 
G’n Rugha d’an eighte Dun-sgathaich. 

O’n Rugha d’an eighte, &c. 

Og misneachail treun thu, 
CS blath na brie ort sen eudainn) 
Mur mist’ thu ro mheud’s a do nair innt. 

. Mur mist’ thu ro mheud, &c. 

Gur mor mo chion fein ort, 
Ged nach cuir mi an ceill e, ^ 
Mine an fhir leis an eireadh na Braigheich. 

Mine an fhir leis an eircadh, &c. 
3 

Ceist nain ban’ o Loch-Treig thu, 
\S o Shrath Oisein nan reidhlean, 
Gheibhte broic, agus feidh air a h-aruinn. 

Gheibhte broic, agus feidh, &c. 

Dh’eireadh buidhean o Ruaidh leat, 
Lubadh iubhar mu’n guaillean, 
ThigoBhrughaichean fuarCharn-na-Lairge. 

Thig o Bhrughaichean fuar, &c. 

Dream eile dhe d’ chinneadh, 
Clann Iain o’n Einnean, 
’S iad a rachadh san iomairt neo-sgathach. 

’S iad a rachadh san iomairt, &c. 

’S iomadh oganach treubhach, 
’S'glac-crom air chul sgeith air 
Thig a steach leat o ^geith meall-na-Lairge. 

Thig a steach leat, &c. 

’S a fhreagradh do t-eigheach, 
Gun eagal, gun easlain, 
‘Nuair chluinneadh iad fein do chrois-tara.* 

’Nuair a chluinneadh iad fein, &c. 

MARBHRANN 
DO SUrn SEBMAS MAC-DHONBILL. 

Gur fad tha mi ‘m thamh, 
Tbuit mo chridhe gu lar, 
Righ! ‘s deacair dhomh tamh ‘s mi beo. 

Gur ftul tha, &c. 

‘Se do thuras do ‘n Dun, 
Dh-fhag snith’ air mo shuil, 
‘Sa bhi faicinn do thur gun cheo. 

‘Se do, &c. 

Tha do bhaile gun speis, 
Gun eich ga ‘m modhadh le srein, 
Dh-fhalbh gach fasan le Seumas og. 

Tha do bhaile, &c. 

‘Nuair a rachadh tu stri, • 
Ann an armailte an righ, 
Bhiodh dp dhiollaid air mil-each gorm. 

Nuair a racha’, &c. 

* “ Crois-tara,’' or “ crann-lara,” was a piece 
of wood, half burnt and dipt in blood, sent by a 
special messenger as a signal of distress or alarm. 
The person to whom it was sent, immediately 
despatched another person with it to some one 
else; and thus was intelligence passed from one 
to another over immense distances in an incredibly 
sliort- time. One of the latest instances of its 
being used, was in 1745, by Lord ilreadalbiue, 
when it went round Loch Tay, the distance of 
thirty-two miles, in three hours. The above 
method was used only in the day-time; for in the 
night, recourse was had to the “ Sgorr-theine," a 
large tire kindled on an eminence. See Ossian’s 
“ Carrig-thura.” Tiie last-mentioned signal is 
spoken of by Jeremiah to denote distress, chap, 
vi. 1. 
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‘Nuair a rachadh tu mach, 
B’ ard a chluinntc do smachd, 
Bhiodh lain Muideartach leat’s Mao-Leoid. 

Nuair a, &c. 

‘S leat Mac Pharlain na ‘n cliar, 
Bh-aig fir t-ait-sa riamh, 
Mac-an Aba le chiad na dho. 

Fear chann, &.c. 

Clann Iain a nuas, 
‘S fir a bhraighe bo shuas, 
‘S Mac Ghriogair o Ruadh-shruth chno. 

Chlainn lein, &c. 

Clann Cham-Shroin a nail, 
0 bhraighe nan gleann, 
Chuireadh iubhar le srann am feoil. 

Clainn, &c. 

‘S leat Mae-Phomhnuill a ris. 
Na ‘m bratach ‘s na ‘m piob, 
Crunair gasda na ‘n righ bhrat sroil. 

‘S leat, &c. 

Gu ‘m faiceadh mo Dhia, 
Do mhac air an t-sliabh, 
Anp an duthaich nan cliar ‘a mi beo. 

Gu ‘m faiceadh, &c. 

Thig a Atholl a nioa, 
Comhlan ghasda gun agios, 
Ceannard rompa ‘a e finealt og. 

Thig a Atholl, &c. 

Coinnlean geala de ‘n cheir, 
‘S iad an lasadh gu geur, 
Urlar farsuinn mu ‘n eighte ‘n t-ol. 

Coinnlean, &c. 

Bhiodh do ghillean mu seach, 
A lionadh dibhe b’ fhearr bias, 
Fion Spainnteach dearg ac agus beoir. 

Bhiodh do, &c. 

Disge-beatha na ‘m pios, 
Rachadh ‘n tairgead ga dhiol, 
Gheibhte ‘n gloin e mar ghriog an oir. 

Uisge-beatha, &c. 

‘S ann na shineadh ‘sa ‘n allt, 
Tha deagh cheann-taighe an aigh, 
Gcd a thuit e le dearmad leo. 

‘S ann na, &c. 

Buidheann eile mo ghaoil, 
Ga ‘m bu shuaithcheantas fraoch, 
Och mo chreach! nach d’-fhaod iad bhi beo. 

Buidheann, &c. 
t 

Buidheann eile mo ruin. 
Air nach cualas mi-chliu, 
Thig le Alasdair sunndach og. 

Buidheann, &c. 

Bhiodh mnathan og an fhuit reidh, 
Gabhail dhan dhaibh le ‘m beul, 
Ann ad thalla gu ‘n eisde ceol. 

Bhiodh, &c. 

Fhir a dh’ fhuilig am bas, 
‘S a dhoirt t-fhuil air ar sgath, 
Na leig mulad gu brath na ‘r ooir, 

Fhir a, &c. 

Nis on sgithich mo cheann, 
Sior thuireadh do rannt, 
Bi‘dh mi sgur anns an am is ooir. 

Nis o ‘n sgithich, &c. 

MARBHRANN. 
DO DH’ ALAfDAIB DCIBH GHUNHE-OABAIDH 

Mi ‘g eiri dh ‘sa mhadainn, 
Gur^beag m’ aiteas ri sugradh, 
O ‘n dh’ fhalbh uachdran fearail, 
Ghlinne-Garaidh air ghiulan; 
‘S ann am flaitheas na failte, 
Tha ceannard aillidh na duthcha; 
Sar choirnileir foinnidh, 
Nach robh foiled do ‘n chrun thu. 

LUINNEAG. 
Ho-ro ‘s fada ‘s gur fada, 
‘S cian fada mo bhron, 
O ‘n latha charadh gu h-iosal. 
Do phearsa phriseil fo ‘n fhod, 
Tha mo chrid-sa ciuirte, 
Cha dean mi sugradh ri m’ bheo, 
O ‘n dh-fhalhh ceannard na ‘n uaitlean, 
Oighre dualchas an t-Sroim. 

‘S mairg a tharladh roi’d’ dhaoine, 
‘Nuair thogte fraoch ri do bhrat such; 
Dh’ eireaiih stuadh an clar t-aodainn, 
Le neart feirg agus gaisgidh; 
Sud am phearsa neo-sgathach, 
‘N t-suil bu bhlaithe gun ghaiseadh; 
Gu ‘m biodh maoim air do naimhdean, 
Ri linn dut spainnteach a ghlacadh. 

Ho-ro ‘s fada, fyc. 

Fhuair thu ‘n cliu sin o thoiseach, 
‘S cha b’ ole e ri innseadh; 
Craohh chosgairt sa bhlar thu, 
Nach gabhadh sgath roimh luchd phicean , 
No roi’ shaighdeirean dearga, 
Ged a b’ armailtean righ iad; 
Le ‘n ceannardan fuilteach, 
‘S le ‘n gunnaichean cinntcach. 

Ho-ro ‘sfada, S[C. 

Gur farsuinn do ranntaibh, 
Ri sheanachas ‘s ri shloinneadh; 
Gur tu oighre ‘n lari Ilich. 
Nach tug cis le gniomh foilleil; 
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Marcaich ard na ‘n each cruitheach. 
Nan srian ur ‘s na ‘n lann soilleir. 
Lamb threin ann an cruadal, 
Ceannard sluaigh a toirt teine. 

Ho-ro ‘s fada, fyc. 

Fhuair thu onair fir Alba, 
Bha mens ‘s ainm air fear t-fhasain; 
Ann an gliocas ‘sa geire, 
An cliu, an ceuaidh ‘sa gaisge; 
Thug Dia gibhtean le buaidh dhut, 
Cridhe fuasgailteach farsuinn; 
Fhir bu chiuine na mhaighdeann, 
‘S bu ghairge na ‘n lasair. 

Ho-ro ‘s fada, §c. 

‘S goirt an t-earchall a thachair, 
O ‘n chaidh an iomairt so tuathal; 
O latha blair Sliabh-an-t-Siorram, 
Chaill ar cinneach an uaislean; 
Thionndaidh chuibhl’ air Clann-Domhnuill, 
‘N treasa couspunn bhi bhuatha; 
Ocann a‘s colar Chlann-Raghnuill, 
'N fhuil ard ‘s i gun truailleadh. 

Ho-ro ‘s fada, SfC. 

Nis o ‘n dh-fhalbh an triuir bhraithrean; 
Chleachd mar abhaist bhi suairce; 
Laoich o Gharaidh nam bradan, 
Caipteine’ smachdail a chruadail; 
I>h-fhalbh Sir Domhnuill a Sleibhte; 
Bu mhor reusan a‘s cruadal; 
Cha tig gu brath air Clann-Domhnuill, 
Triuir chonnspunn cho cruaidh riu. 

Ho-io 'sfada, SfC. 

Chriosda dh-fhuilig am has duinn, 
O ‘n ‘s tu ar patron urnaigh; 
Cum an t-aog o dha bhrathair, 
Fhad ‘sa b’ aill leinn le durachd; 
Dheanadh treis do ‘n alach, 
So dh-f hag e gun suilean; 
‘Slioehd an t-seobhaig ‘sa ‘n armuinn, 
Nach tugadh each an sgiath chuil deth. 

Ho-ro ‘s fada, fyc. 

‘Nuair threig each an cuid fearainn, 
‘S nach d-fhan iad ‘sa ‘n rioghachd; 
‘Sheas thusa gu fearail, 
‘S cha b’ ann le sgainnel a shin thuf, 
Chuir thu fuaradh na froise, 
Seoch ar dorsaibh.g’ ‘ar dionadh; 
Gu ‘n robh t-fliaigsein cho laidir, 
Hi leoghainn ard do ‘n fhuil Hioghail. 

Ho-ro ‘s fada, fyc. 

Cha robh lari ann an Albuinn, 
Ghcibheadh earbsa na run riut; 
Gu ‘m biodh toiseach gach naidheachd, 
Gu lam ban a chuirteir; 
Seobhag firinneach suairce, 
Choisinn crnadal gach cuise; 
Ceannard mhaithean a‘s uaislean, 
Aig an t-sluagh ‘s iad ga ghiulau. 

Ho-ro 's fada, fyc. 

Sgeula b’ ait’ leam ri inseadh, 
Sa bhi g’ a leirsinn le ‘r suilean; 
Do mhac oighr’ ann a t-f hearann, 
Mur bu mhath le luchd durachd; 
Ach aon neach leis am b’ oil e, 
Luaidhe ghlas le neart fudair; 
Troimh’ ‘n cridh’ air a fiaradh, 
Chor ‘s nach iarradh iad tionndadh. 

Ho-ro ‘sfada, fyc. 

CUMHA MHONTROISE 

Mi gabhail Srath Dhruim-uachdair, 
‘S beag m‘aighear anna an uair so, 
Tha‘n lath’ air dol gu gruamachd, 
‘S cha‘n e tha buain mo sprochd. 

Ge duilich leam, ‘s ge diobhail, 
M‘fhear cinnidh math bhi dhith ora, 
Cha‘n usa leam an sgriobs’, 
Thaining air an rioghachd bhochd. 

Tha Alba dol fo chios-chain 
Aig Farbhalaich gun fhirinn, 
Bhar a chalpa dhirich 
‘S e cuid de m'dhiobhail ghoirt. 

Tha Sasunnaich ‘g ar foireigneadh, 
‘G ar creach’, ‘g ar mort’, s ‘g ar marbhodh 

j Gu ‘n ghabh ar n-Athair fearg rinn, 
Gur dearmad dhuinn, ‘s gur boohd. 

Mar a bha cloinn Israel 
Fo bhruid aig righ na h-Eiphit, 
Tha sinn air a chor cheudna, 
Cha‘n eigh iad rinn ach “ siuo.” 

Ar righ an deis a chrunadh, 
Mu‘n gann a leum e ur-fhaa, 
Na thaistealach bochd, ruisgte, 
Gun gheard, gun chuirt, gun choisd'. 

‘G a fharr-fhuadachd as aite, 
Gun duine leis deth chairdeau, 
Mar luing air uachdar saile, 
Gun stiuir, gun ramh, gun phort 

Cha teid mi do Dhun-eideann, 
0 dhoirteadh full a Ghreumaich, 
An leoghann fearail, treubhaob, 
‘G a cheusadh air a chroich. 

! B‘e sud am fior dhuin uasal, 
Nach robh de‘n linne shuaraich, 
Bu ro mhath ruidhe gruadhach, 
‘N am tarruinn suas gu trod. 

Dcud chailc, bu ro mhath dluthadh, 
Fudh mhala chaoil gun mhugaich, 
Ge trie do dhail gam’ dhusgadh, 
Cha ruisg mi chach e nochd. 
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Mine Neill,* a Asainn chianail, 
Na‘n glacain ann am lionn thu, 
Bhiodh m‘fhacal air do bhinn, 
‘S cha diobrainn thu o’n chroich. 

Tha liurm-dubh orm gach la, 
‘S e ga m’ theugmhail a ghna, 
Air mo chuise cha ra-sgeul breig e. 

Tha liunn-dubh orm, &c. 

Nan tachrainns a‘s tu fein, 
Ann am boglachan Beinn-Eite 
Bhiodh uisge dubh na feithe, 
Dol troimh cheile a‘s ploc. 

Thu fein as t-athair ceile 
Bear taighe sin na Leime, 
Gei ohrochte sibh le cheile 
Cha b'eirig air mo lochd. 

Craobh ruisgt’ de^n Abhall bhreugach, 
Gun mheas, gun chliu, gun cheutaidh, 
Bha riamh ri murt a cheile, 
‘N ar fnigheall bheum, as chore. 

Marbh-phasg ort a dhi-mheis, 
Nach ole a reic thu'm firean, 
Air son na mine Litich 
A‘s da trian d‘i goirt.t 

CUMHA 

DO SHIR DOMHNULL SHLEIBUTE. 
‘S cian ‘s gur foda mi ‘m thamh, 

'S trora leam ‘m aigne fo phramh, 
‘S nach cadal dhomh seamh ‘s tim eiridh. 

‘S cian ‘s gur fada, &c. 

Laidh an aois orm gach uair, 
Breach an aoig air mo ghruaidh. 
Is rinn e eudail bhochd thruadh da fein diom. 

Laidh an aois, &c. 
» Captain Andrew Munro sent instructions to 

Neil Macleod, the laird of Assynt, his brother-in- 
law, to apprehend every stranger that might en- 
ter his bounds, in the hope of catching Montrose, 
for whose apprehension a splendid reward was 
offered. In consequence of those instructions, 
Macleod sent out various parties in quest of 
Montrose, but they could not fall in with him. 
“ At last the laird of Assynt being abroad in arms j 
with some of his tenants in search of him, lighted 
on him in a place where he had continued three j 
or four days without meat or drink, and only one j 
man in his company. Assynt had formerly been 
one of Montrose’s 'own followers, who immedi 
ately knowing him, and believing to find friend- 
ship at his hands, willingly discovered himself; I 
but Assynt not daring to conceal him, and being 
greedy of the reward which was promised to tlxe 
person who should apprehend him by the coun- 
cil of the estates, immediately seized and disarm- 
ed him.”* Montrose offered Macleod a large 
sum of money for his liberty, which he refused 
to grant. Macleod kept Montrose and his com- 
panion prisoners in the castle of Aird-bhreac, 
his principal residence, for a few days. He was 
from thence removed to Skibo castle, where he 
was kept two nights, thereafter to the castle of 
Hraan, and thence again to Edinburgh. 

t Damaged meal bought in Leith, was given to 
M'Leod of Assynt for betraying the duke of 
Montrose. 

Tha gach urra dol dhiom, 
Bho faighinn furan le miadh, 
Cuig urrad sa b’ fhiach mi dh-eirig. 

Tha gach urra dol, &c. 

Chaill mi armainn mo stuic, 
Mo sgiath laidair ‘s mo phruip, 
lad ri aiteach an t-sluic a‘s feup orr’. 

Chaill mi armainn mo stuic, 

Fath mo mhire ‘s mo cholg, 
Thaobh gacb iomairt so dh'fhalbh, 
Luathais air ‘n imeachd air lorg a cheile. 

Fath mo mhire, &c. 

Mhuch mo mheoghail ‘s mo mheas, 
Na daoil bhi cladhach bhur flios, 
Chaidh mo raoghainn fo lie de leugaibh. 

Mhueh mo mhe#ghail, &c. 

Bhuail an t-earrach orm spot, 
‘S from a dh-fhairich mi lot, 
Chuir e lughad mo thoirt's beag ‘m fheuru air, 

Bhuail an t-earrach, &c. 

Bas Shir Domhnuill bho ‘n Chaol, 
Chuir mo chomhnaidh fa-sgaoil, 
Dhffhag mi ‘m aonar sa ‘n aois ga £m leireadh 

Bas Shir Domhnuill, &c. 

‘S ann ruit a labhrainn mo mhiann, 
Gu dana ladurna, dian, 
Ge do bhithinn da thrian sa ‘n eacoir. 

Sann ruit a labhrainn, &c. 

Tha iomad smuainte bochd truadh, 
Teachd air ‘m aire ‘s gach uair. 
Bho ‘n la chaochail air snuadh fir t-eugaia 

Tha iommad smuainte, &c. 

Leoghann fireachail aigh 
Miuinte, spioradail, ard, 
Umhail, iriosal, fearragha, treubhach. 

Leoghann fiorachail, Ac. 

Leig nan arm a‘s nan each, 
Reumail, aireil, gun airc, ■ 
Gheug thu ‘n Armadail ghlas nan deideag. 

Leig nan arm is nan each, &c. 

Bha do chinneadh fo phramh. 
Do thuath ‘s do phaighearan mail, 
Uaislean t-fhearainn ‘sgacli lan-fhear-feusaig 

Bha do chinneadh, &c. 

Bha mhnai bheul-dearg a bhruit. 
Ri call an ceille sa‘m fuilt, 
Cach ag eideadh do ehuirp air deile. 

Bha mhnai bheul-dhearg, Ac. * Bishop Wishart. 
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Moeh sa’ mhiriamn dir-daoin, 
Thog iad tasgaidh mo ghaoil, 
Deis a phasgadh gu caol ‘s na leintean. 

Moch sa’ mhadainn, &c. 

An ciste ghiubhais nam bord, 
truaill chumhainn na‘s leoir, 

•N deis a dhusgadh bho ‘n t-srol air speicean. 
‘N ciste ghiubhais nara, &c. 

Gu euglais Shleibhte nan stuadh, 
Chosg thu fein ri cuir suas, 
Ge d’ nach d‘f huirich thu buan ri sgleutadh. 

Gu euglais Shleibhte, &c. 

Bh-fhalbh na spalpain a null, 
Bha fial farsuinu na‘n grunnd, 
Gha b‘iad na fachaich gun rum gun lend iad. 

Dh-fhalbh na spalpain, &c. 

Domhnull gorm bu glan gnuis, 
Fear bu mhin bha de ‘n triuir, 
Gha bu chorr-cheann thu ‘n cuirt righ Seurlas, 

Domhnull gorm bu, &c. 

Chunnaic mis thu air trian, 
‘S cha bu gna leat bhi crian, 
‘S gu‘m bu nolaig le fion do reidhlean. 

Chunnaic mis thu air, &c. 

Cha bhola phaididh do mhiann, 
‘N am dhaibh falbh bhuat gu dian, 
‘N cois na traghad ga‘n lionadh reidh leat. 

Cha bhola paidhidh, &c. 

De dh-uisge-beatha ‘s do bheor, 
‘S iad a gabhail na‘s leoir, ' -- 
Mur a thoilicheadh beoil ga eigheach. 

De dh-uisge-beatha, &c. 

Mu bhord gun time gun ghruaim, 
Le ol, ‘s le iomart, ‘s le sluadh, 

ceol bu bhinne na cuach ‘s a cheitean. 
Mu bhord gun time, &c. 

Fhuair thu deannal na dho, 
Dh-fhag do pannal fo bron, 
Gu‘m bu ghearran a leon m‘un eighe. 

Fhuair thu deannal, &,c. 

Air Raon-Ruairidh nan strac, 
Far na bhuannaich thu ‘m blar, 
Chaill thu t-uaislean a‘s t-armainn ghleusta. 

Air Raon-Ruairidh, &c. 

Air an talamh chrion, chruaidh, 
Naeh falaicheadh gearrag a cluais, 
Fhuair sibh deannal na luaidhe leughta. 

Air an talamh, &q. 

Bu neo chraobhaidh na seoid, 
Fhuair sa chaonnaig an leon, 
B’ ann diu Raonull a‘s Eoin a‘s Seumas. 

Bu neo chraobhaidh, &c. 

Cha dean mi run ach gu foil, 
Do n-al ur ‘s th‘air teachd ornn, 
Bho nach duisgear le ceol Sir Seumas. 

Gha dean mi run, &c. 

Dh-fhalbh thu fein ‘s do chuid mac, 
Mala gheur sibh gu neart, 
‘S fada bho cheile fo cheapaibli reisg sibh. 

Dh-fhalabh thu fein, &c. 

‘S blath an leab’ air bhur cinn, 
Seach daormainn thasgaidh nan suim, 
Sibh bu sgapach air buinn le feile. 

‘S blath an leab, &c. 

Thuirt mi ‘n urrad ud ribh, 
Tha mi m’ urainn a sheinn, 
‘S lann ar muineal ma pill sibh breig mi. 

Thuirt mi ‘n uraid, &c. 

* 
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AN CIARAN MABACH. 

NO, 

GILLEASPUIG RUADH MAC-DHOMHNUILL. 

ARcniBALD M‘Donat.d, commonly called Ciaran Mabach, was an illegitimate 
son of Sir Alexander McDonald, sixteenth Baron of Slate. He was contemporary 
with Iain Lom, the Lochaber bard, and his coadjutor in punishing the murderers 
of the lawful heirs of Keppoch. 

In no one could his father more properly have confided matters of importance, 
requiring sagacity, zeal, and bravery, than in this son. Accordingly he made use 
of his services when necessary; and put the greatest dependence in his fidelity, 
prudence, and activity. Ciaran Mabach was no doubt amply requited by his 
father, who allotted him a portion of land in North Uist, Grants of land were in 
those times commonly given to gentlemen of liberal education, but of slender 
fortune; where amid their rural occupations they enjoyed pleasures unknown to 
those who in similar stations of life were less happily located. Of this our bard was 
veiyi sensible during his stay in Edinburgh, as we learn from his poem on that 
occasion. 

It does not appear that our poet was a voluminous writer; and of his compositions 
there are very few extant. It is to be regretted that so few of his poems have been 
preserved, as his taste, education, and natural powers, entitle him to a high place 
among the bards of his country. Gentlemen of a poetical genius could have 
resided in no country more favourable to poetry than in the Highlands of Scotland, 
where they led the easy life of the sportsman, or the grazier, and had leisure to 
cultivate their taste for poetry or romance. 

B’ ANNSA CABAL AIR FRAOCII. 

Ge socrach mo leabaidh, 
B’ annsa cadal air fraoch, 

Ann an lagan beag uaigneach, 
A’s bad de’n luaohair ri’m thaobh, 

‘Nuair dh'eirinn sa’ mhadainn, 
Bhi siubhal ghlacagan oaol, 

Na bhi triall thun na h-Abaid, 
‘G eisdeachd glagraich nan saor. 

‘S oil loam caradh na frithe, 
‘S mi bhi ‘n Lite nan long, 

Eadar ceann Saileas Si-phort, 
A‘s rutha Ghrianaig nan tonn, 

Agus Uiginnis riabhaoh, 
An trie an d'iarr mi damh-donn, 

‘S a bhi triall thun nam bodach, 
Dha‘m bu chosnadh cas-chrom. 

Cha’n oil agam ou gleusda, 
A’s cha’n oil feum agam dha, 

Cha suidh mi air bachdan, 
Air sliabh fad o ckach, 

Cha leig mi mo ghaothar, 
Chaidh faogh’d an tuim bain, 

‘S cha sgaoil mi mo luaidhe, 
An Gleann-Ruathain gu brath. 
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B‘iad mo ghradh-sa a gtiraidh uallach, 
A thogadh suns ris an aird, 

Dhdtheadh biolair an fhuarain, 
‘S air bn shuavach an cal, 

‘S mise fein nach tug fuath dhuibh, 
Ged a b'fhuar am mios Maigh. 

‘S trie a dh'fhuilig mi cruadal, 
A‘s moran fuachd air ‘ur sgath. 

Bo mo gbradh-sa fear buidlie, 
Nach dean suidhe mu‘n bhord, 

Nach iarradh ri ehcannach, 
Pinnt leanna na beoir; 

Uisge-beatha math dubailt, 
Oha be b‘fhiu leat ri ol, 

B‘fhearr leat biolair an fhuarain, 
A‘s uisge luaineach an loin. 

B‘i mo ghradh-sa a bhean nasal, 
Dha n:vch d'fhuaras riamh lochd, 

Nach iarradh mar chluasaig, 
Ach fior ghualainn nan cnoc, 

‘S nach fuiligeadh an t-sradag, 
A lasadh rM corp, 

Och! a Mhuije mo chruaidh-chas, 
Nach dh'fhu&ir mi thu nochd. 

Bean a b’aigeantaich ceile, 
Nam eiridh ri driuchd, 

Cha’u fhaigheadh tu beud da, 
‘S cha bu leir leis ach thu 

Sibh an glacaibh a cheile. 
Am fior eudainn nan stuc, 

4S ann am eiridh na greine, • 
Bu ghlan leirsinn do shul. 

‘Nuair a thigeadh am foghar, 
Bu bhinn learn gleadhair do chleibh, 

Dol a ghabhail a chronain, 
Air a mhointich bhuig reidh, 

Dol an coinneamh do leannain, 
Bu ghile feaman a‘s ceir 

Gur h-i ‘n eilid bu bhoiche, 
A's bu bhrisge loghmhorra ceum. 

Xnte.—This song was composed in Edinburgh 
while the poet was under the care of a surgeon 
for a sprain in his foot. 

MARBHRANN 

DO BHIR SEUMAS MAC-DHONUILL.* 

B’ fhearr am mor ole a chluinntinn, 
Bhrigh iomradh na f haicinn; 
Dhomhsa b’ fhurasd’ sud innse, 
Rug air ‘m inntinn trom shac dheth; 
0 ‘n is mi bha ‘sa ‘n fhulang, 
Bu chruaidh duilich ri fhaicinn; 
Rainig croma-sgian o ‘n aog mi, 
Cha do shaor i bun aisne. 

‘S e dh’ fhag fodha dhomh ‘n coite, 
Aon a mhoiehead a dhuisg mi, 
‘S mi gun fhear air barr agara, 
Thogadh ‘m aigneadh a dusal; 
‘Nuair a bheum an gruth traigh orm. 
Rug muir baitht’ air a chul sin, 
Cha d’ fhiosraich mi ‘m has dut, 
Gus an dh fhag mi thu ‘n cruiste. 

Path ra’ acainn ‘s mo thursa, 
Nach duisgear le teud thu, 
Na le torgan na fidhle. 
Mo dhiobhail ‘smo leir-chreach; 
Fliir a chumadh i dionach, 
Dh’ aindeoin siontan ga ‘n eiread, 
Thu ‘n diugh fo leacan na h-urach, 
Gun mo dhuil ri thu dh’ eiridh. 

‘S bochd an ealtainns’ thug so sgriob mi. 
Thug dhiom m’ earr agus m’ fheusag, 
‘S geur ‘s gur goirt spuir an rasair, 
Thrusas cnamhan a‘s feithean; 

(lDh-fhag sud mise dheth craiteach, 
Dh-aindeoin dail gu ro chreuchdach; 
Cha dean ballan no sabh dheth, 
Mise slan gus an eug mi. 

Ge b’ e chuireadh dhomh ‘n umhail. 
Do mhor chumha ga m’ leonadh, 
Na mo dhosan a liathadh, 
Coig bliadhna roimh’ ‘n ordugh; 
Tha mi ‘n diugh a toirt paigheadh, 
A’ meud m’ ailleas as m’ oige, 
0 ‘n rug deireadh do bhais orm. 
Os cionn chaich cha b‘e m’ ordugb. 

‘8 fhad tlia mi ‘m Oisein gun mheoghail, 
As do dheaghaidh boclid dolum, 
Osnadli fharbairneach, frithir, 
Tha m’ fheith-chridh’ air a leonadh; 
Leiseam fios tbun a bhreitbeamh, 
Nach iarr slighe gu do-bheart, 

The poet’s brother. 
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Gur h-e “ Port Raoglmill uidbir,”* 
Mur nach bu dlighcacb is ceol domh. 

‘S bochd mo naidheachd r‘a b-innse; 
Ge b’ e sgriobbadh i ‘n tath-bhuinn; 
0 ‘n la rinn tbu feum duine, 
Gus’ n do chuireadh ‘sa ‘n lar tbu; 
Bha mo dheas-lamb dol sios leat, 
An Cladhan criche mo chradh-shlad; 
‘S mor na b’ fbeudar dhomh fbulang. 
Mo bbuan fhuireach o m’ brathair. 

‘S bochd an ruinnigil f huatbais, 
Itug air uaislean do chairdean, 
•S goirt a bhonnag a fhuair iad, 
‘N latha ghluaiseadh gu tamh leat; . 
Go b‘e neaeh is mo buannacbd, 
‘N lorg luathair a bbais so, 
‘S mise pearsa ‘s mo tuairgbo, 
‘Sa ‘nuair so th’ air t-aruinn. 

Cha chuis fbarmaid mo letbid; 
‘S ann tba mi ‘n deigh mo spuillidh; 
Bhuin an t-eug dhiom gu buileacb, 
Barr a‘s iomall mo chuirte; 
‘8 feudal- tamailte fhulang, 
Gun dion buill’ air mo chul-thaobb, 
Stad mo chlaidheamh na dhuille, 
‘S bath dbomh fuireach r‘a rusgadh. 

* Raoijhull ndhar was a piper. There is a story , 
told about this worthy, to the following purpose: | 
— lie was a great coward ; and being in the exer- ; 
cise of his calling in the battle-field one day 
along with his clan, he was seized with such fear 
at the sight of the enemy, whom he thought too 
many for his party, that he left off playing alto- 
gether, and began to sing a most dolorous song 
to a lachrymose air, some stanzas of which had 
been picked up and preserved by his fellow sol-* 
diers ; and which, ou their return from the war 
they did not fail to repeat. When an adult is 
seen crying for some trifling cause, he is said to 
be singing “ Port liaoghuill uidhir,’’ “ Dun 
Donald’s tune and when a Highlander is 
threatening vengeance for some boisterous and 
unroarious devilment which has been played off 
upon him, he will say : “ Jiheir mis ort guaeinn \ 
thu 1 Port Raoglmill vidhir’” i. e. “ I will make 
you sing • Dun Donald’s tune.’” The following 
are a few of the stanzas 

“ Be so an talamh mi shealbhach! 
Tha gun chladach gun gharbhlach gu’n chos; 
Anus an rachainn ria’m fhalach, 
’8 sluagh gun athadh a teannadh faisg oirn. 

Tha mi tinn Iris an eagal, 
Tha mi cinnteach gur brag a bhios beo 
Chi mi lasadh an fhudair, 
Chluinn mi sgailcaclh nan du-chlach ri ord! 

Fhuair mi guuna nach diult mi, 
Fhuair mi claidheamh nach lub ann am dhorn, 
Ach ma ni iad mo mharbhadh, 
Ciod a feum a ni ’n armach sin dhomh-s’? 

Tha mi tinn, <fc 

Ged do ghcibhinn-sa sealbh. 
Air lan a chaisteal de dh’ airgead’s de dh or, 
Oich 1 ’ma ni iad mo mharbhadh ! 
Oiod a feum a ni ’n t-airgead sin doinh-s’:” 

Tha mi tinn, <fc. 

Bbuin an t-eug creacb gun toir dhiom 
Dh’ aindeoin oigridh do dhuthcha; 
Db’ fhag e m’ aigneadb fo dhoruinn, 
‘S bhuail e brog air mo chuinneadh; 
‘S from a db’ fhuasgail e deoir dhomb, 
Bu mhor mo choir air an dubladh; 

j Mu cheann-uighe nan deoiribh, 
| Bhi fo bbord ann an dunadh. 

Bu deas deile mo shior-ruith, 
‘S gu ‘m bu dionach mo chlaraidh: 
Bha mo chala gun diobradh, 
Ga mo dhion as gach saradh’; 
Riamb gus ‘n tainig an dil orm, 
Db’ fhag fo mhighean gu brath mi; 
‘S ard a dh’ eirich an stailc-s’ orm, 
Chuir i as domh ma m’ airnean. 

Call gun bhuinig gun bhuannachd, 
\ Bha ga m’ ruagadh’ o ‘n trath sin; 
i Cha b’ i ‘n iomairt gun fbuathas, 
j Leis ‘n do ghluais mi mar chearracb; 
: ‘N cluich a shaoil mi bhi ‘m buannachd, 
i Dh’ fhaoite ghluasad air taileasg; 
Thainig goin a‘s cur suas orm, 

I ‘S tha fear fuar dhomh na t-aite. 

0 ‘n chaidh maill’ air mo fhradbarc, 
| -S nach taoghail mi ‘n ard-bheann; 
Chuir mi cul ris an fhiadhach, 
Pong cha n’ iarr mi air clarsaich; 
Mo cheol laidhe a‘s eiridh, 
M’ osnadh gheur air bhcag tabhachd; 
Fad mo re bidh mi ‘g acain, 
Mheud ‘sa chleachd mi dheth t-ailleas. 

Ach dleasaidh faighidinn furtachd, 
Nach faic thu chuisle ga luaithead; 
Air fear na teasaich ‘sa ‘n fhiabhrais, 
‘Sgearr mu shioladh a bhruaidlein; 
Muir a dh’ eireas ga bhraisead, 
Ni fear math beairte dh’ i suaineach; 
Ach e dh’ ioinairt gu tapaidh, 
Ceann da slilait thuig a‘s uaithe. 

‘Nuair a bha mi am ghille, 
‘S mi ‘n ciad iomairt Shir Stumus, 

I Mar ri comhlan dheth m’ chinneadh, 
Scoladh air spinneig do dh’ Eirinn; 
‘S ann aig I Chalum Chille, 
Ghabh mi giorrag mu d’ dheighinn; 
Chaill tbu lan meise feodair, 
Air do shroin do ‘n fhuil ghle dhearg. 

Luchd a chaitheadh nan cuaintean, 
‘S mooli a ghluaiseadh gu surdail, 
Lc ‘n alach chalpannan cruaidhe, 
Bu bhcag roimh’ ‘n fhuaradh an curam; 
Bu choma co dheth na h-uaislean, 
Ghlacadh gluasad na stiurach; 
‘S fear math bearit air a gualainn, 
B’ urrainu fuasgladh gach cuise. 
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‘N am gluasad o thir dhuinn, 
Bu neo-mhiodhoir ar loistcan, 
Cornach, cupanach, fionach, 
Glaineach, liontaidh a stopaibk; 
Gu cairteach, taileasgach, disneach, 
‘S tailc air uigh na ‘m foirnibh; 
Dhomh-sa b’ fhurasd’ sud innse 
Bu chuid do m’ gnoimh o m’ aois oige. 

Bu ro-eibnea-oh mo leabaidh, 
‘S bha mo chadal gle cbomhnard, 
Ehad ‘sa dh’ fhuirich thu agam, 
An caoin chadal gun fhotus; 
Bu tu mo sgaith laidir dbileas, 
Ga mo dhion o gach dorainn, 
‘S e cuid a dh’ aobhar mo leith-truim, 
Bhi ‘n diugb a scasamh do churacb. 

DIORBHAIL NIC A BHRIUTHAINN; 
OR, 

DOROTHY BROWN. 
» 

This poetess belonged to Luing, an island, in Argyleshire. It is uncertain •when 
she was horn; hut she was cotemporary with Iain Lom ; like him was a Jacobite, 
and also employed her muse in the bitterest satire against the Campbells. Indeed 
there must have been great pungency in her songs; for, long after her death, one 
Colin Campbell, a native of Luing, being at a funeral in the same burying-ground 
where she was laid, trampled on her grave, imprecating curses on her memory. 
Duncan Maclachlan, of Kilbride, in Lorn, himself a poet, and of whom the trans- 
lator of Ossian makes honourable mention as a preserver of Gaelic poetry, being 
present, pulled him off her grave, sent for a gallon of whisky, and had it drunk to 
her memory on the spot. Her song to Alasdair Mac Cholla, was composed on 
seeing his birlinn pass though the sound of Luing on an expedition against the 
Campbells, in revenge for the death of his father, whom they had killed some time 
before. She is the only poetess who at all approaches Mairi niyhean Alasdair 
Euaidh as a successful votary of the muse. She composed a great many songs, 
but, not being much known out of her native island, perhaps, the following piece 
is the only thing of hers now extant. A tomb-stone, with a suitable Gaelic inscrip- 
tion, is about to be erected to her memory, in Luing, by a countryman of her own, 
Mr. Artt M‘Lachlan, of Glasgow, a gentleman well known for his zeal in every 
thing tending to promote the honour of Highlanders, and the Highlands. 

OBAN 1)0 DH’ ALASDAIR MAC COLLA. 

Alasdair a laoigh mo cheille, 
Co chunnaic no dh’ fhag thu ‘n Eirinn, 
Dh’ fhag thu na miltean ‘s na ceudan, 
‘S oha d’ fhag thu t-aon leithid fein ann, 
Calpa cruinn an t-siubhail eutruim, 
Cas chruinneachadh ‘n t-sluaigh ri cheile, 
Cha deanar coga^lh as t-eugais, 
‘S cha deanar sifh gun do reite, 
,‘S ged naeh bi na Duimhnich reidh riut, 
Gu ln robh an righ mur tha mi fein dut. 

E-ho, hi u ho, ro ho eile, 
E-ho, hi ii ho, 's i ri ri u. 
Ho hi u ro, o ho q eile, 
Modhiobhail dilh nan ceann-fheadhna. 

Mo chruit, mo chlarsach, a‘s m’ fhiodhak 
Mo theud chiuil ‘s gach ait ambithinn, 
‘Nuair a bha mi og ‘s mi ‘m nighinn, 
‘S e thogadh m’ inntinn thu thigh inn, 
Gheitheadh tu mo phog gun bkruithinn, 
‘S mar tha mi ‘n diugh ‘s math do dhligh oirr’. 

E-ho i u ho, fyc. 
Mhoire ‘s e mo run am firionn, 

Cha bhuachaille bho ‘sa ‘n innis, 
Ceaun-feadhna greadknach gun ghiorraig, 
Marcaich nan steud ‘s leoir a mb ire, 
Bhuidhneadh na cruintean d‘a ghillean, 
‘S nach seachnadh an toir iomairt, 
Ghaoiaich na ‘n deanadh tu pilleadh, 
Gheibheadh tu na bhiodh tu sireadh, 
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Ged a cliaillinn ris mo chinneach— 
Pog o ghruagach dhuinn an fhirich. 

E-ho i u ho, fyc. 

‘S truagh nach eil mi mar a b’ ait leam, 
Ceann Mhic-Cailcin ann am achlais, 
Cailein liath mi deigh a chasgairt, 
‘S a ‘n Grunair an deigh a ghlacadh, 
Bu shunndaeh a ghelbhinn cadal, 
Ged a b’ i chreag chruaidh mo leabaidh. 

E-ho i u ho, fyc. 

M’ eudail thu dh’ fbeara’ na dilinn, 
‘S math ‘s eol dhomh do shloinneadh innse, 
‘S cha b’ ann an cagar fo ‘s ‘n iosal, 
Tba do dhreach mar dh’ ordaich righ e. 
Fait am boineid tha sinteach, 
Sar rnhusg ort no euilibhear, 
Dh’eighte geard an cuirt an righ leat, 
Geist na ‘m ban o ‘n Chaisteal Reach, 
Dorn geal mu ‘n dean an.t-or sniamhan. 

E-ho i u ho, cj'c. 

Domhnullach gasda mo ghaoil thu, 
‘Sohab'e Mac Dhonnchai Ghlinne-Faochain. 
Na duine bha beo dheth dhaoine, 
Mhic an fhir o thur na faoileachd, 
Far an tig an long fo h-aodach, 
Far an olte fion gu greadhnach. 

E-ho i u ho, fyc. 

Mhoire ‘s e mo run an t-oigear, 
Fiughantach aigeanntaeh sporsail, 
Ceannard da ceathairne moire, 
‘S mise nach diultadh do chomhradh, 
Mar ri cuideachd no am onar, 
Mhic an fhir o ‘n innis cheolar, 
O ‘n tir am faighte na geoidh-ghlas, 
‘S far am faigheadh fir fhalamh storas. 

E-ho i u ho, fyc. 

Bhuailte creach a‘s speach mlior leat, 
‘S cha bhiodh chridhe tigh‘n a t-fheoraich, 
Aig a liuthad larla a‘s morair, 
Thigeadh a thoirt mach do chorach, 
Thig Mac-Shimidh, thig Mac-Leod ann, 
Thig Mac-Dhonuill duibh o Lochaidh, 
Bidh Sir Seumus ann le mhor fhir, 
Bidh na b’ annsa Aonghas og ann, 
‘S t-fhuil ghreadhnach feinbhi ga dortadh, 
‘S deas tarruinn nan geur lann gleoiste. 

E-ho i u ho, fyc. 

‘S na ‘n saoileadh cinneadh t-athar, 
Gu ‘n deanadh Granntaich do ghleidheadh, 
‘S ioma fear gunna agus claidheamh, 
Chotaichean uain’ ‘s bhreacan dhathan, 
Dh’ eireadh leat da thaobh na h-amhunn, 
Cho lionmhor ri ibht an draighum. 

E-ho i u ho, fyc. 

Mhoire ‘s iad mo run an comunn, 
Luchd na ‘n cul buidhe a‘s donna, 
Dheanadh an t-iubhar a chromadh, 
Dh’ oladh fion dearg na thonnadh, 
Thigeadh steach air mointich Thollaidh, 
‘S a thogadh creach o mhuinntir Thomaidh 

E-ho i u ho, ^'c. 

jvrrtte.—As the air to which this piece is sung is 
rather a kind of irregular chant than a tune, the 
poetess was not necessitated to make all tier 
stanzas of equal length. We know of other even 
good songs in similar style ; and, perhaps, it is 
in some measure owing to this circumstance that 
the fertility of imagination, and raciness ot lan- 
guao-e, so apparent in the compositions oi some of our untutored hards is to be attributed- A.arbh- 
rann Iain ghairbh, at page 13, is an instance ol 
this. 

SILTS NIGHEAN MHIC RAONAILL. 

Cicely or Julian M‘Donald lived from Ate reign of Charles IT. to that ot 
George I. She was daughter to Mac Raoghnaill na Ceapach, and of the Roman 
Catholic persuasion. Consequently she was an enemy to Protestantism, and hence 
devoted the earliest efforts of her muse against the House of Hanover. It is said 
that in her young days she was very frolicsome. She then .composed epigrams, 
some of which are very clever, and in our possession. She was married to Gordon 

of bailie Dhorne in Traspey, and lived with him in Moraghach Mlnc-Shimidh, a 
place which she describes in a poem, as bare and barren in comparison to her native 
Lochaber„ This celebrated piece begins with, “A theanga sin ‘sa theanga shroil, 
which was the first piece she composed after her marriage. During her residence 
in the Nortli she composed “ Sian gu brack le ceol na clarsaic/i,” as a lament mr 
Lachlan M'Kinnon the blind harper. This harper was a great favourite of our 
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poetess, and used to spend some of his time in her father’s family. He was also 
in the habit of paying her a yearly visit to the North, and played on his harp while 
she sung:— 

“ Nuair a glilacadh tu do chlarsach, 
Sa bhiodh tu ga gleusadh lamh rium, 
Oha-mhath a tbuigte le umaidh, 
Do chuir chiul-sa, ‘s mo ghabhail dhan-sa.” 

During her residence in the North she composed several short pieces, among which 
is an answer to a song by Mr. M'Kenzie of Gruineard called “An obair nogha.'' 
Her husband died of a fit of intoxication, while on a visit to Inverness. She com- 
posed an elegy on him which is here given. The song “ Alasdair a Glinne- 
Garaidh” is truly beautiful, and has served as a model for many Gaelic songs. 
After the death of her husband, she was nearly cut oflfby severe illness; and upon 
her recovery, engaged her muse In the composition of hymns, some of which are 
still in use, as appears from a Hymn-book printed at Inverness in 1821. She lived 
to a good old age, but the time of her death is uncertain. 

MARBIIRANN AIR BAS A FIR. 

[This song was not composed by Cicely, nor did her husband die of intoxication.] 

‘S i so bliadbna ‘s faid’ a cblaoidh mi, 
Gu‘n cheol gu‘n aighear gun fhaoilteas, 
Mi mar bbat air traigh air sgaoileadh, 
Gun stiuir, gun seol, gun ramh, gun taoman. 

O ‘s coma’ learn fhin na co dhiubh sin. 
Mire, no aighear, no sugradh, 
‘JVdiugh o shin mi r'a chunntadh, 
‘S e ceann na blad.hna thug riadh dhiom 

dubailt. 

‘S i so bliadhn’ a chaisg air m’ ailleas, 
Chuir mi fear mo thaigbe, ‘n caradh, 
‘N ciste chaoil ‘s.na saoir ‘ga sabhadh; 
0! ‘s mis tha faoin ‘s mo dhaoin’ air m’ 

fhagail. 
0 ‘s coma’ leant fhin, SfC. 

Chaill mi sin ‘s mo chuilean gradhach, 
Bha gu foinnidb, fearail, aillidh, 
Bha gun bheurn, gun leum, gun ardan; 
Bba guth a bheil mar theud na clarsaich. 

O ‘s coma’ learn fhin, fyc. 

Ma ‘s beag learn sud fhu'air mi barr air 
Ceann mo stuic is pruip nan cairdean, 
A leag na ceud le bkeum ‘s na blaraibh, 
Ga chuir fo ‘n fhod le ol na graisge. 

O ‘s coma’ learn fhin, Sfc. 

Ciod na creachan a thug bhuainn thu? 
Thug do dh’ Inbheirnis air chuairt thu, 
Dh’ ol an fhiona las do ghruaidhean 
‘S a dh'fhag thu d’ chorp gu‘n lot gun luaidhe. 

O ‘s coma’ leam fhin, fyc. 

‘S mor a tha gun fhios do d’ chairdean 
San tir mhoir tha null o. ‘n t-saile, 
Thu bhi aig na Gaill ga d’ charadh 
‘S do dhuthaich fein ga mort' le namhaid. 

O ‘s coma’ leant fhin, §c. 

Bu tu ‘n Curaidh fuilteach, buaWteach, 
Ceannsgalach, borb, laidir, uasal, 
Na ‘m b’ ann am blar no ‘n spairn a bhuailf 

thu, 
Gu ‘m biodh do chairdean a’ tair-leum suasorr’ 

O ‘s coma’ leam fhinlSfC, 

Curaidh gasta, crodha, fumail, 
Tionnsgalach, garg, beodha, euchdach; 
‘N Coille-chriothnaich ‘s la an t-s!eibhe, 
Bu luath do lann ‘s bu teann do bheuman. 

O ‘s coma’ leam fhin, fyc. 

Mo chreaph long nan leoghann garga, 
Nam briitaichean groil ‘s nan dath dearga, 
Gur trie an t-eug gu geur g‘ur sealg-sa 
Leagail bhur crann-siuil gu fairge. 

O ‘s coma’ leam fhin, SfC. 

Nise bho na dh‘f halbh na braithrean 
‘S nach eil ach Uilleam dhiu lathair, 
A righ mhoir, ma ‘s deonach dail da, 
Gus an diong an t-oighre t-aite. 

O ‘s coma’ leam fhin, §c. 

Ach a righ mhoir tog ‘s an aird iad, 
Mar chraoibh ubhlan, mheulair mhiaghair. 
Mar ghallan ur nach lub drocli aimsir. 
Mar phreasa fiona ‘s lionmhor leanmhuinn. 

O ‘s coma’ leam fhin, fyc. 
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O 4s e so deireadh cn t-saogLail bkrionnaich 
Aird righ dean sinn orsta cuimhneachj 
An deigh an latha thig an oidhche 
‘S thig an t-aog air chaoehladh Staidhle. 

O ‘s coma' leamfhin, fyc. 

MARBHRANN 

DO Dll’ ALASTAIR DUBH GULINNE-GARAIDH.. 

ALASDAIR a gleanna-garadh, 
Thug thu ‘11 diugli gal air mo skuilean, 

‘S beag ioghnadk mi bhi trom creuchdach, 
Gur trie g‘ar reubadh as ur siuu, 

‘S deachdar dhomhsa bhi gun *n osnajdh, 
‘S meud an dosgaidh th‘air mo chairdean, 

Gur trie an t-eug oirn a’ gearradh, 
Tagha nan darag is airde. 

Chaill sinn ionnan agus comhla, 
Sir Domhnull, a mhac, ‘sa bhrathair, 

Ciod e ‘m feum dhuinn bhi ga ghearan ? 
Dh-fhan Mac-‘Ic-Ailein sa bhlar bhuain, 

Chaill sinn darag laidir liath-ghlas, 
Bha cumhail dion air a chairdean, 

Capull-coille bharr na giubhsaich, 
Seobhag sul-ghorm, lugh-mhor, laidir. 

Dh-fhalbh ceann na ceille ‘s na comhairl, 
Ann ‘s gaeh gnothaoh am bi curam, 

Agkaidh siioerach, sholta, thaitneach, 
Grid he fial, farsuinn, mu‘n ehuineadh; 

Bu tu tagha nan sar-ghaisgeach, 
Mo ghualainn thaiee-‘s,—mo dhiubhail; 

Smiorail, feamil, foineamh, treabhach, 
Ceann-feadhna chaill Seumas Stiubhart. 

Na V ionnan do chaeh ‘s do ghoill, 
Mu‘n dh-imich ail long a mack, 

Cha rachadh i ritMst air sail, 
Gun ‘n fhios eia fath a thug i steaeh, 

Ach ‘nuair chunaig sibh an trath sin, 
A bhi g ar fagal air faonthragh, 

Bhrist bhur cridheachan le mulad, 
‘S leir a bhuil cha robh sibh saogh'lach. 

' Bu tu‘n lasair dhearg g‘an losgadh, 
‘S bu tu sgoilteadh iad gu‘n sailtean, 

Bu tu gualann chur a chatha, 
Bu tu‘n laoch gun atha laimhe, 

Bu tu‘m bradan aim san fhior-uisg, 
Fior-eun on ealtainn is airde, 

Bu tu‘n leoghann thar gach beithaoh, 
‘S bu tu damh leathanu na craice. 

Bu tu loch nack faighe thaomadh, 
‘S tu tobar faoilidh na slainte, 

‘S tu Beinn-Neamhais thar gach aonach, 
Bu tu chreag nach fhaoito thearnadh, 

Bu tu clack mhullaich a chaistail, 
Bu tu leac leathann na sraide, 

Bu tu leig loghmhor nam buadhan, 
Bu tu clack uasal an fhaine. 

j Bu tu‘n t-iubhair as a choille, 
Bu tu‘n darach dainghean laidir, 

Bu tu‘n cuileann bu tu‘n dreaghunn, 
Bu tu‘n t-abhall molach blatk-mhor, 

Cha robh meur annad do’ chritheann, 
Cha robh do dhlighe ri fearna, 

Cha robh do chairdeas ri leamkan, 
Bu tu leannan nam ban aluinn. 

Bu tu ceile na mna priseil, 
‘S oil leam fhin ga dith an drasd thu, 

Ge d’ nach ionnan dhomhsa is dhi-se 
‘S goirt a tha mi-fkin ma caradh, 

H-uile bean a bhios gun cheile, 
Guidheadh i Mac Dhe na aite, 

| 0 ‘s e ‘s urrainn bhi ga comhnadh, 
Anns gach leon a chuireas cas oirrh 

******* 
****** 
******* 
****** f 

Guidheam do mhac bhi na t-aite, 
‘An saibhreas an aiteas ‘s an curam, 

Alasdair a Gleanna-Garadh, 
Thug thu ‘n diugh gal air mo shuilean. 

f The above four lines are lost. 

THA MI AM CHADAL, &c. 

no dh’ fheachd righ seumas. 

Gur diombach mi ‘n iomairt, 
Chuir gach fin’ air fogradh; 
Tha mi am chadal ‘s na duisgibh mi 
Gun aighear gun eibhneas, 
‘S gu‘n reiteach o Dheorsa; 
Tha mi am chadal.‘s na duisgibh mi. 

Gur h-ioma bean uasal,. 
Tha gu h-uaigneach na seomar. 
Gun aighear gun eibhneas, 
‘S i ‘g eiridh na h-onar, 
Sior chaoidh na ‘n uaislean, 
A fhuair iad ri phosadh; 
Tha mi am chadal ‘s na duisgibh mi. 

Mo thruaighe a chlann, 
Nach robh gann na ‘n curaisde; - _ 
Tha mi am 'chadal ‘s na duisgibh mi, 
‘N am bualadh na ‘n lann, 
An am na ‘m buileanan; 
Tha mi am chadal ‘s na duisgibh mi. 

Ge d’ tha sibh ‘sa‘n am, 
Fcadh ghleann a‘s mhunainean, 
Gu nochd sibh ‘ur ceann 
‘N am teanndachd mar churaidlmean, 
‘Nuair thig Seumas a nail, 
‘Si bhur lann bhios fuileachdach. 
Tha mi am chadal‘s na duisgibh mi. 
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‘S e righ na muice, 
‘S na Cuigse, righ Deorsa; 
Tha mi am chftdal ‘s na duisgibh mi, 
Mu ‘n tig oirnn an t-samhainn. 
Bidh amhach ‘s na cordaibh; 
Tha mi am chadal ‘s na duisgibh mi j 

Na 'n eireadh sibh suas, 
Le cruadal a‘s duiuealschd, 
Eadar islean a‘s uaislcan, 
Thuath agus chumanta, 
‘S gu‘n sgiursadh sibh uaibh e, 
Righ fuadain nach buineadh dhuinn; 
Dhcanainu an cadal gu sunndach leibh. 

NIALL MAC-MHUIRICH. 

Neil MaoYerich, the family bard and historian of Clanronald, Mac-Dhonuilt^ 
Mhic-Ic-Ailein, was born in the beginning of the seventeenth century. He lived 
in South Uist, where he held a possession of land which is known to this day, as 
marked out and designated Baile-bhaird, i. e. the bard’s farm. He was of a suc- 
cession of poets that the illustrious family kept to record the history of their ances- 
tors, and to fill the station so indispensably requisite in those days, in the halls of 
chiefs of renown. There were several poets of the name of Mao-Mhuirich, lineal 
descendants of the same man, who were distinguished from each other in various 
ways, as specified in the brief account given of Lachunn mor Mac-Mhuirich AU 
bannaich; Neil was simply, if not emphatically, called Niall Mac-Mhuirich, Clan- 
ronald’s Seanachaidh, or family historian. 

He had written, in the Gaelic language, the history of the great clan whoso 
records he kept, and the strains in which distinguished individuals were commemo- 
rated for their talents and prowess. But he satisfied not himself with writing what 
related to the family that honoured him with the 'office of bard; he likewise had 
written ancient poetry, and the history of past times.—See the Highland. Society’s 
account of the Red Book. 

While this celebrated bard was most careful in recording every thing worthy of 
preservation, it is to be regretted that so little of his own history and works have 
been preserved. This has been often the case with men of genius. Very few 
Gaelic bards were at the trouble of writing their own productions; they trusted too 
much to memory; seldom reflected on what might happen in the lapse of time ; 
never apprehended that succeeding generations would be indifferent about what 
seemed to them to be of the greatest moment. Neil M'Vurich, while he adopted 
the best method of handing down to posterity the invaluable relics of antiquity, 
might not think it worth his trouble to write his own poems, or record any anec- 
dotes concerning himself. These, like many others, have been lost, with the excep- 
tion of the two pieces given in this work. He lived to a great age, and was an 
old man in 1715. 

To throw more light on the history of this tribe of poets, we beg to give tho fol- 
lowing, which is a copy of the declaration of Lachlan M'Vurich, a son of the bard, 
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written in Gaelic, and addressed to Henry M'Kenzie, Esq., at the time he was 
writing the Highland Society’s report of Ossian :— 

Basra, Qth August, 1800. 

Ann an taigh Phadruig Mhic-Neacail an Torluim goirid o Chaisteal Bhuirghi 
ann an Siorramachd Inbhernis, a naoidhamh latha de chiad mhios an fhoghair, 
aims an da fhichead bliadhna agus naoidh-deug d’a aois, thainig Lachlunn mac 
Neill, mhie Lachluinn, mine Neill, mhic Dhomhnuill, mhic Lachuinn, mhic Neill 
mhoir, mhic Lachuinn,* mhic Dhomhnuill, do shloinne chlann Mhuirich, ann an 
lathair lluairidh Mhic Neill tighearna Bhara, thabhairt a chodaich, mar is fiosrach 
e san, gur e fein an t-ochdamh glun deug o Mhuireach a bha leanmhuinn teaghlaich 
Mhic-‘Ic-Ailein, ceannard Chlann-Baonuill, mar bhardaibh, agus o an am sin gu 

* This is Lachunn mor Mac Mhuirich Albannaich, or Lachlan mor MacVuirich of 
Scotland, the second of this famous tribe of bards. 

Where there are several individuals of the same name, it is necessary to have some marks to 
distinguish them. This has been always attended to by the Gael though in various ways. 
It is common to call persons by their patronimics; and among clans, where many have the 
same name and surname, they could not be distinctly called and recognised otherwise: instead 
of saying Alexander McDonald, where two, three or four were found of the same name, in 
the same place, they called one, Alexander, thesOn of Allan, the son of John; another, Alex- 
ander, the son of Donald, the son of Neil; and another, the son of Kory, the son ofDugald, &c. 

The Gaelic language being susceptible of describing beings and objects most minutely, 
individuals are frequently distinguished and described from their appearance, or qualities 
external and internal. Thus our author has been called Lachlann Mor, in contradistinction 
to another of the same name who was less. Mor signifies great in respect of one’s person or 
mind. Its literal meaning is magnitude, and this is the sense in which it has been applied 
here. But there is another mark by which this bard was distinguished, namely, % his 
country, Albanach, or of Scotland. Irish bards, or minstrels, were once no strangers in 
Scotland, and especially the Highlands; for Albainn, the Gaelic term for Scotland, had been 
particularly applied to the Highlands. The cognomen, Albannach, had been given Lachlan 
mor MacVurich emphatically, being the great poet of his day. The language of the two 
countries being the same, the Scottish Highlanders and Irish understood each other; and 
there was frequent intercourse between them. They, in fact, wTere originally the same peo- 
ple; and, instead of disputing about the origin of the one or the other, historians ought to 
regard them as one and the same, removing from the one kingdom to the other as occasion 
or necessity required. Of the works of this famous poet, all now extant is an extraordinary 
one—a war song, composed almost wholly of epithets arranged in alphabetical order, to rouse 
the Clan Donuil to the highest pitch of enthusiasm before the battle of Harlaw. This poem 
is entitled in Gaelic :—“ Brosnaciia-catha Le Lachunn Mor Mac Mhuirich Albannaich 
Do Dhomhnull a Ile Righ-Innse-gall agus Iarla Rois Latha Machraich Liiath- 
oairiach.”* The piece has a part for every letter in the Gaelic alphabet till near the end 

* This battle was fought, anno 1411, at a small village called Harlaw, in the district of Garioeh, 
within ten miles of Aberdeen. The cause of it was this:—Walter Lesly a man nobly born, suc- 
ceeded to the Earldom of Ross, in right of his lady, who was daughter of that house. He had by 
her a sou, who succeeded him, and a daughter, who was married to the Lord of the Isles. His 
son married a daughter of the duke of Albany, son of Robert II., at that time governor of Scotland; 
but dying young, left behind him only one child. It is said that she was somewhat deformed, and 
rendered herself a Religious. From her the governor easily procured a resignation of the Earldom 
of Ross in favor of John earl of Buchan, his second son, to the prejudice of Donald lord of the Isles, 
who was grandson of the said Lesly, and supposed the nearest heir. He claimed his right accord- 
ingly, but finding the governor, who probably regarded him already as too powerful a subject, not 
inclined to do him that justice he expected, be immediately raised an army of no less than 10,000 
men within his own isles, and putting himself at their head, made a descent on the continent, and, 
without opposition, seized the lands of Ross, and alter increasing his army with the inhabitants, 
he continued his march from Ross until he came to Garioeh, withiu ten miles of Aberdeen, ravaging 
the countries through which he passed, and threatening to enrich his men with the wealth of that 
town. But before he could reach that place, his career was stopped by Alexander Stewart, the 
grandson of Robert II., and earl of Marr. For this brave youth, by orders from the governor, drew 
together, with great expedition, almost all the nobility and gentry between the two rivers 'fay and 
Spey, and with them met the invader at the place above mentioned, where a long, uncertain, and 
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robh fearann Staoiloagairi agus ceitbir peigliin^an do Dhriomasdal aca mar dhuais 
bardaebd o linn gu linn, feadh chuig gliluin-deug: Gu’n do chad an siathamh-glun 
deug ceitbir peigbinean Dhriomasdail, acb gu do ghleidb an scacbdamb glun diu 
fearann Staoileagairi fad naoi bliadhna deug de dh’ aimsir, agus gu robh am fearann 
sin air a cheangal dhaibh ann an coir fhad ’s a bbiodb fear do Cblann-Mhuirich 
ann, a churaadh suas sloinneadb agus seanchas Chlann-Domhnuill; agus bha e 
mar fhiachan orra, ’nuair nach biodb mac aig a bbard, gu tugadh e fogblum do 
mhac a bbrathar, no dba oighre, chum an coir air an fhearann a ghleidheadh, afrus 
is ann a reir a ehleachdaidh so fhuair Niall, athair fein, ionnsachadh gu leuo-badh, 
sgriobbadh, eacbdrai agus bardaebd, o Dhomhnull mac Neill mbic Dbombnuill, 
bratbair athar. 

Tha cuimbne mhath aige gu robh “ Saothair Oisein” sgriobht’ ar craicnean 
ann an gleidhteanas athar o shinnsiribh; gu robh cuid dheth na craicnean air an 
deanamh suas mar leabbraicbean, agus cuid eile fuasgailt o cheile, aims an robh 
cuid do shaotbair bbard eilo, bbarachd ar “ Saotbair Oisein.” 

Tha cuimbne aige gu robh leabbar aig atbair ris an eanadh iad an “ Leabhar 
dearg,” de phaipeir, a thainig o shinnsiribh, aims a robb moran do shean eachdraidh 
nam fineachan Gaelach, agus cuid de “ Shaothair Oisein” mar bha atbair ag 
innseadh dha. Chan eil a h-aon de na leabhraicbean so r’a fhaotainn an diuo-b, 
thaobh is ’nuai? a cbaill iad am fearann, gu do chaill iad am misneach agus an 
durachd. Cha’n eil e cinnteach ciod e tbainig ris na craicnean, ach gu bheil barail 
aige gun tug Alasdair mac Mhaigbstir Alasdair Tc-Dbomhnuill ar falbh cuid diubh, 

agus Raonull a mbac cuid eile dbiubh; agus gum fac e dba no tri’ dhiubh aig 
taileireau ga ’n gearradh sios gu criosan tombais: Agus tha cuimhne mhath aige 

consisting altogether of three hundred and thirty-eight lines. It would occupy too much 
space to print it in this work. Here follow the two first, and afco the thirteen last lines of 
the poem:— 

A chlanna Cuinn cuimhniehibh, 
Cruas an am na h-iorghuill. 
****** 

Gu ur-labhrach, ur-lamhach neart-mhor, 
Gu coisneadh na cath-larach, 
Ri bruidhne ‘ur biubhaidh, 
A chlanna Cbuirin cheud-chathaich, 
‘Si nis uair ‘ur n‘aitlmaichidh. 

A chuileanan chonfhadach, 
A bheirichean bunanta, 
A leoghainnean lan-ghasta 
Aon-chonnaibh iorgh nil leach 
De laochaibh chrodha, churanta 
De chlannaibh Chuinn cheud-chathaich 
A chlanna Chuinn, cuimhhicbibh 
Cruas an am na h-iorghuill. 

This poem is very valuable in two respects;-First, It is the best proof that could be given 
of a language, so copious and abounding in epithets, that the number poured out under each 
letter is almost incomprehensible. What command of language ' How well deserved our 
hard the adnomen Albanach! He lived in the fifteenth century. He could not be ignorant 
of letters. He was well acquainted with all the idioms of his native language, and had the 
greatest command over its powers and energies. Nor was he ignorant of the genius of the 
people whom he addressed. Clann-Domhnuill was the most powerful of the clans in his 
time. They were foremost in battle, and entitled to take the right in the field; which was 
never disputed, till the battle of Culloden, which proved so fatal to many. Our poet, there- 
fore, exhausted the almost exhaustleSs copia verborum of the language, for the purpose of 
infusing the spirit of the greatest heroism and love of conquest into the breasts of tha 
warriors. 

Woody battle ensued ; so long, that nothing but the night could put an end to it; so uncertain that 
li^f'fi Tlt0 8aya who A'1 r°st or gained the day; so bloody, that one family is reported to’havi lost the father and six ol lus sons. The earl of Marr’s party, who survived, lay all niirlit on tho 
field of batUe; while Donald, being rather wearied with action tlian conquered by force of arm* 
thought ht to retreat, iirst to Koss, and then to the Inks.—Abercromby’s Hut. * ’ 
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gu tug Mac-’Ic-Ailein air athair an “ Leabbar dearg” a thabhairt seacbad do 
Sheumas Mac Mhuirich a Baideanach; gu robb e goirid o bhi cho tiugh ri Bioball, 
acb gu robh e na b’ fhaide agus na bu leatba, ach nacb robh urad thiughaid sa 
chomhdaeb; gu robh na craicuean agus an “ Leabhar dearg” air an sgriobhadh 
anus an laimh anns an robh Gaelig air a sgriobhadh o shean an Albainn agus ann 
an Eirinn, mu’n do ghabh daoine cleachdadh air sgriobhaclh na Gaelig anns an 
laimh Shasunnaich; gum b’aithne dha athair an t-shean lamh a leughadh gu math ; 
gu robh cuid de na craicnean aige fein an deigh bais athar, ach a thaobh is nach d’ 
ionnsaich e iad, agus nach robh aobhar meas aig’ orra, gu deach’ iad ar chall. 
Tha e ag radh nach robh h-aon do shinnsiribh air a robh Pall mar ainrn, ach gu 
robh dithis dhiubh ris an canadh iad Cathal. 

Tha e ’g radh nach ann le h-aon duine a sgriobhadh an “ Leabhar dearg,” ach 
gu robh c air a sgriobhadh o linn gu linn le teaghlach Chlann-Mhuirich, a bha 
cumail suas seanachas Chlainn-Domhnuill, agus ceannardan nam fineachan Gaelach 
cile. 

An deigh so a sgriobhadh, chaidh a leughadh dha, agus dh-aidich e gu robh e 
ceart, ann an lathair Dhomhnuill Mhie-Dhomhnuill, fear Bhaile Raghaill; Eoghain 
Mhic-Dhomhnuill, fear Gheara-sheilich; Eoghan Mhic-Dhomhnuill Fear Ghriminis; 
Alasdair Mhic-Ghilleain, fear Hosier, Alasdair Mhic-Neacail, ministear Bheinne 
bhaoghla; agus Ailein Mhic-Chuinn, ministear Uist-a-Chinne-<Ma<A, a fear asgriobh 
a seanachas so. 

(Signed) LACHUNN X MAC-MHUIRICH. 

PtUAIRIDH MAC-NEILL, J. P. 

* TRANSLATION OF THE ABOVE. 

In the house of Patrick Nicholson, at Torlum, near Castle-Burgh, in the shire of 
Inverness, on the ninth day of August, compeared in the fifty-ninth year of his age, 
Lachlan, son of Neil, son of Lachlan, son of Neil, son of Donald, son of Lachlan, 
son of Neil Mor, son of Lachlan, son of Donald, of the surname of Mac Vuirich, 
before Roderick M'Ncil, laird of Barra, and declared, That, according to the best 
of his knowledge, he is the eighteenth in descent from Muireach, whose posterity 
had officiated as bards to the family of Clanronald; and that they had from that 
time, as the salary of their office, the farm of Staoiligary and four pennies of Drim- 
isdale during fifteen generations; that the sixteenth descendant lost the four pennies 
of Drimisdale, but that the seventeenth descendant retained the farm of Staoiligary 
for nineteen years of his life. That there was a right given them over these lands 
as long as there should be any of the posterity of JJuireach to preserve and continue 
the genealogy and history of the Macdonalds, on condition that the bard, failing of 
male issue, was to educate his brother’s son, or representative, in order to preserve 
their title to the lands; and that it was in pursuance of this custom that his own 
father, Neil, had been taught to read and write history and poetry by Donald, son 
of Neil, son of Donald, his father’s brother. 
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He remembers well that works of Ossian, written on pachment, were in the cus- 
tody of his father, as received from his predecessors; that some of the parchments 
were made up in the form of books, and that others were loose and separate, which 
contained the works of other bards besides those of Ossian. 

He remembers that his father had a book which was called the Red Book, made 
of paper, which he had from his predecessors, and which, as his father informed him, 
contained a good deal of the history of the Highland Clans, together with part of 
the works of Ossian. That none of these books are to be found at this day, because 
when they (his family) were deprived of their lands, they lost their alacrity and 
zeal. That he is not certain what became of the parchments, but thinks that some 
of them were carried away by Alexander, son of the Rev. Alexander Macdonald, 
and others by Ronald his son; and he saw two or three of them cut down by tailors 
for measures. That he remembers well that Clanronald made his father give up 
the red book to James Macpherson from Badenoeh; that it was near as thick as a 
Bible, but that it was longer and broader, though not so thick in the cover. That 
the parchments and the red book were written in the hand in which the Gaelic used 
to be written of old both in Scotland and Ireland before people began to use the 
English hand in writing Gaelic; and that his father knew well how to read the old 
hand. That he himself had some of the parchments after his father’s death, but 
that because he had not been taught to read them, and had no reason to set any 
value upon them, they were lost. He says that none of his forefathers had the 
name of Paul, but that there were two of them who were called Cathal. 

He says that the red book was not written by one man, but that it was written 
from age to age by the family of Clan Mhuirich, who were preserving and continu- 
ing the history of the Macdonalds, and of other heads of Highland clans. 

After the above declaration was taken down, it was read to him, and he ac- 
knowledged it was right, in presence of Donald M‘Donald of Balronald, James 
M‘Donald of Garyhelick, Ewan MacDonald of Griminish, Alexander MacLcan of 
Hosier, Mr. Alexander Nicolson, minister of Benbecula, and Mr. Allan MacQueen, 
minister of North-Uist, who wrote this declaration. 

(Signed) LACHLAN X MAC YUIRICH. 
. RODERICK MAC NIEL, J.P. 

ORAN. DO MHAC-MHIC-AILEIN.* 

Gur e naigheaehtl na ciadain, 
Rinn mo chruitheachd a shiaradh. 
Le liunn-dubb, 's le bron cianail, 
Gu‘n dhruidh i trom air mo chriochaibh, 
Mo sgeul duilich nach iarr, 

M’ uaildb, m’ aighear, is m’ aiteas, 
Tha fo bhinn aig fir shasuinn. 
Ar tighearn’ og maiseach, 
An t-ogh ud larla nam bratach, 
Mac an fhir thug dhomh fasga 

Mi ;ur comhradh. ‘Nuair b’ og mi. 
Mo sgeul, &e. Mac an flur, &c. 

*The bard composed this song when a very old 
man, on hearing that his master was wounded at 
Shirriffmuir. 

‘S truagh gu‘n mise bin lamb ruit, 
‘Nuair a leagadk ‘s bhlar thu, 

* 4 
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Gu cruaidh curanta laidir, 
Agus spionnadh nan Gael, ^ 
Naile dhiolainn do bhas, 

Dheanainn feolach, 
Naile dhiolainn, &e. 

Uidhist aighearach, eibhinn, 
Dhubhach, ghalanaeh, dheurach, 
Nis o rug ort am beum so, 
‘S goirt r‘a fhul*ng ni ‘s eiginn, 
Liuthad fear a tha ‘n deigh air • 

Mac-Dhomhnuill. 
Liuthad fear, &c. 

Cha ‘n e ‘n Domhnull sin roimhe, 
Ach mac sin Dhomhnuill ogh Iain, 
Ailean aoibhinn an aigheir, 
Urramfeile; righ flatha, 
Ceannard meaghreach gu caitheamh 

Na mor-chuis. 
Ceannard, &c. 

% 
‘Nuair a chiaradh am feasgar, 
Gum biodh branndaidh ga losgadh, 
Fion Frangach ga chosg leibh, 
Coinnlein ceire gan losgadh, 
Sar Cheann-feadhna ‘toirtbrosnaehadh, 

Cecil duibh. 
Sar Cheann-feadhna, &c. 

Gum biodh fldheall ga rusgadh; 
Buidheann thaitneach air urlar; 
Fiob a ‘sgala nan sionnsar, 
Fuaim talla r'a chul sin, 
‘G iomairt chleas air chrios cuil 

Nam fear oga. 
‘G iomairt ehleas, &e. 

M’ ulaidh m‘aighear am fiuran. 
An t-Ailean aighearach aoidheil, 
Bha gu macanta miunte, 
Dh-fhas gu h-aigeantach uiseil, 
Fhuair mi aoibhneas a d’ chuirt, 

Cha be’n dolum, 
Fhuair mi, &c. 

• 
Bu tu m’ urram is m’ annsachd, 
Cha seinn mi eachdraidh do biiais ort, 
Aig eagal droch fhaisneachd, 
#N duil gum faiceamsa slan thu, 
Mar a faic gun toir Gaelig, 

Ni‘s mo bhuam. 
Mar a faic, &e. 

Tha mi sgith ‘s gu‘n mi ullamh, 
S mi ‘n deigh mo chuire, 
Gu‘n duil ri sud tuille; 
BThcarr nach bitheadh na h-urrad, 
0‘n la chualas gu‘n chuireadh, 

Do leon ort. 
0‘n la, &c. 

MARBH-RANN MHIC-TC-AILEIN, 

A MHABBHADH SA BHLIADHNA 1715. 

Och ! a Mhuire mo dhunaidh, 
Thu bhi d’ shineadh air t-uilinn, 

An taigh mor Mhoirear Drumad, 
Gun ar duil ri d’ theaehd tuille, 

Le failte ‘s le furan, 
Dh-fhios na duthcha da‘m buineadh, 

A charaid larla Choig-Ulainn, • 
‘S goirt le ceannasd fir Mhuile do dhiol. 

‘S goirt le ceannard, &c. 

Dh-fhalbh Domhnull nan Domhnull 
A‘s an Raonull a b’ oige, 

S Mac-Tc-Alastair Chnoideart, 
Fear na misniche moire, 

Dh-fheuch am beireadh iad beo ort, 
Cha ro‘n sud dhaibh ach gorraieh, 

Feum cha robh dhaibh nan toireachd, 
‘S ann a fhuair iad do chomhra gu’n ehlL 

‘S ann a fhuair iad do chomhra, &c. 

Mo chreach mhor mar a thachair, 
‘S e chuir tur stad air m’ aiteas, 

T-fhuil mhorghalach reachdur, 
Bhi air bocadh a d’ chraiceann, 

Gun seol air a casgadh; 
Bu tu righ nam fear feachda, 

A chum t-onoir is t-fhacal, 
‘S cha do phill thu le gealtachd a nios. 

‘S cha do phill thu le geallachd, &c. 

,Mo cheist ceannard Chlann-Raonuill, 
Aig am biodh na cinn-fheadhna, 

Na fir ur air dheagh fhoghlum, 
Nach iarradh de‘n t-shaoghal, 

Ach airm agus aodach, 
Le ‘n cuilbheirean caola, 

Sheasadh fad air an aodann, 
Rinn iad sud is cha d‘fhaod iad do dhion. 

Rinn iad sud, &c. 

‘S mor gair ban do chinnidh, 
0‘n a thoisich an iomairt, 

An sgeul a fhuair iad chuir tiom orr’, 
T-fhuil chraobhach a’ sileadh, 

‘S i dortadh air mhire, 
Gu’n seol air a pilleadh, 

Ge d’ tha Raonall a d‘ionad, 
‘S mor ar call ged a chinneadh an righ. 

‘S mor ar call ge do chinneadh, &c. 

‘S trom puthar na luaidhe, 
‘S goirt ‘s gur chumhann a bualadh, 

Nach do ruith i air t-uachdar, 
‘Nuair a dh-ionntrain iad uath thu. 

Thug do mhuinntir gair chruaidh asd; 
Ach ‘s e ordugh a fhuair iad, 

Ceum air ‘n aghaidh le cruadal, 
‘S a bhi leantainn na ruaig air a druim. 

‘S a bhi leantainn na^ruaig, &c. 
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Dheagh Mhie-Ailein mhic Iain, 
Clia robli leithid do thaighe, 

Ann am Breatunn r‘a fhaighinn; 
Taigh mor fiughantach, flathail, 

4M bn miior sugradh le h-aighear, 
Bhiodh na h-uaislean ga thaghaich, 

Rinn iad euims’ air do cbaitheamh, 
Ann an toiseach an latha dol sios. 

Ann an toiseach an latha, &c. 

‘S iomadh gruagach ‘s breideach, 
Eadar Uidhist is Sleibhte, 

Chaidh am mugha mu d’ dheibhinn, 
Laidh smal air na speuraibh, 

Agus sneaehd air na geugaibh, 
Ghuil eunlaith an t-shleiblie, 

0‘n la chual iad gun d’ eug thu, 
A cheann uidhe nan ceud bu mhor pris, 

A chcann-uidhe nan ceud, &c. 

Glieibht’ a d’ bhaile ma fheasgar, 
Smuid mhor, ‘s cha b’ e ‘n greadan; 

Fir ur agus fleasgaich, 
A’ losga’ fudair le beadradh, 

Cuirn is cupaichean breaca, 
Piosan oir air an dealtradh, 

‘S cha b’ ann falamh a gheibht’ iad, 
Ach gach deoch mar bu neart-mhoire brigh. 

Ach gach mar bu, &c. 
9 

‘S iomadh clogaid a‘s targaid, 
Agus claidhcamh chinn airgeid, 

Bhiodh mar coinneamh air ealachuin, 
Dhomhsa b’ aithne do sheanchas, 

Ge do b’ fharsuinn ri leanmhuinn, 
Ann an eachdraidh na h-Alba; 

Raonuill oig dean beairt ainmeil, 
0‘n bu dual dut o d’leanmhuinn morghniomh 

0‘n bu'dual, &c. 

‘S cha bu lothagan cliata, 
Gheibht’ ad stabuill ga‘m biathadh; 

Ach eich chruidheacha shrianach, 
Bhiodh do mhiol-choin air iallaibh, 

‘S iad a’ feitheamh r> fiadhach, 
Ann sna coireanaibh riabhach, 

B’ e mo chreacha nach do liath thu, 
M’ an tainig teachdair ga d’ iarraidh on righ. 

M’ an tainig teachdair, &c. 

SEANACHAS SLOINNIDH 
XA PIOBA BHO THUS. 

Aodroman muice ho ! bo ! 
Air a sheideadh gu h-ana-mhor, 
A cheud mhala nach robh binn, 
Thainig o thus na dilinn. 
Bha seal ri aodromain mhuc, 
Ga lionadh suas as gach pluic, 
Graiceann seana inbuilt na dheigh sin, 
Re searbhadas agus ri durdail. 
Cha robh ’n uair sin ann sa phiob, 
Ach seannsair agus aon liop, 
Agus maide chumadh nam fonn, 
1 )a ’rn b’-ainm an sumaire, 
Tamull daibh na dheigh sin, 

Do fhuair as-innleachd innleachd, 
Agus chinnich na tri chroinn innt, 
Fear dhiu fada, leobhar, garbh, 
Ri durdan reamhar ro shearbh. 
Air faighinn an durdain soirbh, 
Agus a ghothaich gu loma leir, 
Chraobh-sgaoil a chrannaghail mar sin, 
Ri searbhadas agus ri ruchdail. 

Piob sgreadanach Ian Mhic-Artair, 
Mar eun curra air dol air ais, 
Lan ronn’s i labhar luirgneach, 
Com galair mar ghuilbneich ghlais 
Piob Dhomhnuill do cheol na Cruinne, 
Crannaghail bhreoite’s breun roi’ shluagh, 
Cathadh a muin tro mala grodaidh, 
Bo ’n tuil ghrainnde robaich ruaidh : 
Ball Dhomhnuill is dos na pioba, 
Da bhcist chursta ’ chlaigeinn mhaoil, 
Seinnidh Corra-ghluineach a ghathuinn 
Fuaim truileach an tabhainn sheirbh. 

Do-cheol do blii ’n ifrinn iochdrach, 
Faohnar phioban nan dos cruaidh, 
Culaidh a dhusgadh nan deatnhan, 
Liugail do mheoir reamhair ruaidh. 
Air fheasgar an earraich min, 
Mar gheum mairt caoile teachd gu tlus, 
Thig sgreadail a chroinn riahhaich, 
Mar bhr. . . toine 'n di duibh. 
Chuir Venus a bha seal an Ifrinn, 
Mar dhearbhachd sgeul gu fir an Domhain. 
Gur h-e corranach bhan is piob ghleadhair, 
Da leannan ciuil cluas nan Deamhan. 
********* 
********* 

Faileadh a ch dheth na mhala 
’S faileadh a mhala dheth ’n phiobair. 

Note.—The Author of this piece is Niall mor 
Mac-Mhuirich. We have heard the following 
anecdote, in illustration of this poem. Neil had 
lately returned to his father’s house from the 
bards’ college, in Ireland, from whence, along 
with the stores of genealogical and other lore 
with which he had stored his head, he had in ad- 
dition, brought over a back-burden of the small- 

ox, and was lying asleep, on a settle-bed, at the 
ack of the house, near the Are, when John and 

Donald M‘Arthur, two pipers, came in, and, sit- 
ting down on the bed-stock, began tuning their 
pipes preparatory to playing. The horrid and 
discordant sound of the pipes roused the bard, 
who, bursting with indignation, in the true style 
of his profession, began to inveigh against the 
pipers, in the following mock genealogy of the 
bag-pipe. It would appear from this, as well as 
from hints in other poems, that the bag-pipe was 
never a favourite with the bards; but was rather 
regarded by them as trenching on their province. 
The poem was evidently inteuded to resent the 
intrusion of the pipers on the bard’s slumbers. 
Nor did it fail of the desired effect; for, the pipers 
it seems, bad intended to make good their quar- 
ters for the night; but, on hearing the odd and 
ludicrous invective against their favourite instru- 
ment, enunciated from behind them, they started 
from their seats with astonishment looking round 
for an explanation. But when the swollen and 
pocky countenance of Neil met their vie w, wrought 
up we may suppose with uo ordinary excitement, 
terror added wings to their feet, and they fled in 
the utmost consternation. Neil’s father on hear- 
ing the poem to the end exclaimed 11 Math thu 
fern a mhic, tha mi faicinn nach bn thuras caillt’ 
a thug thu dh’ liirinni. e. “ Well done my son, 
I see your errand to Ireland has not been lost.” 
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IAIN DUBII MAQ IAIN 5IC-AILEIN. 

John M'Donald, commonly Tain Dubh Mac lain ’’Ic-Ailein, i. e. John of 
black locks, son of John, the son of Allan, was a gentleman of the Clanronald family, 
and was born about the year 1665. He received all the advantages of education, 
together with the opportunities that the times in which he lived offered to a man of 
observation. He was immediately descended from the Maer family—a great branch 
of the Clanronalds—of whom many individuals were highly distinguished for 
prowess, wit, and poetical powers. He resided in the island of Eig, on the farm of 
Grulean. 

Mr. M‘Donald was not a poet by profession, although he was considered by 
good judges not inferior to any bard of his age. He lived in easy circumstances. 
Amid his rural pursuits, he had ample time to woo the muses, or pass his leisure as 
inclination or'opportunity occurred. He, therefore, put himself under no restraint, 
but sung when inspired, and made observations on men and manners; and his re- 
marks were generally allowed to be shrewd and just. Few anecdotes can bo 
expected of a man who passed a quiet life in such circumstances. He always held 
a respectable rank in society. His poems display taste and elegance, and his 
compositions, occasional and gratuitous as they were, must have been numerous. 

ORAN DO MHAC-MHIC-AILEIN. 

A Bhliadhna gus an Aimsir so, 
Gu‘m V fhoirmeil sinn an Ormaicleit, 

‘N cuirt an leogliainn mhearcasaich, 
Ge fear-ghalach ro mhorghakck, 

Ge smachdail, reackdail calmar’ tku, 
‘S ro-anamanta neo morchuiseacli, 

Am-bcul 0‘m blasd’ thig argamaid, 
‘S tu dkearbliadh le ceart eolas i. 

Gur h-e fhad ‘s o‘n dll’ fhalbh tku uainn, 
Dk’ fkag ime-ckeisteach an comhnaidk sinn, 

Gu‘m b’ fkearr leinn thu bki sealgaireackd. 
Air talamk garbh na mor-tkire, 

Tku fein ‘s do bkuidkeann ainmeineack, 
Na n eireadk farragradk fopa-san, 

Bkiodk sunndack lugkor arm-cleasack, 
Sluagk garbh-bkuilleack, garg, comkragack. 

Gu‘m bi fid a gkeala-bkratach, 
‘S neo-chearback an tus comk-stri i, 

Tka ckuis ud ar a dkearbkadk leibk, 
Aig ro mkiad fearrdka ‘s crodkalackd, 

A liutkad oigear barroaideack, 
A bkuaileadh tailm le stroic-lannabk, 

0 Skeile gklas nan geala-bhradan, 
Gu Inbhear gainmkick Mor-tkire. 

Tka Cana ‘s Eig a’ geilleackdainn, 
Do ‘n treun fkear ud mar uackdaran, 

0‘n ‘s ann leatsa dk’ eireas iad, 
Dcun fein gack treud dkiu’ bkuackailleackd. 

Am fiubkaidk gasda tkreubkack sin, 
Nack labkar beuirtean truaillidk leo, 

An laochraidh thaitneaok gkeur-lannach, 
A tkeid air gkleus gu fuatkasack. 

A Uidkist tkig na ceudan ort, 
Eir bkeur’ a reubadk ckuainteannan, 

Nack gabkadk sgreamh no deistinne, 
Roimk fkrasan geur a cruaidk-skneackda, 

Bkur samkail riabk cha d' eirick dlmibk, 
An tatkair feum no cruaidk-ckuise, 

Gu cnoidkeack, lotack, beumanack, 
Gu fuilteack, creuckdack, luatk-lamkack. 

‘S mor a bkuaidk ‘s na tiolaicean, 
‘S an inntinn ata fuaigkte riut, 

Tka gradk gack duine chi tku ort, 
Cka ‘n eol dhomh f kin fear fuatha dhut, 

Fear sgipidh, measail, firinneach, 
Fear sitkmalte, seamh, suairceil thu. 

Fear sunndack, muimeach, briodalack, 
Sar ckuirteir gu‘n giiniomk buatkanta. 
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Fear borb ro-gbarg do-ebaisgt thu, 
Na‘n eireadh stri no tuasaid ort, 

Do bkuirb ri t-fheirg ga miadachadk, 
‘S tu ‘n leogbann neimneach, buan-thosgach, 

Mar bhuinne reothairt fior bbras thu. 
Mar tbuinn ri tir a bualadh thu. 

Mar bharr na lasrach fior-loisgeach, 
‘S tu an dreagan ri linn crjiadk-chogaidk. 

Mo cbionsa an t-armunn priseil ud. 
Mo sheobhag fior-ghlan uasal thu. 

An onoir ghleidh do shinnsireachd, 
‘S e miad an gniomh a f huair dhaibh i, 

Gu‘n d’ fhag iad daingbeann sgriobht agad 
Fo lamb an righ le shuaicheantas, 

Bhiodh t-ard fhear coiraheid dilis air, 
‘N uair dh-fhas an rioghachd tuair-shreu- 

pach. 

Cur ro glan na friamhaichean, 
‘S a fkion-fhuil as ‘n do bhuaineadh tu. 

Mo Kaonullach bras mileanta, 
Cruaidh cinnteach de mhein-chruaghach thu, 

Ar caraig dhaighean dhileas thu, 
Cha ‘n ann gu‘n stri’ theid gluasad ort, 

Ar ceanna-bheairt ‘s ar sgiath dhidein thu, 
‘S ar olaidheamh direach buan-sheasach. 

Bu blath ann am na siochtkaimk thu, 
‘S bu phriunnsalach ma t-uaislean thu, 

Air mhiad ‘s ge ‘n cosg thu chisin ris, 
Cha ‘n fhaic thu dith air tuathanach, 

Do bhanntraichean ‘s do dhileachdain. 
Gur h-e do ni-sa dh’ fhuasgladh orr’, 

Deanamaid urnaidh dhicheallach, 
Gu ‘n cumadh Criosda suas dhuinn thu. 

Cuirtear aigeantach, mileant’ 
Muirneach, macnasach, fior-ghlic, 

Ga ‘n robh cleachdadh gach tire, 
Agus fiisan gach rioghachd 

Teanga bhlasda ri innse gach sgeoil. 
Teanga bhlasda, &c. 

Leoghann tartarach, mcanmnach, 
‘S cian ‘s as fad a chaidh ainm ort, 

Beul a labhradh neo-chearbach, 
Bu mhor do mheas aig fir Alba, 

‘S tu toirt brosnachadh calma do‘n t-shlogh. 
‘S tu toirt brosnachadh, &c. 

Fiuran gasda, deas, dealbhach, 
‘Sgathan tlachdar na h-Armailt, 

‘N uair a dh eireadh an fhearg ort, 
B’ ann air ghile ‘s fiamh dearg oirr, 

Cha ruin pillidh bha meamna ‘n laoich oig. 
Cha ruin pillidh, &c. 

Bha thu teom ann ‘s gach fearra-ghniomh, 
Bu tu sgiobair na fairge, 

Hi la cas ‘s i tighin gailbheach, 
‘N uair a dheireadh i garbh ort, 

‘S tu gu‘n diobradh an t-anabhar ma bord. 
‘S tu gu‘n diobradh, &c. 

‘N am siubhal a ghartahlaich. 
Bu tu taghadh an t-shealgair, 

As do laimh bu mhor m'earbsa. 
Air an fhiadh bu tu ‘n cealgair, 

‘S tu roinn gaoith’ agus talmhuinn ma shroii 
‘S tu roinn gaoith, &c. 

MARBHRANN 
DO MHAC MHIC-AILEIN. 

Oirnne dh’ imich am fuathas. 
An sgriob so thainig o thuath oirnn, 

Tha ar cabaill air fuasgladh, 
Chaidh ar n-eirthire sguabadh, 

A‘s sinn mar chuileanan cuaine gu‘n treoir. 
A‘s sinn mar chuileanan, &c. 

A bhliadhna leuma d‘ar milleadh. 
An coig-deug ‘s a mil’ eile, 

‘S na seachd ceud a roinn imeachd, 
Chaill sinn ur-ros ar finne, 

‘S geur a leus air ar ciuneadh ra‘m beo. 
'S geur a leus air, &c. 

Mo sgeul cruaidh ‘s mo chradh cridhe, 
Ar triath Raonullach dlitheach, 

Dh-ordaich Dia dhuinn mar thighearn’ 
Gu la-bhrath nach dean tighinn, 

‘S tu ‘n Inbhir-Phephri fo’ rithe na‘m bord, 
‘S tu ‘n Inbhir-phephri, &c. 

Marcach sunndach nam pillein, 
Air each cruidheach nach pilleadh, 

Nach d‘ ghabh curam no giorag, 
An am dublachaidh ‘n teine, 

Mo sgeul geur bha do spiorad ro-mhor. 
Mo sgeul geur, &c. 

Chaill sinn reulla nan dualamh, 
Chaidk ar riaghailt a ghluasad, 

Ar cairt-iuil air falbh uainne, 
Bhvist ar stiuir; mo cheud truaighe, 

Sinn mar luing ann a’ chuan ‘s i gu‘n seol. 
Sinn mar luing, &e. 

Sinn mar linne gun mhathair, 
Mar threud gun bhuachaille gnathaicht 

Sinn fo bhruid aig ar namhaid, 
H-uile fear a’ toirt tair dhuinn, 

‘S na coin luirge gach la air ar toir. 
‘S no coin luirg, &c. 

Dhuinn ‘s neo-shubhach an geamhradh, 
An ruaig a thug sinn gu Galltachd, 

Cha bu bhuannachd ach call dhuinn, 
Nis mar cholainn gun cheann sinn 

0 roinn Raonull a‘s t-shamkradh uaiun Adlh 
0 roinn Raonull, &c. 
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A gnnuis a b’ aillidh ri sirreadh, 
An t-shuil bu bhlaithe gu‘n tioma, 

An leoghann ard air dheagh-oilean, 
‘Nach d’ chuir uigh an gniomh fuilleil, 

Ach an rioghalachd shoilleir gu‘n leoin, 
Ach an rioghalachd, &c. 

‘S oil leam caradh do cheile, 
‘S bean na h-aonar a‘d’ dheidh i, 

‘N deigh a sgaradh o ceud-gradh, 
Mhic ‘Ic-Ailein o‘n dheug thu, 

Fhir a leanadh an flieisd mar bu choir. 
Fhir a leanadh, &e. 

Ach fhir thug Maois as an Euphaid, 
‘S a sgoilt a mhuir na char reidh dhaibh. 

Thug an triuir an eigin 
O bhi daghadh an creuchdan; 

A Righ nan righ na leig eucoir da‘r coir. 
A Righ na‘n righ, &e. 

MARBHRANN 
BO SHIR IAIN MAC-ILLEAIN TRIATH DHUMIAIRT. 

Iomraich mo bheannachd, 
Gu Bainn-tighearna Thamair, 

Bean ‘s am beil barrachd, 
De charantachd naduir; 

Chunaic mise gu dligheil, 
A suilean ri snithe, 

‘S i ‘g aireamh mar mhi-adh, 
Sior Iain da fagail: 

Bha dorainn a cridhe, 
Cho moire ga ruighinn, 

‘S mar gu ‘m biodh e air tighinn, 
0 dhearbh nighean a mathar: 

Gu cronachadh sgeula, 
Bhiodh fada £na dheigh sin, 

Thug Mairiread na feile, 
Spor gheur do‘n fhear-dhana. 

Nach ionghnadh ri chlaistin, 
Gu‘m beil mise o cheann fada, 

Ann an turcadaich cadail, 
Agus m’ acaid ro-chraiteach; 

Tha cneidh air mo ghiulan, 
S mi leisg air a dusgadh, 

Air eagal le’ burach, 
Gun uraich i‘m bas dhomh, 

Gidheadh cha sgeul-ruine, 
Ach sgeula "s mor curam,. 

Sir Iain gu‘n dusgadh, 
.An dlu chiste chlaraibh; 

B‘e so an fhras chiuraidh, 
A mhill ar n-abhall‘s ar n-ubhlan: 

Roinn ar dosgainn a chrunadh, 
Fhrois am ilur bharr a gharaidh. 

B‘e fein ar crann dosrach 
A chomhdaich le choltas 

Gur a coilltichin solta 
‘N dh-fhas toiscach a f hreamha. 

Gu‘n dreadhunn gu‘n chrionach, 
Gun chritheann gu‘n ehrin-fhiodh, 

Ach geugan ro phriseil, 
Do dh-fhion-fhuil na Spaine, 

Bha fios aig luchd leubhaidh, 
‘S aig seanachaidhean geura, 

Air ar teachd o Ghathelus, 
As an Euphaid a thainig, 

Sliochd mhilidhean treuna, 
Fhuair ceannas na h-Eireann, 

Mar bha fir na feile, 
Agus Eirimon dana. 

0‘n ghin sibh o Scota, 
Bha bhuaidh air bhur cordai,. 

A’ dearbhadh ‘s a comhdach, 
Am por as an d’ fhas sibh, 

Far an gabhadh sibh comhnaidh, 
Bu leibh ceannas na fold sin, 

Le iomadaidh corach, 
Agus moran a bharr air, 

Ciad nighean Mhic-Domhnuill, 
Mar mhairiste posda, 

B‘e n seanaileir comhraig, 
‘N ciad Thoisich a‘s armainn. 
******* 
******* 
******* 

* * * * * * * 

0‘n shuidhich sibh lu-chairt, 
Bha dh-aileachd ‘nar n-urais, 

Gur h-iomarcach duthaich, 
Bh'air an cuinneadh le pairt dhibh, 

Bha de dh-airde ‘nar giubhsaich, 
‘S nach tugadh each puic dhibh, 

‘S nach bu trie le luchd diumba, 
Ar lubadh le taire, 

Ach ‘sen rud a thug sgiurs oirbh, 
Gu‘m bu chinne le crun sibh,. 

‘S gu‘m b‘e dligh bhur duthchais, 
Bhidh san iuil dheth ‘m biodh iadsan,. 

Ge d’ bha sin ann sa tim sin, 
Na mhios ‘s na mher mhislean, 

Tha e nis gu truagh lionte, 
Daor tri-fillte paighte. 

Tha seann-fhacal eil ann, 
Tha cho fior ‘s mar a their iad, 

Ge b‘e neach air am beir e, 
Bi’dh cbneidh dheireannach craiteach, 

Ge d’ tha sinne ri achdain, 
Na dh-fhalbh o cheann fad orinu, 

Bhiodh ar duil ri bhi’ beartach, 
Na m biodh againn na dh-fhag sin, 

Ach tha ar nadur cho truaighe, 
‘S nach faic sinn ar buannachd, 

“ Cha leir math an fhuarain, 
Gus an uair sin an traigh e,” 

Tha e nios na ni’ soilleir, 
Da‘r nabuidhean comuinn, 

Gun do bhristeadh mar phronnaig,, 
Gara’-droma nan Gael. 



IAIN DUBH MAC IAIN ’IC-AILEIN. 55 
i*4-— 

Fear gasda gun chrine, 
Bha ainmeil san riogbachd, 

Cha bu trie a luchd mi-ruin, 
Ri n innseadh no ‘n aireamh, 

Bu chompanach righ thu. 
Am fear meamnack mor fri-ghlic, 

Cha ‘n fhaicte e fo dhiobradh. 
Ach am prisealachd stata, 

Ann an cogadh luchd strithe, 
Cha robh masl’ air ri innse, 

(Jhlcidh e onoir a shinnsridh, 
‘S aim a mhiodaich e n-ardachd, 

Cha robh e, cha b’ fhiach leis, 
Bhi falbh fo bhrat fillte, 

Eadar e bhiodh na mkin-fhear, 
Agus fluid a laithean. 

Bha e raor ann a maidachd, 
Bha e mor gu bhi rioghail, 

Bha e mor ann an gride, 
Ann am firinn ‘s an cairdeas, 

Bu mhor e ri fhaiinn, 
Bu mhor air gach achd e, 

Bu mhor e na phearsa, 
Na ghastachd ‘s na ailleachd, 

Bha e mor air son diulaoich, 
Bha e mor gu bhi sugach, 

Bha e mor an dheagh ghiulan, 
Ann an cuirteannan arda, 

Bha e mor ann a misnich, 
Bha e mor ann an gliocas, 

Bha e mor gun cheist idir, 
‘S sar ghibkteannan naduir. 

Na m biodh e ri fhuasgladh, 
0 n bhas a thug buaidh air, 

Cur a h-iomadh laoch cruadail, 
A ghluaiseadh ‘na fhabhar, 

An t-ainm coithcheanta mor sin, 
Ri‘n gairte Clann-Domknuill, 

O thoiseach an eordais, 
‘S iad bu phor da chiad mathair, 

Agus uaislean nan Leodach, 
Thaobh fala agus feola, 

Mur lanain ur phosda, 
Leis ‘m bu deonach bhi’ gradhach, 

Chunnacas mar phuthar. 
An gruaidkean air dubhadh. 

Mar gun deanadh lan phiuthar. 
Gear chumha ma hrathair. 

C'ia ma‘n fegainn an dioehuimhn’. 
Dream eile da dhislean ? 

Bha na cinn bu mho pris dhiu, 
Ro dhileas am pairt dhut. 

Fir ghasda gun chrine, 
Bha aiameil ‘s an rioghachd, 

Mar bha‘n cinntadh mor priseil, 
So shiolaich o Bhancho, 

0 thoiseach an duaichais, 
Cha robh smal air an cruadal, 

Ach ‘m beagan beag suarach. 
So fhuair iad an drasda, 

•“Sen tabhar a lot sinn, 
Nack e gniomh a bha lochdach, 

Ach an dearbha mhi-fhorton, 
Bka‘n toiseach ‘s an abhar. 

Na m b‘aithne dhomh innse, 
Bha e mor ann san rioghachd, 

Ann am fala gun isle, 
‘S ann an lionmhoireachd chairdean, 

Le seanachas ri firinn, 
0 thoiseach an linne, 

‘S e fein ‘s larla-Shi-Phort, 
Sliochd direachd da brathar, 

Agus triath Ghlinne-Garaidk, 
Ann an dlu-cheangal fala, 

E cho teann air a cheangal, 
S nach e sgaradh a b‘aill leo, 

‘S e leantainn o‘n tim sin, 
Gu‘n mhiosguinn gu‘n mhi-ruin, 

‘S nach gluasearde innleachd, 
Gu dilinn ‘s gu brath e. 

Bu cheart sheannachas, ‘s cha tagradh, 
Tliaobh falachd is caidreamh, 

Dhut Caiptin Chlann-ra‘uill, 
Bha mar riut, sa’ ghabhadh 

Do ehois-nabhaidh taitneach, 
‘S do chompanach leapa, 

N am marcachd a‘s astair, 
‘S ‘nuair stadadh am marsal, 

Bha thu ad t-fhianais air sileadh, 
A chreuchdan, cho-mire, 

Ri bras easraich pinne, 
‘S a spiorad ‘ga fhagail, 

Agus uaislean a dhutheha, 
Ri caoidhearan turSach, 

‘S an endh air a chiurradh, 
Ma mhuirneinn nan Gael. 

Thaobh dligh’ agus duaichais, 
Bu dairoheil ma d’ ghuailibh, 

Mac-Neill o na cuaintaibh, 
‘S a dhaoin’ uaisle gu‘n taire, 

‘Nuair a dheireadh oirbh trioblaid, 
‘S ann da iunnsaidh a thigeadh, 

Le iarrtas cho bige, 
Ri Litir a laimhe, 

Chunnaic each e cho soilleir, 
Teachd le eabhlaichin troma, 

De luchd nan gath loma 
Na choinnidh do dh-Aros, 

‘X uair a thachradh e rin, 
Mar Thriath ‘s mar cheann-uidhe, 

Dheanadh fhkmtan iad subhach, 
‘S bu bhuidkeach ‘n am fhagail. 

Mar choir bho na fhlaitheas, 
Bha ranntanan mhatha, 

Mac lonmhuinn an t-Shratha; 
‘S cha ghabhadh e fath air: 

Ann an aimsir na ruaige, 
‘N uair a ruigeadh luchd fuath e, 

Ba ghasda an ceann sluagh e, 
‘N uair a ghluaiste leis armuinn: 

Bha e-san ‘s an tim sin, 
Gu‘n mhasla, gun mhi-chliu, 
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Ann am foclmr a shinnsridh, 
Le gniomharadh dana; 

Nis o chaochail iad cleachdadh. 
As an aite bn cheart daibh, 

Cliluinn sibh fein mar a tliacbair, 
Dhaibh ann an cath Mhara. 

Ach ‘s e raghainn a ni mi, 
Bheir mi gloir so gu finid, 

‘S nach gliocas no criondachd, 
Dhomh mhiad ‘s tlia mi ‘g raite, 

Gur h-e Fionnachd san tim sibh, 
Ann an aireamh no ‘n innseadh, 

‘N uair a bha sibh gu‘n diobradh, 
‘N-ar miad is ‘n-ar airde, 

Eadar Sgalpa ‘s caol-Ile, 
Ge do b’ fharsuinn n% criochan, 

Bha roinn do gach tir dhiu 
Fo chis duibh a’ paigheadh, 

Nis o thuit na stuic fhion-fhuil, 
Ris an abairt na righrean, 

Tha na geugan bu dils’ dhaibh. 
Air crionadh ‘na‘n aobhar. 

ORAN 

NAM FINEACHAN GAELACH. 

’S i so ’n aimsir a dhearbhar 
An targanach dhuinn, 

’S bras meamnach fir Alba 
Eo ’n armaibh air thus ; 

’N uair dh’ eireas gach treun-laoch 
Nan eideadh glan ur, 

Le run fcirg’ agus gairge, 
Gu seirbMs a chruin. 

Tlieid mathaibh na Gaeltachd 
Gle shanntach sa chuis, 

’S gur lionmlior each seang-mhear 
A dhamhsas le sunnd, 

Bi’dh Sasunnaich caillte 
Gun taing dhaibh ga cliionn, 

Bi’dii na Erangaich nan campaibh 
Gle theann air an cul. 

’N uair dh’ eireas Clann-Domlmuill 
Na leoghainn tha garg, 

Na beo-bheithir, mhor-leathunn, 
Chonnspunnaich, gharbh, 

Luchd sheasamh na corach 
G’an ordugh lamh-dhearg, 

Mo dhoigh gu’m bu ghorach 
Dhaibh toiseachadh oirbh. 

Tha Rothaich a’s Rosaich, 
Gle dheonach teachd ’nar eeann, 

Barraich an treas seorsa, 
Tha chomhnaidh measg Ghall; 

Clann Donachaidh cha bhreug so 
Gun eireadh libh’s gach am, 

Mar sin is clann Reabhair 
Fir ghlcusta, nach eisd gu’n bhi annt. 

’S iad Clann-an-Nab an seorsa 
A theid boidheaeh nan triaH, 

’S glan comhdach nan comhlainn 
Luchd leonadh nam fiadh; 

lad fein a’s Clann-Pharlain 
Dream ardanach, dian, 

’S ann a b’ abhaist gan aireamh 
Bhi’m fabhar Shiol-Chuinn. 

Na Leodaich am por glan 
Cha b’ fholach ’ur siol, 

Dream rioghail gun fhotus 
Nan gorsaid, ’s nan sgiath, 

Gur neartmhor, ro-eolach 
’Ur n-oig-fhir, ’s ’ur hath, 

Gur e crudal ’ur dualchas 
A jjh’ fhuasgail sibh riamh. 

Clann lomnhuinn o’n Chrcithieh 
F'ir ghle ghlan gu’n smur, 

Luchd nan cuilbheirean gleusda 
Nam feuma nach diult: 

Thig Niallaich th’ air saile 
Air bharcaibh nan sugh, 

Le ’n eabhlach luath lan-mhor 
0 Bhaghan nan tur. 

Clann-Illean o’n Dreollainn 
Theid sunndaah san ruaig, 

Dream a chlosadh aineart, 
Gun taing choisinn buaidh; 

Dream rioghail do-chiosaicht, 
Nach striochda do’n t-slnagh, 

’S iomadh mile deas, direach, 
Bheir inntinn dhuibh suas. 

Gur guineach na Duimhnich 
’N am bhriseadh cheann, 

Bi’dh cnuachdan gan spuachdadh 
Le cruadal ’ur lann, 

Dream nasal ro uaimhreach, 
Bu dual bhi san Fhraing, 

’S ann o Dhiarmad a shiolaich 
Por lioamhor nach gann. 

Tha Stiubhartaich ur ghlan 
Nam fiurain gun ghiomh, 

! Fir shunndach nan lu-chleas 
Nach tionndaidh le fiamh, 

Nach gabh curam roi mhuiseag 
Cha b’ fhiu loo bhi erion, 

Cha bu shugradh do dhu-ghall 
Cuis a bhuin dliibh. 

Gur lionmlior lamb theoma 
Aig Eoghnnn Loch-iall, 

Fir cholganda, bhorganda, 
’S oirdheirce gniomh, 
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lad mar thuilbheum air chorra-ghleus, 
’S air chon-fhadh ro dhian 

’S i mo dhuilse nam rusgadh 
Nach diult sibh dol sios. 

Claim-Mhuirich nacb soradh 
A chonnspairn ud ial, 

Dream fhuilteacli gun mhor-ehuis 
Ga’n eoir a bhi fial, 

Gur gaisgeil flor-sheolta, 
Ar mor thionail chiad, 

Ni sibh spoltadh air feolach 
A stroiceadh fo ’n ian. 

Tha Granndaich mar b’ abhaist 
Mu bhraidh uisge Spe, 

Fir laidir ro-dhaicheil 
Theid dan anns an streup, 

Nach iarr cairdeas no fabhar 
Air namhaid fo’n ghrein; 

’S i n-ur lamhach a dh’ fliagas 
Fuil bhlath air an fheur. 

Tha Frisealaich ainmeil 
Aig seanachaibh nan crioch, 

Fir gharblia ro chalma, 
’Ur fearg cha bu shi; 

Tha Catanaich foirmeil 
Si ’n armaehd am miann, 

’An oath gairbheach le ’r n-armaibh 
A dhearbh sibh ’ur gniomli. 

Clann-Choinnich o thuath dhuinn 
Luehd bhuannachd gach cis ; 

Gur fuasgailteach, luath-lamhach 
’Ur n-uaislean san stri; 

Gur lionmhor ’ur tuadh-cheathairn 
Le’m buailtibh de ni; 

Thig sluagh. dumhail gu’n chunnta 
A duthaich Mhic-Aoidh. 

Nis o chuimhnich mi m’ iomrall, 
’S fath iunntraichinn iad, 

Fir chunnabhalaeh chumaite, 
Ni cuimse le ’n laimh, 

Naeh dean iomluas mu aona-chuis 
Chionn iunntais gu brath, 

Gur muirneach ri 'n iomradh 
Clann-Fhiunnlaidh Bhrai’-bharr. 

Thig Gordanaieh, ’s Greumaich, 
Grad gleusd as gach tir; 

An cogadli righ Tearlach 
Gum b’ fheumail dha sibh; 

Griogaraich nan geur-lann 
Dream speiseil nam pios, 

Air leam gum hi ’n eucoir, 
’Nuair dh’ eighte sibh sios. 

Siosalaich nan geur-lann 
Theid treun air chul arm, 

An Albainn’s an Eirinn 
B’ e ’ur beus a bid garg, 

An am dol a bhualadh, 
B’ e ’n cruadal ’ur ealg, 

Bu ghuin'each ur beuman 
’N uair dh’ eire'adh ’ur fearg. 

Nam biodh^gach curaidh treun-mhor 
Le cheile san am, 

lad air aon irintinn dhirich 
Gun fhiaradh, gun cham, 

lad cho einnteach ri aon fhear, 
’S iad titheach air geall, 

Dh’ aindeoin muiseag nan hu-Ghall, 
Thig cuis thar an ceann. 

CROSDIIANACHD 

FHIR NAN DRULMNEAN. 
» 

Tha bith ur an tir na Dreollainn, 
’S coir dhuinn aitliris, 

Tha moran deth tigli’n am biodiionnt’ 
Ri gnas Shasuinn, 

Ni’m beil duin’ uasal, no iosal, 
No fear fearainn, 

Leis nach aill, gu moran buinig, 
Ceird a bharrachd. 

Tha ceird ur aig fear nan Druimnean, 
Th’ air leinn tha cronail; 

B’aill leis fein a dhol an aite 
Mhaisteir Sgoile, 

An t-oide sin fein a rinn fhoghlum, 
Le gloir Laideann, 

Ghlacadh leis, gun chead a chairdean, 
A cheaird a bh’aige. 

r 
Labhairt—’S e ■ an t-aobhar a thug do 

dhaoine aire thoirt do shannt an sgoileir so, 
’nuair a mhiannaieh se cheaird dhfbhi aig 
oide foghluim, nach laimhsicbeadli e i, inar 
laimhsicheadh aji t-oide foghluim fein i. Oir 
’nuair a ghabhadh an t-oide foghluim air a' 
dhaltachan, ’s ann a ghabhadh e air na lean- 
abanan, ach ’s ann a ghabhadh an sgoileir 
sanntach so air na daoine arsaidh mar an 
ceudna. ’Nuair ghabhadh an t-oide foghluim 
air a dhaltachan, ’s ann a ghabhadh e air na 
ciontaich, ach’s ann a ghabhadh an sgoileir 
sanntach air na neo-chiontaich. ’S ann 
uaith sin a dubhrad—“ Saoilidh am fear a 
bliios na thamh, gur e fein a’s fearr lamh air 
an stiuir,” ach cha mho gur h-e. 

Cha’n ionnsaich e clann, no leanabain, 
Mar bu choir dha, 

Gus am bi iad na'n daoin’ arsaidh 
Fo ’n lan fheosaig, 
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Cha tugadh an Cillmochcallaig 
Breath hu chlaoine,* 

No ni rinn an ceann a b’ aird’, 
A’ mas ’ga dhioladh. 

Gabhail do chrios an aois arsaidh, 
Air mas seap-duin’, 

’S fada ma’n ionnsaich an gniomh sin 
Ciall do theangaidh, 

Ge be labhras ris an fhear ud, 
Coir, no ea-coir, 

Gabhar air a ghoirt’ de stracaibh 
Le crios feilidh. 

Labhairt—Agus b’fhior do’n duine sin, 
cha d’fhuaireadh riamh rud a dh’ionnsachadh 
teanga droeh mhuinte, bu mheasa na gabhail 
air na masan ann an aobhar na teanga, agus 
an teanga tlmigsinn gur h-ann na h-aobhar 
fein a fhuair am mas am mor-gleusadh sin. 
Mar deanadli sin a ciall ni bu mheasa, cha » 
deanadh e idir ni b’fhearr i. Uaith sin a 
dubhradh—“.Am fear nach ionnsaich laimh 
ri ghlun, cha’n ionnsaich laindi ri uilean.” 

A chuideachd da’m bu choir bhi diamhair, 
’S a ghna’m falach, 

Cha d'fhagadh da’n dion bho chunnart, 
Sion de dh’ earradh, 

Bha iad aon uair an lathair fianais, 
An taigh greusaich. 

Dubhairt nighcan Shomhairlef 
Le rabhart, sa gnas siomhailt, 

’S coir gu’m beannaich sinn gu saibhear, 
Cuid gach Criosduidh. 

B'fhearr learn ge nach eil mi maoineach, 
No luach gearrain, 

Gu’m biodh coltas do thriuir 
Gu turn aig Calum. J 

Labhairt—’S e aobhar thug do’n mhnao 
bheusaich, cheart, choir, so a radh, a run 
deagh chneasta, chum gu’m biodh aig a fear 
fein a leithid, sa bhiodh aig a nabaidhean; 
’s nach suil ghointe, no lombais, a bh’ aic 
air cuid a coimhearsnaich. Mar bh’aig 
Gillebride Mac-an-t-Saoir ann an Euthaig, 
an Tirithe, a mhort an ceithir-fichaid cearc 
le aon bheum-sula, ’s a bhris long mhor nan 
cuig crannag, a dhaindeoin a cablaichean sa 
h-acraichean. Uaith a sin a dubhradh— 
“ Sann de’n cheaird a chungaidh.” 

Tha bith ur an tir na Dreollainn, 
A thog am Baron, 

• Air gach aon fhear a labhras buna-chainnt, 
Rnsgadh feamain, 

* See note, page 24. f The shoemaker’s wife. 
} The shoemaker who had no children. 

Ma sgaoileas air feadh gach tire, 
Am bith thog Tearlach, 

’S teann as nach feudadh ri h-uine, 
E-fein bhi paighte. 

Ma rigeas an gearan so Seumas, 
Breitheamh sar-mhath, 

Cha tog e dochair mu dheibhinn, 
Ach glag mor gaire. 

Labhairt—Agus bha aobhar na dha aig an 
t-Sibrramh choir air gair a dheanadh, thaobh 
gu’n d’rug timchioll-ghearradh airsan, le 
coimhearsnachd ban-Spaintich do thachair 
ris. ’S ann uaith sin a dubhradh, “An duine 
ni teine math deanadh e-fein a gharadh ris.” 

Note.—The laird of Drnimin^ept an old school- 
master in his house, in the double capacity of tu- 
tor to his children and goer of errands. The do- 
minie was one day sent to a shoemaker who 
lived on the laird’s’grounds, with a message or- 
dering a pair of new shoes for his master. The 
souter declined the honour intended him, alleg- 
ing as a reason that it was a standing rule with 
him, “ never to make a pair of shoes for any cus- 
tomer till the last which he had got were paid 
for.” hut there was another, if not rather a 
piece of the same, reason of the shoemaker’s un- 
willingness to make the shoes—the laird was a 
dreach payer; one, in fact, who would run on an 
account to any conceivable length without ever 
thinking it time to settle it AVell, the wielder of 
the ferula returned, and reported to his master 
the ipsissima verba of the son of St. Crispin. The 
laird was so exasperated at the insolence of his 
retainer, that he immediately determined to be 
revenged on the souter; and, lest he should have 
the hardihood to deny his own words, he took 
the schoolmaster along with him. Now, the 
souter was a regular lickspittle ; a mean, cring- 
ing, fawning, malicious, yet cowardly wretch; 
for, when the laird said to him, “ Did you say to 
this gentleman,” pointing to the dominie, “ that 
you would make no more shoes for me till 1 had 
paid for the last I got?” “ Oh nd, no, Sir,” said 
the shoemaker, with an air of surprise, “most 
willingly would I convert all the leather in my 
possession into shoes for your honour. I have 
but too much time to work for those who are not 
so able to pay me, and am therefore always at 
your service.” The poor dominie was thunder- 
struck at the barefaced impudence of the “ fause 
loon but ere he had time to utter a word in ex- 
planation. the laird had not only laid the flatter- 
ing unction to his own soul, but seizing the pre- 
ceptor by the throat, placed his head between his 
own knees in a twinkling, and clutching Crisp- 
in’s foot-strop in the one hand, and lifting the 
dominie’s philabeg with the other, he therewith- 
al'plied him on the bare buttocks, so hotly and 
heavily that he had well nigh expended the 
“ wrath” which he had so carefully been “ nurs- 
ing” for the rascally souter. How many stripes 
the wight received deponent hath not said, but 
true it is, the number far exceeded that prescrib- 
ed by the law of Moses. Indeed it is doubtful 
whether “the man of letters” might not have 
lost his “precious spuuk,” if the shoemaker’s 
better-half had not flown to his rescue. Geutle 
dame! well have I designated thee thy churlish 
husband’s “better-half!” for though the poor 
schoolmaster was both disgraced and pained 
through his default, his eyes ^ere blind aud his 
heart hard as the “nether mill-stone.” And 
though it may be that no grey stone points out 
the place of thy sepulture, yet has the bard em- 
balmed thy name in his song. 
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AN T-AOSDANA MAC-MHATHAIN. 

Tins poet flourished in the seventeenth century. He lived in Lochalshe, Ross- 
shire, where he had free lands from the Earl of Seaforth, and was called his bard. 
He was a poet of great merit, and composed as many poems as would occupy a 
large volume; but as they were not committed to writing, they suffered the same * 
fate with the productions of Nial Mac-Mhurrich, and were lost by being trusted to 
memory alone. The two pieces given here is all that can now be found of hi? 
works. “ Cabar Feigh” was not composed by him, as stated by some collectors 
of poetry. The first song given here was composed on the Earl of Seaforth, on his 
embarking at Horny, of Kintail, for Stornoway. It has been imitated in English 
by Sir Walter Scott. 

ORAN DO’N IARLA THUATHACH 

TRIATH CHLANN-CHOINNICH. 

Deoch slainte ’n larla thuatftiich, 
A fliriall an de thar chuaintean bhuain, 
Le sgioba laidir luasganach, 
Nach pilleadh eas na t'uathas iad, 
Muir gaireach air gach guallainn dh’i; 
Air elar do luinge luaithe, 
Gabh mi cead dhiot is fbuair mi ’n t-or. 

Gu’h cumadh Dia bho bhaoghal tl*u, 
Bho charraid cuain’s bho chaolasan, 
Bho charraig fhuair gun chaomhalachd, 
Seachd beannachd tuath is daonachd dhut, 
Buaidh laraeh ri do shaoghail ort, 
Fhir ghaoil ga t-fhaicinn beo. • 

Gur gaoth a deas a dh-eighinn dhut, 
Gu’n chruas gu’n tais a sheideadh rith’, 
Fear bearta beachdail, geur-chuiseach, 
Gu sunndach, bras, neo-eisleanach, 
Bhi fuasgladh pailteas eudaich dh’i, 
Ga bhreideadh air gach bord. 

Gu’n innsinn gniomh do stiuireadair, 
Fear cuimhneaeh, ciallach, curamach, 
’Dli’ aithnicheadh fiamh a chuianaich, 
A chuireadh srian ri cursaireachd, 
Mu’m bristeadh trian a chuirnean oirr’, 
A mhuchadh e fo sroin. 

T-fhear eolais laidir, fradhareach, 
Deas labhrach, gaireaeh, gleoghairach, 
Min chinnteach, seolta, faighidneach, 
Crann geadha na’d laimh adhairtaich, 
Mac Samhailr asg mhic-fraoire, 
Sud mar thaghainn dhut na seoid. 

Ma chaidh thu null thar chuainteanan, 
Air darach naomh a ghluaiseadh tu, 
Fir bhuille saoir a ’dh fhuaigheas i, 
Bidh barrantas dhaoin’ uaisle leat, 
Bidh beannach bhochd, a’s tuatha dhut, 
Cha ’n eagal baoghal fuadaich dhuibh, 
Bidh Dia ma ’n cuairt da d’ sheol. 

Mu sheol thu bare air fairge bhuainn’, 
Thu fein’s do choirneal Calamanach, 
Fhuair cliu ’n cuirt na ’n Albannach, 
Gur h-iomadh turn a dhearbhadh leat, 
Be sud an leoghunn ainmeil, 
Bu mhor seanachas air gach bord. 

Gur tagha calla dh-innsinn dhut, 
’N deidh na mara Si-phortaich, 
Thu dhol gu fallain, firineach, 
Do Steornabhaidh bho linnteantan, 
Bithidh ro-fhial gheala teintcannan, 
Aig fir’s aig mnai’s toil-inntinn orra, 
Ri linn thu theachd gu ’n cors. . 

Gur h-iomadh sruthan firinneach, 
Tha ’n linntichean an t-Si-phortaich, 
Tha triath na h-Earradh dileas dhut, 
Le ’n connspainn fhearail innsgineach, 
A Lochlainn thig na miltean, 
Air chuan-sgith gu teach Mhic-Leoid. 

’Nuair cruinneicheas na Saileich leat, 
’S do chinneadh neartmhor tabhachdach, 
Bidh mire, ’s cluich, is gaireachdaich, 
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Sa’n ionnadh ann an tarladh sibh, 
Cha ’n ioglinadh thu bin ardanach, 
Sa liuthad flon-fhuil aluinn, 
A tha cairdeach ga do phor. 

Bidh Tonnod og na shiubhal leat, 
Siol-Leoid nan ro-seol uidheamach, 
Fhir stolta, chomhnart, shuidhichte, 
Bidh ol gn leoir nara suidhe dhaibh, 
Bidh fion is beoir le subhachas, 

• Air piosaibh buidhe oir. 

MARBHRANN 

DO dh’ alasdair dubh ghlinne-garaidii. 

Fhuair mi sgeula moch di-ciadain, 
Air laimh fheuma bha gu ereuchdach, 
’S leoir a gheurad ann sa ’n leumsa, 
A nail o’n trend bha buaghar. 

O Dhun-Garannaeh nr allail, 
Na’n turp meara, ’s nan steud seanga, 
Nan glens glana, ’s ceutach sealladh, 
Beuchdail, allaidh, uaimhreach. 

Gur dubhach, deorach, tha Clann Domh- 
nuill, 

Mu ehreaeh Chnoidcirt neart nan roiseol, 
Gaisgich chrodha, nach tais ’n am comhraig, 
Mo chreach mhor’s mo chruadal. 

Gur goirt an sgaradh tha’n Gleann-garadh, 
O’n dh’ fhalbh leannan nan arm glana, 
Da’m b’ ainm Alasdair, ceann nam beannachd 
Glac nan geal lann cruaghach. 

Bn chall curaidh do dh’ Alb’ uile, 
0 dh’ fhalbh cuilein, nan arm guineach, 
Bn gharg turas, ’n sealg nan cunnart, 
’N am dha bhuille bhualadh. 

’S an rioghachd so feinbufhlathail t-fheum 
’S bn sgathail beum do chlaidheimh geir, 
Do shamhailt fein cha’n f hac o’n dh’ eng thu, 
Ghaisgeich euchdaich, bhughaieh. 

Ge b’e dhuisgeadh t-ain-iochd, 
Bu dluth dha carraid, ’n tus tarruinn 
Rusgadh lannan, surd air ghearradh, 
Bruchdan fal air ghuaillean. 

’S tu’n Donullach dian, connspunn nan 
triath, 

Morghalach fial, ro lodraich nan cliar, 
Leis an oilte fion, agus or ga dhiol, 
Ann an aitribh nan crioch sluaghail. 

/ 
A shliochd righ Fionnaghaill, 
Nan corn geala-ghlaic ’s nan srol balla- 

bhreac, 
’M por nach c#arbach, dol fo ’n armaibh, 
’N am nan garbh-chath ruaidhneach. 

Ach buaidh-a’s slainte an fhir a dh-fhagthu, 
Duineil, braithreil, cinneil, cairdeil, 
Gaol bho namhaid, gradh bho chairdean, 
A shliochd nan armunn uasal. 
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AN T-AOSDANA MAC-’ILLEAN. 

Hector Maclean, ccmmonly called Eachann Bacach an t-Aosdana, lived in 
the seventeenth century, and was poet to Sir Lachlan M‘Lcan, of Duart, from 
whom he had a small annuity. After much inquiry, we have not been able to pro- 
cure any particulars of his life worth publication, or seen any more of his produc- 
tions than are published in this work. The following elegy attracted the particular 
attention of the late Sir Walter Scott, and he has published an imitation, or free 
translation, which is every way worthy of that great bard. 

MARBHRANN DO SHIR LACHUINN MAC-GHILLEAIN 

TRIATH DHUBH-AIRD. 

Thriacl ar bunadh gu Phara, 
Co b’urrainn da sheanchas ? 

Mac-Mhuirich,* Mae-Fhearguis, 
Craobh a tbuinicli re aimsir, 

Fhriamhaich bunannan Alba, 
Chuidich fear dhiu’ cath-Gairiach, 

Fhuair sinn ullaidh fear t-ainme theachd beo. 
Fhuair sinn, &c. 

Cha chraobh chuire cha phlannta, 
Cha chnodh bho’n uraidh o’n d’ fhas thu, 

Cha bhla chuirte ma bhealltainn, 
Ach fas duillich a’s meanglain, 

A miar mullaich so dh’ fhag sinn, 
Cuir a Chriosd tuilleadh an aite na dh’ 

fhalbh. 
Cuir a Chriosd, &c. 

’S mor puthar an raith-se, 
’S from an dubhadh-sa dh’fhas oirnn, 

Gur ro cumhann leinn t-ardach, 
’N ciste luthaidh na’n claran, 

’S fad is cuimhne leinne caradh nam bord. 
’S fad is cuimhne, &c. 

Chaidh do chiste ’n taigh geamhraidh, 
Cha do bhrist thu chno shamhna, 

Misneach fear Innse-Gall thu,. 
’S mor is miste do ranntaidh, 

Naeh do chlisg thu roi’ naimhdean, 
Fhir bu mheasail an campa Mhontroise. 

Fhir bu mheasail, &c. 

Fhir bu rioghaile cleachdadh, 
’S tu bu bhioganta faicinn, 

A dol sios am blar machrach, 
Bhiodh na miltin ma d’ bhrataich, 

* Clerk-Register of leolumkilb 

Chuid bu phriseile ’n eachdraidh, 
Luehd do mhi-ruin na’n caist ort, 

’S ann a dh’ innste leo t-fhasan, 
’Nuair bu sgi leo cuir sgapaidh na'mfeoil. 

’Nuair bu sgith, &c. 

Cha bhiodh buannachd do d’ namhaid, 
Dol a dh’ fhuasgladh bhuat lamkuinn, 

Bha thu buadhach’s gach aite, 
Cha b’e fuath mhic a mhaile, 

Fear do shnuadh theachd na fhardaich, 
Cha dath uaine bu bhla dhut, 

’Nuair a bhuaileadh an t-ardan ad phor. 
’Nuair a bhuaileadh, &c. 

Gu’m b’ aithriseach t-fheum dhaibh, 
’N am nan crannan a bheumadh, 

Chum nan deannal a sheideadh, 
Bhiodh lann thana chruaidh, gheur ort, 

’S tu fad la air an t-sheirm sin, 
Cha tigeadh lag-bhuile meirbh bho do 

dhorn. 
Cha tigeadh, &c. 

aile chunaic mi aimsir, 
’S tu ri sitibhal na sealga, 

Cha bu chuing ort a’gharbhlach, 
Pic de’n inbhar cha d’ fhas i, 

Chuireadli umhal na spairn ort, 
Cha bhiodh fuithil a tarruinne, 

’Nam biodh lutha na crannaghail, 
Chuireadh siubhal fo earr-ite ’n coin. 

Chuireadh siubhal, &c. 

Glac chomhnart an caradh, 
’M bian roineach an t-sheana bhruic, 

Cinn storach o’n cheardaich, 
' Cha bhiodh oirleach gu-’n bhathadh, 
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Eadar smeoirn agus gaine, 
Le neart corcaich a Flanras, 

Clia bhiodh feolach an tearraad, 
Air an seoladh tu’n crann sin ad dheoin. 

Air an seoladh, &c. 

Cha b’e sin mo luan-Caisge, 
’Nuair a bhuail a ghath bais thu, 

’S trnagh a dh’ fhag thu do chairdean, 
Mar ghair sheillcin air laraieh, 

’N deigh a mealunnan fhagail. 
No uain earraich gu’n mhatbair, 

’S fada chluinnear an garaicli mu’n chro. 
’S fada chluinnear, &c. 

Gu’m bu mhath do dhiol freasdail, 
’N taigh mor am bial feasgair, 

Uisge beatha nam feadan, 
Ann am piosan ga leigeil, 

Sin a’s clarsach ga spreigeadh ri ceol. 
Sin a’s clarsach, &c. 

Ge bu lionmhar ort frasachd, 
Chum thu direach do d’ mhacabh, 

Do bhreid rimheach gu’n srachdadh, 
Cha do dhiobair ceann slait thu, 

O’n’s e Criosd a b’ fhear beairt dhut, 
’Sin an Ti a leig leat an taod-sgoid. 

’Sin an Ti a leig, &c.. 

A mine mo ghlacas thu’n stiuir so, 
Cha bu fhlatbas gun duehas, 

Dhut bin’ grathuinn air h-urnaigh, 
Cuir da caitheamh an triuir oirr’, 

Cuir an t-Athair ann tus oirr’, 
Biodh a Mac na fhear iuil oirr’, 

An Spiorad Naomha ga giulan gu nos. 
An Naomha, &c. 

ORAN 
Bhuineadh dhinne na ur-ros, 

Fear ar taighe’s ar crun air, 
Ghabh an rathad air thus uainn, 

Liuthad latha ri chunntas, 
Bh’aig maithibh do dhuthcha, 

Miad an aighear’s a muirne, 
Bha mi tathaich do chuirte, 

Seal mu m b’ aithne dho n turlar a 
dh’fhalbh, 
Seal mu’m b’ aithne, &c. 

B’eol dhomh innse na bh’aca, 
Gu’m ba’nn do mhiannan Shir Lachuinn, 

Bhiodh ’g ol flona 'n taigh farsainn, 
Le mnaidh rimheach neo-as-caoin, 

Gloir bhinn agus macnais, 
Ann ’san am sin’m bu ghna leibh bhi poit. 

Ann ’san am sin, &c. 

’N am na faire bhiodh glasadh, 
Bhiodh chlarsach ga creachadh, 

Cha bhiodh ceol innte an tasgaidh, 
Ach na meoir ga thoirt aiste, 

Gu’n leon laimhe gu’n laige, 
Gus’m bu mhianach leibh cadal gu foul. 

Gus’m bu mhianach, &c. 

Bhiodh na cearraich ri braise, 
lomairt thaileasg ma’n seach orr’, 

Fir foirne ri tartar, 
Toirm a’s mathadh air chairtean, 

Dolair spainteach a’s tastain, 
Bhi’ ga’n dioladh gu n lasan na n lorg. 

Bhi’ ga’n dioladh, &c. 

Thug each teist air do bheusan, 
Bha gradh a’s eagal mhic Dhe ort, 

Bha fath seirce ga d’ cheill ort, 
Bha aoigh deiseach a’s deilbh ort, 

Cha robh ceist ort mar threun fhear, 
Bhiodh na sgriobhtair ga’n leubhadh, 

Ann ad thalla ma’n eireadh'do bhord. 
Ann ad thalla, &c. 

DOLACHUNN MOR MAC GIIJ.EOIN 

TRIATH DHUBH-AIRD. 

A LACHtTJNK oig gu’n innsinn ort, 
Sgeul is binn ri aireamh, 

Nis o rinn e craobh-sgaoileadh, 
’S na bheil an taobh so dh’fhairge, 

Tha thu lan do dh’ fhinealtachd, 
Cho ceart sa dhinnseadh seanchas, 

Gur mac lain^Riairbh da rireamh thu, 
An am dol sios an garbh-chath. 

A Lachuinn oig gu ’mfaic mi tha, 
Mar treigeadh bord na has mi, 

Gu’m faic mi fo cheann bliadhti’ thu, 
Mar glac am fiabhras ard mi, 

A ghnuis sholta, ’s beid o n sochdvcich 
gaire, 

Do dheud giCn stoir o'm linn thig gloir, 
O’n faighinn pog a’sfailte. 

’S e Ceannard Chlan-’Illeain, 
Dh’fhas flathasach le cruadal, 

Sgaoil e feadh gaeh tighearnais, 
Gun ghleidh thu dligheil t-uaisle, 

Ach’s iomadh neach bu shugradh leis, 
Crubadh ann an truailleacbd, 

Ach rinn thu beairt bu cliutaiche, 
Air an duchas mar ba dual dhut. 

A Lachuinn oxg gu ’mfaic mi thu, <5’c. 

’S e na chuir mi dh’eolas ort, 
Dh’ fhag an ceo ma m’ shuilean, 

Aig a mhiad sa fhuair mi dheth, 
Gu’n leig mi ruaig an tus ort, 

Dh’ aithnichinn air an fhaiche thu, 
A lub nan cas-chiabh ur-ghlan, 

Gu’m b’ ursann-chath air gaisgeich thu, 
Na’n tigeadh creach a d’ dhuthaich. 

A Lachuinn oig gu ’mfaici mi Hut, <j'£- 



LACHUNN MAC THEARLAICH. 63 

B’ e sid an gasanleis bu taitneach, 
Picean dait’ a lubadh, 

’N t-iubbar nuadh ga lagh gu chluais, 
’M beatha bhuat bu shiubhlach, 

Ceir a’s rosaid dlu fo t-ordaig, 
Ite an eoin gu h-ur-ghlan, 

Mu chul an fheidh ma'n gearr e leu in, 
Bhidh fhuil na leine bruite. 

A Lachuinn oig gu ’mfaic mi thu, $c. 

Sid na h-airm a ghlacainn dut, 
A dhol air sraid an fhudair: 

Tluilbliair a ghleis shniamhanaieh, 
A bheul o’n cinnteach cuimse, 

Spantach ladair, fulangach, 
’N laimh a churaidh chliutaich, 

’S a ’n sgiatli bu trie an taisbeanadh, 
Air ghaoirdean deas nan lu-chleas. 

A Lachuinn oig gu ’mfaic mi thu, J>c. 

Mo ghaoil a’m fear eai^eanach, 
A leubh a chairt’s rinn gual d’i, 

Leis an eireadh na brataichean, 
A’s teach o ghlaie nam fuar-bheann, 

’N am dusgadh as an cadal daibh, 
Gu’n d’ bhuail thu pais ma’n chluais orr’. 

’S thilg thu steach an teaehdaireachd, 
’S an ceart air bhachd an guaile. 

A Lachuinn oig gu ’mfaic mi thu, tj'C. 

’S iomadh bratach shuaicheanta, 
’N robh smuais a’s cruas a’s cairdeas, 

Eadar rutha Chuirteirnis, 
Gu Dubh-airt thun a Garbh-lead, 

Dh’ eireadh fir Aird-ghobhar leat, 
Fir fhoghainteach neo-sgathaeh, 

Dhearbhainn f bin gu'n geileadli dlmt, 
Fir ghleusta bho Bhra’-charnaig. 

A Lachuinn oig gu ’mfaic mi thu, ijr. 

Ghluaiseadh leat s na h-eileanan, 
Dream nach ceil an gradh ort, 

Thigeadh ort a mor-Innis, 
A hhratach leoghannt’ laidir, 

Chite sid gu follaiseach, 
Fir fhoinnidh ann an Aros, 

Na fir ura nach diultadh, 
Sgiurs thoirt air an namhaid. 

A Lachuinn oig gu ’mfaic mi thu, ij*c. 

Dh’ eireadh seoid o’n Mhuidhe loat, 
Nach cuireadh bruthach spairn orr’, 

Nan ceanna-bheairtean glana, 
Nan lannan geal’s nan targaid, 

Nan euilbheirean caol acuinneach, 
Aig gaisgich nan gniomh gailbheach, 

A dheanadh luath a chaisleacha, 
’N uair dh’ eireadh srad bho theanachair. 

A Ljachuinn oig gu ’mfaic mi thu, $c. 

Bratach aig Clann-Domhnuill, 
’N a’m biodli ad choir gu’m b’ fheairrde, 

Dh’ flias gu seasmhach, cruadalach, 
’N uair ghluaiseadh iad na’n armadh, 

Ann an gliocas firinneach, 
Cho math sa sgriobli an seanachas, 

Sid an dream bha innsgineach, 
Hi ’n innseadh nach robh leanabail. 

A Lachuinn oig gu ’mfaic mi thu, ,jc. 

LACHUNN MAC THEARLAICH. 

Lachlan M‘Kinnon, alias Lachunn Mac Thearlaich Oig, flourished about the 
middle of the'seventeenth century. He was a native of Strath, Isle of Skye, and 
a lineal descendant of the Ceann-taighe of the M'Kinnons of that place. His 
parents were in comfortable circumstances, and although we have no data to ascer- 
tain the extent of his scholastic acquirements, it is obvious from a cursory glance at 
his productions that he was not unlettered,—while the purity and critical correct- 
ness of his Gaelic, furnishes ample proof that he studied and understood the struc- 
ture of that language. He was an excellent musician, and was in the habit, when 
a young man, of carrying his violin about with him from place to place—more for 
recreation and amusement, than for any sordid considerations of pecuniary remune- 
ration. The habits and predilections of his countrymen, their excessive fondness of 
poetry, music and dancing, always secured for such gifted individuals as M'Kinnon, 
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the warmest grasp of hospitality’s right hand wherever he went. He seems, how- 
ever, to have discontinued the practice—in consequence of a low, unmanly attack 
upon his character and motives by a wandering bard of the name of McLennan. 

Talents and genius are very seldom bestowed upon any individual without a 
copious mixture of impulses, that too often seek their gratification in improper in- 
dulgences. Burns and Byron were constituted after this manner. Lachlan 
M'Kinnon happened at one time to be perambulating the Main land, i» the dis- 
trict of Lochalsh, where he put up for the night in the house of a respectable farmer. 
After supper, one of the daughters went out to prepare a bed for the cherished 
stranger in an out-house or barn. She was accompanied by a little favourite pug 
called Ooireal, and the poet soon followed. Fairly ensconced with the fair and 
artless maid, and privacy favouring his designs, Lachlan yielded to the impulses of 
his heart, and the result was an illegitimate daughter, who seems to have inherited 
the broad humour and poetic genius of her father. Many of her repartees and wit- 
ticisms have descended to us by oral recitation, but space remonstrates against our 
noticing but one, which may serve as a specimen of the whole. Some time after 
her father married, her stepmother was going from home, and meeting her about 
the door accosted her thus:—“You’re my first-foot, and pity you if you are not 
lucky to meet with!” “Ask my father,” rejoined the young woman, “and he 

will tell you that I am the most unpropitious omen that could come in your way.” 
“ Dear me 1 how that?” eagerly inquired the stepmother. “ Because,” continued 
the other, “ I was the first person he himself met, while on his way to marry you, 
and God knows it was the most unlucky journey he ever made !” But we are 
digressing, and had almost forgot to say, that during M'Kinnon’s struggle to de- 
flower the farmer’s daughter, little Coireal sounded so loud an alarm, that he seized 
it by the hind legs, and dashed out its brains against the wall! This has been 
made the subject of a very merry song, in which our author comes in for a pretty 
round flagellation. 

Lachlan MTvinnon died at a good old age, and was buried in his native parish, 
where some of his grandchildren are still living and much respected. 

LATHA’ SIUBHAL SLEIBHE. 

Marbiiphaisg ort a mhuiaid, 
Nach do dh'fhuirich thu nochd uam 

‘S nach do leig thu cadal domh, 
S an oidhche fada, fuar, 

Ma‘s ann a dh'iarraidh cunntais orm, 
A lunn thu air mo shuain, 

Bheir mise greis an drasda dhut 
Air aireamh na tha bh’uat. 

Latha’ siubhal sleibhe dhoruh 
‘8 mi falbh team fein gu dlu, 

A chuideachd anns an astar sin 
Air gunna glaic a‘s cu. 

Gun thachair clann rium ann sa’ ghleann 
A’ gal gu fann qhion iuil: 

Air leam gur h-iad a b'aillidh dreach 
A ehunnacas riamh Is m’ shuil. 

Gu‘m b'ioghnadh leam mar tharladh dhaibh 
Am fasach fad air chul, 

Coimeas luchd an aghaidhean 
Gu‘n tagha de cheann iuil, 

Air beannachadh neo-fhiata dhomh 
Gu‘n d'fhiaraich mi:—“ Co sud?” 

‘8 fhreagair iad gu cianail mi 
A‘m briathraibh mine ciuin. 

“lochd, a‘s Gradh, a‘s Fiughantas, 
‘Nar triuir gur h-e ar n-ainm, 

Clann nan uaislean curamach, 
A choisinn cliu ‘s gach ball, 

‘Nuair phaigh an fheile cis d‘an Eug 
‘8 a ebaidh'i-fein air chall, 

‘Na thiomnadh dh'fhag ar n-athair sihu 
Aig mathaibh Innse-Gall. 
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xt Tormod fial an t-shugraidh, 
Nach d-fhas m‘a chuinncadh cruaidh, 

A. bha, gu fearail fiughantach, 
‘S a chum a dkuthchas suas; 

‘S ann air a bha ar taghaich, 
0‘n thugadh Iain bh‘uainn, 

‘S beag m’ fharmad ris na feumaich 
0‘u a bheum na cluig gu truagh! 

“ Bba‘n duin’ ud ro fhlathasach, 
‘S c mathasach le ceill, 

Bha e gu fial fiughantach, 
‘S a ghiulan math ‘ga reir; 

Ce farsuinn eadar Arcamh, 
Cathair Ghlas-cho ‘s Baile-Bhoid: 

Cha d’ fhuaras riamh oid-altrum ann, 
Cho pailt’ ri teach Mhic-Leoid. 

“ Chaidh sinn do Dhun-Bheagain 
A‘s cha dMarr sinn cead *ua thur, 

Fhuair sinn, failte shuilbheara, 
Le furbailt a‘s le muirn: 

Gu‘n ghlac e sinn le acarachd 
Mar dhaltachan ‘nar triuir, 

A ‘s thogadh e gach neach againn 
Gu macant’ air a ghlun. 

“ Fhuair sinn greis ‘gar n-arach, 
Aig^dac-Leoid a bha san Dun, 

Greis eile gle shaibheir 
Aig a bhrathair bha‘n Dun-Tuilm:” 

Sin ‘nuair labhair fiughantas 
Dalt uiseil Dhomhnuill ghuirm:— 

“ Bu trie leat a bhi sugradh rinn, 
‘S cha b’ fhasan ur dhuinn cuirm. 

“ N am eiridh dhuinn neo-airtneulach. 
‘S biadh maidne dhol air bord, 

Gheihhte gach ni riaghailteach, 
Bu mhiannach leat ga d’ choir; 

Chatl’ chuir thu duil am priobairtich, 
Cha b’ fhiach leat ach ni mor; 

Bu chleachdadh air do dhitheid dhut 
Glain’ fhiona mar ri ceoh 

“ Am fear a bh’ air a Chomraich 
Bu chall soillear dhuinn a bhas 

Ann an cuisibh diulanais, 
Cha b’ iudmhail e’ measg chaich 

Lamh sgapaidli oir, a‘s airgeid e 
Gu‘n dear mad air luchd dhan, 

A‘g mhionnaicheadh na ciarsairean 
Nach e bu taire lamh.* 

* Alluding to an Irish Harper of the name of 
CaUean Curmnc, who, in consequence of a misun- 
derstanding, left his master and fled to Scotland, 
at that time the saving ark of refugees, whether 
children of prose or verse. During his peregri- 
nations in the hyperborean regions of Caledonia, 
he visited, according to the custom of the times, 
many of the Highland Chieftains and families of 
distinction, whose ears were not yet- sufficiently 
refined to disrelish music, and who, consequent- 
ly, appreciated his abilities and performances. Among others in whose families the Hibernian 
minstrel was well received, was that of the Laird 
of Applecross. On the day of his departure, Ap- 

5 

| “ Thug sinn ruaig gu’n soradh 
Gu Mac-Choinnich mor nan cuach, 

Be’n duin’ iochd-mhor, teo-chridheach, 
S bu leogbannt e air sluagh, 

! Bha urram uaisl’ a’s ceannais aig’ 
Air fearaibk an taobh-Tuath ; 

Cha chuirt’ as geall a cbailleadh e 
Ge d’ fhalaich oirn e ‘n uaigh ! 

“ O’n rinn an uaigh ‘ur glasadh orm, 
’S nach faic mi sibh le’m shuil ; 

’S cumhach, cianail, craiteach, mi, 
‘S neo-ardanach mo shurd, 

’S mi cuimhneachadh nam braithrean sin 
A b'aillidh dreach a‘s gnuis, 

Gur trie a chum sibh coinnidh rium 
Aig Coinneach anns a’ Chuil. 

I “ Ailpeanaich mhatk chiar-dhuibh, 
‘Gam bu duthchas riabh an Srath, 

D‘an tigeadh airm gu sgiamhach 
Ge bu riabbach leinn do dhath, 

! Bu lamh a dheanamh fiadhaich thu, 
j Gu‘n dial bu bhiatach math, 
i ‘S a nise bho na thriall thu bh‘uainn, 

Cha‘n iarrair siun a staigh. 

“ Bu chuimir glan do chalpannan, 
Fo shliasaid dhealbhaich thruim, 

‘S math thigeadh breacan ouachach ort, 
Mu‘n cuairt an fheile chruinn, 

‘S ro mhatk a thigeadh claidheamh dhut, 
Sgiath laghach nam ball grinn, 

Cha robh cron am fradharc ort, 
‘Tkaobk t-aghaidh ‘s cul do chinn. 

“ Nam togail mail do dhuthchannan, 
‘S ga ‘n dluthachadh riut fein; 

Bki‘dhmaid air ‘nar stiubhartan 
*S ‘nar triuir gu‘m bi‘dhraaid reidh, 

Cha do thog sinn riabh bo Shamhna dbut. 
No Bealltainn eba b’e’r bens, 

Cha mho thug oich air tuathanach, 
Bu mho do thruas ri fheum.” ' 

Bha‘n duin’ ud na charaid dhomb, 
‘S cha char dhomh’ chliu a sheinn, 

plecross, whose generosity was worthy of his 
: countfy and high rank, gave Cormac a handful of 
! gold pieces out of his right hand, and a similar 
I quantity of silver ones out of his left. Such a 
splendid instance of genuine II igliland liberality, 
could not but awake sentiments of the most lively 
gratitude iu the naturally feeling bosom of the 
minstrel; who, upon his arrival in the Emerald 
Isle, lost no opportunity of trumpeting forth the 
praises of his benefactor. The tide of his quon- 

: dam employer’s rage having now subsided, and 
a reconciliation having been effected between the 

j parties, his master asked Cormac:—■■ Creid i ’n 
lamh ho fheile do fhvair tu ’n Jlhainn ?” i. e. 
which was the most liberal hand you found in 
Scotland? To which he replied,—“Xum/t dheas 
fhir na Comraich ”—The right hand of Apple- 
cross.—“ Creid i 'n ath te ?” which was the next? 
—“ Lamh rhlith fhir na Comraich,” or the left 
hand of Applecross, was the minstrel’s prompt 
and quaint reply. 
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Mas can each gur masgall e, 
Leig tharais e na thim; 

Do bhas a dh-fhag ini muladach, 
‘S ann chluinnear e ‘s gach tir, 

Cha b‘ioghna’ mi ga t-iondrann, 
Ann am cunntais thoirt ‘s an t-shuim. 

‘S mi smaointeach air na saoidheann sin 
‘S a bhi ga‘n caoidh gu truagh, 

‘S amhuill gheibh mi bhuinig ann, 
Bhi taghaich air luirg fhuair, 

An taobh a chaidh iad tharais, 
‘S ann tha dachaigh nil’ an t-shluaigh, 

Dh‘eug lannraic priunsa Shasuinn; 
‘S cha duisg e gu la-luain! 

Note This beautiful and pathetic sons' was 
composed by Mackinuon after the death of some 
of his relations It would appear that while 
they lived,and while his own circumstances con- 
tinued prosperous, he was much respected 
throughout the country, and was not unfrequent- 
ly the guest and companion of the best gentry in 
the Highlands. No sooner, however, had death 
deprived him of his friends, and misfortune had 
robbed him of his gear,* than he began to expe- 
rience, from the world and his former patrons, 
the bitter indifference and coldness which pover- 
ty too often brings in her train. This he expert 
enced in an especial manner, when, on a Christ- 
mas evening having gone to the Castle of Dunve- 
gan, where the rest of the country gentry were, as 
usual on such occasions, enjoying the hospitality 
of the chief, poor Mackinnon was not only unno- 
ticed and neglected, but repulsed from the hall, 
where, in worthier days, and under a worthier 
laird, he and his fathers were wont to be wel- 
come guests. In consequence of this unhand- 
some treatment, the indignant bard returned in- 
stantly to Strath. While pursuing his homeward 
journey through the lonely glen, beneath the 
towering Culeens, and while the fever of his re- 
sentment still burned within his bosom, he met, 
or imagined he met, Generosity, Love, and Liber- 
ality, outcasts, like himself, from the hearts and 
halls of highland lairds, and bitterly inveighing 
against the tyranny that thus exiled them, unfed 
and unclothed, from the abodes where they were 
accustomed to reign and revel. At length having 
reached his homo, he went to bed, probably sup- 

erless, and gentle sleep not deigning to woo 
im, but in its stead the weeping muse, he com- 

posed, and, for the first time, sun<r this song. It 
was highly esteemed by the Highland bards and 
seanachais, the latter of whom entitled the tune 
to which it is sung, “ Tri-amh Fonn na h-Alba," 
or the third best air in Scotland;—we have not 
been able to ascertain what airs were considered 
the first and second. In reference to the time 
and place where it was first sung, we may men- 
tion that it was a custom of the old highlanders, 
when they could not sleep, to sing on their beds, 
and that loud enough to waken all the inmates of 
the house, who, if the song was good, never 
grudged their slumbers being thus musically 
Broken. 

* Lest this statement may be mistaken, it is only to be infer- red that his predecessors had been obliged to dispose of their lands, but that ho still had some of the proceeds upon which he, lived; but funds in cash, even if considerable, were not re- garded in those days so honotirable as even a very limited com- petency arising from a paternal estate. 

ORAN 
DO NIOHEAN FHIR GHEAMBAIL. 

Moch sa’ mhadainn mi ‘s lan airtneil, 
Tha mi ‘g achdain m’ iunndrainn, 

An aite cadail air mo leabaidh, 
Carachadh sa tiunntadh. 

Na ‘m faighinn ccad, gun rachainn grad. 
Am still gu‘n stad, gi^n aon-tamh; 

A dh’ fhios an ait’ am fiosrach each, 
Gu ‘m beil mo ghradh-sa ‘n Geambail. 

‘S ge fad air chuairt, mi ‘s tamull bh‘uain, 
An aisling bhuan so dhuisg mi; 

Thu bhi agam, ann am ghlacaibh, 
Bhean bho ‘n tlachd-mhor sugradh, 

A dhainean buinig ‘s fada m’ f huireach, 
Ann an iomal duthcha, 

0 choin a chiall! gu ‘m be mo mhiann, 
Bhi ‘n diugli'a'triall ga t-iunnsaidh. 

Air t-iunnsaidh theid mi ‘n uair a dheireas, 
Mi gu h-eatrom sunndach; 

Gach ceurh de‘n t-shlighe, dol ga d’ ruidhinn, 
Bi‘dh mo chridhe sugach 

Mo mhiann bhi ‘n ceart-uair air bheag cadail 
Ann ad chaidridh greannar; 

Mo dhuil gun chleith, le durachd mhath, 
Gur h-e mo bhcatha teann ort. # 

Ach oigh na maise ‘s or-bhuidh fait, 
‘S do ghruaidh air dreach an neionein; 

Tha eideadh grinn, mu dheud do chinn, 
‘S do beul bho ‘m binn thig oran. 

Rosg thana chaoin, fo d’ mhala chaoil, 
‘S do mheall-shuil, mhin ga seoladh; 

S i‘n t-sheirc tha t-eudainn ghreas gu eug mi. 
Mar toir cleir dllomh coir ort. 

Gu‘n choir air t-fheutainn, oigh na feile, 
Ghreas mi fein gu an-lamh; 

Fhuair thu ‘n iosad buaidh bho Dhiarmad,* 
Tha cuir ciad an geall ort. 

Ciochan geala, air uchd meallaidh, 
Miann gach fir ‘n am sealltain; 

Do chion fallaich th’ air mo mhealladh, 
‘S e na eallach throm orm. 

Tha ruin nam fear, fo d’ gbun am falaeh, 
Seang chorp, faliain, sunndach; 

Slios mar cala, cneas mar chanach, 
Bho cheann tamull m’ lull ort. 

Bho bharr do chinn, gu sail do bhuinn; 
‘S tu dhamhsadh grinn air urlar; 

Bhi ga t-aireamh ‘s gu‘n tu lathair, 
Ghreas gu lar mo shugradh. 

Mo shugradh cheil ‘s duil ruit mar bhean, 
Oigh nan ciabli glan faincach; 

T-aon bhroilleach geal, irom-cheist nam fear. 
‘S uasal an t-ion ban-righ. 

*Bha'm “ Bad-seirc” ann an gruaidnean Dhiar 
maid. 
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Tha seire, a‘s beusan, tlachd, a‘s ceutaidh, 
Mar ri cheile fas riut, 

Do ghaol gach lo so rinn mo leon, 
Cho mor ‘s nach eol dhomh aireamh. 

Cha ‘n eol domh aireamh, trian de t-ailleachd, 
Gus do’n bhas gun geill mi: 

Ceillidh, cliutach, beusach, muirneach, 
Ceud fear ur tha ‘n deidh ort. 

Bi‘dh airnean bruit aig pairt de ‘n chunntais, 
sin, 

Dha ‘n diult thu caoimhneas; 
Bi'dh slaint’ as ur, le failte chiuil, 

Aig fear ni lub san roinn ort. 

SGIAN DUBH 
AN SPROGAIN CHAIM. 

Dn’ innsinn sgeul mu mhalairt duibh, 
Na ‘m fanadh sibh gu foill, 
Mur dll’ eirich do ‘n chall bhreamais domh, 
‘Nuair chaidh mi do Dhun-gleois; 
Air bhi thall an Sgalpa dhomh, 
Air cuirm aig Lachunn og; 
Fhuair mi bhiodag thubaisteach, 
Le a eaisein-uchd’ bha mor. 

Bu mhath a chuirm a bh’an’, an sin, 
‘S mo bheannachd-sa na deigh; 
‘N fhear ud dune chunnaic i, 
A dhi-mol i gu leir; 
Ach fhuair mi fhin bloidh biodaig ann 
Nach tig an la ni feum, 
A‘s stiallaire mor feosaig oirr’, 
Mur fhear d‘a seorsa fjiein. 

Mas oil leibh an athais ud, 
Gu ‘n robh i agabh riamh; 
Loinidean a‘s oghnaichean. 
An conuidh dhuibh bu bhiadh; 
Ged’ dheanadh sibh cruinneachadh, 
Tuilleadh a‘s coig ciad; 
‘S tearc fear gun chaisein-uchd aige, 
Cho gharbhe ri torc-fladh. 

Chuir an tir so ‘n duileachd mi, 
‘Nuair chunnaic iad mur bha; 
P.ha gach ncach ga choisrigeadh, 
Koimh ‘n dos a bh'air ‘a barr; 
Bha sgonn do mhaide seilich innt; 
Bu gheinneanta rinn fas: 
Bheireadh ssor neo chronail aisde, 
Crosg da‘n loinid bhain. 

Chuir Mac-Ionmhuinn bairlinn. 
An truth so mach sa ‘n tir, 
Chuir e na soachd barranntais, 
Gu Donuacha Mac-a-Phi; 
Gabhail gu caol Arcaig leo. 
Mu ‘n ghabh i tamh sa ‘n tir, 
‘Sa mninntir fein thoirt coinne dh’ i, 
‘S gur soilleir i do m’ dhith. 

Cha ‘n ion-mholaidh ghrath-bhat sin, 
Thug thu steach thar chaol, 
An t-arm a bha gun chaisrigeadh, 
‘Sa b’ ole learn air mo thaobh; 
‘S mairg sliasaid air am fiicas i, 
A bhiodag phaiteach mhaol; 

' B’ iomlaideach air bhordaibh i, 
Sgian dubh a sgornain chaoil. 

B’ i sud an bhiodag rosadach, 
A b’ ole leam air mo chliath’, 
‘Si ruadh-mheirg uile ‘s coltas d’ i, 
Fo dhos de dh’ fhionnadh Hath, 
Bha maide reamhar geinneach innt’ 
’S car na h-amhaich fiar 
Cha ghearradh i sgiath cuileige, 
Le buille no le riach. 

‘Nuair chaidh mi dh’ iarraidh breathanais, 
Cha d’ fhuair mi leithid riamh; 
Sin nuair thuirt an Saileanach, 
(‘Nuair chairich e rium biasd; 
Mathaltdo chuirc Mhor-thirich, 
Da‘m beil an roibein Hath; 
Duirceall dubh gun f haobhar, 
‘N am taebhadh ris a bhiadh.) 

“ Bu math sa bhruthainn chaorainn i, 
‘Sa‘n coannag nam fear mor; 
‘S e Fionn thug dh‘i an latha sin. 
An t-ath-bualadh na dhorn; 

• Thug e na brath-mhionnan sin, 
Nach dh’ fhag i duine beo; 
‘S nach robh neach ga ‘m beanadh i, 
Nach gearradh i’ gu’ bhroig.” 

Thuirt mi fhin cha‘n fhior dhut sin, 
‘S ann chaill thu d’ ciall le aois; 
Coid a chuimhne ‘s faid’ agad, 
On stad i gu bhi maol; 
Chaidh mi air mo ghlun d’ i, 
Mu ‘n do ruisg i rium a taobh;* 
‘S thug i na seachd sgairtean aisd, 
Gus ‘n tug Mac-TaSla glaodh. 

* Pulling it out of the sheath. 

Note.—The poet happened to be one of a party 
at the house of lAU'.hunn Og,n relative of his own, 
when, upon the company ‘•getting fou an’ unco 
happy,” they fell to playing at a sort of game 
called lomlaid bhiodug. The maimer iu which it 
is played is this:—The lights are extinguished, 
and every man casts his dirk under the table. 
The dirks are then shuffled with a stair, after 
which a person, having his right hand tied to his 
side, and a glove on his left, is blindfolded and 
put under the table to hand out one by one iu ro- 
tation to every man who had cast a dirk in : and 
every body had to keep the dirk which fell to him 
in this way. M'Kinnon’s dirk was by far the best 
in the whole collection, but he lost it in the lottery, 
and got in its stead an old coarse dagger belonging 
to a Kintail man who was present. This person 
was one of those termed “ Claim ’/c Hath 
Mholach," i. e. Hairy M‘Kaes. M-Kinnon was 
far from pleased with his lot, and he composfed 
this song on the occasion. 
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Bu cheithir bliadhna-fichead d’ i, 
BM ‘n oitsein mhorair-Gall;* 
‘S fhuair i urram cocaireachd, 
Thar moran de na bh’ ann; 
Bha Mac-Aoidh ga teachdaireachd, 
Mu ‘n deach e chomhraig theann, 
‘S b’ fhoirmeal anus a chogadh i, 
Sgian dubh an sprogain chaim. 

Ged thigeadh Clann-Domhnuill, 
‘S na,seoid a tha mu thuath, 
Mac-Aoidh an tus feachda leo, 
‘S garbh bhratach an taobh tuath; 
‘Nuair thig a bhratach Cheann-Saileach. 
‘S a thairnnear ridhe suas; 
‘S tearc fear gu‘n chaisein gaoiseid air, 
Bho smeig gu mhaodaii sios. 

* Lord Caithness. 

CURAM NAM BANTRAICHEAN. 
LUINNEAG. 

Hug hoireann ho-ro hura-bho, 
Bi‘dh curam air na bantraichean, 
Hug hoireann ho-ro hura-bho, 
JBi‘dh curam air na bantraichean. 

Bin11 curam air na mnathan oga, 
‘S moran air na bantraichean. 

Hug hoireann ho-ro, fyc. 

AN CLAUS AIR BALL. 

Roderick Morison, the far-famed harper and poet, commonly called A?i Clarsair 
Dali was born in the Island of Lewis*, in the year 1646. His father was an 
Episcopalian Clergyman in that place, a man of great respectability and goodness 
of heart, and a descendant of the celebrated Britheamh Leoghasach. He had 
other two sons, Angus and Malcolm. At an early age, the three, who were all 
designed for the pulpit, were sent to Inverness to their education. They were not 
long there, when the small-pox made its appearance in the town with great viru- 
lence ; our three pupils were seized with it, and although the best medical skill 
was in requisition, so severe was the malady, that Roderick lost his eye-sight, and 
had his face—otherwise a very fine, open and expressive one,—dreadfully disfigured 
and contracted by it. His brothers were more fortunate,—they followed up their 
clerical aspirations, and having gone through the curriculum of their order, Angus 

* The Messrs. Chambers of Edinburgh, in their Journal, Number 451, of Saturday, Sep- 
tember 10th, 1840, say, on the authority of Mr. Bunting, that blind Rory was au Irishman. 
This ia incorrect. We know how much Journalists are at the mercy of others, and how 

Bi‘dh curam tim an Earraich orra, 
Gu‘n bi ‘n t-aran gann aca, 

Hug hoireann ho-ro, S,-c. 

Bi‘dh curam mor a‘s eagal orra, 
Theagamh nach bi clann aca, 

Hug hoireann ho-ro, S,-c. 

‘Nuair bhios each gu cuirealdach, 
Bi‘dh iads a cumh ‘an t-shean-duine. 

Hug hoireann ho-ro, <j'c. 

‘Nuair shineas tu air mireadh riudh’, 
Silidh iad mar alltanan, 

Hug hoireann ho-ro, fyc. 

Bi‘dh ‘n dosan siar san ‘m breidean liar, 
Air cualan Hath nam bantraichean, 

Hug hoireann ho-ro, <§-c. 

Bi‘dh dealg a‘m bun an fheamain ac, 
‘S breamanach a dhamhsas iad, 

Hug hoireann ho-ro, fyc. 

Ged bhidhinn fhin gun or gu‘n spreigh, 
Bu bheag mo speis do sheann te dhubb, 

Hug hoireann ho-ro, fyc. 

Note.—This song was composed on M'Kinnon 
hearino- that a friend of his was about to marry a 
rich old widow. 
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got a living in the parish of Contin, and Malcom was appointed to the Chapel of 
Poolewe, in the parish of Gairloch, Ross-shire. Balked in his juvenile anticipa- 
tions, and now incapacitated for any active, civil, military, or other profession, 
Rory directed his attention to the study of music, for which nature had furnished 
him with a first-rate genius. In this divine science he greatly excelled, and al- 
though he was no mean performer on other musical instruments, the silver-toned 
harp seems to have been his favourite. On this instrument, he left all other High- 
land amateurs in the rear. 

His superiority as a musician, and his respectable connexions soon served him as 
a passport to the best circles in the North. He was caressed and idolized by all 
who could appreciate the excellence of his minstrelsy. Induced by the fair fame of 
his fellow-harpers in Ireland, he visited that country, and probably profited by the 
excursion. On his return to Scotland, he called at every baronial residence in his 
way; the Scotch nobility and gentry were at the time at the Court of King James 
in Holyrood-House—Rory wended his way to Edinburgh, where he met with that 
sterling model of a Highland Chieftain, John Breac M‘Leod of Harris, who eagerly 
engaged him as his family harper. During his stay under the hospitable roof of 
this gentleman, he composed several beautiful tunes and songs, and, among the 
rest, that fascinating melody—“ Feill nan Crann,” which afose out of the follow- 
ing circumstance : Rory, sitting one day by the kitchen fire, had chanced to drop 
the key of his harp in the ashes which he was raking with his fingers, as M‘Leod’s 
lady entered and inquired of one of the maids—“ Ciod e tha dhith air Ruairidh ?” 
“Mhuire ! tha a chrann—chaill e san luath e,” was the reply—“Ma ta feumair 
crann eile 'cheannach do Ruairidhcontinued Mrs. M'Leod; and the gifted 
minstrel, availing himself of the forced or extended meaning of the word crann, 
forthwith composed the tune, clothing it in words of side-splitting humour, and 
representing the kitchen maids as ransacking every mercantile booth in the land, to 
procure him his lost implement! 

Shortly after this period, we find our author located as a farmer at Totamor in 
Glenelg, at that time the property of his liberal patron M‘Leod, who gave him the 

easily they are misled; but without at all expecting any thing like omniscience in the Messrs. 
Chambers, we think, that before lending the weight of their columns to give currency to the 
mis-statement, they ought to have informed themselves of the facts. 

Of Mr. Bunting, we know nothing or almost nothing; but we sympathize with him in his 
literary researches, and attempts to resuscitate the musical spirit and ancient melody of his 
country. We protest, however, against his robbing us of our sweetest minstrel—not for the 
world would we accord to Hibernia the honour of having given birth to Rory Dali—and for 
this one reason, that he was bona fide born and brought up in the Highlands of Scotland; 
and, if a man must be born a second time, it does not necessarily follow, that that event 
must take place in Ireland. Mr. Bunting’s blind Rory, goes by the sonorous name of 
O’Cahan,—we have no objection to this; neither do we lay claim to any of the estates which 
descended to the said Rory O’Cahan as his patrimonial inheritance, but we claim for our- 
selves the honour of consanguinity with Roderick Morison, the blind harper. We have given 
his birth and parentage;—we have pointed to the manses of his two brothers,—we have given 
his own history as a poet, harper, and farmer, and until these facts are disproved, the Irish 
historian must rest satisfied with his own Rory, and the Messrs. Chambers must understand 
that such things as erroneous statements can be imported over the Irish channel, much easier 
than a Ross-shire Highlander can be made an Irishman. 
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occupancy of it rent-free. Here he remained during his* friend’s life, and added 
largely to the stock of his musical and poetical compositions. 

An Clarsair Dali was fondly attached to his patron, whose fame he commemo- 
rated in strains of unrivalled beauty and excellence. The chieftains of the clan 
M‘Leod possessed, perhaps, greater nobleness of soul than any other of the High- 
land gentry; but it must be observed, that they were peculiarly successful in en- 
listing the immortalizing strains of the first poets in their favour—our author and 
their own immortal Mary. Rory’s elegy on John Breac M‘Leod, styled, ‘‘ (Jreach 
nan Ciadan,” is one of the most pathetic, plaintive and heart-touching produc- 
tions we have read, during a life half spent amid the flowery meadows of our High- 
land Parnassus. After deploring the transition of M'Leod’s virtues, manliness 
and hospitality from the earth, he breaks forth in sombre forebodings as to the de- 
generacy of his heir, and again luxuriates in the highest ingredients of a Lament. 
Oran mor Mhic-Leoid, in which the imaginative powers of the minstrel conjure 
up scenes of other days, with the vividness of reality, is a master-piece of the kind. 
It comes before us in the form of a duet, in which Echo (the sound of music), now- 
excluded like himself from the festive hall of M‘Leod, indulges in responsive strains 
of lamentation that finely harmonize with the poignancy of our poet’s grief. 

This last song wast composed after his ejectment from his farm, and while on 
his way to his native Isle of Lewis. It is not true, as stated by Mr. Bunting, that 
Rory Ball was a wandering minstrel. He indeed occasionally visited gentlemen’s 
houses, but that was always under special invitation—he was born a minister’s son, 
and did not require to earn his bread by wandering from place to place. Rory 
Dali was muc!! respected in his age and country for those high musical powers 
which have contributed so much to the pleasure and delight of his countrymen— 
talents which have obtained for himself the imperishable fame of being one of the 
sweetest and most talented poets of our country. He died at a good old age, and 
wras interred in the burying ground of /, in the Island of Lewis. Peace be to his 
manes ! never we fear, shall the Highlands of Scotland again produce his like. 

A CHIAD DI-LUAIN DE’N RAIDHE. 

A chtad di-luain de‘n raidhe,* 
Ge d’ bha mi leam fhin, 

Cha d’ fhuair mi duine an la sin, 
A thainig am ghaoith, 

Dh-fhiaraich cia mar bha mi. 
Na‘m bail leam dhol sios, 

An Tota-mor so fhagail, 
Nach b’ aite dkomh e, 

* The Highlanders had a practice in the olden 
times that is still partially observed in certain 
parts even at the present day, and that tended to 
keep alive and fan those habits of hospitality and 
friendly feelings among the inhabitants of par- 
ticular districts for which Ihey are so justly cele- 
brated. The custom to which we allude, was to 
meet at an appointed house, on the first Monday 
of every quarter, to drink a bumper to the bever- 
age of the succeeding, and wish it better or no 
worse than the present. 

‘Soilleir dkuinne thar chach nile. 
Nack robli duin’ a‘s tir, m 

A chumadh fear mar chach mi. 
Mar b’ abhaist dkomh bhi. 

Sin ‘nuair chuala Fearachar, 
Mi‘n dearmad aig each, 

Thainig e na m’ chodhail, 
On b’ eol dha mo ghnas. 

Thug e leis air sgoid mi, 
Gu seomar a mkna, 

Anna lion an stop dhuinn, 
‘S na sor oirn’ a lan, 

Ge d’ tha e falamh ‘s ro mhatk ‘n airidh, 
‘Gklaine fo thoirt dha, 

‘S gu‘m faigheadh e luchd eolais, 
Na m bioidk a phoca lan. 
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Labhair a bhean choir sin, 
Gu banail eolach glic, 

Fhaic thu ‘n t-uan gu‘n mhathair. 
An clarsiir gu‘n chruit. 

An leabhar gu’n leubhair, 
‘S e bheus a bhi druit, 

S’ an dorlach gu‘n fbuasgladh, 
A suaineach a bhruic, 

Ge d’ tlia thu falamh ‘s ro mhath ‘n airidh 
Ghlaine so thoirt dhut, 

‘S gu‘n olamaid a dha dhiu’ 
Airslainte an fhir bhric.* 

An ti so tha mi ‘g iomradh, 
‘S a ‘g iomagainn do ghna, 

Cha cheil mi air do mhuinntir, 
Gach piling mar ata, 

Ge h-eibhinn leam r‘a chluinntinn. 
An saoidh a bliidh slan, 

Sgeul nach taitncach leamsa, 
v Ma dh’ iomalaid thu gnas, 
Fath mo ghearain a bhi falamh, 

‘S mi tamull o d’ laimh, 
" ’S faide ‘n fhead no t-eigheach, 

‘S an fheusag air fas.” 

Ge d’ fhuiligear gach ni ‘s fcudar, 
‘S neo-eibhinn le m’ run, 

Thusa bhidh ‘n clar-sgithe, 
‘S mi ‘n tir air do chul, 

Le m’ fheosaig leathuinn leomaich, 
Gu roibeineach dlu, 

‘S thusa a’ giulan malaid, 
A ghna ann san Dun, 

Fhir bhric bhallaich, meall na bharail, 
‘M fear a thuirt o thus— 

“ ’S fad o‘n chridlie cheudna, 
Na ‘s cein bho bheachd sul.” 

Ge d’ tha mise an drasda 
Da m’ avach fad uat, 

Sloinnidh mi mo phairt, 
Ris gaeh nabaidh m‘an cuairt, 

Ma ‘s beag ma‘s iqor a dh’ fheudas mi, 
Spreidh A chuir suas, 

Bioidh sid fo iochd nan sar-fhear, 
Nach saraich anAfuachd, 

Ri la gaillionn an ai d bheannabh, 
‘S iad nach gearain uair, 

‘S trie an siubhal sealbhach. 
Air snealg do ‘n taobh-tuath. 

Tha fir ghasda bheoghant’, 
Aig Eoghann Loch-iall, 

Nach seaehnadh an toireachd, 
‘N am togbliail nan triath, 

Rachadh iad gu‘n soradh. 
An codhail nan ciad, 

‘S math am fulang dorainn, 
‘S tha crodhachd nan gniomh, 

Fir ro ghasda nach ‘eil meata, 
Nach d‘fhuair masladh riamh, 

Mhathas mo chuid dhomh-sa, 
‘S mi ‘n dochas gur fior. 

•John Breac Macleod. 

‘S iad Clanu-Mhic-’Ill-Ainmhaidh, 
‘S oirdheirce gniomh, 

Luch shiubhal a gharblaich, 
‘S a mharbhadh nam fiadh, 

Cha d’ fhuair iad aobhai- oilbheum, 
Mar fiilbhadh iad sliabh, 

Cha dean jad a bheag onnsa, 
‘S nach*lorgair mi ‘s fiach, 

Mo chreach ma ‘ncoinnidh ‘s i fo‘n comraic, 
‘B‘e an comunn mo mhiann, 

Buachaillean mo threud, 
‘N uair nach leir dhuibh a ghrian. 

Tha sliochd Iain Mhic-Mhartainn,* 
Gu tabhachdach treun, 

Raghainn air an naimhdeas. 
An cairdeas, gu‘n bhreug, 

Cha bhuin iad ri fal-bheairt. 
Mo lamiisa nach speis, 

“ Far an isl’ an garadh, 
Cha ghna leo a leum,” 

Na fir ghasda gu‘n bhi meata, 
‘S iad nach seachainn streup, 

Le 'n toirear buaidh ‘s gach spairne, 
Ann ‘s gach aite dha ‘n teid. 

Clann-a-Phif ri’ n seanachas, 
‘S neo-leanaba;dh na seoid, 

Buidhean nan sgiath balla-bhreac 
A dhearbhadh an gleois, 

•S iad nach seachnadh fuathas, 
‘N am bhualadh nan sron, 

Ge b’ e chuireadh fearg orr’ 
Cha b’ fharmadach dho, 

‘N am tarrainn nan lann tana, 
Caisgear carraid leo, 

“ Buille ‘n corp cha bhuail” iad, 
Tha uaisle nam por. 

Tha Clann-‘Ille-Mhaoil mhuinte, 
Bha cliu orra riamh, 

Buidhean tha do-cheannsaicht. 
Is ceannsgalach triall, 

Ri faicinn an naimhdean, 
‘S neo-sgathach an triath, 

B’ annsa leibh ruaig shunndach, 
No tionntadh le fiamh, 

Laochraidh guineacli nan arm fuiieach, 
‘S mairg ri ‘n bhuin sibh riamh, 

Tha nimh a‘s neart ‘n-ar naimhdeas, 
‘S ‘ur cairdeas gu‘n fhiar. 

Tha aig Colla comhlainn, 
Nacli conn-lapach gleus, 

Luchd nam feudan dubh-ghorm, 
Nach diultadh ri feum, 

‘N-am na graide dhusgadh, 
Gu ‘n dubladh bhur feum, 

Bha fios aig Mac-an-Toisich, 
Nach soradh iad eeum, 

* Dochanassie men, a very brave little clan at 
that time. 

t Locharkaig men, followers of lochdl. 
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Dol na choiunidh sa‘n la shoilleir, 
‘S gu‘n iad coimeas cheud, 

B’ annsa dol da bhualadh. 
No buaile ‘n fir theud. • 

‘S iad sliocbd Cholla cbis-mhoir, 
Da rireadh a th’ ann, t 

Naoh leigeadh le muiseag. 
An cnis thar an ceann, 

Misneach cha do threig sibh, 
‘N streup chlanna Ghall, 

Cha bu dual daibh mio-sta’ 
No mi-thurachd ghann, 

Na fir churanta fhuair urrain. 
Re h-am iomairt lann, 

0 minig luchd an aobhair, 
Gu craobhach a call. 

Maille ris gach suairceas, 
Bha fuaite ri‘r gne, 

Tharrainn sibh mar dhualchas. 
An uaisle ‘n ar cleith, 

Gu creachadh cha do ghluais sibh, 
Cha chuala mi e, 

B’ annsa leibh eun cluaisc, 
Thoirt uam le m’ thoil fein, 

Na mo chreachadh ‘s an dol seachad, 
‘S mi na m’ airc mu‘m spreidh, 

‘S mi gu’n eagal tuairgifidh, 
‘S mo bhuaile fo! r mein. 

Tha Gleann-Garadh ceannsgalach, 
Connspunnach, cruaidh, 

Chumadh ri luchd aimhreit, 
A chonnspaid ud suas, 

Na ‘m tharrainn gu sanntach. 
An lann as an truaill, 

Bu mhath do‘r luchd gamhlais, 
San am ud bhi bhuaibh, 

Biodh ceum cridheil air reang tri-car, 
Cha gleidh bruinr.e buaidh, 

Aig buidheann a mhoir cheann-aird, 
Nach tcann mo chuid bhuam. 

Tha ’n taic na laimhe, 
An Ceann-taile so thall. 

Fir ghasda neo sgathach, 
Ga‘m b'abhaisd bhi teann, 

Ri faicinn a namhaid, 
Nach failinnach greann, 

Is trie a fhuair buaidh larach, 
Le abhachd an lann, 

Neart a chlaidhe be air raghainn, 
Nach dh-fhas fathast fann, 

Coille ‘s i gu‘n chrionach, 
Gur lionmhor a clann. 

‘S iad marcaich na Moidhe, 
Fir chro nam buadh, 

‘M beil aithn’ agus eolas, 
Nach soradh an duais, 

Clann-Choinnich nan ro-seol, 
Na‘n crodh’ mhilean sluaidh, 

Na beathraichean beodha, 
Ga coir a bhi cruaidh. 

Dream gu‘n laige ri am troide 
Ceann a chabraich suas, 

Aig luchd na gorm lann naimhdeach, 
Nach sanntaich mo bhuar. 

Note.—When the harper composed this song, 
he was residing in Tota-Mor, in Glenelg, as a far 
mer. and the few of the clans he alludes to were 
people that he had good reason to fear would rob 
him, or, in other words, carry away his cattle— 
a very prevalent practice iii those days. As, 
therefore, he had little or no means of defending 
himself, he immediately called his harp and his 
muse to his aid, and composed this song, in 
which those dreaded enemies are invested with 
all the attributes of honour, honesty, and good 
neighbourhood ; and, as far as the bard was con- 
cerned, they always acted towards him in the 
characters his muse was willing to believe they 
actually possessed. 

ORAN 

DO DU-IAXN BREAC MAC-LEOID. 

Tiia moran, moran mulaid 
An deigh tuineachadh am chom, 

Gur bliadhna learn gach seachduin, 
Bho Each facas Iain donn; 

Na ‘n cluinninn ged nach faicinn, 
Fear do phearsa thigh'nn do ‘n fhonn, 

Gu‘n sgaoileadh mo phramh ‘s m’ airsneul. 
Mar skneachd og ri aiteamh trom. 

Their mi ho-ro ghealla beag, 
‘S na ho-ro challan h-i. 

Their mi ho-ro ghealla beag, 
‘S na ho-ro challan h-i; 

Challan hi ho hu-ra bho, 
‘S na ho-ro challan hi, 

Gurfada bho na trathan sin, 
A'ach robh mo ghradh san Hr. 

A luchd comuinn so, ifti ‘n eisdeadh sibh, 
Ri cuid de m’ sgeul, gu-'n mheang, 

‘S mi caoidh an uasail bheadaraich, 
Tha bhuam an fheadhs’ air chall; 

Cha robh cron ri fhaotainn ort, 
Ach thu bhi faoilidh ann, 

Bho ‘n fhuair mi gu h-ur eibhinn thu, 
‘N Dun-eideann, a measg Ghall. 

Their mi ho-ro, fyc. 

Thug mi ionnsaidh fhada. 
As do dheigh ‘s mi ‘n cladach cruaidh. 

Thug mi ionnsaidh bhearraideach, 
‘8 a chamhanaich Di-luaiu; 

Cha d‘fhuaras an t-og aigeantach, 
Bu mhacanta measg sluaidh, 

‘S cha ‘n fhaodainn a mhisg aidieadh, 
‘S do dheoclj-slainte dol m’ an cuairt.. 

Their mi ho-ro, A-c- 
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Thug mi ionnsaidh sgaiiteal. 
As do dheigh an cladach doirbh, 

Ged naoh tug mi capuil learn, 
Na agair mi na lorg; 

Gu ‘n robh mo choiseachd adhaiseach, 
‘S an rathad a bhi dorch, 

Le breisleich mbic-nan-cliatban,* 
‘S do lamh filial ga dhioladh orm. 

Their mi ho-ro, $c. 

Fhir so tha mi g’ iomradh ort, 
Ga t-ionndrain tha mi bh’ uam, 

Sron ardanach an fhiughantais, 
Cha b’ fhiu leat a bhi crion; 

Au ‘n cluinninn fein ‘s gu ‘n tigeadh tu, 
Fhir ehridhe dhios nan crioch, 

Gu‘n olainn do dheoch-slainte, 
Ga do phaighinn i, de dh’ fhion. 

Their mi ho-ro, fyc. 

Beul macanta, ciuin, rabhairtach, 
‘N uair tharladh tu ‘s taigh-osd, 

A dh‘fhas gu seirceil, suairce, 
Gaol na‘m ban, ‘s nan gruagach og; 

‘S iomadh maighdeann cheutach, 
A bha deigheil air do phoig, 

Le ‘m b’ ait bhi ounntadh spreidhe dhut, 
‘S a deas-lamh fein le deoin. 

Their mi ho-ro, fyc. 

Cha robh fuath na greathachd ort, 
Ri t-amharc bha thu caoin, 

Saighdear foinnidh, flathail. 
Air an gabhadh gach neach gaol; 

Euchdach, treubhach, urramaoh, 
Bha ‘n curaidh glan gu‘n ghaoid, 

Gu fearail, meanmnach, measail, 
Air nach faighte an tiotal claon. 

Their mi ho-ro, §c. 

Saighdear fearail, fuasgailteaeh. 
Fear cruadalach, gu‘n mheang, 

Ceann-feadhna air thus na brataich e, 
Ga taisbeanadh san Fhraing; 

Thig airm air reir a phearsa, 
Air an laoch bn sgairteil greann, 

‘JS’uair dh’ eireadh airde lasrach ort, 
‘S mairg a’ chasadh riut san am. 

Their mi ho-ro, §c. 

Thig clai3heamh socrach, stailinn dhut, 
De ‘n t-seors as fear sa bhuth, 

‘S e fulangacli bho bharra-dheis, 
Gu ‘n ruig a oheanna-bheairt duirn; 

Faobhar air a gheur chruaidh sin, 
Nach gabhadh leum na lub, 

Lann air dhreach na daolaig’, 
‘S i air taobh deas-laimh mo ruin. 

Their mi ho-ro, Jfc. 

‘S e sud an t-airm a thaghainn dut, 
‘S cu ‘n deigh an retreut, 

* An t-uisge-beatha. • >, 

As paidhir dhag nach diultadh, 
Agus fudar gorm da reir; 

Do ghunna ‘n deigh a falniaehadh, 
‘S tu marbhtach air an treud, 

Ann san laimh nach greagara, 
‘S tu leantainn as an deigh. 

Their mi ho-ro, SfC. 

‘S fhada leam a chomhnaidh so, 
Th’ aig Eoin a measg nan Gall, 

Cha ghiorra ieam an oidhche, 
Bhi ga chuimhneackadh's gach am: 

Dll’ fhaoiltichinn na ‘m faicinn thu, 
Tigh'nn seachad ann sa gklcann, 

Cha ghabhinn fein bonn faiteachais, 
Ge d’ ghlacadh tu mo gheall. 

Their mi ho-ro, §c. 

Corr agus tri raidhean, 
Tha thu d’ chadal samhach bji’ uain, 

Gu‘n t-fhaicinn bho na dh‘fhag thu sinn, 
‘S ar cridhe ghnath fo ghruaim.; 

A nis bho ‘n chuir thu cul ruinn, 
‘Sa laidh smurnein air do ghruaidh. 

Mar sholas and deigh dorachadais, 
Tha Tormod mar bu dual. 

Their mi fa)-? o, fyc. 

‘S e Tormod og mo shubhachas, 
Air bhuidheachas shiol-Leoid, 

Ma ‘s mac an ait’ an athar thu, 
Thig fathast gu bhi mor; 

Ann san Dun gu flathail, 
‘N robh do chinneadh roi beo, 

Mac-ratha dhuisgeas eibhneas domh, 
Le aighear tbreig mi bron. 

Their mi ho-ro, fyc. 

Ma thuirt iad ogha Thormoid riut, 
B’ i sud an fhoirm fhuil ghlan, 

Ma thuirt iad iar-ogha Ruairidh riut, 
B’ i ‘n ard-fhuil uaibhreach mhear; 

‘S ogha ‘n Eoin gun truailleadh, 
Thug suairceas air gach neach, 

Mac an fhir nach b'fhuathach leam, 
An nochd thog suas mo ghean. 

Their mi ho-ro, fyc. 

* 

CREACII-NA-CIADAIN.* 

Tiia muld, tha mulad, 
Lion mulad ro mhor mi, 

‘S ge d’ is eigin domh fhulang, 
Tha tuille ‘s na‘s leoir orm; 

Tliromaich sac air mo ghiulan, 
Le dumhladas dorainn, 

Dh’ amais dosgaich na bliadhn orm, 
Creach-na-Ciadain so leon mi! 

* This lamentation was composed on the death 
of John Breac Macleod. 
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Creach-na-Ciadain so leon mi! 
Dh’ fhag mi breoite gu‘n fhiabhras, 

A dh'fhogair mo shlainte, 
‘S tearc mo bhrathair ‘s na criochan; 

Agam glaodh an loin bhronaich, 
‘N deigh a h-eoin ‘s i ‘ga iargainn, 

Dh’ fhalhh gach solas a h’ abhaist, 
‘S dh’ fhuirich caillein a m’ fhiacail. 

Dh’ fhuirioh caillein a m’ fhiacail, * 
So i bhliadhn’ a thug car dhomh, 

Dh’ fhag puthar fo m’ leine, 
Nach fiiothaich leigh tha air thalamh. 

Mo leigheas cha'n fheudar, 
Cha re domh bhi fallain, 

Fhuair mi dinneir la Caisge, 
‘S cha b’ fheairrde mo ghoin i. 

Cha b’ fheairrde mo ghoin i. 
Go do bha mi mu‘n cho'roinn, 

‘N diugh gur buan domh ri aithris, 
Gu‘n bhuail an t-earrach so brog orm; 

Mi mu‘m maighsteir gle mhath, 
‘S fad a leus orm nach beo e, 

Go do racha mi seachad, 
Cha‘n fhaigh mi facal dheth chomhra. 

Cha‘n fhaigh mi facal dheth chomhra, 
Chleachd mi moran deth fhaotainn, 

‘N diugh dh’ fhaodas mi raitc, 
Gur uan gu‘n mhathair san trend mi, 

‘S ann is gna dhomli bhi tursach, 
Gu‘n bhrath furtachd as eugais, 

‘S o‘n a chaochail e abhaist, 
‘S tearc a chaoidh mo ghair eibhinn. 

‘S tearc a chaoidh mo ghair eibhinn, 
Cha bheus domh bhi subhach, 

Ghabh mi tlachd ann bi tursach, 
Chuir mi uigh aun bi dubhach, 

Mu‘n ti tha mi ‘g iomradh, 
Chuir an cuimhne mo phutar, 

Nis o‘n fhuair an uaigh e-san, 
Chaidh an caisead mo bhruthaich. 

Chaidh an caisead mo bhruthaich, 
‘S mi fo chumha da direadh, 

Dol an truimead’s an airde, 
An diugh a thainig mo dbiobhail, 

Dh’ fhalbh mo laitheichean eibhinn, 
O’n a threig sibh Clar-sgithe, 

Tha mo thaic ann sna h-Earadh 
’N deigh fhalach ‘na aonar. 

‘N deigh fhalach ’na aonar, 
Bi’dh e daonnan ’an uaigneas, 

Sgeul mu’n gearanach daoine, 
‘S mnai chaointeach nan luath-bhos, 

‘S iad a’ co-stri r’a cheile, 
Ceol gun eibhneas seachd truaighe ! 

Leum mo chridhe ‘na spealtaibh, 
M’ an chaismeachd ’n uair chualas. 

Gur h-i chaismeachd so chualas, 
A luathaich orm tioma, 

Dh’ fhag fo m’ osnaich fuil bhruite, 
A’ sior-dhruthadh air m’ innigh, 

’S f haide seachduin na bliadhna, 
O’n a thriall sibh thair linne, 

Le friamhach na fialachd, 
Bh’ann san lion-bhrat air fhilleadh. 

‘S ann san lion-bhrat air fhilleadh, 
Dh’ fhag mi spionnadh nan anfhann, 

Ceann-uidhe luchd-ealaidh, 
Mar ri earras luchd-seanachais. 

Agus ulaidh aos dana, 
Chuir do bhas iad gu h-imcheist ; 

’S o’n a chaidh thu sa chiste, 
Cha bu mhis a chuis fharmaid. 

Cha bu mhis a chuis fharmaid, 
Ghabh mi teax-badh o’n trend sin. 

Far an robh mi a’m mheanbh-ghair, 
‘An toiseach aimseir mo cheitein, 

‘S ann an deireadh a Charbhais, 
A dhearbhadh ar feuchain 

Chaill mi ‘n ur-ghibht, a chreach mi, 
Ann an seachduin na Ceusda. 

Ann an seachduin na Ceusda, 
Diciadain mo bhristidh, 

Chaill mi iuchair na h-eudail, 
Cha mhi aqn neach is mist e, 

Gu‘n bhrath faighinn gu brath oirr’, 
Sgeul a sharaich mo mhisneach; 

‘S ann fo dhiomhaireachd m’ aimean, 
A tharmaich mo niosgaid. 

A tharmaich mo niosgaid, 
Cha‘n fhaidh mise bhi slan deth, 

Se fear tinn a chinn-ghalair, 
A ni‘n gearan bochd craiteach, 

‘S ann air ata ‘n easlaint, 
Nach d’ fhiosraich a nabaidh, 

‘S cha mho dh’ fhairaich e thinneas 
Lois ‘n do mhilleadh a shlainte. 

Far ‘n do mhilleadh mo shlaint-s’, 
‘S ann a tharmaich dhomh m’ easlaint, 

Gu‘n d’ chuir aimsir na Caisge, 
Mi gu brath fo throm airsneal* 

Gheibh gach neaeh do na dh’ fhag thu, 
Rud ‘an aite na bh’ aca, 

Aeh mis agus Mairi, 
A chuir a brathair ‘an tasgaidh. 

Chaidh do bhrathair ‘an tasgaidh, 
‘Se mo chreach-sa gur fior sud, 

‘S ann an diugh tha mi ‘g acain, 
Mar tha mhac na mhaol-ciarain, 

Agus ise bochd brouach, 
‘N deigh a leonadh o‘n chiadain. 

Thug mo mhaighstir math uamsa, 
iy.-is ‘n do bhuaineadh mo phian-bhron. 
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Mo pMan-bhron a Mhairi, 
Mar tha thu fo chumha, 

Nach faic thu do Bhrathair, 
Mar a b’ abhaist gu subhacb, 

An sean-fhacal gnathaichte, 
An diugh ‘s fior e mar thubhairt:— 

“ Cha robh meoghail ga miad, 
Nach robh na deigh galach, dubhach.” 

Nach robh na deigh galach, dubhach, 
‘Se ‘m fear subhach am beairteas, 

Cha‘n fhaigh piuthar a brathair 
Ach gheibh bean aluinn leth-leapach, 

Thainig ar air an duthaich, 
Dia a dhubladh an carta, 

‘S ga cumail an uachdar, 
Gus am buadhaich do mhac e. 

Gus am buadhaich do mhac e, 
‘N deigh a ghlasadh le gruagaich, 

Lan saibhris is sonais, 
Ann san onair bu dual dut, 

Lean cuis ‘s na bi leanbail, 
‘S na bidh marbh-ghean air t-uaislean, 

Cum an coimeas ruit fein iad, 
‘S na toir beum dha t-ainm Ruairidh. 

Ruairidh reachdar, run-meanmach, 
Tartach, toirbeartach, teannta, 

Do shi-seanair o‘n tainig, 
Cha b‘ion do namhaid dol teann air, 

‘S Ruairidh gasda ‘na dheigh, 
Cha b‘e roghainn bu taire, 

‘S an treas Ruairidh fa dheireadh, 
Cha b’e’n gainneanach fas e. 

An treas Ruairidh de‘n dream sin, 
A choisinn geall ‘s cha b’ e mi-chliu, 

Cha b’ e ’n coilleanach gann e, 
Ach an ceaunsgalach mileant’ 

Ma ‘s lusa roinn suas, 
An ceathramh Rauiridh, na dearmad, 

Lean ri sinnsireachd t-aiteam, 
‘S n a toir inasladlj dha ‘n ainm sin. 

Na toir masladh dha ‘n ainm sin, 
‘S cuir leanabas fo d’ bhrogan, 

Na biodh daoin’ ann am barail, 
Ge d’ tha car aig an oig ort, 

Bidh gu fiughantach smachdail, 
Rianail, reachdmhor, ‘n triath Leodach, 

“ Na faic frid an suil bridean,” 
Cha chuis dion do Mhac-Leoid e. 

Cha chuis dion do Mhac-Leoid, 
A bhi dolum ‘s rud aige, 

Lean an duthchas bu choir dhut, 
‘8 biodh mor-chuis na t-aigneadh, 

Ach ma leigeas tu dhiot e, 
Bi‘dh na ciadan ga t-agairt, 

‘G radh gur crann shlatag chrion thu, 
‘N ait’ a ghniomliaraich bheachdail. 

Maide dh’ fhas na chraoibh thoraidh, 
Fo bhla onarach aluinn. 

Ann an lios nan crann euchdach, 
Bha tlachd nan ceud ann ‘s gach ait’ air, 

Lean an duthchas bu chathair, 
A mhic an athar a chraidh sinn, 

Na bidh ad chrionaich gu‘n duilleich, 
Ann ‘san ionad ‘n do thamh thu. 

ORAN MOR MHIC-LEOID. 

[eadar an clahsair a gus mac-talla.] 

Miad a mhulaid tha ‘m thaghall, 
Dh’ fhag treoghaid mo chleibh gu goirt 

Aig na rinn mi ad dheighidh, 
Air m’ aghairt ‘s mo thriall gu port. * 

‘S ann bha mis’ air do thoir, 
‘8 mi meas robh coir agam ort; 

A dlieagh mhic athar mo ghraidh, 
B tu m’ aighear, ’s m’ adh, ’s m’ ole. 

Chaidh a chuibhle mu‘n cuairt, 
Gu‘n do thiunndaidh gu fuachd am blatha»s, 

Naile chuna’ mi uair, 
Dun flathail nan cuach a thraigh. 

Far biodh taghaich nan duan, 
loma’ mathas gu‘n chruas, gu‘n chas; 

Dh’ fhalbh an latha sin bhuain, 
‘8 iha na taighean gu fuaraidh fas. 

Dh’ fhalbh, mac-tall’ as an Dun, 
‘N am sgarachdainn duinn r’ ar triath; 

‘8 ann a thachair e rium. 
Air seacharan bheann, san t-shllabh. 

Labhair e-san air thus— 
“ Math mo bharail 'gur tu ma ‘s fior, 

Chunna’ mise fo’ mhuirn, 
Roi ‘n uiridh an Dun nan cliar.” 

A Mhic-talla, nan tur, 
‘Se mo bharail gur tusa bha, 

Ann an teaghlach an fhion’, 
‘8 tu g-aithris air gniomh mo lamh: 

“ ’8 math mo bharail gur mi, 
‘8 cha b’ urasd dhomh bhi mo thamh; 

G-eisdeachd brosluim gach ceoil, 
Ann am fochar Mhic-Leoid an aigh.” 

A Mhic-talla so bha, 
Anns a bhaile ‘n do thar mi m’ iuil; 

‘8 ann a nis dhuinn as leir, 
Gu‘m beil mis’ a‘s tu fein air chul. 

A reir do chomais air sgeul, 
0‘n ‘s fear comuinn mi-fein a‘s tu; 

‘M beil do mhuinntearas buan, 
Aig an triath ud, da‘n dual an Dun ? 

“ Tha Mac-talla fo ghruaim, 
Anns an talla ‘m biodh fuaim a cheoil; 

‘S ionad taghaich nan cliar, 
Gu‘n aighear, gu‘n mhiagh, gu‘n phoit. 
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Gu‘n mhire, gu‘n mhuirn, 
Gu‘n iomracha dlu nan corn; 

Gun chuirm, gu‘n phailteas ri daimh, 
Gu‘n mhacnas, gu‘n mharan beoil. 

“ ’S mi Mac-talla, bha uair 
‘G eisdeachd fa thrum nan duan gu tiugh; 

Far bu mhuirneaeh am beus, 
‘N am cromadh do‘n ghrein san t-sruth. 

Far am b’ fhoirmeal na seoid, 
‘S iad gu h-oranach, ceolmhor, cluth; 

Ged naoh faicte mo ghnuis, 
Chluinnt’ aca sa‘n Dun mo ghuth.” 

“ ’N am eiridh gu modi, 
Ann san teaghlaich, gu‘n sproc, gu‘n 

ghruaim; 
(Mluinte gleadhraich nan dos, 

‘S an cede na’ cois on t-suain: 
‘Nuair a ghabhadh i lan, 

‘S i gu‘n ouireadh 03 n-aird na fhuair; 
Le meoir fhileanta bhinn, 

‘S iad gu ruith-leumach, dionach, luath.” 

‘* Bhiodh a rianadair fein, 
Cuir an ire gur h-e bhiodh ann; 

‘S e g-ciridh na nfeasg, 
‘S an eiblie gu trie na cheann. 

Ge d’ a b’ ard leinn a fuaim, 
Cha tuairgneadh e sinn gu teann; 

Chuireadh tagradh am chluais, 
Le h-aidmheil gu luath, ‘s gu mall. 

‘Nuair a chuirt’ i na tamh, 
Le furtachd na fiirdaich fein; 

Dhomh-sa b’ fhurasda radh, 
Gu‘m bu churaideach gair nan teud, 

Le h-iomairt dha lamh, 
A cuir a binneas do chach an ceill; 

‘S gu‘m bu shiubhlach am chluais, 
A moghunn lughar le luasgan mheur. 

“ Ann sa’ fheasgar na dheigh, 
N am teasa na grein tra noin: 

Fir chneatain ri clair, 
‘S mnai’ freagairt a ghna cuir leo. 

Da chomhairleach ghearr, 
A labhairt ‘s gu ‘m b'ard an gloir; 

‘S gu‘m bu thitheach an guin, 
Air an duine gu‘n fhuil, gu‘n fheoil.” 

“ Glieibhte fleasgaich gu‘n ghrain, 
Na do thalla gu‘n sgraig, gu‘n fhuath; 

Mnai’ fhionna ‘n fhuilt reidh, 
Cuir buineis an ceill le fuaim. 

Le ceileireachd booil, 
Bhiodh gu h-ealanta, h-ordail, suairc; 

Bhiodh fear-bogha ‘nan coir, 
Ri cuir meo-ghair’ a mheoir nan cluais. 

“ Thoir teachdaireachd bhuam, 
Le deatam, gu Ruaridh og; 

Agus innis dha fein, 
Cuid de chunnard ged ‘se Mac-Leoid. 

E bhi'g amharc na dheigh, 
Air an Iain* a dh-eug, s’ nach beo; 

Ge bu shaibhir a chliu, 
Cha‘n fhagadh e ‘n Dun gu‘n cheol.” 

Note.—This song was a favourite with Sir 
Alexander M'Kenzie, of Gairloch, who paid a 
person to sing it to him every Christmas night. 
One of Sir Alexander’s tenants went to him one 
day to seek a lease of a certain farm. The laird 
desired him to sit down and sing Oran Mor ilhic- 
Leoid till he should write the document. The 
tenant remarked that he certainly set great value 
on that song. “Yes,” was his reply, “and I am 
sorry that every Highland laird has not the same 
regard for it.” 

* John Breae M‘Leod was one of the last chief- 
tains that had in his retinue a bard, a harper, a 
piper, and a fool,—all of them excellently and 
liberally provided for. After his death, Dunve- 
gan Castle was neglected by his sou Roderick, 
and the services of these functionaries dispensed 
with to make room for grooms, gamekeepers, 
factors, dogs, and the various et erteras of a fash- 
ionable English establishment. We here beg the 
reader to note, that wo have not said Rory was an 
English gentleman, but only hinted that he aped 
the manners of one. Eight stanzas of this song 
are purposely omitted, as we think their insertion 
would be an outrage on our readers’ senseof pro- 
priety. 

C U M II A 

DO DH-rHEAR TilALASGAIR.* 

Dh-thalbh solas mo latha' 
Dhorchaich m’ oidhche gu‘n aigbear, 
Cha ‘n eil lanntair na m’ radhad, 
‘S gu‘n mo chairmlean a’ gabhail, 
Tha luchd’m foineachd na’n laidhe sa’n uir orr. 

Bas an Eoin so ma dheireadh, 
Rinn ar leonadh gu soillear, 
Sa chuir ar solas an gainnead, 
Dhuisg e bron an Eoin eile, 
Dh-fhag e doirt-tkrom&ch eire mo ghiulain. 

Co chunnaic no chuala, 
Sgeul ‘s truime sa ‘s truaidhe? > 
Na‘m beum guineach so bhuail oirnn, 
Sa dk’ fhag uilefo ghruaim sinn, 
Eadar isleau a‘s uaislean do dkutkeha. 

Se siol Leoid an siol dochair, 
Siol gu‘n solas, gu‘n sochair, 
Siol a bhroin a‘s na bockain, 
Siol gu‘n cheol a‘s gu‘n bkroslium, 
An siol dorainneack ‘s goirt a rug sgiurs orr. 

So‘n clar-sgitk an clar ro sgith, 
Clar na diobkail ‘s na dosgainn, . 
Clar gu‘n eibkneas lann osnaidk, 
Clar nan deur air na rosgaibk, 
An clar geur, an clar goirt, an clar tursach. 

* Mr. John M‘Leod, son of Sir Roderick M‘Leod. 
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Cneidh air chneidli ‘sa cbncidh chraiteach, 
Na seana clmeidhean ga ‘n arach, 
Na ‘n ur chnamhain an drasta, 
Sgriob gacli latha gar fasgadh, 
Gur trie taghaieh a bhais a toirt spuill dhinn. 

Tha mi ‘graite le ceartas, 
Thaobh aobharackd m’ aeaid, 
Nacb “ fearr e ri chlaistinn 
An t-olc eraiteach na fhaicinn,” 
‘S claon a dh-fliag an sean-fhaca! o thus e, 

AM PIOBAIRE BALL. 

John M'Kat, the celebrated piper and poet was born in the parish ofGairlocb, 
Ross‘shire, in the year 1666. Like his father, who was a native of Lord Keay’s 
Country, he was born blind, but witli perhaps the exception of a slight shade on 
their eyes, it would be difficult to the most acute observer to perceive that they had 
not their sight. When John had acquired the first principles or elementary parts 
of music from his father, he was sent to the College of Pipers in Skye, to finish his 
musical studies under the auspices of the celebrated Mac-Criummein. There were 
at this time no fewer than eleven other apprentices studying with this celebrated 
master-piper; but in the articles of capacity' and genius so superior did Iain Dali 
prove himself to his fellow-students, that be outstripped them all in a very short 
time. This superiority, or pre-eminence naturally gained him the envy and low- 
souled ill-will of the others, and many anecdotes have traditionally come down to 
us illustrative of their rivalry and wounded pride. On one occasion as John and 
another apprentice were playing the same tune alternately, in the highest key of 
rivalry, Mac-Criummein reprimandingly asked the other, “ why he did not play 
like Iain Dali?”Jo which the chagrined aspirant replied, “By Mary, I’d do so 
if my fingers had not been after the skate !”-—alluding to the conglutinous touch of 
his fingers on the chanter-holes after having forked at some of that fish at dinner. 
Hence originated the taunt which the north country pipers, conscious of their own 
superiority, are in the habit of hurling at pipers of the more Southern districts— 
“ Tha mheoirean as deighe na sgait!” Genius is never at a loss for developing 
itself, and where there is actually no casus, its fertility of invention finds abundant 
materials to work upon. Our youthful piper, it appears, was somewhat unfortunate 
in the appointment of his bed, during the early period of his apprenticeship; in short, 
he was infested with certain marauders, which detracted from his comfort and sleep. 
This circumstance he commemorated in the composition of a piobaireachd appropri- 
ately called “ Pronnadh nam Mial” which, although his first effort, both as regards 
its variations and general structure, is equal to anything of the kind. 

One of the Mac-Cruimmeins, a celebrated musician known by the cognomen of 
Padruig Caogach, owing, we suppose, to his inveterate habit of twinkling or wink- 
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ing with his eyes, was about the time composing a new pipe tune. Two years had 
already elapsed since the first two measures of it became known and popular; but 
owing to its unfinished state, it was called “Am port Leathach.” Some of the 
greatest poets have experienced more difficulty in supplying a single line or couplet 
than in the structure and harmonization of the entire piece—musicians, too, have 
experienced similar perplexities—and Padruig Coagach had fairly stuck. The 
embryo tune was every where chanted and every where applauded, and this mea- 
sure of public approbation tended to double his anxiety to have it finished—but no! 
the genius of composition seemed to exult at a distance, and to wink at Caogach's 
perplexity. Tender of his brother’s reputation, our blind author set to work, and 
finished the tune which he called, “ Lasan Phadruig Caogaich”—thus nobly re- 
nouncing any share of the laudation which must have flowed upon the completion 
of the admired strain. Patrick, finding his peculiar province usurped by a blind 
beardless youth, became furiously incensed, and bribed the other apprentices to do 
away with his rival’s life ! This they attempted one day while walking together at 
])un-Bhorraraig, where they threw their blind friend over a precipice of twenty-four 
feet in height! John alighted on the soles of his feet, and suffered no material 
injury: the place over which he was precipitated was shown to us, and is yet re- 
cognised as Lcum an Doill. The completion of “Lasan Phadruig Caogaich” 
procured great praise for our young musician, and gave rise to the following well- 
known proverb—“ Chaidh anfhoghluinn os-ceann Mhic-CruimeinP i. e. “the 
apprentice outwits the master.” 

After being seven years under the tuition of Mac-Cruimmein, he returned to 

his native parish, where he succeeded his father as family-piper to the Laird of 
Gairloch. He was enthusiastically fond of music, and the florid encomiums which 
everywhere flowed in upon him, gave his inventive powers an ever-recurrent stimu- 
lus. During his stay in this excellent family, he composed no fewer than twenty- 
four piobaireachds, besides numberless strathspeys, reels and jigs—the most cele- 
brated of which, are “Cailleach a Mhuillear," and “ Cailleach Liath Rasaidh.” 

Finding himself ultimately in comfortable circumstances, he, married, and had 
two children, a son and a daughter—the former of whom was a handsome man. 
His name was Angus, and he was equal to any of his progenitors in the science of 
music. When our author became advanced in years, he was put on the superan- 
nuated list, with a small but competent annuity; and ho past the remaining part of 
his life in visiting gentlemen’s houses, where he was always a welcome guest. His 
visits or excursions were principally in the country of Reay and the Isle of Skye. 
It was during one of these peregrinations, that, hearing in the neighbourhood of 
Tong, of the demise of his patron, Lord lleay, he composed that beautiful pastoral 
“ Coire'an-Kasain,’’ which of itself might well immortalize his fame. It is not 
surpassed by any thing of the kind in the Keltic language — bold, majestic, and 
intrepid, it commands admiration at first glance, and seems on a nearer survey of 
the entire magnificent fabric, as the work of some supernatural agent. 

After the death of Sir Alexander M‘Donald of Slate, John paid a visit to his 
old rendezvous, now occupied by his friend’s son. The aged bardic-piper soon ex- 



A PIOBAIRE BALL. 79 

perienced the verification of the adage—new kings, new laws—instead of being 
honoured with a seat in the dining-room as usual, he was ushered into the servants’ 
hall immediately below—an indignity he was by no means disposed to pass sub 
silentio. As the yoking chief was taking dinner, a liveried servant made his ap- 
pearance in the hall, and addressing John, said—“ My master wishes you to play 
one of those tunes he often heard his father praise” “ Go back to your master,’’ 
replied Iain Dali warmly, “ and tell him from me, that when I used to play to 
his father it was to charm and delight his ears, and not to blow music up in his 
a !” 

Having returned to Gairloch, he never again went from home. He died in the 
1754, being consequently 98 years of age, and was buried in the same grave with 
his father, Iluairidh Hall, in the clachan of his native parish, Gairloch. 

BEANNACIIADII BAIRD DO SHIR ALASDAIR MAC-CHOINNICH, 

TRIATH GHEARR-LOCH; ATR DllA NIGUEAN THIGHEARNA GHRA.NND A POSADH. 

Gu‘m beannaiche Dia an teach ‘s an tur, 
‘S an ti thainig ur ‘n-ur ceann, 
Geug shonna, sholta gheibh cliu, 
‘Ni buannachrl duthcha ‘s nach call. 

A gheug a thainig ‘s an deagh uair, 
Dha ‘m buadhach muirn agus ceol 
Ogha Choinnich nan run reidh, 
‘S Bharoin Shrath-Spe nam bo. 

0 larla Shi-phort an tos 
Dhiuchd an oigh is taitneich beus 
‘S o‘n tuitear Shaileach a ris. 
A fhreasdaileadh an righ na fheum. 

‘S bithidh Granndaich uime nach tira, 
Bu treubhaich iomairt ‘s gach ball. 
0 Spe a b’ iomadaich linne, 
A ‘s feidh air firichean ard, 

‘S ann o na Cinnidhean nach fann, 
Thainig ann oigh is glaine ere, 
Gruaidh chorcair, agus rosg mall, 
Mala chaol, chain, ‘s cul reidh, 

Tha h-aodann geal mar a chailc, 
‘S a corp sneachaidh air dheag dhcalbh, 
Maoth leanabh le gibtean saor, 
Air nach facas fraoch no fearg. 

Tha slios mar eala nan sruth, 
‘S a cruth mar chanach an fheoir, 
Cul cleachdach air dhreach nan teud. 
No mar aiteal grein air or. 

Bu cheol-cadail i gu suain, 
‘S bu bhuachaill’ i air do-bheus 
Cainneal sholais feadh do theach, - 
A frithealadh gach neach mar fheum. 

Gu meal thu-fein t-ur bhean og, 
A Thriath Ghearr-Loch nan corn fial 
Le toil chairdean as gach tir, 
Gu meal thu i ‘s beannachd Dhia, 

* 
Gu meal sibh breath, agus buaigh, 
Gu meal sibh uaill, agus muiru, 
Gu meal sibh gach beannachd an cein, 
‘S mo bheannachd fein diubh air thug. 

‘S iomadh beaunachd agus teist, 
Th‘aig an oigh is glainne slios, 
‘S beannachd dha‘n ti a thug leis, 
Rogha nam ban an gne, meas. 
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DAN COMII-FIIURTACHD. 
DO SHIR ADASDAIR, MAO-DHOMHNDILL 

SHLEIBIITE. 
[Air dha thighinn dhachaigh a Lunuainn do 

chaisteal Armadail sa‘n Kileau Sgiatlianach, agus 
a Bhain tighearu’ og mhaiseach a blii raarbh a 
etaigh, air ehiun da thighinn. Tharladh dlia na 
phiobaire dhall a biii staigtx aig an am, agus 
tsheinn e ‘n dan a Icanas na dliail, a nochdadh dim 

u‘n clmill iomadhtreun a‘s(iath an ceud gbradlx, 
‘a b‘eigin fadheoigh solas a ghlacadh.] 

Beannachd dhut o‘n ghabh tliu ‘n t-am, 
O clinch nan Gall gu do thir, 
Duthchas tha ri slios a chuain 
‘iS trie a choisinn buaigh dha‘n righ. 

Do bheatha gu do thir fein, 
•Dheagh Mhic-Dhomhnuill nan send saor, 
‘S ait 1c maithibh Innse-Gall, 
Do ghluasad a nail thar chaol. 

‘S ait le fearaibh an Taobh-tuath, 
Gu‘n bhuannaich thu mar bu choir 
Trotairnis nil’ agus Sleibhte, 
Uidhist nan eun a‘s nan ron. 

‘S ait le fearaibh an Taobh-deas, 
Gu'n shuidhicheadh tu ceart gu leor, 
'is tu sliochd nan rirean o shean, 
Dha'n robh miagh fainear air ceol. 

Ach ‘sann dhomh-sa b'aithne ‘m beus, 
Na ghabh rium fein diu’ o thus, 
Croinn-iubhair le brataichean sroil, 
Loingeas air chors a‘3 ros-iuil. 

Long a‘s leoghann a‘s lamh-dhearg, 
Ga‘n cuir suas an ainm an righ, 
Suaicheantas le ‘n eireadh neart, 
‘N uair thigeadh ‘ur feachd gu tir. 

Na ‘n tarladh dhuibh’ bhi air leirg, 
Fo mheirgh’ dha'm biodh dearg a‘s ban 
Gu maiseach, faicilleach, treun, 
Chuireadh sibh ratreat air each. 

Gu h-armach, armailteach, og, 
Neo-chearbach an toir nan ruag, 
‘8 gach aitc ‘n cromadh an ceann, 
Bu leo na bhiodh ann, ‘sa luaoh. 

B'aithne dhomh Sir Seuma-s mor 
‘S b'eol dhomh Domhuull a mhac, 
B‘eol dhomh Domhnull eile ris, 
Chumadh fo chis na sloigh ceart. 

» 
B‘eol dhomh Domhnull nan tri Don'ull 
‘S ge b‘og e, bu mhor a chliu, 
Bhi'dh fearaibh Alb’ agus Eirinn, 
A ‘g eiridh leis anns gach cuis. 

B'eol dhomh Sir Seumas na ruin, 
T-athair-sa mhic-chliutaich fein, 
'S tus a nis an siathamh gluu 
Dhordaich Righ nan dul na'u deigh. 

Na'n tuiteadh m’ aois cho fad a mach, 
‘S dd mhac-sa theachd air mo thim— 
B‘e sin dhonili-s’ an seachdamh glun, 
‘Thainig air an Dun ri’m’ linn. 

'S cha ‘n ionghaiih dhomh-sa bhi Crion, 
A‘s mo chiabhag a bhi Hath 
‘S gach aon diu’ le cridhe mor 
Toirt dhomh airgeid a's oir riamh. 

‘S gach aon diu’ ga m’ arach cluth, 
Thuigeadh iad uam guth nam meur, 
‘S tha iadsa sabhailt an diugh, 
Anns a bhruth am b’ eil iad fein. 

'S tha mis’ air fuireach sa'n ar, 
‘S mi cuir a bhlair mar bha riamh, 
‘S mo chridhe ‘g osnaich na'n deigh, 
Mar Oisian an deigh, nam Fiann! 

Gu meal thu t-oighreachd, 's do chliu,. 
Dheagh Mhic-Dhomhnuill nan ruin reidh, 
'S ged dh'imich uat t-ur bhean og 
Na biodh ort-sa bron na deigh. 

‘Sa liughad oigh thaitneach gun di, 
Tha eadar Clar-sgith a's Mon-ros 
‘S ma dha thaobh Arcamh a chuain 
Dsas a's tuath, thall sa bhos. 

Agus iad uil’ ort an deigh 
Bheireadh dhut iad-fein ‘s an cuid, 
Oighean taitneach nam beul binn, 
Nam meur grinn, ‘s nam broine buig. 

Chaill righ Bhreatainn, a's ba bheud, 
A leabaidh fein leug a ghaol 
‘S o na tharladh sud na char, 
B'eigin dha bhi seal gu'n mhnaoi. 

Mac-righ Sorcha* sgiath nan arm 
Gur h-e b'ainm dha Maighre borb, 
Chaill e gheala-bhean mar ghein, 
‘S dh fhurich e-fein na duigh beo! 

* As Myro, son of the king of Sora,* ivas one 
clay sailing in his little barque along the Irish 
coast, he came to a bay, remarkable for its beau- 
tiful seclusion. As bis eye wandered here and 
there over every part of the smooth expanse, it 
at length rested on a group of nymphs desport- 
iug themselves, as they thought unseen, and on 
joying the cool of a tine summer’s eve among the 
waters. For a time, he fancied them mermaids, 
or daughters of the sea, and continued to gaze on 
them with admiration and awe; but observing, as 
he drew nearer, that their forms were entirely 
human, he made all sail to ascertain who they 
were! On observing his approach, they darted 
like lightning to conceal themselves in the cre- 
vice of an adjoining rock, whither fear and mo- 
desty compelled them to seek a hasty retreat. 
Determined to make captive of the fairest, who- 
soever she might be, be moored bis skiff, and 
went in pursuit. He soon pounced upon them in 
their concealment, and carried off' the most hand- 
I* The island of Sorcha is frequently mentioned in the poems of Ossian. It is uncertain where it lav, hut it seems to have been noted for the enmity of its Inhabitants.—Ur. Smith. 
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Chaill righ na h-Easpailt a bhean. 
An ainnir gheal nigh'n righ Greig, 
‘S gach aon diubh gabhail a null, 
‘S dh'imich o Fhionn a bhean fein. 

On tha‘n saoghal-so na oheo, 
‘S gur doigh dha bhi dol mu‘n cuairt; 
Bidh'maid subhach annain fein 
‘S beannachd leis gach ni chaidh uainn. 

^ome. Awed with terror, and sufTueed with tears, 
she on her knees implored him for liberty,—tell- 
him that her name ‘was “ Faine-Soluis,” i. e. 
beam of light, and that her father was king of 
that part of Ireland. Unmoved by her entreaties, 
he conveyed her to his boat, and bore her off to 
his own country, where she lived with him for 
some time, as the partner of his bed. To her, 
however, Sora was a place of torment, — for the 
thoughts of kindred and of home ei^jittered 
every hour of her existence. Goaded tomespair, 
she formed the resolution of attempting her 
escape, and, having sallied forth one day, as had 
been her custom, to the beach, she observed My- 
ro’s curach afloat, and no one within view, which 
she unmoored, and committing herself to the 
mercy of the elements, nimbly leaped on board. 
Spreading all sail, and a favourable breeze having 
sprung up, she was soon driven upon the coast 
of Scotland, at a spot where Fingal and his at- 
tendants were refreshing themselves after the 
fatigues of the chase. Her eyes beamed with joy 
as she recognised the hero. After mutual salu- 
tations, she informed the king of Morven of what 
had happened; and, imploring his protection, as J 
her husband was in pursuit, she assured him of j 
her determination to die rather than return, j 
Fingal promised her his aid ; but, hardly had her ' 
troubled mind composed itself to rest, when the i 

rince of Sora landed in the bay, and demanded 
is wife from him The hero, true to his plight-1 

ed promise, refused. The prince of Sora drew 
his sword, and menaced defiance. Upon which, 
Gaul, the son of Morni, stepping forth, encoun- 
tered the stranger. Hut, valiant as was the arm 
of Gaul, he had well nigh been overpowered. 
Oscar, however, the son of Ossian, taking advan- 
tage of an exception to the Fingalian law, “ not 
to aid either party in single combat with the 
right hand," hurled a dart at the young chief of 
Sora with his left; but which, missin" its aim, 
unhappily pierced Faine-Soluis to the heart. 
Confounded at the sight, Myro became unnerved, 
and was overpowered and bound by Gaul. Faine- 
Soluis was buried where she fell, and the young 
chief returned to Sora. The episode concerning 
the Maid of Craca, in the third book of Fingal, is 
to be regarded as another version of the same 
story, though perhaps the following poem, en- 
titled, “ Cath Mhaighre mhoir mine righ Sorcha,” 
is the more correct. There are indeed several 
editions of this piece, all of which are good, but 
this, in our judgment, is the best. It furnishes 
internal evidence of its antiquity. 

La do Fhlonn le bcapran sluaiph Aig Kas-ruadh nan enbha mall, Chunnacas a’ seoladh o’n lear Curach ceo agus bean ann. 
’S b’ e sin curach bu mliath gleus A’ ruith na steud air nphaidh euain, CIok cha d’ rinneadh leia no tnmh Gus an d’ raiuig e ’n t-Eas-ruadh, 
'S dh’ eirich as maiHC mna, * B’ ionann dealradh dh’i ’s do’n ghrein, ’8a h-uchd mar chobhar nan tonn, Le fliuch-osnaieh trom a cleibh. 
Is sheas, einn uil’ air an raon, Na flaithean cnoin a’s mi fein; • A bhean a thainig thar lear, 
lihtt fcinn gu leu roimpe seimh. 

6 

CGMHA CHOIR’-AN-EASAIN. 

Ml ‘n diugh a’ fagail na tire, 
'Siubhal na frith air an leath-taobh, 
‘S e dlTfhag gun airgeid mo phoca, 
Ceann mo stoir bhi fo’ na leacan. 

‘S mi aig braige ‘n alltain riabhaich, 
A ‘g iarraidh gu beallach na featha. 
Far am bi damh dearg na oroice, 
Mu Fheill-au-roid a dol san damhair. 

‘S mi ‘g iarraidh gu Coir-an-easain, 
Far a trie a sgapadh fudar. 
Far am bi‘dh miol-choin ga ‘n teirbeirt, 
Cuir-mac-na-h-eilde gu dhubhlan. 

Coire gu‘n easbhuidh gu‘n iomrall, 
‘S trie a bha Raibeart ma d’ chomaraich, 
Cha n‘eil uair a ni mi t-iomradh, 
Naeh tuit mo ebridbe gu troma-chradh. 

“ ’S e sin mise Coir’-an easan, 
Tha mi m’ sheasaidh mar a b‘abhaist, 
Ma tha thu-sa na t-fhear ealaidh, 
Cluinneamaid annas do laimhe.” 

“ ’S mo chomraich ort ma’s tu Fionn,” (’8 o lahhair ruim am maise mnn) “ ’S i d’ ghnuis do’n anrach a ghrian, 
’8 i do sgiath ceann-uighe na baigh.” 
’S a gheug na maise fo dhriuchd broint ’8 e labhair gu foil mi fhein, Ma '« urra gomi-lannan do dhion, Bidh ar cri nach tiom d’an reir. 
“ Torachd a ta onus’ air muir, Laoch is inor gain air mo lorg, Mac righ Horcha sgiath nan arm, Triath d’an aimn am Maighre borb.” 
’8 glacam do chomraich a bhean, Ro aon f hear a tb’air do thi; '8 a dli’ aindeoin a Mhaighre bhuirb, f 
Bidh tu am bruth Fliinu aig sith. 
Tha talla nan creag aig laimh, Aito taimh clanna nam fonn, Far am faigh an t-annrach baigh, 
A thig thar bharca nan tonn. 
’Sin chunnacas a tighinn’ mar steud Laoch a him mheud thar gach fear, 
A caitheamh na fiiirge gu dian An taobb ciand' a ghabh a bhean. 
B’ anl a chroinn, bu gheal a shiuil, Bu mhire ’n t-luil ua cobhnr sruth ; “ Thig a mharcaich nan stead stuadhach Gu cuilm Fhinn nani buadh an diugh.” 
Bha chlaidhe trom toirteil naeh gann Gu teann air a slilios gu reidh, Sgiatli dhrimneach dhubh air a leis, 
’8 e ’g iornairt chleas air a cle. 
Thug Goll mac Morna ’n urchair gheur, As nir an treun do tliilg e slcagh; B’ i ’n urchair bu truime beum, D’a sgeitb do rinn si da bhloidh. 
Dh’ oirich Oscar’s dh’ eirich Goll Bheireadh losga lorn’s gac h cath, 
’8 dh’ eirich iad uile na sloigh A dli’ amharc comlirag nam flath. 
Sin thilg Oscar le lan-flieirg A cliraosach dhearg le laimh chli, Do mharbhadh leis bean an fhir 
’8 inor an cion do rinneadh 1’i. 
Thiodhlaiceadh leinn aig an Eas, Faine-Solais bu ghlan lith, ’8 chuir sinn air barraibh ameoir, Foiu oir mar onoir gin righ. 
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An aill leat mis’ a rusgadh ceoil dut, 
‘S mi ‘m skuidhe mar cheo air bealach, 
Gu‘n spois aig duine tha beo dhiom, 
0‘n cbaidh an Coirneil fo’ thalamh. 

Mo chreacb! mo thursa, ‘s mo thruaighe! 
Ga chuir san uair-s’ dhomh an ire, 
Mhainntir a chumadh rium uaisle, 
Bbi‘n diugh ann san uaigh ga in’ dhi-sa. 

Na‘n creideadh tu uam a Choire, 
Gur h-e doran sud air m’ inntinn, 
‘S cuid mhor a ghabhail mo leisgeil, 
Nack urrainn mi seasamk ri seinn dut. 

“ Measar learn gur tu mac Ruairidk, 
Ckunna mi mar ris a ckoirneal, 
‘N uair a bka e beo na bheatka 
Bu mkiann leis do leatkaid na skeomar. 

“ Bu lion'ar de mkaitkean na k-Eireann, 
Tkigeadk gu m’ reidklean le k-ealaidli, 
Skoinnead Ruairidk dall dkomk failie, 
Bhiodk Mac-Aoidh ‘s a ckairdean mas ris.” 

On tka tkus’ a’ caoidk nan armunn, 
Leis am b’ abkaist bki ga d’ thagkall, 
Gu‘n seinn mi ealaidk gu‘n duais dut, 
Ge fada bkuam ‘s mi gu‘n fkradkarc. 

‘Slionmkor caockla teackd sa‘n t-saogkal, 
Agus aobkar gu bki dubkack, 
Ma skeinneadk san uair sin dut failte, 
Seinnear an tra so dkut cumka. 

“ ’S e sin ceol is binne thruaigke, 
Chualas o linn Mkic-Aoidh Dhomknuill, 
‘S fada mhaireas e am ckluasan, 
Am fuaim a bk'aig tabkunn do mkeoirean. 

“ Beannackd dhut agus buaidk-larach, 
Aim ‘s gack aite ‘n dean thu seasaidk, 
Air son do pkuirt bklasda, dhionack, 
Sa gkrian a’ teannadk ri feasgar.” 

‘S grianack t-ursainn fein a ckoire, 
‘S gun fkeidk a’ tearnadk gu d’ bkaile, 
’S iomadk neack da m’ b’ fkiach do mkoladh, 
Do ckliath ckorrach, bkiadhchar, bhainneack. 

Do ckiob, do bhorran, do mkiltcach, 
Do shlios a Choire gur lionach, 
Luback, luibkeaek, daite, dionack, 
‘S fasgack do ckuile ‘s gur fiarack. 

Tha t-eideadk uil’ air dhreacli a chanaich, 
Cirein do mhullaich cka ckrannaick, 
Far ‘m bi’ na feidh gu torrack, 
‘G eiridk farumack ma t-fkireach. 

Sleamhuinn slios-fhad do shliochd araich, 
Gu‘n an gart no‘n cal mu t-iosal, 
Manngach, maghach, adhach, tearnach, 
Graidkeack, oraiceach, fradharc fritke. 

Neoineineach, gucagack, mealack, 
Lonanach, lusanach, imeach, 
‘S borcack do ghorm luachair bhealaich, 
Gu‘n fhuachd ri doinionn ack cidkeach. 

Seamragach, sealbhagach, duilleack, 
Min-leacach gorm-skleibhteach, gleannack 
Biadhchar, riabkach, riasgach, luideach, 
Le ‘n diolta cuideackd gun ckeannack. 

‘S cruiteal learn gabhail do bkraigke, 
Biolame t-uisge ma t-innsibk, 
Miod*’, maghach, cnockdach cathair, 
Gu breac blath-mhor an uchd min-fkeoir. 

Gu gormanack, tolmanach, aluinn, 
Lockach, lachach, dosack, crai-ghia‘ch, 
Gadharack, faghaideach, braidkeack, 
G-iomain na h-eilde gu namkaid. 

Buireineach, dubkarack, bruachack, 
Fradharcach, croickd-ckeannach, uallack, 
Feoirneanach uisge nam fuaran, 
Grad ghaisgeant’ air gkasgan cruadklaick. 

Colg-skuileach, faileanta, biorach, 
Spang-shronach, eangladhrack, corrack, 
‘S an anmock is meanbh-luath sireadk. 
Air mkire a’ direadk sa Choire. 

‘Sa mkadainn ag eiridk le‘r miol-choin, 
Gu muirneach, maiseach, gasda, gniomkac. 
Lnbach, leacach glacach, sgiamhack, 
Cracack, cabrack, cnagack, fiamhack. 

‘N am da‘n gkrein dol air a k-uilinn, 
Gu fuilteach, reubach, gleusda, gunnach, 
Snapach, armach, calgack, ullamh, 
Riackack, marbkack, tarbkack, giullacli. 

‘N am dhuinn bhi’ tearnadh gu d’ reidklean 
Tinnteach, cainteach, cainnleach, ceireack, 
Fionach, cornach, ceolar, teudack, 
Ordail, eolach, ‘g ol le reite 

Sguiridk mi nis’ dkiot a Ckoire, 
On tha mi toilickt’ dketh do seanackae, 
Sguiridk mise shiubkal t-aonaich, 
Gus an tig Mac-Aoidk do dk’ Alba 

Ack ‘s e mo dhurachd dkut a Choire, 
0‘n ‘s mor mo dkuil ri dol tkarad. 
On tka sinn tuisleach sa mhonadh, 
Bi‘dk’ mid a’ teannadk gu baile. 
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ALASDAIR MAC MHAIGIISTIR ALASDAIR. 

Alexander M‘Donald, commonly called Alasdair Mac Mhaighstir Alasdair, 
was born in the beginning of the eighteenth century. His father resided at Dalilea, 
in Moidart, and was Episcopalian clergyman at Ardnamurchan. Ho always travel- 
led on foot, there being no roads in that rugged "country, in his time, and returned 
the same day. He was a man of great bodily strength, which his weekly labours 
and travels required. His strength was, however, sometimes necessarily exerted 
on other occasions. In his time the people of Moidart and Suainart often met at 
interments in ffilean-Fionain, then the common burying-ground of both districts; 
and, as was the custom in former ages, consumed an anchor or two of whisky, and 
then fought. The presence of the clergyman was often required; and it was not 
seldom that his strength also was exhibited in parting the combatants. His cha- 
racter and prowess were so well-known that few men dared dispute his right as 
umpire. All were obliged to succumb to the pacificator; but the Suainart men 
alleged that he generally laid a heavy hand on them, the Moidart men being his 
own friends and relatives. 

The Rev. gentleman had a large family of sons and daughters. The latter all 
died of the small-pox, after they had families of their own. An anecdote is still 
related concerning them. The small-pox raged in Moidart when his children were 
young, and Mr. M' Donald removed with them to EUean-Fionain, (not the burying- 
place but another island farther up in Loch-Sheil,) that they might escape the 
contagion that proved fatal to so many. And they did then escape. But nothing 
can more clearly evince our want of foresight and utter incompetency to judge of 
what is best than the result of the Rev. gentleman’s care—that is, even taking it 
for granted that it was a consequence; for his daughters all died of the very malady 
fiom which he had been so anxious to guard them, and that at a time which to 
superficial thinkers would seem to have rendered the calamity awfully more dis. 
tressing—when their death left several families of motherless children. The dis- 
tress, we are but too apt to think, would have been greatly lessened if they had 
been taken away when their father consulted their safety by flight. But the ways 
of Providence are inscrutable to our dim vision ! 

Four of Mr. M'Donald’s sons lived to a good old age. Angus, the eldest, and 
his descendants, continued tacksmen of Dalilea for a century. ^Vlcxander, the 
subject of this memoir, was the second. His two younger brothers were settled in 
Fist as tacksmen. / 

The Clanronald of that day countenanced young men of merit. He wished 
young Alexander, of whom early hopes were entertained, to be educated for the 
bar. His father wished him to follow his own profession, and gave him a classical 
education. But our poet, like many a wayward genius, followed his own inclina- 
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tion—and disappointed both bis chief and his father. His abilities and qualifica. 
tions fitted him for any calling; yet there seems to be a hind of fatuity attending 
those who woo the Muses, which often prevents them from adopting the most pru- 
dent and advantageous pursuits. 

When attending college, it is certain, however, that he did not neglect his stud- 
ies, as he was a good classical scholar. His genius was not of that kind which too 
easily indulges in the indolence and inactivity of life. His powers were great; and 
his energy of mind adequate to any task in which his will inclined him to act. But 
he was inconsiderate, or improvident. He entered into the married state before he 
had finished his studies, and soon found it necessary to attend to other avocations.* 
His marriage gave rise to the vulgar error, that he was intended to have been made 
a priest; but that, disliking the office, he disqualified himself by that rash step; 
whereas, he was a protestant of the English church. 

As teaching is the usual and most proper occupation of students who must do 
something towards their own support, the poet, whose studies had been interrupted 
by his marriage, betook himself to that most useful, but arduous labour. It is 
said that he was at first teacher to the Society for propagating Christian knowledge. 

We find him afterwards parochial schoolmaster of Ardnamurchan, and an elder; 
consequently a presbyterian. He lived on the farm of Cori-Vullin, at the base of 
Ben-Shiante, the highest mountain in that part of the country, and adjacent to the 
noble ruins of Castle Mingarry, a romantic situation on the Sound of Mull, directly 

■opposite to Tobermory, whose rural scenery aided the frequent inspirations of the 
bard; for, while he wielded the ferula, he neglected not the muses. There many 
a scene witnessed their delightful amours. He might have devoted more of his 
time to them than could be well spared from the labours of the farmer, and the 
duties of the instructor; yet the poet would have his own way, as well as please 
his own mind. As might have been expected, complaints were preferred against 
him; and the Presbytery appointed a committee to examine the school. His best 
friends must have allowed that there was just ground of complaint; yet, the exami- 

■nators were not inclined to be rigorous. To give a specimen of the progress the 
scholars were making, the schoolmaster called up a little boyf who had entered the 
school at the preceding term, and then commenced to learn the alphabet. He read 
now the Scriptures fluently and intelligibly. The Reverend gentlemen were well 
pleased with the specimen, and gave a favourable report of the school. 

A bard was, even in our poet’s time, a conspicuous character, and that not only 
as the “man of song;” he was highly esteemed in war and in peace. He was 

* “ He was married to Jane M'Donald, of the family of Dail-an-eas, in Glenetive. He 
composed a soim on her, which is not remarkable for tenderness or affection, but cold and 
artificial, when'compared with his lofty and impassioned strains in praise of Morag.”—Me- 
moir prefixed to the Glasgow edition of 1839. 

t Duncan M'Kenzie, Kilchoan, who lived to the great age of ninety-four; and, in 1828, 
communicated to us this information. He also told us that in the ensuing summer he was 
taken from school to attend cattle; and that some time thereafter Sir. McDonald left his 
school and farm and joined the Prince. “Poor man,” added he, “he lost his all.” He 
also mentioned that the country was in an unsettled state for some time, and that he lost the j 
opportunity of getting any more education. 
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first in council; consulted in all matters of importance as a man of acknowledged 
talent; as being shrewd, cautious, and intelligent. An anecdote will show the 
opinion entertained of our bard even in the eighteenth century. One daj*the cler- 
gyman and he met. They went to have a drink, and some conversation. “ There 
is little public news, and what is the private?” enquired the clergyman. “ Very 
little,” was the answer. “ Have you heard of any thing at all in my parish that 
is worth relating, or any thing the reverse?” “Nothing.” “Then,” said the 
minister, “ I have a piece of news for you.” “We shall hear it.” “Yes; and 
it is, that one of my elders has got his nurse in the family way.” “ Is it possible !” 
“ I understand that it is very true.” The poet wondered that he had not heard of 
it. “ How can any thing be known in the country, and I ignorant of it?” said he 
to himself. They parted. The poet felt chagrined; could not get over it. When 
he went home, he mentioned to Mrs. McDonald the piece of intelligence communi- 
cated by the minister, but could not think who the elder was. She smiled, and 
told him it was himself,—she being in the family way, and nursing. 

Of the changes and troubles of the year 1745, our author had his share. He 
laid down the ferula and took up the sword; abandoned his farm, and lost his all, 
in a cause which to cool reflection must have appeared hopeless. Prince Charles 
must have esteemed him as a highly accomplished scholar and a soldier, enthusiastic 
in his cause, so much attached to his interest, but, above all, as a bard. He was 
the Tyrtreus oHiis army. His spirit-stirring and soul-inspiring strains roused and 
inflamed the breasts of his men. His warlike songs manifested how heartily he 
enlisted in, and how sanguine he was in the success of the undertaking. He re- 
ceived a commission. 

He not only changed his profession, and put all he had on the chance of the 
Prince’s success, but he also changed his religion : he became a Roman Catholic. 
We need not wonder at this, as he was now among his friends and countrymen of 
that persuasion,—especially as he was given to changes. He was brought up a 
member of the Church of England ; he was a member of the Church of Scotland 
when parochial schoolmaster and elder; and he became a member of the Church of 
Rome among his own clan and relations. The Mull bard, his constant antagonist, 
hit upon the true cause of his last change when he says :— 

“ Cha lie ’n creideamh ach am brosgul, 
Chuir thu ghiulan crois a phapa.” 

After the year 1745, the bard and his elder brother, Angus, a man of a diminu- 
tive size, but of extraordinary strength,* escaped the pursuit of their enemies, and 

* Some good anecdotes are still current in Moidart about this great little man. He is 
called Aongkas beug Mac Mhaighstir Alasdair. We deem the following worth preserving: 
— Col la ban M'Douald, of llarasdale, came one day to a ford of the Lochie which he was 
meaning to cross, and found Angus sitting on a stone taking off his shoes and stockings pre- 
paratory to going over also. The river was considerably swollen at the time, and Barasdale, 
who was a strong and tall man, accosted Angus as follows:—“ My little fellow, keep on your 
shoes and stockings, as they will make you wade the better, and make haste come over with 
me and keep in my wake; I will break the force of the stream, which will enable you to get 
over with the greater ease.” Angus knew him, and thanked him for his goodness; he did 
also as he was bidden. When they were in the most rapid part of the stream, Barasdale was 
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concealed themselves in the wood and caves of Kinloch-na-nua, above Borradalo, 
in the district of Arisaig. Their local knowledge of the country, and the care and 
attention «f friends, enabled them to elude all search, surmount difficulties, and 
endure privations,to which many fell a sacrifice. 

A well-authenticated anecdote of the poet and his brother demonstrate the cou- 
rage of the soldier and the spirit of the times. One day, as they were removing 
from one place of concealment to another, Angus, observing that his brother’s hair 
was grey, (the side of his head next the ground, cold and frozen, became quite 
grey the night before,) contemptuously declared him an old man. “ I should not 
wonder,” replied Alexander, “were it not a dwarf that called me ‘a poor old 
man.’ ” Angus, turning instantly round, dared him to repeat his words. They 
were in imminent danger. The least noise or indication of persons concealing 
themselves might have betrayed the place of concealment, and it would not have 
been safe for them to remain any longer in that part of the country. Regardless 
of the situation and critical circumstances, the poet could not pass over an occasion 
of cracking a joke, and the spirit of the manikin was too high to suffer any contempt. 
The fear, however, of provoking the resentment of the redoubtable hero, made the 
bard observe silence. 

After this eventful period, Alexander M‘Donald lived poor. He was invited 
to Edinburgh by Jacobitical friends, residing in the metropolis, to take charge of 
the education of their children, and where he had a better opportunity of finishing 
the education of his own. From Edinburgh he returned to the Highlands, being- 
disappointed of the expected encouragement, and took up his residence in Moidart. 
He and Mr. Harrison, the priest, lived not on the best terms, and therefore he re- 
moved to Knoydart, and resided at Inveraoi.* He latterly returned into Arisaig, 
and resided at Sandaig till his death. He died at a good old age, and was gathered 
to his fathers in Eilean-Fionain, in Loch-Sheil. 

like to be overpowered by the current, and was for returning; which Angus dared him on 
Ms peril to do; and, placing himself between Coll and the stream, dragged him by sheer force 
to the other side. Then said Angus to him, “ You called me ‘ little fellow' on the opposite 
side of the water; who, think you, might with greater propriety be called ‘ little fellow' on 
this side? Take advice: Never call any man little till you have proved him; and always try 
to form your estimate of a man’s character by something more substantial than mere appear- 
ance. Remember, also, great as you are, that had it not been for a greater man than your- 
self you might have been meat for all the eels in the Lochie.” 

* He composed a number of songs after this: and one of them, entitled “ lomraich Jilas- 
dair a Eigneig do dh’ Inner-aoidh,” displaying curious traits of the irritable and discon- 
tented temper that embittered his life when in Eigneig. While there, he represents all 
things, animate and inanimate, rocks and thorns, thistles and wasps, ghosts and hobgoblins, 
combining to torment and persecute him. He speaks of Mr. Harrison as follows:— 
 “ Am fear 
Dheanadh as-caoin-eaglais chruaidh orm, 
Mu'n cluinneadh a chluais tri chasaid.”t 

On the other hand he represents Inveraoi, in Knoydart, a place like paradise,— full of all 
good things, blooming with roses and lilies, and flowing with milk and honey,—free of ghosts, 
hobgoblins, and venomous reptiles. How long he remained in this rocky paradise is not 
known; but he appears to have lived some time in Morror, as he composed a very elegant 
song in praise of that country. 

t For this song see the Glasgow edition of 1839, page 88. 
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Like most men of genius, who make some noise in the world, Mac-Mhaighstir 
Almdair has been much lauded on the one side by the party whose cause he 
espoused, and as much vilified, and, in some instances, falsified, by the other party. 
Mr. Reid, in his book, “Bibliotheca Scoto-Celtica,” seems to have had his infor- 
mation from the last mentioned source. We have taken our account of him from 
undoubted authorities. We have seen individuals who knew and were intimate 
with him; and have been acquainted with many of his relatives, and some of his 
descendants. Let us now proceed to his works. The first given to the public was 
his “ Gaelic and English Vocabulary,” published under the patronage of the So- 
ciety for propagating Christian knowledge in the Highlands and Islands of Scot- 
land,—a work of acknowledged merit and great usefulness in the schools, and 
which is very creditable to the author. It appeared iu 1741, and was the first 
Vocabulary or Dictionary of the language ever published in a separate form. It 
is not alphabetically arranged, but divided into subjects. His poems were first 
published at Edinburgh, in 1751, and but for their being in Gaelic must certainly 
have brought on their author the vengeance of the law agents of the crown, for it 
is scarcely possible to conceive of language more violent and rebellious than that of 
many of his pieces. The longest and most extraordinary of his poetical productions 
is his “ Birlinn Chlainn Raonuiil.” “ He has in his ‘ Birlinn,’ ” says Mr. Reid, 
“ presented us with a specimen of poetry which, for subject matter, language, har- 
mony, and strength, is almost unequalled in any language.” He must have had 
the greatest command of the Gaelic language to have composed on a subject that 
would exhaust the vocables of the most copious. 

From 1725 to 1745 he composed his descriptive poems, &e. “ Alt-an t-Siuc- 
air'” is an ignoble stream passing between the farm Ire occupied and the next to it, 
which he immortalizes in flowing strains. As a descriptive poem, it is perhaps un- 
equalled by any in the language. Every object which the scene affords is brought 
to bear upon, and harmonize with, and give effect to the picture with a skill and an 
adaptation which Atespeak the master-mind of the artist. Nowhere does poetry 
seem more nearly allied to painting than in this admirable production of our bard. 
His “ Oran an t-Samhraidh,” or “ Ode to Summer,” in which he is said to be 
delightfully redundant in epithets, like the season in its productions which he de- 
scribes, he composed at Glencribisdale, situated on the south side of Loch-Suainart, 
in the parish of Morven. He came there on a visit the .last day of April; and ris- 
ing early next morning, and viewing the picturesque scenes around, was powerfully 
impressed with the varied beauties of nature, displayed in such ample profusion. 
His “ Ode to Winter” is longer, and indicative of even greater powers of genius. 
The reason why this poem is not so popular as the forementioned is probably be- 
cause it contains so many recondite terms and allusions. If it were as generally 
understood it would doubtless be as well appreciated. It was composed in Ardna- 
murchan, as well as many others in which scenes and events have been described 
which enable us to point out the locality and relate the circumstances that gave oc- 
casion (to them. But after leaving Ardnamurchan, a subject presented itself that 
required all his energy, exertion, and enthusiasm—and he was not wanting iu 
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either of them. His powers, both bodily and mental, were roused to action. His 
soul was fired with the prospect in view. He invoked the Muse’, and she was 
auspicious. The few that remain of his Jacobite poems and songs are known to 
excel all other productions of this mighty son of song. The “ Lion’s Eulogy” 
breathes Mars throughout: so does the Jacobite song, sung to the tune of “ Waulk- 
ing o' the Fauld,” beginning “ A chomuinn rioghail runaich." The song en- 
titled “ Am Breacan Uallach" is equally spirited and warlike. 

We have good authority for saying that a tenth of these poems and songs have 
not been given to the world. His son Ronald had them all in manuscript; but 
having published a collection of Gaelic poetry, and not meeting with much encou- 
ragement for a second volume, he allowed his MS. to bo destroyed,. Dr. M‘Eachen, 
a friend and connexion, had the mortification of seeing leaves of them used for 
various purposes through the house. 

Mr. M'Donald could bear no rival. He often selected indifferent subjects to 
try his own powers. For instance, “ The Dairy Maid,” and “ The Sugar 
Erook.” But, while as a poet he merits the highest praise, he is not to be ex- 
cused for his immoral pieces, which of course are excluded from the “ Beauties 
of Gaelic Poetry.” 

MOLADH AIR AN T-SEANA CHANAIN GEAELACH. 

Gur h-i ‘s criocli araid 
Do gach cainnt fo‘n ghrein, • 
Gu ar smuaintean fhasmhor 
A phairteachadh r‘a cbeil’; 
Ar n’ inntinnean a rusgadh, 
Agus run ar cri, 
Le ‘r gniomh, ‘s le ‘r giulan. 
Surd chuir air ar dith. 
‘S gu laoidh ar beoil 
A dh'iobradh Dhia nan dul, 
‘S e h-ard chrioch mlior. 
Go bi toirt dosan cliu. 
‘S e‘n duine fein, 
‘S aon chreutair reusant ann, 
Gu‘n tug toil De dh‘a, 
Gibht le bkenl bhi cainnt: 
Gu‘n chum e so, 
0‘n-uile bhruid gu leir; 
O ghibht mhor phriseil-s’ 
Dhealbh na iomhaidh fein! 
Na‘m beirte balbh e, 
‘S a theanga marbh na cheann 
B‘i n iarguin shearbh e, 
B’ fhearr bhi marbh no ann. 

An t-urram ard gun tuairms’. 
Gun mhcang, gun fliailinn, 
Is urrair.n each a luaigh. 
Bha Ghaelig, ullamh, 
Na gloir fior ghuineach cruaidh, 
P ir feadh a chruinne 
Ma‘n thuilicli an Tuil-ruadh. 
Mhair i fos, • 
‘S cha teid a gloir air chall 
Dh’ain-deoin go, 
A‘s mi-run mhor naitGall. 
‘S i labhair Alba, 
‘S Galla-bhodaiche fein; 
Ar flaith, ar priunnsai, 
‘S ar diucannan gun eis. 
An taigh-comhairl’ an righ, 
‘Nuair sbuidheadh air beinn a’ chuirt. 
‘S i Ghaelig liobhta, 
‘Dll’ fhuasgladh snaim gach cuis. 
‘S i labhair Calum 
Allail! a chinn-mhoir, 
Gach mith, a‘s maith, 
Bha ‘n Alba beag a‘s mor. 

‘S ge h-iomadh can an, 
0 linn Bhabel fhuair 
A’sliochd sin Adhamh, 
‘S i Ghaelig a thug buaidh. 
Do‘n labhradh dhaicheil, 

‘S i labhair Gaill, a‘s Gaeil, 
Neo-chleirich, a‘s cleir 
Gach fear a‘s bean, 
A ghluaiseadh teang’ am beul. 
‘S i labhair Adhamh, 
Ann a Parrais fein. 



ALASDAIR MAC MHAIGHSTIR ALSDAIR. 89 

‘S bu shiubhlach Gaelig 
0 bheul aluinn Eubh’. 
Och tha bhuil aun! 
‘S uireasach gann fo dhith, 
Gloir gaoh teanga 
A labbras cainnt seach i. 
Tha Laideann coimhliont’, 
Toirteaoh, teann ni‘s leoir; 
Ach sgalag thrailleil e 
Do‘n Ghaelig choir. 
Sa‘n Athen mhpir, 
Bha Ghreuguis cor na tim, 
Ach b‘ion d’ i h-ordag 
Chuir fo h-or chrios grinn. 
‘S ge min, slim, boidheach, 
Cuirteil, ro bhog liobht’, 
An Fhraingeis loghmhor, 
Am pailis mor gach righ; 
Ma thagras each orr’, 
Pairt d‘an ainbhfheich’ fein, 
‘S ro bheag a dh’ fhagas 
lad de dh-agh na ere. 

‘S i ‘d aon chanan 
Am beul nam bard ‘s nan eisg, 
‘S fearr gu caineadh, 
0 linn Bhabel fein. 
‘S i‘s fearr gu moladh 
‘S a‘s torrunnaiehe gleus, 
Gu rann no laoidh, 
A tharruinn gaoth tro’ bheul. 
‘S ‘s fearr gu comhairl’, 
‘S gu gnodhach chuir gu feum, 
Na aon teang’ Eorpach. 
Dh’ ain-deoin bosd nan Greug. 
‘S ‘s fearr gu rosg, 
‘S air chosabh a chuir dhuan; 
‘S ri cruaidh uchd cosgair, 
Bhrosnachadh an t-sluaigh. 
Ma chionneamh bar, 
‘S i ‘s tabhachdaich bheir buaidh, 
Gu toirt a bhais 
Do ‘n eucoir dhaicheil, chruaidh. 
Cainnt laidir, ruithteach, 
Is neo-liotach fuaim; 
‘S i seadhail, sliochdmhor, 
Brisg-ghloireach, mall, luath. 
Cha‘n fheum i iasad, 
‘S cha mho dh'iarras bhuath’; 
0 ‘n t-sean mhathair chiatach, 
Lan do chiadarah buaidh! 
Tha i-fein daonnan, 
Saibhir, maoineach, slan; 
A taighean taisge. 
Dh'fhaclan gasda lan. 
A chanain, sgapach, 
Thapaidh, bhlasda, ghrinn! 
Thig le tartar, 
Neartmhor, a beul cinn. 
An labhairt shiolmhor, 
Lionmhor, ‘s milteach buaidh. 
Sultmhor, brighor, 
Fhir-ghlan, chaoidh nach truaill! 
B1 i’ n teanga mhilis, 
Bhinn-f haclach ‘s an dan; 

Gu spreigeil, tioram, 
loraltach, ‘s i lan 
A chanain cheolmhor 
Shoghmhor, ‘s glormhor bias, 
A labhair mor-shliochd 
Scota ‘s Ghaeil ghlais. 
‘S air reir Mhic-Comb, 
An t-ughdar mor ri luaigh! 
‘S i‘s freumhach oir, 
‘S ciad Ghramair gloir gach sluaigh! 

MOLADH M OHATG . 

Aik fonn—“ Piobaireachd.” 

ZJrlar. 

‘S truagh gun mi‘s a’ choill 
‘N uair bha Morag ann, 
Thilgeamaid na croinn 
Co bu bhoich’ againn ? 
Inghean a chuil duinn. 
Air am beil a loinn, 
Bhi'maid air ar broinn 
Feadh na-rosanan; 
Bhreugamaid sinn-fhin, 
Mireag air ar blion, 
A buain shobhrach min-bhui’ 
Nan cosagan: 
Theannamaid ri stri 
‘S thaghlaraaid san fhrith 
‘S chailleamaid sinn fhin 
Feadh nan sroineagan. 

Suil mar ghorm-dhearc driuchd 
Ann an ceo-mhadainn; 
Deirg’ is gil’ na d’ ghnuis 
Mar bhla oirseidin. 
Shuas cho min ri plur: 
Shios garbh mo chulaidh-chiuil; 
Grian nam planad curs, 
A measg oigheannan; 
Reulla ghlan gun smuir 
Measg nan rionnag-iuil; 
Sgathan mais’ air flora 
Na boichid thu; 
Ailleagan glan ur, 
A dhallas ruisg gu‘n cul; 
Ma‘s ann de chriaghaioh thu 
‘S aobhar mor-ionghnaidh. 

0‘n thainig gne de thur 
0 m’ aois oige dhomh, 
Nir facas creutair dhiu, 
Ba cho glormhoire; 
Bha Malli dearbha caoin, 
‘S a gruaidh air dhreach nan caor; 
Ach caochlaidheach mar ghaoith, 
‘S i ro oranach; 
Bha Pegi fad an aois, 
Mar be sin b‘i mo ghaol: * 
Bha Marsaili fir aodrum, 
Lan neonachais; 
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Bha Lili taitin rium, 
Mar be a ruisg bbi fionn; 
Ach cha ba sha buirn ionnlaid, 
Do‘n Mhoraig-s’ iad. 

Siubhal. 
0! ‘s coma leam, ‘s coma learn, 

Uil’ iad ach Morag; 
Ribhinn dheas chulach 
Gun uireasbhuidh foghlum; 
Cha‘n fhaighear a siunnailt, 
Air mhaise no bhunailt, 
No‘m beusan neo-chuinant’, 
Am Muile no‘n Leoghas. 
Gu geamnuidh, deas furanach. 
Duineil gun mhor-clmis; 
Air thaghadh na cumachd, 
0 mullach gu brogan; 
A neul tha neo-churaidh, 
‘S a h-aghaidh ro lurach; 
Go briodalach, cuireideach, 
Urramach, seolta. 

0 guili-gag! guili-gag! 
Guili-gag Morag! 
Aice ta chulaidh 
Gu cuireadh nan oigcar; 
B’ e‘n t-aighcar ‘sa sulas, 
Bhi sinte ri t-ulaidh, 
Seach daonnan bhi fuireach 
Ri munai-an posaidh. 
D‘am phianadh, ‘s d‘am ruagadh 
Le buaireadh na feola; 
Le aislingean-connain 
Na colla d’ am leonadh; 
‘Nuair chidh mi ma m’ choinneamh, 
A ciochan le coinneil, 
Theid m’aigneadh air bhoile, 
‘S na theine dearg solais. 

0 fair-a-gan! fair-a-gan, 
Fair-a-gan! Morag! 
Aice ta chroiteag 
Is toite san Eorpa; 
A ciochan geal criostoil, 
Na faice’ tu stoit’ iad, 
Gu‘n tairrneadh gu beag-nair’, 
Ceann-eaglais na Roimhe. 
Air bhuigead ‘s air ghilead, 
Mar lili nan lointean; 
‘Nuair dheana tu‘n dinneadh, 
Gu‘n cinneadh tu deonach; 
An deirgead, an grinnead: 
Am minead, ‘s an teinnead; 
Gu‘m b'asainn chur spionnaidh, 
Agus spioraid am feoil iad. 

Urlar. 
Thogamaid ar fonn, 

Anns an og-mhadainn; 
‘S Phabus’ dath na‘n tonn, 
Air fiamh orensin; 
Fa‘r ceill cha bhiodh conn, 
Ar sga’ dhoir’ a‘s thorn, 
Sinn air daradh trom 

Le‘r cuid gor-aileis; 
Direach mar gu‘m biodh 
Maoiseach's hoc a frith, 
Crom-ruaig a cheile dion 
Timcheall oganan; 
Chaillcamaid ar cli 
A’ gaireachdaich linn-fhin, 
Le bras mhacnas dian sin 
Na h-ogalachd. 

Siubhal. 
0 dastram! dastram! 

Dastram, Morag! 
Ribhinn bhuidh bhastalach, 
Leac-ruiteach rosach; 
A gruaidhean air lasadh, 
Mar lasair-chlach dhaite, 
‘S a deud mar an sneachda, 
Cruinn-shnait’ an dlu ordugh. 
Ri Bhenus cho tlachdmhor. 
An taitneachdainn fheol'or; 
Ri Dido cho maiseach, 
Cho’ snasmhor ‘s cho corr r‘i; 
‘S e thionnsgan dhomh caitheamh, 
‘S a laodaich mo rathan, 
A bhallag ghrinn laghach, 
Chuir na gathan-sa m’fheol-sa. 

‘S mar bithinn fo ghlasaibh, 
Cruaidh phaisgte le posadh, 
Dh‘iobrainn cridhe mo phearsa, 
Air an altair so Morag, 
Gu‘n liubhrainn gun airsneul, 
Ag stolaibh a oas e; 
‘S mar gabhadh i tlachd dhiom, 
Cha b’ fhada sin beo mi. 
O ‘n t-urram! an t-urram! 
An t-urram! do Mhoraig! 
Cha mhor nach do chuir i; 
M'fhuil nil’ as a h-ordugh; 
Gu‘n d'rug orradh ceum-tuislidh, 
Fo iomachd mo chuislean, 
Le teas agus murtachd, 
0 mhoch-thra Di-domhnaich. 

‘S tu rculla nan cailin, 
Lan lainnir gun cheo ort; 
Fior chomhnart gun charraid, 
Gun arral, gun bheolam; 
Cho min ri cloidh-eala, 
‘S cho geal ris a ghaillionn; 
Do sheang shlios seamh fallain, 
Thug barrachd air moran. 
‘S tu ban-righ nan ainnir, 
Cha sgallais an comhradh; 
Ard foinnidh na d’ ghallan. 
Gun bhaileart, gun mhor-chuis; 
Tha thu coimhliont’ na d’ bhallabh 
Gu h-innsgineach athlamh; 
Caoin, meachair, farsad, 
Gun fharum, gun ropal. 

Urlar. 
B'fhearr gu bithinn sgaoilt’ 

As na cordamhsa. 
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Thug mi tuille gaoil 
A‘s bu choir dhomh dhut; 
Gu ‘n tig fa dhuine taom, 
Gu droch ghniomh bhios claon, 
Cuireadh e cruaidh-shnuim 
Air o‘u ghoraich sin: 
Ach thug i so mo chiall, 
Uile bhuam gu trian; 
Cha‘n fhaca mi riamh 
Siunnailt Moraig-sa, 
Ghoid i bhuam mo chri, 
‘S shlad i bhuam mo chli, 
‘S cuiridh i ‘san chill, 
Fo na fodaibh mi. 

Siubhal. 
Mo cheist agus m'ullaidh 

De‘n chunnaic mi d’ sheors thu, 
Le d’ bhroilleach geal-thuraid, 
Nam mullaichean boidheach; 
Cha’n fhaigh mi de dh'fhuras, 
Na ni mionaid uat fuireach, 
Ge d’ tha buarach na dunach 
D‘am chumail o d’ phosadh. 
Do bheul mar an t-sirist, 
‘S e milis ri phogadh, 
Cho dearg TLbhermillion. 
Mar bhileagan rosan; 
Gu‘n d‘rinn thu mo mhilleadh, 
Le d’ Chvpid d‘am bhioradh, 
‘S le d'shaighdan caol, biorach, 
A rinn ciorram fa m’ chota. 

Tha mi lan mulaid, 
0‘n chunnaig mi Morag, 
Cho trom ri clach-mhuilinn. 
Air lunnan d‘a seoladh: 
Mac-samhail na cruinneig, 
Cha‘n eil anns a chruinne; 
Mo chri air a ghuin leat, 
0‘n chunna’ mi t-or-chul 
Na shlamagan bachallach. 
Casarlach, cornach; 
Gu faineagach, cleachdagach, 
Drcach-lubach, glormhor; 
Na reullagan cearclach j 
Mar usgraichean dreachmhor, 
Le fudar san fhasan 
Grian-lasda, ciabh or-bhuidh. 

Do shlios mar an canach; 
Mar chaincal do phogan; 
Ri Pheonix cho aineamh; 
‘S glan lainnir do chota: 
Gu muirninneach banail. 
Gun ardan gun stannart; 
‘S i corr ann an ceanal. 
Gun ainnis gun fhotus. 
Na faicte mo leannan 
‘S a mhath-shluagh di-donaich, 
B‘i coltas an aingeal, 
Na h-earradh’s na comhradh; 
A pearsa gun talach 
Air a gibhtean tha barrachd; 
A‘n, Ti dh’ fhag thu gun aineamh 
A rinn do thalamh rud boidheach. 

Urlar. 
Tha ‘n saoghal lan de smaointeannan feolar, 

Mamon bi'dh ‘g ar claonadh 
Le ghoisnichean; 
A choluinn bheir oir‘n gaol 
Ghabhail gu ro fhaoin. 
Air striopachas, air craos, 
Agus strothalachd: 
Ach cha do chreid mi riamh ^ 
Gu‘n do sheas air sliabh, 
Aon te bha cho ciatach 
Ri Moraig-sa; 
A subhailcean ‘s a ciall, 
Mar gifm biodh ban-dia. 
Leagh an cri am chliamh 
Le cuid orrachan. 

Siubhal. 
Ar comhairle na ceilibh orm. 

Ciod eile their no ni mi ? 
Ma‘n ribhinn bu tearc ceileireadh, 
A sheinneadh air an fhideig: 
Cha‘n fhaighear a lethid eile so. 
Air tir-mor no ‘n eileanan; 
Cho iomlan, ‘s cho eireachdail. 
Cho teiridneach, ‘s cho biogail, 
‘S ni cinnteach gur ni deireasach 
Mar ceileir so air Sine, 
Mi thuiteam an gaol leath-phairteach, 
‘S mo cherenion ga‘m dhiobhail; 
Cha‘n eil do bhurn a Seile sid, 
No shneachd an Cruachan eilideach 
Na bheir aon fhionnaehd eiridneach 
Do‘n teine th'ann am innsgin. 

‘Nuar chuala mi ceol leadanach 
An fheadain a bh'aig Morag, 
Rinn m‘aigneadh damhsa’ beadarach, 
‘S e freagra dha le solas; 
Seamh urlar, sochrach, leadarra 
A puirt, ‘s a meoir a breabadaich; 
B‘e sid an or-fhead eagarra, 
Do bheus nan creaga’ mora, 
Ochoin! am feadan baill-eughach, 
Cruaidli sgal-eughach, glan ceolmhor, 
Nam binn-phort stuirteil, trileanta, 
Ri min-dhionachd, bog ro-chaoin; 
A marsal comhnard staideil sin, 
‘S e lughmhor grasmhor caiseamachd; 
Fior chrunluath, brig, spalpara, 
Fa clia-lu na bras-chaoin sporsail. 

Chinn prois, is stuirt, a‘s spraichealachd. 
Am ghnuis ‘n uair bheachdaich guamag, 
A seinn an fheadain ioraltaich, 
B‘ard iolach ann am chluasan; 
A suain-cheol, sithe mir-anach; 
Mear stoirmeil, pongail, mionaideach; 
Na b’ fhoirmeile nach sireamaid, 
Air mhirid ri h-uchd tuasaid. 
0‘n buille meoir bu lomarra, 
Gu pronnadh a phuirt uaimhrich! 
‘S na h-uilt bu lughmhor cromainean 
Air thollaibh a chroinn bhuadhaich! 
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Gun slaod-mheoirich, gun ronnaireachd, 
Brisg, tioram, sochdair, colaideach; 
Geal-ludag nan gearra-cholluinnean, 
Na craplu, loinneil, guanach! 

Urlar. 
Chasgaraaid ar n-iot 

Le glan fhion aivsin, 
‘S bhualamaid gu dian 
Air gloir shiomhalta: 
Tuille cha bkiodh ann, 
Gus an tigeadh am, 
A bhi cluich air dam, . 
Air na tiodhan sin; 
Dk‘olaimaid ar dram, 
Dh'fhogradh uainn gun taing, 
Gaeb ni chuireadh maill 
Air bhi miog-chuiseach; 
Maighdean nan ciabh fann, 
Slmiamhanach nan clann; 
Mala chaol, dhonn, cham, 
Channach, fhinealta. 

Jin crunluath. 
Mo oheann tha, lan de shcilleanaibh 

0 dheilich mi ri d’bhriodal; 
Mo shron tha stoipt’ a dh-elebor 
Na deil, le teine dimbis; 
Mo shuilean tha" cho deireasach, 
Nach faic mi gne gun lelcsgop, 
‘S ge d'bhiodh meudach beinn’ ann, 
‘S ann theirinn gur h-e frid i. 
Dh'fhalbh mo cheudfaidh corporra 
Gu doeharach le bruadar, 
‘N uair shaoil mi for tan thor chairt domh, 
‘S mi‘m thorroichim air mo chluasaig: 
Air dusgadh as a chaithream sin 
Cha d'fhuair mi aeh aon fhaileas d‘i, 
An ionad na maoin bearraiileach 
A mheal mi gu seachd uairean. 

Ach, ciod thug mi gu glan fhaireachadb, 
Ach carachadb rinn cluanag: 
‘S co so, o thus, bha Mhorag ann, 
Ach Sine an or-fbuilt chuachaich; 
“Nuair thur i gu‘n do lagaich mi, 
‘S gu feumainn rag chuir stalcaidli ann, 
Gu‘n d‘ rinn i draoidlieachd-chadail domh, 
Rinn cruaidh fior rag de m luaidhe. 
Bha cleasachd-sa cho innealta, 
‘S cho innleachdach ma‘n cuairt d‘i, 
Nach faodainn f'hin thaoblr si-mhaltachd. 
Gun dlighe crion thoirt uam dh‘i; 
Gu‘n thiunndaidh mi gu h-ordail r‘i; 
‘S gu‘n shaoil mi gu‘m b‘i Morag i; 

4 Gun d’ aisig mi mo phogan du, 
‘S cha robh d‘a coir dad uaipe. 

jybte.—This is one of the finest productions of 
the Keltic muse. The bard appears to have been 
really enamoured and he pours forth his elegant, 
rapid, and impassioned strains in a torrent of 
poetry which has never boon equalled by any of. 
his contemporaries. Morag was a common conn I 
try girl; and it is said that the poet’s wife became | 

jealous of her rival. The bard had talked of the 
marriage ties with the rreatest contempt, and re- 
gretted that he was fettered with the bonds of 
wedlock. This raised a storm, and the bard sac- 
rificed the mistress to appease the wife, and com- 
posed his ,mMi-mholddh.” Here is an instance of 
his disregard to truth and common decency, as 
well as of moral and poetical justice. As the 
praise was exaggerated and extravag'aqt, the cen- 
sure was cruel, unmanly, and undeserved. He 
first raised the object of his admiration to the 
skies, with the most hyperbolical praise — and 
then, without any provocation, he suddenly 
wheels round and overwhelms his goddess with 
the most slanderous, foul-mouthed and unfeeling 
abuse. His “ ATi-mholarih Moruiy” is printed in 
the Glasgow complete edit ion of his works of 1839. 

ORAN AN T-SAMHRAIDH. 
% 

Air fonn—“Through Ihe wood, laddie." 

An dels dhomb dusgadh ‘s a'mhadainn, 
‘S an dealt air a choill, 

Ann a madainn ro shoilleir, 
Ann a lagan beag doilleir, 

Gu‘n cualas am feadan 
Gu leadurra seinn; 

‘S mac-talla nan creagau 
D‘a fhreagairt bron bhinn.* 

Bi‘d’,1 am beithe deagh-bholtrack, 
Urail dosrach nan earn, 

Ri maoth-bhlas driuehd ceitean, 
Mar ri caoin-dhearsadh greine. 

Bruchdadb. barraich tro ghengan, 
‘S an mhios cheutach sa Mhaigh: 

Am mios breac-laoghach, buailteaek; 
Bhainneach, blmaghach, gu dair! 

Bi‘dh gach doire dlu uaignidh 
‘S trusgan uain’ ump a’ fas; 

Bi‘dh an snothach a direadh 
As gach friamhach a‘s isle, 

Tro !na cuislinnean sniomhain, 
Gu miadachadh bla: 

Cuach, a‘s smeorach ‘s an fheasgar, 
Seinn a leadainn ‘n am barr. 

* We have heard it broadly asserted, that the 
commencing stanza of this song is a mere trans- 
lation of the first stanza of a certain song in 
“ Ramsay’s Tee Table Miscellany.” That there 
is a general similarity between / Iiese two stanzas, 
is admitted at once : and that M‘ Donald may have 
seen the “ Miscellany,” and also read the stanza 
in question, is likewise conceded. But that the 
similarity between the two is such as to warrant 
the conclusion that he must; have seen it, we can- 
not allow. As to its being a translation, if our 
opinion were asked, we would .say at once “ It is 
not.” But we subjoin the lines from the “ Mis- 
cellany,” that the reader may have the better 
opportunity of judging 

“ As early T wak’d, On the first of sweet May, Beneath a steep mountain, Beside a clear fountain, I heard a grave lute Soft melody play. Whilst the echo resounded The dolorous lay.” 
Ramsay's Tea Table Miscellany. Vol. 1. 
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A mios breac-uigheach, braonach, 
Creainhach, maoth-rosach, aidh! 

Chuireas sgeadas neo-thruaillidh. 
Air gach aite d‘a dhuaichneachd; 

A dh‘f hogras sneachd le chuid fuaohd, 
O gheur-gliruaim nam beann ard; 

‘S aig meud eagail voi Phabus, 
Theid‘s na speuraibk "na smal. 

A mios lusanach, mealach, 
Feurach, faileanach, blath; 

‘S e gu gucagach, duille: h, 
Luachrach, ditheanach, lurach, 

Beachach, seilloaiiacb, dearcach, 
Ciurach, dealltach, trom, tha; 

‘S i mar chuirneanan daimein, 
Bkratach bhoisgeil air lar! 

‘S mocb bhios Phoebus ag oradk 
Ceap nam mor-cruack ‘s nam beann; 

‘S bi‘dk ‘san uair sin le solas, 
Gach eun binn-f haclack boidkeack. 

Ceumadh meur-buillean ceolar, 
Feadk phres, ogan, a‘s ghleann; 

A chorruil chuirteach gun sgreadan, 
Aig por is beadarraich greann! 

‘S an am tighinn do‘n fheasgar, 
Co-fhreasgradh aon am, 

Ni iad co’-sheirm, sheimh, fhallain, 
Gu bileach, binn-ghobaeh, allail, 

A seinn gu lu-chleasach Jaigheann 
A measg ur-mheaghain nan crann; 

‘S iad fein a beucail gu fpirmeil, 
Le toirm nan oi’gan gun mkeang. 

Bi‘dh gack creutair do laigid 
Bol le suigeart do‘n ckoill; 

Bi‘dk an dreadkan gu balcant’, 
Foirmeil, talcorra, bagaut’. 

Sir chuir failt air a ruhadainn, 
Le rifeid mhaisich, bhuig, bhinn; 

Agus Robin d‘a bheusadk 
Air a gkeig os a chinn. 

Gur glan gall-fkeadan Richard 
A seinn na‘n cuislinnin grinn, 

Am barr nam bilickean blather, 
‘S an dos na lom-dharag arda, 

Bhiodh ‘s na. glacagan fasaich 
As cubkraidh firile na‘m fion; 

Le phuirt thriolanta skiubhlach 
I'kronnair lughor le dion. 

Sid na puirt a‘s glan gearradh, 
‘S a‘s ro ealanda roinn; 

Chuireadh m‘inntinn gu beadradh, 
Clia-lu t-fheadain ma‘n eadradh, 

‘N am do‘n ckrodh bhi g‘an leigeadh. 
An innis bheitir’s a’ ckoill; 

‘S tu d’ leig air baideil ri cionthar. 
An grianan ao%-chasach croinn. 

Bi‘dh bradan seang-mkear an fhior-uisg’, 
Gu brisg, slinn-leumnach, luatk; 

Nam bhuidknean tarra-ghealach, lannach, 
Gu h-iteach, dearg-bkallach, earrach, 

Le shoillsean airgeid d‘a earradh, 
‘S min-bhreac lainnireach tuar ; 

‘S e-fein gu crom-ghoback ullamh, 
Ceapadk ckuileag le cluain. 

A bhealltuinn bhog-bhailceach, gkrianack, 
Lonach, lianach, mo ghraidh, 

Bhainneack, fhionii-mheagach, uachdrach, 
Omhanack, loiuMeach, chuachach, 

Ghruthach, sklamanach, mhiosrack, 
Mkiodrach, mkiosganach lan, 

Uanach, mheannanach, mhaoineach, 
Bkocach, mkaoiseack, lan ail! . 

0! ‘s fior eibhinn r‘a chluintinn, 
Fann-gheum laoigk aims a ckro 

Gu h-ural, min-bhallach, aluinn; 
Druim-fhionn, gearr-fkionnach, faili, 

Ceann-fhionn, colg-rasgach, cluas-dearg, 
Tarra-gkeal, guaineiseach, og, 

Gu mogach, bog-ladhrach, fasor, 
‘S e leum ri baraich nam bo! 

A shobhrack gheala-bhui’ nam bruachag, 
Gur fanna-gheal, snuaghar, do gknuis! 

Chinneas badanack, cluasack, 
Maotk-mkin, biganta luaineack; 

Gur tu ros is fearr cruadal 
A ni gluasad a k-uir; 

Bi‘dh tu t-eideadk as t-earraeh 
‘S each ri falach an sul. 

‘S curaidh faileadk do mhuineil, 
A chrios-Cko-ckulainn nan cam! 

Na d’ chruinn bkabaidean riabkach, 
Loineack, fkad-luirgneack, sgiamkack, 

Na d‘tkuim gkiobagaeh, dreack-mkin, 
Bharr-bhuidh, chasurlaick, aird; 

Timcheall thulmanan diamkair 
Ma‘m bi‘m biadk-ianain a fas. 

‘S gu‘m bi froineisean boisgeil 
A tkilgeas foineal ni‘s leoir, 

Ar gach lu-gkart de neoinein, 
‘S do bharraibh skeamragan lomkar; 

Mar sin is leasackan soilleir, 
» De dk-fkeada-coille nan cos, 

Timcheall bkoganan loinneal, 
A‘s trie an eilid d‘an coir. 

‘Nis treigidh coileack a ghucag, 
‘S caitean brucach nan craobh, 

‘S theid gu mullach nan sliabk-cknoc’, 
Le ckire gkearr-ghobaick riabkaick, 

‘S bi‘dk‘ga suiridk gu cuirteil 
Am pillein cul-gorma fraoich: 

‘S ise freagra le tuchan:— 
“ Pi hu-hu tha tku faoin.” 

A ckoilick chraobkaich nan gearr-sgiatk, 
‘S na falluine dui’, 

Tka dubk a‘s geal air am miosgadh, 
Go ro oirdkeirc na t-itick; 
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Muineal lainnireach, sgipi, 
Uaine, slis-mhin, ‘s trie crom! 

Gob na‘n pongannan milis 
Nach faict’ a sileadh nan ronn! 

Sid an turaraich ghlan, loinneal, 
A‘s ard coilleag air tom, 

‘S iad ri bu-ra-rus seamh, ceutach 
Ann a feasgar bog ceitean; 

Am bannal geal-sgirteaoh, uchd-ruadh; 
Mala ruiteach, chaol, chrom; 

‘S iad gu h-uchd-ardach, carra-gheal,’ 
Ghrian-dbearsgnaidh, dhruim-dhonn. 

Note.—The poet here uses a redundancy of ad- 
jectires, epithets and alliterations, with more 
pedantry than becomes pastoral poetry: but, with 
all its faults, the poem contains many beautiful 
passages. The address to the primrose is pecu- 
liarly elegant and happy—the description of the 
love of the grouse is also very good—and the ad- 
dress to the black cock is lively and graphic, 
though it ends with an unlucky and far-fetched 
conceit. 

ORAN A GHEAMHRAIDH. 
Air fonn—“ Tweedside.” 

Tiia.rruinn grian righ nam planad ‘s nan 
reull, 

Gu sign Chancer di-ciadain gu beachd, 
A riagblas cothrom ma‘n criocbnaich e thriall, 
Da mhios-deug na bliadhna ma seach; 
Ack gur h-e ‘n dara, di-sathuirn’ na dheigh, 
A gkrian-stad-shamraidh, aon-deug, an la‘s 

faid; 
<g ft sin tiuntaidk e ebursa gu seimh, 
Gu seas-ghrian a gkcambraidk gun stad. 

‘S 0 db'iraich e ‘nis uainn m‘an cuairt, 
Gu‘m bi fuacbd oir‘n gu‘m pill e air ais, 
Bi‘db gach la dol an giorrad gu feum, 
<8 o-acb oidbche do reir dol am fad: 
Sruthaidh luibhean, a‘s coill, agus feur, 
Na fas-bheodha crion-eugaidh iad as; 
Teiehidh snodhach gu friamhach nan crann, 
tvuighidh glaogban an sugb-bbeath’ a steacb. 

Seacbdaidh geugan glan cubbraidb nan 
crann, 

]5ba‘s an t-sambradh trom-strac-te le meas, 
Gu‘u torr-leum an toradb gu lar, 
(Ju‘n sgriosair am barr far gacb lios. 
Guilidh feadain a‘s creachainn nam beann, 
Sruthain chriostail nan gleann le from sprochd, 
Caoidh nam fuaran ri meacuinn gu‘n cluinn, 
Beoch-shunnta nam maoiseacb ‘s nam boc. 

Laidhidh bron air an talamb gu leir, 
Gu‘n aognaich na sleibhtean's na enuie; 
Grad dubbaidb caoin uachdar nam blar, 
Fal-ruisgte, ‘s iad faillinneach bochd 
Na b-eobi bbuchallacb’ bhreac-iteacb, ghrinn, 
S-beinneadb basganta, binn, am barr dbos, 

Gu‘n teid a ghlas-ghuib ar am beul, 
Gun bhodba, gun teud, ‘s iad nan tost. 

Sguiridh buirdisich sgiathach nan speur, 
D‘an ceileiribh grianach car greis, 
Cba seinn iad a’ maidnean gu h-ard, 
'Ho feasgar an chrabhach ‘s a’ phreas; 
Cadal cluthor gu‘n dean anns gach cos, 
Gabhail fasgaidh am frogamh nan creag; 
‘S iad ag ionndrainn nan gathanan blath, 
Bbiodh ri dealaradh 0 sgaile do tbeas. 

Cuirear daltachan srian-bhuidh nan res 
Bbarr mhin-chioch nan or-dbithean beag, 
‘S inghean gucagach lili nan Ion, 
Nam fluran, ‘s gheal noinein nan eug; 
Cha deoghlair le beaeban nam bruach, 
Crodhaidh fuaracbd car cuairt iad na sgeap; 
‘S cba mho chruinnicheas seillein a mhal, 
‘S thar gbeal-ur-ros ckroinn garaidb cba streap. 

Tearnaidh bradan, a‘s sgadan, ‘s gach iasg, 
0 t-iarguinn gu fia-ghrunnd nan loch; 
‘S gu fan air an aigein du-dbonn, 
Ann an doimhneachd nam fonn a‘s nan slochd. 
Na brie tharra-gbealach, earra-ghobhlach 

sbliom, 
Leumadb mearagant’, ri usgraicbean chop, 
Nan cairtealan geamhraidh gu‘n tamh, 
Meirbh, samkacb, 0 tbamb tbu fo‘n ghlob. 

Chas a‘s ghreannaich gacb tulach, ‘s gach 
tom, 

‘S doite lorn cbinn gacb breach, ‘s gach glac; 
Gu‘n d’ obbraich na sitheanan feoir, 
Bu lusanach, feoirneanacb brat; 
Thiormaichmonainean, ‘s ruadhaich gacb fonn; 
Bbeuchd an fkairge ‘s ro thonn-gbreannach 

gart; _ 
‘S gu‘n sgreitich an dulacbd gach long, 
‘S tbeid an cabhlach na long-pkort a steaebd. 

Neulaicb paircean a‘s miodair^u bas, 
Tbuit gach fasach, ‘s gacb aite fo bhruid; 
Cbiaraich monadk nan iosal ‘s nan ard; 
Tbeirig dathanan grasmkor gacb luig; 
Dh-fhalbh am faileadh, am mvsg, a‘s am fonn; 
Dh-fbalbh am maise bharr lombair gach buig; 
Chaidh an eunlaidh gu caoidbearan truagb, 
Uiseag, smeorach, a‘s cuacb, agus druid. 

A fhraoich bbadanaicb, gliaganaicb, uir, 
D‘am b‘ola‘s d‘am b'fbudar a mini, 
B‘i bhlath gbrian do bhaleVs gacb uair, 
Gu giullachd do gbruaige le sgil; 
‘S a mbadain iuebair ‘nuair bhoisgeadh a 

gbnuis, 
Air bhuidhinnin driucbdach nan dril, 
B'fhior ebubhraidb ‘s gtrm b’eibbinn an smuid 
So dh‘eireadh bbarr ebuirnein gacb bil. 

Gu‘n tbeirig suth-talmhuinn nam bruach ; 
Db'fbalbb an cnuasacb le‘n trom-lubadb slat, 
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TLiuit an t-ubhall, an t-siris, ‘s a pheur, 
Chuirpailh bodha air a gheig anns a bhad. 
Dh-fhalbh am bainne bho‘n eallach air chul, 
Ma‘m bi leanaba bi ciucharan boohd; 
‘S gu'm pill a grian gu sign Thaurus nam 

buadh, 
‘S treun a bbuadhaicheas, fuachd, agus gort. 

Theid a ghrian air a tburus man cuairt, 
Do thropic Ckapricorn ghruamach gun stad, 
i>‘n tig fearthuinn chruinn,mkeallanach,luatli, 
Bheir air mullach nan cuairteagan sad; 
Thig tein’-adhair, thig torunn na dheigh, 
Thig gaillionn, thig eireadh nach lag, 
‘S cinnidh uisge na ghlaineachan cruaidh, 
‘S na ghlas-leugaibh, min, fuar-licneach rag. 

A mios nuarranda, garbh-fhrasach dorch’, 
Shneachdach, cholgarra, stoirm-shionach bith; 
Dkisleach, dhall-churach, chathach, fhliuch, 

chruai, 
Chiorach,bhuagharra, ‘s tuath-ghaothach cith; 
Dheibheach, lia-rotach, ghlib-shleamhain 

gharbh, 
Chuireas sgiobairean fairge nan ruith; 
Fhliuckach, fhuntuiimeach,ghuineach guntlaa 
Cuiridh t-anail gach caileachd air chrith. 

A mios cratanach, casadach, lom, 
A bhios trom air an t-sonn-bhrochan dubh; 
Churraiceach, chasagach, lachdunn a's dhonn, 
Bhrisneaoh, stocainneach, chom-chochlach, 

thiugh, 
Bhrogach. mhiotagach, pheiteagach bhan, 
Irneach, aranach, chaiseach, gun ghruth; 
Le miann bruthaiste, mairt-fheoil a‘s cal; 
‘S ma bhios blath nach dean tair air gne stuth. 

A mios brotagach, toiteanach soigh 
Ghionach, stroitheal, fhior gheocach gu muic; 
Liteach, laghanach, chabaisteach chorr, 
Phoiteach, romasach, roiceil, gu suit; 
‘3 an taobh-muigh ge do thugh sinn ar com, 
Air an fhaile gheur-tholltach gun tlus, 
•3 feudar dram ol mar linnigeadh cleibh, 
A gkrad fhadas tein’-edbhinn ‘s an uchd. 

Bi‘dh grean’-dubk air cuid mor de‘n Roin- 
neorp, 

G lagaich sgeamh ordha do theas, 
Do sholus bu sholas ro mhor, 
Ar fragharc a‘s ar lockrann geal deas; 
Ach ‘nuair thig e gu Gemini a ris, 
‘3 a lainnir ‘s gach righeachd gu‘n cuir, 
‘3 buidh soillsein nan coirean‘s nam meall, 
‘S riochdail fiamk nan or-mheall air a mhuir. 

‘S theid gach salmadair ball-mhaiseach ur, 
Ann an crannaig chraobh-dhlu-dhuillich chais, 
De ‘n seol fein a skeinn laoidh ‘s a thoirt cliu, 
Ckiunn a phlanaid-s' a chursadh air ais; 
Gu‘m bi coisir air leth anns gach geig, 
An dasgaibh eibhinn air reidh-shlios nan slat, 
A toirt lag iobairt le‘n ceileir d‘an Triath, 
Air ehaol chorraibh an sgiath anns gach glaic. 

Cha bhi creutair fo chupan nan speur, 
N sin nach tiunndaidh ri ‘n speurad<s ri‘n 

dreach, 
‘S gu‘n toir Phcebus le buadhan a bhlais, 
Anam-fas daibh a‘s caileachdain ceart 
Ni iad ais-eiridh choitcheann on uaigh. 
Far na mhiotaich am fuachd iad a steach, 
‘3 their iad:—guileag-doro-hidola-hann, 
Dh-fhalbh an geamhra ‘s tha‘n samhradh air 

teachd. 

ORAN NAM FINEACHAN GAELACH. 

A chomuinn rioghail ruinich, 
Sar umhlachd thugaibh uaibh, 
Biodh ‘ur ruisg gun smuirnean, 
‘S gach cri gun treas gun lub ann; 
Deoch-slainte Sheumais Stiubhairt, 
Gu muirneach cuir ma‘n cuairt! 
Ach ma ta giomh air bith ‘n ‘ur stamaig, 
A chaileis naomh’ na truaill. 

Lion deoch-slainte Thearlaich 
A mheirlieh! straic a chuach; 
B‘i sid an ioc-shlant’ aluinn, 
Dhath-bheothaicheadh mo chaileachd 
Ge d‘a bhiodh am bas orm, 
Gun neart, gun adh, gun tuar. 
A Righ nan dul a chuir do chabhlach, 
Oirn thar sail’ le luathas. 

O ! tog do bkaideil arda, 
Chaol, dhionach, sliar-gheal nuadh, 
Ri d'crannaidh bi-dhearg, laidir, 
Gu taisdeal nan tonn gaireach; 
Tha JEolus ag raitinn 
Gu ‘seid e rap-ghaoth chruaidh, 
0‘n aird an ear; ‘s tha Neptun dileas, 
Gu roineacliadh a chuain. 

‘S bochd ata do chairdean 
Aig ro mhead t-fhardail uainn ; 
Mar alack mhaoth gun mhathair ; 
No beachainn breac a gharaidh, 
Ag sionnach ‘n dels a fasachd’, 
Air failinn feadh nam bruach. 
Aisig cabhagach le d’ chabhlach, 
‘S leighis plaidh do shluaigh. 

Tha na dee ann an deagh run dut * 
Greas-ort le surd neo-mharbh, 
Thar dhronnaig nan tonn du-ghorm, 
Dhruim-robach, bharr-chas, sluubhlach, 
Ghleann-chlaghach, cheann-gheal, shu’-dhlu 
Na mothar chul-ghlas, ghairbh; 
Na cuan-choirean, greannaeh, stuadh-thor- 

thach, 
‘S crom-bhileach, molach, falbh. 
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Tha muir a’? tir cho-reidb dhut, 
Mar deann tbu fein a scarg; 
Doirtidh iad na’n ceudan, 
Nan laomabh tiugha, treunna, 
A Breatunn a’s a Eirinn, 
Ma A'standard breid-gheal dearg; 
A ghasraid'n sgaiteach, ghuineach, rioghail; 
Chreuchdach, fMor-luath, gharg 1 

Tliig do chinneadli fein ort, 
Na treun-fhir laomsgair gharbh, 
Na’m beitheiril>)i gu reubadh; 
Na’n leoghannaibh gu ereuchdadh; 
Na’n nathraichean grad-leumneach, 
A lotas geur le ’n calg, 
Le’n gatban faobharaeh, rinn-bheurra 
Ni mor euchd le’n arm. 

’N am bbrataichean lan-eideadh, 
Le dealas geur gun chealg, 
Thig Domhnullaich. nan deigh sin; 
Cho dileas dut ri d’leine; 
Mar choin air fasdadh eile; 
Air chath-chrith geur gu sealg; 
’S mairg namhaid do’n nochd iad fraoch, 
Long, leoghann, craobh, ’s laimb-dhearg. 

Gu neartaich iad do cbampa 
Na Caim-beulaicb gu dearbh, 
An Diue Earraghalach mar cheann orr’, 
Gu morghalach mear prionnsail; 
Ge b’e bheir air iunsaidh, 
B’e sid an tionsgnadh searbh, 
Le lannan lotach, du-ghorm, toirteil, 
Sgoltadh cliorp gu’m balg. 

Gu tarbartaoh, glan, caiseamacbd, 
Fior thartaracb na’n ranc, 
Thig Cluainidh le obuid Pearsanach, 
Gu cuannda gleusda grad-bheirteach; 
Le spainticbean teann-bheirteach 
‘S cruaidb fead ri sgailceadh cheann; 
Bi’db fuil d’a dortadh, ’s smuais d’a spealtadh, 
Le sgealpaireacbd ’ur lann. 

Druididli suas ri d’ mlieirghe, 
Nach meirbh an am an air, 
ClannTlleoin* nach meirgich 
Airm ri uchd do sbeirbbeis; 
Le’m brataichean’s snnadh feirg orra, 
‘S an leirg mar tliairbb gun sgath ;• 
A foirne, fearail, nimheal, arrail, 
’S builleacb, allamh lamb! 

Gun tbig na fiurain Leodach ort, 
Mar sbeocbdain’s coin fo spaig; 
Na’n tuireamb lann-ghorm, thinnisneach; 
Air chorra-ghleus strcup gun tiomacbas; 
An reiseamaid fior ionnalta, 
‘S fath gioraig dol na dail; 
Am bi ionmdh bocbdan fuilteach, foirmeil, 
Theid le stoirm gu bas. 

* Clanu ’Xllean. 

Thig curaidhnean Chlann-cham-sbroin ort 
Theid meanmnach sios na d’ spairn; 
An fhoireann ghuineach, chaithreamach, 
’S n^o-f hiamhach an am tarruinne; 
An lainn ghlas mar lasair dealanaich, 
Gu gearradh cheann, a’s lamb; 
’S mar luthas na dreige, ’s cruthas na creige, 
Chluinnte sgread nan cnamh. 

Gui' cinnteach dhuibh d’ar coinneachadh, 
Mac-Choinnich mor Chinn-Taile: 
Fir laidir, dhana choimhneala, 
Do’n fhior-chruaidh air a foinneachadh, 
Nach gabh fiamh no somultachd, 
No sgreamh ro’ theine bhlar; 
’S iad gu narach, fuileach, foinnidh, 
Air bhoil gu dhol na d’chas. 

Gur foirmeil, priseil, ordail, 
Thig Toisichean nan ranc, 
Am marsail statoil, comhnard; 
Gu piobach, bratach, srol-bhui; 
Tha rioghalachd a’s morchuis, 
Gu’n soradh anns’ n dream; 
Daoine laidir, neartmhor, crodha, 
’S iad gun gho, gun mheang! 

Thig Granndaich gu ro thartarach, 
Neo fhad-bheirteach do d’ champ 
Air phrioblosgadh gu cruadal, 
Gu snaidheadh eheann, is chluas diu; 
Cho nimheil ris na tigeribh 
Le feachdraidh dian-mhear, dan’, 
Chuireas iomad fear le sgreadail, 
’S a bhreabadaich gu lar. 

.Thig a ris na Frisealaich, 
Gu sgipi le neart garbh; 
Na seochdaibh fior-ghlan, togarrach, 
Le fuatlias bhlar nach bogaichear; 
An comhlan fearradha, cosgurach, 
’S mairg neach do' nochd iad fearg; 
A spuir ghlas aig dlus an deirich 
Bi’dh nan eilean dearg. 

Nan gasraidh ghaisgeil, lasgurra, 
Thig Lachunnaich gun chaird; 
Na saighdean dearga puiseanda ; 
Gu claidheach, sgiathach, cuinnsearach; 
Gu gunnach dagach, ionnsaichte, 
Gun chunntais ac’ air ar; 
Dol nan deannamh ’n aodainn phSileir, 
Tcaclid o theine chaich. 

Gabhaid pairt do t-iorghaills’, 
Clann-Iomnhuinn’s oirdbeirc call; 
Mar thuinn ri tir a sior-bhualadh; 
No bile lasrach dian-loisgeach; 
Nan treudan luatha, fior-chonfach, 
Thoirt griosaich air an namh; 
An dream chathach, Mhuileach, Shrathach, 
’S math gu sgathadli chnamh. 
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’S mor a bhio’s ri corp-rasgadh, 
Na’n closaiehean’s a bhlar, 
Fithich aims a rocadaich 
Ag itealaich, ’s a cnocaireachd; 
Ciocras air na cosgaraich, 
Ag ol’s ag ith an sath. 
Och’s tursach fann a chluinntir moch-thra, 
Ochanaich nan ar! 

Bi’dh fuil is gaor d’a shuidreadh ann, 
Le lu-chleasan ’ur lamb; 
Meangar cinn, a’s duirn dhiu; 
Gearrar uilt le smuaisridh; 
Ciosnaichear am biuidh, 
D’an du-losgadh, ’s d’an enamh; 
Crunair le poimp Tearlach Stiubhart; 
’S Frederic Prionns fo shail. 

Note.—This address to the Highland clans is a 
stately spirit-stirring martial poem, where the 
bard describes the various Jacobite clans coming 
forward in warlike array to place Charles on the 
throne, and leave the Hanoverians under his 
feet. The satirist (Aireach MhuileJ represents 
the poet travelling through the country to excite 
the Highlanders to arms, audit is probable that 
this song was composed on that occasion. It 
was well calculated to rouse the warlike clans to 
the approaching conilict. 

ORAN. 

Air fonn—“ Cille-chragaidh." 

Tha deagh slioisgeul feadh nan garbh-chri- 
och, 

Surd air armaibh comhraig; 
Uird ri dararaich deanamb thargaid 
Nan dual ball-chruinn boidheach; 
Chaidh ar seargadh le cam earraghloir 
Sluaigh fior chealgach Shorais, 
0‘s sgeul dearbbta tbig thar fairge, 
Neart ro gharbh d’ ar foirinn. 

Thig thar lear le gaoith an ear oirn, 
Toradh deal ar dochais, 
Le mhilte fear, ‘s le armaibh geal, 
Prionns’ ullamh, mear, ‘s e do-chaisgt; 
Mac Righ Seumas, Tcarlach Stiubhart, 
Oighre chruin th'air fogar, 
Gu‘n dean gachBreatuinneach lan umhlachd 
Air an glun’ d‘a mhorachd. 

Ni na Gaeil bheodha, ghasda, 
Eiridh bhras le srolamh; 
lad nan ciadan uim’ ag iathadh, 
’S coltas dian cuir gleois orr’; 
Gu‘n fhiamh ‘s iad fiata, claidheach, sgia- 

thach, 
Gunnach, riaslach, stroiceach, 
Mar chonfadh leoghannaibh fladhaich, 
‘S aeras dian gu feoil orr’. 

Deanamb ullamh chum ar turuis, 
‘S bithibh guineach, deonach; 
So an cumasg, am bi na builean, 
An deantar fuil a dhortadh; 
Oeh a dhuin’ is lionmhor curaidh 
Is flor sturrail co-stri, • 
A leigir fear eile mar chuileann, 
Dh’ fhaotainn fuil air Sebras ! 

‘S iomadh neach a theid air ghaisge, 
Tha fior lag na dhochus, 
Gus a noehdar standard brat-dhearg, 
An righ cheart-s’ tha oirne, 
Ge do bhiodh e na fhior ghealtair, 
Gur cruaidh rag gu bhroig e, 
Ceart cho gairge ris an lasair, 
A losgadh asbhuain eorna. 

Mhoir is sgairteil, foirmeil, bagant, 
Gaeil ghasda, chrodha; 
Gach aon bhratach sios do‘n bhaiteal 
Le ‘n gruaidh laisde rosg-dearg; 
lad gun fhiamh, gun fheall, gun ghaiseadh; 
Rioghail, beachd-bhorb, proiseal; 
Gu no-lapaeh ri linn gaisge, 
Spainnteach ghlas nan dornaibh. 

‘S binn linn plapraich nam breid bhratach, 
Srannraich bras ri mor-ghaoith, 
An glachdaibh gaisgeiefi nan ceum staiteil, 
Is stuirteil, sgairteil, moision; 
‘S lann ghorm sgaiteach, do shar-shlacan 
Geur gu srachdadh shron’ aige, 
Air bac cruachain an fhir bhrataich, 
Gu cuir tais air fogradh. 

‘S furbaidh tailceant, ‘s cumta pearsa, 
Treun-laoch spraiceal, doid-gheal; 
Piob d’ a spalpadh, suas na achlais, 
Mhosglas lasan gleois duinn; 
Caismeachd bhras bhinn, bhrodadh aigne,. 
Gu dian chasgairt sloigh leis; 
Chuireadh torman a phuirt bhaisgeil, 
Spioraid bhras ‘n ‘ar poraibh. 

Bithibh sunndach, lughor, beutnaeh, 
Sgriosaeh, geur, gu feolach, 
‘S bi‘dh Mars creuchdach, cogach, roubaeh, 
Anns ‘na speur d’ ar seoladh; 
Soirbhichidh gach ni gu leir libh, 
Ach sibh-'fein bin deonach ; 
Marsailibh gun dail, gu‘n eislein,. 
Lughor, eudrom, ceol-mhor. 

Marsailibh, gun fheall, gun airsneul, 
Gach aon bhratach bhoidheach; 
Cuideachd shuaicheanta nam breacan, 
‘S math gu casg na toireachd f 
‘Nuair a ruisgeas sibh na claisich 
Bi‘dh smuis bhreac feadh feoir libh ; 
Gaor a‘s eanachuinn na spadul,. 
‘S na liath-shad feadh mhointiuh. 

Sliocraich, slacraich, nan cruaidh slilacan, 
Freagra basgur sheannsair; 

i 
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‘Nuair a theid a ruaig gun stad libh 
Gur ro fad a ehluinntear, 
Feadfaich bhuillean, sgoltadh mhullaeh, 
Sios gu bun an rumpuill; 
Ruaig orr' uilc mar mhoim tuile; 
Chaoidh eha ‘n urr’.iad tiunntadh. 

‘S iomadh fear a dh’ oladh lionta, 
Slainte an righ-s’ tha oirne, 
Spealgadli ghlaineachan aig griosaich, 
‘S e cur beinn air Seoras ; 
Ach ‘s onaraiche anis an gniomh, 
Na cuig-ceud mile bola; 
‘S fearr aon siola a dh'fhuil ‘s an flirith 
No galoin fhion air bhordaibh. 

Dearbhaidh beachdaidh sibhbhiceart d’a, 
Eirdh grad le ’r sloghaibb; 
Gu’n ’ur mnathan, clann, no beirteas, 
Chuir stad-feachd ’n 'ur dochus ; 
Aeh gluasad inntinneach, luath, cinnteach, 
Rioghail, liont’ de mhor-chuis ; 
Mar an raineach a dol sios duibh, 
Sgriosadh dian luchd cleochdan. 

’Ur ceathairne ghruamach, nimheil, 
Lan do mhire cruadail; 
’S misg dhearg chatha, gu barr rath orr’, 
’S craobli dhearg dhath nan gruaidhean; 
lad gun athadh sic* le ’n claidhean 
Ri sior sgathadh chnuachdan ; 
Lotar dearganaich le ’r gathan, 
’S le’r fior chrathadh cruadhach. 

’S beagan sluaigh, a ’s trie thug buaidh, 
An iomairt chruaidh a chomhraig ; 
Deanamaid gluasad gu ’n dad uamhuinn, 
’S na biodh fuathas oirne ; 
Doirtidh uaislean an taobh-tuath, 
Mac.Shim nan ruag, ’s Diuc-Gordon ; 
Le mharc-shluagh is nuarrant gruaim; 
’S maim aimhi fhuar nam poramh. 

ORAN RIOGHAL A BHOTAIL. 
Air fonn—■■ Let us le jovial, fill our glasses.” 

Biodhmaid subhach, ’s olar deoeh linn, 
Osnaich ’n ar fochar cha tamh, 

Na smaointicheamaid ar bochdainn, 
Fluid’s a bios an copan lan. 

LUINNEAG. 
Ho-ro air falldar-araidh 

Ho air mi'aUdar-raraidh ro, 
Ho-ro air m’alldar-raridh 

Falldar, ralldar, raraidh ho. 

Olamaid glainneachean lan’, 
Air slainte an t-Seumais ata uainn ! 

Cuireamaid da shlaint’ an caraid, 
Tosda Thearlaich straic a chuach. 

Ho-ro, 

Ma ta stamac anns a chuideachd, 
Naeh dean a chuidsa d’ ar miann, 

Siapaidh e ’mach as ar carabh, 
Mar an carran as an t-shiol. 

Ho-ro, tj'tf. 

Cuireadh ar cupachan tharsta ; 
Aisig cas an corn m’an cuairt; 

Faicear eibhinneachd air lasadh, 
Le flor sgairt’n ar beachd,’s ’n ar gruaidh, 

Jlo-ro, Sjc. 

Biodh ar cridhachan a damhsa,. 
Lhin an drams’ a dhol na thruaill, 

Mar gu’m biodhmaid’s a cheart am-sa, 
Dol do ’n champ a dh’fhaotainn buaidh. 

Ho-ro, <j'c. 

De’n dibh’ bhridhear neartar bhlasda, 
’S milse no mil bheach gu poit, 

Lion an soitheach sin amach dhuinn, 
De ’n stuth bhlasdar ud ’san stop. 

Ho-ro, ej’c. 

’S-ioma fearsta, falachaidh, tlachdmhor, 
Tha’m mac-na-bracha r’a luaigh; 

Rinn sin e na Jeannan do mhiltean, 
’S na mhilsein priseil do’n t-sluagh. 

Ho-ro, §c. 

Sgaolaidh e ghruaim far a mhuigein ; 
Ni e fiughantach fear cruaidh ; 

Ni e cruadalach fear gealtach, 
Gus an teid e feachd no ’n ruaig. 

Ho-ro, $c 

Ni e cainnteach am fear tostach ; 
Ni e brosgulaeh fear dur ; 

Ni e suireach am fear narach ; 
’S fagaidh e dan’ am fear diuul. 

Ho-ro, <j-c. 

Ni e pogach am fear ailleant 
Naeh fuiligeadh cailin ’na choir; 

Sparraidh e damhs’ anns na casan, 
Nach d’ rirm riamh aon char cl’ an dcoin, 

Ho-ro, i;c. 

Fagaidh e neo shanntach acrach ; 
Toinnidh sc cas am fear shorn ; 

Bheir e caitean air fear sleamhainn ; 
’S ni e spreadhail am fear tiom. 

Ho-ro, $c. 

An t-airgead a bha d’a stieleadh. 
An sporan nan chripleach riamh, 

Bheir e furtachd dha a priosan, 
Le fuasgladh cruaidli-shnann nan ialL 

Ho-ro, §c. 

Ni e aoigheal am fear doichleach ; 
Ni e socharach fear teann ; 

Ni e duin’ nasal do’n bhalach ; 
Ni e fathrumach fear fann. 

Ho-ro, 4'c- 
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Ki e saor chridheach fear duinte, 
’S faoisididh e run a chri ; 

Saoilidh an lag gur h-e ’n laidir, 
Gus an dearbh e chail ’san stri. 

Ho-ro, $c. 

Tairrnidh e mulad gu aiteas ; 
Tiunndaidh e airsneul gu fonn ; 

Mionach nan sporan gu spiol o 
Lc ghob biorach chriomas lom. 

Ho-rv, §c. 

Thigeadh meanmna, ’s falbhadh airsneul 
Air chairstealan uainn do’n Roinih ; 

Seinneam orain cheohnor, ghasda, 
Shunndach, bhras, nach lapach gloir. 

Ho-r6, §c. 

’Nuair bheirear botul a stapul, 
’S a chromar ri cap a cluas ; 

’S eibhinn a ghogail la earraich, 
Cogair searraig ris a chuaich ! 

Ilo-ro, <jr. 

’S milse no ceilearadh smeoraich, 
Le luinneag eeolmhor air geig, 

Creatraich shrideagach do sgftrnain ; 
Cratan’s boiche fo ’na ghrein ! 

Ilo-ro, <j'c- 

’S binne na luinneag eoin-buchainn, 
Bhiodh ri tuchan am barr thonn, 

Guileag do mhuineil a’s giuig ort ; 
Cuisle-chiuil a dhuisgeadh fonn. 

Ho-ro, 4'c. > 

’S binne no cluig-chiuil an Ghlascho, 
T-fliuaim le bastul- dol’s a chorn ; 

Sid an fhailt a ghleusadh m’ aigne, 
Mac-na-brach a teachd le poig. 

Ho-ro, tj'c. 

Lion-domh suas an t-slige-chreachainn ; 
Cha ’n ion a seachnadh gu dram ; 

’S math Ghaelig oirr’ an creathann ; 
An t-slig’ a cbreach sinne a t’ ann. 

Ho-ro, i;c. 

’S binne no ceol coilich choille, 
Bhiodh ri coilleig air an tom. 

Durdail a bhotail ri glainne ; 
Cronan loinnteal thoiUeadh bonn ! 

Ho-ro, $c. 

Teichendh liun-dubh as ’ur comunn ; 
Falbhadh gainne ’s pailt ’ur n-or ; 

Na biodh speuclair oirtfti gu ganntar, 
Fheadli’s a bhio’s an dram ’n ’ur sroin. 

Ho-ro, <^c. 

Biodh ’ur ceann-agaidh uile ’n ceart uair, 
Cho ruiteaeh ri dreach nan ros, 

’Nuair a theid ’ur fuil air ghabhail, 
Le beirm laghach Mhie-an-Tois. 

Ho-ro, 

Gur dionnsaireaeh, spinnsearach, trfhaileadh 
’S teas-ghradhach do shnag tro’m’ chliabh 

Fadadh blais air feadh mo mhionaich ; 
Gur ro mhioragaeh do thriall! 

Ho-ro, JjT. 

Gur gucagach, coilleagach, brisg-gheal, 
Bruicheal, neo-mhisgeach do thuar, 

: ’Nad’ shlabhraidhean criostail a dortadh, 
Ri binn-chronanaich am chluais. 

Ho-ro, §c. 

Sgaoileamaid o altair Bhachuis : 
A chleirich taisg a chailis uat ; 

I Dh-fhalbh ar fuachd ;’s ciod ’ta dhi oirn ? 
Thugamaid baig’ crion do ’n t-suain. 

Ho-ro, <5'c. 

Ach freasdal sinn air ghairm pa maidne, 
Le t-ioc-shlaint aghmhor lan bhuadh, 

’S thoir dhuinn aon ghloic-nid’n arleabaidh 
A bheir crith-chlaiginn oirn m’an cuairt! 

Ho-ro, $c. 

ALLT-AN-T-SIUCAIR. 
Air fonn—“ The Lass ofPatie’s Mill.” 

A dol thar Allt-an-t-siucair, 
A’ madainn chubhraidh Cheit, 

’S paideirean geal dlu chnap, 
De ’n driuchd ghorm air an fheur, 

Bha richard’s mhin, bru-dhearg 
Ri seinn, ’s fear dhiu na bheus ; 

’S goic moit air cuthaig ehul-ghuirm, 
’S gug-gug aic’ air a gheig. 

Bha smeorach cur na smuid dh’i 
Air bacan cuil le’ fein ; 

An dreadhann-donn gu surdail, 
’S a rifeid chiuil na bheul ; 

Am breacan-beith’ a’s lub air, 
’S e ’gleusadh lugh a theud ; 

An coileach-dubh ri durdan ; 
’S a chearc ri tuchan reidh. 

Na brie a gearradh shurdag, 
Ri plubraich dhlu le cheil’, 

Taobh-leumnaich mear le lu chleas, 
’S a bhurn, le muirn ri grein ; 

Ri ceapadh ehuileag siubhlach, 
Le’m briseadh lughor fein ; 

Druim-lann-ghorm, ’s ball-hhreac giuran ; 
’S an lainnir-chuil mar leig. 

Mil-dheocla sheillein strianach, 
Le cronan’s fiata srann, 

’N an ditlribh baglach, riabhach, 
Ma d’ bhlathaibh grianach chrann ; 

Sraibh-dhriucain dhonna, thiachdaidh, 
Fo shinean ciochan t-fheoir, 

Gun theaehd-an-tir no bhiadh ac’, 
Aeh faileadh ciatach ros. 
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Gur milis, brisg-gheal, burn-ghlan, 
Meall-chuirneanaeh, ’s binn fuaim, 

Bras-shruthain Uillt-an-t-siueair, 
Ri torman siubhlach luath ; 

Gach biolair, ’s luibh le ’n ur-ros’ 
A cintinn dlu ma bhruaich ; 

’S e toirt dhaibh bhuadan sughor, 
Ga ’n sui bheathaeha m’an cuairt. 

Burn tana, glan, gun ruadhan, 
Gun deathach, ruaim, no ceo, 

Bheir anam-fas, a’s gluasaid, 
D’a chluanagan ma bhord. 

Gaoir bheachainn bhui’ ’s ruadha, 
Ri diogladh chluaran oir, 

’S ceir mhcala d’ a chuir suas leo, 
An ceir-chuachagan ’nan stor. 

Gur solas an ceol-cluaise, 
Ard-bhairidi buar ma d’ chro ; 

Laoigh eheann-fhionn, bhreaca, ghuanach 
Ri freagra’ nuallan bho ; 

A bhanareach le buaraich, 
’S am buachaille fa coir, 

Gu bleothan a chruidh ghuaillinn. 
Air cuaich a thogas croic. 

Bi’dh lochrainn mheal’ a lubadh 
Nan srabh, ’s bru air g#ch geig, 

Do mheasan milis cubhraidh, 
Nan ubldan’s nam peur ; 

Na duilleagan a liugadh, 
A’s fallas cuil diu fein ; 

’S claim bheag a’ gabhail tuebaidh, 
D’ an imlich dlu le’m beul. 

B’ e cronan t-easan srulaieh, 
An durdail mhuirneach Mhaigh ; 

’S do bhoirichibh daite, sgum-gheal, 
Tiugh, fluranach, dlu, tla ; 

Le d’ mhantul do dhealt ur-mhin, 
Mar dhura cuil ma d’ bhla ; 

S air calg gach feoirnein duir-fheoir, 
Gorm neamhnad dhriuehd a fas. 

Do bhrat lan shradag daoimein, 
De bhraon ni soills’ air lar ; 

A chapef s gasda foineal, 
Gun cho-Jine aim a Whitehall ; 

Ma d’ bbearra gorm-bhreac coillteach, 
Ann chinn a loinn le h-al, 

Na sobhraichcan mar choillean, 
Na ’n coillciribh na d’ sgath. 

Bi’dh guileag eala tuchan, 
’S coin bhuchuinn am barr tlionn, 

Ag inbhear Uillt-an-t-siucair, 
Snamb lu-chleasach 1c fonn ; 

Ri seinn gu moiteil, cuirteil, 
Le muineil-chiuil, ’s iad crom, 

Mar mhala piob a’s lub air ; 
Ceol tiamhaidh ciuin, nach trom. 

0 !’s grinn an obhair ghrabbail, 
Rinn nadur air do bhruaich, 

Le d’ lurachain chreabhacli, fhasor, 
’S am buicein bhan orr’ shuas ; 

Gach saimcir, neoinean, ’s masag, 
Min-bhreachd air lar do chluain ; 

Mar reulltan reot an dearsadh, 
Na spangan aluinn nuadh. 

Bi’dh cruinn, ’s am barr mar sgarlaid,. 
Do chaorran aluinn ann ; 

’S craobhan bachlach, arbhuidh, 
A faoisgneadh ard ma d’ cheann ; 

Bi’dh dearcan, ’s suithean sughor, 
Trom lubadh an luis fein, 

Caoin, seachdai, blasdadh, cubhraidh, 
A call an druis ri grein. 

’S co lan mo lios ri Pharrais, 
De gach cnuas a’s fearr an eoill; 

Na reidhlich arbhar fasaidh, 
Bheir piseach ard’s sgoinn •, 

For reachdmhor, minear, fasor, 
Nach cinn gu fas na laom ; 

’S co reamhar, luchdmhor caileaehd, 
’S gu sgain a ghran o dhruim ! 

Do thachdar mar’ a’s tire, 
Bu theachd-an-tir leis fein: 

Na ’n treudan feidh ’n a d’ fhrithean ; 
’S na d’ chladach’s miltcan eisg ; 

Na d’ thraigh tha maorach lionmhor ; 
’S air t-uisge’s flor-bhras leus, 

Aig oganachaibh rimheach, 
Le morgha’ fior-chruaidh geur. 

Gur h-uroil, sliochdor, cuanda, 
GrSidh-each air t-fhuarain ghorm, 

Le ’n iotadh tarruinn suas riut, 
Le cluinntinn nuall do thoirm ; 

Bi’dh buicein binneach’s ruadhag, 
’S minn-mheanbh-bhreac, cluais-dearg, og 

Ri h-ionaltradh gn h-uaigneach, 
’S ri ruideis luath ma d’ Ion. 

Gur damhach, adhach, laoghach, 
Mangach, maoiseach, t-fhonn ; 

Do ghlinn le seilg air laomadh, 
Do gharbhlach-chraobh’s do lorn ; 

Gur h-aluinn barr-fhionn, braonach, 
Do chanach caoin-gheal thorn, 

Na mhaibenibh caoin, mao-mhin ; 
Na d’ mhointich sgaoth-chearc donn. 

B’ e sid an sealladh eibhinn, 
Do bhruachan gle-dhearg ros, 

S iad daite le gath greine, 
Mar bhoisgnich leug-bhui’ oir ; 

B’ ’iad sid an geiltfc gle ghrinn, 
Cinn deideagan measg feoir, 

De bharraibh luibhean ceutach ; 
’S foirm bhinn aig teud gach eoin. 

0 lili righ nam fluran ! 
Thug barr mais air ur-ros gheug, 

Na bhabagan cruinn, pluir mhin, 
’S a chrun geal, ur mar glirein ; 
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Do’n uisge ud Allt-an-t-siueair, 
’S e cubhraidh d’a o bheud 

Na rionnagan ma lubaibh, 
Mar reullan-iuil na speur. 

Do shealbhag ghlan’s do luachair 
A borcadh suas ma d’ choir ; 

Do dhithein lurach, luaineach, 
Mar thuairneagan do’n or ; 

Do phreis lan neada cuachach, 
Cruinn, cuairteagach, aig t-eoin ; 

Barr bhraonan’s an t-sail-chuachaig, 
Na’n dos an uachdar t-fheoir. 

B’ e sid an leughas ieirsinn, 
De luingeas brcid-ghcai, hiath, 

Na ’n sguadronaibh seoil-bhreid-chrom, 
A bordadh gcur ri d’ cliluais ; 

Nan ginbhsaichibh beo ghleusda, 
’S an cainb gu leir riu shuas ; 

’S Caol-Muile fuar d’a reubadh, 
Le anaii speur bho thuath. 

’S criiaidh a bhairlinn fbuair mi, 
O'n fhuaran’s blasda gloir, 

An caochan’s mo buadhan, 
Ata fo thuath’s an Eorp ; 

Lion ach am bola suas deth, 
’S do bhranndaidh fhuair ni’s coir; 

Am puinse mills, guanach, 
A thairrneas sluagh gu ceol! 

Muim’ altrom gach por uasail 
Nach meith le fuachd nan speur, 

Tha sgiath fo ’n airde tuath oirr’, 
Dh’fhag math a buar, ’s a four; 

Fonn deas-oireach, fior uaibhreach, 
Na speuclar buan do’n ghrein; 

Le spreidh theid duine suas ann, 
’Cho luatli ri each na leum! 

’S aol is grunnd d’a dhailibh, 
Dh-fhag nadur tarbhach iad; 

Air a meinn gu’n toir iad arbhar, 
’S tiugh, starbhanach ni fas ; 

Bi’dh dearrsanaich shearr-f hiaclach, 
D’ a lannadh sios am boinn, 

Le luinneagan binn nionag ; 
An ceol a’s misle, roinn! 

An Coir’ is fearr’s an duthaich, 
An Coir’ is sughor fonn ; 

’S e Coirean Uillt-an-t-siucair, 
An Coirean runach lom ; 

’S ge lom, gur molach, urail. 
Bog miadar dlu a thorn, 

’M boil mil is bainn’ a bruchdadh, 
’S uisg’ ruith air siucar pronn. 

An Coire scarrachach, uanach, 
Meannach, uaigneach aigh ; 

An Coire gleannach, uaine, 
Bhliochdach, luath gu dair ; . 

An Coire coillteach, luachrach, 
An goir a chuach’s a Mhart; 

An Coir’ a faigh duin-uasal, 
Biast-dubh, a’s ruadh ’na charn ! 

An Coire broeaeh, taobh-ghorm; 
Torcach, faoilidh blath; 

An Coire lonach, naosgach, 
Cearcach, craobhach, graidh; 

Gu bainneaeh, bailceach, braonach, 
Breacach, laoghach, blar; 

An suitor mart, a’s caora, 
’S a’s torach laomsgair barr! 

An Coire am bi na caoirich 
Na ’n caogadaibh, le ’n al; 

Le ’n reamhad ’g gabhail faoisgnidh, 
A ’n craicnibh maoth-gheal tla; 

B’ iad sid am biadh, ’s an t-aodach, 
Na t-fhaoin-ghleannaibh’s na t-ard; 

An Coire luideach, gaolach, 
’S e lan do mhaoinibh grais ! 

An Coirc lachach, dracach 
’M bi guilbneich’s traigli-gheoidh og; 

| An Coire coileachach, lan-damhach, 
’S moch, ’s is an-moch spors; 

’S tim dhomh sgur d’ an aireafnh, 
An Coire’s fasor por 

Gu h-innseach, doireach, blaraich, 
. ’S imeacach, caiseach bo! 

Note.—This piece is an animated and faithful 
description of a beautiful scene in tlie country, on 
a summer morning. The bard walks abroad and 
sees the dew glittering on every leaf and flower 
— the birds warbling their songs — the animals 

i grazing, and the bees collecting their stores—the 
I fishes are leaping out of the water, and all nature 

rejoicing in the return of spring, or the luxuri- 
ance of summer! The very rivulet seems to par- 
take of the common joy, and murmurs a more 
agreeable sound—the cows low aloud, and the 
calves answer responsive—while the dairy maid 
is busily engaged at her task. The ground is be- 
spangled with flowers of richer hues than the 
most costly gems. The horses gather together 
in groups to drink of the streamlet, and the kids 
are sporting and dancing about its banks. The 
ships, with all their white sails bent to the gen- 
tle breeze, are passing slowly along the Sound of 
Mull. The poet selects the most natural, lively, 
and agreeable images in the rural scene. All 
good judges admit that there is not a descriptive 
poem, in Gaelic or English, fit to be compared 
with this exquisite production. 

ORAN LUAIGHE NO FUCALDH. 

IATINNEAO. 
Agus ho Mhoracj, no ho-ro, 
’S no ho-re-ghealladh. 

A Mhokag chiatach a clmil dualaich, 
G ur li-e do luaigh a th’ air m’aire. 

Agus ho Mhorag, $c. 
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’S ma dh’imich thu null thar ehuain uainn’, 
Gu ma luath a thig thu thairis. 

Agus ho Mhorag, 

’S cuimhnich thoir leat bannal ghruagach, 
A luaigheas an clo ruadh gu dainghean. 

Agus ho Mhorag, $c. ’ 

O! cha leiginn thu do’n hliuala, 
Ma salaich am buachar t-anart. 

Agus ho Mhorag, $c. 

Re cha leiginn thu gu cualach; . 
Obair thruaillidh sin nan eaileag. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <j"c. 

Gur h-i Morag ghrinn mo ghuamag, 
Aig am beil an cuailean barr-fhionn. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <5'c. 

*S gaganach, bachlagach, cuachach, 
Ciabhag na gruagaiche glaine. 

Agus ho Mhorag, •J’c. 

Ro chul peuchdach sios na dhualaibh 
Rhalladh c uaislean le lainnir: 

Agus ho Mhorag, <j'£. 

Sios na fheoirneinean ma d’ ghuaillean, 
Leadau cuaohagach na h-ainnir: 

Agus ho Mhorag, ^'c. 

Ro chul peurlach, or-bhui, luaehach, 
Timcheall do chluasan na chlannaibh. 

Agus ho Mhorag, $c. 

A, Mhorag! gu beil do chuailean- 
Ormsa na bhuaireadh gu’n sgainnear. 

Agus ho Mhorag, cj'C. 

’S ge nach iarr mi thu ri d’ phusadh, 
Gu’m b’ e mo ruin a bhi mar riut. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <5'c. 

’S ma thig thu a rithist am lubaibh, 
’S e ’n t-eug a ruin ni ar sgaradh. 

Agus ho Mhorag, S;c. 

Leanaidh mi cho dlu ri d’ shailean, 
’S a ni bairneach ri sgeir mhara. 

Agus ho Mhorag, cj’c. 

Sluubliail mi cian leat air m’ eolas, 
Agus spailp de ’n stroichd ar m’ ain-eol. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <5'C. 

Gu leanainn thu feadli an t-saoghail, 
Ach thusa ghaoil theachd am f harraid. 

Agus ho Mhorag, .j’C. 

Gu’n ehuireadh air mhisg le d’ ghaol mi; 
’S mear aodrum a ghaoir ta m’ bhallaibh. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <j'C. 

’S a Mhorag ’g am beil a ghruaidh chiataeh-, 
’S glan a fiaradh thar do mhala. 

Agus ho Mhorag, fyc. 

Ro shuil shuilbhear, shochdrach, mhodhar, 
Mhireagach, chomhnart, ’s i meallach. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <5’e. 

Reud cailce shnasda na ribhinn, 
Snaite mar dhisn’ air a gearradh. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <j'e. 

Maighdean bhoidheach, na’m bos caoiner 
’S iad cho maoth ri cloidh na h-eala. 

Agus ho Mhorag, ij'C. 

Cioehan leaganach nan gucag, 
’S faileadh a mhusga d’ a h-anail. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <5'c. 

’S iomadh oigear a ghabh tlachd dliiot, 
Eadar Mor-thir agus Mannuinn. 

Agus ho Mhorag, .j"r. 

’S iomadh gaisgeach do ghael, 
Nach obadh le m’ ghradh-sa tarruinn : 

Agus ho Mhorag, &,~c. 

A reachadh le sgiath, ’s le claidheamh. 
Air bheag sga gu bial nan cannon: 

Agus ho Mhorag, <j'c. 

Chunnardaicheadh dol nan ordaibh, 
Thoirt do chorach, ’mach a dh’ ain-deoin.. 

Agus ho Mhorag, §c. 

’S iomadh armunn lasdail, treubhach, 
Ann an Run-eideann, am barail. 

Agus ho Mhorag, 

Na faiceadh iad gnc do dhuais ort, 
Dheanadh tarruinn suas ri d’ charraid. 

Agus ho Mhorag, §<;. 

Mo chionn gu’n dheanadh leat eridh, 
Ro Chaiptin fein Mac-’Ic-Ailein : 

Agus ho Mhorag, $c. 

Gu‘n thcann e roi’ ro chach riut, 
’S ni e fasd e, ach thig thairis : 

Agus ho Mhorag, $c. 

Gach duine, tha ’n Uidhist a Muideart, _ 
’S an Arasaig dhu-ghorm a bharraich; 

Agus ho Mhorag, 

An Cana, an Eige, ’s am Morror;* 
Reiseamaid chorr ud Shiol-Ailein ! 

Agus ho Mhorag, j c. 

’N am -Alasdair,t a’s Mhontros’, 
Gu’m bu bhochdain iad air Ghallaibh. 

Agus ho Mhorag, $c. 
* Mor-Thir. t Alasdair Mao Cliolla. 
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Gu’n d’ fhairich la Inbhcr-Lochaidh, 
Co bu stroicich arm le lannaibh. 

slyus ho Mkaray, <J'c. 

Am Peairt, an Cill-Saoidh,* ’s an Allt-Eire- 
ann, 

Dh-fhag i&d Reubalaich gu’n anam. 
Agvs ho Mhorag, $c. 

Alasdair mor Gblinne-Cothann, 
’S bragad coimheach Ghlinne-garadh. 

I Ayus ho Mhorag, §c. 

Mar sin is an t-Armunn Sleibhteach, 
„ Ge d’ a tlia e-fein na leanamh. 

Ayus ho M horag, $c. 

Dh’eiridh leat a nail o’n Eudha, 
Anntrum lu’-cbleasach nan seang-each. 

Agus ho Mhorag, §c. 

Dhruideadh, na Gael gu leir riut, 
Ge b’ e dk’eireadh leat no dh’fhanadh. 

Ayus ho Mhorag, §c. 

Shuath, deich mile dhiu air cle dhuibh, 
An eogadh ri Seurlus naeh maireann. 

Ayus ho Mhorag, $c. 

’S iomadh clo air ’n tug iad caitean, 
Eadar Cat-taobh agus Anuinn. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <j"c. 

Bha each diultadh teachd a luagh dhuibh, 
’S chruinnich iad-san sluagh am bannail. 

Agus ho Mhorag, fyc. 

A ri! bu mhath’s an luagh-lamh iad, 
’Nuair a thairrneadh iad na lannan! 

Agus ho Mhorag, $c. 

H-uile clo a luaigh iad riamh dhuibh, 
Dh-fhag iad e gu ciatach daingheann; 

Ayus ho Mhorag, $€. 

Teann, tiugh, daingheann, fite, luaite, 
Daite ruadh, air thuar na fala. 

Ayus ho Mhorag, Jfc. 

Greas thairis le d’ mhnathan luaighe, 
’S theid na gruagaichean-sa mar riu. 

, Ayus ho Mhorag, Jfc. 
Aote.—This song has been ahvaysliighly popu- 

lar, and is certainly the most spirited and elegant 
of all our Jacobite songs. Charles is represent- 
ed under the similitude of Morag—a youn" girl 
with flowing locks of yellow hair waving on her 
shoulders. She had gone away over the seas, 
and the bard invokes her to return with a party 
of maidens (i. e. soldiers) to dress the red 
cloth, in other words to beat the English red 
coats. The allegory is kept with elegance and 
spirit, and the poet introduces himself as one 
who had followed Morag- in lands known and un- 
known, and was still ready to follow her over the 
world if required. 

* Kilsyth 
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SMEOEACH CHLOINN-EAONUILL. 

LUIXNEAG. 

JTolaihh o iriag horoll o, 
Holaihh o iriag horo i, 
Holaibh o oriay horoll o, 
Smeorach le Clann-Raonuill mi. 

Gur h-e mis’ an smeorach chreagach, 
An dels leum bharr chuaich mo nidein, 
Sholar bidh do’m ianaibh beaga, 
Sheinneam ceol air bharr gack bidein. 

Holaibh o iriag, Sfc. 

Smeorach mise do Chlann-Dhomhnuill, 
Dream a dhithicheadh, ’s a leonadb, 
’S chuireadh mis’ an riochd na smeoraich 
Gu bhi seinn, ’sa cuir ri ceol daibh. 

Holaibh o iriag, Jfc. 

Sa chreig ghuirm a thogadh mise 
An sgireachd Chaistejl duiblt nan cliar 
Tir tha daonnan a’ cuir thairis 
Le tuil bhainne, meal’, a’s fion. 

Holaibh o iriag, §c. 

Sliocbd nan Eun o’n Chaisteil-thiream, 
’S o Eilean-Fhianain nan gallan, 
M-och, a’s feasgar togar m’iolacb, 
Seinn gu bileach, milis, mealacb. 

Holaibh o iriag, <$c. 

Tha mi de’n ghur rioghail, luachach, 
’S math eun fliaotainn a nead, uasal, 
Ghineadh mi gun chol, gun truailleadh, 
Fo sgiathaibh Ailein mhic Euairidh. 

Holailh o iriag, ij'c. 

Cinneadh, glan gun smur, gun smodan, 
Gun smal gun luaith ruaidh, no ghrodan, 
S iad gun ghiomh, gun fheall, gun sodan, 

’S treum am buill’ an tiugh nan trodan. 
Holailh o iriag, $c. 

Cinneadh rioghail, th’air am buaineadh, 
A meribh meara na cruadhach, 
’S daoimein iad gun spar gun truailleadh, 
Each gabh stur, gne, smal, no ruadWmheirg. 

Holaibh o iriag, 4'c. 

Cinneadh mor gun bhosd gun sparan, 
Suairce, siobhalta, gun rapal, 
Caomhail, cineadail ri’n cairdean, 
Fuilteach, faobharach, ri namhaid. 

Holaibh o iriag, <j_c. 

Baonullaich nan or chrios taghach, 
Nan luireach, nan sgiatb, ’s nan clogaid, 
A theid sios gu gunnaeh, dagaelt, 
Nu fir ghasda shunndach, chogach. 

Holaibh o iriag, #c. 
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Sud na h-aon daoine th’air m’aire, 
Nach dianadh air spuileadh croniadh, 
Dhianadh anns an araich gearradh 
Cinn ga’n sgaradh, cuirp ga’m pronnadh. 

Holaibh o iriag, &e. 

Acli mur tig mo righ-sa dhachaigh 
Triallaidh mi do dh-uamhaig shlocaich, 
’S bithidh mi’n sin ri caoidh, ’s ri basraich, 
Gus am faigh mi bag le osnaich. 

Holaibh o iriag, &c. 

Ach ma thig mo phriunnsa tbairis 
Cuirear mis’ an cliabhan lurach, 
’S bitliidh mi canntaireachd gu buileach 
’S ann ’san arois ni mi fuireaeh. 

Holaibh o iriag, &c. 

Madainn choitean am barr gach badain 
Sgaoileadh ciuil o ghlaic mo gbuibein, 
’S aluinn mo chruiteach, ’s mo gblagan, 
Stailceadh mo dha bninn air stuibean. 

Holaibh o iriag, &c. 

Gur o mise emit nan cnoean, 
Seinn mo leadain air gaeli bacan, 
’S mo chearc fein gam’ bheus air stocan, 
’S glan ar gloean air gach staean. 

Holaibh o iriag, <j'c. 

Crith chiuil air m’ugan da bhogadh, 
’S mo cliom tur uile lan beadraidh, 
Tein-eibhinn am uehd air fadadh, 
’S mi air fad gu damhs’ air leagail. 

Holaibh o iriag, $c. 

’Nuair chuirean goic air mo ghogan, 
’S thogain mo shailm air chreagan, 
Sann orm fein a bhiodh am frogan, 
Cool ga thogail, ’s bron ga leagail. 

Holaibh o iriag, &c. 

Eoin bhuchalach bhreac na coille, 
L'e’n organaibh ordail mar rinn, 
’S feadag ghlan am beul gach coilich, 
’S binn fead-ghuil air gheugaibh baraich. 

Holaibh o iriag, &c. 

’S mis an t-eunan beag le m’f headan, 
Am madainn dhriuchd am barr gach badain, 
Sheinnea'dh na puirt ghrinn gu’n spreadan, 
’S ionmhuinn m’fheadag feadh gach lagain. 

Holaibh o iriag, <j'C. 

Togamaid deoch-slaintc na h-armailt, 
Dh-eirich 1c Tearlach o'n gharbhlaich, 
Na fir ghasda dheanadh searr-bhuain 
Air feoil’s cnaimhean nan dearg chot. 

Holaibh o iriag, <5'C. 

Olamaid fliuchadh ar slugain, 
’S cuireamaid mu’n cuairt lan nogain, 
’Slainte Sheumais suas le suigeart, 
Tosta Thearlaich sios le sogan. 

Holaibh o iriag, &c. 

Slaint’ an teaghlaich rloghail inbheich 
Olamaid gu sunndach, geanail, 
’S nigheamaid ar sgornain ghionaich 
Le dram milis, suileach, glaineach. 

Holaibh o iriag, &c. 

Cuireamaid sios feadh ar mionaich 
Tosta nan euraidhnean clannach, 
Nan colg gasda, sgaiteach, biorach, 
’S ro mhor sgil air comhrag lannach. 

Holaibh o iriag, &c. 

O tha mi teannadh gu eir-thir, 
Ullaicheam m’acair gu cala, 
Tosta Mhuideirt ceann nan Seilcach, 
’S an t-slaint eil’ ud triath nan Garrach. 

Holaibh o iriag, kc. 

Lionaibh suas a’s olaibh bras i, 
Slainte Raonuill oig o’s deas i, 
Sgitiribh dh’amharc thugaibh as i, 
Siabaibh leibh i as a teas i. 

Holaibh o iriag, &c. 

Strae suas a ghlaine chcudna, 
Cuimhnicheamaid slaint an t-Steibhtich 
Ridir og gasda na eircadh, 
Dol le sgairt a shracadh bheistean. 

Holaibh o iriag, kc. 

Slaint lari Antrum s’ tosta priseil, 
’S na tha ’n Eirinn chlannaibh Milidh, 
Tha mo shile bathadh m’iataidh 
Chionn gu’m beil mo bheul lan mislein. 

Holaibh o iriag, kc. 

Diolamaid gu foirmeil, frasach, 
Slainte Bhaosadail mu’n st:pl sinn, 
Laoch treun a dh’eireadh sgairtail, 
Chuir retreat air bheistean Shasuinn. 

Holaibh o iriag, kc. 

Lion suas duinn glaine do’n Deasach, 
Learganaich nan gorm lann claiseaeh, 
Laochraidh sgathadh cheann, a’s leasraidh, 
Na suinn sheasmhach, shundach, mhaiseach. 

Holaibh o iriag, kc. 

Co namhaid sin riu sheasadh, 
’S cruaidh ruisgte nan duirn gu slaiseadh 1 
Anns an ruaig nuair ghabhadh teas iad, 
Le lu-chleasan bhualadh shaisean. 

Holaibh o iriag, kc. 

Greasam gu finid gun stopadh, 
Ach cha mhiann leam a bhi bacach, 
Puirt chiuil na smeoraich dosaich, 
Tostam fior sheobhac na Ceapaich. 

Holaibh o iriag, kc. 
Togamaid slainte nan Gleannaeh, 
O chothann nam bradan earrach 
Bheireadh air bocanaibh pilleadli, 
Cha bu ghjoracach rad air bealacb. 

Holaibh o iriag, kc. 
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Cuireamaitl mu’n cuairt gu toileach, 
Slainte Mine Dhughaill o’n Bharraich, 
Cridhe rioghail, reamhar, solais, 
Tha na bhroilleach shios am falach. 

Holaibh o iriag, &c. 

Chuimhnicheam Iain Ciar a Lathuirn, 
Aig nach robh an jioidftZe'cumhann, 
Gheibh e muirn, a’s onair fhathach, 
A’s caitheadh drais mar as cubhaidh. 

Holaibh o iriag, &.C. 

Ciod am fath dhaibh bin ga’r tagradh? 
’S nach urr’ iad chiur rinn cluigean, 
Sguiribh de’r boilich’s de’r splagain, 
’N rud tha agaiun, ’s Dia thug dhuinne. 

Holaibh o iriag, &<?. 

ORAN DO PHRIONNSA TEARLACH. 

ORAN EILE. 

DO PHRIUNXSA TEARLACH. 

LUINHEAG. 

Thrig ho-o, laill ho-o. 
Thug o-ho-ro ’n aill leibh. 
Thug ho-o, laill ho-o, 
Seinn o-ho-ro ’n aill leibh. 

Moch ’sa mhadainn’s mi dusgadh, 
’S mor mo shunnd’s mo cheol-gaire ; 
0‘n a chuala mi’m prionnsa, 
Thigh‘n do dhuthaich Chlann-Ra’ill. 

Thug ho-o, fyc. 

0‘n a chuala mi’m prionnsa, 
Thig‘n do dhuthaich Chlann-Ra’ill ; 
Grainne mullaich gach righ thu, 
Sian gu‘m pill thusa Thearlaich. 

Thug ho-o, fyc. 

LUINNEAG. 

O hi-ri-ri tha e tighinn, 
O hi-ri-ri, ‘n righ tha uainn, 
Gheibheamaid ar n’airm’s ar n’eideadh 
‘ S breacan-an-fheilidh an cuaich ! 

’ S eibhisn leam fhin tha e tighinn, 
Mac an righ dhlighich tha uainn, 
Slios mor rioghail d‘an tig armachd, 
Claidheamh a‘s targaid nan dual. 

O hi-ri-ri, Sfc. 

Grainne mullaich gach righ thu, 
Sian gu‘m pill thusa Thearlaich ; 
’S ann tha ’n fhior—fhuil gun truailleadh, 
Anns a ghruaidh is mor naire. 

Thug ho-o, $c. 

’S ann tha ’n fhoir-fhuil gun truailleadh, 
Anns a ghruaidh is mor naire ; 
Mar ri barrachd na h-uaisle, 
’G eiridh suas le deagh nadur. 

Thug ho-o, fyc. 

’ S ann a tighinn thar an t-shaile, 
Tha ‘m fear ard a‘s aille snuadh, 
Marcaiche sunndach nan steud-each, 
Rachadh gu h-cutrom san ruaig. 

O hi-ri-ri, fyc. 

Mar ri barrachd na h-uaisle, 
’G eiridh suas le deagh nadur ; 
’S na ’n tigeadh tu rithisd, 
Bhiodh gach Tighearn’ na ‘n aite, 

Thug ho-o, tj'c. 

Samhuilt an fhaoillich a choltas, 
'Fuaradh froise ‘s fada-cruaidh, 
Lann thana ‘na ‘laimh gu cosgairt, 
Sgoltadh chorp mar choirc’ air cluain. 

O hi-ri-ri, fyc. 

’S na ’n tigeadh tu rithisd, 
Bhiodh gach Tighearn’ na ’n aite ; 
’S na ’n caraicht’ an crun ort, 
Bu mhuirneach do chairdean. 

Thug ho-o, SfC. 

Torman do phioba’s do bhrataich, 
Chuireadh spiorad bras san t-sluagh, 
Dheireadh ar n-ardan’s ar n-aigne, 
’S chuirt’ air a phrasgan ruaig ! 

O hi-ri-ri, ,j’c. 

Tairneanach a bhombh ’s a channain, 
Sgoilteadh e’n talamh le’ chru’as, 
Fhreagradh dha gach beinn a’s beallach, 
’S bhodhradh a mhac-tall ar cluas ! 

O hi-ri-ri, <§•<;. • 

’S na ’n caraicht a crun ort, 
Bu mhuirneach do chairdean ; 
S’ bhiodh Loch-iall mar bu choir dha, 
Cuir an ordugh nan Gael. 

Thug ho-o, SfC. 

’S bhiodh Loch-iall mar bu choir dha, 
Cuir an ordugh nan Gael ; 
A‘s Clann-Domhnuill a chruadail, 
Choisinn buaidh anns na blaraibh. 

Thug ho-o, ,j"c. 

Gur mairg d’an eideadh san la sin, 
Cota granda ’n mhadar ruadh, 
Ad bhileach dhubh a’s coc-ard innt’, 
Sgoilteas mar an chal ro’n chruaidh. 

O hi-ri-ri, fyc. 

A‘s Clann-Domhnuill a chruadail, 
Choisinn buaidh anns na blaraibh ; 
’S iad gu ’n cumadh a cho-stri, 
Ri luchd chotaichean madair. 

Thug ho-o, fyc. 
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’S iad gu ’n cumadh a cho-stri, 
Ri luchd chotaicbean madair ; 
Sud a chuideachd bhiodh foirmeil, 
Boinneid ghorm a‘s coc-ard orr’. 

Thug ho-o, §c. 

Sud a chuideachd bhiodh foirmeil, 
Boiuneid ghorm a‘s coc-ard orr’ ; 
’S bhiodh am feileadh ’sa’n fhasan. 
Mar ri gartanan sgarlaid. 

Thug ho-o, §c. 

’S bhiodh am feileadh ’sa’n fhasan, 
Mar ri gartanan sgarlaid ; 
Eile cuaich air bhachd easgaid, 
Paidhir phiostal’s lann Spainnteach. 

Thug ho-o, fyc. 

Eile cuaich air bhachd easgaid, 
Paidhir phiostal’s lann Spainnteacfi 
’S na’m faighinn mo dhurachd, 
Bhiodh an diuc air dhroch caradh. 

Thug ho-o, fyc. 

’S na’m faighinn mo dhurachd, 
Bhiodh an diuc air dhroch caradh ; 
Gu’m biodh buidsear na feola, 
Agus corcach m‘a bhraghad ! 

Thug ho-o, fyc. 

Gu’m biodh buidsear na feola, 
Agus corcach m‘a bhraghad ; 
’S gu‘n gibhtinn a mhaighdeann. 
Mar oighreachd d‘a bhrathair. 

Thug ho-o, fyc. 

’S gu ’n gibhtinn a mhaighdeann, 
Mar oighreachd d‘a bhrathair— 
Ach slan gu‘u tig thu’s gu ’n ruig thu, 
Sian gu‘n tig thusa Thearlaich. 

Thug ho-o, <5'C. 

FAILTE NA MOR-THIR. 

LUINNEAG. 

H-eitirin airinn uirinn oth-h-o-ro, 
H-eitirin airinn h-o-ro. 

Failt’ ort fein a mhor-thir bhoidheach, 
Anns an og-mhios bhealltainn. 

H-eitirin, <§-c. 

Grian-thir or-bhuidh, ’s uaine cota, 
’S froinidh ros ri h-alltaibh. 

H-eitirin, SfC. 

Le biadh’s le dibli a’ cuir thairis, 
Cha teid Earrach teann orr. 

H-eitirin, §c. 

’S ianach, lurach, slios a tulaich, 
’S duilleach ’mullach chrann innt. 

H-eitirin, §c. 

A choill gu h-uile fo lan-duilleach, 
’S i na culaidh-bainnse. 

H-eitirin, §c. 

’S bainneach, bailceach, braonach glacach, 
Bruachan tachdrach, Ailleart. 

H-eitirin, fyc. 

Uisgc follain nan clach geala, 
Na do bhaile Geamhraidh. 

H-eitinn, fyc. 

’Slionach, slatach,.cuibhleach, breaca^h, 
Seile ghlas nan samhnan. 

H-eitirin, §c. 

Mor-thir ghlan nam bradan tarra-gheal, 
’S airgeadach cuir lann orr’. 

H-eitirin, fyc. 

Tir lan sonais, saor o dhonus, 
Gun dad conais dranndain. 

H-eitirin, §c. 
\ 

Seirceach, caidreach, gun dad sladachd, 
Saor o bhraid, ’s o anntlachd. 

H-eitirin, &;c. 

’S aluinn a beinnean, ’sa sraithean, 
’S eibhinn dath a gleanntan. 

H-eitirin, <5‘c. 

Greidhean dhearg a’ tamh mu fireach, 
Eilid bhiorach, ’s mang aic. 

^ H-eitirin, <j'c. 
* 

Boc air daradh timchcall daraig, 
’N deigh a leannain cheann-deirg. 

H-eitirin, <§'C. 

Searrach bhuicin anns an ruicil, 
’S e sior chruiteil dhamhsaidh. 

H-eitirin, <§-c. 

Na meinn bheaga’s iad ri beadradh, 
Anns na creagan teann air. 

H-eitirin, $c. 

Coilich choille, ’s iad'ri coilleig, 
Anns an doire chranntail. 

H-eitirin, $c. 

Cnothach, caorach, dearcach, braonach, 
Glasrach, raonach, aibhneach. 

H-eitirin, fyc. 

’Sdeiltreach, laomach, meiltreach, caointeach, 
A fuinn mhaoineach, leamhnach. 

H-eitirin, $c: 
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’S cubliraidh ’suthan, ’s badach. luibhean, 
Ris a bbrutbainn amj-teas. 

H-eitirin, SfC. 

’S feuracb, craobhach, luideach, gaolach, 
An tir fhaoilidb sheannsail. 

H-eitirin, fyc. 

Grian ag eiridh ’goradh sleibhe, 
’S beachan gheug ri srannraich. 

H-eitirin, fyc. 

Seillein ruadha diogladh chluaran, 
’S mil ga buain le dranndan. 

H-eitirin, fyc. 

Breac le sulas leum a bbuinne, 
Ruidh nan cuileag greannar. 

H-eitirin, fyc. 

Barr gach tolmain fo bhrat gorm-dbearc. 
Air gach borrachan alltain. 

H-eitirin, fyc. 

Lusan cubhraidh mach a’ bruchdadh, 
’S cuid diubh cul-ghorm bainn-dearg. 

■H-eitirin, fyc. 

’S ceolar, eibhinn, barr gach geige, 
’S an eoin fein a damhs’ orr’. 

H-eitirin, fyc. 

Crodh air dair am barr an fhasaich, 
’N fheoir nach d’fhas gu crainntidh. 

H-eitirin, fyc. « 
’S iad air theas a’ ruith le’m buaraich, 
’S te le cuaich gan teann-ruith. 

H-eitirin, fyc. 

’S miosrach, cuachach, leabach, luachrach, 
Dol gu buaile’s t-samhradh. 

H-eitirin, fyc. 

’S omhnach, uachdrach, blathach, cnuachdach, 
Lon nam buachaill annta. 

H-eitirin, fyc. 

’S imeach, gruthach, meogach, sruthach, 
An imixich shubhach, shlambach. 

H-eitirin, fyc. 

Deoch gun tomhas dol far comhair, 
Gun aon ghlothar gainntir. 

H-eitirin, fyc. 

IORRAM CUAIN. 
Gur neo-aoidheil turas faoillich, 
Ge d’ bhiodh na daoine tabhachdach. 

Tha m’ fhearann saibhir ho-a ho, 
Ho-ri hi-ro na 4’ a%le lent mi : 
Tha m’ fhearann saibhir ho-a ho. 

An fhairge molach, bronnach, torrach, 
Giobhach, corrach, rapalach. 

Tha m’’ fhearann, &c. 

’S cruaidh ri stiuireadh bial-mhuir duldaidh, 
Teachd le bruchdail charsanach. 

Tha m’fhearann, &c. 

Clagh a chulain cha b’e ’n sugradh, 
’S e ri buirein bachdanach. 

Tha m’ fhearann, &c. 

An culanach fein cha n e’s fasadh, 
Agus lasan ardain air. 

Tha m' fhearann, &c. 

Teachd gu dlu n deighe cheile, 
Agus geumnaich dair orra. 

Tha m’ fhearann, &c. 

An fhairge phaiteach, ’sa bial farsuinn, 
Agus acras araidh oirr’. 

Tha to’ fhearann, &c. 

’S mairg a choimeas muir ri mointich, 
Ge d’ bhiodh mor-shneachd strachd orra. 

Tha to’ fhearann, &c. 

Neoil a’ gealadh oidhche shalach, 
Gun aon chala sabhailte. 

Tha to’ fhearann, &c. 

Dubh-ra-dorcha gun dad ghealaich, 
Oir-thir ain-eoil’ ard-chreagach. 

Tha to’ fhearann, &c. 

Gaoth a’ seideadh, muir ag eiridh, 
’S fear ag eubhach ard ghuthach :— 

Tha to’ fhearann, &c. 

“ Sud e’ tidhinn’s cha n‘ann ruighinn, 
j Croc-mhuir, friothar, basanach.” 

Tha to’ fhearann, &c. 

“ Cum ceann caol a fiodha direach, 
Ri muir diolain, dasunnach.” 

Tha m’ fhearann, &c. 

Ach dh’aithnich sinn gun sheol sinn fada, 
A mach san t-samh’s bu ghabhaidh sin. 

Tha m’ f hearann, &o. 

’S leag sinn a croinn a‘s a h-aodach, 
’S bu ghniomh dhaoine caileachdach. 

Tha to’ fhearann, &c. 

’S chuir sinn amach cliathan righne. 
Is bu ghrinn an alach iad. 

Tha m' fhearann, &c. 

’S shuidh orr’ ochdnar, theoma, throma, 
A’ sgoillteadh tonnan staplainneach. 

Tha to’ fhearann, &c. 
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Heig air chnagaibh, hug air mhaidean, 
’S cogall bhac air t-abhranaibh ! 

Tha m' f hearann, &c. 

lad a mosgladh suas a chcile, 
’S masgadh treun air sail aca. 

Tha m' fhearann, &c. 

Sginean locbdrach ramh a Lochluinn, 
’Bualadh bhoc air bhairlinnean. 

Tha m’ fhearann, &c. 

lad a’ trasghadh suas na dile, 
Le neart fior-gharg ghairdeanan. 

Tha m' fhearann, &c. 

Cathadh mara ’s marcachd-shine, 
’S stoirm nan sion, da ‘n sarachadh. 

Tha to’ fhearann, &c. 

Lasraichean srad theine-shiunnachain, 
Dearg o‘n iumradh cbaileachdach. 

Tha to’ fhearann, &c. 

lad ag obair as an leintean, 
“ Hug a‘s theid ’da ramh’ aca.” 

Tha m’ fhearann, <sc. 

lorram ard-bhinn shuas aig Eamun, 
Ann an cleith ramh braghada. 

Tha to’ fhearann, &c. 

Aonghas Mac-Dhonnachaidh da reir sin, 
A ri ! bu treun a thairrneadh e. 

Tha to’ fhearann, &c. 

Donnaclia Mac-Uaraig a luagh leo, 
’S b’ fhada buan a spalagan. 

Tha m' fhearann, &c. 

Bha fuaim aon-mhaido air chleith ac’ 
Bualadh speicean tabhachdach. 

Tha m’ fhearann, &c. 

Kaimh dam pianadh, ‘s fir dan spianadh, 
’N glachdaibh iarnaidh ard-thonnach. 

Tha m’fhearann, &c. 

Gallain chiatach, leoghar, liaghach, 
’S fuirbinean da‘n sarachadh. 

Tha m' f hear Ann, &c. 

Lunnan mine, ’s duiir da‘n sineadh, 
Seile sios air dhearnaincan. 

Tha m’ fhearann, &c. 

Muir ag osnaich shuas ma toiseach, 
Chuip-gheal, choiprgheal, ghair-bheuchdach. 

Tha to’ fhearann, &c. 

Suas le sguradh saoidh ri buirein, 
Le sior dhurachd sar iomaraidh. 

Tha to’ fhearann, &c. 

Slabhraidh chuirneineach ri duirdail, 
Shios bha stiur a fagail ann. 

Tha to’ fhearann, &c. 

Gaoth na deannan ‘s i ri feannadh, 
Na‘n tonn ceann-fhionn rasanach. 

Tha to’ fhearann, &c. 

Na fir lughmhor an deigh an rusgaidh, 
A’ cur smuid dheth an alaichean. 

Tha TO’ fhearann, &c. 

Chaoidh cha mhiticheadh a misneach, 
Na fir sgibidh thabhachdach. 

Tha m' fhearann, &c. 

High an eagail, JVeptun ceigeach, 
Ri si«r sgreadail—“ bathar sibh ! ” 

Tha to’ fhearann, &c. 

Gu‘m b‘fhad’ uamhuinn muir ri nualraich, 
’S cathadh cuain a stracadh orr’. 

Tha m’ fhearann, &c. 

’Ghuidh an sgioba geur na duilin, 
’S fhuair an urnaigh grafadh dhaibh. 

Tha to’ f hearann, &c. 

Smachdaich JEolus na speuran, 
’S a bhuilg sheidibh ard-ghaothach. 

Tha 7/1’ fhearann, &c. 

Gun d’ rinn JYeptun fairge lomadh, 
Mar bhiodh glaine sgathain ann. 

Tha 7ft’ fhearann, &c. 
• 

Sgaoil na neoil bha tonn-ghorm ciar-dhubh, 
’S shoilsich grian mar b’ abhaist dh‘i. 

Tha in' fhearann, &c. 

’S mhothaich an sgioba do dh’ fhearann, 
’S ghlac iad cala sabhailte. 

Tha to’ fhearann, &c. 

Ghabh iad pronn, a‘s deoch, a‘s leabaidh, 
’S rinn iad cadal samhach orr’. 

Tha to’ fhearann, &c. 

A BHANARACH DHONN. 

LUINNEAO. 

A Bhanarach dhonn a ‘chruidh, 
Chaoin-a chruidh, dhonn a chruidh ; 

Cailin deas donn a cruidh, 
Cuachag an fhasaich. 

A Bhanarach mhiogach, 
’S e do ghaol thug fo chis mi ; 

’S math thig lamhainnean sioda, 
Air do mhin-bhasan bgna. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, &c. 
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’S mor bu bhinne bhi t-eisteachd, 
An am bhi blcothan na spreidhe ; 

N‘an smeoi’acb sa’ cheitein, 
Am barr geig an am fas-cboill. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, &c. 

’Nuair a sheinne tu coilleag, 
A leigeil mairt ann an coille ; 

Thaladh eunlaidh gacb doire, 
Db‘ eisteachd coireall do mharain. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, &c. 

Ceol farasda fior-bhinn, 
Fonnar, farumaoh, dionach : 

A sheinn an caillin donn miogach, 
A bheireadh biogadh air m’ airneann. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, &c. 

’S ge b’ f honnar an f hiodhall, 
’S a teudan an ritbidh ; 

’S e bheireadh damhs air gach cridhe 
Ceol nighin na h-airidh. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, &c. 

Tha deirg agus gile, 
A gleachd an gruaidhean na finne’, 

Beni min mar an t-shirist, 
0‘m milis thig gaire. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, &c. 

Deud snasda na ribhinn, 
Snaite, cruinn, mar na disnean ; 

Gur h-i ’n donn-gheal, ghlan smideach, 
’S ro mhiog-shuileach faite. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, &c. 

Chuireadh maill’ air do leirsinn, 
Ann am madainn chiuin cheitein, 

Na gathannan greine, 
Thig bho teud-cbul cas, fainneach. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, &c. 

’S ciatach nuallan na gruagaich, 
A’ bleothann cruidh ghuaillinn ; 

A’ toirt torroman air cuachaig, 
S’ bothar fhuaim aig a claraibh. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, &c. 

’S taitneach siubhal a cuailein, 
Ga chrathadh mu cluasan ; 

A’ toirt muigh air seid luachraich, 
An taigh buaile, an ^eann fasaich. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, &c. 

A’ muineal geal boidheaeh, 
Mu‘n iathadh an t-omar, 

A’ dhath fein air gach seorsa, 
Chite dortadh tre braghad. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, &c. 

Da mhaoth-bhois bu ghrinne, 
Fo ’n da ghairdein bu ghile ; 

‘N uair a shint iad gu h-innealt’, 
♦ Gu sinean cruidh fhasgadh. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, &c. 

Gu‘m bu mhothar mo bheadradh, 
Teachd do‘n bhuaile mu ead-thra, 

Searuh sult-chorpach teitir, 
’S buarach ghreasaid an ail aic’. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, &c. 

Glac gheal a b’ ard gleodhar, 
A‘ stealladh bainn’ an cuaich bleothainn ; 

A‘ seinn luinneagan seadhach. 
An gobhal na blaraig. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, &c. 

’N uair thogadh tu bhuarach, 
Cuach a‘s currusan na buaile ; 

B‘ao-coltach do ghluasad 
Ri guanag na sraide. 

A Bhanai ach dhonn, &c. 

0 R A N.- 

MAR GUM B'ASN RADAR AM PBIONNS’ AGUS NA 
GAEIL. 

Air Fonn — “ Good night an1 joy be wV you a’.” 

AM PRIONNSA. 

Mile marbhaisg air an t-saoghal, 
‘S carach baoghalach a dhail ; 
Cuibhl’ an fhortain oirn air caochladh, 
Cha do chleachd sinn moim ro’ chach ; 
Tha sinn a nis air ar sgaoileadh, 
Air feadh ghleann, a‘s fhraoch-beann ard ; 
Ach teanailidh sinn fos ar daoine, 
‘N uair a dh’ f haodas sinn gu blar. 

Misneach mhath a mhuinntir ghaolach, 
‘S gabhaidh Dia dhuinn daonnan cas ; 
Cuiribh dochus daingheann, faoilteach, 
Anns an aon Tini dhuin sta : 
‘S buanaichibh gu righeil, adhrach, 
Traisgeach, uirneach, caoineach, bla ; 
‘S bi‘bh dileas do chach a cheile, 
‘S duinear suas ar creuchdan bais. 

• Ach ‘s feadar dhomhs’ anisbhifalbh uaibh, 
A Ghaelibh calma mo ghraidh ; 
Bu mhor m’ earbsa’ as ar fonadh, 
Ge do bd’ fhonadh dhuinn ‘s an ar, 
‘S iomadh anar-cothrom a choinnich 
Sinn, ‘s an choinnidh bha gun agh ; 
Ach gabbaidh mis’ a nis mo chead dhibh, 
Uine bheag : ach thig mi trath. 

Leasaichidh mi fos ar callsa, 
Churaidhnean gun fheall, gun sgath ; 
A dhilse dhliodhach, righeil, threuna, 
A dheanadh euchd ri uchd nam blar ; 
‘S cinna's coluinn chuir o cheile, 
Sinn’, ‘s sibh-fein a sgaradh fas ; 
Ach togaibh suas ar misneach gleusda, 
‘S cuireaiu fein r’ ar creuchdan plasd. 
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NA GAEIL. 

A Mhoire sinn th’ air ar ceusadh! 
Air dhi-ceille, sinn gun chail ; 
Tearlach Stiubhart Mao righ Seumas, 
A bhi na eiginn aims gach cas ; 
Gur h-e sin a rinn ar leireadh, 
Gur h-c ‘s foudar dha gu‘m fag ; 
Sinn na dheigh gun airm, gun eideadh, 
Falbh ‘n ainm Dke ; ach thig a ghraidh. 

Ar mile beannachd na d’ dheigh, 
‘S Dia do d’ ghleigheadh anns gach ait’ ; 
Muir a‘s tir a bhi cho reidh dhut: 
M’ urnaigh gheur leat fein os aird ; 
‘S ge do sgar mio-fhortan deurach 
Sinn o cheile, ‘s ceum ro‘n bhas ; 
Ach soraidh leat a mhic righ Seumas, 
Shugh mo-cheille thig gun chaird. 

Chaill sinn ar stiuir, ‘s ar buill-bheairte ; 
Thugadh uainn ar n-acair-bais ; 
Chaill sin ar compaisd ‘s ar cairtean, 
Ar reull-iuil ‘s ar beachd gach la ; 
Tha ar cuirp gun chinn, gun chasan, 
Sinn marr pharcaisich gun stath ; 
Ach gabh thus’ a ghraidh do t-astar, 
Dean gleas tapaidh ‘s thig gun dail. 

AM PRIONNSA. 

Beannachd gu leir le Clann-Domhnuill, 
Sibh a dh’ fhoirinn orm na m’ chas, 
Eadar eileanan, a‘s mhor-thir, 
Lean sibh deonach, rium gach tra ; 
‘S iomadh beinn, a‘s muir, a‘s mointeach, 
A shiubhail sin air chorsa bais ; 
Ach theasraig Dia sinn air fuar-fhoirneart, 
Nan con sron-ghaoth ‘bha ri ‘r sail. 

Sibh a rinn fo-laimh na Trianaid, 
Mis’ a dhion o mhi-ruin chaich ; 
Mo dhearg-naimhdean, neartmhor, lionmhor, 
Chuir an lion feadh ghleann a‘s ard. 
A mhiad ‘s a thaisbean sibh d’ ar dilseachd, 
‘S coir nach di-chuimhnich gu brath ; 
A bharr, gur sibh is luaithe shin rium, 
Toic air tir ‘s an talamh-ard. 

NA GAEIt. 

Ochan ! ochan ! cruaidh an dearmad, 
Bhi ‘g ar tearbadh bhuat gun bhas ; 
B’i ’n fhoir eibhinneachd, ‘s am beirteas, 
Bhi d’ a-t-fhaicinn gach aon la ; 
Bi‘dh ar ruisg lan tim a frasadh ; 
Arcri lag-chuiseach gun chail, 
Gu ‘m pill thus’ a ris air tais oirn, 
Beannachd leat le neart ar graidh. 

AM PRIONNSA. 

0 ! tiormaichibh a suas ‘ur suilean, 
‘Chomuiun runaich 'fhuair ‘ur cradh. 

Bi‘dh sibh fas, maoineach, muirneach, 
’N ‘ur gard dubailt’ ma Whitehall, 
‘Nuair a bhios an reubal lubach, 
Bi bog chruban feadh nan earn, 
Gu ‘m bi sibhs’ an caithream cuirte, 
Lasdail, lu-chleasach, lan aidh. 

AM BREACAN BALLACH. 

LUINXEAG. 

He 'n clo-dubh, 
Ho 'n clo-dubh, 
He ’n clo-dubh, 
B'fhearr am breacan. 

B’ fhearu learn breacan ullach, 
Ma m’ ghuaillean, ‘s a chuir fo m’ achlais, 
Na ged gheibhinn cota, 
De ‘n chlo is fearr thig a Sasuinn. 

He ‘n clo-dubh, &c. 

Mo laochan fein an t-eideadh, 
A dh-fheumadh an crios d’ a ghlasadh, 
Cuaicheanach an eilidh, 
Deis eiridh gu dol air astar. 

He ‘n clo-dubh, &c. 

Eilidh cruinn nan cuachan, 
Gur buadhaoh an t-earradh gaisgeich ; 
Shiubhlainn leat na fuarain, 
Feadh fhuar-bheann; ‘s bu ghasd’ air faich thu 

He ‘n clo-dubh, &c. 

Fior ohulaidh an t-saighdear, 
‘S neo-ghloiceil ri uchd na caismeachd ; 
‘S ciatach ‘s an adbhans thu, 
i o shranntraich nam piob ‘s nam bratach. 

He ‘n clo-dubh, &e. 

Cha mhios anns an dol sios thu, 
‘Nuair sgriobar a duille claiseach ; 
Fior earradh na ruaige, 
Gu luaths a chuir amis na casan ! 

He ‘n clo-dubh, &c. 

Bu mhath gu sealg an fkeidh thu, 
‘N am eridh do ‘n ghrein air creachunn ; 
‘S dh-fhalbhainn leat gu lodhar, 
Di-domhnaich a dol do‘n chlachan. 

He ‘» clo-dubh, &c. 

Laidhinn leat gu cearbail, 
‘S mar earbaig gu ‘in briosgainn grad leat, 
Na b’ ullamh air m’ armachd, 
Na dearganach, ‘s mosgaid glilagach. 

He ‘n clo-dubh, iic, 
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!N am coilich a blii durdan. 
Air stucan am madainn dhealta. 
Bu ghasda t-fheum ‘s a chuis sin, 
Seack mutan de thrustar casaig. 

He ‘n clo-dubh, &c. 

Shiubhlainn leat a phosadh, 
‘S bharr feoirncin cha fhrosainn dcalta; 
B’ i sid a’ t-sunach bhoidheach, 
An og-bhean bha moran tlachd dh‘i. 

He ‘n clo-dubh, &c. 

B’ aigeantach ‘s a’ ckoill’ thu, 
D a m’ choireadk le d’ bhliths ‘s le t-fhasgath, 
Bho chathadh, a‘S bho chrion-chur, 
Gu ‘n dionadli tu mi ri frasachd. 

He ‘n clo-dubh, &c. 

Air t-nachdar gur a sgiamkack 
A laidkeadh a sgiath air a breacadk; 
‘S claidheamh air chrios ciatach, 
Air fhiaradh os-ceann do pkleatan. 

He ‘n clo-dubh, &c. 

‘S deas a tbigeadh cuilbheir, 
Gu suilbhearra leat fa ‘n asgaill; 
‘S a dh-aindeoin uisg’ a‘s urchaid, 
No tuil-bheum gu ‘m biodh air fasgath, 

He ‘n clo-dubh, S/c. 

Bu mhatb anns an oidhch’ tbu; 
Mo loinn thu mar aodach-leapa; 
B’ fhearr leam na ‘m brat lin thu, 
Is priseile thig a Glascho. 

' He ‘n clo-dubh, &c. 

S’ baganta grinn boidheach, 
Air banais a‘s air mod am breacan; 
Suas an eileadh-sguaibe, 
‘S dealg-gualainn a’ cur air fasdaidh. 

He ‘n clo-dubh, &c. 

Bu mhath an la ‘s an oidhch’ thu, 
Bha loinn ort am beinn ‘s an cladach, 
Bu mhatb sun feachd ‘s an sith thu; 
Cha righ am fear a chuir as dut. 

He ‘n clo-dubh, fyc. 

Shaoil leis gun do mhaolaich, so 
Faobhar nan Gael tapaidh, 
Ach ‘s ann a chuir e geur orr’, 
Ni ‘s beurra na deud na h-ealltainn: 

He ‘n clo-dubh , &c. 

Dh-fhag e iad lan mi-ruin, 
Cho ciocrasach ri coin acrach; 
Cha chaisg deoch an iotadh, 
Ge b’ fhion i, ach fior fhuil Shasuinn. 

He 'n clo-dubh, &c. 

Ged’ spion sibh an Cri asainn, 
‘S ar broilleichean sios a shracadh, 
Cha toir sibh asainn Tcarlach, 
Gu brath gus an teid ar tacadh ! 

He 'n clo-dubh, &c. 

R’ ar n-anam’ tha e fuaighte, 
Teann, luaite cho cruaidh ri glasan ; 
‘L uaiuu cha’ n fhaodar fhuasgladk, 
Gu ‘m buainear am fear ud asainn. 

He ‘n clo-dubh, &c. 

Cleas na mnatha-siubhla, 
‘Gheibh tuillinn mu‘m beir i’ h-asaid ; 
An ionad a bhi‘n duimbh ris. 
Gun dubhail d‘a fear a lasan. 

He 'n clo-dubh, &c. 

Ge d’ chuir sibh oirne buarach, 
Thiugh, luaighte, gu ‘r falbh a bhacadh 
Ruithidh sinn cho luath, 
‘S na ’s buaine na feidh a ghlasraidh. 

He 'n clo-dubh, <&c, 

Tha sinn ‘s na t-sean nadar, 
A bha sinn ro am an acta; 
Am pearsannan ‘s an inntinn, 
‘S ‘n ar righealachd cha teid lagadh. 

He 'n clo-dubh, &c. 

‘S i ‘n fhuil bha ‘n cuisl’ ar sinnsridh, 
‘S an innsginn a bha n’ an aigne, 
A dh-fhagadh dhuinn’ mar dhileab, 
Bhi righeil.—0! sin ar paidir! 

He 'n clo-dubh, &c. 
• 

Mallachd air gach seorsa, 
Nach deonaicheadh fos dol leat-sa, 
Co dhiu bhiodh aca comkdach, 
No comhruiste, lom gu ’n chraiceann. 

He ‘n clo-dubh, fyc. 

Mo chion an t-og fearragha, 
Thar fairge chaidh uainn air astar; 
Durachd Math do dhuthcha, 
‘S an urnaigh gu lean do phearsa. 

He ‘n clo-dubh, &c. 

‘S ge d’ fhuair sibh lamh-an-uachdar, 
Aon uair oirn le seorsa tapaig, 
An donus blar ri bheo-sa, 
Ni feoladair tuilleadh tapaidh. 

He 'n clo-dubh, &c. 

TEARLACH MAC SHEUMAIS. 

Am fonn—"Black Joch.” 

0! Tearlaich mhic Sheumais, 
Mhic Sheumais, mhic Theariaich, 
Leat shiubhlainn gu h-eutrom, 
N am eubhachd ’bhi marsal, 
’S cha b’ann leis a phlaigh ud, 
A tharmaich o ’n mhuic. 
Bheireadh creideamh a’s reusan 
Oirn eiridh mar b’ abhaist, 
Leis an ailleagan eheutacb. 
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’Shliochd eifeachdach Bhancho; 
Mo ghradh a ghruaidh aluinn, 
A dhearsadh orm stuirt. 
Thu ’g iomachd gu surdail, 
Air tus a bhataili * 
Cha fhrosamn an driuchda, 
’S mi dlu air do shailean; 
Mi eadar an talamh 
’S an t-adhar a seoladh, 
Air iteig le aighear, 
Misg-chath, agus sholais; 
’S caismeachd phiob’ mora, 
Bras-shroiceadh am puirt. 

0 ’n eibhinneachd ghlormhor, 
An t-solais a b’ airde! 
G’ ar lionadh do spionnadh. 
Air slinneinibh Thearlach, 
Gu ’n calcadh tu ardan 
An caileachd ar cuirp; 
Do lathaireachd mhor chuiseack, 
Dk-fhogradh gaok faillinn, 
Gu’n tiuntadk tu feodar 
Gach feola gu stailiim, 
‘Nuair sheal'maid gu sunndach, 
Air fabhra do ruisg. 
Gu gnuis torrack do chruadal, 
Re dh’ uaisle, ‘s de naire, 
Nach taisickeadk fuathas, 
Ro’ luaidke do namhaid; 
‘S mar deanadh fir Shasuinn 
Do mhealladh, ’s do threigsinn, 
Bhiodh an crun air a spalpadh, 
Le d’ thapadh air Seurlas, 
A dh-aindeoin na beist’. % 
Lds an d’ erich nakuile. 

Gu ’m b’ fhoirmeil leam torman 
Na ’n orgkanan aluinn, 
‘S tein’-eibkinn a lasadh 
Gu bras gheal air sraidibh ! 
‘S na croisibk ri h ard-ghaoir, 
Mkoir Thearlaich ar Prionus’! 
Gack uinneag le foineal 
A boisgeadk le dearsadh, 
Le solus nan coillean, 
‘S deas mhaighdeann d‘an smaladk; 
‘S gach ni mar a b’ araidh, 
‘G cuir failt’ air le puimp! 
Na canoin ri buirich, 
‘S iad a’ sturadh an fhailidh, 
A' cuir crith air gack duthaich 
Le muiseag nan Gael; 
Agus sinne gu lu’-chleasack, 
Muirncaeh lan ardain, 
Am marsail gu miuinte, 
Ard-skundach m’ a skailean— 
‘8 gann bha cudrom’s gack fear dhuinn. 
Tri ckairsteil a pkuinnt! 

MO BHOBUG AN DRAM. 

Air fonn—“The, bucket you want.” 

LUINNEAQ. 

Ho ro mo bhobug an dram. 
Ho ri mo bhobug an dram. 
Ho ro mo bhobug an dram, 
'S e chuireadh an sodan na m’ cheann* 

Fhearabh ta’r suidhe ma ’n bhord, 
Le ’r glaineachean cridheil n-’ar dorn, 
Na leanamaid ruidhinu air ol, 
Ma mill sinn ar bruidhinn le bol. 

Ho ro mo, &c. 

Na tostackan sigeanta fial, 
‘Ga‘n aiseag gu ruige mo bhial; 
Bu mhireagach stuigeadh, a’s triall, 
Am marsal le ciogailt tro’m’ ckliabh. 

Ho ro mo, &c. 

‘S tu chuireadh an cuireid’ san t-sluagh, 
‘N am cogaidh ri aodainn nan ruag, 
Gun olamaid sgailc dhiot gu luath, 
Ma sguidseamaid slacain a truaill’. 

Ho ro mo, &c. 

‘S tu dh’ fhagadk sinn tapaidk san toir, 
‘N am tarruinn nan glas-lann ri sroin, 
‘Nuair thilgte na breacain de ‘n t-slogh, 
‘S a truaill, bkeirt a mack claidhe mor. 

Ho ro mo, &c. 

Ge tu mo leannan glan ur, 
Cha phog mi gu dilinn thu ‘n cuil; 
Ach pkogainn, a‘s dheodhlainn thu ruin, 
Nuair thig thu ‘s Jacobus na d’ gknuis: 

Ho ro mo, §c. 

An t-ainm sin is fearr ata ann, 
Ainm Sheumais a chuir air do cheann; 
‘S e thogadh an sogan fo m’ ckainnt, 
‘S a dk-fhagadk gu blasda mo dkram. 

Ho ro mo, fyc. 

Fadamaid teine beag shios, 
Na lasraichean ciuin a ni grios, 
A gkaras ar claigeann ‘s ar cri’, 
‘Sa dk-fhogras ar n'airteal, ‘s ar sgios. 

Ho ro mo, §c. 

* The above chorus is not by Macdonald — it 
belongs to an old Uist song. Here are two stan- 
zas of the original:— 

Cha teid mi’n taigh-osd’ tha sud thall, 
Cha’n fhiach an sineabhar a th’ aun, 
Ge d’ olainn am buideal le srann, 
Gu’n giulan mo cholainn mo cheann. 

Ho ro mo, #c. 

Thuir cailleach cho libeasd’ sa bh’ ann, 
’Nuair fhuair i bias air an dram:— 
“ O! tairrnibh ’u casan a chlann, 
’S bheir raise mo char air an damhs’.” 

Ho ro mo, <J'C. 
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Gur tu mo ghlaineag ghlanlom, 
Mo leannan is cannaiche fonn ; 
Ged riimeadk tku dh’ f heamain nan tonn, 
Gur mor tha do ckcanal.na d’ chom. 

Ho ro mo, &c. 

O fair a ghaoil cliannaich do pkog, 
Leig clannadhd’ a t-anail fo’m’ shroin 
Gur cubhraidh leam fannal do bkeoil, 
No tuis agus mire na h-Eorp. 

Ho ro mo, &c. 

O.aisig a ghlaine do phog! 
Cuir speirid n’ arteangaidh gu ceol; 
An ioc-shlainte bheanuaicbte choir, 
A leasaicheas cnamhan a’s feoil! 

Ho ro mo, &c. 

MARBHRA^N 

DO rnSATA CALDMAN, A MHAKBHADI1 LB ABHAQ. 

‘S tursach mo sgeul ri luaidh, 
‘S gun chach gha d’ chaoidh, 

Ma bhas an fhir bu leanabail’ tuar, 
‘S da mheanbh ga chaoidh. 

‘S oil leam bas a Choluim chaoimh, 
Na.ch b’ anagrach gnas, 

A thuiteam le madadh d‘a ‘m beus, 
Doran nan earn. 

‘S tu ls truagh linn de bhas nan ian ; 
Mo chradh nuch beo. 

Fhir a b’ iteagach, miotagach triall, 
Ge bn mheirbh do threoir ; 

B’ fheumail’ do Noah na each, 
‘N am bharcadh nan stuadh, 

Ba tu ‘n teachdair’ gun seacharan d’ a, 
‘Nuair thraigh an cuan ; 

A dh’ idreac’hdainn do dk-fhalbk an tuil, 
Litir gach fear ; 

Dughall is Colum gu‘n chuir 
Deagh Noah thar lear ; 

Ach chaidh Dughall air seacharan cuain, 
‘S cha do phill e riamh ; 

Ach phill Colum le iteagaich luath, 
• ‘S a t hreagra na bhial. 

Air thus, cha d’ fhuair e ionad d’ a bhonn 
An seasadh e ann, 

Gus do thiormaich dile nan tonn, 
Thar mullach nam beann ; 

‘S an sin, a litir-san leugh an duine bha glic, 
Gu ‘n thiormaich a bhaile, 

‘S gu‘m faigheadh a mhuirichinn, cobhair na‘n 
Agus fuasgladh na ‘n airc, [teirc, 

Le neart cha spuilte do nead, 
Ge do thigte dha d’ shlad ; 

Bhiodh do chaisteal fo bhearradh nan creag, 
Ann an dainghnichibh rag ; 

Bha do mhodh siolaich air leath bho chach, 
Cha togradh tu suas, 
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Ach a durraghail an taca ri d’ ghradh, 
‘S a cuir cagair ‘n a cluais. 

Cha do chuir thu duil ann airgead no spreidh, 
No feisd am biodh sugh, 

Ach spioladh, a‘s criomadh an t-sil le d’ bheul; 
‘S ag ol a bhuirn ; 

Aodach, no anart, sioda, no srol, 
Cha cheannaicheadh tu ‘m buth ; 

Bhiodh t-eideadh de mhin-iteacha gorm. 
Air nach druidheadh an driuchd ; 

Cha do ghabh thu riamh paidir no creud* 
A ghuidh nan dul ; 

Gigheadh, cha ‘n eil t-anam am pein 
0 chaidh tu ‘null, 

Cha ‘n e gun chiste no anart 
Bhi comhdach do chre, 

Fo lie anns an uir, 
Tha mise ge cruaidh e, ‘g acain gu leir, 

Ach do thuitean le cu. 

Note.—This is the best of his smaller pieces, 
although it contains more of sparkling conceit 
than tenderness or pathos. It is probable that it 
was composed before he became a member of tht 
Church of Home, as he says that the pigeon, 
never repeated 2>aternoster or creed. 

M 0 L A DII 

A CHAIM-BKULAICH DHUIBH. 

Ge beag orts’ an Caim-beulach dubh, 
Gur toigh leams’ an Caim-beulach dubh; 
Biodh e dubh no geal no gris-fhionn, 
Gradh mo chri-s’ an Caim-beulach dubh. 

Ge h-ainnisgeach air an t-seors’ thu, 
Na ‘m b’ aithne dhomsa do phorsa, 
Chuirinn moran fios do ‘n do-bheirt, 
‘N an dubh dhlointibh fhotusach, tiugh. 

‘Suilean cuirpt’ bh’ ann an droch chruth, 
A fhuair oilbheim do ‘n fhear gheal-dhubh, 
Do ‘n dream oirdheirc ‘s foirmeile fuil; 
‘S duilich tolg a chuir ‘n a chruaidh stuth. 

‘S trie le madraidh bhi ri dealunn. 
An oidhche reot’ ris a' ghealaich ; 
‘B ionann sin,‘s eifeachd t-ealaidh, 
Air cliu geal a Ckaim-beulaich dhuibh. 

‘S cia mar fhuair thu dh’ aodann no ghnuis, 
Caineadh uasail gun mhodh, gun tlus ? 
Fhior dhearc-luachrach chinnich a lus; 
Ma t-aoir bhacaich tachdam thu bhruic. 

Sgiursaidh mi gu gu’m hi thu marbk thu ; 
Cha bhi ach mo theang’ de dh’arm riut ; 
A rag-mheirlich, bhradaich’ a gharblilaiph, 
’S ioma gharbh-mhart dh’f heann thu le d’ 

ckuic. 
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Do’n t-siol chruithneachd chuireadh gu tiugh ; 
Cha b’ e ’n f hideag, no ’n coirce dubh, 
Ach por priseil, ’s ro sgaoilteach cur, 
Feadh gach rioghachd air tir, ’s air muir. 

Gur iongantach leam, a dhuine, 
Mar robh mearan ort air tuinneadh, 
€iod man do bhuin thu do ’n urr’ ad ; 
Curaidh ullamh, ’s cuireideach fail ? 

Dream nan geur-lann gu reubadh cuirp, 
Cruaidh ’g a feachainn air beulamh trap ; 
S’ math’s is gleust’ iad gu bualadh phluic, 
’N am retreata. dh’ eibheach le stuirt. 

Cha “ bhreac breun-loin ” idir Cailean, 
Ach do dh’ fhion-fhuil ard Mhic-Cailein ; 
Teuglilach uiseil larla-Bhealaich ; 
’S buadhach caithream ri uchd an truid! 

’S cinnteach thiotadh gheibh thu do mhurt, 
Ma t-aoir chiotaich, mhiosguinnich churt ; 
Ge do dh’ eirich gu robh ort stuirt, 
Bi’dh a bhiodag ridleadh do chuirp. 

Claigeann gun eanachainn, gun mheadrach, 
Sa faodadh na h-iolairean neadadh ; 
Cia mar fhuair thu ghnuis do sgiodar, 
Ghluasad idir an ionad puirt ? 

Eisg bhochd, chearbaich, seargaidh mi tur, 
Do theanga chealgach a chearbaire dhuibh, 
Rinn an t-searbhag gun chair’ a muigh ; 
Asad dh’ earbinn “ oealgaireacbd cruidh.” 

Cha fhior-ragair ge d’ bhiodh fearg air 
Do ’n d’ rinn thus’ a dhuin an t-searbhag ; 
Ach og faighidneach gun earra-ghloir ; 
Lan do dh’ fearra-ghniomh, dhearbh e le 

ghuin. 

Bha thu mi-mhoil a toirt dh'a guth ; 
Crag a chobhair gu magradh gruth ; 
Leobas odhar a ghlaimseadh suth, 
Deis dh’a leaghadh, ’s e ruidh na shruth. 

Cha bu bheudagan gu sabaid 
Ach fior leoghann stolda, staideil, 
Do ’n d’ rinn us’ an t-oran prabach ; 
Ach fior ghaisgeach; ’s am blar ’ga chur. 

Sparram cinnteach ort a ghlas-ghuib, 
Losgadh peircill, corcadh, a’s cuip 
Air son ascaoin chealgach do bhuis ; 
B’ f’hcarr gu’m bitliinn-sa fagasg dhut, 

Ge do bhiodh tu caineadh ghael, 
Anns gach siorramachd a dh’ airinn, 
Seachainn muinntir Earra-ghael, 
’S gun a Cheolraidli fabharach dhut, 

’S mairg a dh’ eireadh ri siol an tuiro, 
Gasraidh ghleusda nach earadh cluich ; 
Cha bu bheus dhaibh bhi ris a mhurt, 
Ach cath treun, a‘s cothrom r’ an uchd’. 

Ge beag ort-sa mile cuairt e, 
‘S ioma sonn aigeanntach ullach, 
Eadar Asainn, ‘s Cluaigh nan luath-long, 
A’s trom luaigh air Caim-beulachdubh. j 

Suil na seoca, ’s ro bheochail cur, 
An ceann 1’o-bhinn nam bachalag dubh ; 
Cha b’ i “ frog-shuil, rogair’ a chruidh 
Fior fhiamh seoid air cor ann an suit. 

‘S geal ‘s a‘s dearg do leac, a’s t-aogas, 
Ge thubhuirt iad “ peirceall caol riut;” 
Cha b’ ionann as sligeas-gaoisneach, 
‘S fiasag-p**-laoigh ort nach eil tiugh. 

‘S ge d’reachadh tu’s na speuraibh 
Chum a Chaim-beulach dhuibh eisgeadh, 
Tuitidh tusa mar a bheisteag, 
‘N a t-ionad fein am buachar mairt. . 

Thusa bhreinen, magaran cac ; 
E-san ghle-ghlan lomlan do thlachd ; 
Thus a dheistinn’s muig ort air at, 
Mar bu bheus do dhoran no chat. 

Aodann craineig fharr-aodann tuirc; 
Com a chnaimh-fhi’ch, ‘s nadur na muic: 
Beul mhic-lamhaich, ’s faileadh a bhruic; 
Spagan clarach; sailean nan cusp’. 

De dh’ oirlichean aoiridh bardail, 
Toiseam o d’ bhathais, gu d’ ehail thu; 
,S feannam do leathar a thraill dhiot, 
Chioun gu’n chain’ thu’n Caim-beulach 

dubh 

Cha ‘n fhear sgipi thus’ ach fiorghlug; 
‘S beairt gun teagamh bi’dh tu fo bhruid; 
T-iasag failidh, t-fhalt, a’s do ruisg; 
Tuitidh t-fhiaclan ‘s falbhaidh do thuigs’. 

‘S coltach nach b’ aithne dhut mise, 
‘Nuair a bha mi so gun fhios dut; 
Na’ ‘m b’ eol, cha ghlacadh tu mhisneach, 
Roine riobadh as an fhear dhubh. 

A’nte.—The Black Campbell was a cattle-lifter, 
and stole some cows from M’Lean of Lochtmy, 
For this M‘Leau’s aireach, or herdsman, com 
posed the satire. At. the end of the song he calls 
on all the bards to join him in lashing the thief. 
—When M’Donald heard this he composed 
his song in praise of Campbell and against 
the satirist — without any cause of love or 
hatred to either party. It is only an exercise of 
his wit; but it shows Ids usual talents and pow- 
ers of inrention, and felicity of language. After 
that the herdsman composed a very severe satire 
on M’Donald himself. We give a few verses of 
the satire on Campbell as a specimen ;— 

“An Caim-beulach dubh a Cinn-taile, 
lar-ogh’ mhortair’s ogha ’mheirlich; 
Am Braid-Alban fhuair e arach, 
Siol na ceilge’s meirleach a chruidh. 

’S obhar, ciar, an Caim-beulach dubh, 
’S ojllteil, hadhaieh, amharc sa’ chruth; 
’6 l.aehdan Hath ghlas, dubh clia’n fhiach e; 
’S fear gu’n mhiadh an Caim-beulaeh dubh ’ 

“ Cuiream tuath e, cuirenm deas e, 
Cuiream siar e, cuiream scar e, 
Cuiream fios gu baird gach fcavainn, 
Gus an caill e ‘n craiccaun na shruth.” 

’S obhar, ciar, Ac. 
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MOLADH AN LEOGIIAINN. 
Air fonn—“ Cabar Feidh.” 

Failt’ an leoghainn chreuchdaich. 
Is eugsamliuil spracalachd, 

‘Nuair dlieireadh do chinn-fheadna, 
Bu mhftaghrach am brataichean, 

‘Nuair chruinnicheadh gach dream dhiu, 
Gu ceannsgalach tartarach, 

Bhiodh pronnadh agus calldach, 
Air naimhdean a thachradh ribh; 

lad gu h-oirdheirc air bharr corr-ghleus, 
Teinteach foir-dhearg, lasrachail, 

‘S ard an stoirm air mhire-chonbhaidh, 
‘S lainn nan dorn ri spealtaircachd, 

Le’n geur cholg ri stracadh bholg, 
A’ gearradh cheann is chorpunnan; 

‘S cha sluagh gun chruaidh gun cheannsgal, 
Lc’n lann bheircadh fosadh orr. 

Duisg a leoghainn euchdaich, 
‘S dean eirigh gu farumach, 

Air brat ball-dearg, breid-gheal, 
‘S fraoch sleibhe mar bharan air; 

Tog suas do cheann gu h-eatrom, 
‘S na speuraibh gu caithreaseach, 

‘S theid mi-fhin cho geire, 
‘Sa dh‘fheudas mi d’ arabhaig; 

Togam suas do mholadh prised, 
‘S do cheann righeil farasda, 

Cha‘n ‘eil ceann no corp sann righeachd. 
An cruaidh-ghniomh thug barrachd ort, 

An ceann cruadalach ard sgiamhach 
Maiseach, fior-dheas, arranta, t 

‘S trie thug sgairt ri h-uchd an fhuathais, 
Ri h-am luchd Whuatha tarruinn ruit. 

Co b'urrainn tair no di-bleachd, 
Gu dilinn a bharalacha ? 

No shamhlaicheadh riut mi-chliu, 
A righ nan ceann barrasach; 

A chreutair ghasda, rimheich, 
‘S garg fior-dheas do tharruinnse. 

Air brat glan de‘n t-sioda, 
Ri min-ehrann caol gallanach; 

E ri plapraich ri crann-brataich, 
A’ stailce chas gu h-eangarra; 

Is comhlain ghasda lan do ghaisge, 
Teanailt bras gu leanailt ris, 

Fearg gu ca^gairt ‘nan gnuis dhaite, 
Fraoch a‘s fras gu fearachas; 

Bhi‘dh sgrios a‘s lannadh sios, 
Air luchd mi-ruin a bheanadh riut. 

Cha robh garta gleois, 
Air an t-seorsa o‘n ghineadh tu. 

An dream rathail mhor-chuiseach; 
Chomhragach, iomairteach; 

Bu ghunnach, dugach, or-sgiathach, 
Goirseideach, nimheil iad; 

Bu domhain farsuinn creuchdach, 
Cneidh euchdach am firionnach; 

lad gu surdail losga’ fudair, 
Toirt as smnid bho lasraichean; 

Na fir ura, gheala, lughar, 
A ghearra smuais a‘s aisnichean; 

Lannan du-ghorm, geura, cul-tiugh, • 
‘N glaic nam fiuran aigeantach, 

A’ sgolta chorp a sios gu‘n rumpaill, 
Surd le sunnd air stracaireachd. 

‘S foinni, fearail, laidir, 
Cuanda, daicheil, cinneadail, 

Sliochd nan Collaidh lamh-dhearg, 
‘S iad lan do dh’ ard spiorad annt. 

Cho dian ri lasair chra-dheirg, 
‘S gaoth Mhairt a’ cuir spionnaidh in 

Gun mheang, gun mheirg, gun fhaillin, 
‘Nar caileachd ge d’ shirear sibh; 

Na fir chogach theid ‘s na trodaibh, 
Nach biodh ro lotaibh gioragach; ^ 

Nach iarr brosna’ ri h-am cosgraidh, 
A phronna chorp a‘s mhionaichean, 

A’ sgatha cheann, a‘s lamh, a‘s chas, diubb, 
Ann san toit le mire-chath, 

Na fir bheurra, threin, fhearrdha, 
Gheur, armach, fhineadail! 

« 
An cinneadh maiseacb, treubhach, 

Nan reidh-chuilbheir acuinneach, 
Nach diultadh dol air ghleus, 

Ri h-am feuma gu grad-mharbhadh, 
Madaidh ri uird ghleusta, 

Gu beuma nan sradagan, 
A’ conas dearg ri cheile, 

A’ cuir eibhlean gu lasraichean. 
Frasan dealanach dearg pheileir, 

Teachd o‘r teine tartarach, 
A’ spadadh, ‘s a pronnadh, ‘s a leadairt, 

Nan corp ceigeach, casagach. 
Lannan du-ghorm dol gan dulan, 

A gearra smuis is aisnichean, 
Aig na treunaibh cruaidh, bheumnach, 

‘S luath bhuala speachannan. 

Clann-Domhnuill tha mi ‘g raite, 
‘N sar chinneadh urramach, 

‘S trie a fhuair ‘s na blaraibh. 
Air namhaid buaidh iomanach; 

lad fearra, tapuidh, dana, 
Cho lan de nimh-ghuineadeach, 

Ri nathraichean an t-sleibhe, 
Le'n geur-lannaibh fulangacb. 

lad gu sitheach, gleusta, cos-luath, 
Runach, bos-luath, fulasgach, 

Cruas na craige, luathas na draige, 
Chluinnte fead am buillinnean; 

Na fir dhana, lughar, narach, 
Fhoinnidh, laidir, urranda, 

Cho garg ri tuil-mhaoim sleibhe, 
No falaisg gheur nam munainean! 

A charraig dhaingheann dhileant, 
Nach diobair gu‘n acarachd, 

Gluais suas gu sporsail righeil, 
Ro d mhilinibh gaisgeanda; 

‘S iad mire geal na cruadhach, 
Gun truaille, gun ghaiseadh annt’. 
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‘S bocain a chuir ruaig iad, 
Bheir buaidh le ‘n sluagh bras-bliuilleach. 

‘S ioma fleasgach cul-bliui doid-gheal. 
Is Irarbh dorn is slinneinean, 

A dh’ eireas leat an tus na co’-stri, 
A ni comhrag min-bliuailteach, 

lad gu bonn-mball, bas-luath, crodha, 
Saitheach, stroiceach, ioniairteach, 

A’ dol a sios an am na teugbhail, 
‘S leoghunn bene air mhire aca. 

A leogbuinn bbeucaich, ghruamaich, 
‘Blieil cruadal air tuineacha, 

Is trie a dhearbh an cruaidh chuis, 
‘S na buan ruagaibh cumasgach. 

‘Nuair a spailpte suas thu, 
Le d’ bhuaidh ri crann fulangacb; 

Chite conadh ruaimleach, 
‘An gruaidhean na b-uile fir. 

‘S daingheann, seasmhach, rang do fhleasgach, 
‘Nuair bbiodh deise tarruinn orr, 

Clia toir eagal namhaid eag aunt, 
‘S iad mar chreag nach caraicheadh. 

S glan am preas iad, okaoidh cha teich iad, 
‘S fiodh nach poasg, ae‘n daraeh iad: 

S trie a fkuair sibh air ‘ur namhaid, 
‘S na blaraibh buaidh-chaithreamaeh. 

Nan tigeadh ortsa foirneart, 
Gu d’ leon o chrich aineolaich, 

Coigrieh le run do’-bheirt, 
Gu d’ choir thoirt a dh-aindeoin diot: 

‘S iomad lan cheann-ileach, 
‘S lainn liobhta ‘m beairt dhaingheann ann, 

A thairneadh suas ri d’ shioda, 
Dheth t-f hior-fhuil d‘a t-auagladh. 

Fuiribin chomasach nach cromadh, 
Ro fhrois thoUadh phearsunnan; 

Nach biodh somult dhol air cholluin, 
‘N am bhi sonnadh chlaigeannan. 

Crun-luath lomarra ‘ga phronnadh. 
Air piob loinneich thartaraioh, 

A chuireadh anam ann sna mairbh, 
A dhol gu fearr-ghleus gaisge leo. 

• 

Stoc Chlann-Domhnuill dh’ eireadh, 
Le‘n geugaibh ‘s le meanganaibh, 

B‘i sid a choille cheutaoh, 
A b’ eugsamhuil ‘s bu cheannardaich. 

‘Nuair thairrneadh iad ri cheile 
Gach treubh dhiu gu fearackail, 

‘S mairg a spiola feusag 
Nan leoghann, ga ghreannachadh. 

Bhiodk cinn is duirn ga sgathadh dhiubh-san, 
Ann an duiseal lannaireachd, 

Fuil ri feur-imeackd ‘s ri sruladh, 
Feadh nan lub ‘s nan camhanan. 

Bhiodh lannan lotach du-ghorm, 
Cuir smuidrich de cheannaibh Ghall, 

Is caoidhrean cruaidh a‘s ranaich, 
‘S an araich gu gearanach. 

C’ ait am beil san righeackd, 
Am fear-ghniomk thug barrachd oirbh ? 

Nam brosnaichte chum stri sibh, 
A mhilidhnean barraideach; 

Na tuirin sgairteil priseil, 
De‘n fhior-chruaidh nach fannaicheadh: 

D‘am b’ abhaist a bhi dileas, 
‘S nach diobradh na ghealladh iad, 

Gaodhair chatha theid mar shaigh^id, 
Sios le‘n claidhe’ dealanaich. 

Nach toir atha gun dad athais, 
Gus an sgath iad bealach romp; 

Cuirp gan sgatha ‘s cruaidh ga crathadh, 
‘S orra pathadh falanach; 

Chluintear fead ar claidhean, 
Truagh ghair agus langanaich. 

Tha iomadh mile an Alba, 
De gharbh-fkearaibh fulasgach, 

Sliochd Ghaeil ghlais a Scota 
Thig deonach m’ ar cularaibh. 

Gun tig iad le run cruadail, 
‘S gum fuaigh iad gu bunailteach, 

Ri teanchair ghairg an leogkainn, 
‘S ri spogaibh dearg fuileachdach. 

Togaibh leibh gun airc gun easbhuidh, 
Trom fheachd seasmhach cunnbhalach, 

De laochraidh dheise, shunndach, threiseil, 
Theid neo-leisg ‘s an iomairt sgleo. 

Cha‘n fhacas riamh na suinn ‘nan geiltibh 
Dol ‘an teas nan cumasgan; 

Teichidh iad o‘r stroiceadh, 
‘S o‘r srolaibh breac, duilleagach. 

BEANNACHA LUINGE, 
MAILLE RI BROSNACHA FAIRGE, A RINNKADH DO 

SQIOBA BIRLINN THIGHEARN'A CIILANN-RAONUILL. 

Gu‘m beannaiche Dia Long Chlann-Raonuill, 
A cheud la do chaidh air sail’, 

E-fein, ‘s a threin fhir ga caitheamh, 
Treun a chaidh thar mathas chaich; 

Gu‘m beannaich an Co-dhia naomh, 
An iunrais anail nan speur, 

Gu‘n sguabta garbhlach na mara, 
G‘ar tarruinn gu cala reidh. 

Athair a chruthaich an fhairge! 
‘S gach gaoth a sheideas as gach aird, 

Beannaich ar caol-bharc ‘s ar gaisgich, 
‘S cum i-fein ‘s a gasraidh slan. 

A Mhic beannaich fein ar n-achdair 
Ar siuil, ar beirtein, ‘s ar stiuir, 

‘S gach droinip tha crochta r‘ar crannaibh, 
‘S thoir gu cala sin le t-iuil. 

Beannaich ar rachdan ‘s ar slat, 
Ar croinn ‘s ar taodaibh gu leir 

Ar stadh, ‘s ar tarruinn cum fallain, 
‘S na leig-sa ‘nar caramh bend. 

An Spiorad Naomh biodh air an stiuir, 
Seoladh e ‘n t-iuil a bhios ceart; 

‘S eol da gach long-phort fo‘n ghrein, 
Tilgeamaid sinn fein fo bheackd. 
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Beannuchadh nan Arm. 

Gu‘m beannaiche Dia ar claidhean, 
‘S ar lannan spainnteach, geur gblas, 

'S ar luirichean troma mailleach, 
Nach gearr-te le faobhar tais; 

Ar lannan cruadhach, ‘s ar gorsaid, 
‘S ar sgiatban an-dealbhach dualach; 

Beannaich gach armachd gu h-iomlan, 
Th’ air ar n-iomchar ‘s ar crios-guaile; 

Ar boghannan foinealach iubhair, 
‘Ghabhadh lugha ri uchd tuasaid; 

‘S na saighdPan beithe nach spealgadh, 
Ann am balgan a bhruie ghruamaich, 

Beannaicb ar biodag, ‘8 ar daga; 
‘S ar n-eile gasd ann an cuaichean, 

‘S gach trealaich cath agus cornhraig, 
Tha‘m bare Mhic-Dhomhnuill san uair so. 

Na biodh simplidheachd oirbh no taise, 
Gu‘n dol air ghaisge le cruadal, 

Fad ‘s a mhaireas ceithir buird d‘i. 
No bhios carad shuth dh‘i fuaighte; 

‘M fad ‘s a shnamhas i fo ‘r casan. 
Na dh'fhaineas cnag dh‘i an uachdar, 

A dh-aindeoin aon fhuathas gam faic sibh, 
Na meataicheadh gart a cViuain sibh; 

Ma ni sibh cothacha ceart, 
‘S naeh mothaich an fhairge sibh dibli. 

Gun islich a h-ardan ‘sa beachd, 
‘S gar cothacha sgairteil gu‘n striochd i. 

Do ch®le comhraig air tir, 
M’ ar faic i thu cinntinn tais, 

‘S dach’ i bhoghachadh ‘s an stri. 
No ehinntinn idir ni‘s brais; 

‘S amhuil sin a ta mhuir mhor, 
Coisinnidh le colg ‘s le surd, 

‘S gun umhlaich i dhut fwlheoigh. 
Mar a dh’ ordaich Itigli nan dul. 

Brosnachadh iomraidh gu ionad seolaidh. 

Gun cuirt an iubhrach dhubh-dhealbhach, 
An aite seolaidh, 

Sathaibh a much cleathan righne, 
Liath-lom comhnard; 

Ramhan min-lunnacha dealbhach, 
Socair, eutrom, 

A ni ‘n t-iomradh toirteil, calma, 
Bos-luath, caoir-gheal; 

Chuireas an fhairge ‘na sradaibh, 
Suas ‘s ‘na‘n speuraibh, 

‘Na teine-siunnachain a’ lasadh, 
Mar fhras eibhlean; 

Le buillean gailbheacha, tarbhach, 
Nan cloth troma, 

A bheir air boohd-thuinn thonnaich, 
Lot le‘n cromaiUi, 

Le sgionan nan ramh geal, tana, 
Bual a cholluinn, 

Air mullach nan gorm-chnochd, ghleannach, 
Gharbhlach, thomach. 

0! sinibh ‘s tairrnibh, agus lubaibh, 
Ann sna bacaibh! 

Na gallain bhas-leathunn, ghiubhsaich, 
Le lus ghlac-gheal. 

Na fuirbinean troraa, treuna, 
A’ laidhe suas orr, 

Le‘n gaoirdeanaibh doideach, feitheach, 
Gaoisneach, cnuachdach, 

‘Thogas ‘s a‘ leagas le cheile, 
Fo aon ghluasad, 

A gathan liath-reamhar, reithe, 
Fo bharr stuadhan; 

lurghuilich garbh ‘an tus cleithe, 
‘G eubhach suas orr; . 

lorram dhuisgeas an speurad, 
Ann sna guaillean; 

‘Sparras a Bhirlinn le seitrich, 
Tro gach fuar-ghleann; 

Sgoltadh na bochd-thuinn a’ beucaich, 
Le saimh chruaidh-chruim, 

Dh-iomaineus beanntainean beisdeil, 
Ro da ghualainn. 

Hugan! air cuan, nuallan gaireach, 
Heig air chnagaibh! 

Farum le bras-ghaoir na bairlinn, 
Ris na maidibh; 

Raimh gam pianadh, ‘s bolgan fol’. 
Air bhos gach fuirbi; 

Na suinn laidir gharba tholrteil, 
‘S cop gheal iomradh, 

‘Chreanaicheas gach bord dheth darach, 
Bigh a‘s iarann; 

‘S lannan gan tilgeil le staplainn, 
Chnap ri sliasaid; 

Foirne fearail, a bheir tulga, 
Dugharra, daicheil, 

‘Sparras a chaol-bharc le giubhsaich, 
'N aodann aibheis, 

Nach pillear le friogh nan tonn du-ghorm, 
Le lughs ghairdein; 

Sud an sgioba neartmhor, shurdail, 
Air chul alaich, 

Phronnas na cuairteagan cul-ghlas, 
Le roinn ramhachd, 

Gun sgios gun airtneal gun lubadh 
Ri h-uchd gabhaidh. 

An sin an deigh do na sia-fearaibh-deug, 
suidhe air na raimh, a chum a h-iomradh, 
fo‘?i ghaoith gu ionad seolaidh, do ghlaodh 
Calum Gakbh, Mac-Raona ill nan Cuan, 
lorram oirre, ‘s e air ramh-braghad, agus 
‘s i so i:— 

‘S a nis o rinneadh ’ur taghadh, 
‘S gur coltach dhuibh bhi ‘n-ar roghainn, 
Thugaibh tulga neo-chladharra daicheil. 

Thugaibh tulga, &c. 

Thugaibh tulga neo-chearbach, 
Gu‘n airsneal gun dear mad, 
Gu freasdal na gaille-bheinne sail-ghlais. 

Gu freasdal, &c. 

Tulga danarra treun-ghlac, 
A ridheas cnamhan a‘s feithean, 
Dh-f hagas soilleir a ceumannan alaich. 

Dh-fhagas, &c. 



118 SAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH. 

Sgobadh fonnar gun eifilein, 
Ri garbh bhrosnacha cheile, 
lorram gleuet ann bho bbeul fir a braghad. 

lorram gleust, &c. 

Cogull ramh air na bacaibh, 
Leois, a‘s rusgadh air bhasaibh, 
‘S raimh d‘an sniomb ann an achlaisean ard- 

‘S raimb, &c. [thonn. 

Biodh ‘ur gruaidhean air lasadb, 
Biodh ‘ur bois gu‘n leob chraicinn, 
Fallas mala bras chrapa gu lar dbibb. 

Fallas mala bras, &c. 

Sinibh, tairnnaibh, a‘s lutbaibh, 
Na gallain liath-leothar ghiubhais, 
‘S dianaibh uighe tro shrutbaibb an t-saile. 

‘S deanaibb, &c. 

Cliath ramb air gach taobb dh’i, 
Masgadb fairge le saothair, 
l)ol ‘na still ann an aodann na bairlinn. 

Dol, na still, &c. 

lomraibh co’-lath glan gleusta, 
Sgoltadh boc-tbuinn a’ beucaich, 
Obair sbunndach gun eislein gun f bardal. 

Obair sbunndacb, &c. 

Buailibb co-tbi;omacb trein i, 
Sealltainn trie air a cbeile, 
Buisgibh spiorad ‘n-ar feithean gu laidir! 

Duisgibh spiorad, &c. 

Biodh a darach a’ collainn, 
Ris na fiadh-ghleannaibh bronnach 
‘S a da shliasaid a’ pronnadh, gach barlainn. 

‘S a da sbliasaid, &c. 

Biodh an fhairge ghlas tbonnaeh, 
Ag at ‘na garb mhothar lonnach, 
S na b-ard-uisgeachan bronnach ‘sa gharaicb. 

‘S na b-ard-uisgeachan, &c. 

A gblas-fbairge sior chopadh, 
A steach mu da gbualainn thoisicb, 
Sruth ag osnaich, a’ sloistreadh a h-earr-linn. 

Sruth ag osnaich, &c. 

Sinibb, tairrnibh, a‘s lubaibh, 
Na gatbain mhin-lunnacb chul-dearg, 
Le iumaircidh smuis ‘ur garbh gbairdean. 

Le iumaircidh smuis, &c. 

Cuiribb fotbaibb an rugh’ ud, 
Le fallas mbailean a’ sruthadb, 
‘S togaibb siuil ri bho Uidhist nan cra-ghiadh. 

‘S togaibh siuil, &c. 

Dh-iomair iad ‘an sin gu ionaid seolaidh. 

An sin thar iad na seoil sbitbe, 
Gu fior ghasda. 

‘Shaor iad na sia-raimh-dheug, 
A’ steach tro’ bacaibh, 

Sgathadh grad iad sios r‘a sliasaid, 
Siieachnadb bhac-bhreid. 

Db-ordaich Clann-Raonuill d’ an-uaislean, 
Sar-sgiobairean cuain a bbi aca, 

Nach gabhadh eagal ro f huatbas, 
No gne tbuairgneadb a thachradh. 

Dh,-ordaicheadh an deigh an taghadh na, h- 
uile duine dhol ’an seilbh a ghram’ araidh 
fein ‘s na cho-lorg sin ghlaodhadh 7 i fear 
nastiurach suidh air stiuir anrts na briath- 
raibh so:— 

Suitheadh air stiuir trom laocb leathunn, 
Neartar, fuasgailt’, 

Nacb tilg bun no barr na sumaid, 
Fairge bhuaithe; 

Claireanach taiceil, lan spiunnaidb, 
Plocach, masach, 

Min-bheumnach, faicleach, 
Furacbail, lan naistin; 

Bunusaidb cutromach, 
Garbh, socair, seolta, lugb'or; 

Eirmseach, faighidneach, gun gbriombag, 
Rib-uchd tuilin ; 

‘Nuair achluinn e ‘n fhairge gbiobach. 
Teachd le buirein, 

Chumas a ceann caol gu sgibidb, 
Itisna sughaibh; 

Chumas gu socrach a gabbail, 
Gun dad luasgain, 

Sgod a‘s cluas ga rian le ambarc, 
Suil air fuaradb; 

Nach caill aon oirleach na b-ordaig, 
Deth cheart chursa; 

‘Dh-aindeoin barr sumadain mara, 
Teachd le surdaig; 

Tbeid air fuaradh leatba cho daingbeann. 
Mas a h-eigin, 

Nach bi lann, no reang ‘na darach, 
Nach toir eibb asd; 

Nach taisich a‘s nach teid ‘na bhreislicb, 
Dh-aindoin fuatbais, 

Ge do dh-atadh a mbuir cheanna-gblas 
Suas gu chluasaibh; 

Nach b'urrainn am fuiribi ebreannaebadh. 
No gbluasad, 

0 ionad a shuidh, ‘s e tearainnte, 
‘S ailm ‘na asguil, 

Gu freasdal na seana mhara ceanna-ghlas, 
‘S gleann-ghaoir ascaoin, 

Nacb crithnich le fuaradb cluaise. 
An taod-aoire, 

Leigeas loath ruith a‘s gabbail, 
‘S lan a h-aodaich; 

Cheanglas a gabbail cbo dainghcann, 
‘M barr gacb tuinne, 

Falbh direacli ‘na still gu cala, 
‘N aird gach buinne. 

Dh-ordaicheadh a much fear-beairie. 
Sjlidheadh toirtearlach garbh dhoideach, 

‘An glaic beairte. 
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A bbios staideil lan do churam, 
Graimear, glac-mhor: 

Leigeas cudthrom air ceann slaite, 
Ri h-am cruaidbicb, 

Dh-fhaotbaicbeas air crann ‘s air acuinn, 
Bheir dhaibb fuasgladh; 

Thuigeas a ghaoth mar a thig i. 
Do reir seolaidb, 

Fhreagras min le fearas beairte, 
Beum an sgoid-fhir :— 

‘Sior chuideachadh leis an acuinn, 
Mar failnich buill bheairte 

Reamiiar ghaoiste. 

Chuireadh air lethfear-sgoide. 

Suitheadh feas sgoid’ air an tota 
Gaoirdean laidir, 

Nan righinin gaoisncacb, feitbeach, 
Reamhar, cnambach; 

Cragan tiugha, leathunn, clianacb, 
Meur gharb chrocaoh: 

Mach's a steach an sgoid a leigeas, 
Le neart sgrobaidh; 

‘An am cruaidhich a bheir thuig i, 
Gaotli ma sheideas, 

‘S ‘nuair a ni an oiteag lagadh, 
Leigeas beum leis. 

Dh-ordaicheadh air leth fear-tluaise. 

Suitheadh fear crapara, taiceil, 
Gasda, cuanda, 

Laimhsicheas a cbluas neo-lapach. 
Air a fuaradh; 

Bbeir imirich sios sa suas i, 
A chum gach urracaig, 

A reir ‘s mar ting an soirbbeas. 
No barr urchaid; 

‘S ma chi e ‘n iurmrais a ‘g eiridh, 
Teachd le h-osnaich, 

Lomadh e gu gramail treun-mbor 
Sios gu stoc i. 

Dh-ordaicheadh do‘n toiseach fcar-iuil. 

Eireadh mar-nialach na sheasamh, 
Suas do‘n toiseach, 

‘S deanadh e dhuinn eolas seasmhach, 
Gala a choisneas; 

Sealladh e ‘n ceithir airdean, 
Gian an adhair, 

‘S innsealh e do dh-fhear na stiurach, 
‘S math a gabhail. 

Glacadh e comharadh tire, 
Le sar-shul-bheachd, 

,0‘n ‘se sin a‘s Dia gach side, 
‘S reull-iuil duinn. 

Chuireadh air lethfear-calpa na tairrne. 

Suitheadh air calpa na tairrne. 
Fear gu‘n soistinn, 

Snaomanach fuasgailteach, sgairteil, 
Foinnidh, solta; 

Duine curamach gu‘n ghriobhag, 
Ealamb gruamacb; 

A bheir uaip a‘s dh‘i mar dh-fheumas, 
Gleusda, luaineach; 

Laitheas le spoghannan troma, 
Treun’ air tarruinn; 

Air cudtbrom a dhoid a’ cromadh, 
‘Dh-ionnshidh daraich; 

Nach ceangail le sparraig mu‘n urracaig. 
An taod-frithir; 

Ach gabhail uime gu daingheann seolta, 
Le lub-rithe; 

Air eagal ‘n uair sgairte an t-ausadh, 
I chuir stad air, 

Los iruith ‘na still le cronan, 
Bharr na cnaige. 

Chnireadh air leth fear-innee nan visgea- 
chan, ‘s an fhairge air cinntinn tuilleadh 
a's molach, ague thuirt an Stiuireadair 
ris :— 

Suitheadh fear-innse gach uisge, 
Lamh ri m’ chluaie-sa, 

‘S cumadh e a shuil gu biorach, 
‘An cridh’ an fhuaraidh. 

Taghaibh an duine leth eagalach, 
Fiamhach sicir, 

‘3 cha mhath learn e bhi air fad, 
‘Na ghealtair’ riochdall; 

Biodh e furaclmir ‘nuair chi e, 
Fuaradh froise, 

Co dhiubh bhios an soirbheas 
Na deireadh no*na toiseach; 

‘S gu‘n cuireadh eenis air m’ fbaicill, 
Suas d’am mhosgladh, 

Ma ni e gne chunnairt fhaicinn, 
Nach bi tostach, 

‘S ma chi e coitus muir bhaite, 
Teachd le nunllan, 

A sgairteascruaidh:—“ ceann eaol a.fiodha, 
Chumail luath ris.” 

Biodh e ard labhrach, ceillidh, 
‘G-eubhach “bairlinn;” 

I ‘S na ceileadh air fear na stiurach, 
Ma chi gabhadh. 

‘Na biodh fear innse nan uisgean, 
Ann ach e-san; 

Cuiridh giamhag, briot, a's gusgul, 
Neach ‘na bhreislich. 

Dh-ordaicheadh a much fear-taomaidh, ’san 
f hairy' a' barcadh air am main rompa's 
nan deiyh. 

Freasdladh air leabaidh na taoime, 
Laech bhios fuasgailt’, 

Nach fannaich gu brath ‘s nach tiomaich, 
Le gair chuaintean; 

Nach lapaich, ‘s nach meataich, 
Fuaehd, sail’, no clach-mheallain 

Laomadh rau bhroilleach ‘s mu mhuineal, 
‘Na fuar steallaibh; 

Le.crumpa mor cruinn tiugh fiodha, 
‘Na chiar dhoidibh. 
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Sior thilgeadh a mach na fairge 
A steach a dhoirteas; 

Nach dirich a dhruim lughor, 
Le rag earlaid, 

Gus nach fag e sile ‘n grunnd, 
Nan lar a h-earluinn; 

‘S ge do chinneadh a buird cho tolltach 
Ris an ridil, 

Chumas cho tioram gach cnag dh‘i, 
Ri clar buideil. 

• 
Dh-ordaicheadh dithis gu dragha nam ball 

chidaodaich, ’s colias orra gun tugia na 
siuil uapa le ro ghairbhead na side. 

Cuiribh caraid laidir chnamh-reamhar, 
Gairbneach, ghaoistneach, 

Gum freasdaladh iad tearuinnt trcun ceart i. 
Buill chul-aodaich; 

Le smuais a’s le miad lughis„ 
An ruighean treunna, 

"N am cruaghaich bheir orr a steach. 
No leigeas beam leis, 

Chumas gu sgiobalta a staigh e, 
’Na tcis meadhon, 

Dh-ordaicheadh Donnacha Mac-Chormaig, 
A’s Iain mac Iain, 

Dithis starbhanach theoma, ladorn, 
De dh-fhearaibh Ghana. 

Thaghadh seisir gu fearas uriair, an eara- 
las gum failnicheadJi a h-aon denathuirt 
mi, no gu’n spipnadh onfadh na fairge 
mach thar lord e, ’s gtl'n suidheadh fear 
dhiu so ’na aiie. • ' 

Eireadh seiseir ealamh, ghleusta, 
Lamhach, bheotha, 

Shiubhlas, ’sa dh-fhalbas, ’s a leumas, 
Feadh gach bord dh’i, 

Mar ghearr-fhiadh am mullach sleibhe 
’S coin d'a copadh; 

Streupas ri cruaidh bhallaibh reidlie, 
De’n chaol chorcaich, 

Cho grad ri feoragan ceitein, 
Ri crann ro-choill; 

A bhios ullamh, ealamh, treubhach, 
• Falbhach, eolach, 

Gu toirt dh’i, ’s gu toirt an ausadli, 
’S clausail ordail, 

Chaitheas gun airtsneal gun eislean, 
Long Mhic-Dhomhnuill. 

Do bha nis na h-uilegoireas a Ihuineadh do 
’n t-seoladh, air a chuir ’an dcagh riagh- 
ailt, agus theann na h-uile laoch tapaidh 
gun taise, gun fhiamh, gun sgaihachas 
chum a cheairt ionaid an d’ordaichadh 
dha dol; agus thog iad na siuil ma eiridh 
na greine la-fheill-Bride, a’ togail a mach 
o bhun Loch-Aineirt, ann ’an Uidhist-a- 
chinne-deas. 

Grian a faoisgneadh gu h-or-bhuidh’, 
A’s a mogul, 

Chinn an speur gu dubhuidh doite, 
Lan de dh-oglachd; 

Dh-fhas i tonn-ghorm, tiugh, tarr-lachdunn, 
Odhar, iargalt; 

Chinn gach dath bhiodh ann am breacan, 
Air an iarmailt. 

Fada-cruaidh san aird an iar orr, 
Stoirm ’na coltas, 

’S ncoil shiubhlach aig gaoth gan riasladh, 
Fuaradh frois orr. 

Thog iad na siuil bhreaca, 
Bhaidealacha, dhionach; 

’S shin iad na calpannan raga, 
Teanna, righne, 

Ri fiodhanan arda, fada, 
Nan colg high dhearg; 

Cheangladh-iad gu gramail, snaompach, 
Gu neo-chearbach, 

Tro shuilean nan cormag iarrainn, 
’S nan cruinn ailbheag. 

Cheartaich iad gach ball de’n acuinn, 
Ealamh, doigheil; 

’S shuidh gach fear gu freasdal tapaidh, 
’Bhuill bu choir dha; 

’N sin dh’ fhosgail uinneagan an adhair. 
Ballach, liath-ghorm, 

Gu seideadh na gaoithe greannaich, 
’S bannail iargalt; 

Tharruinn an cuan a bhrat du-ghlas, 
Air gu h-uile, 

A mhantul garbh caiteanach, ciar-dhubh, 
Sgreitidh buinne, 

Dh-at e ’na bheannaibh, ’s na ghleannaibh, 
Molach robach. 

Gun do bhoghd an fhairge cheigeach, 
Suas na cnocaibh; 

Dh-fhosgail a mhuir ghorm na craosaibh, 
Farsuinn, cracach, 

’An glaicibh a cheile ri taosgadh, 
’S caonnag bhas-mhor. 

Gum b’fhear-ghniomh bhi ’g amharc ’an 
aodann 

Nam maom teinntidh, 
Lasraichean sradanach sionnachain, 

Air gach bcinn diubh. 
Na beulanaich arda liath-cheann, 

Ri searbh bheucail; 
Na culanaich’s an clagh dudaidh, 

Ri fuaim gheumnaich. 
’Nuair dh-eirimid gu h-allail, 

Am barr nan tonn sin, 
B’ eigin an t-ausadh a bhearradh, 

Gu grad phongail: 
’Nuair thuiteamaid le aon slugadh, 

Sios’s na gleanntaibh, 
Bheirte gach seol a bhiodh aice 

’Am barr nan crann d’i: 
Na ceosanaich arda, chroma, 

Teachd’s a bhairich, 
M’an tigeadh jad idir ’n-ar caramh, 

Chluinnt’ an gairich. 
lad a sguabadh nan tonn beaga, 

Lorn gan sgiursadh, 
Chinneadh i ’na h-aon mhuir bhasor, 

’S cas a stiuireadh. 
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’Nuair a thuiteamaid fo bharr, 
Nan ard-thonn giobach, 

Gur beag nacli dochaineadh an sail, 
An t-aigeal sligeach; 

An fbairge ga maistreadh’s ga sluistreadh, 
Troirahe cheile, 

Gun robh roin a’s mialan mora, 
’Am barrachd eigin. 

Onfadh a’s tonnan na mara, 
A’s falbh na luinge, 

A’ sradadh an eanchainean geala, 
Feadh gach tuinne. 

lad ri nuallanaieh ard-uamhaineach, 
Searbh thursach; 

’G eubbach, gur h-iocbdarain sinne, 
Dragh chum buird sinn : 

Gach min-iasg a bh’ann san f hairge, 
Tarr-gheal, tiunndait’; 

Le gluasad confach na gailbheinn, 
Marbh gun chunntas. 

Clachan a’s maorach an aigeil, 
Teachd an uaclidar, 

Air am buain a nuas le slacraich, 
A chuain uaimhreich. 

An fhairge uile ’si ’na brochan, 
Strioplach, ruaimleach, 

Le fuil’s le gaor nam biast lorcacli, 
’S droch dhath ruadh orr. 

Na beistcan adharcach iongach, 
Pliutach, loreaeh; 

Lan cheann-sian nam beoil gun gialaibh, 
’S an craos fosgailte. 

An aibheis uile lan bhochdan, 
Air cragradh, 

Le gpogan’s le earbuill mor-bhiast, 
Air magradh. 

Bu sgreamhail an robhain sgriachach, 
Bhi ’ga eisdeachd, 

Thogadh iad air caogad-milidh, 
Eatrom ceille. 

Chaill an sgioba cail g’an claisteachd, 
Hi bhi ’g eisteachd, 

Ceileirean sgreadach nan ddomhan, 
’S m’othar bheistean. 

Fa-ghair na fairge ’sa slacraich, 
Gleachd ri darach, 

Fosghair a toisich a sloistreadh, 
Mhuca-mara. 

A’ Ghaoth ag urachadh a fuaraidh 
As an iar-aird; 

Bha sinn leis gach seorsa buairidh, 
Air ar pianadh. 

S sinn dall le cathadh fairge, 
Sior dhol tharuinn, 

Tairneanach aibheiseach re oidhche, 
’S teine dealain. 

Peileirean bethrieh a’ losgadh, 
Ar cuid acuinn; 

Faileadh a’s deathach na riofa, , 
Gar glan thachadh: 

Na duilean uachdrach a’s ioehdrach, 
Euinn a’ cogadh; 

Talamh, teine uisg a’s sion-ghath, 
Euinn air togail. 

Ach ’n uair dh’artlaich air an fhairge, 
Toirt oirn strioehda, 

Ghabh i truas 1c faite gaire, 
Rinn i sith ruinn. 

Ge d’rinn, cha robh crapn gun lubadh, 
Seol gun reubadh; 

Slat gun sgaradh, rac gun fhaillin, 
Eamh gun eislein. 

Cha robh stagh ann gun stuadh-leumnach : 
Beairt ghaisidh, 

Tarruirin, no dupull gun bhristeadh, 
Fise! Faise! 

Cha robh tota no beul-mor ann, 
Nach tug aideach, 

Bha h-uile crannaghail a’s goireas, 
Air an lagadh. 

Cha robh achlachan no aisne dh’i. 
Gun fhuasgladh; 

A slat-bheoil ’sa sguitchinn asgail, 
Air an tuairgneadh. 

Cha robh falmadair gun sgoltadh, 
Stiuir gun chreuchadh; 

Cnead a’s diosgan aig gach maide, 
’S iad air deasgadh. 

Cha robh crann-tarrunn gun tarruinn, 
Bord gun obadh; 

H-uile lann bha air am barradh, 
Ghabh iad togail. 

Cha robh tarrunn ann gu’n traladb, 
Cha robh calp’ ann gu’n lubadh; 

Cha robh .ball a bhuim adh dh’i-se, 
Nach robh ni’s meKa na thuradh. 

Ghairm an fhairge siochaint ruinne, 
Air crois Chaol He, 

’S gu’n d’fhuair a gharbh ghaoth, 
Shearbh-ghloireach, ordugh sinidh. 

Thog i uainn do ionadaibh uachdrach 
An adhair; 

’S chinn i dhuinn na clar reidh min-gheal, 
’N deigh a tabhunn. 

’S thug sinn buidheachas do’n Ard-Eigh, 
Chum na duilean, 

Deagh Chlann-Baonuill a bhi sabhailt, 
O bhas bruideil. 

’S an sin bheum sinn a siuil thana, bhallach 
Do thuillin; 

’S leag sinn a croinn mhin-dearg ghasda, 
Air fad a h-urlair. 

’S chuir sinn a mach raimh chaol bhasgant 
Dhaite mhine, 

De’n ghiubhas a bhuain Mac-Bharais, 
’An Eilean-Fhionain. 

’S rinn sinn an t-iomrfi reidh tulganach, 
Gun dearmad; 

S ghabh sinn deag long-phort aig barraibh, 
Charraig Fhearghais; 

Thilg sinn Acraichean gu socair, 
Ann san rod sin; 

Ghabh sinn biadh a’s deoch gun airceas, 
’S rinn sinn comhnuidh. 
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IAIN MAC CODRUM. 

John M‘Codrum,* the North Uist bard, commonly called Ian Mac Fkear- 
chuir, was contemporary with the celebrated Alexander M‘Donald. He was bard 
to Sir James Macdonald, who died at Rome. The occasion of his obtaining this 
situation was as follows:—He made a satirical piece on all the tailors of the Long 
Island, at which they were so exasperated that they would not work for him on any 
account. One consequence of this was| that John soon became a literal tatterde- 
malion. Sir James meeting him one day, inquired the reason of his being thus 
clad. John explained. Sir James desired him to repeat the verses — which he 
did; and the piece was so much to Sir James’s liking, that John was forthwith 
promoted to be his bard, and obtained free lands on his estate in North Uist. In 
a letter from Sir James Macdonald to Dr. Blair of Edinburgh, relating to the 
poems of Ossian, dated Isle of Skye, 10th October, 1763, we find Sir James speak- 
ing as follows of Mac Codrum :—“The few bards that are left among us, repeat only 
detached pieces of these poems. I have often heard and understood them, particu- 
larly from one man called John Mac Codrum, who lives on my estate, in North 
Uist. I have heard him repeat, for hours together, poems which seemed to me to 
be the same with Macpherson’s translations.” 

The first of Codrum’s compositions was a severe and scurrilous satire. 
Being young, and unnoticed, he was neglected to be invited to a wedding to which 
he considered he had as good a right to be bidden as others. He was very indig- 
nant, and gave vent to his feelings in the most severe invectives. He had the 
prudence to conceal his name. The wedding party being minutely characterized, 
several of them lampooned, and held up to derision, the poem gave great offence to 
some of those concerned. Although the author was concealed, the satire could not 
be suppressed. Several individuals were suspected, while the real author enjoyed 
the pleasure of knowing himself to be at the same time a person of some considera- 
tion, and amply revenged for the neglect of those who should have acknowledged 
it. His father only knew him to be the author. He was alone about the farm: 
John was in the barn, whither his parent went, as he could hear no one thrashing; 
but, on approaching nearer, he heard his son rehearsing his poem. He admon- 
ished him to attend more to his work than to idle songs, and left him, without 
thinking of the verses he had heard till the fame of the satire was spread abroad, 
and a noise was made about it throughout the country. The verses then recurred 
to his mind, and he had no doubt of the real author. He spoke to John most seri- 
ously in private. He was himself a pious and a respectable man, and was much 
affected at the thought that any of his family.should disgrace his fair reputation. 
He was sensible of the ill-will and hatred that John would incur were he known to 

* The Mac Codrums are not properly a clan, but a sept of the M'Donalds. They belong 
to North Uist. 
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be the author; and he, moreover, disapproved of the license taken with the cha- 
racters of individuals. The young poet promised him that he would give him no 
more occasion of regret on that score ; and he kept his word. Respect for his pa- 
rent’s authority restrained him; for he composed no more of the kind while his 
father lived, ncSr any so severe afterwards. He must have had great command 
over himself, as well as submission to the will of a parent. It is no easy task for 
a young author, while hearing his compositions recited and applauded, not to indi- 
cate the interest which he feels. Although unnoticed and unknown, while feeling 
all the flattering suggestions which popularity must have incited within him, yet a 
revered parent’s authority checked the progress of the young aspirant in the career 
of fame. 

After his father’s death, M‘Codrum concealed no longer the flame which he had 
been smothering in his breast. His name became known, and ho was acknowledged 
to be the most famous bard in the Long Island since the time of Neil M‘Yurich, 
the family bard of Clanronald. John M‘Codrum was, like most of the bards, indo- 
lent. ' The activity of the body, and the exertion of mental qualities, go not always 
together. An anecdote will better illustrate this part of his character than any de- 
scription we can give :—A gentleman sent for his neighbours to assist in draining a 
lake. The country people assembled in numbers; and, exerting themselves, soon 
finished the work, much sooner than the poet had expected they would have done : 
he just came in time to see the last of it. The gentleman was determined to punish 
him for his sluggish and indifferent behaviour. When he ordered some provisions 
and a cask of whiskey for the people, he told them to sit down, and called on the 
poet to act as chaplain, and ask a blessing. The bard was not regarded as a man 
of grace. All were attentive, thinking him for once out of place. He, however, 
spoke in a most reverential manner—his grace was brief and pithy, couched in 
verse, and was longer remembered than the sumptuous repast. While he expressed 
gratitude to the bestower of all good gifts, he turned the operations of the day into 
ridicule. ■<* 

When Mr. M‘Pherson was collecting “ Ossian’s Poems,” ho landed at Loch- 
mady, and proceeded across the moor to Benbecula, the seat of the younger Clan- 
ronald. On his way thither he fell in with a man, whom he afterwards ascertained 
to have been Max: Codrum, the poet: M’Phcrson asked him the question, “Am 
beil dad agad air an Fheinn ?” by which he meant to inquire whether or not he 
knew any of the poems of Ossian relative to the Fingalians, but that the terms in 
which the question was asked, strictly imported whether or not the Fingalians owed 
him anything, and Mac Codrum, being a man of humour, took advantage of the 
incorrectness or inelegance of the Gaelic in which the. question was put, answered 
as follows :—Cha’n eil, is ged do bhitlLeadh cha ruiginn a leas iarraidh nis, i. e. 
No; and should I, it is long since proscribed; which sally of Mac Codrum’s wit 
seemed to have hurt M‘Pherson’s feelings, for he cut short the conversation and 
proceeded to Benbecula. 

We will not attempt to select any parts of the poems of this author. All indi- 
cate the master-hand of the performer. One trait is striking in his character as a 
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poet—his disposition to satire. He is perhaps the first satirist of the modern Gaelic 
poets. M'Donald and M'Intyre attacked like men dctermined to take a stronghold 
by open force, in defiance of all resistance : Mac Codrum held up the object of his 
animadversion in a light that exposed him to ridicule and contempt, and he made 
others his judges. 

His fame as a poet and wit soon spread, and so delighted Alexander M'Donald 
that he determined to visit him. On meeting Mac Codrum a few yards from his 
own door, the visitor, naturally enough, inquired “An aiihne dhut Iain Mac Co- 
drum?” “ ' S aithne (ju ro mhath,” replied John. “Am beil-fhios agad am 
bheil e' stigh?” was McDonald’s next question, to which the facetious bard an- 
swered with an arch smile, “ Mu tu lha e ’stigh nuair a hha mise ’s cha drinn mi 
ach tighinn amach.” M'Donald, yet ignorant that he was speaking to the indi- 
vidual about whom he was inquiring, proceeded to say, " Caithidh mi’ n oidhche 
nochd mar-ris, ma’s abhaist aoidhcan a hhi aiga.” “ Tha mi creidsin,” re- 
plied the witty John, “ nach hi e falamh dhiu sin cuideachd mu bhios na cearcan 
a breith (uibhean).”* 

In. purity and elegance of language Mac Codrum comes nearest to Macdonald, 
who appears to have been his model. Some of his pieces appear to us as servile 
copies of great originals. When he chooses to think and compose for himself, he 
appears to more advantage ; witty, ingenuous, and original. His satire on “ Don- 
ald Bain’s Bagpipe” is a masterpiece of its kind; full of wit and humour, with- 
out the filth and servility that disgrace the satires of Macdoifald and other Keltic 
poets. His poems on “ Old Age” and “ Whiskey” are excellent. They first 
appeared in Macdonald’s volume, without the author’s name; but Mac Codrum’s 
countrymen have claimed them for him. He never published anything of his own, 
and many of his poems are now lost. In his days the only poets who ventured to 
send their works to the press were Macdonald and Macintyre; and, it is ■probable, 
that their great fame prevented our author from entering the lists with such formid- 
able competitors. 

* Mac Codrum’s skill in the Gaelic was exquisite, and he was in the practice of playing on 
words of doubtful or double meaning, when used by others. He was once on a voyage, and 
the boat put into Tobermory, in the Island of Mull, when the inhabitants, as usual, gathered 
on the shore to learn from whence the strangers came. One of them asked the crew, “ Cia 
as a thug sibh an t-iomraith?’’ “As na gairdeanan,’’ answered the bard. Another 
asked, “ An ann blw thuath a hainig' sibh?” to which Mac Codrum again rejoined, “ Pairt 
bho thuath a’s pairt bho thighearnan.” 
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SMEORACH CHL ANN-DOMHNUILL. 

LUINNEAG. 

Holaibh o iriag horoll o, 
Hblaibh o iriag horo i, 
Holaibh o iriag horoll o, 
Smeorach le Clann-DomhnuiTl mi. 

Smeorach mis air uriar Pliabail; 
Crubadh aim an dusal cadail, 
Gun deorachd a theid ni’s faide; 
Truimeid mo bhroin thoirleum maigne. 

Holaibh o iriag, ■j'C. 

Smeorach mis ri mulach beinne, 
’G amharc grein’ a’s speuran soilleir, 
Thig mi stolda choir na coille, 
’S bidh mi beo air treodas eile. 

. Holaibh o iriag, f^c. 

Smeoracb mis air bharr gacb bidean, 
Dianamb muirn ri driuchd na maidne, 
Bualadh mo chliath-lu air m’ fheadan, 
Seinn mo cliiuil gun smur gun smodan. 

Holaibh o iriag, §c. 

Ma mbolas gach eun a tliir fein, 
Ciod am fath nacb moladh mise— 
Tir nan curaidh, tir nan cliar; 
An tir bhiachar, fhialaidh, mhiosail ? 

Holaibh o iriag, %€. 

An tir nach caol ri cois na mara, 
An tir ghaolach, chaomhach, chanach, 
An tir laoghach, uanach, mheannach, 
Tir an arain, bhaineach, mhealach. 

Holaibh o iriag, Sfc. 

An tir riabbacb, gbrianach, tbaitneach; 
An tir dhionach, fhiarach, fhasgach; 
An tir lianach, ghiaghacli, lachach, 

' ’N tir’m bi biadh gun mhiagh air tacar. 
Holaibh o iriag, §c. 

• 
An tir choirceach, eornach, phailte; 
An tir bbuadhach, chluanach, ghartach; 
An tir chruachach, sguabach, ghaisneacb 
Dlu ri cuan, gun fhuachd ri sneachda. 

Holaibh o iriag, $c. 

’S i ’n tir sgiamhach tir na mhachrach, 
■ Tir nan dithcan, miadar, daite; 
' An tir laireach, aigeacb, mhartach, 

Tir an aigh gu brach nach gaisear. 
Holaibh o iriag, <j'c. 

An tir a’s boiche ta ri faicinn; 
’M bi fir og an comhdach dreachail; 
Pailt ni’s leoir le por na machrach; 
Spreigli air mointich; or air chlachan.* 

Holaibh o iriag, $c. 

* Alluding to kelp. 

An cladh Chotban rugadh mise. 
’N aird na h-Unnair chaidh mo thogail; 
’Fradbarc a cliuain uaimhricli, chuislich, 
Nan stuadhguanach, cluaineach, cluiclieach. 

Holaibh o iriag, 4'c. 

Measg Chlann-Domhnuill flmair mi m- 
altrom, 

Buidl#ann nan seol, ’s nan srol daite; 
Nan long luath air chuaintean farsuinn, 
Aiteam nach ciuin rusgadh ghlas-lann. 

Holaibh o iriag, 

Na fir eolach, stoilde, staideil, 
Bha’s an chomh-stri stroiceach, sgaiteach, 
Fir gun bhron, gun Icon, gun airsneal, 
Leanadh toir, a’s toir a chasgadh. 

Holaibh o iriag, <^c. 

Buidheann mo gbaoil nach faoin caitean, 
Buidheann nach gann greann san aisitb; 
Buidheann shunntach ’n am bhi aca, 
Rusgadh lann fo sbranntaich bhratach. 

• Holaibh o iriag, §c. 

Buidheann uallach an uair caismeacbd, 
Leanadh ruaig gun luaidli air gealtachd: 
Ginn a’s guailean cruaidh gan gpealtadh, 
Aodacb ruadh le fuaim ga shracadh. 

Holailh o iriag, §c. 

Buidheann rioghail, ’s fir-gblan, alia, 
Buidheann gun fhiamh, ’s iotadh fal orr; 
Buidheann gun sgath’m blar na’n deannal, 
Foinnidh, narach, laidir, fearail. 

Holaibh o iriag, §c. 

Buidheann mor’s am por nach troicheil, 
Dh-fhas gu meanmach, dealbhach, toirteil; 
Fearail fo’n airm, ’s mairg d’a nochdadh, 
Ri uchd stoirm nach leanabail coltas. 

Holaibh o iriag, §c. 

Suidheam’ mu’n bhord, stoilde, beaehdail, 
An t-shuil san dorn nach ol a much i, 
Slainte Shir Seumais thigh’n’ dachaigh; 
Aon mhac Dhe mar sgeith d’a phearsa. 

Holaibh o iriag, $c. 

COMHRADH, 
[mar gu’m n’ ann] 

EADAR CARAID AG US NAM1IAID AN UISGE- 
BHEATHA. 

CARAID. 
Mo ghaol an lasgaire spraioeil, 

Fear nan gorm-sbuilean maiseach, 
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Chuireadh foirm fo'na macaibh, 
‘Nuair a thachradh iad ris. 
‘Nuair a chruinnicheadh do choisir, 
Cha b’ i chuilm gun a chomhradh; 
Gbeibbte rainn agus orain, 
‘S iomadh stori na measg: 
Gille beadarrach, sugach, 
Tha na chleasaiche lughor; 
‘S ro mhath bhreabadh an t-urlar, 
Agus tiunntadh gu brisg. 
‘S e dhambsadh gu h-uallach, 
Gu h-aucaideach, guanach; • 
Gun sealltain air tmailleachd, 
Acb uaisl’ agus meas. 

NAMHAID. 

‘S mairg a dheanadh an t-oran, 
‘S nach deanadh air choir c; 
Gun bhi moladh an do’-f hir. 
Bha na rogaire trie. 
Fear a sheargadh an conach, 
Thiunntadh mionach nan sporan 
Dh-fhagadh leanbain air aimhbheirt, 
Ann an carraid ‘s an drip. 
An struthaire di-bhuan, 
Tha gu brosgulach, briagach; 
Fear crosta mi-chiallaeh, 
Gun riftghailt, gun mheas. 
Call mor tha gun bhuinnig, 
Ann an solas ro dhiombuan; 
S fear storais is urrainn 
A bhi cumantas ris. 

CAHAID. 

‘Mhic-an-Toisich, mhic-bhracha, 
•Fhir comhraig nan gaisgeach, 
A chuireadh boilich Ss na claigneann, 
Sa chuireadh casau air chrith ! 
Bu tu cleoca na h-airtribh, 
‘N aohaidh reot’ agus sneachda, 
Bheanadh notion do dh-fhrasan; 
«g chuireadh seachad an cith. 
Dheanadh dana fear saidealt’; 
Dheanadh lag am fear neartor; 
Dheanadh daibhir fear beairteach, 
Dh-ain-deoin pailteas a chruidh; 
An ceart aghaidh na th’ aca, 
De mhuirn, no mheoghail, no mhaenus, 
*S tu raghainn is taitneich, 
De chuis mhaenuis air bith. 

NAMHAID. 

A dhuin ! an cual’ thu, no‘m fac’ thu, 
Kiamh ni ‘s miosa chuis mhaenuis, 
Na bhi ‘n a d’ shineadh ‘s na claisean, 
Gun chlaisteachd, gun ruith? 
Air do nihuchadh le daoraich; 
‘G a do ghiulan aig daoine, 
‘N a d' chuis-bhuird aig an t-saoghal, 
Far nach faodar a chleith; 
‘S e bhi ‘g coinneachadh Rati, 
Ni do lomadh ma d’ bheartas; 

Luchd a chomuinn, ‘s a chaidrimh, 
Ni e ‘n creachadh gun fhios. 
‘S e ciall-sgur a bhios aca, 
Bhi id buillean ‘s ri cnapadh; 
Gu ‘m bi Ml air an claigneann, 
‘S bi ‘m batachan brist. 

CARAID. 

Mo ghaol an las^aire suairce, 
Chleachd bhi ‘n caidreamli nan uaislean; 
‘S iomadh tlachd, a‘s deagh bhuaidh, 
Ata fuaite ri d’ chrios. 
Biorach, gorm-shuileach, meallach, 
Beachdail, colgarra, fallain, 
Laidir, caoin, air deagh tharruinn, 
Gu fogradh gaillionn a’ chuirp. 
Far an cruinnich do phaistean, 
Gu ‘m bi mir’ ann a‘s maran, 
Agus iomadh ceol-gaire; 
‘S iad neo-chraiteach ma ‘n cuid. 
Bheir e ‘n t-umaidh gu solas; 
Ni e glic am fear gorach; 
Ni e sunndach fear bronach; 
‘S ni e gorach fear glic. 

NAMHAID. 

‘M b’ e sin raghainn nam macabh, 
Bhi gu‘n fhradharc, gu‘n chlaisteachd; 
‘Nuair bu mhiaun leo dhol dachaigh, 
‘S e ni thachras ni‘s mios’. 
Gur e ‘n ceann is treas cas daibh, 
Lom-lan mheall, agus chnapan; 
Gacli aon bhall ga ‘m bi aca, 
Goid a neart uath’ gun fhios. 
lad na ‘n tamhaisg gun toinisg; 
lad a labhairt an donuis; 
lad ro lamhach gu conus, 
‘S nach urr’ iad cuir leis; 
Bi‘dh an aodnaibh ‘g an sgrobadh, 
Bi‘dh an aoJach ‘ga shroiceadh; 
Cha ‘n fhaod iad bhi stolda, 
‘S iad an comhnuidh air mhisg. 

• 
CARAID. 

Nach boidheach an spors, 
Bhi suidhe ma bhordaibh, 
Le cuideachda choir, 
A bhios ‘s an toir air an dibh ! 
Bi‘dh mo bhotal air sgornan, 
Ri toirt cop air mo stopan; 
Nach toirtcil an ceol leam 
An cronan, ‘s an glig ? 
Gu ‘m bi fear air an daoraich; 
Gu ‘m bi fear dhiu ri baoireadh; 
Gn ‘m bi fear dhiu ri caoineadh; 
Nach heag a shaoileadh tu sid ? 
Ni e fosgaoilt’ fear dionaeli; 
Ni e crosta fear ciallach; 
Ni e tostach fear briathrach, 
Ach ann am blialum nach tuig. 
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NAMHAID. 

Na-ch dona mar^spors, 
Bhi suidhe ma bhordaibh; 
Na bUi milleadh mo storais, 
Le goraich gun mheas. 
Le siarach ‘s le staplaich; 
Le briathran mi-ghnathaicht’; 
Ri spearadh ‘s ri saradh 
An Abharsair dhuibh. 
Bi dh an donus, ‘s an dolas, 
Be chonas, ‘s do chomh-stri; 
‘S do tharruinn air dhornaibh, 
Anns an cbomhail nach glic; 
Bi fuathas, ‘s ri sgainneal; 
Ri gruaidhean ‘g an pronnadh, 
Le gruagan ‘g an tarruinn, 
Le barrachd de ‘n mhisg. 

ARA1D. 

Mo ghaol an gille glan eibhinn, 
Dh-fhas gu cineadail speiseil; 
Dh-fhas gu spioradail treubbach, 
‘Nuair a dh-eireadh an drip. 
Bhiodh do gbillean ri solas, 
lad gu inireagach boidheach, 
lad a’ sireadh ni ‘s leoir, 
‘S iad ag ol mar a thig. 
lad gu h-aighearach fonnor, 
lad gun athadh, gun lompais; 
lad ro mhath air an ronngas, 
‘Nuair a b’ anntlachd an cluicb. 
Cuid d‘a fasan air uairean, 
Duirn, a‘s bat, agus gruagadh, 
Db-aithnte dhreach air an spuacan, 
Gu‘n robb bruaidlein’s a’ mbisg. 

NAMHAID. 

Tha mbisg dona ‘n a nadur, 
Lom-lan morcbuis a‘s ardain; 
Lom-lan bosd agus sparaig, 
Anns gach cas air an tig. 
Tha i uamharra, fiadhaich, 
Tha i murtaidh ‘n a h-iarbhail; 
Tha i dustach, droch-nialach, 
Lan de dh-fhiabhras, ‘s de thriodh. 
Gu ‘m bi fear dhiu ‘n a sbfceadb; 
Gu ‘m bi fear ‘n a chuis-mbi-loinn; 
Gu ‘m aithlise Honor; 
‘S iad am maoidheadh nam pluic’. 
Tha i tuar-sbreupach foilleil; 
lomadh uair air drooh oilcan; 
‘S gun do dh-f huasgladh fa-dheireadb, 
Acb ‘s i bu choireach a mbisg. 

CABAID. 

Mo gbaol an cleasaiche lugbor, 
Fear gun cheasad gun chuna ; 
Fear gu‘n cheiltinn air cuineadh 
‘N am bhi dluthachadh ris. 
Bheireadh tlacbd a‘s a mhuigean ; 

Dheanadh gealtair de ‘n dindhlach ; 
Dheanadh dan’ am fear diuid, 
Chum a ehuis a dhol leis. 
Fear a‘s fearran taigh osd’ thu ; 
Fear a‘s urfhailteach orain ; 
Fear nach fuiligear ‘n a onar, 
Ach a bboilich ‘s an drip. 
Fear tha maranach, ceolar ; 
Cridheil, cairdeach, le pogan ; 
‘S a lamb dheas air a phoca, 
‘S sgapadh storais le misg. 

Namhaid. 

A chinn-aobhair a chonais, 
‘S trie a dh-f hobbaich na sporain ; 
Fbir nach d’ fhoghlum an onair, 
B’ e bbi ‘g a d’ mholadh a bhleid ; 
‘Nis on’s buanna ro dhaor thu, 
Tha ri buaireadb nan daoine, 
Dol man cuairt air an t-saoghal. 
Chum na dh-fbaodas tu gboid. 
Fear ri aithreachas mor thu ; 
Fear ri carraid, ‘s ri comb-stri ; 
Fear ri geallam; ‘s cha toram ; 
Thug sid leonadh do d’ mheas. 
Ni thu ‘m poitear ‘n striopaich, 
Ni thu striopaich ‘n a poitear ; 
‘S iomadh mile droch codhail, 
A tha‘n toir air a mhisg. 

CARAID. 

Ge b’ e thionnsgan, no dh-inndrig, 
Air ann ionnstramaid phriseil, 
‘S duine grunndail na innsgin, 
Bha gu h-intinneach glic. 
Thug bho arbhar gu siol e; 
Thug bho bhraich, gu ni a‘s brigheil’; 
Thug a prais ‘na cheo-liath e, 
‘Mach tro chliath nan lub trie. 
Thug a buideal gu stop e, 
Rinn e ‘n t-susbainte coladii, 
Thogadh sligeachan reota; 
Dheth fir bhreoite gun sgrid. 
An donus coinneamh no codhail. 
No eireachdas mor-shluaigh, 
Gun do cheileireachd bhoidheach, 
Cha bhi solas na measg. 

NAMHAID. 

Ge be thionnsgan an aimhlisg, 
‘S ole an grunnd bha na eanacliaicn, 
S mor a dhuisg e de dh-argamaid, 
‘S de dhroch sheannachas mar ris. 
Dheilbh e misg agus daorach, 
Rinn e breisleach san t-shaoghal. 
B‘fhearr nach beirte gu aois e; 
Ach bas na naoidheachan beag. 
Dhuisg e trioblaid a‘s cemh-stri, 
Ruisg e biodag an dornaibh, 
Chuir e peabar san domhnach, 
‘Nuair a thoisich a mhisg. 
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Cha chuis buinig ri leanmhuinn, 
Ach cuis guil agus falmhachd, 
Sa chaoidh cha‘n urr’ thu ga sheanachas. 
Mar a dh-fhalbh do chuid leis. 

D I - M 0 L A D II 

piob’ dhomunuill bhain. 

A'chainnt a thuirt Iain 
Gu‘n labbair e cearr i, 
‘S feudar dhuinn aicheadh 
Is paidheadh d‘a cinn. 
Dh-f hag e Mac-Cruinaein. 
Claun-Dhuilidh a‘s Tearlach; 
Is Domhnullan Ban 
A tharruinn gu pris. 

Orn) is beag moran sgeig, 
Agus bleid chomhraidh, 
Thu labhairt na h-urrad 
‘S naoh b‘urrainn thu chomhdach, 
Ach pilleadh gu stolda 
Far ‘n do thoisich thu dian. 

An cual’ thu cia ‘n t-urrara 
An taobh-sa do Lunnuinn ? 
Air na piobairean uile 
B‘e Mac-Cruimein an righ : 
Le pongannan aluinn 
A b'fhonnaire failte, 
Thairrneadh ‘an-caileachd 
Gu slainte fear tinn. 

Caismeachd bhinn, ‘s i bras dian, 
Ni tais’ a‘s fiamh fhogradh; 
Gaisg’ agus cruadal, 
Tha buaidh air an oinsich, 
Muim uasal nan Leodach, 
Ga spreotadh le spid. 

A’ bhairisgeach sporsail 
Bh’ aig Tearlach ‘ga pogadh, 
An t-ailleagan ceolar, 
Is boiche guth cinn. 
Tha na Gaeil cho deighei! 
Air a mharan aic eisdeachd, 
‘S na tha‘nn ‘an Dun-eidcann 
A luchd beurl’ air an it. 

Breac nan dual is neartmhor fuaim. 
Bras an ruaig nandiaid, 
Leis ‘m bu cheol leadurra, 
Feadannan spaineach, 
Luchd dheiseachan madair 
Bhi craidht’ air droch dhiol. 

Nan cluinnt’ ann am Muile 
Mar dh-fhag thu Clann-Duili, 
Cha b’ fhuilear leo t-fhuil 
Bhi air mulach do chinn. 

‘S i bu ghreadanta dealachainn 
Air deas laimh na h-armachd; 
A’ breabadh nan garbh-phort, 
Bu shearbh a dol sios. 

Creach nach gann, sibh gun cheann, 
Fo bhruid theann Sheorais; 
Luchd nam beul fiara 
‘Gar pianadh ‘s ‘gar fogradh; 
Finn iad le foirneart 
Bhur coir a bhuin dibh. 

Cha tug thu taing idir 
Do bhriogardaich Thearlaich, 
Mach o f hear bhaile 
Bhi ghna air a thi. 
Mhol thu’ ‘chorr’ ghliogach 
Nach dligeadh de bhaidse, 
Ach deannan beag grain, 
No mam de dhroch shil. 

Shaoil thu suas maoin gun ghruaim, 
Craobh nam buadh ceolmhor, 
Chuireadh fonn fo na creagan 
Le breabadaich mheoirean; 
‘S nach fuiligeadh odrochain ! 
A thogail a cinn. 

Cha’n fhaigh a’ chuis-bhuirt ud 
Talla ‘m bi muirn, 
Ach ath air a muchadh 
Le dudan ‘s le suith. 
Cha bhi cathair aigDomhnull 
‘S cha ‘n eirich e conard, 
Ach suidh’ air an t-sorn 
Agus sopag ri dhruim. 

Plaigh bloigh phuirt, gair dhroch dhuis, 
Faileadh cuirp bhreoite; 
Ceol tha cho sgreataidh 
Ri sgreadail nan rocus, 
No iseanan oga 
Bhiodh leointe chion bidh. 

Nach gasta chuis-bhurt’ 
A bhi cneatraich air urlar 
Gun phronnadh air lutha 
Gun siubhlaichean grinn, 
A’ sparradh od-rorh-ain 
A‘n earball od-roch-ain ! 
A’ spafhidh od-roch-ain 
An ton od-ro-bhi. 

Mai caol cam le thaosg chrann, 
Gaoth mar ghrcann reota, 
Tro na tuill fhiara 
Nach dionaich na meoirean, 
Nach tuigear air doigh 
Ach “oth-heoin” ’s “oth-hi !" 

Duidhadh nam fiuidhidh • 
Bha aig Tubal Cain 
‘Nuair sheinn e puirt Ghaelig 
‘S a dh‘alaich e phiob. 
Bha i tamull fo ‘n uisge 
‘Nuair dhruideadh an airce. 
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Thachair dh‘i cnamhadh 
Fo uisge ‘s fo ghaoith. 

Thainig smug agus dus 
Anns na duis bhreotach, 
lomadach drochaid 
G‘a stopadh na sgornan. 
Dh-fhag i le cronan 
Od-roch-ain, gun brigh, 

Bha i seal uair 
Aig Maol Ruainidh O’ Dornan,* 
Chuireadh mi-dhoigheil 
Thar ordugh na fuinn. 
Bha i treis aig Mac-Bheatrais 
A sheinneadh na dain, 
‘Nar theirig a’ chlarsach 
‘S a dh'fhaillig a pris. 

Sheid Balaam ‘na mala 
Osna chramh chronaidh. 
Shearg i le tabhann 
Seachd cathan nam fiantan. 
‘S i lagaich a’ chiad uair 
Neart Dhiarmaid a’s Ghuill. 

Turruraich an dolais, 
Bha greis aig lain og dh‘i. 
Chosg i ribheidean conlaich 
Na chomhnadh le ni. 
Bha i corr is seachd bliadhna 
‘Na h-atharais-bhialain 
Aig Mac-Kachuinn ‘ga riasladh 
Air sliabh Chnoc-an-lin. 

An fhiudhidh shean nach duisg gean, 
Ghnuis nach glan oomhdach: 
‘S mairg dha ‘m bu leannan 
A’ chrannalach dhoinidh. 
Chaite gran eorna 
Leis na dh-fhognadh dh‘i ghaoith. 

Mu'n cuirear fo h-inneal 
Corra-bhinneach na glaodhaich, 
‘S inneach air aodach 
Na dh-fheumas i shnath. 
Cha bheag a’ chuis dheistinn 
Bhi ‘g eisdeachd gaoraich; 
Dhianadh i aognaidh 
An taobh a bhiodh blath. 

Riasladh phort, sgriachail dhos, 
Fhir ri droch shaothair, 
Bheir i chiad eubha 
‘N am seideadh a gaoithe, 
Mar ronncan ba caoile 
‘S i faotainn a’ bhais. 

Tha‘n iunsramaid ghlagach 
Air a lobhadh na craiceann; 
Cha‘n fhuirich i ’n altan 
Gun chearcaill g‘a tadh’. 
‘S seirbh’ i na‘ngabhann 
Ri tabhann a crunluath, 

* A wandering Irish piper, whose music the 
Highlanders could not appreciate. 
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Trompaid a dhuisgeadh 
Gach ludas fhuair bas. 

Mar chom geur‘ich ‘ga chreuchdudh 
Sheideadh lan gaoithe, 
Turraich nach urra’ mi 
Siunnailt da innseadh, 
Ach rodain ri sianail 
No sgiamhail laoigh oig. 

Com caithte na curra 
Is tachdadh ‘na muineal, 
Meoir traiste gun fhurus 
Cur triullin ‘an dan, 
Sheinneadh a brollaich 
Ri solus an eolain, 
Ruidhle gun ordugh 
An comhnuidh air lar. 

‘N aogifaidh lom, gaoth tro tholl, 
Gair gun fhonn comhraig, 
A thaisicheadh cruadal, 
‘S a luathaicheadh teoltachd, 
Gu beachdail don-dochais 
Mu ’n t-sorn am bi ghraisg 

Bi’dh gaoth a’ mhail’ ghrodaidh 
Cur gair anns na dosaibh, 
I daonnan ‘na trotan 
Ri propadh “ od-ra.” 
Bi‘dh seannsair caol, crochtach 
Fo chaonnaig aig ochdnar, 
Sruth staonaig ‘ga stopadh, 
Cur droch cheol ‘na thamh. 

Fuaim mar chlag f huadach each,. 
Duan chur as frithe: 
Cha ‘n abair mi tuille 
Gu di-moladh pioban, 
Ach leigeidh mi’ chluinatinn 
Gu‘n phill mi Mac-Phail. 

A’ CHOMH-STRI. 

Gun h-e dhuisg mo sheanchas do»ih 
Cuis mu’m boil mi dearmalach, 
Gach Turcach’s gach Gearmailtcach, 
Gach Frangach ’an run marbhaidh dhuinn; 
Muir no tir cha tearmunn duinn. 

Tha mo dhuil’s gur firinneach, 
Gach muiscag tha mi cluinntinn deth, 
Nach dean iad unnsa dhireadh oirn, 
‘S nach buinig iad na h-Innsean oirn, 
Gu ’n sguir iad far ’n do dh-inntrig iad. 

On chaidh na h-airm ’an tasgaidh oirn, 
Ge trie a’ ghairm gu faigh sinn iad, 
Nach foghnadh ciaidhean maide dhuinn 
Gu seasamh a’ chruin shasunnaich, 
Mar thug an diuc a dh’fhasan duinn ? 
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Ge morghalach righ Phruisia 
’S na righrean mor tha ’n trioblaid ris, 
S co neonach loams’ am Frisealach, 

’S am Baideanach le measrachadh, 
Bhi deanamh reit’s nach bris iad i. 

Bha mise uair’s gu’m faca mi 
Nach crcidinn bhuaithe facal doth, 
Nach bithinn suas ’nuair thachradh e, 
A liughad gruag a’s bagaisde, 
Bha fuasgladh anns an t-sabaid ud. 

‘Nuair dh-inntrigeadh an ascaoineis, 
Is ard a chluinnte ‘m Pabaidh iad; 
Flireagair coill a‘s clachan daibh; 
Cha bhiodh bean ‘an aite faicinn daibh; 
lad fein ‘s mac-talla bas-bhualadh. 

• 
‘Nuair bhiodh iad sgi ‘s na tagraichean, 
‘Se criochnacha ’ bhiodh aca-san, 
A‘g iarraidh iasad bhatachan, 
Gach tuairisgeul ri cblaistinn ann 
Nach cualas riamh o bhaisdeadh sinn 

Gur mairg a bhiodh ‘san ubaraid 
‘Nuair ghabhadh iad gu tuirneileis. 
Bhiodh fasgadh air na suilean ann; 
Bu lionmhor duirn a-s gluincan ann ; 
A‘s brcaban cha bhiodh cumhn’ orra. 

Phiodh rocladh airna claigcannan; 
Bhiodh sgornanan ‘gan tachdadh ann; 
Bhiodh meoirean air an cagnadh ann ; 
Bhiodh cluasan air an sracadh ann; 
Bhiodh spuaicean air an cnapadh ann. 

‘Nuair thuiteadh iad gu mi-cheutaidh, 
Bhiodh rusgadh leis na h-inean ann ; 
Bhiodh piocadh leis na bideagan; 
Bhiodh riabadh air na cireanan; 
Bhiodh cus de’n uile mi-loinn ann. 

Mu‘m biodh a’ chomh-stri dealaichte, 
Bhiodh dornagan ‘g an sadadh ann; 
Bhiodh sgrobadh air na malaidh ann ; 
Bhiodh beoil a‘s sileadh fal’ asda; 
‘S nis leor aig fear dha aithris ann. 

‘Nuair theirgeadh giubhas Lochlainneach 
‘S a' chbill’ an deis a stopadh oirn, 
Bu mhath na h-airm na bodchrannan; 
Bu sgiobailt iad an am bogsaigeadh ; 
Cha bhriseadh e na cogaiscan. 

‘S ann do ‘n tir bu shamhach so; 
Bu sholas inntinn bailli e; 
Bu lionmhor fear gu‘n aiteach’ ann, 
Dol gu fianais ‘s fiamh a bhathaidh air, 
Caoidh mu mhnai ‘s mu phaistean ann. 

Bha Uidhist air a narachadh. 
Bha lutharn air a fasachadh. 
Le guidheachan na caraid ud 
Bha solas air an abhairsear. 
Bu neonach leis nach tainig iad. 

Cluinnidh Mac-Cuinn an toiseach e. 
Cluinnidh a ris an Dotor e, 
Mar chriochnaichear na portaibh ud. 
Cha tairg e lan a’ chopain domh, 
Gu ‘m baraig e ba bhotul rium. 

Innsidh mi do dh-Uisdean e, 
D‘fhear Bhaille pairt do‘n t-sugradh, ud, 
Do’n Bhailli thair an duthaich e; 
Air ehaeh cha dean mi cumhnadh air, 
Bheir iad baidse a‘s durachd dhomh. 

ORAN, 

DO SHIR SEUMAS MAC-DHOMHUUILL 
SHLEIBHTE. 

Air tuiteam a’m’ cbadal 
A nis o cheann fada 

Gu‘n thachair dhomh acaid 
A stad ann am bhraghad, 

Tha chnead air mo ghiulan 
Tha amhgharach ciurrta. 

Cha bhi mi ‘ga muchadh, 
Gu ruisg mi os aird i. 

.Ach Dia bhi ‘ga chomhnadh 
‘S a riaghladh a roidean ! 

An ti ‘m beil mo dhochas 
Fo chomhnadh an Ard-righ, 

Lagaich mo dhorainn, 
Neartaich mo sholas, 

Chuir mi an dochas 
Bhi ni ‘s oige na tha mi. 

‘S iomadach buille 
So b’eudar dhuinn fhulang. 

Bha chuing air ar muineal 
‘S bu truim’ i na phraiseach 

Cho trom ri clach-mhuileinn 
‘Na sineadh air lunnan, 

Ri iargain nan curaidh 
‘S iad nil’ air ar fagail. 

Gradan a’ gheamhraidh 
A lagaich gu teann sinn, 

‘Nuair a chaill sinn ar ceannard, * 
Nach robh shamhla measg Ghael, 

Connspunn na h-aoidhealachd, 
Leoghann na rioghalachd, 

Dorainn r‘a innseadh 
Dha ‘n linne nach tainig: 

Dorainn r‘a innseadh, 
An dorainn a chlaoidh sinn, 

Thoirleum n-ar n-inntinn 
Cho iosal ri ‘r sailean; 

Ar Ceann-feadhna mor priseil 
Bu whor urraiu san rioghachd, 
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Gu’n do bhuin an t-eug dhinn e, 
• Ar mi-fhortan laidir ! 
Fhir a chunnaic ar cruadal, 

Leig umainn am fuaradh, 
Bi thusa ’na d’ bhuachaill 

Air na f huair sinn ’na aite. 
Cuir dhachaidh Sir Scumas 

Gun aireid, gun eislean, 
Gu chuideachda fein; 

Mhuire’s eibhinn a tharsuinn. 

Chriosda, gleidh dhuinne 
Ar buachaille cliuiteach, 

Ar n-uachdaran duthcha; 
Tha churam an drasd oirn. 

Allail ar fiuran, 
Smiorail, a’s grunndail, 

Fearail ri dimsgadh 
’Nan tiunntadh a mharan, 

Ar baranta muirneach, 
Carraig ar bunndaisd, 

Ar n-iuil’s ar cairt dhubailt 
S ar crun a’s an taileasg, 

An ramh nach ’eil bristeach, 
Ar lann ann am trioblaid, 

Ar ceannard’s ar misneach, 
Fear briseadh a'bhaire. 

■ An dusgadh no’n cadal duinn, 
’N urnuigh no’n achanaich 

Ar deirce ga nasgadh, 
Thu thigh’n’ dachaidh sabhailt. 

Muint’ ann an chleachdadh thu. 
Cliuiteach ri d’ cblaistinn thu, 

Muirneach ri t-fli aicinn 
Air each no air lar thu, 

Ar ’n-aighear’s ar solas, 
Ar fion air na bordaibh, 

Ar mire’s ar ceol thu, 
’S ar doigh air ceol-gaire; 

Ar connspunna feile 
A dheonaich Mac Dhe dhuinn 

Gu coir chur air steidhe, 
’S gu eucoir a smaladh. 

Gur h-innealt’ an connspunn 
Ceann-cinnidh Chlann-Domhnuill, 

Fear iriosal stolda 
Gun toir air an ardan; 

Eireaehdail, coimhliont’, 
Soilleir ’an eolas, 

Canair ’n am togbhail ris, 
Bochdan, mo lamhsa, 

Cuirteir na siobhaltachd, 
Urla na h-aoidhealachd, 

Tlusail ri dileachdain’s 
Cuimhneach air airidh, 

Aigeantach innsgineach, 
Beachdail air rioghalachd, 

Gaisgeach ro mhilten 
Nan sineadh e ’n gairdean. 

Mo run an sar ghaisgeach, 
Fear og a’ chuil chleachdaich, 

Fear morghalach gasda, 
Gun ghaiseadh, gun taire. 

Curaidh nam brataichean 
Guineaeh ri ‘m bagairt iad, 

Chuireadh an t-sradag 
‘Na lasair gun smaladh. 

A bhuaileadh a’ ehollaid 
Mu ’n chluain air an cromadh iad 

A ghluaiseadh neo-shomalt’ 
An coinneamh an nanihaid 

Le spaintichean loma, 
Le mosgaidean troma, 

Le fudar caol meallach 
‘N am teannadh ri lamhach. 

Ge fad a bha ‘n aeaid 
‘Na comlinuidh fo m’asgail, 

Fograidh mi as i, 
Thig aiteas ’na h-aite. 

Cuiridh mi airtneal 
Air fuadach gu chairtealan 

Nuair chuireas Dia dhachaidh 
Na dh-aisig mo shlainte. 

Moladh dha ’n leigh 
A dh-f hag fallain mo chreuchdan, 

Tharruinn mo speiread 
Ni’s treine na b’abhaist! 

Aghaidh Shir Seumais, 
Aghaidh na feile, 

Taghadh gach speulcair 
Thug an leirsinn ni b’f hearr dhomh. 

Aghaidh na staidealachd, 
Aghaidh na sgairtealachd, 

Aghaidh na maisealachd, 
Tlachd agus ailleachd: 

Aghaidh na fearalachd, 
Aghaidh na emioralachd, 

Aghaidh is glaine 
Bheir sealladh ’an sgathan. 

Aghaidh na stoldachd, 
Aghaidh na morchuis, 

Aghaidh an leoghainn, 
Aeh toiseachadh cearr air ! 

Buinidh dha ’n oigear 
Bhi currant ’an comh-stri, 

’S gur iomadh laoch dorn-gheal 
Bheir toireachd mas aill leis. 

Cha sugradh ri chlaistinn 
Bhi dusgadh do chaismeachd, 

Bhi rusgadh do bhratach 
Gu h-aigeantach stadail. 

Piob tholltach ’ga spalpadh 
Sior-phronnadh nam bras-phort, 

Fraoch tomach nam badan 
Ri brat-crann da charadh. 

Barant de dh-uaislean 
A’ tarruinn mu’n cuairt d’i; 

Gu’m b’fhearail an dulachas 
’N am buannach buaidh-larach. 

Ceathairne ghruamach, 
Gun athadh roimh luaidhe, 

Dh-fhagadh gun gluasad 
Cuirp fhuair anns an araich. 
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Gur h-iomadh sar-ghaisgeaeh 
Tha urranta smachdail, 

A theannadh a steach riut 
’N am aisith no cnamhain; 

Le'n spaintichean sgaiteach 
Cho geur ris an ealtainn, 

’N am bhualadh nan claigeann 
Gu ’n spealtadh iad cnaimhean. 

Gu fireachail aotrom, 
Air mhir’ anns a’ chaonaig, 

Bhiodli foil air na fraochaibh 
Mu ’n traoghadh an ardan : 

Le comunn gun chlaonadh, 
Gun somaltachd gaoirdean, 

’N am lomadh nam faobhar 
Ri aodainn an namhaid. 

Na’m faicte Sir Seumas 
’S gu’n cuireadh c feum air, 

Gur h-iomadh taobh dh-eireadh leis 
Reisimeid laidir. 

’An Alb’ a’s ’an Eirinn 
Cho deonach le cheile, 

O Chluaidh nan long gleusta 
Gu leum e Phort-phadruig. 

Uaislean Chinn-tire 
Bu dual da o shinnsir, 

Gu rachadh iad sios leis 
Gun di-chuimhn, gun fhailinn. 

Gu’m biodh iad cho tidheach 
’S gu’n dianadh iad mi-stath 

Mar leoghannan miannach 
’S gun bhiadh aig an alach. 

Chuireadh am buillean 
Gu fulang na spaintich. 

Dh-cireadh fir Mhuile 
Le eibhe nan cluinneadh iad, 

Dh-eireadh iad uile 
Gu h-urranta laidir. 

Dualchas a chumadh iad, 
Gualainn ri uileann iad, 

Buailidh iad buillean 
Mu’m fuilig thu tamailt. 

’S craiteach ri innseadh 
Bhi ’g aireamh bhur diobhail, 

Na thuit de’n dream rioghail 
Am mi-fhortan Thearlaich. 

ladsan cho iosal 
Fo shailean nan Duineach, 

Na cairdean cho dileas 
’S a bha inc ris a’ phaipeir. 

MARBHRANN 

DO SHIR SEUMAS M AC-DIIOMIINUII.L 
SIIL^IBIITE. 

[a dh-eug’s an roimh.] 

Dh-eireadh na Leodaich, 
Dh-eireadh’s bu choir dhaibh, 

Dh-eireadh, ’s bu deonach 
Thaobh eolais’s cairdeis. 

Thigeadh am mor-shluagh 
Brisg ann an ordugh, 

Sgiolta na connspuinn 
An toiseachadh blair iad. 

Dearbhadh na fearalachd 
Calma ’n am tarruinn iad, 

An calg mar na nathraichean 
’S fearann ’ga reiteach. 

Stroiceach le lannaibh iad, 
Dortach air falanan, 

Cocairean ealamh 
Air cheannan’s air chaimhean. 

Moch ’sa maduinn's mi ’g eirigh, 
Cha ’n e ’n cadal tha streup rium, 
'S fliuch mo leaba gun seasdar, gun samh- 

chair. 
’S fliuch mo leaba gun seasdar, &e. 

Cha ’n eil agam na dheigh, 
’N dels mo thaic-sa ’gam threigsinn, 
Ach maille claisteached a’s leirsinn a’s tab- 

hachd. 
Ach maille claisteachd, &c. 

’S trom a’ chuing-s’ air ar muincal, 
Air ar lionadh le mulad, 
Tha sinn sgith’s cha ’n ann ullamh a ta sinn. 

Tha sinn sgith, &c. 

Dhuisgeadh 'na d’ charraid 
Fir ur Ghlinne-garadh, 

B’e 'n dearmad gu’n ghainne 
Siol Ailein da fhagail. 

Daoine cho fearail, 
Cho saoireach air lannaibh, 

Gu faicte neul fal’ orr’ 
Gan tarruinn a sgabard, 

Inntinneach togarach, 
Impidh cha ’n obadh iad, 

Fior chruaidh gun bhogachadh 
’S obair air larach. 

Calma mar ehuraidhnean, 
’S mairg air an cuireadit iad; 

Sinn ri iargainn nan curaidh 
Nach robh ’n iasad ach diombuan, 
Gun fhear Hath a bhi uiF air an laraich. 

Gun fhear Hath, &c. 

Daoine morchuiscach measail, 
Daoine corr ann an iochd iad, 
Daoine crodha gu bristeadh air namhaid. 

Daoine crodha, &c. 

Ann an nine da fhichead 
Gur diobhail ar briseadh, 
Chuir e dubhailt a nis oirn e lathair ! 

Chuir e dubhailt, &c. 
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Chaill sin coignear no seisir 
Do na connspuinn bu treise, 
Nach robh boo ann am Breatann an aicheadh 

Naeh robh boo, &c. 

Ann an naislc’s ’an urram, 
Anns jfach deagh bhuaidh bh’air duine ; 
Ann an cruadal gu buinig buaidh-larach. 

Ann an cruadal,&c. 

"S bochd an ruaigs’ oirn an comhnuidh, 
Dh-f hag ar gualainn ’nan onar, 
Bhi sguabadh ar n-oigridh gun dail uainn. 

Bhi sguabadh ar n-oigridh, &c. 

Thainig moaghoil gu bron duinn, 
Thainig aighear gu dorainn, 
■ChaiH sinn amhare a’s solas ar sgathain. 

Chaiil sinn amharc, &c. 

Bas ar n-uachdarain priseil, 
Sgeul a’s cruaidhojfi chiuinntinn; 
Fhuair luchd fuatlr agus mi-ruin an ailleas.! 

Fhuair luchd fuatha, &c. 

Our h-e’m fuaradh-s’ an uiridh 
Chuir ar gluasad ’an trumad, 
So ’n ruaig tha ’gar n-iomain gu annrath'. 

So ’n ruaig tha gar n-iomain, &c. 

Bhi fo phuthar an sgeoil ud 
Gach aon latha ri’r beo-shlaint, 
Air bheag aighear, no solais, no slainte. 

Air bheag aighear, &e. 

Fhuair sinn naigheachd ar leatrom, 
Fhuair sinn naigheachd na ereiche, 
Sin an naigheachd thugleagadh d’ar n-ardan. 

Sin an naigheachd, &c. 

’S trom an galar’s is diubhail 
Moran uallaich ri ghiulan, 
Finn ar n-anail a mhuchadh’s ar dana. 

Rinn ar n-anail, &c. 

Xis on’s dileacljdan bochd mi, 
Oighre direach air Oisian, 
Bha ’g innseadh chruaidh, f hortain do Pha- 

druig. 
Bha ’g innseadh chruaidh, &c. 

Mi ’g innseadh cruas m’f hortain, 
Mar a dh-inntrig e ’n toiseach; I 
Clia’n ’eil brigh dhomh, no toirt bhi ’ga 

aireamh. 
Cha’n ’eil brigh, &c. 

Ach an sgriob thug a’ chreach oirn, 
Dh-fhag a chaoidh’ sinn 'ga h-acain, 
So i ’n dile chuir brat air na thainig. 

So i ’n dile ihuir, &c. 

I)h-fhalbh ar ceannard og maiseach, 
Bha gun ardan, gun ghaiseadh, 
Muir a thainig gu grad a thug hharc oirn. 

Muir a thainig gu grad, &c. 

Chuir ar leabaidh san droigheann, 
’S gun ar cadalthar faighinn, 
Ar suil frasach o’n naigheachd a thainig. 

Ar suil frasach, &c. 

O nach duil ri Sir Seumas, 
’S beag ar run ’an gair eibhinn, 
Bi’dh sinn tursach ’na dheidh gu ’s a has 

duinn. 
Bithidh sinn tursach, &c. 

Chaiil sinn duilleach ar geige, 
Grainne mullaich ar deise, 
So an turns chuir eis air ar n-armuinn. 

So an turns chuir, &c. 

’S eudar fuireach ri siochainnt, 
O naeh urrainn air stri sinn. 
Ach bhi fulang gu ’n striochd sinn d’ar nam- 

haid. 
Ach bhi fulang, &c. 

Ma thig oirn foirneart no bagradh, 
Sinn gun doigh air am bacadh; 
Tha sinn leointe ’nar pearsa ’s ’n-ar chi- 

leachd. 
Tha sinn leointe, &c. 

O’n la thainig am briseadh, 
A thug tearnadh ’nar meas duinn, 
Ar Ceann-tanach’s ar misneach g’ar fagail. 

Ar Ceann-tanach, &c. 

Dh-fhag e sinne bochd tursach, 
Ann an ionad ar curraidh, 
Gun e philleadh g’a dhuchannan sabhailt. 

Gun e philleadh, &c. 

Thug e sgriob air n-uaislean, 
Chaoidh’ cha dirich an tuath e, 
Tha sinn mi-gheanach truagh air bheag sta- 

tha. 
Tha sinn mi-gheanach, &c. 

Sinn mar chaoirich gun bhuachaill, 
’X deis an t-aoghair thoirt uatha, 
Air ar sgaoileadh le ruaig Tlle-mhartuinn. 

Air ar sgaoileadh, &c. 

Ar toil-inntinn’s ar solas, 
Craobh a dhideann ar corach, 
Ann an cathair na Roimh’ air a charadlu 

Ann an cathair, &c. 

Thu bhi ’n cathair na Roimhe, 
’S goirt ri innseadh na sgeoil sin! 
’Dhe! cha dirich Clann-Domhnuill ni ’s 

airde. 
’Dhe! cha dirich, &c. 

O'n la sgathadh ar n-ogan, 
A’ chraobh bu fhlathailc comhdach, 
Gun a h-abhall, air doigh dhuinn a tharail. 

Gun a h-abhall, &c. 
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Mor an sgeul san Roinn-Eorp e, 
Mor a bheud do righ Seorsa, 
Mor an eis air do sheorsa gu brath e! 

Mor an eis air do sheorsa, &C. 

Cha do dhuineadh an cota, 
’S cha do ghiulan na brogan, 
Neach an eunntadh iad coladh do phairtean 

Neaeh an cunntadh, &c. 

Ann an gliocas, ’s ’an colas, 
Ann an tuisge’s am morcdiuis, 
Is na gibhteanan mor a bha fas riut. 

Is na gibteanan, &c. 

Tba sinn deurach, bochd, tursach, 
Gnn gliair eibhinn, gun duil ris, 
Mar an Fheinn agus Eionn air am fagail. 

Mar an Fheinn, &c. 
% 

Sinn gun Oscar, gun Diarmad, 
Gun Gholl osgarra fialaidh, 
Gaeh craobh tlioisich air triall uainn gu Par- 

ra is. 
Gach craobh thoisich, &c. 

Ginn nam biuidheannan calma 
I^eis an d’umhlaicheadh Alba, 
’S iomadh ughdar thug seanehas mar bha sin. 

’S iomadh ughdar, &c. 

’S bochd a chriochnaich ar n-aimsir, 
Mar Mhaol-ciaran gun Fhe.'frcluiir, 
Sinn ag iargainn na dh-fhalbh uainn’s nach 

tainig 
Sinn ag iargainn, &c. 

‘Se ni’s cosmhuil ri sheanchas, 
Lion sinn copan na h-aingeachd, 
Gus ’na bhrosnaich sinn fearg an Ti’s airde. 

Gus ’na bhrosnaich, &c. 

Se’n Ti phriseil thug uainn e 
Chum na rioghaehd is buaine; 
O Chriosda, cum suas duinn na braithrean. 

O Chriosda, cum suas, &c. 

Kate—The poet laments the untimely death of 
' live or six of the M‘Donalds of Slate. Sir Alex- 
ander died, a young man, in 174(i; aud his son, 
the amiable and accomplished Sir James, died at 
Rome, in 1760, aged 2f>. This family prudently 
avoided committing themselves in the rebellion 
of 1745; but the bard appears to have been a 
thorough Jacobite. 

MOLADII CHLANN-DOMHNUILL. 

Ain fonn—“Oran aghunna da' b' ainm an 
spainteach." 

TAPADHleat, a Pho’ill ’le-Fhionnlaidh, 
Dhuisg thu mi le pairt de d’ chomhradh. 

Air bheagan eolais san duthaich, 
Tha cunntas gur gille coir thu. 
Chuir thu do chomaine romhad, 
’S feairde do ghuothach an comhnuidh 
’S cinnteach gar a leat ar baidse : 
’S leat ar cairdeas’m fad a’s beo thu. 

Mhol thu ar daoine’s ar fearann, 
Ar mnaithean baile, ’s bu choir dhut. 
Cha d’rinn thu di-ehuimlm’ no mearaphd : 
Mhol thu gach scan is gach- og dtiiubh. 
Mhol thu ’n uaislean, mhol thu ’n islean, 
Dh-fhag thu shios air an aon doigh iad. 
Na bheil de ’n ealain ri chluinntinn, 
Cha cliion dicheil a dh-fhag sgod oirr’. 

Teannadh ri moladh ar daoine, 
Cha robh e saoirbheach air aon doigh; 
An gleus, ’an gaisge’s ’an teomachd, 
Air aon aobhar thig ’nan codhail 
Nochdadh an eudann ri madan 
Cha robh gaiseadh turns a phor ud, 
Cliu a’s pailteas, mais’ a’s tabhachd; 
Ciod e ’n cas nacli faight’ air choir iad ? 

Cha- hu mhist’ thu raise laimh riut, 
’An am a bhi ’g aireamh nan connspunn, 
Gu inns’ am maise’s an uaislo, 
An gaisge’s an cruadal ’n am togbhail. 
B’iad sud na fir a bha fearail 
’Philleadh an-seasgair’an toireachd, 
’S a dh’fhagadh salach an araich 
Nam fanadh an namhaid ri ’n comhrag. 

Ach nam faiceadit tu na fir nd 
Bi uchd teine’s iad ’an ordugh, 
Coslas fiadhaich a dol sios orr’, 
Falbh gu dian air bheagan stoldachd; 
Claidheamh ruisgt ’an laimh gach aon fhir, 
Fearg ’nan aodann’s faobhar gleois orr’, 
lad cho nimheil ris an iolair. 
’S iad cho frioghail ris na leoghainn. 

Cha mhor a thionnal nan daoin’ ud 
Bha ri fhaotainn san Koinn Eorpa. 
Bha iad fearrail ’tin am caonnaig, 
Gu fuileach, faobharrach, stroiceach. 
Nam faigheadh tn iad ’an gliocas 
Mar bha’m misneach a’s am morchuis, 
C’ ait’ am feudadh tu aireamh, 
Aon chinne’ b’fhearr na Clann-DomhnuilL 

Bha iad treubhach, fearail, foinnidh, 
Gu neo-lomara mu ’n steras. 
Bha iad cunbhalach ’nan gealladh, 
Gun fheall, gun charachd, gun roidean. 
Go de dh-iarrta nuas an .^tnnsir, 
O mhullach an cinn gu’m brogan, 
’N donas cron a bha ri inns’ orr’, 
Ach an rioghalachd mar sheorsa. 

Aeh ma mhol thu ar daoin’ uaisle, 
Cuim nacli de luaidh thu Mac-Dhomhnuill 
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Aon Mhac Dhe bhi air 'na bhuachaill’ 
G’a ghleidheadh buan duinn ’na bheo- 

shlainte! 
On ‘s curaidh a ehoisneas buaidh e, 
Leanas ri dhualchas ’an comhnnidh, 
Nach deachaidh ncach riamh ‘na jjiuasaid 
Kinn dad buannachd air an eomh-stri. 

C’ait an dh-fhag thu Mac ‘Ic-Ailein 
‘Nuair a thionaileadh e mhor-shluagh, 
Na fir chrodha bu mhor alia, 
Ri linn Alasdair ‘s Mhontrois? 
‘S mairg a dhuisgeadh ruinn bbur n-aisith 
No thionndadh taobh ascaoin bhur cleoca 
Ge b‘e sail a bhiodh ‘gan amharc 
Cromadli sios gu abhainn Lochaidh. 

Ach ma chaidh tu ‘nan sealbhaidh, 
O’uim nach de sheanchais thu air choir iad 
Teaghlach nasal Ghlinne-garadh 
‘S nam fiurain o ghleannaibh Chnoideart. 
‘S iomadh curaidh laidir uaimhreach 
Sheasadh cruaidh ‘s a bhuaileadh stroicean, 
O cheani»Loch-Uthairn nam fuar-bheann 
Gu bun na Stuaidhe am Mor-tbir. 

An dh-fhag thu teaghlach na Ceapaich 
-S mor a’ chreach nach ‘eil iad comhslan, 
Dh-eireadh leinn suas ‘an aisith 
Le ‘in piob ‘s le ‘m brataichean sroile. 
Mac lain a Gleanna-Cothan, 
Fir chothanta ‘n am na comh-stri, 
Daoine foinnidh, fearail fearradha 
Rusgadh arm a‘s fearg na‘n sronan? 

Dh-fhag thu Mac Dhughail a Lathurn, 
(Bu mhuirneach gabhail a chomhlain,) 
Guide ri uaislean Chinntire, 
O’n Roinn Ilieh’s mhaol na h-Odha. 
Dh-fhag thu lari'Antrum a Eirinn 
Rinn an t-euehd am blar na Boine. 
’Nuair a dhluthaicheadh iad ri cheile, 
Co chunntadh feich air Clann-Domhnuill? 

Alba, ge bu mhor ri inns’ e, 
Roinn iad i o tlminn gu mointich. 
Fhuair an coir o laimh Chlann-Domhnuill, 
Fhuair iad a ris an Rota; 
’S ioma currai mhor bha innte 
Cunntaidh Antrum ge bu mhor i. 
Sgrios iad as an naimhdean idle, 
’S thuit Mac Gbuilbinn san toireachd. 

Bhuinig iad baile’s leth Alba; 
’S e ’n claidheamh a shealbhaich coirdhaibh. 
Bhuinig iad latha chath Gairbheach, 
Rinn an argumaid a chomhdach. 
Air bheagan conaidh gu trioblaid 
Thug iad am bristeadh a moran, • 
Mac’ Ill-lain ann le chuideachd, 
’S Lachann cutach Mac-an-Toisich. 

Nan tigeadh feum air Sir Seumas, 
Gun eireadh iad uile eomhlath 

O roinn Ghall-thaobh gu roinn He, 
Gach fear thug a shinnsir coirdhaibh. 
Thigeadh Mac-Choinnich a Brathainn, 
Mac-Aoidh Strath-Nabhair’s diuc Gordon, 
Thigeadh Barraich, ’s thigeadh Banaich, 
Rothaich a’s Sailich a’s Rosaich. 

Ar luchd daimh’s ar cairdeau dileas 
Dh-eiridh leinne a sios ’an comh-stri. 
Thigeadh uaislean Chloinne-Lean 
Mu’n cuairt cho daingheann ri d’ chota, 
lad fo ghruaim ’an uair a’ chatha 
Cruaidh ’nan lainhan sgathadh feola, 
Tarruinn spainteach laidir liobhar 
Sgoilteadh direach cinn gu brogan. 

Bhuidheann f huilteach, glan nan geur-lann, 
Thigeadh reiseamid nan Leodach, 
Thigeadh reiseamid nan Niallach 
Le loingheas lionmhor’s le seoltaibh, 
Foirbeisicli’s Frisealaieh dh-eireadh, 
’S thigeadh Clann-Reubhair ’an ordugh. 
’Nuair a dhuisgeadh fir na h-Iubhraich, 
Co thigeadh air tus ach Tomas!! 

Note.—There are several hillsinthelTighlands 
which still bear the name Tom-na h-Iulhraich, all 
haunted by the fairies. One of them is near 
Strachur. Lochfine side ; another near Inverness. 
According to popular belief, Thomas the Rhymer 
was captain of the fairy troops. 

ORAN DO’N TEASAICH. 

Airfonn—“Daibhidh g rosy ach crom ciar." 

’S mise chaill air geall na earachd, 
Bha eadar mi-fein sa chailleach, 
Gu’n tug i dhiom brigh mo bharra, 
Cul mo chinn a chuir ri talamh. 

M’ fhuil a’s m’ fheoil thugi dhiom, 
Chuir i cronan am chliabh, 
Be ’n droch codhail domh ’bhiasd, 
Gu robh toireachd ga diol. 

Chuir i boil am cheann is bu mhor i, 
Faicinn dhaoine marbb a’s beodha, 
Coltas Hector mor na Troidhe, 
S nan gaisgeach bha’m feachd na Roimhe. 

Cailleach dhuathsach, chrom, chiar, 
Bha lan tuaileis a’s bhriag, 
Chuir mi’m bruailean’s gach iall, 
’S chuir i’m fuadach mo chiall. 

’S bochd a fhuair mi bhuat am foghar, 
’S mi gun luaigh air buain no ceanghal, 
Mo cheann iosal a’s mi am laidhe, 
Bruite tinn a’s sgios am chnaimhean. 

Bha mo chnaimhean cho sgith, 
’8 ged do egathadh iad dhiom, 
Gu’n robh am padhadh gam chlaoidh, 
’8 gun traighinn abhainn le mhiad. 
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'S bochd an t-aite leap am fiabhras, 
J)h-f lianas daoine fada, riabhach, 
Glagaicb lag le fada ’n iargainn, 
Gann do dh’ fbalt a’s pailt de dh’ fhiasaig 

Pailt de dh’ fhiasaig gu’n tlachd, 
Chuir am hial air droch dhrcach, 
Deoeh no biadh theid a steach, 
A dha thrian innte stad. 

Do ehota fas is e gun lianadh, 
T-osan rocach air dhrocli fhiaradh, 
Gaol do choise nochdaidh pliathach, 
lonan cho fad ri cat fiadhaich. 

Gasan pliathadh gun sugh, 
Po’n da shleasaid gu’n high, 
Gur pailt liagh dhaibh no lunn, 
Gha bhean fior dhaibh nach lub. 

Bidh do mhuinneal fada, fcathach. 
’S taisnichean mar chabar cleibhe, 
Kasgadan glagach gun speirid, 
Gluinean ri tachas a cheile. 

Gluinean geura gun neart, 
\S iad cho ciar ris a chairt, 
Thu cho creubhi ri cat, 
B' fhearr an t-eug gad sgath as. 

A bhonaid da uiread sa b’abhaist, 
Air uaehdar currachd nach aluinn ; 
Cluasan gu’n uireasbhaidh fas a, 
Ceann cho lom ri cri na dearnaidh. 

Cha be ’n companach caomh, 
Dh-fhag cho lom mi’s cho maol, 
Rinn mo chom mar phreas caoil, 
Mar mhac-samhla do’n aog. 

Bidh tu coltach ri fear misge, 
Gun dad ol gun aon mhir ithe, 
Chionn nach bi lughs na d’ dha iosgaid, 
Bidh tu null sa nail mar chlisnieh. 

Bi’dh tu d’ shiachaire lag, 
’S ceann do shithe gun neart, 
Ann ad ghniomh cha bhi tlachd, 
Na d’ elms mhio-loinn air fad. 

ORAN NA H-AOISE. 

Air fokn—u The pearl of the Irish nation.” 

Cha tog mise fonn, 
Cha ’n eirich e learn, 

Tha m’ aigne ro throm 
Fo caslain’; 

Tha ’n cri tha ’na m’ chom 
Mar chloich’s i na deann, 

’S i tuiteam le gleann, 
’S cha ’n cirich ; 

Tha’ n gaisgeach nach tiom 
Rinn a’ cogadh’s ’a stri, 

Cha ’n fhaigh sinn a chaoidh 
Bhi reidh ris; 

On is treis’ e na sinn, 
Theid leis-an ar claoidh, 

’S cha teasairg aon ni 
Fo ’ij ghrein sinn ! 

’S cuis thursa gu dearbh 
Bhi ’g ionndrainn mar dh-fhalbh, 

Ar cruiteachd, ar dealbh 
’S ar ’n eugasg, 

Ar spionnadh, ’s ar neart, 
Ar cumadh, ’sar dreach, 

Ar cur an ann gleachd’, 
A’s streupa; 

Mar a sgaoileas an ceo 
Air aodainn an fheoir, 

‘S a chaochaileas neoil 
’S na ’n speuran, 

Tha ’n aois a’ teachd oirn 
Cumhach caointeach, lan broin, 

’S neo-shocrach ri Icon 
An te ud. 

Aois chasadach gharbh, 
Cheann-trom, chadalach, bhalbh, 

Ann an ion’s a bhi marbh 
Gu’n speirid; 

Cha ghluais thu ach mall, 
Agus cuaill’ ann do laimh, 

Dol mu’n cuairt air gach allt, 
A’s feithe; 

Cha chuir thu gu brath, 
’S cha chumhaidh dhut e, 

• Geall ruithe, no snamh, 
No leuma, 

Ach fiabhras, a’s cradh 
Ga t-iarraidh gu bas, 

Ni’s lionmhoir’ na plaigh 
Na h-Eiphit. 

Aois chianail ro bhochd, 
Ri caoidh na rug ort, 

Neo brigheil gun toirt, 
Gun speis thu; 

Do luchd comuinn, a’s gaoil 
Fo chomhair an aoig, 

Gun chomas a h-aon 
Din eirigh; 

Dh-fhalbh t-earnais, ’s do chuid, 
Dh-fhalbh slainte do chuirp, 

Thig ort fiiillinne tuigs’, 
A’s rcasain, 

Thig di-chuimhne, thig ba’chd, 
Thig diomhanas dha. 

Thig mi-loinn do chairdean 
Fein ort. 

Aois oghar gun bhrigh 
Ga t-fhogar gu cill, 

Dh-fhagas bodhaig a chinn 
Ro eitidh, 

Aois bhodhar nach cluinn, 
Gan toighe, gun suim; 
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Gun char foghainteach stri, 
No streupa, 

Aois acaidcach thinn 
Gun taiee, gun chli, 

Gun ghaisge, gun spid, 
Gun speirid, 

Lan airtneal’ a’s craidh 
Gun aidmheil bhi slan, 

Gun neach dha’m beil cas 
Dheth t-eigin. 

Aois ghrcryinach bhochd tliruagh, 
’S measa scalladh, a’s tuar, 

Maol, sgallach, gun gliruaig, 
Gun deudaich, 

Roc aodainneach, ehruaidh, 
Phreasach, chraicneach, lom, fhuar, 

Chrubach, chrotach, 
Gun ghluasad ceuma: 

Aois lobhar nan spioc 
JBheir na subhaileean dhinn, 

Co san domhainn le’m binn 
Do sheis-sa? 

Aois ghliogach gun chail, 
’S tu’s miose na’m bas, 

’S tu’s trie a rinn traill 
De ’n treun-fhear. 

Aois chiar-dubh a bhroin, 
Gun riondiachd, gun spors, 

Gun toil inntinn ri ceol 
Do eisdeachd; 

Rob fhiasagach ghlas, 
Air diiroch sheasamh chas, 

Leasg, sheotail, neo-gbrad 
Gu eirigh; 

Cha’n f liuilig thu’m fuachd, 
’S ole an urr’ thu ’n cas cruaidh 

’Se do mhuinghinn an tuath, 
’S an deirce; 

Cha ’n eil neach ort an thir, 
Nache aidmheil am beoil 

Gur fada leo beo 
Gun fheum thu. 

Aois main’ a’s ofe dreach, 
Orm is suarach do theachd, 

Cha ’n eil tuaraisgeul ceart 
Po ’n ghrein ort, 

Gun mhire, gun mhuirn. 
Gun spiorad, gun suth; 

Far an cruinnich luchd-ciuil 
, Cha teid thu, 
Aois chairtidh’s ole greann, 

Aois acaideach mhall, 
Aois phrab-simileach dhall 

Gun leirsin, 
Chas fheargach gun suth, 

Lan farmaid, a’s thu, 
Ri fear meanmach, boo, 

Lughmhor, gleusda. 

Faire ! faire ! dhuin’ oig, 
. Cia do bharantas mor, 
’Ne do bharail bid beo 

’S nach eug thu ? 
Tha’n saoghal, ’s an fheoil, 

Fior aontach gu leoir, 
Air do chlaonadh o choir 

Gu h-eacoir, 
Co fad ’sa tha ’n dail 

Thig ort teachdair o’n blias, 
Na creid idir gur faisneachd 

Blireig e; 
Biodh do gheard ort gle ehruaidh, 

’S tha do namhaid mu’n cuairt; 
Cha taigh crabhaidh 

An uaigh dha’n teid thu 

Ach fardach gun tuar 
Bhreun, dhaolagach, fhuar 

Anns an caraich iad suas 
Beat fein thu; 

Co mor’s tha e d’ bheachd, 
Dheth d’ stor cha teid leat, 

Ach bordain bheag shnaighte, 
A’s leine, 

Ach’s e curam as mo, 
Dol a dh-ionnsaidh a mhoid, 

Thoirt cunntas an coir, 
’S an ea-coir, 

Far nach seasamh do ni 
Dhut dad dheth d’ chuidfeich, 

’S mo an t-eagal 
Bhi’m priosan peine 
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EACHUNN MAC-LEOID. 

Eachtjnn Mac-Leoid, or Hector M'Leod, the South Uist hard, lived after 
the year 1745, on the main land, chiefly in the districts of Arisaig and Morar. He 
composed and sung as he was moved by those internal powers of which the gene- 
rality of men appear but little sensible. There are some individuals that appear 
heavy and destitute of parts, who are possessed of powers which attract the atten- 
tion and merit the esteem of those who are more intimately acquainted with them : 
our poet was one of these. What occasioned his removal from the Long Island we 
know not. It is not unlikely that he was sent hither to watch and give informa- 
tion of what was going on in those troublesome times. He went often to Fort- 
William,' as if doing something of no consequence, while in reality he was hearing 
all the news of the day, which he related to friends who durst not appear them- 
selves. Shrewd and intelligent, he concealed those talents from strangers* to whom 
he seemed fooling, which character he could assume as occasion required. As he 
was frequently going and returning the same way, he was suspected and brought as 
a spy before the Governor of the Fort: on being examined and interrogated, he 
acquitted himself so well, under the assumed character, that he was dismissed as a 
fc ol. 

MOLADH DO CHOILEACH SMEORAICH. 

Moch rnadainn shamhrai’ am mios fas mm 
mens, 

‘Nuair bu ro aluinn leinn sgiamli gack luis, 
Bha cuibhrig, air dhreach criostail de ‘n dealt, 
Na dhlu bhrat a’ comhdach gach cnuic. 

Sin am anns, am molaich -le duilleach gach 
craobh, 

‘S ro bhoidheach gach tullach fo bhla, 
A‘s nuallanach gach uile spreidh, 
A’ geimnich ri cheiT iad fein, ’s an cuid ail. 

An ceann leath dara mios an t-samhraidh, 
‘Nuair a‘s grianaich gach aon ardan, 
‘S gach fiadhair gu mion-bhreac, boidheach, 
Le meilbheig, le noinean, ‘s le slan-lus. 

‘Nuair bhios seillean le lan sholas 
Deilleanachd a measg nan dithcan, 
Cop meala mu ghob a chronain, 
A’ deoghladh nan geugan mine. 

! ‘Nuair bhitheas gach ailean, ‘s gach doire, 
Le bla uaine fo lan toraidh, 
A‘s meanglain gach craojbh sa’ choille 
Cromadh fo throm nam mcas milis. 

! 
Chualas.co-sheirm binn, ceolmhor, 
Reagan roimh eirigh na greine, 
Aig coftas coileich na smeoraich, 
‘S maighstir mac-talla ‘g a bheusadh. . 

An sin a chuladh mi‘n choileireachd binn, 
Bu curaideich seinn, gu cuimir, ‘s gu luath, 
Air feadan ga m'fhroagradh, gach seilan sa’ 

bheinn 
Ann an eirigh-na greine,“sa’m hadainn diluain. 

B‘e sin an ceol caoin gun tuchan gun sgread, 
Gun eislean, na stad na chliabh, no na ghob, 
Bu mhilse na binneas nan t§ud air fad, 
‘Nuair ghearradh e fead air deireadh gach 

puirt. 
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‘S iad sin na puirt a bha binn, mion, bras, 
Socrach ri ‘n seinn, gun ochan, gun chnead, 
Bu glan sgeiruh eudaich an eoin, ge bu lag, 
"San robh urrad de thlachd, na laidh air a nead. 

B‘annsa leam na fiodhall, a‘s piob, 
Bln tamull dhe ni'aimsirna m'shuidh na choir, 
On aig tha na puirt as fior chanaiche rainn, 
‘S a‘s ealanta seinn gun aon bhuile meoir. 

Bheirinn comhairle tra air gach nighin, ‘s 
nanai, 

Gach laidir, a‘s lag, gach beartach, a‘s bochd, 
lad a mholadh oid-iunnsaich an eoin, gu 

beachd, 
he h-inntinn cheart, gu h-an-moch, ‘s gu modi. 

MOLADH EAS MOR-TEIR. 

Eas Mhor-thir soraidh le d’ stoirra, 
Bu mhorghalach, gleodhraicli do thriall, 
Bu bharra-gheal fliuch dortadh nam bare, 
Bha toirleum le braidhe do chleibh. 

« 
ATa maoth-linntean tha balbh, mall, 
Far nach bith saobh-shruth a’ leum, 
'S gile ‘n cop ri ‘n taobh tha tamh 
Na caineichean aluinn an t-shleibh. 

‘S a choille tha timcheall do bhruach, 
Bu cheolmhor ceileireadh ian, 
Gu lurach air bharraibh nan geug, 
‘N am do ghrein togail o nial. 

As t-Samhradh nar thigeadh am blathas, 
Bu chubhraidh faileadh nan ros 
A dh-fhasadh ‘s na fasaichean fraoich, 
Tha ‘n taobh-s’ d‘an eas mheadhrach mhor. 

‘San fhobhar anns a choill sin Crois, 
Nam biodh tu coiseachd na measg, 
Chitheadh tu croit air gach gas, 
A lubadh fo chudrom a meas* 

Bu nuallanach, binn-ghuthach spreidh, 
Geimhich, iad f hein ‘s an cuid ail, 
Mu innis mhullaich an tuir, 
Far am bith ‘n t-sobhrach a’ fas. 

‘Nuair thigeadh am buachaill a mach, 
‘S a ghabhadh e mu chul a chruidh, 
Mu‘n cuairt do Bhad-nan-clach-glas, 
A bhuail’ air ‘m bu trie am bliochd. 

Thigeadh banarach na spreidhe, 
Ballag do nighinn chruinn aluinn, 
Fait clannach, fionn-bhuighe, dualach, 
Mu‘n cuairt da guaillean gu faineach. 

Shealladh i air feadh na spreidhe, 
‘S dh-eubhadh i “ Buigheag, a‘s Blarag, 
Niosag a‘s Donnag a‘s Guaillionn, 
Brinne ‘s an t-Agh-ruadh a‘s Casag.” 

Shuigheadh i gu comhard cruinn, 
‘S cuman eadar a da ghlun, 
‘S ghabhadh i ‘n t-oran gu binn:— 
“Thoir am bainne a bho dhonn.” 

‘Nuair thigeadh an spreidh a ris, 
Dh’ Acha-Uladail air f hodar, 
B’ oranach ceolar, clann Iain, 
Nan suidheadh fo‘n chrodh g‘am bleodhan. 

Bu bhinne na cuachan an fhasaich, 
Nuallan nan gruagaichean boidheach, 
Ann’, a’s Catriona a's Mairi, 
Fionnaghal a's Beathag a‘s Seonaid. 

Lionadh iad gach uile shoitheach, 
‘Scha b’ eagal gu‘n traghadh an di, 
Ged thigeadh an sluagh san radhad, 
Gheibheadh iad linntean na dibhe; 

Gu slamanach, finne-mheogach, onach, 
Mulchagach, miosganach, blathach, 
Muigheach, miosrach, miodrach, cuachach, 
Gruthach, uachdrach, sligcach, spaineach. 

Bu ruideasach gamhnan aguslaoigh, 
Bu mhigeadeach meinu a‘s uain, 
B’ aigionntach fiadh agus earb, 
A’ direadh ‘s tearnadh nan cruach. 

B’ ebhinn an sealladh o‘n traigh 
Loinggeas a’ snamh troimh na caoil; 
Turadh, a's teas anns gach aird, 
‘S an fhairge na clar comh-reidh caoin. 

‘Nuair a stadaimid aig a bhaile 
An deighe bhi sgith ‘s a mhonadh, 
Bhiodh duil againn ri lan glaine 
A searrag Mairi Nic-Cholla. 

MOLADH COILLE CHROIS. 

M'ionmiwinn, m'annsachd, ‘s mo thlachd, 
Ga ‘n tug mi toirt; [stud, 

Cha'n aicheadhain do'n chleir nach dcanain 
Sa’ choill sin Crois. 

’S binn cruit cheolmhor, a’s clarseach cheart, 
’S piob le cuid dos ; 

Ach ‘s binne na h-eoin a’ seinn mu'n seach, 
Sa’ ohoill sin Crois. 

i 
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Dh-aon innleachd d’an d’ fhuaradh amach, 
Gu‘r dion o‘n ole, [ceart, 

B’ fhearr dabhar nan craobh le smuaintean 
Sa’ choill sin Crois. [chos, 

Ged’ bhi‘dh tu gun ‘radharc sul gun lugh do 
A d’ dheoire bochd; [ais, 

Na‘m bu mhath leat do shlainte pbilleadh air 
Ruig coille Chrois. 

Aig ailleachd a luis a‘s misleachd a meas, 
‘S aig feabhas a blais; 

Cha'n iarradb tu sholas nam biodh tu glic, 
Ach coille Chrois, 

Am beil ccol-cluaise san t-saogal-sa bhos, 
Cho binn ‘s cho bras? 

Ri sior-bhoreadh stoir mil an eas, 
Ri taobh coilP Chrois. 

Tearnadh a bhuinne le creag. 
Gun uireasbhuidh ncart; 

Nach traoth, ‘s nach traigh, *s nach fas beag, 
Nach reodh ‘s nach stad. 

Is lionmbor bradan tarra-gheal, druim-bhreac, 
A leumas ris; 

Cho luath ‘s a tharas iad as, 
A comh-ruith bho‘n Eas. 

AN TAISBEAN. 

Moon madainn Cheitein ri cco, 
‘N am do‘n ghrein togail bho neoil, 
Chunna’ mi sealladh sa’ bheinn, 
‘S eibhinn ri eisdeachd mo sgeoil’. 

Bha dearsa le teas a’ cur smuid 
A bruachanan molach fraoich, 
‘S bha dealradh nan gathanan blath 
Cur sgeimh air cuirnean nam braon. 

Bha dealt a’ driuchdadh gu grinn, 
‘N am sgapadh do dhulachd an cheo, 
Na paidirean air an fhear, 
Mar leugan fo sgeimh an oir. 

Bha maghanan milteach feoir, 
Bu mheilbheagach’, dhitheanach’ bla, 
Air gach taobh dhe‘n uisge chruaidh, 
Bu luath mu thuath a ruitlrbalbh. 

Bha neonain, a‘s sobhrach gu dlu, 
Creamh, agus biolair a’ fas, 
Air aileanaibh aimh-reidh, ‘s air,loin, 
Far ‘m bu lionmhoire ros geal, a‘s dearg. • 

Bu cheolmhor, ceileireach, coin 
Air ghriananan eireachdail ard’, 
A’ freagradh a cheile gu grinn, 

■Cha‘n fhaighte ‘n cuirt righ ni b'fhcarr. 

Chunna’ mi ‘n uaigneas leis fein, 
Ag eisdeachd ri torghan nan eun. 
Air leam, de‘n chruthachd bheo. 
An aon duin’ ogab'aillidh sgeimh. 

0 nach robh de dh-fhearaibh chaich, 
Ach e-san, a‘s mi fein sa' ghleann, 
Smuaintich mi gu‘n gabhainn sgeul, 
Co e na‘m faighinn deth cainnt. 

Thainig e gu tosdach, mall, 
Gu foighidneach, foistineach, ciuin; 
Labhair e fosgara, reidh, 
“ A ghabhail sgeil a thainig thu.” 

Mu ‘s math leat naigheachd a thoirt uam 
Gu maithean Alba gu leir, 
Amhairc gu geur fada bhuat, 
‘S chi thu na sluaigh na‘n lan fheirg. 

Chunna’ mi’n fhairge mar choill’ 
Le crannaibh loingheis lan ard, 
Le brataichean anasach, ur, 
Air leam gu‘m b‘ann as an Spainn. 

Chunna’ mi cabhlach ro mhor, 
Gu gaireach gabhail gu tir, 
Bu luchdmbor, lan athaiseach iad, 
Suaicheantas Frangach na‘n croinu. 

Thainig na sluaigh sin gu tir, 
‘S cha b‘uaigneach an gluasad o thraigh, 
Bha lamhach nan canon, ‘s am fuaim, 
A’ gluasad air chrith na‘m beann ard . 

Chualadh mi coileach ‘s e gairm, 
‘S e bualadh a sgiathan gu cruaidh, 
A‘s thuirt an duine math sin rium:—— 
“ Cluinn coilcach na h-Airde-tuath . 

Chunna’ mi tighinn air thus 
Stiubhartaich, cinneadh an righ, 
Na‘m bocanan gioraig san leirg, 
‘Dhearg an airm le full san stri. 

Thainig Ciann-Domhnuill na‘n deigh. 
Mar chonaibh confoch gun bhiadh, 
Na‘m beathraichean guineach, gcur. 
An guailean a cheile gu gniomh. 

B’aluinn, dealbhach, am breid sroil 
Air a cheangal ri crann caol, 
An robh caisteal, bradan, a‘s long, 
Lamb dhearg, iclair a‘s ci’aobh. 

Bha fraoch os ceann sin gu h-ard’ 
Ceangailt’ am barr a chrainn chaoil, 
Bha sin ann, a‘s leoghann dearg, 
‘S cha b‘aite tearmuinn a chraos. 

Thairrneadh na sloigh air sliabh Fife, 
An coinneamh ri cath a chur, 
Fhuair iad brosnachadh fior mhear. 
Thug eirigh le buirbe na‘m fuil:— 
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“ A Chlancaibh milidh mosgailibh. 
Is somalta, cian ‘ur cadal, 
Teannaibh ri dioladh Chuilodair, 
Dh-at na fiachan so fada. 
Toisiohibh gu h-ardanach, 
Ga bras, riogbail, moralach, 
Gu mear, leumnach, dearg-chnoadhach, 
Gu luath-lamhach, treun-bhuilleaoh. 
Gu aigneach, innsginneach, 
Gu an-athach, namhadach, 
Gu mion-obuimhueach, dioghaltach, 
Gu gruamach, data, an-trocaireach, 
Gun tearmunn, gun mhathanas, 
Gun ath-thruas, gun bhuigeachas, 
Gun innidh, gun eagal. 
Gun umhail, gun fhaicill. 
Gun fhiamb, gun an-mhisneich, 
Gun churam, gun ghealtachd. 
Gun taise, gun fhaiteachas, 
Gun saidcaltachd, gun uamhann. 
Gun eiseamail, gun umhlachd. 
Gun athadh do namhaid 
Ach a gabhail romhaibh thoirt iubhair 
A’ cosnadh na cath-laraich.” 

Chunnaic mi air loath o chach 
Tri leoghainn a b‘fharsuinne craois 
Thug iad tri sgairtean cho ard’ 
‘S gu‘n sgain creagan aig mead an glaodh. 

Bha leoghann diu sin air chreig ghuirm, 
Dhalm b‘ainm Iain Muideartach og, 
0‘n Chaisteal thiream, ‘s o Bhorgh, 
I)e shliochd nan Collaidh bu bhorb colg. 

Thog sean leoghann luath a cheann, 
‘S a chas rioghall an Duntuilm, 
Dh’a’m bu shean eireachdas riamh, 
Buaidh nan sliabh an cas a chruinn, 

Thainig an treas leoghann diu 
0‘n choill’, ‘s o gharaidh nam bare, 
A‘s dh'ordaich iad pairt dhe‘n cuid sluaigh 
Dhol a thiolaiceadh nam marbh. 

Labhairt.—San an sin a thagh iad oifigich 
an-diadhaidh, an-trocaireach, an-aobhach, an- 
athach, an-iochdmhor. Agus thagh iad cuid- 
eachd de bhorb, bhrothach, bhodach, dha‘m 
b'airm chosanta spaidean, agus sluasaidean, 
gu tiolacadh nam marbh, agus gu glanadh na 
h-araich. Aonghas amharra a Eigneag—Ca- 
lum crosda a Gruluinn—Eoghann largalta a 
Crasabhaig—Dughall Ballach a Gallabaidh— 
Niall Eangharra a Raimisgearaidh — agus 
Domhnull Durrgha a Gearas. 

Chunna’ mi Gleann soileir uam, 
An robh eireachdas thar gach glinn, 
B'airde cheileirich’, cheolmhoir’ fuaim, 
Glaodhaich nan cuach os a chinn. 

Theid fargradh feadh Bhreatuinn guleir; 
Eirigh gu feachd fir gu leoir, 
Chi sibh na Gaeil a’ triall 
Le rioghalachd mar bu coir. 

Note.—The poet was a staunch Jacobite. In 
this Ode hedescribes what he and many others in 
his day most earnestly desired, and to which they 
eagerly looked, notwithstanding what they suf- 
fered at, and after the battle of Culloden. The 
bard gives full scope to his imagination; poeti- 
cally describing scenes which his active fancy 
draws before him. It was not safe, in his time, 
to express the real sentiments entertained on a 
subject so near and dear to the heart, and so full 
of danger to all concerned. He therefore makes 
use of the style and metaphors adopted, that the 
poem might be intelligible to those alone who 
contemplated the dark events of futurity. 

GILLEASPUIG NA CIOTAIG; 
OR, 

ARCHIBALD MCDONALD, THE LIST COMIC BARD. 

We know little more of this distinguished poet than the following songs contain, 
one of which was composed to the chief of the clan Cameron, who resided on his 
estate in Lochaber, when the poet visited that country. Having met with great 
kindness from the chief, the poet made the only return he could have made, and 
which was considered no small requittance in those days—he sung his praise. It 
was a tribute of gratitude. Another was composed to ridicule a vain young man ; 
who, it is still believed, had a better right to the property of Lovat than the person 
who succeeded to it; but being guilty of murder, was obliged to fly the country. 
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He used to appear in a dress, which, in his estimation, completed the gentleman ; 
but in the eyes of others made him ridiculous. Happening to be at a wedding in 
his full dress, with his hanger, or dirk, dangling at his side in the dance, and 
buckled shoes, the piper imprudently played the tune “ Tha biodag air mac 
Thomais,”—a satire composed by our bard to the identical man. He, incensed, 
drew his dirk, which all supposed he would sheathe in the bag of the piper, but, in 
his fury, mortally wounded him. He escaped to America, and durst not appear to 
claim the estate. His other poems remind us of similar pieces by Burns. Men of 
genius have similar ideas, and make use of the same means to expose such as they 
observe laying themselves open to ridicule. 

MARBHRANN DO DH’ 

Fhiiaik mi sgeula bho‘n ghobha, 
Cha‘n aobhar meoghail, ach gruaim, 
E-fein fo mhi-ghean, ‘s fo thnoblaid, 
Ri iarunn cist’ do dh’ Iain Ruadh.* 
Saoir a’ locaradh, ‘sa’ sabhadh, 
‘S a chulaidh bliais ‘ga cuir suas, 
Samhach cadal na corra, 
Cha chlainnear tuilleadh a fuaim. 

Ckaidli na maidean a ordugh, . 
Cka‘n aithne dhomh-s an cuir suas, 
Tha'n gaothair air stopadh, 
Tha‘n da dhos na‘n trom-shuain. 
Chaill an seannsair a chlaisteachd, 
Tha‘n glens air a ghrad leigeadh suas, 
0‘n trie a thainig ceol taitneach, > 
Ragha cnismeackd mo chluais, 

Ceol bu bhlasd’ a‘s bu bhinne, 
‘Dhusgadh spiorad do‘n t-sluagh, 
Ceol bu tartaraich’ siubhal, 
Thionndadh tioma gu cruas: 
Ceol mar smeorach a ghlinne, 
Ceol a‘s binue na cuach; 
Meoir gun bkraise, gun ghiorradh, 
Dian ruith-leumnach, luath. 

Bu sgiolta sealleadh do sheannsair, 
Air port, ‘s air crunn-luath, *8 air cuairt, 
Pronnadh cnaparra, lughmhor, 
Caismeaclid shunntach ‘san ruaig; 
Dheanadh gaisgeach dc’n sgliuraich, 
Chuireadh diun-laoch na luaths, 
Claidhean glasa ’gau rusgadh, 
Claignean bruit' aig luchd fuath. 

’S iomadh aon tha ga’ iundrain, 
O’n chaidh uir ort san uaigh :— 
An toiseach labhair an spliucan, 
Bhiodh tu giulan gach uair. 

* John M'Quithen, a piper in South Uist. He 
was a areat companion and favourite of the barci.j 
This elegy was composed w hile the piper was 
living. I 

IAIN RUADII PIOBAIR. 

“ Tha mi fein gun tombaca, 
Cha b’e cleachdadh a fhuair, 
’S trie chuir Iain fo m’aisne, 
Greim, a's cairteal, a^ cuach.” 

Thuirt a ghloin’ a bha’n Asdain, 
“ Mo sgeul craiteach, ro ohruaidh ! 
Dh-fhalbh mo shugradh, ’s mo mharan, 
Thug am has leis Iain Ruadh ; 
Fear a chluicheadh a chlarsach, 
Dheanadh dan, agus duan, 
Cha b’e Caluinn a chrampaidh 
Fonn a b’fhearr leis ’g a luaidh.” 

Thuirt am pigidh bha lamh ris,— 
“Faigh an t-arca gu luath, 
Cuir am chlaigeann-sa spairt e, 
Tha tart’s gach aite mu’n cuairt. 
Thainig con-traigh na plaighe, 
Tha nithe gnathaichte bhuainn, 
Cha bhi reothart gu brath ann, 
’S ann a thraigheas an cuan.” 

Thuirt am buideal, ’s am botal, 
Thuirt an goc ris an stop, 
Thuirt an copan, ’s an t-slige ; 
“ ’S mor an sgrios th’air tigh’n oirn. 
Tha gach sruth air a dhunadh, 
Bha cuir a dh-ionnsaidh nan ion, 
Cha’n fhaighear drap air an urlar, 
A fhliuchas bru Dhomhnuill oig.” 

O’n dh-fhalbh an companach sar-mhath, 
Dh-fhalbh an rabhart, ’s an spors, 
Dh-fhalbh beannachd na cloinne, 
’S e sheinneadh an ceol. 
‘Nis o rinneadh do charadh 
‘N ciste chlaraich nam bord, 
‘S mor as mist iad am Pharo, 
Gun fhear do ghnais a bhi beo. 

Dh-fhalbh an deagii ghilie cuideackd, 
Nach robh sgrubail san osdV; 
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Dh-fhnlbh fear traghadh nan searrag, 
Chosgadh barrachd thar stop. 
Dh-flialbh fear deanadh nan duanag 
Leis an luaigbte gach clo, 
Cha b‘e ghnas a bhi gearan, 
Ge h-ioma giain’ thug dha peg. 

‘S beag mo shunnt ri lath feille, 
‘S beag mo speis dheth gach ceol, 
‘S beag mo thlachd dhe bhi ’g eisteachd, 
Gaoir theud fhir nan croc. 
Leam a b'annsa do bhruidhcan, 
‘N am suidhe mu bhord, 
Na droch dhi’eochdan air fidhill. 
Mar fhuaim snithe an loin. 

Bha thu d’ dhamhsair air urlar, 
Bha thu siubhlach air snamh; 
Bha thu d’ chairiche lughmhor, 
Cha bhiodh tu d’ luireich fo chach. 
Drram leum, agus ruithe, 
Glac threun a ruitheadh an ramh, 
‘San am caitheadh na cloiche, 
Bu leat an toiseach air each. , 

Thoir mo shoraidh-sa tharais, 
Dh-ionnsuidh ‘n fhearainn ud thall; 
O nach faod mi bhi mar ribh, 
‘S leibh mo bheannachd snn am. 
Biodh an uaigh air a treachladh, 
Ann am fasan nach gann; 
Buideal rum aig a chasan, 
‘S rol tombac aig a cheann. 

AISEIRIGH IAIN RUAIDII. 

LUINNEAG- ' 

Ho-ro gu‘m. b'eibhinn leam, 
‘ Chluintinn gu'n do dh-eirich thu, 
‘S ann leam a‘s ait an srjeula sin. 
On chaidh an t-Eug cho teann ort. 

Chtjaladh mi gu‘n chailleadh thu, 
‘S gu‘n do rinneadh t-fhalaire, 
‘S e cuis mu‘n robli mi gearanach, 
Do bhean a bhi na bantraich. 

Ho-ro, <5'c. 

Thug iad bho na h-osdairean 
Buidealan gu torradh dhut. 
Mu bheireas mi gun ol orra, 
‘S e ni sinn seorsa bainnse. 

Ho-ro, §c. 

On tha giubhas sabhte agad, 
‘S gu‘n d‘rinn an gobha tairnean dut, 
‘S ann theannas sinn ri bata 
Theid do 1’Iiaro dh-iaraidh Branndai, 

Ho-ro, $c. 

Cha bhi dad a dh‘eis oirre, 
Gheibh i gach ni dh‘f heumas i, 
Ni’n lion audach a main-sbo\ d‘i, 
‘S gu‘n dean na speicean crann d‘i. 

Ho-ro, 4-c. 

Cha’n easbhuidh nach bi ballaibh ann, 
Gu cuplaichean, ‘s gu tarruinnean, 
Tlia ropaichean gun ghainn’ againn, 
‘S ga‘n ceangail sinn gu teann iad. 

Ho-ro, S;c. 

Cha‘n eil m'inntinn gearanach, 
0‘n chuir thu dhiot an galar ud, 
‘S ann tha do phiobna deannal, 
A toirt caithream air ceol damhsaidh. 

Ho-ro, §c. 

‘Nuair bha thu ann san reiseamaid, 
Bu sgairtail, tapaidh, treubhach, thu, 
Na h-uile fear a le'umeadh ort, 
Ghreadadh tu gun taing e. 

Ho-ro, Jfc. 

‘Nuair bha thu na t-oganach, 
Bu lionmhor ait’ am b‘eolachthu, 
Chunna’ mis’ an closaidean, 
Ag ol an Amsterdam thu ! 

Ho-ro, SfC. 

ORAN CNAIDEIL 

DO ’n olla leodach. 

LUINJJEAO. 

Thvgaibh, thugaibh, bo ! bo ! bo ! 
An Doctor Leodach ’s biodag air, 
Faicill oirbh san taob sin thull 
JVach toir e ’n ceann a thiota dhibh, . 

Nuaie bha thu a d’fhleasgach og, 
Bu mhorchuiseach le claidheamh thu, 
Chaidh Ailean M uillear riut a chomhraig, 
‘S leon e le bloidh spealun thu. 

Thugaibh, §c'. 

Bha thu na do 1 hasbair corr, 
‘S claidheamh-mor an tarruinn ort, 
An saighdear ’ measath’aig righ Deers", 
Chomhraigeadh e Alasdair. 

Thugaibh, &c. 

Gu’ bhiodh sub i t air do thaobh, 
Claidheamh ca sa ghliogartaich; 
Cha’n eil falc:i:r ttiig o‘n traigh, 
Nach cuir thu ouir nan itean d‘i. 

Thugaibh, S/e, 
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Biodag’s an deach an gath-seirg 
Air cries seilg an luidealaich; 
Bha seachd oirlich oirr’ a mheirg, 
Gur mairg an rachadh bruideadh dh’i. 

Thugaibh, fyc. 

A bhiodag ‘s mios’ th’ anns an tir, 
‘S a beart-cbinn air chrith oirre, 
Chnamh a faobhar leis an t-suith, 
‘S cha ghearr i ’n im na dh’ itheadh tu. 

Thugaibh, fyc. 

Claidheamh, agus sgabard dearg, 
S cearbach sud air arnadan, 
•Ghearradh amhaichean nan sgarbh, 
A dh-fbagadh marbh gun anail iad. 

Thugaibh, fyc. 

C!ha ne deocb bhainne, na mheig, 
‘S cinnteach mi rinn ucsa dhiot; 
Ach biadh bu docba leat nan t-im, 
Giobainean nan gugachan. 

Thugaibh, §c. 

*S iomad farspag rinn thu mharbhadh, 
A‘s sulair garbh a rug thu air, 

v A bhlianna sin, mu ’n deaeh thu 'n arm, 
Chuir uibhean sgarbh cioch-shlugain ort. 

Thugaibh S;c. 

‘Nuair theid thu na chreig gu h-ard, 
Cluinnear gair nan iseanan; 
‘S mu thig am fulamair a d’ dhail, 
Sathaidh tu do bhiodag ann. 

Thugaibh, fyc. 

‘Nuair a theid thu sa’ Chreig-bhain, 
Cha mhor do sta ‘sna sgurrachan; 
Cha tig na h-eunlaidh a'd’ dhail, 
T<e faileadh do chuid drogaiohean. 

Thugaibh, 

‘Nuair a theid thu air an rop, 
A righ bu mhor do cudthrom air; 
Mu thig an cipean a‘s a ghrund, 
Cluinnear plumb ’nuair thuiteas tu. 

Thugaibh, &c. 

Bu tu theannaicheadh an t-sreang 
Cha‘n bhi i fann mur bris thu i, 
Direadh ’s na h-iseanan a d’ sgeith, 
Air learn gu‘m feum thu cuideachadh. 

Thugaibh, §<:. 

Cha mharbh thu urrad ri each, 
Ge leathan laidir mogur thu; 
‘S t-airm cha dian a bheag a sta, 
Mur sgriobar clar, na praise leo. 

Thugaibh, &c. 

Note—Dr. M'Leod, the subject of this song, 
was a native of St. Hilda. He was some time 
abroad as surgeon to a Highland regiment, and 
on Ills return home he used to go about in his full 
uniform, in which the poet thought he made rn 
t her an odd figure. 

BANAIS CIIIOSTAL-ODHAIR. 

LCINNEAG. 

A bhanais a bha'n Ciostal-odhar, 
Ann an Ciostal-odhar, odhar, 
A bhanais a bha'n Ciostal-odhar, 

Cha robh othail choir oirre ! 

Thainig fear a staigh ga‘m ghriobadh, 
Dh-innse gu‘n tainig am pigidh, 
Fhuaras botul lionadh slige, 

Bu bhinn glig a‘s cronan. 
A bhanais, &c. 

Thainig fear a nuas le mi-mhodh, 
Gu e-fein a chuir an ire, 
Thoisich e air bleith nan inean, 

Gu mi-fhin a sgrobadh. 
A bhanais,,8fC. 

Ach labhair mise gu fiadhaich :— 
“Mas ft mi-stath tha thu ’giarraidh; 
Gur docha gu‘n cuir mi‘n f hiacail. 

Air iochdar do sgornain !” 
A bhanais, &c. 

Smaointich mi eiridh ‘n-am sheasamh, 
On bu ghna leam a bhi ‘g eadradh, 
Ole na dheigh gu‘n d‘rinn mi’ leagadh, 

‘S bhuail mi breab san toin air. 
A bhanais, fyc. 

•‘Nuair a chaidh na fir gu riasladh, 
Gu‘n robh ceathrar dhiu sa ghriosaich; 
Am fear bu laige bha e‘n iochdar, 

‘S thug iad mirean beo as. 
A bhanais, $c. 

■Nuair a thoisich iad airbuillean, 
Ch& robh mi-fhin a’ cur cuir dhiom. 
Gus na mhuigh iad air mo mhuinneal, 

‘S air duileasg mo shroine. 
A bhanais, &c. 

An sin ‘nuair a dh’ eirich an trioblaid, 
Thainig iad far an robh mise, 
Thog iad mi mach thun na sitig’, 

Theab gu‘n ithte beo mi. 
A bhanais, &c. 

*» 
Thug iad a mach thun nan raointean. 
Mar gun reachadh cu ri caoirich, 
‘S am fear nach do sgrob iad aodann, 

Bha aodach ga shroiceadh. 
A bhanais, &c. 

’Nuair thoisich iad air a cheile, 
Stradadh na fal’ anns na speuran; 
Bha ‘mis’ an aite gan eisdeachd, 

‘S gun b’ eibhinn an spors iad. 
A bhanais, Sfc. 
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« 

Bhuail iad air a cheile chnagadh, 
Leig iad air a cheile shadadh. 
Shin iad air aithris na braide, 

‘S air cagnadh nan ordag. 
A bhanais, &c. 

Fear ri caoineadh, fear ri aighear. 
Fear na sheasamh, fear na laidhe. 
Fear a pogadh bean-an-taighe, 

Fear a gabhail orain ! 
A bhanais, &c. 

(’ha robh ann ach beagan dibhe, 
Leig iad a dh-iunnsaidh an cridhe, 
Bha fear a‘s fear aca rithist, 

Gun bhruidhinn gun chomhradh. 
A bhanais, &c. 

Sin ‘nuair a labhair am fidhleir :— 
“ Chuir sibh mo phuirt feadh na fidhle; 
‘S mis am fear gu‘n tig an dilinn, 

Nach toir sgriob air ceol duibh.” 
A bhanais, &c. 

ORAN DO LOCHIAL. 
Air fonn.—“ Tiveedside.''' 

O thainig mi dhuthaich Lochial, 
Cha rabh iad rium spiocach na bochd, 
Fhuair mi uile nan comunn gun ghiomb. 
Ban fialachd, gun chrine, gun sprochd, 
-Muinntir ghasda dha ‘n duchas deadh ainm, 
Buidhean shealbhach fon airm air gach cnoc, 
Bha sud ann an duclias ahuibh riamh, 
•S mor cliuiteach am bliadkna ar ceann stuichd. 

Dhomhnuil Oig, o‘n a fhuair tha do choir, 
Lean am biuthas bu nos, a‘s cha ‘n ole, 
i«Vu furanach, farasda, foil, 
Ris na daoine nach dconaich do loehd, 
Ni eiridh gu d’ chuideachadh suas, 
Nam taieeadh iad tuairgne teachd ort, 
Rachadh ullamh gu rusgadh nan laim, 
‘S iad a chasgradh a namhuid le toirt. 

•S d‘thu ‘n gasan, tha cireachdail ard, 
‘S d‘thu macan gun ardan gun mhoit, 
‘S d‘thu ‘n cuiridh gun ghaise, gun gfhiamh, 
‘S d‘tlm ‘n gallan dh’ flms sgiamhach le toirt, 
Gu deas direach o‘d mhullach gu d’ bhonn, 
•S deadh spiorad neo-throm ann ad chorp, 
Aghaidh sboilleir tha seire ann ad ghnuia, 
Suii smiorail an diunlavich fo d’ roisg. 

Aghaidh shuilbhear as taitniche snuadh, 
Aghaidh fhlatbail neo-ghruamach nach tais, 
Aghaidh smachdail am keil buirb agus cruas. 
Mu nithear do ghluasad gu brais; 
Tha thu siobhalt, lan iochd agus truais, 
Tha thu measail air sluagh anus’ gach staid, 
Sar cheannard nan gaisgeach bheir buaidh, 
Thog thu suas iad gu cruadal gle mhoch. 

10 

Sar cheannard ‘san dutsa bu dual, 
Bhi gu fuasgailteach cruadalach glic, 
Fhir a ghineadh, ‘sa bhuineadli o‘n dream, 
A fhuair urram ‘sna streupan gu trie, 
Buidhean fhuilteach nach geilleadh ‘sau t-stri, 
Buidhean chunbhallach, innleaohdach, chlis, 
Buidhean aingeantach, luthor gun fhoill, 
Buidhean uai‘reach le sgoinn a ghleidh meas. 

Cha ne fochan an fhoilaich an sonn, 
Ach an tabhall dh‘f has trom anns an lios 
Dhaindeoin doineanan faoillich, na mart, 
Cha chrion i, eba searg as cha bhrist; 
‘Sann a bhios i fo duilleach a ghuath, 
‘Si cinntinn gu h-ard le mortheas, 
Fo sgaile bidh fasga, as bias, 
Aig gach geig bhios ‘garach dea’-mheas. 

Cha chraobh mhosgain, nachrionaich ath‘ann, 
Ach an cuilean ‘sgach am a bhios gorm, 
Cha ghais sneachda, na gliobhaid an crann, 
Na flichne, na geamhrudh, na stoirm, 
Slat dhe‘n fhion-fhuil dha ‘n dligkeacb bhi 

ann, 
Sa thainig gun gbanntar le foirm, 
Cha bhi camshronaich tuilleadh gun cheanji, 
Sann a thilleas an campar gu toirm. t 

Cha n’ ioghuadh leam idir an uaiil, 
‘N deigh na fhuair iad do chruadal, 's do 

chlaoidh, 
Ri iarguin nan gaisgeach bha ‘uatha, 
B’ fhearr alia as luaidh anns an tsaoghal, 
‘Nuair bha lad air fogradh, ‘s air chail, 
‘San cuid fearainn san am sin dha‘n dith, 
Gus an d’ thainig reachd rioghail an aigh, 
Chuir dhachaidh gach armunn go thir. 

‘Nuair theid Achnacaradh air doigh, 
‘Sa ni Domhnull ann comhnuidh le sith, 
Thig cleachda^h a shinnsireachd beo, 
‘S freagraidh creagan na moiutich do‘n phiob; 
Bidh toilinntinn aig t-uaislean, as spois, 
Theid mi-ghean air fogradh as sgios, 
Bidh fudar ga losgadh gu leoir, 
‘S daimh chroice air an leonadh san f hrith. 

Gu meal thu nis t-fhearann as t-inbho, 
Gach urram, gach brigh a‘s gach agh, 
‘S do phosadh ri maighdean dheas ghrinn, 
Dha‘m bi maise le aoidh, as le gradh, 
Dha ‘m bi gliocas le fiosrach ‘sle ceill, 
Dha ‘m bi cairdean bhios treun an deadh ainm, 
Dha ‘m bi urram gach subbaile a‘s beus, 
Dha ‘m bi foghlum le coutabh gun mheang. 

Leat a dh‘eireas do chinneadh nach ganc, 
Gach meanglan gu ceanusgalach cruaidh, 
‘Nuair a thogair do bhratach ri crann, 
Chithar darach ‘san am ga chuir suas, 
Bi‘dh gach treun-fhear, ‘s gach fuirbi gtm 

mheang, 
Gu tartraclmeo-fhann dol nan gluas‘d, 
Nial frioghail ro-ghuineach nan deann. 
Grad tharruinn nan lann as an truaill 
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Thig Gleann-Nibheis a stuirt, a‘s a cco, : Bka Clann Dombnuil co-aontach dhut riamh 
Thig Callard gu stroiceach le fhuirt ! ‘Sann ad chomunn a dh’ iarradh iad stad; 
Thig au teaghlach dlia ‘m buineadh an t-Sron, Anns gach laraich ‘n am tagraidh na stri, 
Ni iad reubadh as leonadh air cbuirp, i Bliiodh an claidheamh gu dileas cuir leat; 
Leiteii'-Fhiunlaidh, ‘s Loch-Airceig gu dian, i ‘S gach aon tha do Stiubhartaich beo, 
Gleann-Laoigh nach ‘eil fiamhach ‘san trod, 1 Bidh iadsan gu deonach ‘na ‘d thaic, 
Thig Ceann-Loch, leat Locho’, ‘s Lochiall, j Cha ‘n ‘eil finneadh feadh Albuinn bheii 
Thig bho Shuainart gun ghniomk h-ugad cus. buaidh, 

! Nach eil Camshronaich fuaighte riu’ le beachd 
‘Sioma’ cairid tha agad mun cuairt, 
A deas, a‘s a tuath thig gu t-fheachd, 
‘S leat na Caimbeulaich cinnteach gu leoir, 
Tha do cheangal rin cleith, ‘s bidh iad leat, 
Loch-nan-Eala dhut dileas gu leoir, 
Teaghlach faramach crodha, ‘m b’ ’eil neart, 
‘Sam Barrabreac cha dibir thu beo, 
Bidh e seasmhach an conuidh le neart. 

Tha do chairdeas ri iomadach dream, 
Nach eoil domh san am thoirt a steach, 
Ged bu mhiann leam do leantuinn san rann, 
Tha m’ fhiosrachadh gann air do neart, 
Le sin ni mi t-fhagail san am, 
Ann an urram, an gradh, a-g am meas, 
Le guidhe deadh chliu, agus slainte, 
Bhi gad leantuinn mar chairdean am feasd 

d\jghall bochannan. 

Dugald Buchanan was born in the parish of Balqiridder, Perthshire, in the 
year 1716. His father was a small farmer, who also rented a mill. His mother was 
an excellent and pious woman ; bnt, unfortunately for him, she died when*he was 
only six years old. His father gave him such education as he could afford; and that 
appears to have been more than was commonly taught at country schools at that 
time. When he was only twelve years of age, he was sent to teach in another 
family, where he did not improve in bis morals, as he learned to curse and swear. 
When he was farther advance*! in life, he became loose and immoral, associating 
with bad company, and apparently regardless of the pious example that had been 
set before him by his mother. When he grew up, he was apprenticed to a house-' 
carpenter in Kippen, where be did not continue long, till he removed to Dumbar- 
ton. Here he continued the same course of profane and sinful practice that after- 
wards caused him much trouble and remorse of conscience during many years, until 
at last he obtained peace with God, and became a sincere and eminent Christian. 
He does not appear to have settled long in any place, till the “Society for Propa- 
gating Christian Knowledge” appointed him schoolmaster and catechist at Kenlocb 
Ranoch, in the year 1755. In this remote place he laboured with great pains and 
diligence in his calling during the remainder of his days; and here he composed 
those hymns which will render his name as lasting as the language in which they 
are written. Besides the hymns, he wrote a diary, which was published in the yeai 
1836, with a memoir of the author prefixed. Prom this memoir we shall copy a 
short abstract of his labours and diligence at Kenloch Ranoeh. Although he was 
not a regular licentiate, he acted as a kind of missionary; and exhorted, preached, 
catechised,- and reproved, till he wrought a great reformation on the people in that 
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district:—“ Ranoch is an extensive district, in the parish of Fortingall. It is situ- 
ated at a great distance from the church, and the clergymen visited it at long 
intervals. The people, therefore, instead of assembling on the Sabbath to worship 
God, generally met to play at foot-ball. Moved with zeal for the glory of God, and 
grieved at the sins he witnessed, he zealously set about reforming the people, by 
convincing them of the sinfulness of their ways. Finding it impossible to bring 
them together for prayer or exhortation, he would follow them to the scene of their 
sinful amusements, and there reason with them about death and judgment to come. 
By the great and disinterested anxiety he manifested for their spiritual welfare, some 
of them were brought to a better observance of the Sabbath, by uniting with him in 
the worship of God. The impression made on the minds of those who came to hear 
him was such, that they persuaded their friends and neighbours to come also, which 
gradually drew a more numerous attendance. His piety and excellence of charac- 
ter becoming now generally known, the numbers who flocked from all parts to hear 
him were so great, that the house in which they had hitherto met was insuflacient to 
contain them : he therefore adjourned with the people to a rising ground on the 
banks of the Ranoeh. Nor was he attended by those only among whom he lived, 
but by many from other remote parts, who were attracted by the fame of his piety. 
In addressing the people, his meek and gentle spirit led him to dwell most on the 
loftier motives—the more tender appeals with which the gospel abounds; but, to 
stubborn and determinate sinners, he was severe in discipline, encountering them 
with the terrors of the Lord, that he might win them to Christ.” 

It is said that Buchanan assisted Mr. Stewart of Killin in translating the New 
Testament into the Scottish Gaelic, and that he corrected the work while passing 
through the press at Edinburgh, in the year 1766. During his stay there he 
availed himself of the opportunity of attending the classes for Natural Philosophy, 
Anatomy, Astronomy, &c., which made a great impression upon his mind, and gave 
him more extensive views of the omnipotence and wisdom of the Divinity. He 
was, during either of these years, introduced to the celebrated David Hume the 
historian, who, having been informed of his excellent character, received him with 
great affability, and entered very familiarly into conversation with him on various 
topics. 

While discussing the merits of some authors, Mr. Hume observed that it was 
impossible to imagine anything more sublime than the following lines which he 
repeated:— 

“The eloud-capt towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself, 
Yea, all which it inherits shall dissolve, 
And like the baseless fabric of a vision— 

• Leave not a wreck behind.” 

Buchanan at once admitted the beauty and sublimity of the lines, but said that 
he bad a book at home from which he could produce a passage still more sublime, 
and repeated the following versos:—“ And I saw a great white throne, and him 
that sat on it, from whose face the earth and the heaven fled away; and there was 
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found no place for them. And I saw the dead, small and great, stand before God: 
and the books were opened; and another book was opened, which is the book of 
life : and the dead were judged out of those things which were written in the books, 
according to their works. And the sea gave up the dead which were in it; and 
death and hell delivered up the dead which were in them : and they were judged 
every man according to their works.”* 

He published his ''Hymns,” about the year 1767. The demand for this little 
work has continued since, and every year adds to its popularity—a sure proof of its 
merit. There have been at least fifteen editions of it printed; while of the works 
of the celebrated bards, Macdonald and Macintyre, there have been only four 
editions. 

Our author continued his useful and pious labours at Ranoch till his death, which 
happened on the. second of June, 1768, when he was seized wTith fever, which 
carried him off in the fifty-second year of his age. During his illness he was 
frequently delirious, and in that state would sing of the “ Lamb in the midst of the 
throne.” In his lucid intervals he expressed his full hope in the resurrection of the 
just, and his desire to depart and be with Christ. The people of Ranoch wished 
his remains to be buried among them, but his relations carried the body away to 
their own country, and he was buried in the burying-ground of the Buchanans at 
Little Lenny, near Callander. In his person he was considerably above the middle 
size, and rather of a dark complexion, but upon a close inspection his countenance 
beamed affection and benevolence. Among his intimate acquaintance he was 
affable, free, jocular and social, and possessed much interesting information and 
innocent anecdotes, in consequence of which his company was much sought after by 
all the families in the country. In his dress he was plain and simple, wearing a 
blue bonnet, and a black dress, over which he generally wore a blue great-coat. 
After his death his widow removed to Ardoch, where she remained till the time of 
her death. He left two sons and two daughters: one of the latter was alive 
in 1886. 

As a poet, Buchanan ranks in the highest class. Endowed with great power of 
imagination, and full of moral and religious enthusiasm, his poetry is at once fervid, 
lofty, and animated; and invariably calculated to promote the cause of religion and 
virtue. Those distinguishing qualities have rendered him the most popular poet in 
the language; and we may safely assert, that his popularity wTill endure as long as 
the language in which he has written is understood. 

" The Day of Judgment” is the most popular poem in the language. It 

displays great force of imagination, and fixes the mind on the sublime and awful 
scenes of a world brought to an end, amidst the wreck of elements, and the assem- 
blage ot the whole human race to judgment. 

“ The Scull” is full of good poetry, with appropriate reflections on the vanity of 
mortal enjoyments. It shows the fierce tyrant and the lowly slave—the haughty 
chief and the humble tenant—the mighty warrior and tho blooming virgin—the 

♦Rev. xx. 11—13 
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mercenary judge and the grasping miser—all reduced to one level, the grave; to 
feed the lowly worm and the crawling beetle. 

“ The Dream'” contains useful lessons on the vanity of human pursuits, and the 
unsatisfactory rewards of ambition. The following lines ought to be remembered 
by every one who envies greatness:— 

“ Cha ’n ’eil neach o thrioblaid saor, 
A’ meaeg a’ chinne-daonn’ air fad 
’S co lionmhor osna aig an righ. 
Is aig a neach is isle staid.” 

“ The Winter” begins with a vivid description of the effects of that season, and 
the preparation of men and animals to provide food and shelter. The poet then 
draws a comparison between the winter and the decline of human life, warning the 
old man to prepare for his future state, as the husbandman prepares food and fuel 
for winter—to imitate the prudent foresight of the ant and the bee, and not the idle 
and improvident fly, dancing joyously in the sunbeams till he perishes by the winter’s 
frost. Hi is excellent poem is deservedly admired as one of the finest specimens of 
didactic poetry in the Gaelic language. 

LATH A’ BHREITHE AN AIS. 

Am feadh 'ta chuid is mo de’n t-saoghT 
Gu‘n ghaol do Chriosd, gu‘n sgionnd'a reachd, 
Gu‘n chreideamh ac’ gu‘n tig e rig, 
‘Thoirt breith ua firinn air gach neach. 

An cadal peacaidh ’ta‘d nan suain, 
A’ bruadar pailteas de gach ni: 
Gu‘n umhail ac'n‘ uair thig am bas, 
Nach meal iad Parras o’n ard High. 

Le eumhachd t-fhacail Dhe tog suas. 
An sluagh chum aithreachais na thra. 
Is beannaich an Dan so do gach neach, 
Bheir seachad eisteachd dha le gradh. 

Mo smuaintcan talmhaidh Dhe tog suas, 
‘S mo theanga fuasgail ann mo bheul; 
A chum gu‘n labhrainn mar bu choir, 
Mu ghloir ‘s mu uamhunn latha Dhe. 

Air meadhon oidhch’ ‘nuair bhios an saogh‘l, 
Air aomadh tharais ann an suain; 
Grad dhuisgear suas an cinnc-daoin’, 
Le glaodh na trompaid ‘s airde fuaim. 

Air neul ro aird ni fhoillseach’ fein, 
Ard aingcal treun le trompaid mhoir; 
Is gairmidh air an t-saogh‘l gu leir, 
lad a ghrad eiridh chum a mhoid :— 

“ 0 cluinnibhs uile chlann nan daoin, 
Nis thainig ceann an t-saoghT gu beachd; 
Lenmaibh ‘nar beatha siblis 'ta marbh, 
Oir nis gu dearbh ‘ta los’ air teachd.” 

Is seididh e le sgal cho chruaidh, 
‘S gu ‘n cuir e sleibhte ‘scuan ‘nan ruith; 
Grad chlisgidb na bhios marbh ‘san uaigh, 
Is na bhios beo le h-uamhunn crith. 

Le osaig dhoinionnaich a bheil, 
Au saogHT so reubaidh e gu garg, 
‘S mar dhun an t-seangain dol na ghluais, 
Grad bhruchdaidh ‘n uaigh a nios amairbh. 

‘N sin cruinnichidh gas cas in lamh, 
Chaidli chur san araich fad o cheil; 
‘S bidh farum mor a measg nan cnamh, 
Gach aon diu’ dol ‘ua aite fein. 

Mosglaidh na fireanaich an tus, 
Is duisgear iad gu leir o‘n suain, 
An anamaibh turlingidh o ghloir, 
Ga‘n comhTachadh aig beul na h-uaigh. 

Lo eibhneas togaidh iad an ceann, 
‘ l a am am'fuasglaidh orra dlu; , .. 
Is mar chraoibh-mheas fo iomlah blath, , 

1 Tha dreach an Slanuifheir ‘nan gnuis; 
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Tha obair Spiorad naomh nan graa 
Air glanadh ‘n naduir o ‘n taobh steaoh; 
‘S mar thrusgan glan ‘ta umhlachd Chriosd, 
Ga‘n deanamh sgiamhach o‘n taobh ‘mach. 

Duisgear na li-aingidh suas ‘n an deigh, 
Mar bheisdibh gairisneaeh as an t-slochd; 
‘S o ifrinn thig an anama truagh; 
Thoirt coinneamk uamkasach da ‘n corp. 

Cuiridh i uimpe culaidh bhroin, 
‘S bidh ‘ghealach mar gun doirt’oirr’ fail. 
Is cratkar cumhachdan nan spcur, 
A tilgeadli nan reull a‘s am bun. 

Bidk iad air uideal aim san speur. 
Mar mheas air geig ri anradh garbb; 
Tuiteam mar bhraonaibh dk-uisge dlu, 
‘S an gloir mar skuilean duine mhairbh. 

‘N sin labhraidk ‘n t-anam bronack truagk, 
R‘a choluinn oillteil, uamkar, bkreun, 
“ Mo chlaoidh ! ciod uim’ an d’eirich thu 
Thoirt peanas dubailt oirn le ckeil? 

Air ckarbad teine suidhidh e, 
‘S mun cuairt da beucaidk ‘n tijirncanach, 
A’ dol le ghairm gu crioch na neamh, 
‘S a‘reub nan neul gu doinionnach. 

“ 0 ! ‘n eigin domksa dol aris, 
Am priosan neo-ghlan steach a’d’ ckre ? 
Mo tkruaighe mi gu‘n d‘aontaich riamk, 
Le t-anamiauna brudeil fein ! 

“ 0‘m faigh mi dealach, riut gu brath ! 
No ‘n tig am bas am feasd a’d’ choir ! 
‘N druigh teine air do chnaimhean iarin! 
No dibh-fkeirg Dke an struidh i t-f keoil!” 

Eiridh na righrean ‘e daoine mor. 
Gun smachd gun ordugh ann nan laimh; 
‘S cha‘n aithn’ear iad a measg an t-sluaidh, 
O ‘n duine thruagh bha ac’ na tkraill. 

‘S na daoine uaibhreach leis nach b‘ fhiu, 
Gu ‘n umklaicheadh iad fein do Bkia; 
O faic anis iad air an glun’; 
A’ deanamh urnuigkris gack sliabh :— 

0 chuibhlibh ‘eharbaid tkig amach, 
Sruth mor de tkeine laist’ le feirg; 
Is sgaoilidh‘n tuil’ ud air gack taobh, 
A’ cur an t-saogh‘l na lasair dheirg. 

Leagkaidh na Duile ‘nuas le teas, 
Ceart mar a leaghas teine ceir; 
Na cnuic ‘s na sleibkte lasaidh suas, 
‘S bidk teas-gkoil air a’ ckuan gu leir. 

Na beanntan iargalt nach tug seack, 
An'storas riamh de neach d‘an deoin, 
Ta iad gu fialaidh taosgadk ‘mack, 
An ionmhais leaght’ mar abkainn mkoir, 

Gack neach bha sgriobadh cruinn an oir, 
Le sannt, le do-bheirt, no le full; 
L;yi chaisgibb ‘nis ‘ur ‘n iota mor, 
‘S a nasgaidh olaibh dketh o‘n tuil. 

“0 chreagan tuitibh air ar ceann, 
Le sgairneich ghairbh de cklachan cruaidh. 
Is sgriosaibh sinn a tir nam beo, 
A chum ‘s nach faic sinu gloir an Uain.” 

A mach as uamhaidh gabkaidh ‘thriall 
An diabhol ‘s a ckuid aingle fein, 
Ge cruaidh e ‘s eigin teackd a lath ‘r, 
A’ slaodadk shlabkraidk a‘s a dheigh. 

‘N sin fasaidh ruthadh ann san speur 
Mar fhair na maidne ‘g eiridh dearg; 
Ag innse gu‘m boil losa fein, 
A teachd na deidk le latha garbk : 

Grad fhosglaidh a‘s a ckeil na neoil, 
lar dhorus seomair an ard High, 
s foillsichearam llreitheuinkmoi', 
c gloir is greadknackas gun chrich. 

ha ‘m bogha-frois mu‘n cuairt da ckcann, 
‘S mar thuil nan gleann tka fuaim a gkuth; 
‘S mar dhealanack tha sealladk sul, 
A’ sputadk a‘s na neulaibk thigh. 

A_ gh rian ard-locharan nan speur, 
Do glilolr a phearsa geillidh grad; 
An dealradh drillseach thig o gkuuis, 
A solus muckaidh e air fad. 

O sibhse rinn ‘ur bun do‘n t-saogk‘1, 
Nach tig sibh ‘s caoinibh e gu geur, 
‘N uair tha e ‘gleacadh ris a bhas, 
Mar dhuine laidir dol do‘n eug. 

A clraisle chleaehd bhi fallain fuar, 
Ri mireag uaibhreach feadhnan gleann, 
‘Tha teas a chleibh ‘ga ‘n smuidreadh suas, 
Le goilibh buaireis feadh nam beann. 

Naich faic sibh ‘chrith tha air mu‘n cuairt, 
‘S gach creag a’ fuasgladh ann ‘s gach sliabh, 
Nach cluinn sibh osnaich throm a bhais, 
‘S a chridhe sgaineadh stigh ‘n a chliabh. 

An curtein gorm tha null o‘n ghrein, 
‘S mu‘n euairt do‘n chruinne-che mar chleoc, 
Crupaidh an lasair e r‘a cheil, 
Mar mheilleig air na h-eibhlean beo. 

Tha ’n t-adhar ga thachd’ le neula tiugh, 
‘S an toit ‘na meallaibh dubh dol suas 
‘S an teine millteach sputadh ‘mach, 
‘Na dhualaibk caisreagach mu‘n cuah't. 

Timcheall a’ chruinne so gu leir, 
Borb-bheucaidh ‘n tairneanach gu bras; 
‘S bidh ‘n lasair lomadh gloir nan speur. 
Mar fhaloisg ris na sleibhte cas. 



DUGHALL BOCHANNAN. 151 

Is chum an doinionn ata suas, 
O cheithir airdibh gluaisidh ‘ghaoth; 
<Ja sgiurs’ !e neart nan aingle tieun, 
Luathach an leir-sgrios o gach taobh. 

Tha obair na se la rinn Dia 
Le lasair dhian ga cuir ‘fa sgaoil, 
Cia mor do shaibhreas Righ na ‘m feart, 
Nacli iunndrain casgradh mhile saogh‘l ! 

M feadh tha gach ni ‘an glaic an eig, 
‘S a chruithenchd gu leir dol bun-osceaun. 
Teannaidh am Breitheamh oirne dlu, 
A chum gach cuis a ehur gu ceanu. 

‘N sin gluaisidh e o aird nan speur, 
Air cathair a Mhorachd fein a nuas, 
Le greadhnachas nach facas riamh, 
‘S le dhiadhachd sgeadaichte luun cuairt. 

Ta mile tairneanach ‘na laimh, 
A chum a naimhde sgrios am feirg, 
Is fonn-chrith orr’ gu dol an greim, 
Mar choin air eill ri h-am na seilg. 

Aingle gun aireamh tha ’na chuirt, 
Le ’n suilean suidhicht’ air an Righ, 
Chum ruith le ordughsan gundail, 
‘S na h-uile ait ga‘n cur au gniomh. 

O ludas thig a nis a lathair, 
‘S gach neach rinn braithreas riut a‘d ghniomh 
An dream a dh‘aicheadh creideamh Chriosd, 
Aa reic e air son ni nach b'fhiach. 

A shluagh gun chiall thug miann do‘n or, 
Roimh ghloir is eibhneas flaitheas De, 
‘Ur malairt ghorach faicibh nis, 
‘S an sgrios a thug sibh oirbh fein. 

‘S a mhuinntir uaibhreach leis ‘m bu nar, 
(iu ‘n cluinnte erabhadh dha ‘n‘ur teach; 
Faicibh a ghloir ‘s na b’ ioghnadh leibh, 
<!ed dhruid e sibh a riogh‘chd amach. 

O Herod faic a nis an Righ, 
1>’ an tug thu spid is masladh mor, 
da sgeadachadh le trusgan ruadh. 
Mar shuai neas sgallais air a ghloir. 

Nach faic thu Breitheamh an t-saoghail gu leir, 
‘S mar eudach uime‘n lasair dhearg; 
A’ teachd thoirt duais do dhaoine coir, 
‘S a sgrios luchd do-bheirt arm am feirg. 

Is thusa Philat tog do shuil, 
'8 gu‘m faic thu nis’ a muthadh mor; 
An creid thu gur h-e sud an Ti 
A riun thu dhiteadh air do mhod ? 

t 
An creid thu gur e-sud an ceann, 
Mun d’ iath gu teann an sgitheach geur, 
Na idir gur i sud a ghnuis. 
Air na thilg na h-Iudhaich sile breun ! 

‘M bu leoir gu‘n theich a ghrian air chul, 
A’ diultadh fianuis thoirt do‘n gniomh? 
Ciod uim’ nach d’fhuair a chruitheaehd has, 
‘N uair cheusadh air a chrann a tkiath? 

Cuiridh e aingle ‘mach gach taobh, 
Chum ceithir ghaothaibh ‘n domhain mhoir, 
A chuairteachadh gach aon do’n t-sluagh, 
A steach gu luath a dh'ionnsuidh ‘mhoid. 

Gach neach a dh’ aitich coluinn riamh, 
0‘n ear ‘s o‘n iar tha nise’ teachd, 
Mar sgaoth de bheachaibh tigh‘n mu gheig, 
Andeiilh dhaibh eiridh ‘mach o‘n sgeap. 

‘N sin togaidh aingeal glormhor suas, 
Ard bhratach Chriosd da‘n suaich‘neas fuil; 
A chruinneachadh na ghluais sa choir, 
‘S da f hulangas rinn doigh a‘s bun. 

Do m'ionnsuidh cruinnichibh mo naoimh. 
Is tionailibh gach aon de‘n dream, 
A rinn gu dileas is gu dlu, 
Le creideamh ‘s umlachd ceangal loam. 

‘N sin tionsgnaidh ‘m Breith’ air cuis an la, 
A chum a naimhde chur fo bhinn, 
Is fosglaidh e leabhraichean suas, 
Far am beil peacadh ‘n t-sluaigh air chuimhn’: 

Fosglaidh e ’n cridhe mar an ceudn’. 
Air dhoigh ‘s gur leir de’n h-uile ncach, 
Gach uamharrachd bha gabhail tarnh. 
Air feadh an arois ud a steach : 

‘N uair chi’ an sealladh so dhiubh fein, 
Is dearbh gur leir dhaibh ceartas Dina; 
‘S bidh ‘n gruaidh a leaghadh as le nair 
Nach lugha cradh na teine diau. 

Togaidh an trompaid ‘ris a fuaim, 
“ Na labhradh a‘s na gluaiseadh neach;” " 
Air»chor gu‘n cluinn gach beag a‘s mor, 
A bhreith thig air gach seors’ amach. 

“A dhaoine sanntach threig a choir, 
‘S a leag ‘ur dochas an ’ur toic, 
A ghlasgu teann ‘ur cridhe suas, 
‘S a dhruid ‘ur cluas ri glaodlr nam bochd. 

“An lomnochd cha do dhion o‘n fhuachd, y. 
‘S do‘n acrach thruaghcha d‘thugsibh biadb, i 
Ged lion mi fein ‘ur cisd’ de Ion, 
‘S ‘ur treuda’ chur a‘mod gach bliadhn’. 

“Ni bheil sibh iomchuidh air mo riogh‘chd. 
As eugmhais firinn, iochd, a‘s graidh; 
‘S o reub sibh m’ iomhaidh dhibh gu leir, 
Agraibh sibh fein ‘nar sgrios gu brath. 

* * * 
* * * 

* * * 

* # 
* 

* * 
* 
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“A nathraiche millteach ‘s oillteil gvoann, 
Cha binn leam ceol ‘ur-sramitaich ard, 
‘8 cha ‘n eisd o‘r teangaidh ghobhlaich cliu, 
Le dx'iuchd a phuinnsein air a barr. 

“Is sibhs’ thug fuath da m’ orduigh naomh. 
Is leis nach b'ionmbuinn caomh mo theach; 
Leis ‘m bu bhliadhna suidhe uair, 
Am arcs tabhairt cluais do m’ /eachd. 

“Cionnas amhcalas sibh gu brath, 
A’m’ sheirbhissabaid shiorruidh bhuan 
Na cionnas bheir ‘ur n-anam gradh, 
De‘n ni da‘n tug ‘ur nadur fuath? 

“ ‘Luchd mi-ruin agns farmaid mhoir 
Da‘n doruiim iomlan sonaschaich, 
Le doilghios geur a’ cnamh ‘ur cri, 
Mu aon neach oirbh fein bheir barr. 

“Cia mar a dh-fheudas sibh gu brath, 
Lan shonas aitcach ann an gloir; 
Far am faic sibhse milte dream, 
Ga‘n ardach’ os bhur ceann gu mor ? 

“Am fad ‘s bu leir dhuibh feadh moriogh'chd, 
Neach b’ airde inbhe na sibh fein; 
Nach fad ad h mi-run ‘s farmad cuirt, 
Tein’ ifrinn duibh a‘m flaitheas Dc? 

“Is sibhs’ ‘an slighena neo-ghloin ghluais, 
‘S gu sonraicht’ thruaill an leaba phosd; 
Gach ncach a thug do m’ naomhachd fuath, 
Ga‘n tabhairt suas gu toil na feolh 

“Chum craoibh na beath’ ta ‘m ParraisDc, 
Le h-eibhneas teannaibhsteaoh da coir; 
‘S a fearta iongantach gu leir, 
L'earbhadh ‘ur n-uile chreuchd ‘s bhur Icon 

‘ ‘ An claidhe ruisgte bha laist ga dion, 
0 laimh ‘ur sinnsir Adhamh ‘s Eubb, 
Rinn mise truaill dhe m’ chridhe dha, 
‘S a lasair bhath mi le in’ fhuil fein. 

“ Fo dosraich urair suidhibh sios, 
Nachsearg ‘s nach crion am feasd a blath: 
‘S mar smeoraichean a measg a geug, 
Chum molaidh gleusaibh binn bhur cail. 

“ Le ‘maise sasaichibh ‘ur suil, 
Is oirbh fo sgail cha druigh an teas, 
0 ‘duilleach curaidh olaibh slaint; 
Is bith'bh neo-bhasmlior le a mens. 

“ Gach uile mheas tha ‘m Parrais De, 
Ta nis gu leir neo-thoirmisgt’ dhuibh; 
Ithibh gun eagal o gach geig, 
A nathair nimh cha teum a' chaoidh. 

“ A‘s uile mhiann ‘ur n-anma fein, 
Lan shasaichibh gu leir ‘an Uia, 
Tobar na firinn, iochd, a‘s graidh, 
A mhaireas lan gu cian na ‘n cian. 

“ Mor-innleachd ionghantach na slaint, 
Sior rannsaichibh air aird ‘s air leud, 
‘S feadh oibriciie mo rioghachd mhoir, 
‘Ur n-eolas ciocrach cuiribh’ meud. 

“Mar b’ ionmhuinn leibh bhi losgadh ‘n teas, 
‘Ur n-uabhair, dheasaich mi dhuibh fearg, 
Leaba dearg theth ‘san laidh sibh sios, 
Am brachaibh-lin de lasair dheirg. 

“Ged bheirinn sibh gu rioghachd mo ghloir, 
Mar mhucan steach gu seomar righ; 
‘Ur nadur neoghlan bhiodh ga chradh, 
Le’r miannaibh basachadh chion bidh. 

“Gach neach tha iomchuidh air mo riogh'chd, 
Teannaibh sibhse chum mo dheis, 
Iscruinnichibh seachad chum mo chli, 
A chrionach o na crannaibh meas.” 

‘N sin tearbainidh e chum gach taobh, 
Na caoraich o na gobhraibh lom; 
Ceart mar ni‘m buachaille an trend, 
‘N uair chuairtaicheas e spreidh air tom. 

‘N sin labhraidh e ri luchd a dheis, 
“Sibhse ta deasaichte le m’ ghras, 
Thigibhsc, sealbhaichibh an rioghachd, 
Nach faic a sonas crioch gu brath. 

•‘Spealg mise ‘n geat’ bha oirbhse duinnt’, 
Le m’ umhlachd ‘s m’ fhulangas ro-gfieur; 
‘S dh-fhosgail an t-sleadh gu farsuinn suas, 
Am leith-taobh dorus nuadh dhuibh fein. 

“ Ur n-eibhneas, mais’ ‘urtuigs’, ‘s‘urgradh, 
Bitheadh gu siorruidh fas ni ‘s mo; 
‘S cha choinnich sibh aon ni gu brath, 
Bheir air ‘ur n-auam cradh no leon. 

“ Cha ‘n fhaca suil, ‘s cha chuala cluas, 
Na thaisg mi suas de shonas duibh, 
Imichibh, ‘s biodh ‘ur dearbhachd fein, 
Sior-innse sgeul duibh air a chaoidh.” 

Ach ris a mhuinntir th’air a chli, 
O ! labhraidh e ‘na dhiog’ltas cruaidh, 
“ A chuideachd nach d’thug gradh do Dina, 
A chum an diabhuil siubhlaibh uam. 

“ ‘S mo mhallachd maille ribh gu brath, 
A chum ‘ur cradh ‘s ‘ur cur gu pian, 
Gluaisibhse chum an teine mhoir, 
Ga‘r rosdadh ann gu cian nan cian.” 

Mar sgain an talamh a‘s a cheil, 
‘N uair gabh e teaghlach Chorach steach, 
Ceart laimh riu fosglaidh ‘n uaigh a beul. 
‘S i mianuanaich air son a creich. 

Is mar a shluig ‘mhuc-mhara mhor, 
lonas ‘n uair chaidh ‘thilgeadh ‘mach, 
Ni slugan dubh an dara bais, 
A charbad iathadh umpa steach. 



DUG HALL BOCHANNAN. 153 

San uamhaidh taobhaidh iad ri cheil, 
A ghluais nam beath’ gu h-eucoracb; 
Luchd mhionn a‘s mort a‘s fianuis-bhreig; 
Luchd misg a‘s reubainn ‘s adhaltrais. 

Mar chualaig dhris an ceangal teann, 
An slabhraidh tha gach dream leo fein; 
‘S an comunn chleachd bhi ‘n caidreamh din, 
Mar bhioran ruisgte dol nan ere. 

Mar leoghan garg fo’ chuibhreach ernaidh, 
Le thoscaibh reubadh suas a ghlais; 
An slabhraidh cagnaidli iad ga dian, 
‘S gu brath cha ghearr am fiaclan phrais. 

Bidh iad gu siorruidh ‘n glacaibh ‘bhais, 
‘S an cridh’ ga fhasgadh asd’ le bron, 
Ceangailt air cuan de phronnusg laisd’ 
‘S a dheatach uaine taehd an sron. 

Mar bhairneacli fuaighte ris an sgeir, 
Tha iad air ereagaibh goileach teann; 
la dibh-fheirg l)he a’ seideadh ‘chuain, 
Na thonnaibh buaireis thar an ceann. 

‘N tra dhuineas cadal cruaidh an suil. 
Teas feirg ‘s an-dochas duisgidh iad; 
A chnuimh nach basaich, ‘s eibhle beo, 
A’ cur an doruinn shiorruidh ‘meud. 

Air ifrinn ‘n uair a gheibh iad sealbh, 
S lan-dearbhah co gu‘n toir iad cis, 
Faodaidh sinn pairt d‘an gearan truagh, 
Chuir anns na briathraibh cruaidh so sios. 

“0 staidh na neo-ni ‘n robh mi ‘m thamh, 
Ciod uime dh-ardach Dia mo ceann ! 
Mo mhile mallachd aig an la, 
‘N do gabh mo mhathair mi’ na broinn. 

“Ciod uime fhuair mi tuisge riamh? 
No ciall a‘s reusan chum mo stiuir ? 
Ciod uim’ nach d‘rinn thu cuileag dhiom T 
Na durrag dhiblidh anu san uir ? 

“Am mair mi ‘n so gu saogh‘1 nan gaogh‘1 ! 
‘N tig crioch no caochladh orm gu brath, 
Am beil mi nis san t-siorr‘achd bhuan, 
A’ snamh a’ chuain a ta gun traigh ! 

“(red aireamh uile reullta neimh, 
Gach feur a‘s duilleach riamh adh-fhas, 
Mar’ ris gach braon ata sa’ chuan, 
‘S gach gaineamh chuairticheas an traigh ! 

“Ged chuiream mile bliadhna seach, 
As leith gach aon diubh sud gu leir, 
Cha d‘imich seach de’n t-iorr‘achd mhoir, 
Ach mar gu ‘n toisicheadh i 'n de. 

“Ach 0 ! ‘n do theirig trocair Dhia ! 
‘S am pian e mi gu saegh*! nan saogh‘1! 
Mo shlabhraidh ‘n lasaich e gu brath ! 
No glas mo lamb an dean e sgaoil! 

~ir 
“ ‘M bi ‘m beul a dh-ordaich Dia chum seinn, 
Air feadh gach linn a chliu gun agios, 
Mar bhalagan-seididh fadadh suas, 
Na lasraich uain’ ‘an ifrinn shios ! 

“Ged chaidh mo thruaighe thar mo neart, 
Gu deimhinn fein a‘s ceart mobhinn; 
Ach ch'fhada bhios mi ‘n so ga m’ chradh, 
Mu‘m bi do cheartas saitheach dhiom ! 

“ No ‘m bi thu dio‘lte dhiom gu brath, 
‘N deach high an naduir chuair air cul ? 
Mo thruaighe mi ! ‘n e so am bas 
A bhagair thu air Adhamh ‘n tus ? 

“Air sgado dhio'ltais ‘m bi thu ‘sniomh 
Snathain mo bheath’ gu siorruidh caol? 
Nach leoir bhi mile bliadhn’ ga m’ losg’ 
As leith gach lochd a rinn mi ‘s t-saogh’l? 

“Ged lean de dhio'ltas mi gu m’ chul, 
Cha ‘n ardaich e do chliu, a Dhe, 
‘S cha‘n fhiu do d’ Mhorachd t-fhearg a chosg. 
Air comharadh cho bochd rium fein. 

“0 Dhia ! nach sgrios thu mi gu tur ? 
‘S le d’ chumhachd cuir air ‘m anam crioch, 
‘S gu staid na neo-ni tilg mi uait, 
Far nach ‘eil fulang, smuain, no gniomh. 

“Ach O ! se so mo thoillt‘neas fein 
Is ni‘m beil eu-coir bunntainn rium; 
Oir dhiult mi tairgse shaor de Chriosd, 
‘S nior ghabh mi d‘a flruil phriseil suim. 

“Mo choguis ditidh mi gu brath, 
An fhianuis bha ga ‘m chaineadhriamh; 
An-iochd no eu-coir ann mo bhas, 
Cha leig i charadh ‘in feasd air Dia. 

“Aitheanta thilg mi air mo chul, 
A‘s ruith mi durachdach gu’m sgrios. 
Is ‘fhianuis fein a’m’ chridhe mhueh, 
A’ druid’ mo shuile roimh mo leas. 

“Cia meud an diogh‘ltas tha dhomh’ dual 
A‘s leith mo pheacaidh uamhor dan 
Am peac’ thug du‘lan do dh-f huil Chriosd, 
‘S a dh-fhag gun eifeachd brigh a bhais. 

“Gidheadh nach ’eil de Bhuadhan fein, 
Neo-chriochanach gu leir o chian? 
‘S an toir mo chiont air iochd a‘s gradh, 
Gu‘m fas iad criochnaicht’ ann an Dia? 

“An comas dut mo thilgeadh uat 
Far nach cluinn do chluas mo sgread? 
‘M beil dorchadas an ifrinn fein 
Far nach bu leir do Dhia mo staid ? 

***** 
* * * * 

***** 
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“Ge truagh mo gliuidhe cha'n eisder i, 
A‘s fois no feth cha‘n fhaidh mi chaoidh’ 
Ach beath’ neo-bhasmhor teachd as ur, 
Gu‘m neartach’ ghiulan tuille claoidh.” 

Acli stad mo rann a‘s pill air t-ais 
O shlochd na casgraidh dhein a nios, 
Is feuch cionnas a bheir thu seol 

dream tha beo naeh teid iad sios. 

A leughadair a‘m beil e fior, 
Na chuir mi cheana sios am dhan ? 
Ma se ‘s gu‘m beil thig s’ lub do ghlun 
Le urnuigh ‘s aithreaelias gun dail:— 

“A dh-ionnsuidh losa teicli gu luath, 
A’ gabhail grain a‘s fuath do d’ pheac’, 
Le creideamh fior tlioir umhlachd dha, 
An uile aith‘nta naomh a rcacbd. 

“Gabh ris na h-oifigibh gu leir, 
"S ri h-aon diubh na cuir fein do chul; 
Mar Fhaidh, mar Shagart, ‘us mar High, 
Chum slainte, didean, agus iuil. 

“Biodh eiseimpleir am beach do shul, 
Ohum d’ uile ghluasachd ‘stiuir da reir, 
‘S gach meadhon dh-ordaich e chum slaint* 
Bi fein g‘an gnathachadh gu leir. 

“As ‘fhireantachd dean bun a mhain, 
‘S na taic gu brath ri d’ thoill'tneas fein; 
‘S mas aill leaf eifeachd bin na ghras, 
Na h-altrum peacadh daimh a’d’ chrt. 

“ Mar sin gcd robh de chionta mor, 
Chum gloir do Thighearn’ saorar thu, 
Is chum de shonais shiorruidh fein, 
Air fead gach re a’ seinn a chliu.” 

AN CLAIGEANN. 

’S mi’m shuigh aig an uaigh, 
Ag amharc ma bruaich, 

Feuch claigeann gun snuadh air lar; 
Is thog mi e suas, 
A’ tiomach’ gu truagh, 

Ga thionndadh mu ’n cuairt am laimh. 

Gun aille gun dreach, 
Gun aithne gun bheachd; 

Air duine theid seaeh ‘na dhail; 
Gun fhiacail ’na dheud, 
No teanga’na bheul, 

No slugan a ghleusas call. 

Gun ruthadh ’na ghruaidh 
_’£> e ruisgte gun ghruaig; 

Gun eisdeachd ’na chluais do m’ dhan; 

Gun anail na shroin, 
No ailc de’n fhoid, 

Ach lag far’m bu choir bhi ard. 

Gun dealradh ’na shuil, 
No rosg uimpe dun’, 

No fradharc ri h-iuil nfar b ’ abh’sd. 
Ach durragan crom, 
A chleachd bhi san, tom, 

Air cladhach’ da tholl ’nan ait. 

Tha n’ eanachainn bha’d chul, 
Air tionndadh gu smur. 

Gun tionnsgal no surd rir t-fheum ; 
Gun smuainteach’ a’d’ dhail, 

» Mu philleadh gu brath, 
A cheartach’ na dh-fhag thu'd dheidh. 

Cha ’n innis do ghnuis, 
A nise co thu, 

Ma’s righ mo ma’s diuc thu fein 
’S ipnann Alasdair mor, 
Is traill a dhi loin, 

A dh-eug air an otrach bhreun. 

Fhir chlaghach na h-uaigh; 
Nach cagair thu’m chluais, 

Co ’n claigeann so fhuair mi’m laimh? 
’S gu ’n cuirinn ris ceisd, 
Mu gnath mu ’n do theasd; 

Ge nach fregair e’m’ feasd mo dhan. 

’Mu bu mhaighdean deas, thu, 
Bha sgiamhach a’d’ ghnuis, 

’S deagh shuidheach’ a’d’ shuil da reir ? 
Le d’ mhaise mar lion, 
A’ ribeadh mu chri’, 

Gach oganaich chi’dh thu fein. 

Tha nise gach adh, 
Bha cosnadh dhut graidh, 

Air tionndadh gu grain gach neach; 
Marbhaisg air an uaigh, 
A chreach thu do’n bhuaidh, 

Bha ceangailt’ ri snuadh do dhreach. 

No’m breitheamh ceart thu, 
Le tuigs’ agus iuil, 

Bha reiteach gach cuis do’n t-sluagh; 
Gun aomadh le pairt; 
Ach diteadh gu bas, 

Na h-eucoir bha daicheil cruaidh ? 

No ’n do reic thu a choir, 
Air ghlacaid de’n or, 

0 ’n dream da ’n robh storas pailt? 
Is bochdainn an t-sluaigh, 
Fo fhoirneart ro chruaidh, 

A fulang le cruas na( h-airc. 

’S mar robh thusa fior, 
Ann a t-oifig am binn, 

'S gun d’rinn thu 9n direach liar; 
’S cho chinnteach an ni, 
’N uair thainig do chrioch, 

Gu’n deachaich do dliit, le Dia. 
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No n’ robh tlm a’d’ leigb, 
A’ leigheas nan creucbd, 

'S a’ deanamh gach eugcail slan ? 
A t-ioc-shlaintibh mor, 
A’ deanamh do bbosd, 

Gu 'n dibreadh tu choir o’n bhas? 

Mo thruaighe ’ gun tbreig, 
Do leigheas thu fein, 

’N uair bha thu fo eugcail chruaidh; 
Gu’n fliognadli gun sta, 
Am purgaid no nv plasd, 

Gu d’ ehumail aon tra o’n uaigh. 

No ’n seanalair thu, 
A choisinn mor chliu, 

Le d’ sheoltachd a stiuireadh airm ? 
Air naimhdean toirt buaidh, 
Ga ’n curr arm san ruaig, 

’S ga’m fagail nan cruachan marbh. 

’N robh do chlaidheamh gun hheirt, 
No ’n dh-fhag thu do neart, 

’N uair choinnich thu feaehd na h-uaigh, 
’N uair b’ eigin dut geill’, 
A dh-aindeoin do dlieud, 

Do dh’ armailt’ de bheistean truagh ? 

Tha mfdurraig gu treun, 
Ki d’ choluinn’ cur seis, 

’S a’ coisneadh ort feisd gach la ; 
Is claigeann do chinn, 
’Na ghearasdan dion, 

Aig daolagan diblidh ’n tamh. 

Pairt a’ claodhach’ do dheud, 
A steach ann a’d’ bheul, 

\S cuid eile ri reub’ do chluas ; 
Dream eil nan sgud, 
Tigh’n amach air do shuil, 

A' spuinneadh’s a’ rusg’ do ghruaidh. 

Nach iarradh tu ’cheol, 
Ach mionnan mu’n bliord, 

D fcucliainn co ’n dorn bu chruaidh: 
Mar bho no mar each, 
Gun tuigse, gun bheachd, 

’S tu bruchdadli ’sa sgeitli mu’n chuaich? 

Na ’n duin’ thu bha ghluas’d 
Gu ceanalta suairc, 

Gu measara stuam" mu d’ bhord; 
Le miannaibh do ehre, 
Fo chuibhreachadh gear, 

’N am suidhe gu feisd’s gu sogh? 

No ’n geoeaire mor, 
Bha gionach air Ion, 

Mar choin an am feolach dearg; 

A’ toileach’ do mhiann, 
Bha duilich a riar, 

’S tu geilleadh mar Dhia do d’ bholg? 

Tha nise do bhru, 
Da ’n robh thu a’ lub’, 

De ghaineamh’s do dh’ uir gle bin, 
’S do dheudach air glas’, 
Mu d’ thcangaidh gun bhlas, 

Fo gheimhleachaibh prais a bhais. 

No’m morair ro mlior, 
A’ thaehair am dhorn, 

Neach aig an robh coir air tir : 
Bha iochdmhor ri bochd, 
A’ cluthach’ nan nochd, 

Heir pailteas a thoic’s a nith '< 

No ’n robh thu ro chruaidh, 
A’ feannadh do thuath, 

’S a’ tanach an gruaidh 1c mal; 
Le h-agartas geur 
A glacadli an spreidh 

’S am bochdainn ag eigheach dail? 

Gu’n chridh’ aig na daoin’, 
’Bh’air lomadli le h-aois, 

Le ’n claigeannan maola truagh; 
Bhi seasamh a’d’ choir, 
Gun bhoineid ’nan dorn, 

Ge d’ tholladir gaoth rcot’ an cluas. 

Tha nise do thraill, 
Gun urram a’d’ dhail, 

Gun ghearsom’, gun mhal, gun mhod ; 
Mor-mholadh do’n bhas, 
A chasgair thu tra, 

’S nach d’ fhuilig do straic fo’n fliod. 

No’m ministcir thu, 
Bha tagradli gu dlu, 

Ri pobull ’an ughdaras De; 
Ga’m pillcadli air ais, 
Bha ’g imeachd gu bras, 

Gu h-ifrinn na casgradh dhein ? 

No ’n robh thu gun sgoinn, 
Mar mhuinne mu chloinn, 

Gun churam a h-oighreaehd Dhe; 
Na’m faigheadh tu ’n rusg, 
Bha coma co dhiu, 

M’ an t-sionnach bhi stiuireadh ’n treud; 

Learn’s cinnteach gun d’ f huair, 
Do dheanadas duais, 

’N uair rainig tliu’m Buachaill’ mor ; 
’N uair chuartich am has, 
A steach thu 'na laith’r, 

Thoirt cunntas a’d’ thalant’ do. 

No ’n ceann thu bha lan, 
Dc dh-innleachdan bais, 

Gu seolta ga ’n tath’ r’a cheil’; 
G’an cur ann an gniomh, 
Gun umhail gun fhiamh, 

A freagra’ do Dhia ’nan deigh ? 

No m’ fear thu bha poit, 
Gu trie’s an taigh osd, 

’S tu cridheil ag ol nan dram ? 
Nach iarradh dhut fein 
De fhlaitheanas De, 

Ach beirm a bin ’g eiridh a’d’ cheann? 
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’N robh teanga nam breug, 
Gun chuibhreach fo d’ dheud, 

A’ toga.il droch sgeul air each; 
Gath puinsein do bheil, 
Mar naithir a’ teum, 

'S a’ lotadh nan ceud gaoh la? 

Tha i nise na tamh, 
Fo clreangal a bhais, 

Gun sgainneal a’ plaigh na duthch’; 
A’s durraga grannd,' 
Air lobhadh ’n h-ait, 

An deigh dhaibh cnamh gu cul. 

’S mu lean thu do ghnaths, 
Gu leabaidh do bhais, 

Gun tionndadh’ na thra ri coir; 
Car tamull na h-uair, 
Dean Haitheas dc’n uaigh, 

Gus an gairmear thu suas gu mod. 

Mar losgann dubh grannd, 
Ag iomairt a smag, 

Gu ’n cirich thu ’n aird o’n t-slochd; 
Thoirt coinneamh do Chriosd, 
’Na thighinn a ris, 

A dh’ fhaotainn lan diol a’ t-olc. 

’N uair theid thu fo bhinn, 
Ni cheartas do dhit’; 

Ga d’ fhogradh gu siorruidh uaith; 
Gu lasair ga d’ phian, 
Chaidh dheasach’ da’n Diabh’l, 

’S a mhallachd gu dian ’ga d’ ruag. 

’N sin cruaidhichidh Dia 
Do chnaimhean mar iar’n, 

’Is t-fheithean mar iallaibh prais; 
Is teannaichidh t-fheoil 
Mar innein nan ord, 

Nach cnamh i le moid an teas. 

No ’n ceann thu ’n robh chill, 
Is colas air Dia, 

’S gu’n d’ rinn thu a riar ’sa choir; 
Ged tha thu ’n diugh ruisgt’, 
Gun aithe’, gun iuil, 

Gun tcanga, gun suil, gun sron. 

Gabh misneach san uaigh, 
Oir eiridh tu suas, 

’N uair chluineas tu fuaim an stuic, 
’S do thruailleachd gu leir, 
Shios fagaidh tu’d’ dheigh, 

Aig durragan breun ant-sluic. 

Oir deasaichidh Dia, 
Do mhaise mar ghrian, 

Bhiodh ag eiridh o sgiath na m’ hcann; 
’Cur fradharc ro gheur, 
’S na suilean so fein, 

’S iad a’ dealradh mar reullt' a’d cheann. 

Do theanga’s do chail, 
Ni ghleusadh gun dail, 

A chantainn ’na aros cliu ! 
Is fosglaidh do chluas, 
A dh-eisteachd ri fuaim, 

A mholaidh th’ aig sluagh a chuirt. 

’N uair dhealraieheas Criosd, 
Na thigheachd a ris, 

A chruinneach’ na’m firean suas ; 
’N sin bheir thu de leum, 
Thoirt coinneamh dha fein, 

Mar iolair nan speur aig luaths. 

’N uair dh-eireas tu ’n aird, 
Grad chuiridh ort failt, 

A mhealtainn a chairdeas fein, 
Gun dealach’ gu brath, 
R’a chomunn no ghradh, 

A steach ann am Parras De. 

Fhir ’chluinneas mo dhan, 
Dean aithreachas tra, 

’M feadh mhairaes do shlaint’s do bheachd; 
Mu’n tig ort am has, 
Nach leig thu gu brath, 

Air geata nan gras a steach. # 

AM BRUADA'R. 

Air bhith dhomhsa ann am shuain 
A’ bruadar diamhain mar tha each, 
Bhi glacadh sonais o gach ni; 
Is e ga’m dhibreadh ann’s gach ait. 

Air learn gun tainig neach am choir, 
’S gu’n dubh’rt e rium:—“ Gur gorach mi, 
Bhi smuainteach greim a ghlei’dh do'n 

ghaoith, 
No fos gu’n lion an saogh’l mo chri. 

“Is diamhain dut bhi ’g iarraidh saimh, 
’N aon ni’ no’n ait air bith fo ’n ghrein ; 
Cha chlos do d’ chorp an taobh so ’n uaigh, 
No t-anam ’n taobh so shuaimhneas De. 

“ An tra dh’ith Adhamh ’a meas an tus, 
Am peacadh dhruigh e air gach ni: 
Lion e na h-uile ni le saoth’r, 
Is dh-fhag e ’n saogh’l na bhriste cri\ 

“ Air sonas ’anma chaill e choir, 
Mar ris gach solas bha’nn sa gharr’ 
O sin ta ’shliochd nan deoiribh truagh; 
Mar uan a mearachd air a mbath r. 

“Ri meilich chruaidh ta’d ruith gach ni, 
’An duil gu’m faigh an inntinn clos; 
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Ach dhaibh tha ’n saogh’l gun iochd no truas, 
Mar mhuime coimheich fhuair gun tlus. 

'• Mar sin tha iad gun fhois na tamh, 
(Ja ’n sarach’ glacadh failcas breig; 
\S a’ dcoth’l toil-inntinn o gach ni, 
I s iad mar cliioglian seasg nam beul. 

“ Bidh teanndachd eigin ort am feasd, 
\S do dhochas faicinn fuasgladh t-fhcum, 
An comhnuidh dhut mar fhad do laimh; 
Ach gu brath cha’n fliaigli dheth greim. 

“ Cha teagaisgt-fheuchain’s dearbhadh thu, 
O dlmil is earbsa chuir sa’ bhreig, 
A rinn do mhealladh mile uair, 
’S cho fhada bhuat an diugh san de. 

“ An ni bu mho da'n tug thu miann, 
Naeh dh-fhag a mhealtuinn riamh e searbh? 
Tha tuille sonais ann an duil, 
Na tha’nn an crun le bhi na sheilbh. 

“Ceart mar an ros a ta sa’ ghar,’ 
Crion seargaidh bhla ’nuair theld a bhuain ; 
Mu'n gann a ghlacas tu e d’ laimh, 
Grad threigidh fhaileadh e ’sa shnuadh. 

“Cha ’n eil neach o thrioblaid saor, 
Am measg a ’chinne daoin’ air fad, 
"S co lionmhor osna aig an righ, 
Is aig an neach is isle staid. 

Tha ’smudan fein os ceann gach foid 
Is doruinn ceangailt’ ris gach math; 
Tha ’n ros a fas air drisean geur, 
’.N an taic’ a chcil tha mhil san gath. 

“ Ged fhaic thu neach ’an saibhrcas mor 
Na meas a sholas bhi thar chach; 
An tobar’s gloine chi do shuil, 
Tha ghruid na iochdar gabhail tamh. 

“ ’S mu chuireas t-anail e ’na ghluais, 
f.e tarruinn chabhaig suas a’d’ bhcul, 
Duisgidh an ruaghan dearg a nios, 
’S le gaineamh lionaidh e do dheud. 

“ ’S gcd fhaic thu neach ’an inbhe aird, 
Tha e mar nead am barr na craoibh; 
Gach stoirm a bagra' thilgeadh nuas, 
Is e air luasgadh leis gach gaoith. 

“ An neach is fearr tha ’n saogh’l a riar, 
Tha fiaradh eiginn ann ’na staid, 
Naeh dean a .sheoltachd a’s a stri, 
Am feast a dhireachadh air fad. 

“ Mar bhata’ fiar an aghaidh cheil, 
A ta o shuidheach’ fein do-chur; 
A reir mar dhireas tu a bharr, 
'S cho chinnteach ni thu cam a bhun. 

“ Na h-ludhaich thionail beag no mor, 
Do’n Mliana dhoirtcadh orra ’nuas ; 

’N tra chuir gach neach a chuid’s a ehlar, 
Cha robh air barr no dadum uaith. 

“ Mar sin a ta gach sonas saogh’lt, 
A ta thu faotainn ann a d’ laimh, 
Fa chomhair saibhreas, ’s inbhe cuirt 
Tha caitheamh, curam agus cradh. 

“ Ged charn thu or a’d’ shlig^ suas, 
Fa chomhair fasaidh ’n luaith da reir, 
Is ge do chuir thu innte riogh’chd, 
A mheidh cha dirich i na deigh. 

“ Tha cuibhrionn iomchuidh aig gach neach, 
’S ged tha thu meas gur tuille b’ fhearr; 
Cha d’ thoir an t-anabharr tha’nn an sud, 
Am feasd an cudfom a’s a’ chradh; 

“ O iomluais t-inntinn tha do phian ; 
A’ diulta' ’n diug na dh’iarr thu ’n de; 
Cha chomasach an saogh’l do riar, 
Le t-anamianna ’n aghaidh cheil. 

“ Na’m faigheadh toil na feol a run, 
D’a mianna brudeil dh’iarradh sath ; 
Flaitheas a b’ aird’ cha’n iarrach i, 
Na annta sud bhi siorruidh ’snamh. 

“Ach ge do b’ ionmhuinn leis an fheoil, 
Air talamh comhnachadh gach re; 
Bhiodh durachd t-ardain agus t-uaill, 
Cho ard a shuas ri Cathair Dhe; 

“ Ach nam b’ aill leat sonas buan, 
Do shlighe tabhair suas do Dhia, 
Le durachd, creideamh agus gradh, 
Is sasaichidh e t-uile mhiann. 

“ Tha ’n cuideachd sud gach ni san t-saogh'l, 
Tha ’n comas dhaoine shealbhach’ fior; 
Tha bhiadh, a’s eudach agus slaint, 
Is saorsa, cairdeas, agus sith.” 

’An sin do mhosgail a’s mo shuain, 
Is dh-fhag mo bhruadar mi air fad; 
Ghrad leig mi dhiom bhi ruith gach sgail, 
Is dh-fhas mi toilichte le m’ staid. 

AN GEAMIIRADH. 

Nis theirig an samhradh, 
‘S tha ‘n geamhradh teachddlu oirn, 
Fior namhaid na chinneas, 
Teachd a mhilleadh ar duthcha; 
Ga saltairt to chasaibh, 
‘S d‘a maise ga rusgadh; 
Gun iochd ann ri dadum, 
Ach a’ sladadh’s a’ pluandruinn. 
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Sgaoil oirne a sgiathan, 
‘S chuir e ghrian air a chultliaobh; 
As an neail thug e ‘n t-alach, 
Neo bhaigheil ‘gar sgiursadh; 
Sneachd iteagaoh gle-gheal, 
0 na speuran tigb'n dlu oirn, 
Clacha meallain ‘s gaoth thuathach, 
Mar luaidhe is mar fhudar. 

‘N uair shefdeas e anail, 
Cha ‘n fhag anam am fluran; 
Tha bhilean mar shiosar, 
Lomadh lies de gach ur-ros; 
Cha bhi sgeadach air coille, 
No doire nach rulsg e; 
No sruthan nach tachd e, 
Fo leachdannan du-ghorm. 

Fead reota a chleibhe, 
Tha seideadh na doinionn, 
Chuir beirm ann san fhairge, 
‘S a dh’ at’ garbh i na tonnan; 
'S a bhinntich an clamhuinn, 
Air airde gach monaidh, 
‘S ghlan sgur ena reulltan, 
D’ ar peile le’n solus. 

Tha gach breathach a‘s duine, 
Nach d’ ullaich ‘na sheasan, 
Ga ‘n sgiursadh le gaillionn 
Gun talla’ gun eudach; 
‘S an dream a bha gniomhach, 
‘Fas iargalt mi-dheirceil; 
Nach toir iasad do leisgean, 
Ann san t-sneachda ged eug e. 

Tha ‘n seillein ‘s an seangan, 
A bha tional an storais, 
Le gliocas gun mhearachd, 
A’ toirt aire do’n doruinn; 
‘G ithe bidh ‘s ag ol meala, 
Gun ghainne air Ion ac, 
Fo dhion ann san talamh, 
0 anail an reota. 

Tha na cuileagan ciatach, 
‘Bha diamhain san t-eamhradh, 
‘S na gathanan greine 
Gu h-eibhinn a’ damhsa; 
Gun deasach ‘gun churam, 
Roi’ dhulachd a gheamhraidh; 
A nise a’ dol bas’, 
Ann ‘s gach aite le teanntachd. 

Ach eisd rium a shean-duin’, 
‘S tuig an samhladh tha ‘m stori\ 
Tha ‘m ba§ a tighin tcann ort, 
Sud an gheamhradh tha ‘m oran; 
‘S ma ghoibh e thu a’d’ leisgein, 
Gun deasach’ fa’ chodhail, 
Cha dean aithreaehas criche. 
Do dhionadh o‘n doruinn. 

Gur mithich fas diaghaidh, 
‘S do chiabhan air glasadh. 

‘Na ‘m bearnaibh do dheudach, 
Is t-eudann air casadh 
Do bhathais air rusgadh, 
‘S do shuilean air prabadh, 
Agus croit ort air lubadh. 
Chum na h-uire do leaba’. 

Tha na sruthanan craobhach, 
Bha sgaoileadh a’d’ bhallaibh, 
Gu mireagach buailtcach, 
Clis gluasadach tana; 
A nise air traoghadh 
0 n’t aomachadh thairis, 
0‘n a ragaich ‘sa dh-fhuaraich 
Teas uabhar na fala. 

Balg-seididh na beatha, 
Tha air oaitheamh gun fheum ann, 
‘S o chrup ann a’d’ chliabh e, 
Gur h-e phian bhi ‘ga sheideadh 
Tha ‘n corp a chruit chiuil ud, 
Air diultadh dhut gleusadh; 
‘S comhar cinnt’ air a thasgaidh, 
Bhi lasach’ a theudan. 

Theich madainn na h-oige, 
‘S treoir mheadhon latha 
Tha ‘m feasgar air ciaradh, 
‘S tha ghrian ort a laidhe; 
‘S mu bha thusa diamhain, 
Gun gniomh is gun mhaitheas; 
Gu h-ealamh bi d’ dhusgadh, 
Mu‘n duinear ort flaitheas. 

‘Reir caithe na beatha, 
‘S trie leatha gun crioch i; 
Bidh an cleachadh fas laidir, 
Do-fhasach o‘n inntinn; 
Na labhair an sean-fhacal, 
‘S deimhinn learn ‘s fior e, 
“An car theid san t-seana-mhaid’ 
Gur h-ainmio leis direadh.” 

Ach ognaich threibhich 
Thoir-s’ eisdeachd do m’ oran, 
‘S leig dhiot bhi mi-cheillidh, 
Ann an ceitein na h-oige; 
Tha aois agus ea-slaint, 
Air do dheigh ann an toir ort; 
‘S mu ni h-aon aca greim ort; 
Pillidh t-eibhneas gu bron dut. 

An.aois a tha ’n toir ort, 
Bheir i leon ort nach saoil thu; 
Air do shuilean bheir ceathach, 
Is treabhaidh si t-aodann; 
Bheir i crith-reodh’ mu d’ ghruaig’, 
Is neul uaine an aoig leis, 
,‘S cha toig aiteamh na grian ort, 
'Bheir an liath-reodh a chaoidh’•dhiot. 

Bheir ni’s measa na sud ort, 
Failne tuigs’ agus reusain; 
Pith leirsinn a’ t-inntinn; 
Dith cuimhn’ agus geire; 
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Dith gliocais chum gnothaich; 
Dith mothaich a’d’ cheudfath 
‘S gu‘m fas thu mar leanabh, 
Bhi spionuaidh a‘s ceille. 

Fasaidh ‘n cridhe neo-aithreach, 
‘S neo-ealamh chum tionndadh, 
Aon tagra’ cha druigh air, 
‘S cha lub e d‘a ionnsuidh; 
Ceart mar tha ‘n talamh, 
‘N am gaillionn a‘s teaundachd; 
Ged robh milltean ‘dol thairis, 
Cha dean aile sa’ chausair. 

Faic seasain na bliadhna, 
‘S dean cialj uath a tharruinn; 
‘S mas aill leaf gu‘m buain thu, 
Bean ruadhar ‘san earrach; 
Bean connadh san t-samhradh, 
Ni sa’ gheamhradh do gharadh; 
‘S ma dhibreas tu ‘n seasan, 
Dhut ‘s eigin bhi falamh. 

‘S mar cuir thu siol fallain, 
Ann an earrach na h-oige, 
Cho chinnteach ‘s am bas dut, 
Cuiridh Satan droch phor ann; 
A dh-fhasas ‘na dhubhailc, 
‘S ‘na luidheannan feolmhor; 
‘S bidh do bhuain mar a chuir thu, 
Ma‘s subhailc no do-bheirt. 

Ma bhios t-oige gun riaghladh, 
‘S t-anamiannan gun taod riu. 
Gum fas iad cho fiadhaich, 
‘S nach srian thu ri t-aois iad; 
Am meangan nach sniomh thu, 
Cha spion thu ‘na chraoibh e; 

Mar shineas e gheugan, 
Bidh fhreumhan a’ sgaoileadh. 

Tha do bheatha neo-chinnteach 
0 ‘n teinn a bheir bas ort, 
Uime sin bi ri dicheall 
Bo shith dheanamh trathail; 
‘S e milleadh gach cuise 
Bhi gun churam cur dail hint’; • 
‘S ionann aithreachas criche, 
‘S bhi cur sil mu Fheill-martuinn. 

Tha ghrian ann sna speuraibh 
A’ ruith reise gach latha; 
‘S i ‘giorrach’ do siiaoghail, 
Gach oidhche a laidheas; 
‘S dlu ruitheas an spala, 
Troi’ shnathaibh do bheatha; 
Tha’ fighe dhut leine, 
Ni beisdean a chaitheamh. 

‘S ma ghoideas e dlu ort, 
Gun do dhuil bhi r‘a thighinn; 
‘N sin fosglaidh do shuilean, 
'S chi thu chuis thar a mithich; 
Bidh do choguis ‘ga d’ phianadh. 
Mar sgian ann a d’ chridhe; 
‘S co-ionann a giulan, 
‘S laidhe ruisgt’ ann an sgitheach. 

Faic a chuileag ‘ga diteadh 
Le sionntaibh an naduir, 
‘S o na dhibhir i ‘n seasan, 
Gur h-eigin d‘i basach’; 
Faic gliocas an t-seangain, 
Na thional cho trathail, 
‘S dean eiseimnleir leanail, 
Chum t-anam a shabhal’. 

DAIBHIDH MAC-EAIAIR. 

Dattd Mackeli.ae, commonly called Daihhidh nan Laoidh, was another 
religious poet. The time of his hirth is not known. He lived in Glendaruel after 
the beginning of last century. He was blind, and the people in that country still 
preserve some traditionary accounts of him, and of the manner in which his hymn was 
composed, the most striking of which is that after having composed it his sight was 
restored. In his youth he composed some profane pieces. The time of his death 
is likewise uncertain, but a grand-daughter of his lived in Glasgow not many years 
ago. This hymn was first published in Glasgow about the year 1752. It was so 
very popular in the Highlands that many persons got it by heart that had never 
seen the printed copy. 
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LAOIDH MHIC-E ALAIR. 

Moladh do’n Ti’s airde gloir, 
An 'I'i’s modha no gach neach; 
Cruithcar an t-saoghail gu loir, 
Da’n eubhaidh dhuinn geill' air fad. 

’S tu rjpn an domhann’s na th’ ann, 
Na cuTintcan domhain, ’s am fonn; 
-S clmir thu iasg g’a altrum ann, 
'S thug tliu ciall gu ghlacadh dhuinn. 

Rinneadh leat gealach a’s grian, 
Thogail fianuis air do ghloir; 
Cha’n aithris mi a mile trian, 
I)e chruthachadh an Dia is mo. 

’S tu rinn na reulltan air fad, 
A riaghlachadh gu eeart nan trath; 
Gheall thu maraon fuachd a’s teas, 
Foghar ma seach agus Mairt. 

S tu rinn na h-ainglean air fad, 
Tha ’n t-abharsair fo d’ smachd gu mor : 
Air slabhruidh laidir aig do Mhac, 
Cumail a neart o theachd oirnn’. 

Rinneadh leat an duine’ ris, 
A reir t-iomhaidh chum go ghloir; 
Ach chaill e ’n oidhreachd ud gun luach, 
\S cha’n fhuasgalar i le or. 

’S tu chuir am fradharc na cheann, 
(^huir thu fait tro chlaigeann lorn; 
Thug thu cluas gu eisteachd dha, 
’8 gluasad a chuirp o na bhonn. 

Chuir thu Adhamli an cadal trom, 
Chaidh leigh nan gras os a cheann; 
’S de dh-aisinn bho thaobh do rinn 
A bhean, o’n do ghin gach claim. 

Chuir thu e ’n garadh nan seud, 
Far an robh eibhneas a ghraidh; ' 
Dh-ith a bhean an sin a meas, 
'S dh-fhuilig i’s a sliochd am bas, 

f "ha robh a teasargain aig neach, 
< )’n a chumhnanta rinn i bhris ; 
*N tra ruisgeadh an sgeudachadh ccart. 
Bha chuis na h-eagal an sin. 

Ach moladh do dh' Ard-Righ nam feart, 
O nach b’aill leis teachd d'ar sgrios : 
Xu air chunnaic e Adharah na aire, 
Finn e cumhnant’ nan gras ris. 

Thainig losa ’nuas le thoil, 
Thug e suas mar iobairt fhuil; 
Mac na lirinn, Uan gun chron, 
M’ar ciontain-ne fhuair e ghuin. 

Crochadh e ri crann an aird, 
-S an t-slcagh saite tro a chorp; 

Orun geur na peine chuir mu cheann, 
Fhuair mac Dhe le naimhde lot. 

Crun sgithieh, an aite crun righ, 
Mar thailceas, ’s-mar dhi-meas mor; 
Domblas agus fion geur, 
’N deoch a thug iad dha ri h-ol. 

Na tairnean g’an cur an sas, 
Am bosaibh a lamh le ord ; 
’S fuil a chridhe ruith a thaobh, 
Ceannachd bu daoire nan t-or. 

’Nuair chaidh Criosd gu pein a bhais, 
\S a dh’ f huilig e air son an t-sluaigh; 
Sgoilt brat an teampuill sios gu lar, 
’S dhuisg na mairbh an aird o'n uaigh. 

Chreathnaich an talamh trom, le crith, 
Air a ghrein gu’n tainig smal; 
Le feirg Dhe, do chrath e ’n sin; 
Dh-fhuilig Criosd am bas re seal. 

Dh-adhlaic iad an t-Uan fo lie, 
Thug e buaidh, san uaigh cha d’ fhan ; 
As a bhas thug e gheur-gfcuin, 
’S dh-eirich an treas la gun smal. 

Na shuidh’ aig deas-laimh athar a ta, 
Criosd le grasan os ar ceann ; 
A’ cur oifig sagairt an gniomh, 
A’ deasachadh a rioghachd dhuinn. 

Thig an t-am san tig mac Dhe, 
Creidibh sud gur sgcula fior: 
Le miltibh mil’ de dh’ ainglibh treun, 
Thoirt oirnne breith a reir ar gniomh. 

’N sin seinnear an trompaid gu h-ard, 
Leis .na h-ainglean’s aille snuagh ; 
Eiridh na mairbh an aird o’n uir, 
’S bheir e cunntas uaith’ an cuan. 

Liubraidh gach uaigh na fhuair i-fein, 
’S eha bhi neach de’n trend air chall; 
Nochdar iad uii’ am fiadlmuis De, 
'S e Mhac fhein is breitheamh ann. 

Ilithidh iadsan soilleir an sin, 
Mar sholus dcalrach an dreach ; 
Thig Criosd nan coinneamh le gean, 
'S bidh sith an comunn nam Hath. 

Ni thu ’n sin tearbadh air gach neach, 
’S dionaidh tu o’n fheirg na’s leat, 
Mhead’s tha air an dearbhadh dhut, 
Cuirear iad fo dhion do blirait, 

' i 
Cuirear na gobhair air laimh clfl^. 
Chum triall gu priosan a’ bhroii^.; ' 
Druidear suas, ’s gur cruaidh an sgeul, 
Flath-Innis Dhe air an sroin. 
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MaJlaicliidh ’n nighoan a mathair, 
Mallaichidh mhathair a clann; 
’S mallaichidh ’n t-athair a mhac, 
Nach do ghabh a smachd ’na am. 

’S iomadh sgairteach,4>’s gui geur, 
Hi h-am eluintinn sgeul an craidh$ 
Mallachadh a cheile gu leir, • 
Sgarachdainn ri Uan a ghraidh. 

Sin la an dealachaidh bhochd, 
G’an sgarachdainn a dh’aindeon riut; 
<i’an sgkirsadh gu h-aineal an loisg, 
’S gun duil aig anam tigh’n’ as. 

An teach d’a miileadh cuirear iad, 
Fo dhioghaltas an Ard-Eigh; 
Gun duil ri furtachd no ri bas, 
Gu brath, cha tig iad a nios. 

Fasaidh ’n cuirp eho chruaidh ri praxs, 
Mar iarunn an cas san lamb; 
G’an cumail beo ann an sior phian, 
Teine dian gun fhurtachd la. 

Gach aon la mar bhlianna bhuan. 
An lagan loisgneach, cruaidh an sas; 

G’an liodairt le teas a’s fuachd,* 
Sud an duals ge Fad an dail. 

Latha cha bid ann na dheigh, 
; Falaichear na reulltan’s a ghrian; 

Sgriosar an saoghal gu leir, 
’S neach cha teid an toll bho Dhia. 

M’ achanaich riuts’, air sgath do mhic, 
Meadaich mo ghliocas le gras; 
’S thoir dhomh mathanas’s gach cuis, 
Seal ma’n druid mo shuil le bas. 

* The ancient Caledonians entertained the idea 
that hell was a cold and inhospitable place, as the 
following stanza from an old pen will show :— 

“ ’S mairg a roghnaicheas Ifrinn fhuar, 
’8 gur Ii-i namh nan droigheann geur, 
Is oeag orm Ifrinn fhuar. fhliucn, 

i Aite bitli-bhuan is searbh deoch.” 

The following lines from Van an FMr Ghlaoin 
| give it this character:— 

I sin ailakih na freoine, 
Led" thiugh-cheo as le t-uamh-bheisdean 
A thir nam plan gun bhiadh gun bliaigh, 
Dolad dhail be sud mo dheisdiun.” 

ROB DONN. 

Robekt Mack ay, otbemise called Rob Dotm, was born in tbe winter season 
‘if tbe year 1714, at Allt-tia-Caillich, in the parish of Durness, in the county of 
Sutherland, and in that part of the county, properly enough, till of late, designated 
by its inhabitants and others, “Lord Reay’s country,” and in the native tongue 
"Duthnvch Mhic-Aoidh,” or “ The country of the Mackay.” The bard was not 
the eldest son of his father ; he had three brothers, of whom nothing remarkable is 
remembered. His father, Donald Mackay, or Donald Dorns, is not remembered to 
have been of any poetic talent: but his mother’s talents of that description are 
known to have been more than ordinarily ’nigh. She was remarkable for the re* 
cital of Ossian’s poems, and the other ancient minstrelsy of the land. She lived to 
a very advanced age ; and we have heard an instance of singular female fortitude 
evinced by her at the age of eighty-two. Having had the misfortune to break her 
leg, while tending her sheep at a considerable distance from home, she bound it up, 
contrived to get home unassisted; and while afterwards enduring the operation of 
setting the fracture, she soothed the pain by crooning a popular air. 

If local scenery could be really imagined conducive in any way to the formation 
or training of poetic genius, of a truth the nursery of our bard might well lay claim 

11 
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to that merit—“ the emblem of deeds that were done in its clime.” The surround- 
ing localities of his native spot, we believe, are not surpassed in picturesque gran- 
deur by any other in the Highlands of Scotland. 

Rob Donn might say of himself, with Pope, that “ho lisped in numbers.” Ere 
he had yet but scarcely obtained even the power of lisping, anecdote is recorded 
of his infant age of no ordinary description, thf^igh homely enough in its history. 
At the wonted season of making provision for the winter, according to the country’s 

• fashion, by slaughtering of beeves, our bard’s father, on one occasion, happened to 
slaughter two, one of which was found inferior in quality to the other. The small- 
pox, at the time, was committing mournful devastations among the youth of the 
neighbourhood. While busied in the necessary avocation of curing their winter’s 
beef, the father says, “ Now, the best of this beef is not to be touched till we have 
seen who survives the small-pox to share it.” The infant bard, scarcely yet able 
to articulate or walk, on hearing this, exclaimed, “ ' S ole a' chuidsin do'n fhear 
a dh'fhalbhas!” i. e. “He who departs will have a bad share of it, then!” 
“ True, my boy,” said the father, “ and yours will never be a bad share, while you 
remain able to use it.” 

The first verse he is said to have composed, was when he had attained only his 
third year. Its occasion indeed testifies that bis age could not have been much 
more at the time. It was the country’s fashion for children, when they had little 
more than left the nurse’s lap, to be dressed in a short frock, or cassock, formed 
close to the body round the waist, and buttoned at the back. A tailor had fitted 
our youthful author with such an habiliment, and next morning the child was anxi- 
ous to exhibit itbut his mother, and the domestics, having been summoned early 
to some out-door pursuits, Robert became anxious to get abroad in his new garbr 

but found himself quite defeated in every attempt to button it on. He took the 
alternative of sallying forth in a state of nudity ; when, being met by his mother 
coming; towards the house, she chided him for being; seen in this state. Robert’s 
defence was made in the following stanza :— 

“ ’S math dhomhsa bhi ’n diugh gun aodach, 
Le slaodaireachd Mhurchaidh ’Ic Neill, 
Mo bhroilleaeh chur air mo chulthaobh, 
’S gun a dhunadh again fhein !” 

reproaching the tailor for the trick he had played him, in placing the buttons be- 
hind, and lamenting his own inability to accommodate the new dress to his person. 
His next exhibition of poetic promise was given in the same year, we are told, in 
the harvest season, when all the inmates of the family were employed in reaping. 
An old woman, who acted as nurse to the children, was on this occasion called to 
the sickle. She complained that the more active labourers had jostled her out of 
her place, and left her only to reap the straggling stinted stalks that grew in the 
border furrow. While muttering her disappointment, Robert, scarce able but to 
creep at his nurse’s elbow, endeavoured to rally her with a verse :— 

“ Bi-sa dot a null’s a nail, 
Gus a ruig thu grunnd na clais,’ 

Cha ’n ’cil air, ma tha e gann, 
Ach na tha ann a thoirt as.” 
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At the age of six or seven years, he attracted the particular attention of Mr. 
John Mackay, the celebrated Iain Mac-Eachuinn, a gentleman of the family of 
Sherray, then living'on the neighbouring farm of Mmal. This gentleman, of 
poetic talents himself, prevailed with our author’s parents to allow their child to 
come into his service,-or rather into his family, at the early age we have mentioned. 
In this family our author remained as a servant from this age till the period of his 
marriage. Here he experienced liberal treatment, and sincere, unvaried kindness, 
of which he ever retained a lively and grateful recollection, especially towards his 
master; and it is no trifling praise to both, that though they once or twice latterly 
had a differencfe, the bard’s esteem and affection returned when the casual excite- 
ment had passed ; and when it lay upon his mind, he was never once known to 
have given it the least utterance in any shape bordering upon disrespect, and after 
his death the bard composed an admirable elegy to his memory, which combines as 
forcible, energetic description of character and conduct, with as pure poetic power 
as can be found in any poetry of its kind. The bard most feelingly and patheti- 
cally concludes it with a solemn appeal of his having mentioned no virtue or trait 
of which he was not himself a witness. 

A youth of our author’s poetic mind could not be expected to remain long a 
stranger to the more tender susceptibilities of his nature. Nor has he left us in 
ignorance of his first love. It is the subject of one of his finest songs :—“ 'S trota 
ham an airidh” fyc. Here his passion breathes with an innocent, simple faith- 
fulness, with an ardour and truth of poetic recital, that no lays of the kind can per- 
haps surpass. 

After his marriage, Rob Donn first resided at the place of Bad-na-h-achlais, 
then probably forming a part of his late employer’s tenure. It was, we believe, 
^oon after this period, that Robert was hired by Lord Reay to the office of a cow- 
keeper, at that time an office, though a humble one, of considerable responsibility 
and trust. In this station he continued for the greater part of his after life-time. 
We have not been able to ascertain dates with precision, to say whether it was be- 
fore or after having accepted this office that our bard enlisted as a private soldier in 
the first regiment of Sutherland Highlanders, which was raised in 1759. He did 
not enlist so much as a soldier, as he was urged by the country gentlemen holding 
commissions in that corps, and as he himself felt inclined to accompany them. The 
regiment was reduced in 1763, and our bard returned to his home. 

Though we have said that he spent mostly the after period of life, since he en- 
tered the service of Lord Reay, in that office, it was not without interruption. He 
left his servitude at one time, and we are inclined to think it was then he went into 
the military service. While he had charge of Lord Reay’s cattle, and his w-ife of 
the dairy, during the summer months, it was also his province to look over them 
during the winter months: and it became a part of his duty, or an employment 
connected with it, to thresh out corn for supplying the cattle with fodder. To the 
laborious exercises of the flail, the bard could never submit. He employed ser- 
vants to perform this part of his duty. That was, however, taken amiss, and he 
was told that he must himself wield the flail or leave the situation. He chose the 
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latter alternative ; and removed, with his family, to the place of Achmore, in that 
part of the parish of Durness which borders upon Cape Wrath. Indeed, though 
we have no decided authority for the supposition, we are inclined to believe that 
the difference between him and his noble employer originated in another cause than 
that ostensibly alleged. The bard had been dealing his reproofs rather freely. No 
feeling of dependence, no awe of superior rank or station, ever restrained him from 
giving utterance to his sentiments, or from enjoying his satire, whenever what he 
conceived to be moral error, or evil example, called for reproof. And this was 
dealt with the dignity that belongs to virtue, refusing, as he always did on such 
occasions, to compromise that dignity by indulging in personal invective. But 
whatever was the cause of the difference that occasioned his removal, he was soon 
recalled, and left not the service again during the life of the chief. 

Robert continued to attend his usual avocations till within a fortnight of his 
death, which took place on the 5th August, 1778, being then aged 64 years. The 
death of the bard caused a universal feeling of sadness, not only in his own native 
corner, but over the whole county. It might be said that there was no individual 
but mourned for him as a friend : those only excepted whose continued immorali- 
ties and errors had rendered them objects on which fell with severity the powerful 
lash of his satire. 

His stories of wit and humour were inexhaustible ; and, next to superior intelli- 
gence and acuteness of mind, formed perhaps in his every-day character the most 
distinguishing feature. He had ever a correct and delicate feeling of his own place ; 
but if any one, high or low, superior or equal, drew forth the force of his sarcasm 
upon themselves, by assuming any undue liberty on their part, it was an experi- 
ment they seldom desired to repeat. His readiness and quickness of repartee often 
discovered him where he had been personally unknown before. At one time, when 
travelling northward through a pan of Argyllshire, he met by chance with Mr. 
M'Donald, of Achatriochdan, well known in his own country as a man of notable 
humour and distinguished talents. Robert addressed to this gentleman some ques- 
tion relative to his way; and giving a civil answer. Mr. M'Donald added, “I per- 
ceive, my man, by your dialect, you belong to the north—what part there V’’ “ To 
Lord Reay’s country.” “ O ! then you must know Rob Donn !” “ Yes I do, as 
well as I know myself. I could point him out to you in a crowd.” “ Pray do in- 
form me, then, what sort of person he is, of whom I have heard so much.” “ A 
person, I fear, of whom more has been spoken than he well deserves.” “You 
think so, do you ?” The last answer did not please the enquirer, who was poetic 
himself, thinking he had met with too rigid a censurer of the northern bard, and 
the conversation ceased, while they both proceeded together on their way. After a 
pause, Mr. M'Donald, pointing to Ben Nevis, which now rose in the distance be- 
fore them, says, “ Were you ever, my man, at the summit of yonder mountain?” 
“ I never was.” “ Then you never have been so near to heaven.” “ And have 
you yourself been there ?” “ Indeed I have.” “ And what a fool you have been 
to descend!” retorted the bard, “are you sure of being ever again so nigh!” 
M'Donald had caught a tartar. “I am far deceived,” said he, “if thou be not 
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thyself Rob Bonn !” The bard did not deny it, and a cordial friendship was form- 
ed between them. 

To Rob Bonn’s moral character testimony has already been borne. It was 
uniformly respectable. To those acquainted with what may well be denominated 
the moral and religious statistics of the bard’s native country at that time, and hap- 
pily still, it will furnish no inconsiderable test not only of his moral but of his strictly 
religious demeanour, that he was chosen a ruling elder, or member of the Kirk 
Session of the parish of Burness. In that country such an election was never made 
where the finger of scorn could be pointed at a blemish of character. It scarcely 
requires to be told, that his society was courted not alone by his equals, but still 
more by his superiors in rank. No social party almost was esteemed a party with- 
out him. No public meeting of the better and the best of the land was felt to be a 
full one, without Rob Bonn being there. 

In the bosom of his own humble but respectable family, we have good authority 
for saying that he was a pattern in happiness and in temper. A family of thirteen 
were mostly all spared to rise around him, trained to habits of industry and of 
virtue. None of them became celebrated as inheriting their father’s genius; but 
some of his daughters possessed more or less of the “airy giftand from their 
attempts at repartee and impromptu, the father used frequently to draw much 
mutual and harmless enjoyment. His wife had a musical ear and voice unrivalled 
in the country; and any ordinary pastime of their winter evenings was for the 
family and parents to join their voices in song; while we believe, that when the 
father’s absence did not prevent, they never ceased to exemplify the most sacred 
lineaments of the immortal picture in “ The Cotter’s Saturday Night.” 

Rob Bonn’s compositions may be classed into four kinds—Humorous, Satirical, 
Solemn, and Bescriptive; all these severally, with few exceptions, belonging to the 
species of poetry commonly called Lyrical. He was illiterate; he knew not his 
alphabet. The artificial part of poetry, if poets will grant that expression legitimate, 
was to him utterly unknown. Perhaps he never took more than an hour or two to 
compose either his best or his longest songs. Even the most of the airs to which 
he composed are original, which presents as a single circumstance the resources ef 
his mind to have been of no ordinary extent. His works were published in Inver- 
ness, with a memoir prefixed, in 1830. . 

In forming an estimate of the moral and poetical merits of Rob Bonn, his biogra- 
pher has been more guided by the opinions and prejudices of his countrymen, than 
by a just and impartial examination of the poet’s works. In poetry, as in religion, 
we may be allowed to judge men by their fruits. Rob has been held up as a man 
of high moral and religious worth; but the editor himself admits, that many of hie 
pieces are too indelicate for publication. 

Many of his published pieces are such as no good man ought to have produced 
against his fellow creatures. His love of satire was so indiscriminate, that he often 
attacks persons who are not legitimate objects of ridicule. Little men and women 
are the unceasing objects of his satire ; and he does not spare the members of his 
own family. 
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Ho was proud of his own powers of satire, and seemed to enjoy the dread of 
those who feared the exercise of his wit. His satire is not rancorous and vindictive, 
but playful and sportive ; more calculated to annoy than to wound. If he was not 
invited to a feast or wedding, next day he composed a satire, full of mirth and 
humour, but too indelicate to be admitted into his book. He has not the wit and 
poignancy of Macintyre, who composed his satires while in a state of irritation to 
punish his enemies. 

As a writer of elegies, he is more distinguished for sober truth, than poetical 
embellishment. He hated flattery; and, in closing an elegy on the death of a bene- 
factor, he declares that he had recorded no virtue that he had not himself observed. 

As a poet he cannot be placed in the highest rank. He is deficient in pathos 
and invention. There is little depth of feeling, and very slender powers of descrip- 
tion to be found in his works; and, when the temporary and local interest wears 
away, he can never be a popular poet. 

Yet, Rob Bonn has been honoured more than any of his brother poets in the 
Highlands. A subscription having been raised among his countrymen for a monu- 
ment to his memory, it is now erected in the parish burying-ground of Durness, 
over his grave. Its foundation stone was laid on 12th January, 1829, with masonic 
honours, and a procession to the burying-ground. not only of the whole parish, but 
joined by numbers from the other parishes of “ Lord Reay’s country,” headed by 
Captain Donald Mackay, of the 21st regiment of foot, who has done himself 
honour worthy of record, by his activity and zeal in raising the subscription, and 
bringing with his other coadjutors, this intention to its completion. The monument 
now stands a record of the bard’s fame, and ah honourable testimony of his country- 
men’s feelings. It is of polished granite, on a quadrangular pedestal of the same- 
enduring material, and bears the following inscriptions:— 

[First Side.'] 

IN MEMORY 
OP 

ROB BONN, otherwise ROBERT MACKAY, 
OF DURNESS, 

THE REAY GAELIC BARD. 
THIS TOMB WAS ERECTED AT THE EXPENSE OP A FEW OF HIS COUNTRYMEN, 

ARDENT ADMIRERS OF NATIVE TALENT, 
AND EXTRAORDINARY GENIUS, 

1829. 

[Second SideS] 

“ FOETA NASCITUR NON FIT.” 
OBIIT 1778. 

[ Third Side.'] 

“ BU SHLUAGH BORB SINN GUN BHREITHEANAS, 
NUAIR A DU-FHALBH THU, MUR SGATHADll'sUD OIRNN.* 

[Fourth Side.] 

“ SISTE VIATOR, ITER, JACET HIC SUB CESPITE DONNUS, 
QUI CEC1NIT FORMA PR,ESTANTES RURE PUELLAS; 
QUIQUE NOVOS L.UTO CELEBRAVIT CARMINE SPONSOS-; 
QUIQUE BENE MERITOS LUGUBRI VOCE DEFLEVIT; 
ET ACRITER VARUS MOMORDIT VITIA MODIS.”* 

A3TATIS 64. 
* The above lines, in memory of the bard, were written by the late Kev. Alexander Pope, minis- 

ter of Keay. 
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DO PHRIONN8A TEARLACH. ORAN 

An diugh, an diugh, gur reusontach 
Dhuinn eiridh ann an sanntachas. 
An tri-amh lath’ air criochnachadh, 
De dhara mios a’ gheamhraidh dhuinn; 
I)ean‘maid comunn failteach riut, 

■Gu bruidhneach, gaireach, oranach, 
Gu botalach, copoch, stopauach, 
Lecruit, le-ceol, ‘s le damhsaireachd. 

Dean'maid eomunn failteaeh 
Ris an la thug thun an t-saoghail thu ; 
Olainaid deoch-slaiute nis 
An t-Seumais oig o ‘n d’ inntrig thu; 
Le taing a thoirt do ‘n Ard Righ shuas, 
<Ju ‘n d’ fhuair do mhathair liobhraigeadh, 
Dheth h-aon bha do na Gaeil, 
Mar bha Daibhidh do chlainn Israeli. 

Tha cupall bhliadhn’ a‘s raidhe, 
O ‘nla thainig thu do dh’ Alba so; 
*S bu shoilleir dhuinn o ‘n trath bha sin, 
An fhailtechuir an aimsir oirnn. 
Bha dauine men sail, miadhail oirnn, 
"“S bha araeh ni a sealbhach’ oirnn, 
Bha barran troma tir’ againn, 
Bha toradh frith’ a‘s fairg’ againn. 

An diugh, an diugh, gur cuimhne leam. 
Air puing nach coir a dheannad ort, 
Mu bhreith a’ phrionnsa rioghail so, 
Dhe ‘n teaghlaich dhirich Albannaich; 
Toganiaid suas ar suilean ris, 
Le urnuigh dhlu gun chealgaireachd, 
Ar ftmhan na ‘m biodhfeum orra, 
Le toil ‘s le eud ‘s le earbsalachd. 

Togamaid fuirm a‘s meanmnadh ris. 
Is aithnichear air ar durachd sinn, 
Li^latha chumail sunndach leinn. 
As leth a’ phrionnsa Stiubhavtaich; 
Gur cal’ an am na h-eigin e, 
Ar carraig threun gu stiuireadh air; 
Thug barr air cheud am buadhannan, 
-S tha eridhe ‘n t-sluaigh air dluthadh ris. 

■Cha ‘n ioghnadh sin, ‘n uair smuainichear 
An dualachas o ‘n tainig e; 
■“N doimhne bh’ann gu foghluimte; 
Gun bhonn do dh’ eis ‘ft a nadur dheth. 
Mar Sholamh, ‘n cleachdadh reusanla. 
Mar Shamson, treun an lamhan e, 
Mar Absalom, gur sgiamliach e, 
Gur sgiath ‘s gur dion d’ a chairdean e. 

Nach f haic sibh fein an speis 
A ghabh na speuran gu bhi'g umhladh dha; 
‘N uair sheas an reannag shoillseach, 
Anns an line an robhsa stiuireadh leis; 
An comhar’ bh’ aig ar Slanuighear, 
Ro Thearlach thigh1 n do ‘n duthaich so, 
‘N uair chaiih na daoine ciallach ud 
G’ a iarraidh gu Jerusalem. 

A nis, a Thearlaich Stiubhairt, 
Na ‘ra biodh an crun a th’ air Seoras ort, 
Bu liontnhor againn cuirtearan, 
A’ caitheamh ghun is chleocaichean; 
Tha ‘m athchuing ris an Ti sin, 
Aig am beil gach ni ri orduchadh, 
Gu ‘n tearnadh e o ‘n cheilg ac’ thu, 
‘S gu ‘n cuir e ‘n seilbh do chorach thu. 

ORAN NAN CASAGAN DUBHA. 

[A rinn a:n bard ‘n uair chual’ e gu ‘n do bha 
cudii an t-eideadb Gaelach le lagli na rioghachd ; 
agus muinntir a dhuthcha fein bhi uile air taobh 
righ Deorsa ‘s a’ bliliadhna 17t5.J 

Lajiii’ Dhe leinn, a dhaoine, 
C’ uime chaochail sibh fasan, 
‘S nach ’eil agaibh de shaorsa, 
Fiu an aodaich a chleachd sibh; 
‘S i mo bharail mu ‘n eighe, 
Tha ‘n aghaidh fheileadh a‘s osan, 
Gu ‘m beil cataid aig Tearlach, 
Ann am Parlamaid Shasuinn. 

Faire ! faire ! ‘Righ Deorsa, 
‘N ann a spors’ air do dhilsean, 
Deanamh achdachan ura, 
Gu bhi dublaehadh ‘n daorsa; 
Ach on ‘s bulaich gun uails’ iad, 
‘S fearr am bualadh no ‘n caomhna, 
‘S bidh ni‘s lugha g‘a t-fheitheamh, 
‘N uair thig a leithid a risd oirnn. 

Ma gheibh do namhaid ‘s do charaid 
An aon pheanas an Albainn, 
‘S iad a dh-eirich ‘na t-aghaidh, 
Rinn an roghainn a b’ fhearra dhiubh; 
Oir tha caraid math cuil ac’, 
A rinn taobh ris na dh’ earb ris, 
‘S a’ chuid nach d’ imich do ‘n Fhraingleis, 
Fhuair iad pentwn ‘nuair dh-fhalbh e. 

Cha robh oifigeach Gaelach 
Eadar Scrjent a‘s Coirneil, 
Nach do chaill a chominion, 
‘N uair chaidh ‘m briseadh le foirneart; 
A’ mheud ‘s a fhuair sibh an uiridh, 
Ged bu diombuan r‘a ol e, 
Bheir sibh ‘m bliadhn’ air ath-philleadh. 
Air son uinneagan leosain. 

Cha robh bhliadhna na taic so, 
Neach a sheasadh mar sgoileir, 
Gun choision righ Breatainn, 
Gu bhi ‘n a Chaptein air onair; 
Chaidh na ficheadan as diubh, 
Nach dp leasaich sud dolar, 
Ach an sgiursaigeadh dhachaidh. 
Mar ehu a dh-easbhuidh a cfioilair. 
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Ach ma dh-aontaich sibh rireadh. 
Hi bhur sior dhol am mugha, 
Ged a bha sibh cho rioghail, 
Chaidh bhur cisean am modhad; 
‘8 math an airidh gu ‘n faicte 
Dream cho tais ribh a’ cumha, 
Bhi tilgeadh dhibh bhur cuid bhreacan, 
‘8 a’ gabhail chasagan dubha. 

Och ! mo thruaighe sin Albainn ! 
‘8 tur a dhearbh sibh bhur reason, 
Gur i ‘n roinn bh’ ann bhur n-inntinn, 
‘N rud a mhill air gach gleus sibh; 
Leugh an Gobharment sannt 
Anns gach neach a thionndaidh ris fein 

dhibh, 
‘S thug iad baoight do bhur gionaich, 
Gu ‘r cuir fo mhionach a cheile. 

Ghlac na Sasunnaich fath oirbh, 
Gus bhur fagail ni ‘s laige, 
Chum ‘s nach bitheadh ‘g ur cunntadh, 
‘N ur luchd-comh-stri ni b’ fhaide ; 
Ach ‘n uair a bhios sibh a dh-easbhuidh 
Bhur n-airm, ‘s bhur n-acuinnean sraide, 
Gheibh sibh searsaigeadh mionaich. 
Is bidh bhur peanas ni ‘s graide. 

Tha mi faicinn bhur truaighe. 
Mar ni nach cualas a shamhuil, 
A’ chuid a‘s fearr de bhur seabhaig, 
Bhi air slabhruidh aig clamhan; 
Ach ma tha sibh ‘n ar leoghainn, 
Pillibh ‘n doghruinn s’ ’na teamhair, 
‘8 deanaibh ‘n deudach a thrusadh. 
Mu ‘n teid bhur busan a cheangal. 

‘N uair thig bagradh an namhaid, 
Gus an ait anns do phill e, 
‘8 ann bu mhath leam a chairdean, 
Sibh bhi ‘n aireamh na buidhne, 
D’ am biodh spioraid cho Gaelach, 
‘8 gu ‘m biodh an sar ud ‘n an cuimhnc, 
Gus bhur pilleadh ‘s an abhainn, 
Oir tha i roimhibh ni ‘s doimhne. 

Nis, a Thearlaich oig Stiubhaird, 
Riut tha duil aig gach fine, 
Chaidh a chothachadh cruin dhut, 
‘8 a leig an duthaich ‘n a teine; 
Tha mar nathraichean folaicht’, 
A chaill an earradh an uraidh, 
Acli tha ‘g ath-ghleusadh an gathan, 
Gu eiridh latha do thighinn. 

‘8 iomadh neach a tha guidhe, 
Hi do thighinn, a Thearlaich, 
Gus an eireadh na cuingean, 
Dheth na bhuidheann tha ‘n eigin; 
A tha cantainn ‘n an cridhe, 
Ged robh an teanga ‘g a bhreugadh, 
“ Lan do bheatlia gu t-fhaicinn, 
A dh’ iounsuidh Bhreatainn a‘s Eirinn.” 

‘8 iomadh oganach aimsichte, 
Tha ‘8 an am so ‘n a chadal. 

Eadar braighe Srath-Chluanaidh, 
Agus bruachan Loch-abair; 
Kachadh ‘n cuisibh mhic t-athar, 
‘8 a chrun, ‘s a chathair r’ an tagradh, 

*sS a dh’ ath-philleadh na Ceathaim, 
A dhioladh latha Chulodair. 

Ach a chairdean na cuirte, 
Nach ’eil a’ chuis a’ cur feirg oirbh, 
Na ’n do dh’ fhosgail bhur suilean, 
Gus a ehuis a bhi searbh dhuibh; 
Bidh bhur duais mar a’ ghobhar 
A theid a bbleodhan gu tarbhach, 
‘8 a bhith’r a’ fuadach’s an f hoghar 
Is ruaig nan gaothar r‘a h-earball. 

jNIa ‘s e ‘m peacach a ‘s modha 
‘8 coir a chumhachd a chlaoidheadh; 
Nach e Seumas an Seachdamh 
Dhearbh bhi seasmhaeh ‘n a inntinn ? 
“ C’ uim’ an diteadh sibh ‘n onair, 
Na bhiodh sibh moladh na daoidheaehd 
‘8 gur h-e dhluitheachd d’ a chreideamls 
A thug do cheigrich an rioghachd. 

Fhuair sinn righ a Hanobhar, 
Sparradh oirnne le achd e, 
Tha againn prionusa ‘n a aghaidh. 
Is neavt an lagha ‘g a bhacadh; 
O Bhith, tha shuas ‘na do bhreitheamh. 
Gun chron ‘s an dithis nach fac tha,— 
Mar h-e a th’ ann, cuir air aghairt 
An t-aon a ‘s lugha ‘nv bi pheacadh. 

ISEABAIL NIC-AOIDH 

Aik ponn—Piobaireachd. «, 

An t-urlar. 

Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, 
Aig a’ chrodh laoigh, 
Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, 
’8 i ’n a h-aonar, 
Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, 
Aig a’ chrodh laoigh, 
Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, 
’8 i ’n a h-aonar; 
Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, 
Aig a’ chrodh laoigh, 
Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, 
’S i ’n a h-aonar: 
Seall sibh Nic-Aoidh 
Aig a’ chrodh laoigh, 
Am bonnabh nam frith’ 
’S i ’n a h-aonar. 

An cewd Siubhdl. 

Mhuire’s a Righ! 
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A dhuine gun mhnaoi, 
Ma thig thu a chaoidh, 
’S i so do thim; 
Nach faic thu Nie-Aoidh, 
Aig a’ chrodh laoigh, 
Am bonnabh nam frith’, 
’S i ’n a h-aonar. 

Mhuire’s a Righ! 
A dhuine gun mhnaoi, 
Ma thig thu a chaoidh, 
’S i so do thim; 
Nacli faic thu Nic-Aoidh, 
Aig a’ chrodh laoigh, 
Am bonnabh nam frith’, 
’S i n a h-aonar. 

Comharradh duibh 
Nach ’eil gu math, 
Air fleasgach amh 
Bhi feadh a so, 
’N uair tha bean-taigh’ 
Air Riothan nan Damh, 
Muigh aig a’ chrodh, 
Gun duine mar-ri. 

Coniharradh duibh 
Naeh ’eil gu math, 
Air fleasgaich amh 
’Bhi feadh a so, 
’N uair tha bean-taigh’ 
Air Riothan nan Damh, 
Muigh aig a’ chrodh* 
’S i na h-aonar. 

Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, &c. 

’S i ’n a h-aonar. 
Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, &c. 

An Taohhluaih. 

Nach faic sibh an oibseig 
Tha coslach ri glacadh, 
Am bliadhna ’g a cleachdadh, 
Ri crodh agus eachaibh, 
Air achadh ’n a h-aonar. 

Nach faic sibli an oibseig 
Tha coslach ri glacadh, 
Am bliadhna ’g a cleachdadh, 
Ri crodh agus eachaibh, 
Air achadh ’n a h-aonar. 

’S neonach am fasan, 
Do dhaoine tha dh’ easbhuidh 
Nan nithean bu taitneich’ 
Dhaibh fein e bhi aca, 
Bhi fulang a faicinn, 
Am bliadhna ’g a cleachdadh, 
Ri crodh agus eachaibh, 
Air achadh ’n a h-aonar. 

’S neonach am fasan, 
Do dhaoine tha dh’ easbhuidh 
Nan nithcan bu taitneich’ 
Dhaibh fein e bhi aca, 
Bhi fulang a faicinn, 
Am bliadhna ’g a cleachdadh, 
Ri crodh agus eachaibh, 
Air acadh ’n a h-aonar. 

Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, &c. 

An dara Sivbhal. 
Seall sibh bean-taigh 
Air Riothan nan Damh, 
Muigh aig a ’ chrodh, 
Gun duine mar-ri; 
Seall sibh bean-taigh 
Air Riothan nan Damh, 
Muigh aig a chrodh, 
’S i ’n a h-aonar. 

Seall sibh bean-taigh 
Air Riothan nan Damh, 
Muigh aig a’ chrodh, 
Gun duine mar-ri; 
Seall sibh bean-taigh 
Air Riothan nan Damh, 
Muigh aig a chrodh, 
’S i ’n r h-aonar. 

Duine sam bith 
Th’ air son a’ chluich’, 
De chinneadh math, 
Be meud a chruidh, 
Deanadh e ruith, 
Do Riothan nan Damh, 
Gheibh e bean-taigh, 
,S cuireadh e rith’, 

Duine sam bith 
Th’ air son a’ chluich’, 
Do chinneadh math, 
Le meud a chruidh, 
Deanadh e ruith 
Do Riotban nan Damh, 
Gheibh e bean-taigh, 

An Crunluaih. 

Seall sibh air a’ cheannaidheachd. 
An iomallan nam mullaiohean, 
Am bliadhna’s i gu muladach, 
Na h-uile la ’n a h-aonar. 

Seall sibh air a’ cheannaidheachd, 
An iomallan nam mullaichean, 
Am bliadhna’s i gu muladach, 
Na h-uile la ’n a h-aonar. 

Innsidh mis do dh-iomadh fear, 
’S an rannuidheachd ’n uair chluinnear i, 
Gu’m beil i air a cumail 
As, na h-uile h-aite follaiseach, 
Le ballanan a’s cuinneagan, 
An iomallan nam mullaichean. 
Am bliadhna’s i gu muladach’ 
Na h-uile la ’n a h-aonar. 

Seall sibh air a’ cheannaidheachd, 
An iomallan nam mullaichean, 
Am bliadhna’s i gu muladach, 
Na h-uile la ’n a h-aonar. 

Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, &c. 

iVote.—This song was composed in praise of a 
young lady, the daughter of /ain mac Eachuinn, 
the bard’s early friend, to the well known air of 
thepipetune, “FailtePhriunns’.” Tothosewho 
have attended to the variations of that air, as 
played properly upon the great Highland bag 
pipe, it cannot but appear as a very respectable 
effort, that the bard has met all its variations, 
quick and slow, with words and with sentiments 
admirably suited both to the air and to his 
subject.— Vide Memoir of Edit. 1829 
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PIOBAIREACHD BEAN AOIDH. 

TJrlar 

'Thogairkadh bean Aoidh, 
Thogaireadh bean Aoidh, 
Thogaireadh bean Aoidh 
Uain do dh-Aisir, 
Thogaireadh bean Aoidh 
’N aghaidh na gaoith’, 
’S rinn iad Mac-Aoidh 
Aig Loehan-nan-Glaimhidheach. 

’S folluiseach a dh-fhalbh i, 
Callaidheachd an dcigh Aoidh, 
Thoilieh i ’ bid ’n a innaoi, 
’N aiteachan fasachail; 
Chunna’ mise mar bha i, 
Turraban an deigh Aoidh, 
’M bealach eadar da bheinn, 
B’ aill leo gu ’n tamhadh iad. 
Chunnaic mi rud eile ris, 
Dh-innis domh naeh robh sibh saor, 
H-uile h-aon de an ni, 
Sgaoilt’ feadh nan airidhnean. 
’S chunnaic mi thu fein, Aoidh, 
’N uair a rinn thu ’mpill, 
Gurraidh cruinn anns a’ bheinn, 
’S duilich dhuibh ’aicheadh. 

Siuhhcd. 

’S suarach an t-uidheam, 
Do ghruagach no nighin, 
Bhi pronnadh’s a’ bruidhean, 
Is cab oirre gaireachdaich. 
Triall thun na h-uighe, 
Gun ghnothueh no guidhe, 
A’ mhealladh le bruidhean, 
Paisteachan ba-bhuachaill. 
Ma tha agaibh de ehridhe, 
Na philleas mo bhruidhean, 
Theid mis air an t-slighe, 
’S feuchaidh mi ’n t-aite 
An robh sibh ’n ’ur suidhe, 
’N ’ur laidhe’s ’n ur suidhe, 
’S mu ’n ruitheadh beul duibhe, 
B’ f hearr gun a chlaistinn. 

’S suaraeh an t-uidheam, &c. 

Crunluath. 

Na cairdean bu dealaidh bha staigh, 
Chairich iad iomadh fear roimh’, 
Dh’ fheuchainn an eumadh iad uaith, 
Ailleas nach b’ fheairde i, 
Thionndaidh i ’bus ris an fhraigh, 
’S bhoidich nach pilleadh i troigh, 
Chaoidh gus an ruigeadh i ’n taigh, 
Am b’ abhaist d’i fath f haighinn. 
Dh-fliag i ’n t-aran a’ bruich’, 
’S dh-fhalbh i o philleadh a’chruidh, 
Dh-aicheadh i comhairl’ ’s am bitli, 
’S mharsail i dh-Aisir bhuainn. 
Mhuinntir a thachair a muigh, 
’S iad a fliuair sealladh a’ chluich, 

Anna ’n a ruith. teannadh o ’n taigh, 
’N deigh ’Ille chracanaich. 

Na cairdean bu dealaidh, &c. 

RANN AIR LONG RUSPUINN. 

[Sean long bheag, a bha air a caradh le ccan- 
naiche, bha ’n a shean duine, ague a bhristroim- 
he sin; eharaich e an long so, le spruilleach 
Ininge chaidli a bhriseadh ri stoirm geamhraidh 
air traighfagus do Ruspunn ; bha’n ceannaiche 
posd’ ri seann nighin tacan ro’n am sin, ’s iad 
gun chlann. ’N uair rinn e suas an long, ’s ann 
le luath ranaich mar luchd achaidh e leatha air a’ 
cheud siubhal.] 

Seana mharaich, seana cheannaich, 
Le seana chaileig, ’s iad gun sliochd; 
Gun tuar eonaich aira’chual chrannaich, 
Is luath rainich air cheud luchd. 
Bha scan aeair, gun aon tale hint’, 
Air scan bhacan, ri scan taigh ; 
Leig an scan tobha gun aon chobhair. 
An scan eithear air seana chloich. 
Bha triuir ghaisgeach gun neach caisrigt’, 
Air dhroch eistreadh ’n an caol ruith. 
Gu long Ruspuinn nach paigh cuspunn, 
An t-seana chupuill nam plaigli rith’. 
’S mor an eis e do f hear pension, 
Bha’s na rancaibh fada muigh, 
Bhi air chul fraighneaeh air stiuir Sine, 
Gun duil sineadli ri dcaglx chluich. 

ORAN NAN SUIRIDIIEACIL* 

Tba fear a’ suiridh an diugh air inighean, 
Gun bharail iomraill naeh dean e turn; 
Bha i uair, ’s bu chumha buairidh, 
A ghuth d’ a eluais, a’s a dhreach d’ a suil. 
An scan ghaol cinnteach bha aigar sinnsir’. 
Nach d’fhuair ccad imeachd air feadh na 

dutbch’, 
Nach glan a dhearbh i, gu ’n deach’a mhar- 

bhadh, 
’N uair ni i bargan, ’nuair tliig fear ur. 

* For the air, see “The Rev. Patrick McDon- 
ald’s Collection of Highland Airs,” page V, 
No. 112. 

Fhearamh og’ leis am miannach posadh, 
Naeh ’eil na sgeoil so ’g ’ur fagail trom ? 
Tha cliuid a’s diomhair’ tha cur an lin dibh, 
Cha ’n ’eil an trian diubh a’ ruigheachdfuinn, 
Tha chuid a‘s faighreachail’ air an oigh- 

reachd s’, 
O’m beil am prise a’ doll air chall, 

; Mar choirean laidir, cur maill’ air pairtidli, 
Tha barail chairdean, a’s gradh gun bhonn. 



ROB DOXN. 171 

’S iomadh caochladh thig air an t-saoghal, 
’S cha chan an f hirinn nacli ’eil e crosd’, 
Na h-uile maighdean a ni mar rinn i, 
Tha fois a h-inntinn an cunnart feasd. 
An duine treubhach, mur ’eil e spreidheach, 
A dh’ aindeoin cud, tha e fein ’g a chosg, 
’S le comharrl’ ghoraich a h-athair dholum, 
’G a deanamh deonach le toic, ’s le trosg. 

O ’n tha 'n gaol ac’ air fas mar Fhaoilleach, 
Na bitheadh stri agaibh ri bhi posd’, 
’A seasmhachd inntinn cha ’n ’eil thu cinn- 

teach, 
Re fad na h-aon oidhch’ gu teacnd an lo ; 
An te a phairticheas riut a cairdeas, 
Ged tha i ’gradh sud le cainnt a beoil, 
Fo cheann seachduin, thig caochladh fleas- 

gaich, 
’S cha ’n f haigh thu facal dlvi re do bheo. 

Ach’s mor an naire bhi ’g an sarachadh, 
Oir tha pairt dhiubh de ’n inntinn stolt’, 
Mach o pharanfan agus chairdean, 
Bhi milleadh ghraidh sin tha fas gu h-og; 
Mur toir i aicheadh do ’n f hear a’s fearr 

leath’, 
Ged robh sud craitcach dh’i fad a beo, 
Ni h-athair feargach, a beatha searbh dh’i, | 
’S gur fearr leis marbh i, na ’faicinn posd’. j 

Faodaidh reason a bhi, gu treigeadh 
An f hir a’s beusaich’ a theid ’n a triall; 
Ged tha e cairdeach, mur ’eil e pagach, 
Ud! millidh pracas na th’ air a mhiann; 
Tha ’n duine suairce, le barrachd stuamachd, i 
A’ call a bhuannachd ri te gun chiall; 
’S fear oile ’g eiridh, gun stic ach leine, 
’S e eosnadh geill dh’i mu ’n stad e srian. 

Mur ’eil stuamachd a’ cosnadh gruagaich, 
Och ! ciod a’ bhuaidh air am beil a geall ? 
Nach mor an neonachas fear an dochais so, j 
Gun bhi cnodach ni’s modha bonn; 
Fear eile sineadh le mire’s taosnadh, 
Le comunn faoilteaeh, no aigneadh trom, 
’S ge math na tri sin gu cosnadh aontaehd, | 
Cha ’n ’eil a h-aon diubh nach ’cil a’ call. 

Ma tha e pagach, ma tha e sgathach, 
Ma tha e narach, ma tha e mear; 
Ma tha e sanntach, ma tha e greannar, 
Ma tha e cainnteach, a’s e gun chron ; 
Ma tha c boidheach, ma tha e seolta, 
Ma tha e comhnard, ma tha e glan; 
Ma tha e diomhain, ma tha e gniomhach, 
Ud, ud ! eha ’n f Mach le a h-aon diubh sin ! 

Matha e pagach, tha e gun naire, 
’S ma tha e sgathach, chabheag a’ chrois; 
Ma tha e gaolach, tha e ’n a chaora; 
’S ma tha e faoilteach, tha e ’n a throsg ; 
Ma tha e gniomhach, their cuid, “Cha’n 

f hiach e, 
Tha’m fear ud miodhair, ’s e sud a citron 

’S ma tha e failligeach ann an aiteachadh, 
“Cha bhi barr aig’, is bi’dh e bochd.” 

Co an t-aon fbear air feadh an t-saoghail, 
; A tha nis cinnteach gu ’n dean c turn; 
’S nach ’eil a h-aon denathami’ginnseadh, 
Nach ’eil ’n a dhiteadh dha air a chul. 
An duine meanmnach, ’s e toimhseil, ain- 

meil, * 
Cha chluinn thu ’ainm ach mar flicar gun 

diu ; 
’S nach fhaic thu fein, air son iomadh reu- 

soin, 
Gu ’n deach’ an sprcidh os ceann ceille, ’s 

cliu. 

Tlia fear fos ann, a dh-aindeoin dochais, 
A dh’ fhaodas posadh gun mhoran char; 
Na’m biodh dc chiall aig’ na dh'aithnich 

riamh, . • 
Gu ’n do dh-eirich grian aims an airde ’n 

ear; 
Dean ’n a dhuairc c, a rugadh ’n cuaran, 
Tlioir baile’s buar dha, a’s treabhair gheal ; 
Leig labhairt uair dha, ri atliair gruagaich, 
’S bheir mi mochluas dhut mar faigh e bean. 

AM BRUADAR. 

Air fonn—“Laiha srulhal sleibhe dhomh.'' 

Chijnna’ mise bruadar, 
Fhir nach cuala, tliig a’s cluinn ; 

Ma’s breisleach e, cur casg air ; 
’S ma tha neart ann, hi ’g a sheinn ; 

Na m’ b’ fhior dhomli fein gu’m faea mi, 
Am Freasdal, ’s e air beinn ; 

Gach ni a’s neach ’n a amhare, 
Is e eoimbcad os an cinn. 

Chunna’ mi gach seorsa ’n sin, 
A’ tigh’nn ’n an crothaibh, cruinn ; 

’S na’m b’ fhior dhomh, gu’n robh moran 
diubh, 

A b’ eol domh ri mo linn; 
Ach co a bha air thos dhiubh, 

Ach na daoinc posd’ air sreing,— 
’S a’ eheud fhear a tlmirt facal diubh, 

Cruaidh chasaid air a mhnaoi. 

Labliair glagair arajdh ris,— 
“ ’S tu leig mo naimhdeas learn, 

N uair phos mi ghobach, ardanach, 
Nach obadh cnamhan rium; 

’S e’s cainnt an taobh mo leapa dh’i, 
An uair is pailte rum, 

Gu cealgach, feargach, droch-mheinneach, 
‘ ’S an droch-uair, teann a null.’ 

“Their i ris, gu h-ain-meinneach, 
’N uair dh’ eireas fearg ’n a sroin, 
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Gu’m b’ ole mi ann an argumaid, 
’S nach b’ f hearr mi thogail sgeoil,— 

Cha b’ ionann duit’s do c’ ainm e sud, 
’S deagh sheanachaidh e’s taigh-osd’, 

O !’s buidhe dhi-s’ thug dhachaigh e, 
B’ e fein am fieasgaeh coir. 

“ ’Nuair cldosas mis’ ri smuaineachadh, 
Gach truaighe thug mo shar; 

Their i sgeigeil, beumaeh, rmm, 
Gur ro mhath dli-eisdinn sgeul; 

Is their i ris na labhras mi, 
Gu ’n canadh elann ni b’ fhearr; 

Aon ghniomh, no cainnt, cha chinnich learn, 
Nach di-mol i le ’beul.” 

Thuirt ise :—“Gu’m b’ eudach sud, 
’S gu ’n robh e breugach meallt’,” 

Is thug i air mar b’ abhaist d’i, 
Nach abradh ’bheul-sa drannd; 

“ Tha ’n adharc sgorrach, eitidh ; 
Acfi o ’n’s eigin d’i bhi ann, 

O ! ciod e ’n t-aite ’n cara dh’i 
Bhi fas, na air a’ cheann.” 

Thubhairt fear de ’n aireamh ud, 
Bu tabhachdaiche bh’ ann, 

“A Fhreasdail, rinn thu fabhor rium, 
Am pairt ’nuair thug thu claim ; 

Ged thug thu bean mar mhathair dhaibh, 
Nach dean gach darna h-am, 

Ach h-uile gniomh a’s tarsuinne. 
Mar ’ thachras thigh’n ’n a ceann.” 

1'hreagair Freasdal reusonta,— 
“ ’S e’s feumail dhut bhi stuaim’, 

’S a liuthad la a dh’ eisd mi riut, 
Is tu ’na t-eigin chruaidh; 

Mu ’n do chumadh leine dhut, 
Bha ’n ceile sin riut fuaight’, 

Is ciod iad nis na fathan, 
Air am b’ aill leat a cur bhuat ?” 

“Nach boehd, dhomh, ’nuair thigstrainsea- 
ran, 

Bhios ceolmhor, cainnteach, binn, 
’Nuair’s math learn a bhi flalaidh riuth’, 

’S ann bhios i flata ruinn ? 
’N uair dh’ olas mi gu cuirteil leath’, 

’S e gheibh mi ctil a cinn, 
\S bidh mise ’n sin ’n am bhreugadair, 

Ag radii gu ’hi beil i tinn. 

“Cha tamh i’m bade dithribh leam, 
Cha toigh leath’ gaoth nam beann, 

An t-aite mosach, fasachail, 
Am beil an crabhadh gann; 

’S ged chuir mi lamb ri eaglais i, 
Cha ’n fhada dh’ fhanas ann,— 

‘An t-aite dona, tabhurnach, 
Bidh sluagh cur neul ’n a ceann.’ ” 

Sin ’n uair thubhairt Freasdal ris,— 
“ ’S e thig do ’n neach ni choir; 

A bhi ni’s dluith’ r’ a dhleasannas, 
Mar’s truime crois ’g a Icon ; . 

Ged shaoileadh tu gu’m maitheadh dhut, 
Na pheacaich thu gu h-og; 

Cha ’n f hear gun chamadh crannchair thu, 
Fhad’s bhios a’ eham-chomhdh’l s’ beo. 

• 
“ Cha ’n f hac thu fein o rugadh tu, 

Aon cheum de m’ obair-s’ fiar, 
Ged ehunnaic mi mar chleachdadh tu, 

Do dhreachdan’s do chiall: 
Cia h-iomadh trie gu beartas, 

Bh’ air an ditheadh steach ’n ad chliabh, 
Nach fhaic thu gur h-aon aisinn dhiot, 

A chum air ais sud riamh. 

“Aidich fein an fhirinn, 
Agus chi thu ’n sin mar bha, 

A’ mheud’s a ghabh mi shaothair rith’, 
Gus an caoch’leadh i ni b’ fhearr; 

Dh-fheuch bochdainagus beartas dh’i, 
Is euslaint agus shunt’, 

Is thainig mi cho fagus d’i, 
’S a bagairt leis a’ bhas. 

“ ’Nuair a dh’ fheuch mi bochdain dh’i, 
’S ann ortsa chuir i’m fat; 

’S cha mho a rinn an t-socair i 
Ni b’ fhosgarraich’ ri each; 

Le h-euslaint’ ’nuair a bhun mi rith’, 
S ann frionasach adh-fhas ; 

An t-slainte bhuam. cha ’n aidich i, 
’S cha chreid i bhuam am has.” 

Co sin a chite tighinn, 
Dol a bhruidhean ris gu teann, 

Ach duine bha cruaidh chasaid 
Air a’ mhnaoi bu ghasd’ alih’ ann; 

’S e ’g radh:—“ ’Nuair theid mi ’n taice 
rith’, 

’S ann bhios oirr’ gart a’s greann, 
’S ’nuair their mi chainnt a’s dealaidh rith’, 

Gu ’n cuir i car ’n a ceann. 

“ Gur h-e trian mo dhitidh oirr’, 
Nach bi i faoilidh rium ; 

Ni i sgeig a’s cnaid orm, 
Gun ghair’ a’ tigh’nn a com; 

’Nuair blutheas sinn ’n ar n-aonaran, 
Bidh ’cainnt’s a h-aogas trom, 

Acli ’n uain thig na fir gu fuirmeil, 
Gheibh sinn ol, a’s cuirm, a’s fonn. 

“A Fhrcasdail, rinn thu seirbhe dhomh, 
’S ann orm a chuir thu chuing, 

’S gu’m b’ eol dut gu ’n robh m’ aimsir, 
Is mo mheanmnadh air an claoidh ; 

B’ fhurasd’ dhut’s na bliadhnaibh ud, 
Mo riarachad le mnaoi 

Bhiodh umhail, cairdeil, rianail dhomh, 
’S nach iarradh fear a chaoidh.” 

“Dh’ fhaodainn-sa do phosadh 
Ris an t-seorsa tha thu ’g radh, 

Ach’s aonan as a’ chiad dhiubh, 
Bheireadh riarachadh dhut raidh; 

An te de ’n nadur neonach ud, 
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’S nach toireadh pog gu brath, 
Aon dram no deoch cha ’n olar leatb’, 

’S clia dheonaich i do chaeh.” 

Air an data dusal dhomh, 
’N deigb dusgadh as mo shuain, 

Chunnaic mi na daoine sin, 
Ag sgaoileadh mach mu ’n cuairt; 

S na h-uile bean bba pusda sin, 
A’ dol ’n an dunaibh suas, 

Ach’s aon te as an fhichead dhiubh, 
]5ha buidheach leis na fhuair. 

Labliair aon bean iunnsuicht’ dhiubh, 
Bu mhodha rum na each :—1 

“Am biadh, an deoch, ’s an aodaichean, 
Cha ’n fha/xlainn bhi ni’s sathaicht’; 

Ach gu m’ fhagail trom, neo-shunndach, 
Cha ’n eol domh pung a’s dach’, 

Na gealltanas mo thoileachadh, 
Gun choimhlionadh gu brath. 

“An duine sin tha mar rium, 
Tha sior ghearan air mo shunnd, 

Dhearbhainn fein air ’fhiacaill, 
Ged nach d’ iarr mi, nach do dhiult; 

Bidh moran diubh mi-reusonta, 
’Nuair gheibh thu ’n sgeul gu grunnd, 

Tha duil ac’ gu ’n ghlualf inireag riuth’, 
An spiorad nach ’eil annt’. 

[ “ ’S neonach learn an drasda ’n so, 
Sior abhaist nam fear posd’, 

Their gu ladarn’ dana, 
Nach do thoirmisg aithne pog; 

Cia mor an diubheas beusan 
Th’ eadar eucoir agus coir, 

Cha ’n eol domh aite-seasaimh, 
Gun a chos air aon diubh dho.” 

Chunnaic mi’s an aite sih, 
Ni abhachdach gu leoir, 

Isshaoil mi gu'm bu reuson e, 
O 'n tigeadh eudaeh mor ; 

Ciod bh’ ann ach fear gun chomas, 
’G iarraidh comunn te gun choir, 

’S bha flor dhroch bheachd aig ceud deth, 
’S a bhean fein ’g a chur an spors. 

Chuireadh e neul ’n am eanchainn-s’, 
A bhi ’g ainmeachadh le cainnt, 

A’ mheud’s a bh’ ann de dh-argumaid, 
’S do chomunn gearrta greann’; 

Bha na ceadan pears’ an sud, 
’N an seasafih ann an rane, 

’S bha casaidean aig moran diubh, 
Ma ’n aon neach bha toirt taing. 

AN DUINE SANNTACH. 

AGUS AN SAOGHAL, A’ GEARAN AIR A CHEILE. 

AN DUINE. 

’S mi-chomainneach thusa, Shaoghail, 
’S b’ abhaist dhut, 

’S ole a leanadh tu ri daoine 
A leanadh riut; 

Am fear a cheangail sreang gu teann riut, 
Leis a’ ghlut; 

’Nuair tharruinn gach fear a cheann fein d'i, 
’S es’ a thuit. 

AN SAOGIIAL. 

Is sibhse tha mar sin, a dhaoine, 
’S b’ abhaist duibh, 

’S ole a leanadh sibh ri saoghal 
A leanadh ribh; 

Ged chuir mise sorchan fodhaibh, 
’S air gach taobh, 

Mas sibh fein tha gabhal teichidh, 
Soraidh leibh! 

AN DUINE. 

O, na ’n gleidheadh tu mis’, a shaoghail, 
Bhithinn dha do reir, 

Oir tha na h-uile ni a’s toigh leam 
Fo na ghrein; 

C’ uim’ an leigeadh tu gu dilinn 
Mi gu pein, 

’S nach ’eil flaitheas cho priseil dhomh 
Riut fein. 

AN SAOGnAL. 

S ann bu choir dhut bhi cur t-eolais 
Ni bu deis’, 

Far am biodh na h-uile solas 
Ni bu treis’, 

Ged ni mis’ an t-umaidh arach 
Ri car greis, 

’N uair a thogras e fein m’ fhagail 
Leigeam leis. 

« 

ORAN DO’N OLLA MOIRISTON. 

LUINNEAG. 

Binn sin uair-eigin, 
Searbh sin og, 
Binn sin uair-eigin, 
Searbh sin og, 
Binn sin uair-eigin, 
‘./V comunn so dk’ fhvaraich, 
Air an robh carball gle dhuaineil, 
Ge bu ghuanach a shron. 
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A’ bhliadhna na caluinn-s’, 
}5u ghcur am faobliar a ghearradh an tend, 
Bh’ eadar Domhnull ‘s am Morair, 
‘S iad mar aon ann an comunn ‘s an gaol; 
Ach cia b’ e ni bha ‘s na cairtean, 
(Uiaidh e feargach oirnn seachad an de; 
‘S co a ‘s dacha bhi coireach, 
Na ‘m fear a dh-fhagas am bade leis fein? 

Binn sin uair-eigin, fyc. 

('hunnaic mis’ air a’ bhord thu, 
Bhliadhna ghabh Sine Ghordon an t-at, 
‘S cha chuireadh tu t-aodann 
Ann an comunn nach slaodadh tu leat; 
Ach ‘nuair shaoil leat do shorchan, 
Bhi cho laidir ri tulchainn a’ ghcat’, 
Shliob na bonna-chasan reamhar 
Bheth na loma-leacan sleamhuinn gun taic! 

Binn sin uair-eigin, SfC. 

Dearbh cha ghabhainn-sa ioghnadh 
As an leac so chuir miltean a muigh, 
Dhe na corra-cheannaich’ bhriosgach, 
Aig am faicte ‘if da iosgaid air chrith; 
Ach an trostanach treubhach, 
Chuireadh neart a dha shleisd’ an an sith, 
Ma thuit es’ aig an dorus, 
Cia mar sheasas fear eile’s am bith ? 

Binn sin uair-cigin, fyc. 

‘S ann tha ceumanan Freasdail 
Toirt nan ceudan de leasanan duinn, 
Deanamh iobairt de bheagan, 
Gu ‘m biodh each air an teagasg r’ an linn; 
Ach ma thuiteas fear aithghearr, 
Be bhi sealltuinn ro bhras os a chiun, 
Cha ‘n ‘eil fhios agam, aca, 
Co a ‘s ciontaich’ an leac no na buinn. 

Binn sin uair-eigin, §c.. 

'fha raise fein ann an cagal, 
‘G iarraidh fasaich no eag do mo shail, : 
Is mi falbh air an leacaich. 
Air an d’ fhuair daoine seasmhach an sar; 
Acli tha m’ earbsadh tre chunnart. 
Mo gharbh-chnaimhean uile bhi slan,— 
Oir ged a tharladh dhomh clibcadh, 
Cha ‘n ‘eil aird’ aig mo smigeid o ‘n lar. 

Binn sin uair-eigin, fyc. 

An duin’ og s’ tha ‘n a leigh, 
Tha mi claistinn tha tighinn a ‘dheigh, 
Fhuair e leasan o dhithis, 
Chum gu ‘n siubhladh e suidhicht’ ‘n a cheum; 
Ach mu ‘n chuis tha d’ a leantuinn, 
Cuiream cul ri bhi cantuinn ni ‘s leir; 
Ach na ‘m biodh brigh na mo chomhairl’. 
So an t-am am beil Somhairl’ ’n a feum. 

Binn sin uair-eigin, <jr. 

Ian Mhic-Uilleim ‘s an t-Srathan. 
Faodaidh deireadh do lathach’-s’ bhi searbh, 
Ged tha ‘n aimsir-s’ cho sitheil, 
‘S nach ‘eil guth riut mu phris air antarbh; 
Chaidb luchd-fabhoir a bhriseadh, 

Na bha ‘n dreuchd eadar Ruspunn’s am Parbh; 
Am fear a thig le mor urram, 
Gheibh e ceud mile mallachd ‘s an fhalbh.* 

Binn sin uair-eigin, §c. 
# 

Note.—Dr. Morrison, the hero of this song, was 
for a long time in high esteem and favour in the 
family of Lord Reay ; but at length a misunder- 
standing arising between them, he found cause 
to leave the family, reflecting, at the sanm time, 
on the fluctuating temper and unsteady favour of 
the great, and repeating the old Gaelic adage, 
“ Is sleamhuinn an leac a th’aig dorus an taiyh' 
mhoir.’’ 

• « 

MARBHRANN. 

[Dodhithiamhinistearro ainmeil ’nan duthaieh, 
Mr. Iain Munro, Ministeir Sgire Eadarachaolais, 
ague Mr. Domhnull Mac-Aoidh, Maighstir-sgoile, 
sgire Fair.”J 

Air fonn—“ Oran na h-oise.” 
‘S e mo bheachd ort, a bhais, 

Gur bras thu ri pairt, 
Gur teachdair’ tha laidir, treum, thu; 

An cogadh no ‘m blar, 
Cha toirear do shar, 

Aon duine cha fcjr do threigsinn; 
Thug thu an drasd 

Dhuinn buille no dha, 
Chuir eaglaisean ban, a‘s foghlum; 

Is ‘s fhurasd dhomh radh, 
Gur goirid do dhail, 

‘S gur trie a’ toirt beam ‘n ar Cleir thu. 

Bhuin thu ruinn garbh, 
Mu ‘n dithis so dh-fhalbh, 

‘Nuair ruith thu air lorg a cheil’ iad; 
C’ uimo naeh d’ fhag thu 

Bhuidhean a b’ airde, 
A bhiodh do chach ro fheumail; 

A bhruidhean a b’ fhearr 
A tighinn o’m beul, 

’S an cridhcachan lan de icuson; 
Chaidh gibhteachan grais 

A mheasgadh ‘n an gnaths, 
‘S bha ‘n cneasdachd a’ fas d’ a reir sin. 

Dithis bha ‘n geall 
Air gearradh a bonn, 

Gach ain-iochd, gach feall, ‘s gach eucoir; 
Da sholus a dh-fhalbh 

A earrannan garbh’, 
Dh-f hag an talamh-sa dorc^ d’ a reir sin; 

Ge d’ tha e ro chruaidh, 
Gu ’n deach’ iad ’san uaigh, 

Tha cuid a gheibh buaidh a‘s feum dheth; 
Mar ris gach aon ni, 

Dh-aithris iad dhuinn, 
Chaidh ‘n gearradh a tim an leughaidh. 

* “ Hate dogs their flight, and insult mock* 
their end.” 

Johns. Van. Bum. Wishes. 
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Dithis a bh’ aim. 
Bu chomhairl’ ‘s bu cheann, 

Bo phobull fhuair am g’ au eisdeachd; 
Bithis, bha ‘m bas 

‘N a bbriseadh do^hach, 
Gidheadh gu ‘m b’ e ‘m fabhorfein c; 

Cha ladurn gu dearbh, 
Bbuinn chreidsiun ‘nuair dli-£halbh, 

Gu ‘n d’ fhreagair an earbs’ gu leir iad; 
A dh’ aindeoin an aoig, 

B’ e ‘n cairide gaoil, 
‘Nuair sgair e o thir nam breug iad. 

Tba sgeulan r’ a inns’ 
Mu dheighinn na dith’s, 

A ‘s feumail a bhi sna ceudan; 
Feudaidh mi radh, 

Cia teumach am bas, 
Nach tug e aoh pairt d’ a bheum uainn. 

Ged thug e le tinn, 
An corpa do ‘n chill, 

Bidh iomradh ro bhinn ‘n an deigh orr’; 
Is iomadh beul cinn, 

Ag aithris ‘s gach linn, 
Na labhair, na sheinn, ‘s na leugh iad. 

Sinne tha lathair, 
Tuig‘maid an t-strachd-s’. 

Is cleachdamaid tra air reuson; 
Nach faic sibh o‘n bha. 

An lathachan s’ gearr, 
Gu ‘n ruith iad ni b’ fhearr an reis ud; 

‘S mac-samhuil dhuinn iad, 
Ged nach ‘eil sinn cho ard, 

Anns na nitheanaibh crabhaidh, leughant’; 
Na earb‘maid gu brath, 

Gu ‘n ruig sin an t-ait-s’ 
Mur lean sinn ri pairt d’ an ceuman. 

Tha ‘n teachdair s' air toir 
Gach neach a tha beo, 

‘G an glacadh an coir no ‘n eucoir; 
Na gheibh e ‘n a dhorn, 

Cha reic e air oir, 
Ri gul, no ri dcoir cha ‘n cisd e. 

Chi mi gur flu 
Leis tighinn do ‘n chuil, 

Gu fear th’ ann an dud mar eideadh; 
‘S ged dheanamaid dun, 

Cha cheannaich e dhuinn, 
Aon mhionaid de dh-uin o ’ n eug sin. 

An dithis so chuaidh, 
Cha rachadh cho luath, 

Na ‘n gabhadh tu uainn an eirig; 
Cha leig‘maid ‘n an dith’s 

lad as an aon mhios, 
Na ‘m b’ urradh sinn diol le seudau : 

Ach ‘s teachdair ro dhan’ 
Thu, tighinn o ‘s aird, 

Buailidh tu stataibh ‘s deircean; 
Cha bhacar le ‘pris. 

Air t’ ais thu a ris, 
‘S tu dh’ easbhuidh an aoin mu 'a teid thu. 

Glacaidh tu chloinn 
A mach bho na bhroinn, 

Mu ‘s faic iad ach soills’ air eigin; 
Glacaidh tu ‘n oigh, 

Dol an coinneamh an oig. 
Mu ‘m feudar am posadh eigheachd. 

Ma ‘s beag, no ma ‘s mor, 
Ma ‘s scan, no ma ‘s og, 

Ma ‘s cleachdamh dhuinn coir no eucoir; 
Ma tha sinn ‘n ar beo, 

Is anail ‘n ar sroin, 
Cuirear uile sinn fo na feich ud. 

Tha ‘m bas os ar cinn, 
‘G ar glacadh le tinn, 

‘S le fradhrac ar cinn cha leir e; 
Ach tha glaodh aig’ cho cruaidh, 

‘S gu ‘m faodadh an sluagh, 
A chluinntinn le cluasan reusoin. 

Nach dearc sibh a chul, 
Is fear aig’ fo iuil, 

‘S e sealtuinn le ‘shuil gu geur air; 
An diugh ciod am fath, 

Nach bidh‘maid airgheard, 
‘S gu ‘n bhuin e ar nalmidh ‘n de bhuainn. 

A chumhachd a tha 
Cur chugainn a bhais. 

Gun teagamh nach paighear ’fheich dha; 
Tha misneachd a‘s bonn 

Aig neach a tha ‘n geall, 
Air tagradh na gheall do bheul dha, 

Dir ‘s athair do chlann 
A dh’ fheitheas a th’ ann, 

‘S fear-taighe do ‘n bhantraich fein e; 
‘S e‘n Cruithear a th’ ann, 

A bheir gu neo-ghann, 
Na thoilleas sinn anns a’ chreutair. 

MARBHRANN, 

DO MHAIGHSTIE. MIIRCHADH MAC-DHOMIINUILL, 
MINISTEAR SOIRE DHIURINNIS 

AN DUTHAICH MHIC-AOIDH. 

‘S e do bhas, ‘Mhaighstir Murchadh, 
Rinn na h-aitean so dhorchadh, 
‘S ged chaidh dail ann do mharbhrann, 

I.abhraidh balbhachd ri ceill. 
Na ‘m biodh a’ Chriosdaidheachd iomlan, 
Cha rachadh di-chuimhn’ air t-iomradh, 
No do ghniomharan iomlaid, 

Ach leantadh t-iomchan-s’ gu leir; 
Gur h-e chradh mi ‘n am mheanmnadh, 
‘S do luchd-graidh agus leanmhuinn, 
Meud doshaothrach mu ‘s d’ fhalbh thu, 

‘S lugh‘d a luirg as do dheigh; 
Bheir cuid leasanan buadhach, 
O bhruaich fasanan t-uaghach, 
Nach tug daiseachan suarach, 

As na chual iad bhuat fein. 
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Fior mhasgull chionn paidhidh. 
No stad gealtach le gabhadh, 
Bhrigh mo bheaelid-s’ ann an danaibh, 

‘S mi nach deanadh, ‘s nach d’ riun : 
Ach na ‘m biodh comain no sta dhut, 
Ann a t-alladh chur os aird dut, 
Co ach mis’ do ‘m bu chara, 

‘S co a b’ fhearr na thu thoill ? 
Bhuidhean mholtach-s’ a dh-fhag sinn> 
Ged nach urr’ iad a chlaistinn, 
>8 coir bhi ‘g aithris am pairtean, 

Gun fhabhor, ‘s gun fhoill;_ 
Oir ‘s buain’ a’ chuimhne bheir barda, 
Air deagh bhuadhannaibh naduir, 
Na ‘n stoc cruinn sin a dh-fhag iad, 

Is comh-stri chairdcan ‘g a roinn. 

Bha do ghibhtean-sa laidir, 
Air am measgadh le grasan, 
Anns a’ phearsa bha aluinn, 

Lom-lan de na cheill; 
An tuigs’ bu luchdmhoir’ gu gleidheadh, 
An toil a b’ easgaidh gu matheadh, 
‘8 na h-uile h-aigneadh cho flathail, 

Fad do bheatha gu leir. 
Bhiodh do chomhairl’ an comhnuidh, 
Le do chobhair ‘s do chomhnadh, 
Bo luchd-gabhail na corach, 

Reir ‘s mar sheoladh tu fein; 
Bheanadh tu ‘n t-aindeonach deonach. 
Is an t-aineolach eolach— 
‘S b’ e fior shonas do bheoshlaint, 

Bhi tabhairt corr dhaibh de leirsh 

Bha thu caomh ri fear feumach, 
Bha thu saor ri fear reusont’, 
Bha thu aodanach, geurach, 

Mar chloich, ri eucoireach, cruaidh; 
Bu tu ‘n tabhairteach maoineach, 
Bu tu ‘n labhairteach saoithreach, 
Bu tu ‘n comhairleach timeil, 

‘S crioch a’ ghaoil ann ad fhuath; 
Tha e ‘n a ladarnas gabhaidh, 
Bhi le h-eagal ag aicheadh, 
Nach ‘eil stoc aig an Ard-Righ, 

Ni an aird na chaidh uainn; 
Ach ‘s fabhor Freasdail, ‘s a‘s ioghnadh, 
No ‘n ni a ‘s faisge do mhiorbhuil. 
Am beam so th’ againn a lionadh, 

Gu bias miannach an t-sluaigh. 

Learn is beag nathadh’ fhoighneachd, 
Mu na thubhairt, ‘s na rinn thu, 
‘S mu na chliu sin a thoill thu, 

0 ‘n la chaill sinn thu fein; 
Ach moran tartar is stroighlich, 
Air son feich, agus oighreachd, 
Fagaidh beartaich rnur fhine. e. 

Air an cloinn as an deigh; 
‘S e ni a ‘s minig a chi mi, 
Bh’ aindeoin diombunachd time, 
Gu‘m beil gionaich nan daoine, 

Tarruinn claonadh ‘n an ceill; 
Ach cha ‘n ‘eil iomairt no motion, 
Anns na freasdail so dhomhsa. 

Nach toir leasan ‘n am chodhail, 
Le seann not bho do bheul. 

I 
Toigheach, faicilleach, flamhach, 
Smuainteach, facalach, gniomhach, 
Ann do ghnothachaibh diomhair, 

Gun bln diomhain aon uair; 
Chaith thu t-aimsir gu saoithreach, 
Air son sonas nan daoine; 
‘S chab’ e truaillidheachd shaoghalt 

No aon ni chur suas. 
‘Nuair tha nitheana taitneach, 
Bol a mugh’ a chion cleachdaidh, 
B’ e chuis fharmaid fear t-fhasain, 

‘S cha b’ e beartas a‘s uaills’, 
A’ dol o ‘n bheatha bu sheirbhe, 
Tre na cathan bu ghairbhe, 
Bh-ionnsuidh Flaitheas na tairbke, 

Gu buan shealbhachadh duals. 

Gu‘m beil cealgaireachd chrabaidh, 
Air a dearbhadh gu gabhaidh, 
Tha ‘n a gairisinn r’ a claistinn, 

Is ro chraiteach r’ a luaidh; 
Nuair a thuit thu le bas bhuainn, 
Mar gu ‘m briseadh iad braighdean, 
Bhuisg na h-uilc sin a b’ abhaist, 

A bhi an nadur an t-sluaigh; 
Gu‘m beilcath aig an Ard-Righ, 
Gu bhi gabhail nam pairtean, 
Anns na chruthaich e grasan, 

Thug air aghairt gach buaidh; 
Rinn sud sinne ‘n ar fasach, 
Anns na talamh-s' an tra so, 
So a’ bharail th’ aig pairt diubh 

Trie ‘g a ratainn air t-uaigh. 

An duine thigeadh a suas riut, 
Ann an guth ‘s ann an cluasan, 
Cha ‘n fhachas riamh a‘s cha chualas. 

Is ‘s e mo smuaintean nach cluinn; 
Ged bu bheartach do chrabhadh, 
Bha do mheas air gach talann, 
‘S tu a thuigeadh na dana, 

‘S am fear e dheanadh na rainn; 
Chuid a b’ airde ‘s a’ bhuaidh sin, 
Tha ‘d air stad dheth o ‘n uair sin, 
Ach na daiseachan suarach, 

Tha mu ‘n cuairt duinn a’ seinn; 
‘Nuair a cheilear a’ ghrian orrh 
Sin ‘n uair ghoireas na biastan,— 
Cailleach-oidhch’ agus strianach, 

An coilltean fiadhaich, ‘s an glinn. 

‘S eol domh daoine ‘s an aimsir-s’, _ 
Bh-fhas ‘n an cuideachd gle ainmeil, 
Tigh'nn air nitkeanan talmhaidh, 

Ann an gearrabhaireachd gheur; 
Ach ‘n uair thogar o ‘n lar iad, 
Gus na nithibh a‘s airde, 
S ann a chluinneas tu pairt diubh, 

Mar na paisdean gun cheill; 
Fhuair mi car ann do rianaibh-s’, 
Le do ghibhtean bha fialaidh, 
Nach do dhearc mi, ma ‘s fior dhomh. 

An aon neach riamh ach thu fein,— 
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Cail gach cuideachd a lionadh, 
Leis na theireadh tu diomhan, 
‘S crioch do sheanchais gun fhiaradli, 

Tighinn gu diadhaidheacbd threun. 

Blia do chuid air a sgaoileadh 
Gu bhi ouideachadh dhaoine, 
'S fhad ‘s a bha thu ‘s an t-gaoghal, 

‘8 tu nach faodadh bhi paidht’; 
Chuid bu taitneich’ ’n an iomchainn, 
Cha ‘n ‘eil faoal mu ‘n timcheall, 
Cha bhi ceartas mu ‘n ionjradh, 

Ach le ‘n imrich, ‘n am bas. 
‘S truagh am peanas a thoill sinn, 
Thaobh nan ciontan a rinn sinn,— 
Bhi sior ghearradh ar goibhlean, 

‘S ar cuid theaghlaichean fas; 
Gun cheann laidir gu fhoighneachd, 
Co ni ‘n airde na chaill sinn, 
Cuid, d’ an cradh, la is oidhche, 

Nach tig t-oighre ‘na t-ait 

CUMHA DO MHR. MURCHADH. 

L A rinn am bard an ceann bliadhna an dei^h bais an duin' uasail sin, air iarrtas a mhic am flor Gael aaaire ionnsaichte, Mr. Fadruig Mae-Dhomhnuill. mHfistear Sgire’ Chille-moire ■ n Karraghael, air dha thighinn do ‘n dutluucb, agua a bhi ««tr ara araidb an cnideachd a' bhaird.] 

CO-8HKIRM. 

'S cianail, a's cianail, 
0!’s cianail a tha mi* 

‘.Vceann na bliadhna, 
Ol’s cianail a tha mi, 

A Mhaighstir Murchadh, 
‘S tu air m ’ fhojjail, 

‘8 mairy nach d’fhuair sinn, 
Linn no dha dhiot. 

Chridhb na feilc, 
A bheil na tabhachd, 

Cheann na ceille, 
‘8 an fhoghiuim chrabhaidh, 

Laimh gun ghanntair 
An am dhut paigheadh, 

An uachdar a’ bhuird, 
A ghnuis na failte. 

'S cianail, $c. 

Tha raise ‘n am aonar. 
Mar aon ann am fasach, 

‘8 ni gun fheum dhomh, 
Aobhar ghaire, 

Cuims’ ann an cainnt, 
Ann an vann no danachd, 

Chionn "s nach ‘eil thu ann 
G’ an claistinn. 

'S cianail, {fc. 

12 

Chaochail iad rianan, 
0 chioslaich am bas thu, 

Cha ’n ’eil mcas am bliadhna, 
Air ciall, no air crabhadh ; 

Thionndaidh na Ijiastan 
Gu riastradh grained, 

Leo-^an leig Dia, 
Srian o ‘n la sin. 

‘S cianail, §c, 

Rinn cuid bron 
Fa choir do bhais-sa. 

Ach ghabh iad agios, 
Ann am mios no dha dheth ; 

Cha ’n ’eil mis’ mar iadsan, 
Riaraicht’ cho tra dheth,— 

An ceann na bliadhna, 
‘8 cianail a tha mi. 

'S cianail, Jfc. 

‘S caomh leam an teaghlach, 
‘8 a’ chlann sin a dh-fhag thu, 

‘8 caomh leam na fuinn, 
Bhidhte seinn ann ad fhardaich 

‘8 caomh leam bhi ‘g urachadh 
Chliu uach tug bas dhiot ; 

‘8 caomh leam an uir th’ air do tbaebh,. 
Dheth na Bhaghan ! 

‘S cianail, t$c. 

ORAN A’ GHEAMDRAIDII. 

Air fonk—“ Through the wood, laddie.”' 

Moon ‘s mi ‘g eiridh ‘s a mhadainn, 
‘8 an sneachd air a’ bheinn, 

Ann an lagan beag monaidh, 
Ri madainn ro dhoinid, 

‘8 ann a chuala mi ‘n lonan, 
Chuir an loinid o sheinn. 

Is am pigidh ag eigheach 
Ris na speuraibh, ‘s cha bhinn. 

Bithidh am beithe crion, crotach, 
Sior stopadh o ‘fhas ; 

Mar ri gaoth gharbh sheididh, 
Agus ioma-chathadh ‘g eiridh, 

Crocan barraich a’ geilleadh, 
Mios eigneach an ail ; 

A’ mhios chneatanach, fhuachaidh, 
Choimheach, ghruamach, gun tlaths’. 

Bi‘dh gach doire dubh uaigneach, 
‘N duil fuasgladh o bhlath ; 

Bithidh an snodhachd a’ traoghadh, 
Gus an fhreumh as na shin e, 

Crupaidh cairt ris gu dionach, 
Gus an crion i gu lar ; 

‘N lon-dubh anns a’ mhadainn, 
Sior sgreadail chion blaithg. 
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Mhois dheitheasach, chaoile, 
Choimheachj ghatt'iach, gun bhlaths’, 

Chuireadh feadail na fuarachd, 
Anns gach badan bu dualaich’, 

Dhoirteadh sneacbda ‘n a ruathar, 
Air chruach nam beann aid’, 

‘S an am teichidh na greine, 
Caillidh Phcebus a bhlaths’. 

Mliios chaiseaneach, ghreannach, 
Chianail, chainneanach, ghearrt’, 

‘S i gu clachanach, ourrach, 
Chruaidhteach, sgealpanach, pbuinneach, 

Shneachdach, chaoclilaideach, fhrasach, 
Reotaob, reasgach, gu sar ; 

‘8 e nachaoirneineancraidhneach, 
Fad na h-oidhcb’ air an lar. 

‘S ann bhios Phcebus ‘n a reotaclid, 
An eeap nam mor chruach ‘s nam beann; 

Bidh ‘s an uair sin ‘s cha neonach, 
Gachenn gearra-ghobach goineach, 

Spioladh iomall an otraich, . 
Cur a shroin anns an dam ; 

Comhradh ciurrta gun bheadradh, 
Le bron a‘s sgreadal ‘n an ceann. 

■m 
•8 an am tighinn an flieasgair, 

Cha bhi an acaras gann ; 
Ni iad comhnuidh’s gach callaid, 

Buileach anmhunn a's callaidh, 
Sgriobadh uir as na ballaibh, 

Mios chur doinionn nan gleann, 
•8 iad a’ beucail gu toirmneach, 

‘8 cha bhi ’n eirbheirt ach mall. 

Ach nach daochail’s a’ gheamhradh, 
Fann ghcim gamhna chion feoir, 

Gnugaoh, caol-dromach, fearsnach, 
Tioram, tarra-ghreaiinach, arsaidh. 

Biorach, sgreamhanach, fuachdaidh, 
Siltean fuaraidh r’ a shroin, 

‘8 e gu sgrog-laghrach gagach, 
Fulang sarach’ an reot. 

Bidh gach creutair d’ a threisead, 
‘G iarraidh fasgaidh’s a’ choill, 

Bidh na h-urlaichean cabrach, 
Gnusdaoh, airtnealach, laga, 

Gabhail gcilt dheth na mhadainn. 
Le guth a' chneatain ’n an ceann, 

Is na h-aigliean fo euslaimh. 
Air son gun threig iad a bheinn. 

Sud na puirt bu ghoirt gearradh. 
Is bu shalaiche seinn, 

Ghabhadh m’ inntinn viamh eagal, 
Roimh bhur sgreadail’s a’ mhadaia 

‘N am a’ chruidh bhi air ghadaibh, 
‘8 an cuid fodair ‘g a roinn, 

*8 iad ‘n am baideinibh binnioeaclx, 
Gu h-asruidh, tioma-chasach, tinn. 

Am bradan caol bharr an fhior nisg’, 
Fliuch, slaod-earballach, fuar, 

‘8 e gu tarr-ghlogach, ronnach, 
Chlamhach, ghear-bhallach, lannach, 

Soills na meirg, air ‘n a earradh, 
Fiamh na gainn’ air’s gach tuar, 

*8 e gu crom-cheannach, burrach, 
Dol le buinne ’na chuaich. 

An t-samhainn bhagarach, fhindhaicb, 
Dhubhrach, chiar-dhubh, gun bhlaths, 

Ghuiueach, ana-bhliochdach, i h uachdaidh 
‘Shruthach, steallanach fhuaimneach, 

Thuileach, an-shocrach, uisgeach, 
Gun dad measalch ach cal, 

Bithidh gach deat, a’sgach miseach, 
Glacadh aogais a’ bhais. 

Note.—This song appears to be a parody on 
twelve of the stanzas of McDonald’s “ Ode to 
Summer.’’—“ We are inclined to think that on a 
journey the poet made to the Isle of Skye, he 
might have heard McDonald’s ‘ Summer Son<i' 
and composed this in imitation of it ”—Memoir 
to Edit. 1829. 

‘8 TROM LEAM AN AIRIDH. 
[Rinn am bard an t-oran so d’ a leannan, Anna 

Moiriston, nighean og ro chliuiteach, d’ an tug 
e cheud ghaol; bha e tada ‘g a h-iarraidh, agus 
ise car learn leat, gun bhi 'g a diultadh no ‘g a 
gabhail; ach turns a thttg e chun na h-airidh far 
an robh i aig an am, ’s ann a dhearc e oirre an 
cuideachd an t-saoir bhain, d’ am b’ ainm lain 
Moraidh, ghabh e gu ro-throm i a chur cul ris 
fein. Phos i an saor ban an deigh so, agus ’so 
aithris an t-sluaigh—nach robh i riamh toilichte 
gu ‘n chuir i cul ri Rob Donn ; ague cha mho a 
dhearbh an eaor ban e fein ‘n a cheile ro thait- 
neach.J 

‘8 trom learn an airidh, 
‘8 a ghair so a th’innt’, 

Gu'n a phairt sin a b’abhaist, 
Bhi ‘n drasd air mo chinn ; 

Anna chaol-mhalaah, chioch-chorrach, 
Shlip-cheannach, ghrinn, 

‘8 Iseabail a bheoil mhilis; 
Mharanaich, bhinn. 

Heich ! mar a bha 
Air mo chinn; 
‘8 e dh-fhag mi cho craiteach, 
‘8 gu'n sta dhornk bhi ‘g inns’. 
Heich ! Ac. 

Shiubhail mis’ a bhuail’; 
Agus shuas feagh nan craobh, 

‘8 gach ait’ anns am b'abhaist, 
Bhi tathladh mo ghaoil, 

Chunna ‘mi'm fear ban, 
A's e maran r'a mhnaoi 

'8 b’ f hearr leam n;ich tarainn 
An tra ud na ghaoith. 

8 e mar a bha, 
Air mo chinn, 
A dh’ fhag air bheng lath mi 
Ge nar e ri sheinn. 
'S e, &c. 
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Anna bhuidhe nighean Don'uill, 
Na‘ra b‘eol dut mo ni, 

‘S e do ghradh, gu‘n bid paidht’. 
Thug a mhan bhuam mo chli : 

Tha e dhomh as t-f hianais 
Cho ghniomhach, ‘s tra chi. 

Diogladh ‘s a’ smuaiseach, 
‘S gur ciuirrt’ tha mo chri. 

Air gach tra 
‘S mi ann an stri, > 
‘Feachainn ri aicheadh, 
‘S e fas rium mar chraoibh. 
Air, &c. 

Labhar i gu h-ailleasach, 
Faiteagach rium :— 

■“ Cha tar thu bhi lamh rium, 
Gu caradh mo chinn : 

Bha siathnar ga m’ iarraidh. 
Car bliadhna de thim : 

“S cha b’ airidh Jhar each thu 
Thoirt barr os an cinn. 

Ha 1 ha ! ha ! 
An d’ f has thu gu tinn 
Mas e ‘n gaol a bheir bas ort 
Gu‘ra paidh thu ga chinn ! 
Ha ! Ac. 

Ach cia mar bheirinn fuath dhut 
Ged’ dh-fhuaraich thu rium ? 

"Nuair a‘s feargaich mo sheannachas, 
Ma t-ainm air do chul, 

Thig t-iomhaigh le h-annsachd 
Mar shamladh na m’ uidh, 

As saoilaidh mi gur gaol sin, 
Nach caochail a chaoidh. 

‘S theid air a radh, 
Gu‘n dh-f has e as ur, 
‘S fasaidh e ‘n tra sin, 
Cho airdh ri tur ! 
‘S theid, &c. 

On a thualas gu‘n gluaisear thu, 
Bhuam leis an t-saor, 

Tha, mo shuain air a buaireadh 
Le bruadairean gaoil, 

Gu‘n an cairdeas a bha sid 
* Cha tar mi bhi saor. 

Ga mo bharnaigeadh laimh riut 
‘S e ghna dhomh mar mhaor. 

Ach ma tha 
Mi ga do did, 
B'f heairde mi pag bhuat 
Mas fagadh tu ‘n tir. 
Ach ma tha, &c. 

AN RIBHINN ALUINN EIBHINN OG. 

Tua Deors’ air a’ Mhaidsear 
Ro dhan’ ann an cainnt. 

An ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, og. 

Sior chur an ceill, 
Gu robh e-san fo staint* 

An ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, og. 
Ach ‘nuair theid an t-osd, 
Mu ‘n bhord ann an rancaibh, 
Olaidh e gu cairdeach, 
Deoch-slainte na l aiatighearn, 
Bidh h-uile fear do chach, 
Mach o Salaidh, toirt taing dha. 

An ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, og. 

Mu ‘m faca mo shuil thu, 
‘S e ‘n cliu ort a fhuair mi, 

A ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, og. 
Mar gu’m bu bhan-de thu, 
Gu ‘n geHleadh an sluagh dhut, 

A ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, og. 
Shaoil learn gu‘m bubhosd, 
A chuid mhor bhasa luaidh riut, 
Gus na shin an ceol, 
Sa sin gun tug iad a suas mi, 
Ach chreid mi h-uile drannd dheth, 
‘S an danns ‘nuair a ghluais thu, 

A ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, og. 

Shuidh mi ann an cuil. 
Mar gu ‘n duisgteadh a tranns mi, 

A ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, og. 
Is dh'amhairceadh an triuir ud, 
Le ‘n suilean, ‘s le sannt ort, 

A ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, og. 
Do reir mar a dh-fhaodainns’ 
A h-aodann a rannsachadh, 
Dhuraigeadh Salaidh. 
Am Maid sear ‘n a bhantraich; 
Tha aoibhneas air Deorsa, 
Mu ‘n bhron bh’ air a’ Ghranndacbj, 

A ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, og. 

Cha ‘n ‘eil a h-aon, 
‘S a’ Bhataillean d’ an eol thu, 

A ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, og. 
Nach ‘eil ort abruadar. 
Mas fuasgailt’ no posda, 

A ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, og. 
Gus an ruig e Tearlach, 
Am miisdear a b’ oige; 
Ged bu chi’uaidh ‘ainm 
Ann an armailt righ Deorsa, 
Chaoch'leadh e faobhar, 
Le gaol fa do choir-sa, 

i. ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, og. 

Am fear a bhios an gaol, 
Cha ‘n fhaodar leis ‘fhuadach, 

A ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, og. 
‘S ann is cruaidh a ‘chas, 
Gus am paidhear a dhuais dha, 

A ribhirin aluinn, eibhinn, og. 
Fuiligidh mi suil, 
No fuiligidh mi cluas dhiom, 

* E bhi cheaaa poad’, 
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Ma tha aon de ‘n triuir ud, 
As trie thasa luaidh’ riat, 
Cho tinn le do gliaol, 
Ris an aon fhear a‘s fuath leat,* 

A ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, og. 

‘S e ‘n t-aobhar nach ordaiebinn, 
Salaidh do ‘n Choirneil, 

A ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, og. 
Eagal gu ‘m bitheadh each 
Ann an naimhdeas r’ a bheo dha. 

An ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, og. 
Creutair cho caoimhneil riut, 
Is maighdeann cho boidheach riut, 
Ri ! bu mhor an diobhail, 
Gu ‘n cailleadh tu g’ a dheoin iad, 
Suiridhich an t-saoghail, 
Le aon fhear a bhosadh, 

An ribhinn, aluinn, eibhinn, og. 

ORAN EILE 
no ’n muaiqhdeinn chkcdna. 
Aik fonn—“ Sweet Molly.” 

LUINNEAO. 
Fear a dhannsas,fear a chluicheas, 
Fear a leumas, fear a rvitheas. 
Fear a dh-eisdeas, no ni bruidhean, 
Bi ‘n creidheach’ aia Salaidh. 

\ 
Du-Fhalbh mi duthehan fada, leathan, 
‘G amharc inigheannan a’s mhnathan ; 
Eadar Tunga ‘s Abar-readhain, 
Cha robli leithid Salaidh. 

Fear a dhannsas, $c. 

An Dun-eideann ‘s an Dun-didhe, 
‘S a h-uile ceum a rinn mi dh-uighe, 
Cha ‘n fhaca mi coltach rithe, 
Bean mo chridhe Salaidh. 

Fear a dhannsas, £c. 

‘S math a claistinn, ‘s math a fradharc, 
Blasd’ a eaill agus na their i, 
lS math do ‘n fhear a tharadh ‘n gaire. 
Do dhoireachan Salaidh. 

Fear a dhannsas, $><•. 

‘S math a muigh, ‘s is math a saigh i, 
‘S math ‘n a guth i, is math 'n a dath i’ ; 
‘S math ‘n a suidhe ‘n ceann na sreath’ i, 
Sanu na laidhe ‘s fearr i. 

Fear a dhannsas, fyc. 

Fear a dh’ iarras i ‘s nach fhaigh i, 
‘S fear nach iarr i a chionn aghaidh, 
Cha robh thios a’m co an roghainn 
Thaghainn as na dha sin. 

Fear a dhannsas, fyc. 

* Be Rob Donn feia “ an aon fhear a b’ f heath 
leatha.” 1 

Caiptein treun nan Grenadeer, 
‘S airde leumas, ‘s fearr a ruitheas, 
Cha ’n eil ait an dean i suidhe, 
Nach bi e-san laimh rith’. 

Fear a dhannsas, fyc. 

Na ‘n racha’ dealbh a chur’s a’ bhrataich, 
Ann an arm an larla Chataich, 
Bhiodh iad marbh mu ‘n deant’ a glacadh, 
Ged bhiodh neart a’ Phap’ orr’. 

Fear a dhannsas, tyc. 

.Vote—Sally Grant, the subject of the fore- 
going two songs, was a girl of easy virtue, who 
followed the Sutherland feneibles. She was at 
first mistress to the Earl who commanded ; she 
then served the officers, and finally the privates 
and drummers. Rob composed "another song, 
called “ Mor nigh'n a Ghinbarlain,” on the same 
girl, but the Editor has left it, and a number of 
others of the same description, out of the book 
on account of their indelicacy. 

BRIOGAIS HIC RUAIRIDH. 

[Rinneadh an t-oran so leis a’ bhard aig banais 
“ Iseabail Nic-Aoidh,” nighean Iain ‘Ic-Eacliainn, 
air dh’i bhi posda ri Iain, mac Choinnich Suthar- 
lain. Bha cruinneachadh anabarrach sluaigh air 
a’ bbanais de ilh-uaislean naduthcha ; ach air do 
dh-Iain Mac-Eachuinn agus am bard cur a mach 
air a cheile goirid roimh ‘n am sin, cha d’ fhuair 
am bard cuireadh thun na bainnse, ged bba e 
cbomhnuidb aim an aite fagus do laimh. Ach 
air do Choinneaeh Sutharlan. athair fhir na 
bainnse, thighinn air an nth mbadainn an detgh 
a’phosaidh.agus RobDonn ionndrainn, thubhairt 
e ri Iain Mac Eachuinn, gu’m b’ fhearr cuireadh 
a thoirt do ’n bhard ‘n athratb, no gu ‘n cluinnte 
sgeula mu ‘n bhanais fathast. Bba fios nig Iain 
Mac Eacbuiim, nach tigeadh am bard air ‘ailleas 
sa, ged ebuireadb e fios air. An sin chuir na 
h-uuislean uile, ‘n an ainm fein, fios air, agus 
mur tigeadh a leis an teachdaireachd sin, gu ‘n 
raebadh iad fein uile g’ a sbireadb. ^Thainig 
Rob Donn gu toileach ; oir bha mor speis aig do 
dh Iain Mac-Eachuinn, ’s d’ a theagblach, ged 
tbaiuig eadar iad aig an am sin. Air an t-sligbe 
dh-ionnsuidh taigh na baiunse, dh-fhoighnich 
Rob Donn ris an teaebdaire thainig d’ a iarraidh. 
An do thaebair ni amhuilteach ‘s am bitb ’n am 
measg o thoisich a’ bbanais? Thuirt an teach 
daire nach dial e sanach aonrud—Gu -n do cliaill 
“Mac Ruaraidh boag,” gitle thainig an colsfbir 
na bainusc, a bhriogais. Bu leoir so leis a’bhard 
agus mu ’u d’ rainig e taigh na bainnse, ged 
nach robh ann ach astar da mhile. bha ‘n t oran 
deanta ; agus cho luath ‘s a shuidh e, tboisich c 
air a ghabhail.] 

LUINSKAG. 

An d'fhidir, no ’n d’ fhairich, 
Ab ‘n cuala sibh, 

Co idir thug briogais 
Mhic Rhvairidh leis? 

Bha bhriogais ud agaian 
An am dol a chadal, 

‘S ‘nvair thainig a' mhadainn 
Cha d' fhuaradh i. 

A 
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Chaidh bhriogais.a stampadh, 
Am meadhon na connlaich, 
‘S chaidh Uisdean a dhamhs’, 

Leis na gruagaichean ; 
‘Nuair dh-fhag a chuid misg e, 
Gu'n tug e ‘n sin briosgadh, 
A dh-iarraidh na briogais, 

‘S cha d’ fhuair e L 
An d' fhidir, §c. 

Na’m bitbeadh tu laimh ris, 
Gu ’n deanadh tu gaire, 
Ged bhidheadh an siataig 

Na d’ chi-uaohanan ; 
Na faiceadh tu ‘dhronnag, 
‘Nuair dh-ionndrain e ‘pheallag, 
*S e coimbead ‘s gach callaid, 

‘S a’ suaitheachan. 
An d' fhidir, fyc. 

Iain Mhic Eachuinn, 
Ma ’s tusa thug leat i, 
Ghur grabadh air peacadh 

‘S air buaireadh leath’ ; 
Ma ’s tu a thug leat i, 
t'ha ruigeadh tu leas e, 
Chaidh t-uan-sa scachad 

Mu ’n d’ fhuair thu L • 
An (Tf hidir, fyc. 

Chaitriona Nigh’n Uilleim,* 
Dean briogais do ‘n ghille, 

■‘S na eumadh sud ^gillinn 
A’ thuarasdal ; 

Ciod am fios nach e t-athair. 
Thug leis i g’ a caitheamh,— 
Bha feum air a leithid, 

‘S bha uair dheth sin. 
An d'fhidir, fyc. 

Briogais a’ chonais, 
Chaidh chall air a’ bhanais, 
Bu liutha fear fan aid 

Na fuaidheil oirr’ ; 
Mur do ghleidh lain Mac-Dhomhnuill, 
Gu pocan do ‘n or i, 
Cha robh an Us-mhoine 

Na luaidheadh i. 
An d,fhidir, 

Mur do ghleidh Iain Mac-Dhomhnuill, 
Gu pocan do ‘n or i, 
Cha robh an Us-mhoine 

Na ghluaiseadh i. 
Mu Uilleam Mac-Phadruig, 
'Cha deanadh i sta dha, 
Cha ruigeadh i ‘n aird’ 

Air a’ chruachan dha. 
An d' fhidir, Sfc. 

Tha duine ‘n Us-mhoine 
D’ an ainm Iain Mac-Sheorais, 
‘S gur iongantas dhomhsa 

Ma ghluais e i ; 

* Bean Iain Mhic Eachain 

Bha i cho cumhang 
Mur cuir e i ‘m mugha, 
Nach dean i ni ‘s mod ha 

Na buarach dha. 
An. d’fhidir, fyc. 

Na leigibh ri braigh’ e, 
‘M feadh ‘s a bhios e mar tha e, 
Air eagal gu ‘n saraich 

An luachair e 4 
Na leigibh bho bhail’ e 
Do mhointeach nan coille. 
Mu ‘n tig an labhallan, 

‘S ^u buail i e. 
An d' fhidir, fyc. 

Ach Iain Mhic-Choinnich,* 
‘S ann ort a bha ‘n sonas, 
Ged ‘s mor a bha dhonadas 

Sluaigh an so ; 
‘Nuair bha thu cho sgiobalt, 
S nach do chaill thu dad idir, 

.‘S gur tapaidh a’ bhriogais 
A bhuannaich thu ! 

An d’ fhidir, 

ORAN SEAN FHLEASGACH, 

AGUS SEANA MHAICUDEAN, 
MU ‘N ROBH SGEUL IAD BUI DOL A PHOSADH. 

Tiia mhaighdean’s an aite-s’ 
Tha aireamh de bhliadhnaibh. 
Is shaoil learn nach posad h 
Neach beo i, chion briadhad ; 
Ach ‘s garbh-dheanta ealg-fhionnach 
Calbhar r’ a bhiadhadh, 
An gille dubh ciar-dhubh, 
Tha triall ‘na gaoith. 

‘ .S' c ‘n gille dubh ciar-dhubh, 
Ciar-dhubh, ciar-dhubh, 
‘S « ‘n gille dubh ciar-dhubh, 
Tha triull ‘na gaoith. 

A Mhairiread, cha choir dhut 
Bhi gorach no fiata, 
Tha mairist ni ‘s leoir dhut, 
An comhnuidh ‘ga t-iarraidh ; 
Ni ‘s grainnde cha ‘n eol domh, 
‘S ni ‘s boidhche cha b’ fhiach thu, 
Na ‘n gille dubh ciarr-dhubh, 
Tha triall ‘na d’ ghaoith. 

‘S e ‘n gille dubh ciar-dhubh, 

Tiia ministeir coir ann, 
Is moran de chiall aig’ ; ^ 
‘N a thaoitear do ‘n inghean, 
Gun iomrall gun fhiaradh ; 

* Fear na bainnsc. 
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Is b’ fhear leis, an oigh 
Bhi gun phosadh seachd bliadhna, 
Na 'n gille dubh ciar-dhubh 
Bhi triall ‘na gaoith. 

‘S e ‘ngilie dubh ciar-dhubh, fyc. 

Ged bhiodh ann a phocaid, 
De dh-or na th’ aig larla, 
Bu mhor a’ chuis bhroin e 
Do ‘n oigli tha e ‘g iariaidh ; 
Suilean a's sron, 
Agus feosag, a's fiaclan 
A’ ghille dhuibh chiar-dhuibh, 
Tha triall ‘na gaoith. 

‘S e ‘n gille dubh ciar-dhubh, <§-c. 

‘S ole an leannan oinid 
An t-olach s' ’n a fhionaig, 
‘N a laidhe ‘n a chota, 
‘N a rogaire miodhoir, 
A shailtean ‘n a thoin. 
Is a shron ris a’ ghriosaieh ; 
‘S e ‘n gille dubh ciar-dhubh 
Tha triall ‘na gaoith. 

lS e ‘» gille dubh ciar-dhubh, fyc. 

Tha pung ann a chaileachd. 
Thug barr air na ciadan ; 
Tha ‘aogas ro ghrannda, 
‘S e air faileadh ‘n t-srianaich ; 
An uair bha o an Gruididh, 
Oha taobhaicheadh fiadh ruinn, 
Leis a’ ghille dhubh chiar-dhubh, 
Bhi triall ‘n an gaoith, 

‘S e gille dubh ciar-dhubh, <fc. 

Ged tha e cho daochail. 
Is aogas cho fiadhaich, 
Bithidh feum air ‘s an tir so, 
Air tioman de ‘n bhliadhna, 
A thoirt ghabhraidh air mheann, 
‘S a ehur chlann dheth na ciochan ; 
‘S e ‘n gille dubh ciar-dhubh 
Tha triall ‘na gaoith. • 

‘S e ‘ft gille dubh ciar-dhubh, fyc. 

‘Nuair a bha sin cruinn 
Anns a’ bheinn, ‘s sinn ri fiadhach, . 
Bu trie a bhiodh tu ‘n sas 
Anns an tsauce-pan, is biadh ann ; 
Bhiodh eagal air bais oirnn, 
Gu ‘n cnamhadh tu bian oirnn, 
A ghille dhuibh chiar-dhuibh, 
Tha triall ‘na gaoith. 

‘S e ‘n gille dubh ciar-dhubh, <§-c. 

ORAN NAN GREISICIIEAN BEAGA. 
^ Air fonn-»-“ Cro nan Gobhar.” 

Chunna’ mi crannanach, 
Cuimir ri ceannaireachd. 

‘N Acha-na-h-Annaid, 
Cur feannag a cheile ; 
Sheall mi le annas air, 
‘S shin mi ri tearinadh ris, 
Thug mi mo bhoineid dhiom, 
‘S bheannaich mi fein da. 

Tha mi ro bhuidheach 
Air chomhairl’ nam breilheamhna 
Dh-oi daich gach dithis dhiu 
11 hi le aon cheile ; 
Faodaidh sliochd tight nn 
An deigh na buidhinn so, 
Fothast a bhitheas 
‘Nan iongantas feille. 

Chaidh mi air m’ aghairt. 
Is sharaich c m’ fhoighidinn, 
Feuchainn le a’ lughad 
C’ ait’ am faighinn da ceile : 
Fhuair mi ‘n taigh Choinnich ir 
C’ uime gu ‘n ceilinn, 
‘S a h-aparan deiridh 
Cho ghoirid r’ a fheileadh-s’. 

Tha mi ro bhuidheach, Jr. 

Tomas a’s Domhnull, 
’ Seoras a’s Alasdair, 

‘S coltach ‘n an colluinn 
■\' cheathrar r’ a cheile ; 
B’ fhearr leam te thapaidh 
Bhiodh seachad air leth-cheud, 
Na a faicinn air leth-trath, 
Aig fear dhiubh mar cheile. 

Tha mi ro bhuidheach, <jr. 

Tha iomadh sgeul eile 
Tha againn gu barantach, 
Naidheachd ‘g a h-aithris 
A baile Dhun-eideann, 
Nach ‘eil uile cho ait’ 
Ann an oibrichibh freasdail, 
Ri faicinn nam peasan 
A’ maitseadh a cheile. 

Tha mi ro bhuidheach, 

Tha mise fo chachdan, 
Nach urradh mi leasachadh, 
Nach fliaigh mi aon fear dhiu 
Ni maitse do Cheitidh ; 
Tha truas aig mo chridhe 
Ri seasgaich’ na h-ighinn, 
Nach faigh sinn aon leighich, 
Chuireas dithis ri cheil’ diu. 

Thu mi ro bhuidheach, Jr. 

Cuirear do ‘n eilean iad, 
‘S thugar mir fearainn dhaibh, 
‘S bheir iad an air’ 
Air na gearrain’s a’ cheitein ; 
Air eagal am pronnaidh 
Ri fiodh no ri bolla, 
Tha tub aig a’ Mhorair 
Ni taigh dhaibh le cheile. 

Tha mi ro bhuidheach, Jr. 
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Tha agam-sa tuilleadli 
De leithid an fhirionnaich-s’; 
‘S air chor a’s gu’n cluinnear iad, 
Seinneam air seis iad ; 
Domhnull beag biorach. 
Air posadh an uraidh ; 
‘S tha dithis de ‘n fliine 
Aig a’ mhinisteir fein diu. 

Tha mi ro idkeach, <5'c. 

^NTa greisichean beaga, 
Oir ‘s iad is maoir eaakiis, 
Tha duil ac’ mo thagradh, 
Air son magaidhneaii beumach ; 
Bithidh mise fo eagal, 
‘Nuair chluinneas mi ‘m bagradh, 
O ‘n thachair mi eadar 
An sagart/s an cleireach. 

Tha ini ro bhuidheach, <5'c. 

Tha duil a’m gur duilich leis 
Mis’ chur an cunnart, 
‘S gu ‘n do chaomhain mi *n cuilean, 
‘S gu ‘m bu mhuileach leis fein e ; 
‘S ma chreideas mi ‘m ministeir. 
An deigh ‘s na dh-innis e, 
‘S e ‘m moncaidh an uiridh. 
Mu mhire na ‘n Greibhear. 

Tha mi ro bhuidheach, Jfc. 

Tha sgeula r’ a h-aithris. 
Mu Bhaile-na-Cille, 
Gu ‘n robh iad fo iomas 
An uiridh le cheile ; 
Am bliadhna ‘n an dithis, 
E-fein ‘s an cu buidhe. 
Gun trial! ac’ gu uidhe 
Acla ‘n an suidh’ aig na h-eibhlcan. 

Tha mi ro bhuidheach, §c. 

‘S boidheach am baganach 
Seoras na h-eaglais, 
Chualas ua creagan 
Toirt freagairt d’ a eigheachd ; 
Sliamblaich mi ‘m fleasgach ud 
Bis a’ gharra-ghartan, 
Cho biogach r’ a fhaicinn, 
4S cho neartmhor r’ a eisdeach. 

Tha mi ro bhuidheach, Sfc. 

Tha Curstaidh fo chachdan, 
Mur bhailich mi ‘macan, 
Gu ‘n abrainn an garran,- 
Ri fleasgach cho treun ris ; 
Seas tliusa fa ‘chomhair. 
Is amhairc a crodhan, 
‘S an te thug an dreobhan air, 
Thomhais i fein e. 

Tha mi ro bhuidheach, Jfc. 

ORAN NA CARAIDE BIGE. 
Tha dithis anns an duthaich-s’, 
Tha triall gu dhol a phusadh ; 

‘S gur beag an t-aodach ur, 
Ni gun dhoibh a’s leine. 

Hei tha mo run dut. 
Ho, tha mo run dut, 
Hei tha mo run dut, 
A ruin ghil’ na treig mi. 

Dithis a tha ‘og iad, 
Dithis a tha boidheach, 
Dithis tha gun oirleach 
A chorr air a cheile. 

Hei, tha mo run duit, <5'c. 

Ma bhios macan buan ac’, 
‘S gu ‘n teid e ris an dual’chas, 
Cuiridh e gu luath 
An cu-ruadh as an t-saobhaidh. 

Hei, tha mo run duit, <5-c. 

Ach ma thcid a chrusach, 
Sgaoilt’ air feadh na duthcha, 
Theid prospig ris na suilean, 
Tha duil a’m, musleir iad. 

Hei, tha mo run duit, $c. 

ORAN. 
[Do dh’ fliear chaidh a chordadh ri nigbin oig, 

ach cdia bliiodh c toiliclite nm ‘n toclyadh, mur 
tugadh iad dha gamhuinn eile bharrachd air na 
bba iad toileach thoirt seachad; agus air so a 
dhiultadb dha, thresg e a leauuan.J 

‘S ann a bhuail an iorghuill, 
Air an t-suiridheach tha ‘n so shios, 

Chuir e ‘nigh’ air ceile, 
‘S gu ‘n do reitich iad ‘n an dios ; 

Shaoil mi fejn ‘n uair thoisich iad, 
Gu ‘n cordadh iad gun sgios ; 

Ach chum asraidh beag do ghamhuinn iad, 
Gun cheangal eorr is mios. 

Sin, ‘n uair thuirt a’ mhaighdean, 
Nach foigbnich sibh rium fior, 

Is innsidli mi a rireadh, 
Gu ‘m bu chaochlaideach a rian ; 

Gu robh e cheart cho deonaeh, 
Ri duin’ og a chualas riamh ; 

‘S a nis gu ‘n ghabh e bhuar dhiom, 
0 nach d’ fhuair e ‘n gamhuinn ciar. 

Cha c sin air aghairt, 
‘S ann do Shaghair chaidh e ‘n tus, 

Chuir iad fios ‘n %diieighidh, 
Thigh’nn air agnaidh ann a chuis ; 

‘S e roghnaich es’ an taillearachd— 
‘S i b’ fhearr leis na bhi pusd’; 

0 nach d’ fhuair e ‘n gamhuinn asraidh, ^ 
Ged fhaigheadh e ‘m bas de ‘n sput. 

Dh-aithnich mi‘s an amharc ort, 
Gu robh do thomhas gann. 
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Chunnaic mi air t-iomchuinn, 
Gu robh ‘n iom-chomhairl’ ’n adcheann: 

‘S nach robh do spiorad diomhair, 
‘G a do ghriosadh’s a’ cheart am ; 

‘Nuair b’ fiiearr leat gamhuinn caoile, 
Na do bhean, ‘a do ghaol, ‘s do chlann. 

H-uile fear a chi thu, 
‘G a do dhiteadh air do chul, 

Ged leasaich sinn an t-airgead dhut, 
Mu cheithir mharg ‘s ni ‘s mo, 

‘S e their gach filidh facail riut, 
Gu spot chur air do chliu, 

Gu ’n d’ rinn an gamhuinn bacainn, 
Do chontract’ chuir air cul. 

‘S mis a fhuair mo charadh, 
Leis na fearaihh as gach taobh, 

A’ mheud’s a bha ’g am iarraidh dhiubh, 
CS nach b’ fhiach leam duiu’ ach thu ; 

Shaoil mi fein ‘s an fhoghar, 
‘Nuair a.thagh mi thu a triuir, 

Naoh fanadh tu cho fada bhuam, 
Ged b’ fhiach an gamhuinn crun. 

AM B 0 C GLAS. 

On tha mi na m’ aonar, 
Gu’n teann mi ri spors ; 

Gu'n cuir mi mar dh-fhaodas mi, 
’M boc air sheol. 

’S gu’n leig mi fios dhachaigh 
A dh-iunnsaidh nan Catacii, 

Gur Ive’m boc glas, 
A bhios ac air an tos. 

Pe he fanndaraifeininn oth-oro, 
Hithih fanndarai feininn oth-oro, 

Fa-thel-oth fanndarai fiininn oth-orot 
Hithili shiubhal e, 

Hanndarai hith-horo, 
Fa-thel-oth, fa-thel-oth. 

‘S iomadh oganach smearaii, 
Bha fearail gu leor; 

A chunna’ mis 
Ann an cogadh righ Deors’. 

’S cha’n fhaca mi boc, 
Ga thogail air feachd, 

Ach aona bhoc glas 
A Bh’ aig mac an lari’ oig. 

Fe he fanndarai, <j'c. 

’Nuair thigeadh am Foehar, 
Co dhianadh a bhualTi ? 

Co dhianadh an ceanghal, 
No sgrudhadh an sguab ? 

Co chuireadh na siamanan, 
♦ Ceart air na tudanan ? 

Ach am boc luideach, 
Na’m faigheadh e duais. 

Fe he fanndarai, <j'c. 

Gu’n tug iad a’ chobhair udr- 
Bhuaine gun fhios; 

A’s dh’ fhagadh na gobhair 
Gun bhaine gun bhliochd; 

Tha sine nigh’n Uilleim, 
A caoine ’sa tuireadh, 

’S suilean a’ sileadh 
Air son a bhuic ghlais. 

Pehe fanndar%i, $c. 

Vote.—This song was composed on a Take in 
Sutkerlandshire. who, having got a number of 
young women in*the family way, was obliged to 
take refuge in the Sutherland fencibies, where 
the poet gave him the name of Hoc Glas—a name 
Unit he retained during life. The tune ia excel 
lent, and may justly be entitled the first of the 
Sutherlandshire pipe jigs. It was the poet’s own 
composition. He also composed several other 
popular airs of great merit. 

ORAN- 

^[Do dh1 fhear a bha suiridh air nighinn oig, 
agus fear eite bhi’g a toirt bhuaithe; bha mat- 
hair na h-inghinn (a thalabhairt’s a’ cheud rann) 
n a banaraich aig Morair Mac-Aoidh, agus e san 
’n a bhuachaille ; agus am fear bha toirt na h-in 
ghinn bhuaipe ’n a bhreabadair.—Tha t-oran air 
a sgriobhadh do reir dearbh Ghaeliga bhard feiu 
oir cha ghabhadh e seinn air caocliladh doigh. ] 

hUINNEAG. 

Tha ’n gille math ruadh, 
’S elaidir, luath, 

Cha ’n urrne.bhi suae 
'S nach d' fhuair c i. 

Tha 'n gille math ruadh, 
'S e laidir, luath, 

Cha ’n urr’ e bhi suas, 
’S nach d’ fhuair e i. 

Fhleascaich tha ’g imeachd 
An aghaidh na gaoith’, 

Gun duil aig mo nighinn 
Thu thighinn a ehaoidh; 

Gu’m b’ fhearr a bhi shuas leat 
Am buaile Mhie-Aoidh, 

Na fleasgach na tighe, 
Le fhicheadh bo laoigh.* 

Tha ’n gille math, ruadh, Sfc. 

Cha ’n urradh mi dhearbhadh 
Mar chearb air bhur clann, 

Gur ann anus na cairdean 
Tha mhehT air am fonn 

’Nuair theid gach mearachd 
A chronachadh tholl, 

Bidh fuigheall an inuich 
’S an ime cho trom. 

Tha 'n gille math ruadh, the. 

* Fichead maide na beairte. 
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Tha Seumas Mac-Cullach, 
’N a dhuine’m beil speis, 

Tha onoir bho ’Leanabas 
’G a dhearbhadh ’n a bheus ; 

Tha fear arms a’ bhaile-s’ 
Gun chol ach an spreidh, 

Tha e ’n uidheam na goide 
Ju’s faide no eis’. 

Tha ’n gille math ruadh, S[c 

Mo chomhairF a nighean, 
’S na suidhich do bhonn, 

Air rud bhios ’n a pheanas, 
’S ’n a mhearachd dhut tholl, 

Tha duil agad aehdaidh 
Hi beartas ’n a steoll, 

Le fuighleach an innich, 
’S cha chinnich e boll. 

Tha ’a gille math ruadh, $c. 

Na’m faiceadh sibh’m fleasgachan 
Tapaidh a th’ jgainn, 

Ag iomart nan casan 
Mu seach air na maidean, 

Le ’iteachan innich 
A' pilleadh’s a’ glagartaich, 

Cnap aig a’ mhuidh, 
’S an t-slinn a’ feadaireachd. 

Tha 'n gille math ruadh, 

ORAN FHAOLAIN. 

[SgHlag abh’aig a’bhard, air an robh Faolan 
sea mar leas ainm. Cha robh Faolan ach ’n a 
chreutair 1'achanta, agus b’ abhaist do dh’ ing- 
heanan a’ hhaird a bhi ’g a thilgcadh air a chciTe 
mar leannan.j • 

LUINNEAO . 

Gu neartaich an sealhh, 
^ ’S gu leasaich an sealbh, 

An t-abhagan marbh ud, Faolan. 
Gu neartaich an sealbh, 
’S gu leasaich an sealbh, 
An t-abhagan marbh ud, Faolan. 

Thig Lalasaid Mhoraidh, 
’Nuair chromas a’ ghrian, 
O 'n eirthir a nios do ’n dithpeabh, 
Oir chual i ’n a chagaraich’ bheagaaig each, 

An t-urram bha ghiia aig Faolan. 
Gu neartaich an sealbh, &;c. 

Thainig oirnn Iain le naidheachd a nuas, 
Cha chreid mi nach cual’ an sgir’ e, 
Gu ’n deachaidh uainn Curstaidh 
Le briosgadh do Chlurraig, 

Eagal bhi dlu air Faolan. 
Gu neartaich an sealbh, ijr. 

Tha Curstaidh a’s Deonadh, 
A’s Ceilidh nigh'n Ileorsa, 
Is Mairi bhuidh’ og nan caorach, 

’G an deasaehadh mor, gu leasaehadh prois, 
A fhreasdal’s gu’m pos iad Faolan. 

Gu neartaich an sealbh, <j’c. 

Tha Curstaidh bheag Ilhonn, 
’S a cridhe ro throni, 
Air eagal nach crom rith’ Faolan ; 
Tha Mairi ag radh nach dean e dh’i sta, 

Nach ’eil e ni’s fearr no caolan ! 
Gu neartaich an sealbh, S;c. 

An uair a fhuair Ceitidh sealladh dheth ris, 
’S e thubhairt i fein a’s faoilt oirr’. 
Ged nach ’eil mi 'g a fhaicinn 
Cho sgiobalt ri pairt, 

’S aun tha e ni’s fearr na shaoil mi. 
Gu neartaich an sealbh, i;c. 

Cha ’n aithne dhomh nighean, 
No bean air an fhod, 
A bheireadh d’ an deoin an gaol da, 
O’n tha e gu siogaideach, rugaideach, marbh, 

Cha bhoe, is cha tarbh, ach laos-boc. 
Gu neartaich an sealbh, Jfc. 

Gu'm beil a’ bhean againn 'n a laidhe ri lar, 
’S i ’g aeain gu brath a caol-druira 
Cha chuir i dhuinn tuilleadh 
A’ mhin air a’ bhurn; 

Ach dheanadh i taobh ri Faolan. 
Gu neartaich an sealbh, <$•£•. 

Tha bean-an-taigh’ againne 
Leth-cheud do bhliadhnaibh, 
’S tha i cho Hath ri caora, 
’S ged nach ’eil iiacaiU idir 'n a ceann, 

Cha lughad a geall air Faolan. 
Gu neartaich an sealbh, .j'r. 

Tha Ceitidh a’s Curstaidh, gu briosgant’ an 
cuil, 

O ’n tha iad an duil ri daoine ; 
’Nuair bhios mi beartach, 
Gu ’n toir mi dhfibh gun, 

Na 'n deanadh iad mun air Faolan. 
Gu neartaich an sealbh, $c. 

Comhairl a bheirinn a nis ort a Phadaidh, 
O ’n nach ’eil nair ’na t-aodann, 
’Nuair ni mi ’n ath chrathadh 
Gun toir mi dhut greim, 

Na ’n leigheadh tu hr * *m air Faolan. 
Gu neartaich an sealbh, $c. 

Shaoil learn nach labhradh e 
Mu’n a’ bhuntat’,* 

* The bard and Faolan being one day planting 
potatoes in a field near a public house, some »e 
quaintances of the former came that way, who 
went in to have some refreshment, and took him 
along with them. Faolan also followed, and got 
his “shell,” but instead of returning again (Ahis 
work, he went home and told the hard’s wifimiat 
his master had abandoned the potatoe planting 
nd went on the spree, and rfftit ftecouldnot work 
y himself. On Kob returning home at night, 

I'solan’s story was related to him, and before 
supper was ready this song was composed on 
him. 
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Ach hidh e ni’s paight’ no sliaoil lois, 
Na ’n tigeadh an donas do ’n bhail-s’ ’na 

dheann, 
Gu tugainn air cheann da Faolan. 

Gu neartaich an sealbh, <j'c. 

TURUS DHAIBHI’ DO DIF ARCAMH. 
[ISIia Diiibliidh so ’n a bhuachaille, agus ’n a 

aireach. aig duin’ uasal araidh, ann am bail’ eile, 
beagan mhiltean bho ’aite fein ; agus’nuair abba 
Daibliidh dol daehaigh leie an im agus leis a’ 
chaise, gu mhaighstir, fhuair e air bata ceilpe, 
bha dol an rathad; ach ’s ann chuireadh leis an 
stoirm iad air tir ann an Arcamh, ’s ged a b’ ann 
’s a’ ghrunnd a rachadh Daibhidh, cha deanadh 
na nabaidhnean morau caoidh air a shon.] 

Nach cnxaidh, craiteach, an t-aiseag, 
A fhuair Dhaibidh do dh’ Arcamh, 
Dh-fhalbh an caise, ’s a’ cheilp, a’s e-fein. 

Nach cruaidh, &c. 

O ’n chaidh a bhas dheanamh cinnteach, 
Shuas mu bhraighe Loch-Uinnseard, 
Gu’m bu ghaireach guth minn as a dheigh. 

O 'n chaidh, &c. 

Thubhairt nigh’n Dho’uill ’Ic Fhiunnlaidh, 
Ris an t-Siorramh neo-shunndach, 
Dearbh cha nihisc an t-aon neach tha’n eis. 

Thubhairt nigh’n, &c. 

Ma chain thusa t’ fhear impidh, 
< 'liaill mise m’ fhear aon-taigh; 
Co nis is fear-punndaidh do ’n spreidh ? 

Ma chaill thusa, &c. 

Bha do nabaidhnean toigheach, 
Anns gaeh bagh ’g iarraidh naidhcached, 
\S leis a’ chradh bh’orr’, cha’n fhaigheadh 

iad deur. 
Bha do nabaidhnean, &c. 

Ach o ’n chual iad thu philleadh, 
(t na cuaintean, gun mhilleadh, 
Shin an sluagh ud air»sileadh gu loir. 

Ach o ’n chual iad, &c. 

Mach o acaraich thrailleil, 
Bhios a’ streup mu do cheairde, 
Cilia bhi creutair gun chradh as do dheigh. 

Mach o acaraich, &c. 

Ach ma’s bas dut mas tig thu, 
\S ann bhios deuchainn a ghliocais, 
Aig an fhear bliios cur lie ort le speis. 

Ach ma’s bas, &c. 
* 

Sgriobhar sios air a braighe— 
“So am ball’s arti bell Daibliidh, 
A luchd na h-eucoir, thig bas oirbh gu leir.” 

Sgriobhar sios, &c. 

Sgriobhar suaicheantas Dhaibliidh; 
Ceann gaibhre, a’s cabag, 
Rotach gleadhrach, a’s faladair geur. 

Sgriobhar suaicheantas, &c. 

Ceann griomach a bhagair, 
Suil mhiogach nam praban, 
iieul biogach nan cagar’s nam breug. 

Ceann griomach, &c. 

’S ann tha ’n eachdairidh ghabhaidh, 
Nis mu ais-eiridh Dhaibhidh, 
'S e tigbinn dachaigh ’n a stairneanach treun. 

’S ann tha ’n eachdairidh, &c. 

Lois gach deoch a bha blasda, 
Is iomadh biadh nach do chleacbd e, 
’S ann is fearr e ’na phearsa mar cheud, 

Leis gach deoch, &c. 

Dh-fhas e stailceanach, puinnseach, 
’S ann is treis’ air gach puing e, « 
Cuiribh ’cheist ris a’ mhnaoi aige fein. 

Dh-fhas e stailceineach, &c. 

Tha mnathan uaisl’ anns a’ mhachair, 
O na chual iad mar thachair, 
Cliuid bu stuama an cleachdaibh’s am beus. 

Tlia mnathan naisi’ &c. 

A bhiodh deonach gu ’n tachradh, 
Gnothuch coir aims na cairtean, 
Bheireadh oirnn’ dol a dh’ Arcamh gu leir. 

A bhiodh deonach, &c. 

* * * 
* * * 

* * 
* * * 

* * 
* 

* * 
* 

ORAN AN AINM DITHIS NIGHEAN 

IAIN Mine EACHAINN. 

[Te dhiubh air tighinn daehaigh bho’sgoil, 
agus gun speis aice nis, na’m b’ f hior, do ’n du 
thaieh; agus an te eile. nach robh riamh o ’n 
bhaile, a’ molacth na duthcha.] 

Cia b’ e dheanamli mar rinn mis’, 
Bu mhisd se e gu brath, 

Dhol do ’n bheinn, an aghaidh m’ inntinn, 
Mliill e mi mo shlaint’; 

Fairt de m’ acain, braiglieacli Mheirceinn, 
’S ait gun mliarcaid e. 

Ach Spain a’s copraich, ’s ba-theach fos- 
gailt’, 

’S graine shop ri lar. 

Cha ’n ’eil seomar aig Righ Breatainn, 
’S taitneich’ learn na ’n Cq,r?i, 
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Oir tba e uaignidheach do ghruagaich, 
’S ni e fuaim ’nuair’s aill; 

Feur a’s coille, bla a’s duille, 
’S iad fo iomadh neul, 

Is ise le echo, mar na teudan, 
Seirm gach seis a’s fearr. 

Cha b’ aite comhnuidh leam air Dhomhnach, 
A bbi 'n roig no ’n earn, 

Oir, mur robh strianach ann air bbliadna, 
Cba robh riamh ni b’ fhearr; 

Fuaim na beinne, ’s gruaim a’ gblinne, 
’S fuathach leam a’ gbair; 

O ! cradh mo chridhe, reubadh ligbe, 
An t-ait an tighe’m feur. 

Ciod am fath mu ’n tug tbu fuath sin, 
Do na bruaebaibh ard ? 

Nach fhaic tbu fein, ’nuair thig an spreidb, 
Gur feumail iad (b ’n al ? 

Clia cliradb cridhe, air larach shuidbe, 
Fuaim na lighe lain. 

Do ’n gnath bhi claghaeh roimh a h-aghaidh, 
Is feur na deigbidb a’ fas. 

j Na bha firinneaeh dheth t-ambran, 
’N fhad’s bba ’n samhradb blath. 

| Finn e tionndadb oidhche-Shamhna, 
'S bheir an geamhradh ’sbar; 

^Duille shuidbieht’ barr an fhiodha, 
Dh-fas i buidhe-bhan, 

’S tha mais’ ’nt-Sratb’ air call a dhath, 
Le steall de chathadh lair. 

Gleidhidh ’n talamh thun an t-samhraidh, 
Sin a chrann e ’n drasd, 

i Death a’s calltunn latha bealltuinn, 
| Gealltanach air fas;. 

Bidh gruth a’s crathadh air na srathan, 
’S teirgidh ’n caitbeadh-lair, 

Jvaeh grinn an sealladh, glinn a’ stealladh, 
Laoigh, a’s bainne, ’s barr! 

’S barail leam-sa gu ’n do chaill sibh, 
Air na rinn sibh chais; 

Dhol do shliabh, gun chur, gun chliathadh, 
’S nach robh biadb a’ fas; 

B’ fhear bbi folluiseach an Goll-tbaobb, 
Na bhi ’n comunn gbraisg, 

Air mo dholladh leis an chonnadh, 
Laimh ri holla fail. 

Note.—This is a contrast between the pleasures 
of a town and a pastoral life, as if by two young 
ladies, (daughters of the celebrated “ Iain Mac- 
Eachuinn,”) one of them returned from the town 

: of Thurso, where she had been sent to school, 
and the other, yet ignorant of town, upholding 
tile pleasures of rural retirement. The beauties 
of the bard’s own native strath are delineated in 

j strains so sweet that we have only to regret that 
he did not more frequently indulge his muse in 
descriptive poetry. 

MARBIIRAN IAIN GHRE, 

ROGHAIRD. 

f Agus e aircaochladh ann an Siorrnmachd phe- 
airt, air a shlighe dol dachaigh do Chat-taobu.] 

Tha rogairean aortnealaeh, trom, 
’N taobh bhos agus tholl do na Chrasg, 

O ’n chual iad mu ’n cuairt an Ceann-cinn- 
idh, 

Gu ’n do dh-eug c an Siorramacbd Pheairt; 
Db-aindeoin a dhreachdan’s a cbiall: 

Cha do chreid duine riamh a bba ceart, 
Aon smid tbainig mach air a bbeul 

’S cha mho chreid efein High nam feart. 

Cha ’n aithne dhomh aon ni cbo laidir, 
’S an t-saogbal-s’, ri has, gu toirt teum : 

’N t-strac thug e an drasd’ oirnn air aghairt, 
Gun do marbh e fear Roghaird do leum. 

Tha Satan ro bbronach, ’s cba "n ioghnadh, 
Ged fhaigheadh e ’n t-aon-sa dha fein, 

Air son nacji ’eil fatbast air sgeul aig’ 
Fear a sheasas dba ’aite ’na dheigh. 

’S fad a bbo cbunnacas, ’s a chualas, 
Gur teaebdaire gruamacb am has ; 

Gidheadh gu’m beil cuid bh’ann an daoch *is, 
Toirt rud-efgin gaoil da na drasd’: 

Tha dull ac’ an Cat-thaobh’s an Gall-tbaobh, 
Nach urr’ iad a mholadh gu brath, 

Air son gur h-e fein thug a’ cbeud char 
A fear thug cuig ceud car a each. 

Sibbse tha mor agus mion, 
Sibhse tba sean’s a tba og, 

Thugaibh chearlair’ air a’ bbas, 
’Nuair is beartaich’ ’s is laine bbur crog; 

Oir tbig e mar mbeirleacb’s an oidhch’, 
Ged robh sibh uile cruinn mu na bhord; 

’S cha ’n fbeudar a mbealladh le foill, 
’S gu ’n do mheall e Ceann^teadhna nan 

rog. 

Rinn deamhnan is triucairean talmhaidh, 
Election mu cbealgair bhiodh treun, 

Co bu staraicb’, bu charaieh’, ’s bu cheil- 
geieh’, 

’S a b’ f bearr chuireadh lith air a’ bhreig; 
B’ e Satan am breitheamh bu shine, 

Da’m b’ aithne gaeh line fo ’n gbrein; 
’S b’ i ’bharail nacli fhaigbeadb e leithid, 

Mur robh e’s na Greadbaich iad fein. 

Bu mhath leam an ciontach abhualadh, 
’S cba b’ aill leam duin’ nasal a shealg; 

’S ged ebuireas mi gruaim air a’ choireach, 
Cha gabh an duin’ onarach fearg; 

Tha Caiptein Rob Gre air a dhiultadb, 
Le breitheanas Prionnsa nan cealg ; 

Rinn coimeasgadh Reotbach a ebumadh, 
Gu uails’ agus duinealas gharg. 
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Tha breugan a's cuir air am fagail, 
Do ’n fhear a’s fearr talann g’ an inns’; 

Cha cheadaich a’ chuis e do Bhatair, 
Tha onoir a’s ardan ’n a ghrid ; 

Cie comasach Iain a bhrathair, 
Cha ’n fhaigh e an drasd’ i chion aois; 

Ach an sin gheibh c obair an t-Satain, 
Ceart comh-luath !s is has do fhear Chra- 

oich. 

MARBHRANN, 

UILLIEM MHCILLEIR, AN CEARD. 

O ’nuair ‘s a ehaidh Uilleam fo ‘n uir, 
Gur teare againn soil tha gun deur, 
Do mlmilleir, a. bhrachair, no ‘choeair, 
No ‘miinathan da ‘n nos bhi ri spreidh; 
Cha mhodha na clamhain a’s gaothair, 
Tha subhach ‘s an fhoghar-s’ ’n a dheigh; 
Air son gu ‘m bnin iomal.l na cloinne, 
Gaeli ubli a’s gach eireag dhaibh fein. 

‘S glan a tha ‘n talamhs-s’ ’n a fhasach, 
‘nuair chaidh tlm bas o cheann mios ; 

Ge maiseaeh na macain so dh-fhag thu, 
Cha seas iad dhuinn t-aitse- ‘n an dios ; 
‘S ann a tha acuinn do cheairde, . 
Mar rud chaidh ‘n an claraibh ‘s an diosg ; 
An t-ord a’s am balg ris an teine, 
An rusp, a’s an t-innein, ‘s an t-iosp. 

‘S giorra mo sgil, na mo dhurachd, 
Gu innseadh do chliu mar»is coir ; 
‘S minig a dhearc mi do chruinn-leum 
Do ‘n aite ‘m bu chinntich’ do Ion; 
Sgiathan do chota fo t-achlais, 
Is neul an tombac’ air do shroin ; 
Bliiodh gaofc- aig na coin ‘g a do ruith, 
Agus mir air dhroeh bhruich ann do dhorn. 

Air fluid’s a theid cliu ort a Icantuinn, 
Cha ’n urrainn mi chantainn gu leoir;^ 
’S tu dh-fhuincadh, a ghuiteadh, ’s achriath- 

radh, 
’S tu dh-itheadh, ’s a dli-iarradh an corr ; 
’S tu rachadh do ’n t-sruthan a chlisgeadh, 
’Nuair ghabhadh na h-uisgean gu Ion : 
Bu choltach ri rapas na seilcheig. 
An easgann mu thimcheall do bheoil. 

Cha’n aithne dhomh neach feadh na talm- 
hainn-s 

A’ choitejr, a’ shearbhant, no ’thuath, 
Nach ionndraineadh Uilleam, as aodann 
Oir shiubhladh e ’n sgire ri uair; 
Nis o ’n a ehual iad gu ’n deach’ e, 
Tha rud-eigin smal air daoin’ nails’, 
Air son nach ’eil neach ac’s a’ mhachair, 
A ghlanas taigh-cac no poit fhuail. 

BARD GAE^CH. 

MARBHRANN, 

DO THRIUIR SHE ANN FHLEASGACH. 
[CLANN FHIR TAIGH RUSPDINN.] 

Air fonn—“ Latha ’siubhal sleibhe dhomh ." 
’N an laidhe so gu h-iosal, 

Far na thiodhlaic sinn an triuir, 
Bha fallain, laidir, inntin'neach, 

’Nuair d’ inntrig a’ bhliadhn’ ur; 
Cha deach’ seachad fathast, 

Ach deich latha dh’i o thus ;— 
Ciod fhios nach tig an teachdair-s’ oirnn, 

Ni’s braise na ar duil ? 

Am bliadhna thim’ bha dithis diubh, 
Air tighinn o ’n aon bhroinn, 

Bha iad ’n an da chogi.rad, 
O choinnich iad ’n ann cloinn ; 

Cha d’ bhris an t-aog an comunn ud, 
Ged bu chomasach dha ’n roinn, 

Aeh ghearr e snaith’n na beath-s’ ac’, 
Gun dail ach latha’s oidhch’. 

Aon duine’s bean o ’n tainig iad, 
Na braithrean ud a ehuaidh, 

Bha an aon bheatha thimeil ac’, 
’S bha ’n aodach de ’n aon chloimh; ^ 

Mu ’n aon uair a bhasaich iad, 
’S bha ’n nadur d’ an aon bhuaidh; 

Chaidh ’n aon siubhal dhaoine leo, 
‘S chaidh ’n sineadh’s an aon uaigh. 

Bu daoine nach d’ rinn briseadh iad, 
Le fiosrachadh do chach; 

’S cha mho a rinn iad aon dad, 
Ris an can an saoghal gras ; 

Ach ghineadh iad, a’s rugadh iad, 
Is thogadh iad, a’s dh-fhas— 

Chaidh strac de ’n t-saoghal tharais orr', 
’S mu dheireadh fhuair iad bas. 

Nach ’eil an guth so labhrach, 
Ris gach aon neach againn beo ? 

Gu h-araidh ris na seann daoine, 
Nach d’ ionnsuich an staid phosd’; 

Nach gabh na tha ’nan dleasanas, 
A dheasachadh no Ion, 

Ach eaomhnadh ni gu falair dhaibh, 
S a’ falach an cuid oir. 

Cha chaith iad fein na rinn iad, 
Agus oighreachan cha dean, 

Ach ulaidhnean air shliabh ac’, 
Bhios a’ biadhadh chon a’s eun; 

Tha iad fo ‘n aon diteadh, 
Fo nach robh, ’hitch hi mi fliein, 

Gur duirche, taisgte ’u t-or ac’, 
Na ’nuair bha e ’n tbs’s a mheinn. 

Barail ghlic an Ard-Righ— 
Dh-fhag a pairt de bhuidhean gann, 

Gu feuchainn iochd a’s oileanachd, 
D’ an dream d’ an tug e meall; 
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C’ arson naeh tugta porsan, 
Dbe ’n cuid storais aig gach am, 

Do bhochdan an Ti dheonaicheadh, 
An eorr a chur ’na cheann ? 

An deigb na rinn mi rusgadh dhuibh, 
Tha dull again gun loehd, 

’S a liuthad facal firinneach 
A dhirich mi ’n ur n-uchd, 

Tha eagal orm nach eisd sibh, 
Gu bhi feumail do na bhochd;* 

Ni’s mo na rinn na fleasgaich ud, 
A aheachduin gus a nochd. 

Ach an corr, theid a thlsgaidh, 
Gur cruaidh a cheiltinn o ’n flieile, 

Is tha ’n sporan’s an suilean, 
Cheart cho duint’ air an fheumach. 

Lcis an leth-onoir riataich-s’, 
Tha na ciadan diubh faomadh, 

Leis am fearr bhi fo fhiachan, 
Fad aig Dia na aig daoine; 

Thig fo chall air nacli beir iad, 
’S e ceann mu dheireadli an diteadh, 

“ C’ uim nach tug sibh do ’n bhochd, 
Am biadh, an deoch, a’s an t-aodach ?” 

Note.—Two of these bachelors were somewhat 
Remarkable, having been born together, brought 
'up together, and died within a night of each 
other. They were juried in the same hour, in 
the same grave, and by the same company of 
men. Their whole study, from their youth, was 
to hoard up money, and had much of it hid un- 
der ground, which they neither had the heart to 
■use themselves, nor to bestow upon their friends, 
bone of which has yet been found. 

Ach na’m b’ urrainn mi, dhuraighdinn 
Do chiiu-s’ chur an ordugh, 

Ann an litrichean soilleir, 
Air chor’s gu’m beir an t-al og air; 

Oir tha t-iomradh-s’ cho feumail, 
Do ’n neach a theid ann do roidean, 

’S a bha do chuid, fhad’s bu mhaireann. 
Do ’n neach bu ghainn’ ann an storas. 

* It is said that a wanderingbeggarealled upon 
them for alms seven days previous to theirdeath, 
whom they refused to relieve, a circumstance at 
which the bard hints above. 

M A R B II R A N N 

Fhir tha ’n latha’s an comas, 
Ma’s aill leat alia tha fiughail, 

So an tim mu do ehoinneamh, 
An coir dhut greimeachadh dlu ris ;— 

Tha thu’m batal a’ bhais, 
A thug an t-armunn-s’ do ’n uir uainn, 

Glacadh gach fear agaibh ’oifig, 
’S mo lamh-s’ gu ’n cothaich i cliu dhuibh. 

DO DU* IAIN MAC-EACHCINN. 
[An duin’uasal. aig an do thogadh am bard, 

‘n a theaghlaich, o ’n bha e ’n a bhalachan og ; 
sgus bu tillin’e a choisinn a leithid a chliu, o a 
luchd-eolais air fad, ‘s gu,‘n d’ aidich iad nile, gu 
‘u robh am marbhrann so gun mhearachd, agus 
gu h-araidh na briathran mu dheireadh dheth, 
‘s gu‘n abradh gach neach mar an ceudnaa 
ehluinneadh am marbhrann, agus d’ am b’ eol 
Iain Mac-Kachainn gu‘n robh e ceart.] 

Iain Mhic-Eachainn, o dh-eug thu, 
C’ ait an teid sinn a dh-fhaotainn 

Duine sheasas ’n ad fhine, 
An ratbad tionail no sgaorlidh. 

’S ni tha cinnt’ gur heart’ chunnairt, 
Nach dean duine tha aosd’ e, 

'S ged a bheirf de ’n al og e, 
’S tearc tha beo fear a chi e. 

Dearbh cha b’ ionann do bheatha, 
\S do dh’ fhir tha fathast an caomhnadh, 

Thionail airgead a’s fearann, 
’S bi’dh buidhean eile ’g an sgaoileadh; 

Bliios iad fein air an gearradh, 
Gun ghuth an caraid ’g an caoineadh, 

Air nachruig dad do mholadh, 
Ach “ Seall sibh fearann a dhaor iad.” 

Tha iad laghail gu litreil, 
’S ’n an deibhtearan geura, 

Is iad a’ paidheadh gu moltach, 
Na bliios ac’ air a cheile; 

Oir ged tha cuid a bbios fachaid, 
i Air an neach a tha fialaidh, 

’S i mo bharail-s’ gur achdaidh 
Bu choir an achuing so iarraidh;— 

Gu’m bu luath thig na linnean, 
Ni chuid a’s sine dhinn ciallach, 

Nach dean sinn iobairt do bhith-bhuantachd, 
Air son tri fichead do bhliadhnach’. 

’S lionmhor neach bha gun socair, 
A chuir thu ’n stoc le do dheilig, 

Agus bath-ghiollan gorach, 
Thionail eolas le t-eisdeachd; 

Dearbh cha ’n aithne dhomh aon neach, 
Mach o umaidhnean spreidbe, 

Nach 'eil an inntinn fo cudthrom, 
Air son do chuid, no do cheile. 

Fhir nach d’ ith mir le taitneas, 
Na ’ra b’ eol dut acrach’s an t-saoghal, 

Fhir a chitheadh am feumach. 
Gun an eigh’ aig’ a chluinntinn; 

B’ fhearr leat punnd dheth do chuid bhuat, 
Na unnsa cuid-throim air t-inntinn; 

Thilg thu t-aran’s na h-uisgean, 
’S gheibh do shliochd iomadh-lillt’ e. 

Chi mi 'n t-aim-beartach uasal, 
’S e lan gruamain a’s airtneil, 

’S e gun airgead ’n a phocaid, 
Air an taigh-osda dol seachad; 
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Chi mi bhantrach bhochd, dheurach, 
Chi ’n deirccach lan acrais, 

Chi mi ’n dilleachdan ruisgte 
Is e falbh aims na ragaibh. 

Chi mi ’n ceol-fhear gun mheas air, 
Call a ghibhtean chion cleachdaidh, 

Chi mi feumach chion comhairl’, 
A’ call a ghnothuich’s a thapadh. 

Na’m bitheadh air’ agam fliiarachd, 
Ciod e is ciall do ’n mhor acain-s’, 

’S c their iad uilej^n leir rium :— 
“ Och ! nach d’ eng Iain Mac-Eachuinn!” 

Chi mi ’n t-iomadaidh sluaigh so, 
’N an culaidh-thruais chionn’s nach beo 

thu, 
’S god e ’n call-s’ a tha ’n uachdar, 

Chi mi buannachd nan olach ;— 
O ’n a thaisbean domh ’in bliadhna, 

lomadh biadhtach nach b’ eol domh, 
Mar na reannagan riallaidh, 

An deigh do ’n ghrian a dhol fo orr’. 

’S trie le marbhrannan moltach, 
A bhios cleachdach’s na duthchaibh-s’, 

Gu ’in hi coimeasgadh masguill, 
Tigh’nn a steach annt’ ’n a bhruchdan 

Ach ged robh mis’ air mo mhionnan, 
Don Ti tha cumail nan duilean, 

Cha do luaidh mu ’n duinc-s’, 
Ach buaidh a chunna’ mo shuil air. 

MARBHRANN EOGHAINN. 

LUINJfEAG. 

'S cianfada, gwrfada, 
’S cian fada, gu leoir, 

0 ’» la bha thufo sheac-thinn, 
Gun aon ag acain do bhroin ; 

Ma lha ’n tim air dol seachad, 
1 Snack d' rinnthudeachdadh air choir. 

Ged nach dail did ach seachduin, 
Dean droch fhasan a lean. 

’S trie thu, Bhais, cur an ceill dhuinn, 
Bhi sior eigheachd ar cobhrach ; 

’S tha mi’m barail mu’s stad thu, 
Gu ’n toir thu’m bcag a’s mor leat; 

’S ann o inheadhon on fhoghair, 
Fhuair sinn rabhadh a dh-fhoghnadh, 

Le do leum as na cuirtean, 
Do na chuil am beil Eoghann. 

’S cianfada, gur fada, §c. 

Ach na ’n creidcadh sinn, Aoig, thu, 
Chabhiodh ’n saoghal-s’ ’g ar dalladh, 

’S nach ’eil h-aon de shliochd Adhaimh, 
Air an tamailt leat cromadh; 

’S i mo bharail gur fior sud, 
Gur ard’s gur iosal do shealladh; * 

Thug thu Pelham a morachd, 
’S an d’ fhuair thu Eoghann’s a’ Pholladh ? 

’S cian fada, gur fada, §c. 

Tha tha tigh’nn air an t-seors’ ud, 
Mu’m beil bron dhaoine mora, 

’S tha thu tighinn air muinntir, 
Mu nach cluinntear bhi coine ; 

Cha ’n ’eil aon’s an staid mheadhoin, 
Tha saor fathast o dhoghruinn, 

Do nach buin a bhi caithris, 
Eadar Pelham a’s Eoghann. 

’S cian fada, gur fada, $c. 

Tha iad tuiteam mu ’n cuairt duinn, 
Mar gu’m buailt’ iad le peilear, 

Dean’maid ullamh, ’s am fuaim so, 
Ann ar cluasan mar fharum; 

Fhir a’s lugha measg moran, 
An cual thu Eoghann fo ghalar ? 

Fhir a’s mo anns na h-aitean-s’, 
An cual thu has mhaighstir Pelham? 

’S cian fada, gur fada, cj'f. 

Ach a chuidheachd mo chridlfe, 
Nach toir an dithis-s’ oirn sgathadh! 

Sinn mar choinneil an lanntair, 
’S an da cheann a’ sior chaitheamh; 

C’ ait an robh anns an t-saoghal, 
Neach a b’ ils’ na mac t’ athar-s’? 

’S cha robh aon os a cheann-sa, 
Ach an righ bh’ air a chathair. 

’N cian fada, gur fada, 

Abtr.—Among Kob Donp’s elegies, it would be 
difficult to distinguish the best But as a test of 
his own abilities as a poet we would at once fix up- on Marlhrann Eoghainn, wiiere be makes his sub- 
ject a general one—the uncertainty of time, and 
the calls to preparation fur death sounded to 
mankind in the simultaneous fall of the high and 
tiic low, the rich and the poor. The use made of 
the circumstances that led to it exhibits a poet’s 
mind. Kob Bonn had beard accounts of the 
death of Mr. Pelham, the first minister of state. 
The same day when this intelligence reached 
him, he took a stroll to the neighbouring mount- 
ains of Durness, in search of deer. He was for 
that day unsuccessful; but judging, as a sports- 
man can on such occasions, tliat, better fortune 
might attend him the following morning, instead 
of returning home he determined to spend the 
night, and await the dawn, at a solitary house 
situated at the head of Loch Erribol, that he 
might be the more nigh to surprise his game 
when morning arrived. The bleak dreariness of 
this spot of itself might present almost to any 
mind a striking contrast to all that we deem com- 
fortable, social, or desirable in life. Here was 
a solitary hut (still standing), whore the bard 
was to pass the night. And here was a solitary 
man, decrepid in old age, stretched on his wretch- 
ed bed of straw, or heath, and so exhausted by 
a Kiolent attack of asthma, that the bard pro- 
nounced him, in his own mind, surely in the 
very grasp of the King of Terrors. The idea of 
Mr. Pelham's death, called away from the sum- 
mit of ambition and worldly greatness, coutrast- 

* “ Pallida mors aequo pulsat pede pauperum 
tabernas, Regumque turres.”—//or. Carmin, lib. 
i. Carmin, iv. 
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ed with this individual’s state, set our author 
to the invoking1 of his muse. Ewen was unable 
from weakness to converse, or even to speak 
with the bard, who, kindling a fire for himself, 
sat down, and the elegy being composed, he was 
humming it over. He soon found, however, that 
Ewen had still his bodily sense of hearing, and 
his mental sense of pride. When the bard came 
to the recital of the last verse, the concluding 
lines of which may be thus metrically rendered 
though we acknowledge not poetically,— 

“ Amonfr men's sons wheA could be found On<* lowly, poor, like thee? And where in all this earth's wide round, But kings, more high than He ?” 
Ewen, summoning the remains of his strength 
to one effort of revenge for the insult in the form- 
er two lines, seizing a club, crept out of bed, and 
was at the full stretch of his withered arm wield- 
ing a blow at the bard’s head, who only observed 
it just in time to avoid it. He used, we may be- 
lieve, the mildest measures to pacify Ewen’s 
choler. He related the circumstance afterwards 
to some of liis friends; and, though others fre- 
quently spoke of it as a good joke, the bard could 
never indulge, we are told, even in a smile, upon 
the subject. He spoke of it with solemnity; and 
did not desire to hear the circumstance repeated. 
Ewen’s elegy lias been frequently compared to 
the well known Ode of Horace, “ SolvUnr acris 
hiems,” &c. ; and had Rob Donn studied Horace, 
we would doubtless say that he had at least in 
view the lines, “ Pallida mo?’s cequopulsat pede^ 
qf'e. *—Memoir, 1829. 

* Regarding this.elegy-, an anecdote Is recorded, which ex- hibits the estimation in which it was held by the author’s 
countrymen best able to judge of poetic merit. Mr. Maokay (Iain Mac Eachuinn) happened to be on a visit to Mr. Mur- doch Macdonald, minister of Durness, when on a Sabbath morning the weather became so very boisterous that Mr. Mac- donald expressed doubts whether it were proper to go to church, or to detain the people by the usual length of service—expreea- 

i ing a fear, at the same time, that if once begun, he might for- 
get himself, and detain them long. His guest urged the pro- priety of not detaining the people—“ But I will tell von,” said 
he. “ what you had better do ; just go to^mrch, aiid sing to them, ‘ Marbhrann Eoghairm,'—it will be greatly more instruc- tive than any sermon you can give." Mr. Macdonald’s esteem 
for Ewen’s elegy did not go ■futfe so far, as to cause him to adopt the advice. 

R ANN. 
[A rinn am bard, air madainn, aim an taigh 

mmistear ’Shleibhte, air an turns bha e san 
eilean-sgiathanach. Thainig bard de mhuinntir 
an Eilcin do thaigh a' mhinistear, agus iad ri’m 
biadh-maiejne. Dh-inrr am ministear air rann a 
dheanamh air:—“Sgiatli chogaidh, im, muc, 
piomb thombara, agus Sajjart.” Kinn am bard 
Sgiathanach so, mar oliitliear ; agus thubhairt 
Rob Donn, ’S bochd dli-fhag thu ’n Sagart,-’ 
agus ann an tiota rinn e-fein a’n ranu mu dhti- 
readh.J * 

THUIRT AM BARD SGIATHANACH. 

A’ mhuc mar bhiadh, 
’S an sgiath mar bhord, 

’S an Sagart na'ch ithendh an t-im, 
Sparrainn a’ phiob ’n a thoin. 

THUIRT ROB DONN. 

Bhiadhainn an Sagart gu grinn— 
Bheirinn dha ’n t-im air a’ mhuic ; 

An targaid air a laimh chli, 
A’s piob-thombaca ’n a plduic ! 

• 

DONNACHADH BxYN. 

Duncan Macintyre, commonly called Donnacha Ban nan oran was born at 
Druimliagbart, in Glenorchay, on the 20th March, 1724. He spent the early 
part of his life in fishing and fowling, in which he always took the greatest plea- 
sure. Although he discovered an early inclination to poetry, he produced nothing 
worthy of being preserved till after the memorable battle of Falkirk, in which he 
fought, under the command of Colonel Camphell, of Carwhin, on the 17th of 
January, 1740. He engaged as the substitute of a Mr. Fletcher, of Glcnorchay, 
for the sum of BOO marks, Scots, to be paid on his return. Mr. Fletcher gave him 
his sword, which he unfortunately lost, or rather threw away, in the retreat; and 
as he returned without it, he was refused the stipulated pay. It was then, and for 
that reason, that he composed his poem, entitled “ The Battle of Falkirk,” in 
which he has given a minute and admirable description of what passed under his 
eye; and especially of the sword Claidheamh ceannard Chloinn-an-Leisdeir.') 
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He endeavours to excuse himself for his retreat, and more especially for parting 
with such a useless weapon; and he could have entered the army of the prince with 
much more zeal, nad he been among the Jacobites. He, therefore, indulges his 
inclination in the descriptions he gave. The resentment of a bard, was not, in 
former days, incurred with impunity. The poem was known everywhere, recited 
in all parts. The famous battle of Falkirk was enough to give it publicity; and the 
ridicule so ingeniously, though indirectly, aimed at the gentleman who refused so 
paltry a sum of money to one who risked his life on his account, was well under- 
stood in the whole country. But Maeintyre was not satisfied with all he said of 
the useless sword. He complained of the injustice done him, to the Earl of Bread- 
albane, who obliged Mr. Fletcher to pay him his wages. 

The first time he saw Macintyre after paying him, was at a market; being in- 
censed at him for daring to complain of him, and more so because of his audacity 
in lampooning him, he stepped up, and taking his staff, struck him, exclaiming, 
“ Go, fellow, and compose a song to that." The humble poet of nature was obli- 
ged to submit in silence to the unworthy treatment, and, shrugging his shoulders, 
walked away. But the pain he felt was momentary; not so the wound of the pas- 
sionate man, inflicted by the sharp edge of genius. It was probed by the disap- 
probation of all who witnessed his conduct, which rccoi^d on himself as a more se- 
vere punishment than he had given to the young poet of rising fame. 

Duncan Macintyre, being a good marksman, was appointed forester to the Earl 
of Braidalbane, in Coire-Cheathaich, and Beinndorain; and afterwards to the 
Duke of Argyle, in Buachaill Bite. In these situations he invoked the rural muse, 
on the scenes of his delightful sports, when he described them in the celebrated 
poems, entitled “ Beinndoain," and “ Coire-Cheathaich," in strains that are in- 
imitable, and have rendered his name immortal. Good judges of Gaelic poetry 

seem to be at a loss to which of these productions to give the preference. The first 
required powers, and knowledge of the noble amusement of the chase, and of the 
music of the bagpipes, to which few can aspire. And while we affirm that he was 
never equalled in this species except by the celebrated M'Donald, in his praise of 

Morag, we must conclude it to be his master-piece. And where is any to be com- 
pared to the last? which is indeed unrivalled. 

Public schools were but thinly established in the Highlands of Scotland in his 
early days; and his place of residence was distant from the parochial school, so that 
our author derived no benefit from education. He possessed no advantage in read- 
ing the works of others, nor had he an opportunity of getting his own productions 
written. One advantage he had that was common to all lovers of song—he heard 
the poetry of his country recited ; and, so tenacious was his memory, that not a line, 
or a word, of his own composition escaped it, which had only been written when 

sent to the press. A clergyman transcribed them from oral recitation. The first 
edition of his poems and songs was published in 1768. He went through the High- 

■ lands for subscribers, to defray the expense. During his life his work came to 
three editions, and since then, one edition was printed in Glasgow, in 1833. 

He afterwards served in the Earl of Breadalbanc’s Fencible regiment, during the 
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period of six years, (1798—1799) until it was discharged ; he was a considerable 
time in the city guard of Edinburgh ; and after that lived a retired life, subsisting 
on what he could have saved of the subscriptions of the third edition, which he pub- 
lished in 1804. The collection contains lyric, comic, epic, and religious composi- 
tions, all of merit, and composed solely by himself, unassisted in any way but by 
the direction and power of his own genius. His poetical talents, therefore, justly 
entitle him to rank among the first of the modern bards. He died at Edinburg, in 
October, 1812. In his younger days he was remarkably handsome, and through- 
out his whole life possessed an agreeable and easy disposition. He was a pleasant 
and convivial companion ; inoffensive, and never wantonly attacked any person ; 
but, when provoked, he made his enemy feel the power of his resentment. See his 
verses to Uisdean and others. Neither he nor M‘Donald knev^when to set bounds 
to their descriptions, and in their satires went on beyond measure. 

Duncan MacIntyre lived to see the last edition of his poems delivered to his sub- 
scribers. The Rev. Mr. M‘Callum, of Arisaig, “saw him travelling slowly with 
his wife. He was dressed in the Highland garb, with a checked bonnet, over which 
a large bushy tail of a wild animal hang; a badger’s skin fastened by a belt in 
front, a hanger by his side, and a soldier’s wallet was strapped to his shoulders. 
He was not seen by any present before then, but was immediately recognized. A 
forward young man asked him ‘ if it was he that made Ben-dourain V ‘ No,’ replied 
the venerable old man, ‘ Ben-dourain was made before you or I was born, but I 
made a poem in praise of Ben-dourain.’ He then enquired if any would buy 
a copy of his book. I told him to call upon me, paid him three shillings, and had 
some conversation with him. He spoke slowly; he seemed to have no high opinion 
of his own works; and said little of Gaelic poetry; but said, that officers in the 
army used to tell him about the Greek poets; and Pindar was chiefly admired by 
him.” 

Of his works, the poems and songs composed when following the pursuits of his 
youthful pleasures, are incomparably the best. It would be endless to attempt to 
mark the particular beauties in them. The reader must peruse them all in their 
native garb ; the natural scenes of his darling pursuits are well known, but in his- 
description everything assumes a novel appearance, and in the enchanted scenes 
that rapidly pass, we wonder that we never observed such beauties before in so be- 
witching colours. His soul was poured out in the animating and interesting strains. 
His language is simple and appropriate ; chaste and copious. He is most felicitous 
in the choice of words, idioms, and expressions. He was a man of observation and 
thought, and revolved the subject of his study often in his mind. M'Donald is 
learned, and indicates the scholar on all occasions; he was the pupil of nature. 
M‘Donald could not compose on the spur of the moment, a reply impromptu. 
There is, however, an instance in which Macintyre proved that he was not deficient 
in that manner. When he composed the inimitable panegyric of John Campbell of 
the bank, he waited on that gentleman, repeated the poem, and demanded a bard’s 
gift. “No;” replied Mr. Campbell, “what reward do you deserve for telling 

13 
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the truth ? You must confess that, you could say no less of me; and, moreover, I 
doubt that you are the author; of that you are to convince me ; let us hear how 
you can dispraise me, and then I shall know if you have been able to compose 
what you have repeated..” Well, Macintyre commenced in the same measure, and 
continued in flowing and ready numbers till the gentleman was glad to stop him by 
giving him his reward. 

Of his love songs the best is that composed to his wife “ Mairi Bhan og.” It 
seems an inexhaustible subject, in which he pours out the happy thoughts and ele- 
vated sentiments of the lover, in similes and comparisons taken from the most de- 
lightful scenes of nature, and the field of mental enjoyments. The 6th and 7th 
stanzas are truly beautiful. 

The Lament of Colin Campbell, Esq., of Glenure, would alone immortalize his 
name. The subject was well adapted to awaken melancholy feelings of the most 
poignant nature. Mr. Campbell fell the victim of envy and ill-will, arising from 
ill-founded suspicion. What pathos and tenderness ! The mournful strains that 
so eloquently describe the fatal events were not those of a mercenary bard ; they 
were the painful feelings of a foster-brother, poured out in the most earnest and pa- 
thetic effusions of a mind alive to the sentiments of an unfeigned sympathy. 

His final leave of the mountains, dated 19th September, 1802, is full of tender- 
ness, and sentiment, appropriate to bis age and reminiscences. 

ORAN DO BHLAR NA H-EAGLAISE BRICE* 

Air fonn—“Alasdair a Gleanna Garadh.” 

Latha dhninn air machair Alba, 
Na bha dh-armailt aig achuigse, 
Thachair iad oirnne na reubail, 
’S bu neo-eibhinn leinn a cbuideachd; 
’Nuair a chuir iad an ratreut oirnn, 
’S iad ’nar deigh a los ar murtadh, 
’S mur deanamaid fenm le’r casan, 
Cha tug sinne srad le’r musgan. 

’S a dol an coinneamh a Phrionnsa, 
Gu’rn bu shunndach a bha sinne, 
Shaoil sinn gu’m faigheamaid cuis dheth, 
’S nach ro dhuinn, ach dol g’a sireadh ; 
’Nuair a bhuail iad air a cheile, 
’S ard a leumamaid a pilleadh, 
’S gbabh sinn a mach air an abbainn, 
’S dol g’ar n-amhaich ann san linne. 

’N am do dhaoine dol nan eideadh, 
Los na reabalaich a philleadh, 
Cha do. shaoil sinn, gus na gheill sinn, 
Gur sinn fein a bhite ’g iomain ; 
Mar gu’n rachadh cu ri caoirich, 
’S iad ’nan ruith air aodainn glinne, 
’S ann mar sin a ghabh iad sgaoileadh 
Air an taobh air an robh sinne. 

* This is the author’s first song. 

Sin ’nuair thainig each ’sa dhearbh iad 
Gu’m bu shearbh dhuinn dol nan cuideachdj 
Se’n trup Ghallda g’an robh challsin, 
Bha Coluinn gun cheann air cuid diubh: 
’Nuair a thaehair ribh Clann-Domhnuill, 
Chum iad conihnil air an uchdan, 
Dh-fhag iad creuehdan air an reubadh, 
’S cha leighhiseadhleigh an cuislean. 

Bha na h-eich gu cruitheach, srianach, 
Girteach, iallaeh, flamhach, trupaeh; 
’S bha na fir gu h-armach, foghluimt’, 
Air an sonnrachadh gu murta. 
’Nuair a dh-aom sinn bharr an t-sleibh’, 
Is moran feum againn air furtach, 
Na bha beo bha cuid dhiubh leoiut’, 
’S bha sinn bronach mu ’na thuit ann. 

Dh-eirich fuathas ann san ruaig dhuinn, 
’Nuair a ghluais an sluagh le leathad; 
Bha Prionns’ Tearlach le chuid Frangach, 
’S iad an geall air teachd ’nar rathad ; 
Cha d’ fhuair sinn facal comand’ 
A dh-iarraidh ar naimhdean a sgathadh ; 
Ach comas sgaoileadh t'eadh an t-saoghail, 
’S cuid againn gu'n fhaotaiu fhathasd. 
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Bin ’nuqir tliainkr mise dhachaigh 
Dh-ionnsnidh Ghilleaspuig o’n Chrannaich, 
S arm a bha e ’n sin cho fhiata, 
fii broc Hath a bhiodh an garraidh; 
Bha e duilich ann san am sin, 
Nach robh ball aiger’a tharruinn, 
S mor an diubliail na bha dhi air, 

iilaidhoanih sinnsireachd a shcanar. 

Moran iarruinn air bheag faobhair, 
tiirni be sud aogas a chlaidheimh; 
’Sc gu lubach, leumnach, Wearnach, 
B bha car cam ann, ann san anihaieh; 
I)h-fhag c mo chruachainse brnitc 
Bid ’ga ghiulan feadh an rathaid, 
’S e cho trom ri cabar tbarna, 
’S mairg a dh-fhairdeadh an robh rath air. 

'Nuair a chruinnich iad nan ceudan 
'N la sin air sliabh na h-eaglais, 
Bha ratreud air luchd na Beurla, 
’S ann daibh fein a b’ eigin teicheadh; 
tied’ a chaill mi ann san am sin 
Olaidheamh ceannairt Chloinn-an-Leasdair: 
Claidheamh bearnach a mhi-fhortain, 
’B ann bu choltach e ri greidlein. 

Am ball-teirmeisg a bha meirgeach, 
Nach d’rinn seirbheis a bha dlcasach ; 
B beag an diubhail loam r’a cimnntadh, j 
tied’ a dli-ionndrain mi mu fhc*sgar, 
Ancluidheamhdubhnachd’fhuairasguradh, i 
’S neul an t-suthaidh air a leath-taobli; 
’B beag a b’fhiu e’s e air lubadh, 
’B gu’m b’e diuthadh a blmill-deis e. 

An claidheamh braoisgeach, bh’aigna daoine, 
Nach d’rinn caonnag’s nach tug buillean, 
Gha robh cugas air an t-saoghal, 
’S mairg a shaoraich leis an cuimeasg; 
An claidheamh dubh air ’n robh an t-aimh- 

Icas, 
Gu’n chrios, gun chramhait, gun duille, 
t’U’n roinn, gun f haobhar, gun cheanu-bheart 
’S mairg a tharladh leis an eunnart. 

Tliug mi learn an claidheamh bearnach, 
’R hole an asninn e sa' chabhaig, 
Bhl ga ghiulan ar Tno shliasaid, 
’S mairg mi riarnh a thug o’n bhail' e; 
tiha toir e stohadli no sathadh, 
'R cha robh e iaidir gu gearradh; 
Gu'm b’e diuthadh a hlmill airm e, 
’S e air meirgeadh air an fharadh. 

C'hruinnich uaislean Earra^iacill, 
Armaillt laidirde Mhalisi, 
B chaidh iad muchoinneamhphrionns’ Tear- 

laeh, 
S duil aca r’a champ a bhristeadh; 
S ioma fear a bh’ ann san ait ud 
Nach robh sabhailt mar bha mise, 
A mheun sa dh-fhag sinn ann san araich, 
Eatha blar na h-Eaglais’-brice. 

ORAN 1) O ’ N MHUSG. 
Air fonn—“jl/o dhuth an Tomaidh." 

’8 iomadh ear a dh-fheudas, 
Tliigh’n air na fearaibh, 

Is t^eag’ gu’n gab iad gaol 
Air an te naeh faigh iad; 

Thug mi fiehead bliadhna 
Do’n chiad te ghabh mi, 

Is ehuir i rithisd eul rium, 
Is bha mi falamh. 

Is thainig mi Dhun-eideann 
A dh-iarraidh leannain, 

Is thuirt an Caiptein Caimbeul, 
’S e^n geard a bhaile, 

Gu’m b’aitlme dha banntrach 
Ann aite falaieh, 

'8 gu’n deanadh e aird 
Air a cur a’m’ charabh. 

Rinn e mar a b’abhaist 
Cho mhath’s a ghealladh, 

Thug e dhomh air laimh i, 
’S am paigheadh mar ri; 

Is ge b’e bhi ’g afeoraieh 
A h-ainm no sloinneadh, 

' Their iad rithe Seonaid, 
’S b’e Deorsa seannair. 

Tha i soitheamh, suairee, 
Gun ghruaim, gun smalan, 

Is i cho ard an uaisle 
Ri mnaoi san fhearann; 

Is culaidh a m’ clmmail suas i, 
O’n tha mar rium, 

Is mor an t-aobhar smuairein 
Do’n fhear naeh faigh i. 

Leigmi dhitim Nic-coiseam 
Ged’ tha i maireann, 

Is leig mi na daimh chrocach 
An taobh bha ’n aire, 

Is thaobh mi ris an og mhnao 
’S ann learn nach aithreach 

Cha n’eil mi gu’n storas 
O’n phos mi ’n ainnir. 

Bheir mi fhein mo bhriathar 
Gum beil i ro mhath, 

Is nach d’aithnich mi riamh-oirro 
Cron am falach, 

Ach gu foir.neamh, finealta, 
Direach, faliain, 

Is i gu’n ghaoid gu’n, ghioinh, 
Gu’n char fiar, gu’n chamadh. 

Bithidh i air mo ghiulan, » 
’S gur math an airidh, 

Ni mi fhein a sguradh 
Gu math’s a glanadh; 

Chuirinn ri an t-uilleadh 
Ga cumail ceanalt, 

Is cuiridh mi ri m’ shuil i, 
’S cha diult i aingeal. 
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’Nuair bhios cion an storais 
Air daoine ganna, 

Cba leigeadh nigli’n Dheorsa 
Mo phoca falamh; 

Cumaidh i rium ol 
Ann’s na taighean leanna, 

'S paidhidh i gach stopan * 
A ni mi cheannach. 

Ni i mar bu tnhiann learn 
A h-uile car dhomh, 

Cba ’n innis i breug dhomh, 
No sgeula mearachd; 

Cumaidh i mo theaghlach 
Cho math’s bu mhatb leam, 

Ge nach dean mi soathair 
No obair shalach. 

Sgithich mi ri gniomh, 
God’ nach d’rinn mi earras, 

Thug mi boid nach b’ fhiach learn, 
Bhi ann a’m sgalaig; 

Sguiridh mi g’am phianadh, 
O’n tliug mi ’n aire, 

Gur h-e’n duine diomhain 
Is faide mhaireas. 

'S i mo bhennagghaolach 
Nach dean mo mhealladh, 

Foghnaidh i dhomh daonnan 
A dheanamh arain; 

Ciia bhi faillinn aodaich 
Orm no anart, 

'S chaidh curam an t-saoghail 
A nis as m’aire! 

MOLADH BEINN-DORAINN. 
Aie fonn—“ Piobaireachd." 

Urlar. 
An t-urram thar gach beinn 

Aig Beinn-dorain ! 
Na chunnaic mi fo ’n ghrein, 
Si bu bhoiche leam ; 
Monadh fada, reidh, 
Cuile ’m faighte feidh, 
SoiHeireachd an t-sleibhe 
Bha mi sonnrachadli ; 
Doireachan nan geug, 
Coill’ aims am bi feur, 
’S foineasach an spreidh, 
Bhios a chomhnaidh ann ; 
Greadhainn bu gheal oeir, 
Faoghaid air an deigli, 
’S laghach leam an sreud 
A bha sroineiseach. 

’S aigeannach fear eutrom, 
Gun mhorchuis, 
Theid fasanda na eideadh, 
Neo-sporsail; 

Tha mhanntal uime fein, 
Caidhtiche nach treig, 
Bratach dhearg mar eheir 
Bhios mar chomhdaeh air ; 
’S culuidh g’a chuir eug, 
Duin’ a dheanadh teuchd, 
Gunna bu mhath glcus, 
An glac oganaich : 
Spor anns am biodh beam, 
Tarran air a ceann. 
Snap a bhuaileadh teann 
Ris na h-ordaibh i ; 
Ochd-shlisneach gun fheall, 
Stoc de’n fhiodh gun mheang, 
Lotadh an damh seang, 
A’s a leonadh e. 

’S fear a bhiodh mar cheaird, 
Riu’ sonnraichte, 
Dh-fhodhnadh dhaibh gun taing 
Le cbuid seolaidhean ; 
Gheibhte sud ri am 
Padruig anns a’ ghleann, 
Gillean a’s coin sheang, 
’S e toirt orduidh dhaibh ; 
Peileirean nan deann, 
Teine g’an cuir ann, 
Eilid nam beann ard, 
Theid a leonadh leo. 

Siubhal. 

’SI ’n eilid bheag, bhinneach, 
Bu ghuiniche sraonadh, 
Le cuinnein geur, biorach, 
A sireadh na gaoithe, 
Gasganach, speireach, 
Feadh chreachainn na beinne, 
Le eagal ro’ theine, 
Cha teirinn i ’n t-aonach ; 
Ge d’ theid i na cabhaig, 
Cha ghearain i maothan ; 
Bha sinnsreachd fallain, 
’Nuair a shincadh i h-anail, 
’S toil-inntinn leam tanasg, 
Ga’ lanngan a chluinntinn, 
’Si ’g iarraidh a leannain 
’N am darraidh le caoineas, 
’S e damh a chinn allaidh 
Bu gheal-cheircach feaman, 

• Gu caparach, ceannard, 
A b’ fharamach raoiceadh, 
’S e chomhnuidh’m Beinn-dorai 
’S e eolach m 'a fraoinibh. 

’S ann am Beinn-dorain, 
Bu mhor dhomh r’a innseadh 
A liuthad damh ceannard, 
Tha fan^jtuinn san flirith ud ; 
Eilid chad, eanngach, 
’S a laoighean ’ga leantuinn, 
Le ’n gasgana geala, 
Ri bealach a direadh, 
Ri fraoidh Choire-chruiteir, 
A chuidcachda phiceach ; 
’Nuair o shineasi h-iongan 
’S a theid i na’ deannaibh. 



DONNACHADH BAN. 197 

Cha saltradh air thalamh, 
Aoh barran nan inean, 
Co b’urrain g'a leantuinn, 
A dh-fhearaibh na rioghachd ? 
'S arraideach, faruraach, 
Carach air grine, 
A choisridh nach flianadh 
One smal air an inntin, 
Ack caocblaideack, curaideach, 
Caol-chasach, uHamh, 
An aois eka chuir truim' orra, 
Mulad no mi-ghean ; 
ASe shlanaich an cnlaidk, 
Feed mhais, agus mkuineil, 
lihi tarakackd am bunailt. 
An cuile na frithe ; 
Le ailleas a fuireach, 
Air fasack ’nan grunna, 
’Si ’n asainn a mkuime, 
Tka cumail na ciche, 
Pds na laoigh bhreaca, bhallach, 
Naoh meathlaick na sianntan, 
be ’n cridkeaoka meara, 
Le bainne na cioba, 
Griseanack, eangach, 
Le ’n girteagan geala, 
Le ’n corpannan glanna, 
Le fallaineackd fior-uisg ; 
Le farnm gun ghearan, 
Feadh ghleannan na milltiek ; 
Ge d’ thigeadli an sneackda 
Cha ’n iarradh iad aitreabk, 
’S e lag a Choir’-altrum 
Bhios.aca g’an didean : 
Feadh stacan, a’s bhaean, 
A’s ghlacagan diomhair, 
Le ’n leapaichean fasgaek 
An taic Eas-an-t-sithan. 

Urlar. 

Tha ’n eilid anns an fhritk 
Mar bu choir dh’i bki. 
Far am faigh i millteaeh 
Glan-feoirneanach ; 
liruchorachd a’s ciob, 
Lusan am bi brigh, 
Chuireadh suit a’s igh 
Air a loineinibh. 
Fnaran anns am bi 
Biolaire gun dith, 
:S niillse lea’ na’m lion 
’S e gu’n oladh i ; 
< 'uiseagan a’s riasg, 
Chinneas air an t-sliabh, 
B’ annsadk lea’ mar bhiadh 
Na na foghlaichean. 

’S aim do’n teachd-an-tir 
A bha'soghar lea’, 
Sobhrach a’s cala-bhi 
’S barra neoineanan ; 
Itobkrack, bhallach, mkin, 
Ghobhlach, bharrach, skliom, 
Lointean far an cinn 
1’na motkraicliean ; 
Sud am porsan bidk 

Mlieudaicheadh an cli 
Bheireadk iad a nios 
Hi am do-licheinn ; 
Chuireadh air an druim 
Brata saille cruinn. 
Air an carcais luim 
Nach bu lodail. 

B’ e sin an caidreamh grinn 
Ma thra-neoine, 
’Nuair a thionaladh iad cruinn, 
Anns a’ ghlomuinn ; 
Air fhad’s ga’m biodh an oidhch’. 
Dad cha tigeadh ribh, 
Fasgadh bhun an tuim 
B’ aite comhnuidh dhaibh ; 
Leapaichean nam fiadh. 
Far an robk iad riamh. 
An aonach farsuinn fial, 
’S ann am mor-mhonadh. 
’S iad bu taitneach fiamh, 
’Nuair bu daitht’ am bian, 
’S cha b’i ’n airc am miann, 
Ach Beinu-dorain. 

Siubhal. 

A bhein lusanach, fhaileanach, 
Mkeallanach, liontach, 
Gun choimeas ’ga falluinn 
Air thalamh na Criosdachd ; 
’S ro-nconach tha raise, 
Le boichead a sliosa, 
Nach ’eil coir aic’ an ciste 
Air tiotal na rioghachd ; 
’S i air dubladh le gibhtean, 
’S air luisreadh le miosan, 
Nach ’eil bichiont’ a’ bristeadh 
Air phriseanaibh tire ; 
Lan trusgan gun deireas, 
Le usgraichean coille, 
Barr-guc air gach doire. 
Gun choir' ort r’a innseadh ; 
Far an uchd-ardach coileach, 
Le shrutaichibh loinneil, 
’S coin bhuchalach bheag’ eil . 
Le’n ceileiribh lionmhor. 

’S am buicean beag sgiolta, 
Bu sgiobalt’ air grine, 
Gu’n sgiorradh, gu’ntubaist, 
Gu’n tuisleadh, gu’n diobradh, 
Crodhanadh, biorach 
Feadh coire ’ga shireadh, 
Feadh fraoich agus finch,*. 
Air mhire ’ga dhireadh p 
Feadh ranaich, a’s barraich 
Gu’m b’ araideach inntinn, 
Ann an iosal gach feadain, 
’S air airde gach creagairi' 
Gu mireanach, beiceasach, 
Easgonaeh, sinteach ; 
’Nuair a theid o ’na bhoile 
Le clisge sa’ choille, 
A’s e ruith feadh gach doire, 
Air dheireadh cha bhi e ; 
Leis an eangaig bu chacile 
’S e b’ eutruime sinteag, 



198 SAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH. 

Mu chnocanaibh donna 
Le ruith dara-tomain. 
‘S e togairt an coinneamh 
Bean-chomuinn o’s ’n iosal. 

Tha mhaoisleach bheag bbrannga 
Sa’ ghlcannan a chomhnaidh, 
‘S i fuireach san fbireach 
Le minneinean oga ; 
Cluas bhiorach gu claisteachd, 
Suil chorrach gu faicinn, 
‘S i earbsach ’na casan 
Chur seachad na mointioh : 
Ged’ thig Caoilite’s Cuchullainn, 
‘S gach duine de’n t-seors’ ud, 
Na tha dhaoine’s do dh-eachaibh. 
Air fasta rigk Deorsa, 
Nan tearnadh i craiceann 
O luaidhe’s o lasair, 
Cha chual’ a’s cha ’n fhac i 
Na ghlaoadh i*’a beo i ; 
‘S i gr.id-charach, fa l-chasach, 
Aigeaunach, neonach, 
Geal-cheireach, gasganach, 
Gealtach roi’ mhadadh, 
Air cliaisead na leachdainn 
Cha saltradh i cotnhnard : 
Si noigeanach, groigeasach 
Gog-cheannach, sornach ; 
Bior-shuileach, sgur-shuileach, 
Frionasach, furachair, 
A fuireach sa’ mhunadh, 
’Sna thuinich a seorsa. 

Uriar. 

Bi sin a’ mhaoisleach luaineach, 
Feadh oganan ; 
Biolaichean nam broach 
‘S aite-comhnuidk dh'i, 
Duilleagan nan craobh, 
Bileagan an fkraoich 
Criomagan a gaoil, 
Cha b’e ’m fotrus. 
A h-aigneadh eutrom suairc, 
Aobhach ait gun ghruaim, 
Teann bu bhraise, ghuanaiche, 
Ghoraiche ; ’ 
A’ chre bu cheanalt’ stuaim, 
Chalaich i gu buan 
An gleann a’ bharraich uaine 
Bu nosaire. 

’S trio a ghabh i cluain 
Sa’ chreig mhoir, 
O’n is miosail leatha bhi 'Luan 
A’s a Dhomhnach aim ; 
Pris an dean i suaiu 
Bichionta mu’n cuairt, 
A bhrfcteas a’ ghaoth tuath, 
‘S nach leig deo oirre, 
Am fasgadh doire-chro, 
An taice ris an t-sroin, 
Am measg nam faillean oga 
‘S nan cosagan. 
Masgadh ’n fhuarain mhoir, 
‘S e paillte gu leoir, 
‘S blasda le’ na’m beor 

Gu bhi poit orra. 
Deoch de’n t-sruthan uasal 

IP a ol aice, 
I>h’ fhagas fallain, 
Fuasgailteach, oigeil i : 
Grad-charach ri uair, 
’S eathlamh blieir i cuairt, 
‘Nuair thaciiradh i’n ruaig, 
‘S a bhiodh toir oirre. 
‘S mao-bhuidh daitht’ asnuagii^ 
Dearg a dreach sa tuar, 
‘S gurro-iomadh buaidh 
Tha mar choladh oirr’ ; 
Fulangach air fuachd. 
Is i gun chain’ air luath’s ; 
Urram claisteachd chinas 
Na Rinn-eorpa dk’i. 

Siubhal. 

Ba ghrinn leam am pannal 
A’ tarruinn an ordugh, 
A’ direadh le farmn 
Ri carraig na Sroine ; 
Radar sliabh Craobh-na-h-ainnisv 
A’s beul Choire-dhainghein, 
Ru bhiadhchar greidh cheannard 
Nach ceannaich am porsan : 
Da thaobh choire-rannoich 
Mu sgeith sin a’ bhealaich, 
Coire reidh Beinn-Achaladair, 
A’sthairis mu’n chonn-lon : 
Air lurgain na Laoidhre 
Bu ghreadknach a’ choisri. 
Mu larack-na-Fcinne 
‘S a’ Chraig-sheilich ’na dheigh sinr 
Far an cruinnich na h-eildcan 
Bu neo-speiseal mu’.n fhogklaich : 
*S gu‘m b‘e ‘n aighear a‘s an eibhnea 
Bhi faieheachd air reidhlein, 
‘A comh-mhacnus r‘a cheile, 
‘S a’ leumnaicli feadh mointich ; 
Ann am pollashaibh daimscir 
Le sodradh gu m earn nach, 
Gu togarrach mearrachdasach, 
Ain-fheasach gorach. 

’S cha bhiodh iot air an teangaidhe 
Taobh shois a’ Mhill-teanail, 
Le fion-uillt na h-Annaid, 
Bias meala r‘a ol air ; 
Sruth brioghmhor geai tana, 
‘S esiothladh tor ’n ghaineamh, 
CS e ‘s millsc na‘n caineal, 
Cha b’ ain-eolach oirnn e : 
Sud an ioc-shiainnte mhaireann, 
A thig a iochdar an talaimh, 
Glieibhte lionmhoireachd math dh'i 
Gu‘n a cheannach’ le storas ; 
Air faruinn na beinne 
Is daicheala sealladh, 
A dh’fhas anns a’ cheithreamh 
A’ bheil mi ‘n Rinn-eorpa : 
Le gloinead a h-uisge, 
Gu mao-bhlast a brisg-gheal, 
Caoin, caomhail, glan, miosail„ 
Neo-mliisgeach ri poit’ air 



DONNACHADH BAN. 199 

Le fuarainibh grinne 
Am bun gruamacb no biolair, 
Coineach uaine mu’n iomall, 
A’s iomadach seorsa : 
Bu gblan uaclidar na linne 
Gu neo-bhuaireasaeh milis, 
Tiirb’n ‘na ebuairteig o‘n ghrinncal 
Air slinnein Beinn-dorain. 

Tba leth-taobh na leaebdainn 
Le mais’ air a comhdaeh, 
‘S am fridh-ckoirean creagach 

' ‘Na shesamk g‘a choir sin, 
Gu stobanach, stacanach, 
Slocanach, laganach, 
Cnocanach, crapanach, 
Caiteanach, romach ; 
Pasganach, badanach, 
Baehlagach, boidheach 
A h-aiseirine corrach, 
‘Nam fasraichsan mollach, 
‘Si b'asadh dhomh mholladh, 
Bha sonas gu leoir oirr’ : 

.Cluigeanack, gucagaeb, 
Uchdanach, comhnard. 
Le dithean glan, ruiteach, 
Breac, misleanach, sultmhor : 
Tha ‘n fkridk air a busgadk 
San trusgan bu choir dk’L 

Urlar. 

‘S am monadh farsuinn faoin 
Glacach, sronagach : 
Lag a’ Choire-fhraoich 
Cuid bu bkoiclie dketh ; • 
Sin am fearann caoin 
Air an d’fhas an aoidh. 
Far am bi na laoigh 
'S na daimh chrocach ; 
A’s e deisearack ri grein, 
Seasgaireachd g’a reir, 
’S neo-bheag air an eildeig 
Bhi ckomhnaidh ann. 
‘S glan fallain a ere. 
Is banail i ‘na bens ; 
Cha robh k-anail breun, 
Ge b’e phogadk i. 
‘S e ‘n coire choisinn gaol 
A h-uil’ oganaich, 
A chunna’ riamk a thaobh, 
‘S a gliabh eolas air : 
‘S lionmkor fcadan eaol 
Air an eirich gaotk. 
Far am bi na laoick 
Cumail codhalach ; 
Bruthaichean nan learg 
Far am biodh greidh dhearg, 
Ceann-uigke gach sealg 
Fad am beo-sklainnt’ ; 
A’s e lan do‘n h-uile maoin, , 
A thig amach le braon, 
Faile nan sutR-chraobh, 
A's nan rosann an. 

Gheibte tackdareisg 
Air a corsa, 
A’s bhi ‘gan ruith le leus 
Anns na mor-shrutkan ; 

Mordha cumhann geur, 
Le chrann giubhais fein, 
Aig fir shubhach, tkreubkacli 
‘Nan dornaibh: 
Bu sholasach a’ leum’ 
Brie air buinne re*lh, 
A’ ceapadh clmileag eutrom 
‘Nan dorlaickean ; 
Cha ’n’eil muir no tir 
Am beil tuille brigh, 
‘S tha feadljt do chrich’ 
Air a h-ordachadh. 

An Crunluaith. 

Tlia ‘n eilid anns a gkleannan so, 
Cha ‘n amadan gu’n eolas 
A leanadh i mar b aithne dha 
Tig’n farasda na codhail, 
Gu faiteach bhi ‘na h-eSralas, 
IV’n’ am faigse dh’i mu’n caraich i, 
Gu faieilleach, gle earraigeach, 
Mu’m fairich i ga coir e ; 
Feadh shlochd, a’s gldac, a’s chamhanan, 
A’s chlach a dheanadh falach air, 
Bhi beachdail air an talamh, 
’S air a’ char a thig na neoil air : 
’S an t-asdar bhi ‘ga tharruinn air 
Cho macanta ‘s a b’ aithne dha, 
Gu’n glacadh e ga h-aindeoin i 
Le h-anabharra seoltachd ; 
Le tur, gun ghainne bavalach. 
An t-suil a chuir gu danara, 
A’ stiuireadh’ na du’-banuaicke, 
‘S a h-aire ri fear-croice ; 
Bliiodh rudan air an tarruinn 
Leis an lubt’ an t-iarrunn-earra, 
Bkeireadh ionnsai’ nach bi’dh mearachdach 
Do’n fhear a bhiodh ‘ga seoladh ; 
Spor nr an deis a teannachadh, 
Buil’ uird a’ sgaileeadh dainghean ris, 
Cha diult an t-srad, ‘nuair bkeanas i 
Do’n deannaigh a bha nconach : 
Se ‘m fudar tioram tean-abaieh 
Air ehul an asgairh ghreannanaich, 
Cuir smuid ri aeuinn mheallanaich 
A baraille Nic-Coiseam. 

B’ionmhuinn le fir clicanalta, 
Nach b’aineolach mu sporsta, 
Bhi timcheall air na bealaichean 
Le fearalachd na h-oige : 
Far am bi na feidh gu farnmach, 
‘S na fir ‘nan deigh gu caithriseach, 
Le gunna bu mhath barrandas 
Thoirt aingil ‘nuair bu choir dh'i ; 
S le cuilean foirmcal togarrach, 
‘G am biodh a stiuir air bhogadan, 
‘S e miol’airteich gu sodanack, 
‘S nach ob e dol ’nan codhail ; 
‘Na fhurbuidh laidir, cosgarrach, 
Ro inntinneach^neo-fhoistinnach, 
Gu guineach, sgiamhach, gob-easgaidh, 
San obair bh’aig a sheorsa ; 
‘S a fhriogan cuilg a’ togail air, 
Gu maildheach, gruamach, doichealach, 
‘S a gheanackan cnuasaichd fosgailt,’ 
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’Comli-bhogartaich r'an sgornan, 
Gu’m b’ araideach a’ charachd ud, 

‘S bu chabhagaoh i ‘n comhnuidh, 
‘Nuair a shxneadh iad na h-iongannan 
Le h-athghoirid na mointich ; 
Na beanntaichean % na bcalaichcan 
Gu’m freagradh iad mao-talla dhut, 
Le fuaim na gairme gallanaich 
Aig farum a’ choin I'omaich: • 
‘Gan tearnadh as na mullaichean 
Gu linnichean nach grunnaich iaif, 
‘S ann a birth’s iad feadh na tuinne ; 
Anns an luineinich’s iad leointe 
‘S na cuileinean gu fulasgach 
‘G an cumail air na munealaibh, 
‘S nach urrainn iad dol tuilleadh as, 
Ach fuireach, ’s bhi gun deo annt’, 
‘S g't do thuirt mi began riu, 
Mu’n innsinn uil’*in dleasnas orra, 
Chuirca<lh iad a’m’ bhreislich mi 
Le deisimearachd chomraidh. 

C 01 R E-CHEAT II AICH. 

Sb Coire-cheathaich nan aighean siubhlach, 
An coire runach, is urar fonn, 
Gu lurach, miadh-fheurach, min-gheal, 

sughar, 
Gach lusan fiuar bu chubhraidh leam ; 
Gu molach du-ghorm, torrach luisreagach, 
Corra"h pluireanach, dlu-ghlan grinn ; 
Caoin, ballach, ditheanach, cannach, mis- 

leanach, 
Gleann a’ mhilltich, ‘san lionmhor mang. 

Tha falluinn dhuinte, ga dainghean, dubailt’, 
A mhaireas uinne, mu’n ruisg i lorn, 
Ro’n fheur is cul-fhinne dh’ fhas na h-urach, 
‘S a bharr air lubadh le driuchda trom, 
Mu choire guanach nan torran uaine, 
A’ bheil luibh a’s luachartr a snas g’a cheann ; 
‘S am fasach guaraach an cas a bhuanadh, 
Nam b’ aite cruidh e, ’in biodh tuath le’n suim. 

Tha trusgan faoilidb air emit an aonaich, 
Chuir suit is aoidh air gach taobh a d’ cbom, 
Min-fheur chaorach is barraibh bhraonan, 
‘S gach lus a dli’ fheudadh bhi ’n aodainn 

thorn, 
M’an choir’ is aoidheala tha r’a fhaotain, 
A chunnaio daoine an taobh so ’n Fhraing ; 
Mur dean e caochladh, b’ e ’n t-aighear 

saoghalt’ 
Do ghillean aotrom bhi daonnan ann. 

‘S ann ma’n Ruadlt-aisrigh dli’fhas na cuair- 
tagan,'v- 

Cluthar, cuaicheanach, cnannar, ard, 
Na h-uile cluaineag’s am ban- air luasgadh, 
‘S a ghaoth ’g an.sguabadh a null ’sa nail: 
Bun na cipe is bar mhilltich, 
A chuigeag dhireach, ’s an fhiteag cham ; 

Muran brioghar, ’s an grunnasg lionmhor, 
M’ an chuilidh dhiomhair, am hi na suinn, 

Tha sliabh na lairig an robh mac-Bhaidi, 
‘Na mhothar fasaich, ’sna strachda trom ; 
Slios na ban-leachdainn, cha ’n i is taire, 
‘S gur trie a dh’ araich i ’n lan damh donn 
‘S na h-aighean dara nach teid a ’n bha-thaigh, 
A bhios le ’n alach gu h-ard ’nan grunn, 
‘S na laoigh gu h-uiseil a la ’sa dh’oidhche, 
‘S na b-uiread cruinn diubh air druim Clach- 

fionn. 

] Do leacan chaoimhneil gu dearcach, braoil- 
eagach, 

Brcac le foireagan is cruinn dearg ceann 
‘N creamh ‘na charaichean, am bac nan staidh- 

richean, 
Am bearnan-bride, ‘s a pheighinn rioghail, 
8 an canach min-gheal, ‘s am mislean ann ; 
‘S a h-uile mir dheth, o‘n bhun is isle 
Gu h-ionad cirean na crich’ is aird’. 

‘S rimheach cota na craige moire, 
I ‘S cha ‘n ‘eil am folach a’ d'choir ‘san am, 
Ach meunan coinntich, o ‘s e bu nosaire. 
Air a chomhdachadh bhos a‘s thall : 
Na lagain chomhnard am bun nan sronag, 
Am bi na soghraichcan, milis, roiueagach, 
Molach, romach, gach seors’ a th’ ann. 

Tha mala ghruamach, de‘n bhiolar uaine, 
Mu’n h-uile fuaran a th’ ann san fhonn ; 
Is doire shealbag aig bun nan garbh-ehlach, 
‘S grinneal ganbheich’ gu meanbh-ghcal, 

pronn ; 
’Na ghlugaibh plumbach air ghoil gun aon teas, 
Ach coilcach buirn tighin’ a grunnd eas lorn. 
Gach struthan uasal ‘na chuailean cul-ghorm, 
A’ ruith na sputaibh, ‘s na lubaibh stcoll. 

! Tha bradan tarra-gheal sa choire gharbhlaich, 
Tha tig‘n o‘n fhairge bu ghailbhcach tonn, 
Le luinneis mheamnaeh a’ ceapa mheanbh- 

chuileag, 
Gu neo-chcarbach le cham-ghob crom : 

| Air bhuinne borb, is e leura gu foirmeil, 
! ‘Na eideadh colgail bu ghorm-glas druim, 
Leshoilscanairgeid.-guh-iteach meana-bhreac 
Gu lannach, dearg-bhallach, earr-gheal sliom. 

‘8 Coire’-cheathaich an t-alghear priseil, 
‘8 an t-aite rioghail mu‘m bidht’ a’ sealg, 
Is bidh feidh air ghiulan le lamhach fudair, 
A’ cur luaidhe dhu’-ghorm gu dlu nan calg 
An gunna gleusda, s’ an cuilean eutrom, 
Gu tuileach, feu man ach, treubhach, garg, 

j A ruith gu siubhlach, a gearradh shurdag, 
‘8 a dol g‘a dhulan ri cursan dearg. 

Gheibhte daonnan mu d’ ghlacaibh faoine, 
Na h-aighean maola, na laoigh, ‘s na maing.' 
Sud bu mhiann leinn ‘am madainn ghrianaich. 
Bhi dol g’ an an iarraidh, ‘s a’ fiadhach 

bheann. 
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Ged thigeadh siontan oirr.n’ uisg a’s dile, 
Bha seol g‘ar didean mu‘n chrich san am, 
An creagan iosal am bun na fritho, 
‘S an leabaiilh dhiona, ‘s mi m’ shineadh ann. 

Sa'mhadainn chiuin-ghil, an am dhomh dus- 
gadh, 

Aig bun na sluice be ‘n sugradh leam ; 
A’ chearc le sgiucan a’ gabhail tuchain, 
’S an coileach cuirteil a durdail crom ; 
An dreatban surdail, ‘s a ribheid chiuil aige, 
A’ car nan smuid deth gu lugbor binn ; 
An druid’s am bru-dhearg, le moran uinicb, 
Ri ceileir sunndach bu shiubhlach rann. 

Bha eoin an t-sleibhe ‘nan ealtain gle-ghloin, 
A’ gabliail bheusan air gheig sa’ choill, 
An uiseag cheutach, ‘s a luinneag fein aicc, 
Feadan speiseil gu reidh a seinn : 
A chuach, ‘sa smeoracb, am bar nan ogim, 
A’ gabhail orain gu ceolmhor binn : 
’Nuair ghoir an cuannal gu loinneil, guanach, 
‘S e ‘s gloin’ a chualas am fuaim sa’ ghleann. 

’Nuair thig iad comhla’ na bheil a’d’ choirse j 
l)e‘n h-uile seorca bu choir bhi nnn ; 
Damh na croice air srath na mointich, 
S e gabhail cronain le dreocam ard ; 

A’ dol san fheithe gu bras le h-eibhneas, 
A’ mire-leumnaich ri eildeig dbuinn ; 
Bi sin an ribhinn a dh fhas gu mileanta, 
Foinncamh, finealta, direach, seang. 

Tha mhaoiseach chul-bhui air feadh na dus- | 
luing 

Aig bun nam fiuran ‘gan rusga’ lorn, 
'S am Ixic gu h-utluidh ri leaba chuirteil, 
‘S e ‘ga burach le rudan crom ; 
•8 am minnean riabhach bu luime cliathach, 
Le cbunnein fiata, is fladhaich ceann, 
'Na chadal guamach an lagan uaigneach, 
Fo bharr na luachrach na chuairteig chruinn. 

Is lionmhor cnnasachd a bha mu‘n cuairt dut, 
Ri am am buain gum bu luaineach claun, 
Ri tional guamnch, gu fearail suairce, 
’S a’ roinn gu h-uasal na fhuair lad ann ; 
Ceir-bheach na cnuacaibh, an neadnach uair- 

teig, _ _ | 
’S a nihil ‘ga buannachd air cruaidh an tuim, l 
Aig seillein riabhach, breaca, srianach, 
Le’n cionan cianail is fiata srann. 

Bha cus ra’ fhaotainn de chnothan caoine, . 
’S cha b’ iad na caochagan aotrom gann, 
Ach bagailt mhaola, bu taine plaoisg, 
A’ toirt brigh Iaoghn.1i hamaoth-shlaitfann : 
Srath nan caoohan ‘‘na dhosaibh caorainn, 
’S na phreasaibh caola, lan chraobh a‘s 

mheang; 
Na gallain ura, ‘s na faillein dhlutha, 
’S am barrach duintc mu chul nan crann. 

Gach aite timcheall nam fasach iomlan, 
Mam a‘s fion-ghleann, ‘s an tuilm ga choir : 
Meall-tionail laimh ris. gu molach, tlathail, 
B‘echulaidh dh‘arach an alaich oig ; 
Na daimh ‘snah-eildean a‘m madainn cheitcln 
Gu moch ag eirigh air reidhlein feoir ; 
Greidhein dhearg dhiu air taobh gaahlearga'n. 
Mu ‘n Choir® gharbhlaich, ‘g an ainm an ('to. 

ORAN DO’N GHUNNA. 
CA ‘N AIXM NIC-COISKAM. 

LUINNEAO. 

Horo mo chuid chuideachd thu, 
Gur muladach leam uam thu ; 
Horo mo chuid chuideachd thu, 
’S mi direadh bhean a‘s uchdanan, 
Jt' ait team thu bhi cuidir rium, 
’ S do chudihrom air mo g hula inn. 

‘Nuair chaidh mi do Ghleann-Locha, 
‘Sa cheaanaich mi Nic-Coiseam, 
‘S mise nach robh gorach, 

’Nuair chuir mi ‘n t-or ga fuasgladh. 
Horo mo chuid, <j'r. 

Thug mi Choire-cheatha’ch thu, 
‘Nuair bha mi fhein a tag'naich ann, 
•S trie a chuir mi laidhe lent, 

Na daimh ‘s na h-aidhean ruadha. 
Horo mo chuid, <.yc. 

Thug mi Bheinn-a-chaistil thu, 
‘S do‘n fhasach a tha ‘n taice ri, 
Am Mam a‘s Creag-an-aparrain, 

Air leaca BeinO-nam-fuaran. 
Horo mo chuid, fyc. 

Thug mi thu Bheinn-dorain, 
An cinne na daimh chrocach, 
‘Nuair theannadh iad ri cronan, 

Bu bhoidheach kam an nuallun 
Horo wo chvid, fyc. 

Thug mi Choire-chruiteir thu, 
0‘s aite grianach tin sail e, 
Gu biachar, fiarach, lusanach, 

Bhiodh spuirt ann aig daoin’-uailh?. 
Horo mo chuid, fyc. 

Ghiulain mi Ghleann-eite thu, 
Thog mi ris na creisean thu, 
Sc mheud ‘sa thug mi speis dut i 

A dh’f'hag mo cheum cho iuaineach. 
Horo mo chuid, SfC. 

‘S math am Mcall-a-bhuiiidh Giu, 
Cha mhiosa ‘m Beinn-a-chrulaist thu. 
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‘S trie a loisg mi fudar leat, 
An Coire-chul-na-cruaiche. 

Horo mo chuid, fyc. 

'Ding mi Lairig-ghartain thu, 
0‘s aluinn an coir-altrum i, 
‘S na feidh a deanamh leapaichean 

Air Creachainn ghlas a bhuaeiiaill. 
Horo mo chaid, Ac. * 

Thug mi thu do‘n fhas-ghlaic 
‘Sa Ghleann am bi nalan-daimb, 
‘S trie a chaidh an arach 

Mu bhraidhe Cloich-an-tuaimeir 
Horo mo chuid, <j-c. 

Chaidh mi do dh'Fheadha- chaorainn, 
Le aighear Choire-chaolain, 
Far an robii na daoine, 

A bha ‘n gaol air a ghreidh uallaich. 
Horo mo chuid, fyc. 

Thug mi Bheinne-chaoraeh thu, 
Shireadh bhoc a‘s mhaoiseach, 
Ciia b'eagal gun am faotainn, 

’S iad daonnan ‘san Torr-uaine. 
Horo mo chuid, ,j-c. 

‘Xuair theid mi ris a mhunadh, 
‘S tu mo roghainn do na gunnachan, 
0‘n f huair thu fain an t-urram sin, 

t’o nis a chumas bhuat e? 
Horo mo chuid, §c- 

Ged’ tlia mi gann a storas, 
Gu suidho leis na poitearan, 
G&r theid mi do ‘n taigh-osda, 

Gha ‘n ol mi aim an cuaich thu. 
Horo mo chuid, fyc. 

A 

ORAN SEACHAKAN SEljUl 

X.UINNEAG. 

’Nuair a dh‘eirieh mi sa’ mhadainn, 
Chuir mi innte fudar Ghlascho, 
Pealair teann a‘s tri puist Shasnaeh, 

Cuifean asgairt air a dhegh sin. 
Chunna’ mi, fyc. 

Bha ‘n spor ur ah deighe breacadh, 
Chuir mi uille ris an acuinn, 
Eagal driuehd bha mudan craiceinn 

Cumail fasgaidh air mo cheile. 
Chunna’ mi, fyc. 

Laidli an eilid air an fhuaran, 
I Chaidh mi farasda mu‘u cuairt d‘i, 
: Leig mi ‘n deannal ud m‘a tuairmse, 

Leam is cruaidh gu‘n d‘rinn i eiridh. 
Chunna’ mi, SfC. 

Rainig mise taobh na bruaiche, 
’S chosg mi rithe mo chuid luaidbe ; 
’S ‘nufiir a shaoil mi i bhi buaillte, 

Sin an uair a b’ aird’ a leum i. 
Chunna' mi, <5-c. 

’S muladach bhi siubhal frithe, 
Ri la gaoith', a‘s uisg’, a‘s dile, 
:S ordugh teann ag iarraidh sithne, 

Cuir nan giomanach ‘nan eigiu. 
Chunna' mi, fyc. 

’S mithich tearnadh do na gleannaibh 
0‘n tlia gruamaieh air na beannaibh, 
’S ceathach duinte mu na meallaibh, 

A’ cuir dalladh air ar leirsinn. 
Chunna' mi, §c. 

Bi’ sinn beo an dochas ro-mhath, 
! Gu‘m bi chuis ni‘s fhearr an ath la’, 
1 Gu‘m bi gaoth, a‘s grian, a‘s talamh, 

Mar is math leinn air na sleibhtean. 
Chunna' mi, fyc. 

Bithidh an luaidhe ghlas ‘na deannamh, 
Siubhal reidh aig conaibh seanga ; 

i ’S an damh donn a sileadh fala, 
’S abhaehd aig na fearaibh gleusda. 

Chunna’ mi, <^c. 

Chunna’ mi ‘n damh donn 
’S na h-cildean. * 

Hireadh a bhealaich Ic chctle; 
Chunna' mi ‘;t damh donn 

'S na h-cildean. 
■S 

C E A D- D E'l R E A N N A C H . 

‘S mi tearnadh a Coire eheathaich, 
‘S rnor mo mhighean ‘s mi gun aighear, 
Siubhal frithe re an latha, 

Thilg mi spraidhe nach d‘rinn feum dhomh. 
Chunna’ mi, §c. 

Ged tha bacadh air na h-armaibh, 
Ghleidli mi ‘n spainteach thun naseilge, 
Ge do rinn i orm de chearbaich, 
Naeh do mharbli i mac na h-eilde. 

Chunna’ mi, fyc. 

NAM BEANN. 

Bha mi‘n de* ‘m Beinn-dorain, 
‘S na coir clia robh mi aineolaoh, 

Chunna mi gleanntan 
‘S na beanntaichean a b'aithne dhomh ; 

Be sin an sealladh eibhinn 
Bhi ‘g imeachd air na sleibhtibh, 

‘Nuair bhiodh a ghrian ag eiridli, 
‘Sa bhiodh na feidh a langanaich. 

* 1‘JtU September, 1802. 
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‘S aobhnch a ghreidh uallach, 
‘Xuair ghluaiseadh iad gu farumach, 

‘S na h-eildean air an f huaran, 
Bu cliuannar na laoigh bhallach aim ; 

Na maoiniehean ‘s an ruadh-bhuic, 
Na coilieh dhubh a*s ruadha, 

‘S e‘n cool bu bhinne chuala* 
’Nuair chluinnt’ am fuaim‘sacliamhanaich. 

‘S togarach a dh’ fhalbhainn 
Gu sealgaireachd nam beallaicdiean, 

I)ol ‘mach a dhireadh garbhlaioh, 
•S girm b'ana-mocli tigh'nn gu bade mi ; 

An t-uisge glan san t aile 
Thar mullach nam bean arda, 

Chuidich e gu fas mi; 
‘Se rinn domh slaiunt a‘s fallaineaebd. 

Fhuair mi grcis am’ arach 
Air airidhean a b’ aithne dhomh, 

Hi cluiche, ‘s mire ‘s maran, 
An caoiinhneas Math nan naileagan : 

Bu chuis an aghaidh naduir 
Gu‘m maireadh sin an drast ann, " 

‘Se b' eigin bhi da‘m fagail 
‘Nuair thainig trath dhuinn dealachadh. 

‘Nis o‘n bhnail an aois mi, 
Fhuair mi gaoid a mhaireas domh, 

Rinn milleadh air mo dheudach, 
‘S mo leirsinn air a dalladh orm ; 

Ciia‘n urrainn mi bhi treubhgch, 
Ged’ a chuirinn feum air, 

‘S ged’ bhiodh an ruaig am’ dheigh-sa, 
Cha dean mi ceum ro chabhagach. 

Ged’ tha mo cheann air liatbadh, 
‘S mo chiabhagan air tanachadh, 

‘S ti-ic a leag mi mial-chu. 
Hi fear fladhaich ceannartaich ; 

Ged’ bu toigh learn riamh iad, 
‘S ged’ fhaicinn air an t-sliabh iad, 

Cha teid mi *nis ga‘n iarraidh 
0‘n chaill mi trian na h-analuch. 

Hi am dol aims a bhuireadh, 
Bu durachdach a leanainu iad, 

‘S bhiodh uair aig sluagh na duthcha, 
‘Toirt orain ura ‘s rannadhd dhaibh : 

Creis eile mar ri cairdean, 
‘Nuair bha sinn amis na Campan, 

Bu chridheil arms an am sinn ; 
‘S cha bhiodh an dram oirnn annasach. 

‘Nuair bha mi ‘n toiseich m’ o'ige, 
‘S i ghoraich a chum falamh mi ; 

‘S e fortan tha cuir oirne 
Gael: aon ni coir a’ ghealladh dhuinn ; 

Ged’ tha mi gann a storas, 
Tha m’ inntinn lan de sholas. 

Ct’n tha mi ann an dochas ’ 
Gu‘n d‘nnn nigh‘n Dheors’an t-aran domh. 

Bha mi ‘n de ‘san aonacli, 
‘S bha smaointean mor air m’ aire-sa, 

Nach robh ‘n luchd-gaoil a Mabhaist 
Bhi siubhal fasaich mar rium ann, 

‘Sa bhcinn is beag a shaoil mi, 
Gu‘n deanadh ise caochladh ; 

i (*‘n tha i ‘nis fo chaoirich, 
‘S ann thug an saoghal car asam. 

‘Nuair sheall mi air gach taobh dhiem, 
Cha'u fhaodainn gun bhi smalanach, 

0‘n theirig coill’ a‘s fraoch ann, 
S na daoine bh‘ann, c!ia mhaireann iad 

Cha ‘n ‘eil hadh r‘a shealg ann, 
Cha‘n ‘eil eun no earb ann, 

‘M beagan nach ‘eil marbh dhiubh, 
‘Se rinn iad folbh gu bailcach as. 

Mo shoraidh leis na frithean, 
0‘s miobhailteach, na beannaibh iad, 

| Le biolair uainne a‘s fior-uisg, 
Beoch nasal rimheacli, chcanalta, 

Na bharran a tha priseil, 
‘S na fasaichean tha lionmhor, 

0‘s ait a !eag mi dhiom iad, 
Gu bi-ath mo miiilo bcannaciid leo ! 

CUM HA CHOIRE-CHEATHAICH. 

S DurtLicn leam an caradh 
Th’ air coire gorm an fliasaich. 

An robh mi greis dn’m’ arach 
‘S a bhraidhe so thall ; 

S iomadh fear a bliarr orm, 
A thaitneadh e r‘a nadur, 

Na ‘rn biodh e mar a blia e, 
‘Nuair dh’ fliag mi e null ; 

Gunnaireachd a‘s lamhaich 
Spuirt a s aobhar ghaire, 

Chleachd bhi aig na h-armuinn 
A Mabhaist bhi sa’ ghleann ; 

Rinn na hr ud fhagail— 
‘S Mac-lioghainn t‘ann a ‘drasta, 

Mar chloich an ionnad cabaig 
An aite na bh’ ann. 

Tha ‘n Coir’ air dol am fiillin, 
Ged’ ithear thun a bhlair e. 

Gun duin’ aig am beil cas dctli 
Mun ait ann san am ; 

Na feidh a bh’ ann air fhagail, 
Chad’ fhuirioh gin air aruinn, 

‘S cha ‘noil an aite-tamha 
Mar Mia e sa’ ghleann. 

Tha ‘m Baran air a sharaeh’ 
Is dh'artlaich air an taladh, 

Gun sgil aig air an nadur 
God’ thainig c ann : 

B’ fhearr dha bhi mar b’ abhaist. 
Os ceann an t-soithich chatha, 

‘Sa lamhan a bhi lan d'i, 
Ga fasgadh gu teann. 
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Se mughadh air an t-saoghal 
An coire laghach gaolach, 

A dliol anis air faoin-tragh, 
’S am maor a theachd ann : 

‘S gur h-e bu chleachdadh riamh dhut, 
Bhi trusa nan cearc biata, 

Gur trie a rinn iad siathnail, 
Le piannadh do lamb. 

Is iad na ‘m baidnibh riabhach, 
Mu-amhaich ‘s ann ad’ sgiathan, 

Bhiodh itealaich a‘s sgiabail 
Mu-f hiaclan san am : 

Bu ghiobach thu ri riagbailt, 
Mu chidsin taighe ‘n iarla, 

Gar nach b‘e do mhiann 
Bln cuir bhian air an staing. 

Ged’ tba thu ‘nis sa’ bhraighe, 
Cha chompanach le each thu, 

‘S tha h-uile duine tair ort 
0‘n thainig thu ann ; 

‘S eigin dutam fagail 
Ni ‘s measa na mar thainig 

Glia taintinn thu ri ‘n nadur 
Le enamhan, ‘s le cainnt : 

Ged’ fhaicea Ih tu ghreidh uallacb, 
‘Nuair racha tu mun-cuairt daibh, 

('ha dean thu ach am fuadachadh 
Suas feadh nam beann : 

Leis a ghunna nach robh buadhar, 
‘S a mheirgair a toll cluaise, 

Cha ‘n eirmis i na cruashan, 
An cuaille dubh cam. 

Be ‘n Coire chaidh an deis-laimh, 
0‘n tha e nis gu‘n fheidh ann, 

Gun duin’ aig am beil speis diubh, 
Ni feum air an cul ; 

0‘n tha iad gu‘u fhear-gleidhte, 
Cha‘n fhuirich iad r’a cheile, 

‘S ann a ghabh iad an ratreuta 
Seach reidhlean nan lub. 

Cha ‘n ‘eil pris an ruadh-bhuic, 
An coille na air fuaran, 

Xach b’ eigin da bhi gluasad 
Le ruaig feadh na duthch’ ; 

-“IS cha’ n’ eil a nis' mun cuairt da, 
Aon spuirt a dheanadh suairceas, 

No thaitneadh ri duin-uasal 
Ged’ fhuasgladh e chu. 

Tha choille bh’ ann san fhrith ud, 
Na cuislean fada, direach 

Air tuiteam a‘s air crionadh 
Sios as an rusg ; « 

Na preasan a bha brioghar 
Na dosaibh tiugtia lionmhor, 

Air seachda’ mar gu‘n spiont’ iad 
A nios as an uir ; 

Na failleanan bu bhoiche, 
Na slatan a‘s na h-ogain, 

‘S an t-ait am biodh am smeorach, 
Gu modhar a seinn ciuil ; 

Tha iad nil’ air caochladh, 
Cha d’ fhuirich fiodh no fraoch ann 

Tha mullach bharr gach craoibhc, 
‘S am maor ‘ga thoirt diu. 

Tha uisge srath na dige, 
Na shruthladh dubh gun sioladh 

Le barraig uaine liogh-ghlais 
Gu mi-bhlasda grannd ; 

Feur-lochain is tachair 
An cinn an duileag-bhaite 

Cha ‘n ‘eil gne tuille fas 
An san ait’ ud san am ; 

Glumagan a chathair, 
Na ghlugaibh domhain, samhach, 

Cho tiugh ri sughan catha, 
‘Na lathaich ‘s na phlam ; 

Sean bhurn salach ruadhain 
Cha ghloinne ghrunnd na uaehdar, 

Gur coslach ri muir ruaidh e, 
Na ruaitnle feadh stanng. 

Tha ‘n t-ait an robh na fuarain 
Air fas na chroitean cruaidhe,. 

Gun sobhrach gu‘n sail-chuaich, 
Gun lus uasal air earn 

An sliabh an robh na h-cildean, 
An aite laidhe ‘s eiridh 

Cho lorn ri cabhsair feille, 
‘S am feur chinn e gann : 

Chuir Alasdair le gheisgeil 
A ghraidh ud as a clieile, 

‘S air learn gur mor an eucoir 
An fheudail a chall; 

Cha lugha ‘n t-aobhar mio-thlachd 
Am fear a chleachd hhi tiorail, 

A’ tearnadh a‘s a direadh 
Ri frith nan damh seang. 

Ach ma‘s duine de shliochd Phadruig 
A theid a nis do‘n aite, 

‘S gu ‘n cuir e as a laraich 
An tach'ran a th’ ann ; 

Bi‘dh ‘n coire mar a bha e, 
Bi‘dh laoigh is aighein dar ann, 

Bi‘dh daimh a dol san damhair, 
Air fasnch nam beailn ^ 

Bi’ bum s‘na badain blatha, 
Na brio san abhainn laimh riu, 

‘S na feidh an srath na lairge 
Ag’ arach na mang ; 

Thig gach uile ni g‘a abhaist, 
Le aighear a‘s le abhachd, 

‘Nuair gheibh am Baran bairlinn, 
Sud fhagail gun taing. 
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ORAN GAOIL. 

A Mu airi blian pur barrail thu. 
’S gur barraicht’ air gach scol thu, 
O’n thug mi gaol cho daingean dut, 
\S mi t’fharraid aims gach codhaii: 
'S earbsach mi a’d’ cheanaltas, 
S na fhuair mi cheap.’ ad’ chomhradh, 
Nach urrainn each do mhealladh uam 
'N deis do ghealladh dhomh-sa. 

’S chuala mi mar shean-fhaeal 
Mu’n darach, gur fiodh corr e:— 
“’S gur geirm’dheth fhein ’gatheannachadh 
A spealtadh e ’na ordaibh:” 
'S mi ’n duil, a reir na h-ealaidh sin, 
Our math leat mi bhi d sheorsa, 
Nach treig thu mi, ’s gu’m faigh mi thu 
lit- bannaibh daingean phosda. 

i ’S a nis nam faighinn mar’ rium thu, 
I Cha leanainn air an t-seol sin; 
Dheanainn aiteach fearainn, 
A’s erodh-bainne chur mu cliro dhut; 
Mharbhainn iasg na mara dhut, 

! ’S am fladh sa’ bhealach cheothar, 
j Le gunna caol nach mearachdaicli, 
I’S a mhealladh fear na croice. 

I ’S mor an gaol a ghabh mi ort 
I Le ro bheagan a dh-eolas, 

i S mi ’n duil gur tu bu leannan domh, 
i ’S nach mealladh tu mi m’ dhochas : 
1 Ge d’ bhiodh am has an carabh dhomh, 
Gu’n bharail ri tigh’n beo uaith, 
’S e dh’fhagadh slan mi n’ ribhinn mhalda, 
Mairi bhan o Loch-lairig. 

’S e chum an raoir mi m’ aireachadh 
An speis a ghabh mi og dhiot; 
Bha smaointean trie air m’ airese 
Mu’n ainnir is fhegrr foghlum: 
Cha ’n ’eil cron r’a aireamh ort, 
O' d’ bharr gu sail do bhroige, 
Ach ciallach, fialaidli, fabharach, 
Air fiamh a ghair’ an comhnuidh. 

’S do chul daithe lan-mhaiseach 
Mu’n cuairt a’d’ bhraigh’ an ordugh, 
Air sniamh, mar theudan clarsaiche, 
Na fhaineachan glan nosar : 
Gu lidh-dhonn, pleatach, sar-chleachdach, 
Gu dosach, fasmhor, domhail, 
Gu lubach, dualach, bachlach, guairsgeach 
Snasmhor, cauchaeh, or-bhuidh. 

Tha t-aghaidh narach bhanail. 
Da chaol mhala mar ite coin ort; 
Rosgan reidhe, fallaine 
'S da shuil ghorm, mheallach, mhothar : 
Do ghruaidh mar chaorann meangain, 
A thug barrachd air na rosan ; 
Dodheudgeal, dreachmhor, meachair, grinn, 
’S do bheul, o’m binn thig oran. 

Tha do phog mar ubhlan garaidh, 
’S tha do bhraighe mar an neoinein ; 
Do chiochan liontach, mulanaeh, 
8 an siod’ g an cumail comhnard : 
Corp seang, geal, gneadhail, furanach, 
Deagh-chumachdail, neo-sporsail; 
Do chalpa cruinne lughara, 
’.8 an troigh nach lub am.feoirnean. 

’S e m fath mu’n biodh tu talach orm, 
Gur ro-bheag leat mo storas; 
’Bha da-rud-dheug a’ tarruinn uam 
Na thionail mi de phorsan : 
Bhiodh ol, a’s feisd, a’s banais ann; 
Bha ceol, a’s beus, a’s ceannaichean, 
N ’ fheill, ’s na gibhtean leaunachd, 
An amaideachd's an oige. 

AN NIGHEAN DONN OG. 

’$ i nighean mo ghaoil 
An nighean donn og; 
Nam biodh hi ri m' thaohh, 
Cha bhithinn fo' bhron. 
’S i nighcan mo ghaoil 
An nighean donn og. 

\S i Mairi Nic Neachdainn 
Is daicheile pearsa, 
Ghabh mis’ uiread bheachd ort 

Ri neach a tha beo. 
'S i nighean, 

’Nuair sheallas mi t-aodainn, 
’8 mi ’n coinneamh ri t-fhaotainn, 
Gur math learn nam faodainn 

Bhi daonann a’d’ choir. 
’S i nighean, $c. 

O’n a thug thu dhomh gealladh, 
’8 ann dutsa nach aithreach, 
’8 eha’n fliaic iad thu ’n ath-bb.liadhn' 

A’d’ bhanaraich blio. 
'Si nighean, §c. 

Cha teid thu do’n bhuaile, 
A bhleothan cruidh ghuaillfhionn ; 
Cha chuirtlm ort cupran, 

’8 gur uallach doddjrog. 
’S x nighean, §c. 

I Cha’n fhoghnadh le m’ chruinneig, 
A’ bhurach no chuinneag, 
’8 cha chluinnear gu’n cumadh tu 

Cuman a’d' dhorn. 
'S i nighean, $c. 

Cha d’ theid thu Bhad-odhar 
A leigeadh nan gobhar, 
’S minn bheag as an deodhaigh 

’G an deothal mu’n chro. 
'S i nighean, j'c. 
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Ch.a Icig rai thu ’n f hircach 
Thoirt a’ cruidh as an innis 
Air eagal na gillcan 

Bin sireadh do phoig 
’S i nighean, Jfc. 

Cha taobh thu duin’-uasaf 
\S cha ’n aill leat am buachaill, 
:S cha ’n fhearde fcar-fuadainn 

Blii cruaidh air do thoir. . 
'S i nighean, 

Cha taobh i fear idir, 
Air eagal mo thrioblaid; 
'S chatoilich te mise 

Ach ise le deoin. 
’S i nighean, 

‘S i ribhinn a bhaile, 
Tha sir thigh’n air m’ aire, 
Nam bitheadh i mar rium, 

Cha dh’ fharraid mi stor. 
’S i nighean, §c. 

Bheir mis’ thu Dhun-cideann 
A dh’ionnsacha’ beurla, 
"S cha ’n f hag mi thu t-eigin, 

Hi spreidh an fhir-mhoir. . 
'S i nighean, A'C. 

A’nighean na gruaige, 
Cha chreidinn ort tuaileas ; 
O’n a tharruinn mi suas riut, 

Cha ’n fhuath learn do sheol. 
'S i nighean, $c. 

’S c mheudaich mo ghaol ort 
Gu’n d’ fhas thu cho aobhach, 
’S gu’n leumadh tu daonnan 

Cho aotrom ’’s na h-eoin. 
’S i nighean, §c. 

’S i ’n togarrach laghach 
A thogainn mar roghainn, 
Nam bithinn a’ taghall 

’S an taigh am bi ’n t-ol. 
’S i nighean, tj’e. 

Gu’m b’ fhearrdc daoin’-uaisle 
•N am thionnda’ nan cuach thu. 
A thoirt luinneagan-luaidh dhaibh 

Mu’n cuairt air an stop. 
’S i nighean, <$'C. 

’S leat urram an damhsaidh, 
’S an fhidhcal ’na teann-ruith; 
Bu chridheil san am thu, 

’S an dram air a’ bhord. 
’/S i nighean, §c. 

’S tu fhreagrndh gu h-inneallt 
Am feadan’s an ribheid, 
A sheinneadh gu fileanta,] 

Ruith-leumach ecol. 
’S i nighean, §c. 

’S tu thogadh mo spiorad, 
’Nuair a theid thu air mhire, 
Le d’ ehcileirean binne, 

’S le grinneas do bheoil, 
'S i nighean, 

Leis na gabh mi do cheisd ort, 
Am madainn’s am feasgar, 
Dheanainn riut eleasachd 

A’s beadradh gu leoir: 
'S i nighean, $c. 

Dheanainn riut furan 
Am bliadhn’ a’s an uiridh; 
Bu docha nan t-uireasbhuidh, 

Tuiir a’s a’ choir. 
’S i nighean, <$•£. 

ORAN D’ A CHEILE. 

JOIADn-POSOA. 

A mhatri bhan og, 
’S tu ’n oigh th’air m’aire, 

Ri’m bheo bhi far am bithinn fliein ; 
O’n fhuair mi ort coir 
Clio mor’s bu mhath leam, 

Le posadli ceangailt’ o’n chleir, 
Le cumhnanta teann 
’S le banntaibh daingean, 

’S le snaim a dh’fhanas, nach treig; 
’S e t’ fhaotain air laimh 
Le gradh gach caraid 

Rinn slainnte mhaireann a’m’ clire. 

’Nuair bha mi gu tinn 
’S mi ’n einnseal leannain, 

Gun cliinnt co thcannadh rium fein, 
’S ann a chunna’ mi ’n oigh 
Air bord taigh-leanna, 

’S bu mhothar ceana.lt’ a beus ; 
Tharruinn mi suas rith’, 
’S fhuair mi gealladh 

O’n gliruagaich bhanail bhi’m reir; 
’S mise bha aobhaeh 
T’ fhaotain mar’ rium, 

’S crobh laoigh a’ Bharain a‘d’ dheigh. 

Madainn Di-luain, 
Ge buan an t-slighe, 

’Nuair ghluais mi, ruithinn mar ghaoth, 
A dh-fhaieinn mo luaidii 
’S rud bhuainn n-ar dittiis 

Nach dual da ritbist gu’n sgaoil; 
Thug mi i ’n uaigneas 
Uair a bhruidhinn, 

’S ann f Imair an nighean mo ghaoil, 
A’s chluinneadh mo chluas 
Am fuaim a bhitheadh 

Aig luathas mo ehridhe ri’m thaobh. 
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Sin 'nuair clmir Cupid 
An t-uldach a’m’ bhroilleaeh, 

G’a shaighdean corranach caol," 
A dhruidh air mo chuislean, 
Chuir luehd air mo choluinn, 

Lois thuit mi ge b oil !earn a s dh'aom 
Dh’innis mi sgoul 
Do’n tc rinn m’ acain, 

Nach leigh a chaisgeadh mo glinoid; 
’Se leighis gach creucbd 
I fhein le feartan 

Theachd reidli a’m'^iilaeaibb mar shaoil. 

Bheirirm mo pbog 
Do’n og-mhnaoi shomult’ 

A dh-fhas gu boinneanta, caoin, 
Gu mileant. camhnard, 
Seocail, foinnidh, 

Do chomhradh gheibh mi gu saor. 
Tha mi air sheol 
Gu leoir a’d’ chomain, 

A mhoid ’sa chur thu gu feoin 
De-m’ smaointean gorach, 
Prois nam boireannach, 

’S coir dhomh fuireaeh le h-aon. 

Cbaidh mi do’n choill’ 
An robh croinn a’s gallain, 

Bu bhoisgeil sealladh mu’n cuairt, 
’S bha miann mo sbul 
Do dh’fhiuran barruicht’ 

An dlu’s nam meanganan shuas ; 
Geug fo bhlath 
O barr gu talamh, 

A lub mi farrasda nuas : 
Bu duilich do ehach 
Gu bratli a gearradh, 

'S e ’n dan domh'm faillean a bhuain, 

Shuidhich mi lion 
Air fior-uisg tana, 

’S mi stri ’ga tliarruinn air bruaich, 
’S thug mi le sgriob 
Air tir a ghealag, 

’S a litb mar eal’ air a’ ehuan ; 
-S toilicht’ a dh’fhag 
E ’n la sin m’ aigneadh, 

An roinn a bh’agam san uair; 
B’i coimeas mo cheud mhna’ 
Keull na maidne, 

Mo cheile eadail’s mi’m shuain. 

’S e b’fbasan leat riamb 
Bin ciallach banail, 

Ri gniomh, ’s ri ceanal mna-uails’; 
Gu pairteacb, baighcal, 
Blath, gun choire, 

Gun ghiomh, gun ghoinne, gun chruas, 
Gu deirceach, daonntaeh, 
Faoilidh, farrasd’, 

Ri daoin fanna, bochd, truagh; 
Is tha mi Ic’d’ sheol, 
An dochas ro-mhath, . 

Gur Ion do t-anam do dhuais. 

' Chuir mi air thus ort f 
luil a’s aithne, 

Le sugradh ceanalta, suaire, 
’Nuair theannain riut dlu, 
Bu churaidh t’ anail 

No uiihlan meala ’gam buain : 
Cha bhiodh sgetil ruin, 
A b’iuil domh aithris, 

A b’ fhiu, nach mealladh i bhuam ; 
Nan cuireadh i cul rium 
’S dihlta’ baileach, 

Bu chuis domh anart a’s uaigh. 

Do bhriodal blath 
’S do mharan mills, 

Do nadur grinneas gach uair, 
Gu beulchair, gaireach, 
Aluinn, coineil, 

Gun chas a thoille’ dhut fuath; 
Chuir i guin bhais 
Fad raith’ am mhuineal 

Dh’fhag lan mi mhulad ’sa ghruaim, 
’Nuair thuig i mar blia, 
’Sa thar mi ’n ulaidh, 

Ghrad spar i ’n cunnart ud bhuam. 

’S ann thog e mi’m pris 
O’n tmso ’n uiridh, 

An ni ’san urrainn a fhuair, 
’Sguab do’n ire 
Fhior-ghloin chruineachd, 

An siol is urramaich buaidh; 
Sin na chuir mi 
Co-rimheich umad, 

Bha t’ inntinn bunailteach, buan : 
Lionadh do sgiamhachd 
Miann gach duine, 

Andreach,tiamh,an cumachd, ’s ansnuagh. 

Do chuach-fhait ban 
Air fas cho barrail, 

’S a bharr lan chamag a’s dhual; 
T-aghaidh ghlan, mhalda, 
Narach, bhanail, 

Do dha chaol mhala gun ghruaim ; 
Suil ghorm, liontach, 
Mhin-rosg, niheallach, 

Gun dith cur fal’ ann ad’ ghruadh, 
Deud gheal iobhraidh 
Dionach, daingcan, * 

Bcul bidh nach canadh ach stuaim. 

Shiubhladh tu fasach 
Airidh glinne 

‘San ait an cinneadh an spreidh, 
G’ am bleothan tan chro, 
‘S bhi choir na h-innis, 

Laoigh og a’ mireadh ‘s a’ leum ; 
Cha mhiosa do lamh 
‘S tu laimh ri coinnil 

No ‘n seomar soilleir ri grein, 
A’ fuaidheal ‘s a’ futhcam 
Bhann a‘s phionar, 

i An am chur grinnis air greus. 
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Do chncas mar an eiteag 
Gle ghlan, fallnin, 

Corp seang mar chanach an t-sleibh ; 
Do bhraigh co-mhin, 
‘S do chiochan corrach 

8 iad liontach, soluis le chcil: 
Gaoirdein tla goal 
Lamb na h-ainnir, 

Caol mheoir, glao thana, bas reidh ; 
Calpa deas ur, 
Troigh dhlu ‘m broig chumair 

Is lughar innealta ceum. 

‘S ann fhuair mi bhean chaoin 
Aig taobh Mham-charraidh. 

‘S a gaol a’m’ mhealladh o‘m cheill ; 
Bha cridhe dhomh aaor, 
‘Nuair dh'fhaod mi tharruinn, 

Cha b’fbaoin dorah bharail bhi d’ reir 
‘S ioma’ fuil nasal, 
Uaibhreach, fharumach, 

Snas ri d’ cheann-aghaidh fhein, 
Gad’ cbumail am pris 
An Righ ‘s Mac-Cailein 

‘S tu sbiol nam fear a bba ‘n Sleibht’. 

‘Nam faighinn an drast 
Do charadh daingean 

An aite falaich o‘n eug ; 
Ge d’ thigeadb e d’ dbail, 
A‘s m’ f hagail falamh. 

Cha b’ aill learn bean eil’ a’d’ dbeigb : 
Cba toir mi gu brath dhut 
Dranndan teallaicb, 

Mu‘u ardaich aileag do cbleibb, 
Aob rogha’ gacb marain, 
Gradh a‘s fnran, 

Cbo blath ‘sa b’ urrain mo bbeul. 

Dbeanainn dot ceann, 
A‘s crann, a‘s t-earraoh, 

An am chnr ghearran an eill, 
A‘s dheanainn mar chacb 
Air traigh na mara, 

Chur aird air mealladh an eisg : 
Mharbhainn dot geoidb, 
A‘s roin, a‘s eala, 

‘S na b-eoin bharra nan geug ; 
‘S-cha bhi thu ri d’ bheo 
Gun seol air aran, 

‘3 mi chomhnuidh lir am bi feidh. 

0 R A N 
DO LEANABn-ALTKOM* 

ISEABAL Og 
An or-f built bbuidh, 

De ghruaidh mar ros, 
‘S do phog mar ubhal, 

Do bbeul dreachmnor, 
Meaehair, grinn, 

0‘m faighte na h-orain 
Cheol-mhor bhinn. 

‘S tu ‘s gloine ‘s cannaiche 
Bhanaile snuadh, 

Gur deirge na‘n t-sutbag 
An rutbadh tha d' ghruaidli, 

Do mbin rosg liontach, 
Siobbailt, suairc, 

Gnuis mhalda, narach, 
Lan de stuaim. 

‘S e cosail na h-ainnir 
An eal’ air an t-snamh, 

Do chneas mar an canach 
Co cheanalta thla, 

Do chiochan corrach 
Air bhroileach geal ban, 

Do bhraigh mar ghrian, 
‘S do bhian mar chnaimh. 

Do cbuac-fhalt bachallach, 
Cas-bhuidh, dhlu, 

Gu h-amlagach, daite, 
Lan chaisreag a‘s lub, 

‘Na chiabhannaibh cleachdach 
Am pleata’ gu dlu 

Air sniamh gu leir 
Mar theudan ciuil. 

‘S ioma’ fuil nasal 
Gun truaille’, gun fair, 

Tha togail ‘na stuaidheanaibh 
Suas ann ad’ bharr, 

Clann-Domhnuill a’ chruadail 
Fhuair buaigh anns gach blar, 

Gus an tain’ an la suarach 
Thug bhuath’ an deas lamh. 

‘S ban-Chaimbeulach dhireach 
An ribhinn dheas og, 

Cba striochadh do dhilsean 
A luchd mi-ruin tha beo ; 

‘S gach car tha dol diotsa, 
Ga d’ shir-chur am moid, 

‘S thu theaglach an larla 
Shliochd Dhiarmaid nan srol. 

Tha Cinneadh do sheanamhar 
Mor ainmeil gu leoir, 

Na Cama-shronaich mheamnach 
Bu gharg air an toir ; 

‘S iomadh ait anns’ na dhearbh iad 
Lc fearra-ghleus an dorn, 

Bhi marbhtach le‘n armachd 
Air dearganaich Dheors’. 

» 
‘S ‘n ainnir bu taitnich’ 

A bh’ ao’ ann a s’tir, 
A thachair bhi again 

‘Ga h-altrom le cich ; 
‘Nuair a sheasas i fathast 

Air faidhir an righ, 
Bidh ioma’ fear fearainn 

A’ faraid,—“Co i?” 

Gruagach gheal, ahomulta, 
Shoilleir gu leoir. 
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• . 

‘S i fiwalta, foinnidh. 
Gun chroma', gun sgeop ; 

Calpa deas cosail, 
A choisicheadh rod, 

Troigh chuimir, shocair 
Nack dockuinn a’ bhrog. 

*S maththig dhut ‘san fhasau 
Gun daithe de‘n t-nroi, 

Le sfaidhs ‘ga theannadh 
Cho daingean ‘s hu choir 

Fainneachan daoimein 
Air roinn gach meoir, 

3idk rufles a‘s rihein 
Air Iseabail oig. 

GRAN DO’N T-SEANN 
FHREICEADaN OUAELACII. 

Dpoch Slainnt’ an Fhreiceadain, 
’S aill Icinn gun cheist i. 
Si an fhaillte nach beag oirnn 

Dhol deisal ar cleibh, 
Cha’n fkag sinn am feasd i, 
O’n tha sinn cho dleasanach, 
Do na h-armuinn bu sheirceile 

Skeasadh an sreud; 
Na curraidhnean calma, 
G’am buineadh bhi ’n Albainn, 

IFe&dh mhonainean garbhlaicli 
A’ sealg air na feidh, 

Fhuair mis’ orra seanachas, 
Nach mios’ an cois fairg’ iad, 
Bhi’dh an citcheanan larbhack 

Le marbhadh’ an eisg. 

Buaidh gu brath air na Fleasgaich, 
Fkuar an arach am Breatunn, 
Ghaidh air sail’ o cbeann ghreia uainn, 

Dhol am freasdal ri feum. 
An loingeas laidir thug leis iad, 
Nach saraicheadh beagan, 
Muir a’ garrach gan greasa’ 

’S i freagradh dhaibh fein, 
t 'huir gach lamb mar hu deise, 
ISuiil de'n chorcaich bu treise, 
Ri b&rr nan crann ecasmhacha 

Letli-taobh gach breid, 
’S ’g imeivchd air chuaintibh, 
’Nuair a dh’eirich gaoth tuath le, 
li’ainmeil air luatli s i, 

’S i gluasad gu rcidh. 

’Nuair a chuir iad na h-armuinn 
Air tir ann an Flannhras, 
’S iad fada bho’m pairti, 

’S o’n aiteachan fcin, 
Bha onoir nan Gael 
An earbsa r’an tabhachd, 
Bha sin mar a b’ abhaist ■ 

Gun fhaillinn fo 'n ghrcta 

14 

Tha urram an drasd 
Aig gach tir anns an d’fhas iad, 
Le feobhas an abhaist. 

An naduir ’sam beus, 
Bhi dileas d’an cairdean, 
€ur sios air gach namhaid, 
’S iomadh rioghachd an d’fhag iad, 

Fuil bhlath air an fhsur. 

’S la Fontenoi 
Thug onoir gu leoir dhaibh, 
’Nuair a chruinnich iad coladh, 

’Sa thoisich an streup; 
Bu tartraich ar Coirneal, 
Cur ghaisgeach an ordugh, 
Na lasgairean oga, 

Chaidh deonach na dheigh, 
Na gleachdairean comhraig 
Is fearr th’aig’ Righ Deorsa, 
A fhuair fasan a’s foghlum 

A’s colas ga reir; 
’S duil am bheil mise 
’Nam rusgadh na trioblaid. 
Gun tugadh a fichead dhiu ' 

Briseadh a ceud. 

Fir aigeannach mheamnach, 
Le glas-lann an ceanna-bheart, 
’S i sgaiteach gu barra-dheis, 

’S i ana-barrach geur. 
An taice ri targaid, 
Crios breac nam ball airgcid, 
’S an dag nach robh cearbach 

Gan tearmunn nan sgeith, 
Le’n gunnacha glana, 
Nach diultadh dhaibh aingeal, 
Spoir ur air an teannadh , 

Gu daingeann nan gleus, 
Gu cuiunsearach, biodagacb, 
Fudarach, miosarach, 
Adharcach, miosail, 

Gu misneachail treun. 

Na spealpan gun athadh 
A chleachd bhi ri sgathadh, 
Nach seachnadh dol fhathasd 

An rathad sin fhein. 
An t-asdar a ghabhail 
’S an eeartas a thaghaich, 
Tri-chlaiseach na’n lamhan 

Leis an caitheadh iad heum 
Dol madainn gu mathas 
Cha ’n iarradh iad aithis, 
Gu deire an latha 

’S am laidhe do'n ghrein ; 
’S deas fhaclach an labhairt 
Le caisimeachd chatha, 
’S e ’n caisteal a’n claidheamh, 

Ga’n gieidheadh bho bheud. 

Fir acuinneach armach, 
Le’m brataichean balla-bhreac, 
Bu tlachdmhor an amailt’ iad, 

’S b’ aanmeal am feum; 
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Sliochd altrom nan garbh-chriocb, 
Am feachd a tha earbsach, 
Nach caisgear an ain’eaa 

Gu’n dearbh iad nach geill. 
Leinn is fad’ o’n a dh’fhalbh sibh 
Air astar do’n Ghearmailt, 
Chur as do gach cealgair 

Chuir fearg oirbh fcin, 
An glacadh ’sa marbhadh, 
'S an sgapadh mar mheanbh-chrodh, 
’S na madaidh ga’n leanmhainn 

Air leargainn an t-sleibh. 

Sliochd flneachan uasal 
A gin o ’na tuathaich, 
’S an iomairt bu dual dhaibh 

Dol suas air gach ceum, 
Gach cas mar bu luaithe, 
’8 gach laimh mar bu chruaidhe, 
’S an ardau an uachdar 

A’ bualadh nan speic; 
Bu gnath le’n luchd fuatha, 
Bin ’san araich gun ghluasad, 
‘8 a phairt dhiubh dh’fhalbh uatha, 

Bhiodh an x-uaig air an deigh; 
Le lamhach nan gillean, 
*8 le lannan geur biorach, 
Bhiodh an naimhdean air iomain 

A’ silleadh nan creuchd. 

Bu cliutach na lasgairean 
Ura deas gasda, 
Miann sul iad ri’m faicinn 

Do gach neach leis an leir, 
Gach seol mar a chleachd iad, 
Le’n comhdacha dreachmhor, 
Le ’n osanan bi-eaca, 

’8 le’m breacana ’n fheil:’ 
Tha mo dhuil ri’n tigh’n dhachaigh, 
Gun an uin’ a bhi fada, 
Le cumhnanta ceartais 

Fir Shasuinn gu leir, 
Le stiuireadh an aigeil, 
Muir dhu-ghorm chur seachad, 
’8 nach cum an cuan farsuinn 

Orr’ bacadh, no eis. 

’Nuair a thainig an triobloid, 
’S i a Dha-sm-dn-fhichead* 
Bha dan a le misneach, 

’S le mios orrn fein, 
Bras, ardanach, fiosrach. 
Gun fhaillin, gun bhriseadh, 
’S cuid araidh ga’n gibhtean’ 

Bhi‘n gliocas ‘s an ceill; 
Tha talanndan trie’ 
Aig a phairti ud bithchionnt, 
‘8 na h-uil’ ait’ anns an tig iad. 

No idir a theid. 
Co an drast a their mise, 
Thig an aird ribh achlisge? 
Mar fag sibh e nis’ 

Aig an t-sliochd thig n’ar deigli. 

42(1 Kcgiment. 

ORAN GIILINN-URCIIAIDIL 

Mu’n tig ceann bliadhna tuille, 
Cha bhi sinn uile ’n Tora-mhuilt: 
Theid sinn thar nanx bealaiehean, 
Do’n f hearann an robh ’n this: 
Far am beil ar dilsean, 
Ann san tir am beil ar cuid 
’8 an t-ait an cor dhuinn criochnachadl: 
’S an tiodhlaicear ar cuirp. 

’S an Clachan-an-Diseirt, 
Bu ghrinn bhi ann an diugh, 
Suidhe ’n eaglais mhiorbhuileach, 
An dasi; bu rimheach cur; 
Ag’ eisdeachd ris na dh’innseadh dhuinn. 
Am fear bu shiobhailt guth; 
Is e toirt sgeul a Bhiobaill duinn, 
’S a bhrigh a’tig’n gu buil. 

Gleannan Math na tioralaehd, 
An ro-mhath ’n cinn an stuth 
Far am beil na h-innseagan, 
Am beil an siol an cur : 
Cinnidh arbhar craobhach ann 
Oho caoin gheal ris a ghruth, 
Gu reachdmhar, biadhehar, brioghar, 
Trom, torach, liontaeh, tiuth. 

Bu chridheil bhi sa’ gheamhradh ann. 
Air bainnsean gheibhte spuirt; 
Fonn cheol reidh na piobaireachd, 
’S cha bhiodh sgios mu sgur: 
Fuaim nan tend aig fidheilrean, 
A sheinneadh sios na cuir; 
’8 an luinneag fcin aig nionagan, 
Bu bhinne mhillse guth. 

Gheibhte bradan fior-uisg ann, 
A direadh ris gach sruth; 
Eoin an t-sleibh gu lionmhor, 
’8 na milltean coileach dubh; 
Earba bheag an sgriobain, 
Na minnein chrion’s na buic, 
’8 a ghleann am beil na fritheachan, 
’8 na giomanaich ’n am bun. 

O’n a thainig mi do’n fhearann so, 
Cha ’n fhaigh mi pris an eoin, 
’8 cha ’n ’eil fath bhi bruidhinn 
Mu’n fhear-bhuidh air’m bi n croc : 
Cha b’ionnan’s bhi mar b’abhaist domh, 
Aig braigh doire-chro, 
Far am hi’ na lan-daimh, 
Ni ’n damhair ann sa chco. 

Mo shoraidh do Ghleann-urchaidh 
Nan tulchan glasa feoir, 
Far am beil na sealgairean, 
’8 a fhuair iad ainm bhi corr ; 
A dhireadh ris na garbhlaichcan, 
Am biodh greidh dhearg na’s leoir 
’8 bhiodh gillean trom le eallachan 
A dh'fhagadh tarbhach bord. 



DONNACHADH BAN. 211 

’S an uair a thigte dhachaigh leo, 
Gu’m b’fhasanta bhur seol, 
A suidbe ’san taigh-thairne, 
’S bhi damlisa mar ri ceol; 
Cridhealas r’a cheile, 
’S na bein a bhi ’ga’n ol; 
’S clia ’n f haicte cuis ’na h-eigin 
An am eigheach air an stop. 

MOL AD II DHUN-EIDEANN. 

’8 e baile mor Dhun-eideann, 
A b’eibhinn leam bhi ann, 

Aite fialaidh farsuinn, 
A bha tlachdmhor anns gach ball; 

Gearasdain a’s bataraidh, 
A’s rampairean gu teann, 

Taighean mor a’s caisteal, 
Anns an trie a stad an camp. 

'8 trie a bba camp Rioghail ann, 
'S bu rimheach an luch-dreuchd; 

Trup’ nan srann-each lionmhor, 
Gu dileas air a gheard: 

Bhiodh gach fear cho eolaeh 
’S na h-uile seol a b’fhearr, 

Na fleasgaich bu mhath foghlum 
A dhol an ordugh blair. 

’S iomadh fleasgach nasal ann, 
A bha gu suairce grinn, 

Fudar air an gruagan, 
A suas gu barr ann cinn; 

Leadainn dhonna, dhualach 
Na chuachagan air sniomh; 

Barr dosach mar an sioda, 
’Nuair liogadh e ’le cir. 

’S mor a tha do bhain-tighearnan 
A null ’sa nail an t-sraid, 

Guntaichean de’n t-sioda orr’, 
Ga’n sliogadh ris a bhlar ; 

Stmse air na h-ainnirean 
Ga’n teannachadh gu h-ard. 

Buill mhais air eudainn bhoidheach, 
Mar thuilleadh sporsa dhaibh. 

Na h-uile te mar thigeadh dh’i, 
Gu measail a’ measg chaich, 

l allach, rimheach’, ribeanach, 
Cruinn, min-geal, giobach, tla; 

Trusgan air na h-oigheanan, 
Ga’n eomhdachadh gu lar; 

Brog bhiorach, dhionach, chothromach, 
’S bu chorrach leam a sail. 

’Nuair chaidh mi staigh do’n Abailte, 
Gu’m b’ait an sealladh sul 

Bhi ’g amharc air na dealbhanan, 
High Fearghas ann air thus ; 

A nis o’n rinn iad falbh uainn, 
Tha Alba gun an Crun : 

8e sin a dh’t hag na garbh-chriochan 
’S an aimsir so a cuirt. 

Bi lochrainn ann de ghloineachan, 
A’s coinneal anns gach ait, 

A meudachadh an soillearachd, 
Gu sealladh a thoirt daibh : 

Cha lagha ’n t-aobhar eibhneis, 
Cluig-ehiuil ga’n eisdeaehd ann, 

S gur binne na chuach cheitein iad, 
• Le’n toragan eibhinn ard. 

Bi farrum air na coitseachan, 
Na’n trotan a’s na'n deann, 

Eich nan cruaidh cheum socrach, 
Cha bhiodh an coiseachd mall; 

Cursain mheamnach, mhireanach, 
A b’airde binneach ceann ; 

Cha’n e am fraoch a b’innis daibh, 
Na firichean nam beann. 

Is ann an clous na Parlamaid 
A chi mi thall an t-each, 

Na sheasamh mar a b’abhaistda, 
Air lorn a chabhsair chlach; 

Chuir iad srian a’s diallaid air, 
’S e’n Righ a tha n’a glaic, 

Ga’n robh coir na rioghachd so, 
Ge d’ dhiobair iad a mhae* : 

Tha taigh mor na Parlamaid, 
Air ardachadh le tlaehd, 

Aig daoin-uailse ciallach, 
Nach tug riamh ach a bhreith cheart: 

Tha breitheanas air thalamh ann, 
A mhaireas’s nach teid as, 

Chum na thoill a chrochadh, 
’S thig na neo-chiontaich a mach. 

A’s chunna’ mi taigh-leigheas ann 
Aig leighichean ri fenm, 

A dheanadh slan gach dochartaa 
A bhiodli ’an corp no’n ere ; 

Aon duine bhiodh an eu-slainnte, 
No’n freasdal ris an leigh, 

Be sin an t-aite dleasannach, 
Gu theasairginn o’n eug. 

Tha Dun-eidean boidheach 
Air iomadh seol na dha, 

Gu’n bhaile anns an rioghachd so 
Nach deanadh striochda dha; 

A liuthad fear a dh’innsinn ann 
A bheireadh cis de chach, 

Daoin’ uaisle casg an iota, 
A g’ ol air fion na Spainnt. 

Ge mor a tha de dh’ astar 
Eadar Glascho agus Peairt, 

Is einnteach mi ged’ fhaicinn 
Na tha dh’aitreabh ann air fad, 

Nach ’eil ann is taitniche 
Na’n Abait a’s am Banc, 

Na taighean mora rimhoach, 
’Am bu choir an Righ bhi stad. 

♦ King James VII was the brother of Ch&r>« 
II whose statue is here described. 
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ORAN DUTHCHA. 

L.UINNEAG. 

Jloirionn o ho hi-ri-rio, 
Hoirionn o ho hi-ri-rio, 
Hoirionn o hi-ri-uo, 
’S i mo dhuthaich a dh’fhag mi. 

Ged’ a tlia mi car tamaill, 
A tamh measg na Gallaibh, 
Tha mo dhuthaich air m’aire, 

’S cha mhath learn a h-aicheadh. 
Hoirionn o ho, §c. 

Ged’ is eiginn dhuinn gabhail 
Leis gach ni thig ’san rathad, 
Gu’m b’f hearr na na srathan, 

Bhi taghaich ’sa bhraidhe. 
Hoirionn o ho, <$c. 

Ged’ is combnard na sraidean, 
\S mor a b’fhcarr bhi air airidh, 
Am frith nam Beann arda, 

’S nam fasaichean blatha. 
Hoirionn o ho, <j'C. . 

Beurla chruaidh gach aon latha, 
’N ar cluais o cheann ghrathainn, 
’8 e bu dual duinn o’r n-athair, 

Bhi labhairt na Gaelig. 
Hoirionn o ho, $c. 

Ged’ is cliuteach a Mhachair, 
Le cunnradh’s le fasan, 
Be air durachd dol dachaigh, 

’S bhi ’n taice r’ar cairdean : 
Hoirionn o ho, <5'e. 

Bhi ’n Clachan-an-Diseirt, 
A faicinn air dillsean, 
Gum b’ait leinn an tir sin, 

O’n a’s i rinn air ’n arach. 
Hoirionn o ho, <j e. 

Cha be fasan nan daoin’ ud, 
Bhi ’n conas na ’n caonnaig, 
Ach sonas an t-saoghail, 

’8 bhi gaolach mar bhraithrean. 
Hoirionn o ho, <j c. 

• 
N am suidhe’s taigh-osda, 
Gu luinneagach, ceolmhor 
Bu bhinn ar cuid oran, 

’8 bhi ’g-ol nan deoch-slainnte. 
Hoirionn o ho, $c. 

Luchd dhireadh nan stuicean, 
Le’n gunnachan du-ghorm, 
A loisgeadh am fudar, 

Ri udlaiche lan-daimh. 
Hoirionn o ho, <j'c. 

S e bu mhiann leis na macaibh, 
Bhi triall leis na slatan, 

A chuir srian ris a bhradan, 
Cha be fhasan am fagail. 

Hoirionn o ho, §c. 

Gu fladhach a mhunaidh, 
No dli’ iasgach air buinne, 
Anns gach gniomh a ni duin 

’8 mor urram nan Gael. 
Hoirionn o ho, Jfc. 

ORAN 

no dh’-iarla BHRAID-ALBANJ). 

Air fonn—“An Tailear Acuinneack.’' 

])KOCK-slainnt’ an larla 
Cuir dian na’r caramh i, 
’S mo gleibh sinn lan i, 
Gu’m fag sinn falamh i; 
’Nuair thig i oirnne 
Gu’m bi sinn ceolmhor, 
’8 gu’n gabh sinn orain 
Ga h-ol gu fcvrumach. 

’8 e’n t-armunn suairce 
A ghluais a Bealach leinn, 
’8 na sar dhaoin-uaisle 
R’a ghualainn mar ris ann; 
O’n dh’eirieh sluagh le 
Gu feum ’sa chruadal, 
A reir do dhualchais 
Bi’dh buaidh a dh’ain-deoin leat. 

■ 
Gur deas am fiuran 
Air thus nan gallan thu, 
’8 cba ghabh thu curam 
Ro ghnuis nan aineolach; 
Led’ chomhlain ura 
’8 thu fein ga’n stiuireadh, 
A’s fir do dhuthcha 
Ri d’ ehul mar bharantas. 

’8 tu ceann na riaghailt 
Tha ciallach, carthanach, 
Na daoin’ athriall leat 
Gu'r briagh am pannal iad; 
’8 tu thog na ciadan 
A shliochd nam Fianntan, 
’8 an am a ghnioniha, 
Bu dian ’sa charraid iad. 

* 
Ma thig na Frangaieh 
A nail do’n f hearann so, 
Bheir sinn trath dhaibh 
Cion-fath an aithreachais 
Thcid cuid gu has dhiubh, 
’8 cuid eile bhathadh, 
Mu’m faigh iad bata, 
’8 ipu’m fag iad tbarais sinn. 
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O’n fhuair sinn gunnachan 
Gu’r ullamh, ealamh iad, 
’S cha ’n’eil gin uile dliiubh 
Nach freagair aingeal dliuinn, 
Cha’n fhaic na curraidhean 
T)ol sios na chunnart dhaibh 
’S gur rioghail urramach 
A dhioladh falachd iad. 

’Nuair theid gach troun-f hear 
Na eididh eeannardagh, 
Le'n armaibh gleusda 
Oho geur’s bu mhath leinn iad 
Bithidh iomadh creuehdan 
Le’m buillean bcumach, 
Cha leigheas leigh iad, 
’S cha ghleidh e’n t-anam riu. 

’S i sin a garb'n lihratacb, 
A dh’ fhalbh o’n bhaile leinn, 
’S iad fir Bhraid-Albann 
(in dearbh a leannas i, 
Fir ura, chalma, 
A tlia lughmor, meamnach, 
Ma dhuisgear fearg orra, 
’S mairg a bheanas dhaibh. 

Tlia connspuinn araldh 
A l>raigh ghlinn-fallach leinn, 
A fhuair buaidh-larach 
’S gach ait ’n do tliarruinn iad, 
Le luchd an lamhaich 
Bi ucfid an narnhaid, 
Bithidh cuirp ’san araich 
Air lar gun charachadh. 

Cuid eil’ an phairti, 
Gu dan le fearalachd, 
Theid lionmhor, laidir 
’S an ait a gheallas iad; 
Fir shunndaeh dhaicheil, 
A grunnd Earr-Goel, 
Nach diult’s na blaraibh 
Be lamhach caithriseach. 

Na h-Urrachaich eireachdail 
Be’n urachair sgallanta, 
Cuir suas nam peileirean 
Nach cualas inearachdach, 
S iad buaghar iomairteach 
’S cha dualchas giorag dhaibh, 
’S an ruaig clia philleadh iad, 
’8 gur cruaidh le’n lannan iad. 

Na h-uaislean Eileanach, 
’S ann uain nacli fannadh iad, 
’S fir chuairteach beinn’ iad, 
’S air chuan, na’m maraichean 
Buchd bhualadh bhuillean iad 
’S a fhuair an t-urram sin, 
A’s fuaim an gunnaireachd 
Cho luatli ri dealanaich. 

’S ann tha air naimhdean 
’S an am so amaideach, 
’S a mhisneach ard 
Tha ’nar ceann, ’s a dh'f hannas ann ; 
Tha ’n High ag earbsadh 
Gu’n diol sinn argamald, 
Le stri na h-armailt 
Mar dhearbh ar ’n-athraichean. 

’Nuair thog iad srol 
’S na fir mhora tarruinn ris. 
’S o’n fhuair iad eolas 
Air foghlum cabhagach. 
Cha'n f haicear co-ladh 
Be ghaisgich oga, 
Am feachd Righ Deorsa, 
Aon phor thug barrachd orr’. 

Tha’n Samhradh blath ann 
O’n dh’fhag an t-earrach sinn, 
Ma ni sinn camp 
’S e bhios ann dhuinn fallaineachd: 
Tha ni air gleanntaibh 
Cha bhi sinn gann dhiu, 
’S gur lionmhor Gall 
Tha cuir aird air aran dhuinn. 

’S e ’n togail inntinn 
Clio grinn ’sa b’aithne dhomh, 
Bhi’n cuirt an Righ 
Gu’n bhi stri ri sgalagaehd; 
Cha dean sinn feoraieh 
Air tiiille storais, 
’S cha teirig Ion dhuinn 
Ra’r beo air Gearasdan. 

IAIN CAIMBEUL A’ BHANCA. 

Iain Chaiubisut. a’ bhanca, 
Gu’m faiceam thu slan, 

Fhir a chumail na daimh, 
’Gam buineadh bhi mor : 

Le d’ ehridhe fial, fearail, 
A thug barraclid air each, 

An iomadaibh cas 
A thuilleadh nan slogh. 

Fhuair thu meas, nach ’eil bichiont’ 
A measg Bhreatuinneach, 

Banc an oirbhi.fo d’ sgod, 
Ann an coir dhleasannach; 

Na th’ ann, cha ’n e’m beagan 
Is e’m freasdal ri d’ stait, 

Fo leagadh do lamb 
’S gu freagradli do bheoil. 

S’ tu marcach nan srann-each, 
Is farramaich ceum, 

Le’m fallaireachd fein 
Gu farasda, foil: 
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Air dhiollaid nan cursan 
Bu dubailte srein, 

’S tu bhuidhneadh gaeh reis, 
A sbiubhladh an rod. 

Na h-eich bhearcasacli, chalma, 
Bhiodh garbh, cumachdail, 

Is iad gu h-anmadail, meamnaeh, 
Be’m falbh gurilleumach, 

Cruidheacb. dlu-thairgneach, 
Mear, aineasach, fuasgailteach, 

Ceannardach, cluas-bhiorach, 
Uallach gu leoir. 

B’e do roghainn a dh’armachd, 
An targaid chruinn ur, 

Gu meanbh-bhallach dlu, 
Buidh’ tairgneach cruaidh seolt; 

Is claidheamh ehinn airgeid, 
Cruaidh, calma, nach lub, 

Lann tbana, gheur-clmil, 
Gu daingean a’d dhorn; 

Mar ri dag ullamh, grad, 
A bhiodh a snap freasdalach, 

Nach biodh stad air a sraid 
Ach bhi ’mach freagarach; 

IHidar cruaidh, sgeilceara, 
’M feadan gle dhireach, 

A’d lamhan geal, mine, 
’S cuileabhar caol, gorm. 

Bu cheannard air feachd thu, 
An am gaisgidh no feunr, 

Ehir mhisneachail, threin 
A b’ fhiosrach ’a gach seol; 

A fhuair foglum, a’s fasan, 
Is aiteas g’a reir, 

Tur paillte 1c ceill 
A’ cur aignidh am moid. 

An am suidhe na cuirte, 
No dubladh an t-seisein, 

An uchd bearraidh no binne, 
\S i t-fhirinn a sheasadh : 

Deag theang-fhear gu deaspui, 
Bu fhreagaraeh cainnt, 

A bhuidhneadh gach geall 
’S a chumadh a choir. 

’S e do shugradh bha earailteach, 
Ceannalta, suairc, 

An am tional nan uaislcan 
Mar riut a dh-ol; 

Gu failteachail, furanach, 
A cuireadh a suas, 

Gach duine de’n t-sluagh, 
, G’am buineadh bhi d’ choir: 

Na diucan bu rimhiche, 
A chit’ ann am Breatunn, 

Is bu chompanach righ thu, 
Le firinn’s le teisteas, 

Fhir ghreadhnaieh bu sheirceile 
Sheasadh air blar, 

Fo ’n deise bhiodh lan. 
Do lastanan oir. 

’S matli thig dhut san f hasan, 
An ad a’s a ghruag, 

Air an deasachadh suas 
Am fasan an t-sloigh 

Gu camagach, daithte, 
Lan chaisreag a’s chuach, 

Gu bachlach mu’n cuairt, 
Le maise ro-mhor: 

Tha gach ciabh mar do mhiann, 
Air an sniomh cumachdail, 

Fiamh dhonn, torrach, trom, 
Gu’n aon bhonn uireasbhuidh, 

Amlagach, cleachdach, 
Cruinne cas-bhuidh tla, 

Cho gasda ri barr, 
Th’ air mac sau Roinn-eorp’; 

’S i t-aghaidli ghlan, shoilleir, 
Bha caoineil ro suairc, 

Caol mhala gun ghruaim, 
Suil mheallach bu bhoidhch’; 

Gnuis aillidh mar chanach, 
Bu cheanalta, snuagh, 

Min, cannach, do ghruaidh, 
Mar bharra nan ros. 

Cha ’n ’eil ailleachd air each, 
Nach tug pairt urram dhut; 

Foinnidh, finealta, direach, 
Deas fir chumachdail, 

Calpa chruinn, cothromach, 
Corrach, gu d’ shall, 

Gun chron ort a’ fas, 
0 mhulach gu broig. 

Do smaointeana glice, 
Le misnich’s le ceill, 

Do thuigse ghlan, gheur, 
’S deagh thuiteamas beoil; 

Gun tuirsneadh, gun bhristeadh, 
Gun trioblaid, fo’n ghrein, 

A b’ fhiosrach mi fein. 
Is misd thu bhi d’ choir. 

’S ioma gibht’ a tha ’nis, 
Lionmhor trie minig ort, 

luil a’s fios, muirn a’s mios, 
Flur a’ measg flnnich thu, 

An uaisle le spiorad, 
Air mhireadh a’d’ chail, 

’S tu iriosal, baigheil, 
Cinneadail, coir. 

Gheibhte sud ann ad’ thalla, 
Fion geal is math tuar, 

Deoch thana gun druaip, 
’S i fallain gu poit; 

Bhiodh sunnd agus farum 
Air aire an t-sluaigh, 

Deadh ghean ann san uair, 
A teannaidh r’a h-ol; 

Ann san taigh bu mhor seadh, 
Leis nach dragh aithnichean, 

Muirn a’s caoin, a bhios air fheadh, 
Cupa’s gloin, canachan, 
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Coinnlcirean airgeid, 
’S dreos dhealrach o cheir, 

Feadh t-aitreamh gu leir, 
’S iad pailtc gu leoir. 

B’e do mhiann a luchd ealaidh, 
Piob sgajanta, chruaidh, 

Le caithream cho luath, 
’S a ghearradh na meoir ; 

Puirt shiulacha, mheara. 
Is fior allail cur suas, 

Ann an talla nam buadh 
Bu bharrail mu’n stor 

Cruite ciuil, torman ur. 
Is e gu dlu ruith-leumach, 

Feadaiu lom, chruinne, dhonn, 
Thogadh fonn mireanaeh, 

Clarsach le grinneas, 
Bu bhinn-fhaclach fuaim, 

’S cha pilleadh tu ’n duals, 
’Nuair a shireadh tu ceol. 

’S iomadh ait am bell do eharaid, 
A t-fharaid mu’ncuairt. 

An deas a’s an tuath, 
Cho dleas'nach ‘s bu choir ; 

Diuc Earraghalaeh ainmeil, 
Ceann armailt’ nam bnagh, 

Leis na dhearbadh lamh chruaidh. 
Is ris an d’earbadh gu leoir : 

An t-Iarla cliuiteach g’an duthchas 
Bhi ’n Tur Bhealaich, 

A chuir an ruaig le chuid sluaigh. 
Air na fuar Ghallaich ; 

Moraif Loudon nan seang-each, 
Ard sheanalair caimp, 

Fhuair urram comannd. 
Far na bhuidhin na seoid. 

Tha iomadh cas eile 
Nach ceilinn san uair, 

Tha tarruinn ort buaidh, 
A mhaireas ri d’ bheo ; 

Fail rioghail air lasadh 
Amach ann ad' ghruaidh, 

Cuir t-aigneadh a suas 
Le aiteas ro-mhor ; 

Tha bunntam a's leirsinn, 
Gu leir ann ad’ phearsa, 

Fhir shunntaich na feile, 
Sgeul eibhinn a b’ ait learn, 

Na’m faicinn a’maireach 
Le abhachd’s le muirn, 

Bhi’d charadh fo ’n chrun 
An aite righ Deors’. 

. CUMIIADH IARLA 

bhraid-albann. 
truagii r'a eisdeachd an sgeul 
Fhuair mi fein tuille ’e luath ; 

Rinn an t-eug ceann na ceiile 
’S nam beus a thoirt uainn : 

Cha’n ’eil leigh tha fo ’n ghrein, 
Dheanadh feum dhut’s an uair: 

’S bochd a’d’ dheigh sinn gu leir, 
’S cha ’n'eil feum bhi ’ga luaidh. 

Tha do chairdean laidir, liomhor 
Anns gach tir a tha mu’n cuairt; 

So na dh-fhag an aigneadh iosal. 
Do chorp prised bhi ’san uaigh ; 

Is iad mar loingeas gun bhi dionach, 
Fad o thir air druira a’ chuain ; 

’S tusa b’urrainn an toirt sabhailt, 
Ge do bhiodh an gabhadh cruaidh. 

’S ann an diugh a chaidh do charadh 
’An ciste chlar’s ad leabaidh fhuair ; 

Is muladach a’d’ dheigh an traths’ 
A’ chuid is airde do d’ dhaoin’ uails. 

Tha gach duin’ agad fo phramh, 
’S goirt an cas am bheil an tuath : 

’S iad do bhochdan a tha craiteach ; 
Thugadh an taic’ laidir uath’. 

• 
’S iomadh dilleachdan og falamh 

Bha le h-ainnis air dhroch shnuagh, 
Seann daoine’s banntraichean fauna 

Bba faotainn beathachaidh uair : 
’S ann bu truagh a’ ghaoir a bh’aca, 

’S deoir gu frasach air an gruaidh, 
Caoineadh cruaidh, a’s bualadh bhasan, 

’S bhi toirt pairt de’m fait a nuas. 

’S muladach an nochd do dhuthaich, 
’S dubhach tursach tha do shluagh : 

Cha ’n ioglmadh sin, ’s mor an diubhail 
An tionndadh so thigh’n oirnn cho luath. 

Am fear a b’abhaist bhi le durachd 
Gabhail euram dhiubh gach uair, 

Dh’fhag iad ’na laidhe ’san uir e 
Far nach duisg e gu La-luain. 

’S ann an trathaibh na Feill-bride 
Thainig crioch air saoidh nam buadh. 

’S lom a thug au t-eug an sgriob oirnn, 
Och ! mo dhith cha deic a luath’s, 

Bhuail an gath air flath na firinri 
Bha ’gar dionadh o gach cruas : 

’S goirid leinn do re ’san aite, 
Ged’ their each gu’n robh thu buan. 

Cha do sheall thu riamh gu h-iosal 
Air ni chuireadh sios an tuath : 

Bu chul-taic dhaibh anns gach ait thu, 
’S tu bha ghnath ’gan cumail suas. 

Cha bu mhiann leat togail ulaimh ; 
Sin a’ eluiis d’an tug thu fuath : 

Bha thu faotainn gaoil gach duine, 
’S ghleidh thu’u t-urram sin a fhuair. 

Bha thu leirsinneach le suairceas; 
Dh-fhas a’d’ chom an uaisle mhor; 

Ciall a’s misneach mar ri cruadal, 
Fhuair thu ’n dualchas sin o d’ sbeors’. 

Bha thu fiosrach, glic, neo-luaineach; 
Bha t-inntinn buan anns a’ choir. 
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O’u a thog iad air ghiulan sluaigh thu, 
’S aobhar sin a luathaich deoir. 

Chan’eil aoibneas ann am Bealach, 
Cba’n’eil farum ann, no cool; 

Daoine dubhach, ’s mnathan galaoh, 
A’s iad gun ealaidh ach am bron; 

O’n a chaidh do ghiulan dachaigh 
O'n mhachair air mhuthadh seoil, 

’N ait’ an eididh sin a chleaehd thu, 
Ciste, ’s leine, ’s brat de’n t-srol. 

’Nam bu daoine bheireadh dhinn thu, 
Dh’eireadh milltean air an toir, 

0 bheul Tatha gu Lathuirn-iochdrach, 
Sin fo obis dut agus cor,: 

Far an d’fhas na gallain fhior-ghlan, 
A’s iad lionmhor ann gu leoir, 

A rachadh togarrach gud’ dhioladh, 
Nach obadh dol sios le deoin. 

• ’S ann tha chuis ni’s fearr mar tha i, 
Dochas laidir thu bhi beo 

Am measg nan aingeal a tha’m Pharras, 
Ann an gairdeachas ro-mhor : 

Gur e’n Ti a ghlac air laimh thu, 
’Thug ’san aite sin dhut coir . 

Air oighreachd is fearr na dh’f hag thu, 
’An arcs aghmor High La gloir. 

Ge l’ tha’m fear a thig a’ t-aite 
Thall an traths’ tharr chuaintean mor, 

Guidheam din gu’n tig e sabhailt 
(Soirbheas ard ri cul gach seoil) 

A dh’ fhaotainn seilbh air an t-saibhreas, 
’S air an oighreachd sin bu choir; 

A ghabhail curam ga chuid fearainn, 
'S ga chuid daoine sean a’s og. 

CUM II A’ CHAILEIN 
GHLIXN-IUBHA1R. 

SmaointKan truagh a th’air m’aigne, 
Bh’ fhag orm smuairean, a’s airsneul. 
An am gluasad am leabaidh, 

Cha chadal ach duisg; . 
Tha mo ghruaighean air seacadh. 
Gun dion uair air mo rasgan, 
Mu’n sgeul a chualas o’n Apuinn, 

A ghluais a chaismeachd ud dhuin’. 
Fear Ghlinn-iubhair a dhith oirnn, 
I*e puthar luchd mi-ruin, 
Mo sgeul dubhach r’a innseadh 

Thu bhi d’ shineadh ‘san uir; 
’S truagh gach duine de d’ dhilsean, 
O’n a chaidh do cborp priseil. 
An piste chuthainn, chaoil, dhionaich, 

’S ann an lion-anart ur. 

B’e sinn an corp aluinn, 
'Nuair bha thu roimhe so d’ shlainnte. 

Gun chion eumachd no fas ort, 
Gu foinnidh, daicheil deas ur; 

Suairce, foisinneach. faillteaeh, 
Uasal, iorasal baidheil, 
Caoimhneil, cinneadail, cairdeil. 

Gun chron r’a rait’ air a ehul; 
Lan do ghliocas, ’s do leirsinn, 
Gu dana, misneachail, treubhach, 
Gach ait an sirte gn feum thu, 

’S ann leaf a dh’eireadh gach cuis; 
B‘e do choimeas an dreagan. 
No ’n t-sothag’s na speuraibh, 
Co bu choltach r’a cheile 

Ach iad fein agus thu ? 

’S ernaidh an teachdair a thainig, 
’S truagh mar thachair an drasta, 
Nach do sheachainn thu ’n t-aite, 

’N do ghlac am bas thu air thus; 
Suas o chachaile gharaidh, 
Fhuair thu ’n tacaid a chraidh mi, 
’S gun do thaic a bhi laimh riut, 

’Nuair gbabh iad fath ort o d’ chul. 
Air do thaobh’s thu gun chomliradh, 
S’an am ’n do chaochail an deo bhuat, 
T-fhuil chraobhach, dhearg, bhoidheach 

A gabhail dortadh ’na bruchd, 
Le gniomh an amadain ghoraich, 

j A bha gun aithne gun eolas, 
A reic anam air storas, 

Nach do chuir an troeair a dhuiL 

B’e ’n cridhe gun tioma, gun deisein. 
Gun adh, gun chinneas, gun ^theutaidh, 
A obuir lamb a’d’ mhilleadh gun reusan, 

Le cion ceill’ sgus tuir; 
’S e glac mar chomharl’ an eucoir, 
’S boc an gnothaich mar dh'cirich, 
l)h-f hag e sinne fo eu-slainnt. 

Is e fein ’na f hear-cuirn; 
’S ge nach samhach a leabaidh, 

; Le eagal a ghlaeadh, 
| Cha ’n e tha mi ’g acain, 

Ach mar a thachair do’n chuis; 
1 An t-avmunn deas, tlachdmhor, 

A tha ’n drast’ an Ard-chatain, 
An deigh a charadh an tasgaidh. 

An aite cadail nach duisg. 

‘S e do chadal gu siorruidh, 
A dh’fhag m’ aigne cho tiorahaidh, 
‘ti trie smaointeana diomhain; 

A tigh‘n gu dian orm as ur, 
*S trom a dh'fhas orm an ish-gainn. 
Is goirte tarsa nam fiabhfas; 
Mo chomh-alt aluinn, deas, ciatach. 

An deigh‘s a riabadh gu dlu; 
Mile mallachd do‘n laimh sin, 
A gbabh cothrom is fath ort, 
A thug an comas do‘n lumhaehi 

‘Nuair chuir e ‘n spainteach ji'a shuil, 
Sgeula soilleir a b’ ail learn, 
Gu‘n cluinnt’ am follais aig each, 
E bhi dol ri crommaig le faradh, 

Gus am miosa dha-sa na dhuina. 
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Ge b‘e neach a rinn plot ort, 
Le droch dlmraclid o thoiseach, 
Bu danachuis dha tigh'n ort-sa, 

Na do lotadh as ur; 
Blia ‘na run bhi gu h-olc dhut, 
‘S gu'n a chridh’ aig aodainu a nochadh, 
‘S ann a thain’ e samhach mu‘n chnocan, 

‘S a ghabh ort socair o d’ chul. 
‘S e mo dhiubhail a thachair. 
An am do‘n fhudar ud lasadh, 
Nach robh ad’ chairdean an taic nut, 

Na bheireadh aicheamhail diubh; 
‘S a liuthad fiuran deas, tlachdmhor, 
Nach gabhadh curam ro’ bhagra, 
A chuireadh smuid ris an Apuinn, 

A chionn gu‘m faiceadh iad thu. 

‘S trom a phaigh sinn an iobairt, 
A chuir ar namhaid a dhith oirnn, 
Ged’ tha ‘n aichmhail gu‘n dioladh, 

Tbig f hatbasd liontan mu‘n chuis, 
Cbuireas cacli an staid iosail, 
Air son an ailleagain phriseil, 
Bh’ ann san aite mar fhirean, 

A chleachd firinn a‘s cliu : 
‘8 bochd an naidheachd r‘a aireamb, 
Gur ann an nasgaidh a tha tbu, 
Nach tninig fhathasd mu‘n cbas ad, 

Na dbeanadb abhachd thoirt duinn; 
Acli air f hail ‘s gam bi dail anu, 
Cheart cho fior ‘s tha mi ‘g raite, 
Bidh an falachd ud paighte, 

Mu‘n d’ teid an gamhlas air chul. 

‘S iad na fineachan laidir, 
Bu mhath a gabhail do phairti, 
An righ, a‘s diuc Earraghael, 

Nach i'haiccadh failinn a’d’ chuis; 
Xarla dllgheach Bhraid-Albann, 
Air thus a tighinn gu‘n chearbaich, 
‘S gur ioma’ fear armach, 

A sheasadh calma r‘a chul; 
Mac-Aoidh ‘s a luchd-leanmhuinn, 
Leis an eireadh suinn nach bu leanbaidh, 
Na laoich bhuidhneach, mhor, mheamnach, 

Le‘n lanna ceann-bheartach, cuil; 
Mac-Dhomhnuil duibh, cs Cloinn-Chamroin, 
S gu leoir a thighearnan ainmeil; 
S f had o‘n chuala sinn seanchas, 

Gu’n do dhearb iad an cliu. 

S ghabh thu aite le ordugh, 
Air pairt do Shrath-locha, 
‘S cha b’ ann air ghaol storais, 

‘Na los am porsan thoirt diubh; 
Ach a sheasamh an corach, 
Le mend do cheisd air an t-seors’ ud, 
‘S an oidhre dleasnach air fogra, 

G‘am bu choir bhi ‘sa chuirt; 
‘S ge do theireadh luchd faoineachd, 
Gun robh t-aire-sa daonnan, 
Bhi sgainneart nan daoin ud, 

:Na ‘n leigeadh sgaoilteach air chul; 
Chite fhathasd a chaochladh, 
N'am faighe tu saoghal, 

Gur e bhi tarruinn luchd gaoil ort, 
As gach taobh, a bha d’ run. 

• 
Bu tu cridhe na feile, 
Dh’ fhas gu tighearnail, ceutach. 
An lathair britheamh Dhun-eideann, 

‘S trie a reitich thu cuis; 
‘S oil learn caradh do cheud-mhna, 
‘S og a bhanntrach a‘d’ dheigh i. 
Lion campar gu leir i, 

0‘n dh‘eug a ceillidh deas, ur: 
Fhuair mi ‘n sealladh nach b’eibhinn, 
An uaigh mu d’ choinnoamh ‘ga reiteach, 
‘S truagh gach commun thug epeis dhut, 

0‘n chaidh tu fein anns an uir, 
‘S gun duil a nis ri thu dh-eiridh, 
‘S e dh‘fhag mise fo eii-slainnt, 
Bhi ‘n diugh ag’ innseadh do bheusan, 

‘S nach tig thu dh-eisdeachd mo chliu. 

ORAN AN T-SAMHRAIDH. 

’Nuajr thig an Samhra’ geugach oirnn, 
Theid siann nan speur o n ghruamaiche, 

Thig tlus a’s bias a s aoibhneas— 
• Theid gach ni g’a reir am buaiihalachd. 

Thig feart le neart na groin’ oifiwb 
Ni ’n saoghal gu leir a chuartaoRadh ; 

Thig teas o slios ’nuair dh’eireas i 
Ni feum, ’s cha treigear uainne e. 

Bidh por ann an tir ghraiseirenn, 
Chur sil ann san tim ghnathaichte ; 

A’ toirt bridh as an uir midurra, 
O’n bhlar g’a bharr a ghluaiseas e: 

Gu reachdmhor, breac, neo-fhaillineach, 
Trom-chuinleanach, garbh-ghraineanach 

Gu diasach, riabhach, caileanach, 
Gu biadhehar, lan, ’nuair bhuainear e. 

’S glan faileadh nan geug liobhara. 
Mu gharadh dan seud lionmhora. 

Am biodh aileagain gle riomhacha 
Le blath’s a’ sirchur snuadh orra ; 

Gu h-ubhlaclr, peurach, figiseach, 
Gian, brioghmhor, diomhair, guamaiseach 

Gach sraid is aillidh grineachan, 
Mar Phealas righ ra'n cuartachadh. 

‘S ro-ghreannar gach gleann fior-mhonaidh. 
Cur iomhaigh ghrinn an uachdar air ; 

Gach lus le bharr cho mhior’ailteach, 
A’ fas fo mhile suaicheantas ; 

1 Gu duilleach, lurach, ditheanach, 
Gian, rimheach, lionmhor, cuaicheanach, 

j Gu ropach, dosach, misleanach, 
•Gu millteachail, min uain-nealach. 

Bi’dh fonn air gach neach nadurra, 
Bhiodh sealltainn gach ni gnathaichtc. 
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Am blar lom a’ cur dreach fasaich air, 
Gach la cur strac neo-thruaillidh air, 

Gu m'olach, torach blath-mhaiseach, 
‘S na craobhan lan de chruasachdan 

Gu h-urar, du’-ghorm, aileanta, 
Le frasan blatha, bruaidleanach. 

Bi’dh gach frith gu lionntach, feurach ; 
‘S theid na feidh ’nan eideadh suaicheanta, 

Gu h-ullach, binneach, ceumannach, 
Grad-leumanach, bior-chluaiseanach ; 

Gu crocach, cabrach, ceir-ghealach, 
Gu manngach, eangach, eildeagach, 

‘Gan grianadh sa’ mhios cheiteanach, 
Air alios an t-sleibhmu‘n cuartaich iad. 

Bi’dh laogh ri taobh gach aighe dhiubh, 
‘Nan laidhe mar is coir dhaibh ; bi’dh 

Gach damh a‘s manng cho aighearach, 
‘Nuair thig Fill-leathain roid orra : 

Bu tuille loin a‘s saoghail, 
Do gach neach a ghabhadh gaol orra, 

Bhi trie ag amharc caol orra 
‘S a ‘g eisdeachd gaoir an cronanaich. 

Bi’dh maoisleach a chinn ghuanaich, 
A cur dreach a‘s snuadh a‘s tuar oirre, 

‘S i tilgeadh cuilg a’ gheamhraidh 
A chuir gurt a‘s greann a‘s fuachd oirre 

0‘n thainig blathas an t-Samhraidh oirmr, 
Cuiridh si manntal ruadh oirre, 

S tha iuntinn ghrinn g‘a reir aice, 
Gu tallain, feitheach, fuasgailteach. 

Bi’dh am minnein urar meanbh-bhallach, 
Gros tioram air a ghnuis bu sgeinmeile ; 

Gu mireineach, lughor, anmadail, 
Ri slinnean na h-earb an guilleachan. 

Bu chlis feadh phreas mu an-moch iad, 
Gu trie to iochd ham mean’-chuileag, 

Gu sgrideil, gibeach, gearra-mhasach, 
An sliochd ‘g an ainm na ruadhagan. 

Bi’dh gach creutair faillineach, 
A bha greis an cas na fuaralachd, 

A togail an cinn gu h-abhachdach, 
0‘n a thaiuig blath’s le buaidh orra : 

Na h-eoin sa’ phong a b'abhaist daibh, 
Gu ceolmhar, fonnmhor, failteachail, 

Feadh phreas a‘s thorn ri gairdeachas, 
Gun chas a dh’fhagadh truaillidh iad. 

‘S neo-thruaillidh am por lionmhor ud, 
‘S gur speiseil grinn a ghluaiseas iad ; 

Le’m beus a ‘seinn mar fhileirean, 
Gur h-aoibhinn binn ri m’ chlusan iad ; 

‘S glan luinneagach, iior-inntinneach, 1 

A’ chanain chinn thig uatha-san ; 
‘S iad gobach, sgiathach, cireineach 

Gu h-iteach, dionach, cluaineiseach. 

Bi’dh an coilcach le thorman tuchanach, 1 
Air chnoeanaibh gorm a durdanaich, 

Puirt fhileanta, cheolmhor, shiublacha, 
Le ribheid dlu chur seol orra ; 

Gob crom naiir pongan lugh‘ora, 
‘S a chneas le dreach air a dhublachadh, 

Gu slios-dubh, girt-gheal, ur-bhallach, 
‘S da chirc a sugradh boidheach ris. 

Thig a chuthag sa’ mhios cheitein oirn, 
, ‘S bidh riabhag ‘na seuchdan comhladh ri, 

‘S an dreathan a gleusadh sheannsairean 
Air a gheig is aird a mhothaicheas e. 

Bidh choill’ gu leir’s na gleanntaichean, 
Air chrathadh le h-aoibneas canntaireachd, 

Aig fuaim a chunail cheannsalaich, 
Feadh phreas, a‘a chrann, a‘s oganan. 

Na doireachean coill’ bu diomhaire, 
‘S na croinn mu‘n iadh na smeoraichean 

Theid gach craobh an ciataichead, 
Bi‘dh caochladh fiamh a‘s neoil orra ; 

Gu meanganach, direach sniomhanach, 
Theid cridhe nam friamh an soghaireachd, 

Le trusgan ur g‘a mhiadachadh, 
Bar-guc air mhiaraibh nosara. 

Bi‘dh am beatha gu cuisleach, fiuranach, 
Gu faileanach, slatach, ur-fhasach ; 

Thig snothach fo ‘n chairt a‘s druisealachd, 
Bidh duilleach a‘s rusg mar chomhdach air: 

Le bruthainn theid brigh na duslain ann 
Am barrach dlu nan oganan’ 

Gu pluireineach, caoin, maoth-bhlasda, 
Mo roglrainn de shnaoisean sroine e. 

‘S a bhiolaire luidneach, sliom-chluasach, 
Ghlas, chruinn-cheannach, cliaoin, ghorm- 

neulach, 
Is i fas glan, uchd-ard, gilmeineach, 

Fo barr-geal, iomlan, sonraichte ; 
Air ghlaic, bu taitneach cearmonta, 

Le seamragan ‘s le neoineinean ; 
‘Sgach lus a dh‘fheudain ainmeachaidh, 

Cuir anbharra dhreach boichead air. 

Gur badanach, caoineil, mileanta, 
Cruinn, mopach, min chruth, mongnineach. 

Fraoch groganach, du’-dhonn, gris-dearg, 
Barrcluigeanach, sinnteach, gorm-bhileach; 

Gu dosach, gasach, uain-neulach, 
Gu cluthor, cluaineach, tolmagach ; 

‘S a mini ‘na fudar gruaige dha, 
‘Ga chumail suas an sporsalachd. 

‘S i gruag an deataich rimhich i, 
‘S mor a brigh ‘s is lionmhor buaidh oirre, 

Ceir-bheach nan sgeap a ciuntinn oirr’, 
Seillein breac feadh tuim ‘ga chruasachd sud; 

Gu cianail, tiamhaidh, srann aige, 
Air bharr nam meas a’ dranndanaich, 

Bhiodh miann bhan-og a‘s bhain-tighearnan 
Na fhardaich ghreannar, ghuamaisich. 

Is e gu striteach, riabhach, ciar-cheannacb, 
Breac, buidh, stiallach, srian-bhallach. 

I 
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Gobach, dubhanach, riasgach, iargalta, 
Ri gniotnh gu dian mar thuathauach; 

Gu surdail, grunndail, dianadach, 
Neo-dhiomhanach ‘na uaireanan; 

‘S e faile lusan fiadhaiche 
Bhi‘s aige bhiadh ‘sa thuarasdal. 

Gach tain is airde chruinnicheas 
Do‘n airidh uile ghluaiseas iad; 

Thig bliochd a‘s dair gun uirea^bhuidh, 
Craobh ard air cuman gruagaiche; 

Na h-aighcan is oige laidire, 
Nach d‘fhiosraich trath na buaraiehean; 

Bi‘dh luinneag aig ribhinn chul-duinn dhaibh, 
‘Gam briodal ciuin le duanagan. 

‘S fior ionmhninn mu thrath neoine 
Na laoigh oga choir nabuaile sin, 

Gu tarra-gheal, ball-bhi’eac, botainneacb, 
Sgiuthach, druim-fhionn’ sroin-fhionn, 

guaill-inneach; 
Is iad gu lith-dhonn, ciar-dhubh, caraideach, 

Buidh, gris-f hionn,cra’-dhearg, suaichionta 
Seang, slios'ra direach, sar-chumpach, 

Cas, bachlach, barr an suainiche. 

Bi‘dh foirm a‘s colg air creatairean, 
Gu stoirmeil, gleust’ ‘g ath-nuadhachadh; 

Le forgan torchuirt feudalach, 
An trend, ‘s an spreidh, ‘s am buachaille : 

An gleann, barrach, bileach, reidhleanach, 
Crearoh, rainneach, reisg a‘s luachaireach, 

‘S ecaoin, cannach, ceutach, min chruthach, 
Fireach, sleibhteach, feurach, fuaranach. 

Bi‘dh mionntain, camomhil, ‘s soghraichean, 
Geur bhileach, lonach, luasganach, 

Cathair thalmhanta, ‘s carbhinn chroc-chean- 
nach, 

Gharg, amlach, romach, chluas-bhiorach, 
Suthan-lair, ‘s faile ghroiseidean; 

Lan lilidh’ ‘s rosa cuaicheanach. 
Is clann-bheag a trusa leolaichean, 

Buain chorr an cos nam bruachagan. 

Bi‘dh ‘m blar fo strachd le uraireachd. 
Oidhch iuchair bhruinneach, cheo-banach, 

Gach srabh ‘sa barr air lubadh orra 
Le cudthrom an driuchd ‘s le lodalachd, 

‘Na phaideirean lionmor, cuirneineach, 
^ Gu briogmhor, sughmhor solasach, 

Cuiridh ghrian gu dian ‘na smuidean e, 
Le fiamh a gnuis ‘s an og-mhadainn. 

‘Nuair a dhearsas a gnuis bhaoisgtil, 
Gu fial, flathail fiamh, geal, caoineil oirnn 

Thig mathas a‘s gniomh le saibhireachd, 
Chuir loinn air an Koinn-eorpa so; 

Le aoibneas greine soillseachadh, 
Air an speur ga reidh a spaoileas i. 

Cun- an ged gach feum a rinn i dhuinn, 
G‘a fhoillseachndh <s g‘a mhoideachadh. 

ORAN NA BRIOGSA 

Air jonn—“Sean’ Triuthais Uilleachan.” 
‘So tha na briogais Hath-glas 
Am bliadhna cuir mulaid oirnn, 
‘S e‘n rud nach fhacas riamh oirnn; 
‘S nach miann leinna chumail oirnn 
‘ S na‘m bitheamaid uile dilcas 
T)o‘n righ bha toirt cuireadh dhuinn, 
Cha‘n fhaicte sinn gu dilinn, 
A striochda do‘n chulaidh so. 

‘S olc an seol duinn, am Prionns og 
A bhi fo mhoran duilichinn, 
A‘s Righ Deorsa a bhi chomhnaidh. 
Far ‘m bu choir dha tuineachas; 
Tha luchd-eolais a toirt sgeoil duinn 
Nach robh coir air Lunnainn aige, 
‘S e Hanobhar an robh sheorsa, 
‘S coigreach oirnn an duine sin— 

‘S e‘n Righ sin nach buineadh dhuinn, 
Rinn di’-mheas na dunach oirnn, 
Mu‘n ceannsaich e buileach sinn, 
B’ e’n t-am dol a chumasg ris; 
Na rinn e oirnn a dh’ ann-tlachd, 
A mhi-thlachd, a‘s a dh’ aimhroit. 
Air n-eudach thoirt gu‘n taing dhinn, 
Le ain-neart a chumail ruinn. 

‘So tha na briogais, fyc. 

A‘s o‘n chuir sinn suas a bhriogais, 
Gur neo-mhiosail leinn a chulaidh ud, 
Ga‘n teanadh ma na h-iosgannan, 
Gur trioblaideach leinn umainn iad; 
‘S bha sinn roimhe misneachail, 
‘S ira breacain fo na criosan oirnn, 
Ged’ tha sinn am bichiontas 
A nis a’ cuir nan sumag oirnn : 

‘S air leam gur h-olc an duais 
Do na daoine chaidh ‘sa chruadal, 
An eudaichean thoirt uapa 
Ge do bhuadbnuich Diuc Uilleam leo : 
Cha‘n fhaod sinn bhi suigeartach, 
0‘n chaochail ar culaidh sinn, 
Cha‘n aithnich sinn a cheile 
La^feile no cruinneachaidh. 

‘So tha na briogais, 

‘S bha uair-eigin an t-saoghal 
Nach saoilinn gu‘n cuirinn orm, 
Briogais air son aodaich, 
‘S neo-aoidheil air duine i; 
‘S ged’ tha mi deanamh uis deth, 

j Cha d’rinn mi bonn sulas 
Ris an deise nach robh daimheil, 
Do‘n phairti ga‘m buinnin-sa; 

‘S neo-sheannsar a chulaidh i, 
Gur grannda leinn umainn i, 
Cho teann air a cumadh dhuinn, * 
‘S nach b’fheairde leinn tuilleadh i; 
Bidh putanan na gluinean, 
A’s bucalan ga’n dunadh, 
‘S a bhriogais air a dubladh, 
Mu chul-thaobh a h-uile fir. 

’So tha na briogais, §c. 
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(Jheibh sinn adan ciar-dhubh, 
Chur dian air ar mullaichean, 
A’s casagan cho shliogta, 
‘S a mhimckeadh muillean iad; 
Oed’ cbumadh sin am fuachd dhinn, 
(Jha‘n fhag e sinn ctto uallach, 
'S gu‘n toillioh e ar n-uaislean, 
Ar tuath no ar cummanta; 

Cha taitinn e gu brathruinn, 
A chciseaehd nan gleann-fasaich, 
■Nuair a rachamaid do dh’ airidh. 
No dh’ ait ‘m biodh cruinneagan : 
So Dears' a rinn an eucoir, 
‘S ro dkiotnbach tha mi fein deth, 
0‘n thug e dhinn ar n ‘eideadh, 
‘S gach eudaoh a bhuineadh dhuinn. 

'So tha na briogais, fyc. 

'S bha h-uile h-aon de’n Pharlamaid 
Fallaail le‘m flosrachadh, 
‘Nuair chuir iad air na Caimbeulaich 
Teanndach nam briogaisean; 
‘S gu‘r h-iad a rinn am feum dhaibh 
A bhliadh‘n a thain’ an streupag, 
A h-uile h-aon diubh dh'ciridh 
Gu leir ‘am MM si dhaibh; 

‘S bu cheannsalaoh duineil iad, 
‘S an am an robh ‘n cumasg aim, 
Ach ‘s gann daibh gu‘n cluinnear iad, 
A champacha tuille leis; 
< )‘n thug e dhinn an t-eudach, 
‘S a dh’ fhag e sinn cho-fhaontra‘ch, 
‘S ann rinn e oirn na dh’ f heudadh e, 
Shsioileadh e chuir mulaid oirnn. 

‘So iha na briogais, §c. 
4 

‘S ann a nis tha fios againn 
An t-iochd a rinn Diuo Uilleam ruinn, 
‘Nuair a dh’ fhag e sinn mar phriosanaich. 
Gun bhiodagan, gun ghunnaohan, 
Gun cklaidhe, gun chrios tarsuinn oirnn, 
<!ha‘n fhaigh sinn pris nan dagachan; 
Tha comanud aig Sasunn oirnu, 
0 smackdaioh iad gu buileach sinn— 

Tha angar a’s duilichinn 
‘S an am so air iomadh fear 
Bha’n Campa Dhiuc Uilleam, 
A‘s nach fheaird iad gu‘n bhuithinn e; 
Na‘n tigeadh oirnno Teakuach, 
‘S gu‘n eireamaid ‘ua champa, 
Gheibkte breacain chairneit, 
‘S bhiodh aird air na Gunnachan. 

'So tha na briogais, <5'c. 

ORAN DO’N EIDEADH GHAELACH. 

FnuAiB mi naidheachd as ur, 
Tha taitinn ri run mo cridh 

Gu faigheamaid fasan na duthch 
A chleachd sinn an tus ar tim. 

O’n tha sinn le glaineachan lan, 
A’ bruidhinn air maran binn. 

So i deoch-slainnte Mhontrois, 
A sheasamh a choir so dhuinn. 

Chunna’ mi ’n diugh an Dun-eideann, 
Comunn na feile cruinn, 

Litir an fbortain thug sgeul,. 
Air toiseach an eibhnis dhuinn. 

Piob gu loinneil an gleus, 
Air soilleireachd reidh an tuim; 

Thug sinn am follais ar ’n eideadh, 
A’s co a their reubail ruinn ? 

Deich bliadhna fichead a’s corr, 
Bha casag de’n chlo m’ar druim, 

Fhuair sinn ad agus cleoc, 
’S cha bhuineadh an seors’ ud dhuinn: 

Bucail a’ dunadh ar brog, 
’S e’m barr-iall bu bhoiche leinn ; 

Itinn an droch fhasan a bh’oirnn’, 
Na bodaich d’ar ’n oigridk ghrinn. 

Mhill e pairt d’ar cumachd 
O’nbhlar, gu mullach ar cinn: 

Bha sinn cho lan de mhulad, 
’S gu’n d’fhas gach duine gu tinn; 

’S aim a bha ’n cas cho duilich, 
’S a thainig uile ri’m linn, 

’Nuair a rinn pairti Lunnainn, 
Gach ait a’s urram thoirt dhinn. 

’S f hada bha ’n onair air chall, 
Is fasan nan Gall oirnn dlu, 

Cota ruigeadh an t-sail, 
Cha tigeadh e daicheil dhuinn: 

B’eigin do’n bhrigis bhi ann, 
’Nuair a chaidh ar comannd cho ciuin 

’S gu’n d’rinneadh gach finnc nan traill, 
’S gach fireannach fhagail ruisgt’. 

\ 
Tha sinn anis mar as math leinn, 

’S gur h-ard ar caraid ’sa chuirt, 
A chuir air na daoin’ am fasan, 

Rinn parlamaid Shasuinn thoirt’ diu’: 
Beannachd gu brath do n mkarcus, 

A thagair an drast ar cuis ; 
Fhuair e gach dlighe air ais dhuinn, 

Le ceartas an righ ’sa chruin. 

Fhuair e dhuinn comas nan arm, 
A dheanamh dhuinn sealg nan stuc, 

’S a ghleidheadh ardaoine ’sa champ, 
Le fagail an naimhdean bruit 

Thogadh e misneach nan Clann, 
Gu iomairt nan lann le sunnd, 

Piob, a’s bratach ri crann, 
’S i caiseamachd ard mo ruin. 

Fhuair sinn cothrom an drast, 
A thoilicheas gradh gach duthch’, 

Comas ar culaidh chur oirnn, 
Gun fharaid de phor nan lub : 

Tha sinu a nis mar is coir, 
A’s taitnidh an seol r’ar su-il; 
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Chuir sinn’ a bhrigis air lar, 
’S cha tig i gu brath a cuil. 

Chuir sinn a suas an deise, 
Bhios uallach, freagaraoh, dhuinn, 

Breacan an f beile phreasach, 
A’s peiteag de’u eudach ur ; 

Cot’ a chadadh nam ball, 
Am bitheadh a’ charnaid dlu, 

'Osan nach ceangail ar ceum, 
’S nach ruigeadh mar reis an glun. 

Togaidh na Gaeil an ceann, 
Cha bhi iad an fanng ni's mo. 

Dll’ f halbh na speirichinn teann 
Thug orra bhi mall gun lugh : 

ISiubhlaidh iad fireach nam beann, 
A dh’iarraidh dhamh seanng le’n cu ; 

S eutrom theid iad a dhamhsa, 
Fregraidh iad srann gach ciuil. 

Tha sinn an comain an uasail 
A choisinn le chruadal cliu, 

Chuir e le teomachd laidir, 
Faoineachd dhaich air cul, 

Oighre einn-feadhna nan Gramach, 
’S ioma fuil ard na ghnuis : 

’S ann tha marcus an aidh 
Am mac thig an ait an diuc. 

ORAN A BHOTAIL. 

’Nuair a shuidheas sinn socrach 
’S a dh-olas sinn botal, 
Cha’n aithnich ar stoc bhuainn 
Na chuireas sinn ann ; 
Thig onoir a’s fortan 
Lo sonas a chopain, 
Ga’r son nach bi deoch oirnn 
Mu’n tog sinn ar ceann? 

Bheir an stuth grinn oirnn 
Seinn gu fileanta, 
Chuir a thoil-inntinn 
Binneas n’ar cainnt, 
Chaisg i ar ’n iota 
’N fhior dheoch mhillis, 
Bu mhuladach sinne, 
Na’m biodh i air ohall. 

Deoch slainnte nan gaisgeach 
Nan Gaelibh gasda, 
Ga’m b’ abhaist mar fhasan, 
Bhi poit air an dram, 
Luchd gaoil an stuth bhlasda, 
’8 air dhaoirid an lacha, 
Nach eaomhnadh am beartas 
A sgapadh ’san am. 

Fear g’am beil ni 
Gheibh e na shireas e, 
Fear a tha crionda 

Fanadh e thall; ■ 
Fear a tha mi'or 
Cha’n fhuilig sinn’ idir e, 
’S am fear a bheil grinneas 
Theid iomain a nail. 

’S ro rioghail an obair 
Sruth briogar na togalach, 
loc-slainnt a bhogaicheas 
Cridhe tha gann : 
’S e chuireadh an sodan 
Air fear a bhiodh togarrach, 
’S chuireadh e’m bodach 
A’ fearr a bhiodh teann, 

Cha ’n ’eil e ’san tir, 
Uasal no cumanta, 
Nach ’eil air thi 
Gach urram a th’ ann, 
Ge do bhiodh stri 
Mu thogail na muirichinn, 
Cia mar is urrainn sinn 
Fuireach bho’n dram ? 

Tha e fionnar do’n chreabhaig 
A h-uile la greine 
Thig teas o na speuraibh 
Thar sleibhtean nam beann, 
’S e math ri la reota 
Chuir Math’s ann am poraibh 
An fhir theid g’a dheoin 
An taigh-osda na dheann. 

Cuiridh e sunnd 
Air muinntir eireachdail, 
Timcheall a bhuird 
S cuid eile dhiubh damhs’: 
Thogamaid fonn neo-throm 
A’s ceileirin, 
’S freagarrach shinneas sinn 
Deireadh gach rann. 

O’n shuidh sinn cho fada, 
’S gu’n dh-ol sinn na bh’-againn, 
’S i choir dol a chadal 
O’n thainig an t-am, 
Cha’n fhoghnadh ach paillteas 
Thoirt solas ga’ n’ aigneadh, 
Deoch mhor anns a mhadainn 
Gu leigheas ar ceann. 

Am fear tha gun chli, 
Cuiridh e spiorad ann. 
Togaidh e cri 
Gach fir a tha fann, 
Theid am fear tinn 
Gu grinn air mhirreadh ; 
’S e leigheas gach tinnis, 
Deoch mhillis an dram. 
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ORAN A BHRANNDAI. 

LUINNEAG. 

Di-haal-lum, Di-haal-lum, 
Di-i’-il-i'il, hanndan, 
Di-dir-ir i-hal-hi'-il-lum 
Di-dir-ir-i hal haoi-rum; 
Di-i’il-hal dir-ir-i, 
Ha-ri-ha’al-h n ox-rum, 
Di-i’il-haal-dxl-xl-i’U, 
Dor-x'i-ho’ol-hann-dan. 

Tha fortan ann bi deoch againn, 
Nabiodh an copan gann oirnn, 
Tha paillteas anns na botalaibh, 
Cha’n ’oil an stoc air chall oirnn; 
’S feairrde sinn an toiscach e, 
Gu brosnachadh ar cainnte, 
Ged’ bhiodh a h-uile deoch againn, 
’S e’s docha leinn aiii Branndai. 

Di-haal-lum, 

’S e sinn an sruthan mireanach, 
An tobair millis seannsail, 
Tha binneas mar ri grinneas 
A chuir spiorad am fear fann ann ; 
’S feairrde sinn na shireas sinn, 
Cha chulaidh mhilleadh cheann e; 
’S ro mhath ’n seise muineil 
Do gach duine ghabhas rann e. 

Di-haal-lum, <5'c. 

Na fir anns am beil cridhealas, 
Nach ’eil an cridhe gann ac, 
Companaich na dibhe, 
A ni suidhe leis an dram iad; 
larraidh iad a ritliisd e, 
Mu bhitheas beagan ann doth, 
Nuair chluinneas iad an fhidheall, 
Bi’ iad fighearach gu damhsa. 

Di-haal-lum, <j'c. 

’Nuair gheibh sinn de na barrailean, 
Na’s math leinn fa’r eomannda, 
Na cupain a tha falamh 
Bhi le searraig a cuir annta; 
Gach caraidbhios a taitneadh ruinn, 
Gu’m b’ait leinn e bhi eainnt ruinn, 
Nuair thig a ghloinne bhasdalaeh, 
Air hhlas an t-siucair-cAanndai. 

Di-haal-lum, $c. 

Cha chunnart duinn e theireachdainn, 
Tha seileir anns an Fhraing dlieth ; 
Cha’n eil cagal gainne 
Air na loingeas thug a nail e ; 
Their sinne on bu toigh leinn e, 
Nach dean a choire call oirnn; 
Air f had’s ga’n dean sinn fuireach ris, 
Bhi gabhail tuille sannt air. 

Di-haal-lux\ §c. 

Na fir a tha na ’H sgrubairean, 
Nach caith an cuidfs an am 60, 

Cha’n imir iad bhi cuidirinn, 
Na’n tubaisdean le ganntar; 
Cha sir iad dol an cuideachd, 
A’s cha’n iarr a chuideachd ann iad ; 
Mar cuir am burn am paghadh dliiubh, 
Cha’n fhaigheadh iad am Braxiudai. 

Di-haal-lum, $c. 

ALASDAIR NAN STOP. 

LUINNEAG. 

Alasdair nan stop 
Ann an sraid a chuil. 
Sin an duine coir 
Air am beil mo run. 

’S coma leat an siola, 
B’annsa leat an stop, 

Cha’n e sin bu dochadh 
Ach am botal mor. 

Alasdair nan stop, <5‘C. 

Theid thu do’n taigh-osda, 
’S olaidh tu gu fial; 

Cha robh gainne storais 
Air do phoca riamh. 

Alasdair xian stop, JfC. 

Bha thu greis dheth t-aimsir 
Ann an arm an Righ, 

Cumaidh sin riut airgead, 
’S f hearra dhut e na ni. 

Alasdair nan stop, $c. 

Gheibheadh tu led’ cheanal 
Leannan anns gach tir, 

Ged’ a bhiodh tu falamh 
Cha bhiodh bean a’d’ dhi’. 

Alasdair nan stop, $c. 

Tha thu math air fairge, 
’S trie thu marbhadh eisg, 

Cas a shiubhal garbhlaich, 
Theid thu shealg an f heidh. 

Alasdair nan stop, 4'c. 

Ged’ thuirt Callum breac 
Nach robh thu tapaidh riarah, 

Co a chreideadh sin 
Ach duine bha gun chiall ? 

Alasdair xian stop, ij'c. 

’Nuair a theid mi Ghlascho 
’S taitneach leam bhi ’g ol, 

Ann an taigh mo charaid 
Alasdair nan stop. 

Alasdair nan stop, tfc. 
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N1GHEAN DUBH RAINEACH. 
Air fonn—“Cuir a chinn dileas.” 
Chuir nighean dubh Raineach 
Orni farran a’s miothlachd, 
Nach cuir mi dhiom 

Le cabhaig an drast, 
Ghoid i mo sporan, 
’S na dollair gu lionmhor, 
Bh’ agam fos n-iosal 

Feitheamh ri m’ laimh. 

Nam biodh a chail’ ud 
Gu daingcann ampriosan, 
Rachainn g’a diteadh 

Dh’ionnsaidh a bhais; 
A chionn gu’n do ghoidh i 
’N rud beag bha sa chludan, 
Bh’ agam sa’ chuil 

Nach d’ innis mi chach. 

’S muladach mise 
Gun fliios ciod a ni mi, 
O’n a tha mi, 

Gun searrach, gun lair, 
Gun ehaora, gun oisg, 
Gun ghabliar, gun mhiseach. 
Gun a mart min 

A chrimeas am blar. 

Cha robh mi gun airgead 
Gus an d’ fhalbh e gu mi-nihail, 
Leis ai> te chrion 

Nach d’amhairc air mo chas ; 
Rinn i mo chreachdadh 
’S bu pheacach an ni dh’i 
Mise chuir sios, 

Gun i fein chuir an aird. 

Cia mar a cheananicheas mi 
Camraig na side ? 
Na ’n leig mi dhiom e 

Tuilleadh gu brath ? 
Ged’ thig a marsant 
Le phaca do’n tir, 
Cha ’n ftiaigh sinn aon sion 

Bhios aige air dail. 

Bha mo cliuid storais 
Am phoca cho uallach, 
’S ged a bhiodh buaile mhart 

Air mo sgath; 
’S i rinn an eucoir 
A bheisd a thug uam e, 
’S tha mi fo ghruaim. 

’O mhadainn Di-mairt. 

A righ nach robh mearlaich 
Na cearna so’n rioghachd, 
Anns a mhuir iqfail, 

Fada bho thraTgii; 
Is caile dhubh Raineach 
’S an flicumain an iochdar, 
Chuideacha bidh 

Do phartan nan spag. 

RANN GEARRADH-ARM. 

Chuna’ mi ’n diugh a chlach bhuaghach, 
’S an leug aluinn, 

Ceanglaichean de’n or mu’n cuairt dh’i 
Na chruinn mhailleadh; 

Bannan tha daingean air suaicheantas 
Mo chairdean, 

A lean gramail ra’n seann dualchas 
Mar a b’ abhaist. 

Inneal gu imeachd roimh chruadal, 
Le sluagh laidir, 

Fir nach gabh giorag no fuathas, 
Le fuaim lamhaich; 

Fine is minig a ghluais 
Ann an ruaig namhaid, 

Nach sireadh pilleadh gun bhuannachd, 
No buaidh larach. 

Dorn an claidheamh, a’s lamh duin’-uasail 
Le crois-taraidh, 

lolairean le ’n sgiathan luatha, 
Gu cruas gabhaidh, 

Long ag imeachd air druim chuaintean 
Le siuil arda, 

Gearradh arm Mhic-an-t-Shaoir ’o Chrua- 
chan, 

Aonaich uachdrach Earraghael. 

’S rioghail eachdraidh na chualas 
Riamh mu’d phairti, 

S lionmhor an taic, na tha suas dhiubh 
Na’m biodh cas ort; 

Tha gach buaidh eile ga’ reir sin, 
An Gleann-Nodha fein an tamhachd, 

Bha sibh uair gu grinn a seoladh 
Air tuinn saile, 

Chaidh tarrunn a aon de bhorda 
Druim a bhata, 

Ltis a chabhaig sparr e ’n ordag 
Sios na h-aite, 

’S bhuail e gu teann leis an ord i, 
’S ceann dh’i fhagail. 

An onoir a fhuair an saor Sleibhtcach, 
Leis gach treun’tas dh’fhas ann, 

Ghleidheadh fathasd ga shliochd fein i, 
A dh’aindeoin eucorach gach namhaid; 

Na h-airm ghaisge, ghasda, ghleusda, 
Dh’ orduigh an Righ gu feum dhasan, 

Cho math ’sa th’ aig duine ’n dream threun 
sin, 

Sliochd Cholla cheud-chathaich Spaintich. 

Tha do dhaoine trie air fairge, 
Sgiobairean calma, neo-sgathach; 

Tha ’n aogas cumachdail, dealbhach, 
’S iomadh armailt ’am beil pairt diiiu’: 

# Thug iad gaol do shiubhal garbhlaich, 
| Moch a’s anmoch a sealg fasaich : 

Cuid eile dhiubh ’nan daoin’ uuisle, 
’S tlia cuid dhiubh ’nan tuath ri aiteach. 
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Plob a’s bratach a’s neairt aig Seumas, 
An Ceann-cinnidh nach treig gn brath 

einn. 

ORAN LUAIDH. 

LUINNEAG. 
Ho ro gu'n togainn air hugan fhathasd, 
Ho 7 o i-o mu’n teid mi laidhe; 
Ho ro gu’n togainn air hugan fhathasd. 

Tooamaid fonn air luadh a’ chlolain; 
Gabhaidh sinn ceol, a’s orain mhatha. 

Ho ro gu'n togainn, §c. 

B’ fheaird’ an clo bhi choir nan gruagach, 
A dheanadh an luadh le’n lamhan; 

Ho ro gu'n togainn, <5'c. 

’Nuair a thionndas iad air cleith e, 
Chluinnte fuaini gach te dhiubh labhairt. 

Ho ro gu'n togainn, Jfc. 

Orain ghrinne, bhinne, niliilse, 
Aig na ribhinnean ’gan gabhail; 

Ho ro gu’n togainn, §c. 

Luinneag ac’ air luadh an eudaich, 
Sunndach, saothrachail ri mathas. 

Ho ro gu'n togainn, $c. 

Thogamaid fonn gu ceol-mhor, aotrom, 
Air a’ chlo bu daoire dathan. 

Ho ro gu'n togainn, &;c. 

An clo brionnach, ballach, citach, 
Triuchanaeh, stiallagach, gathach; 

Ho ro gu’n togainn, <j'c. 

An clo taitneach, basach, boisgeil, 
Laisde, daoimeineach, ’s e leathunn. 

Ho ro gu'n togainn, §c. 

Gu’m bu slan a bhios na oaoraich 
Air an d’ f has an t-aodach flathail. 

Ho ro gu'n togainn, .j'c. 

Beannachd aig an laimh a shniomh c, 
’S i rinn gniornh na deag bhean-taighe : 

Ho ro gu’n togainn, <j'c. 

S ann is coltach ris an t-siod’ e, 
Dh’ fhag i min e, ’s rinn i math e; 

Ho ro gu’n togainn, $c. 

Snath cho rithinn ris na tcudan, 
’S e choreidli ’sa dh’ fheudta slmaithcadh: 

Ho ro gu'n togain n, d'c. 

Cha robh pluc, no meall, no gaog ann, 
No giog chaol, no sliasaid reamhar. 

Ho ro gu’n togainn, $c. 

’Nuair a theid an clo a’n mhargadh, 
’S e ni ’n t-airgead air an rathad. 

Ho ro gu’ togainn, fyc. 

Cha bhi slat a sios o chrun deth, 
Miann gach sul e anns an fhaidhir. 

Ho ro gu'n togainn, $c. 

Cha bhi suirighich’ anns an duthaich 
Nach hi ’n dull ri pairt deth fhaighinn. 

Ho ro gu'n togainn, SfC. 

’S ann a tha ’n toil-inntinn aodaich 
Aig na daoin’ a bhios ’ga chaitheadh. 

Ho ro gu'n togainn, 4-c. 

Thogainn am fonn a dh’iarradh poitear, 
A’s luaidhinn an clo bu mhiann le mnatban. 

Ho ro gu'n togainn, fyc. 

’S ole an obair luadh no fucadh, 
Ma bhios tuchadh oirnn le padhadh. 

Ho ro gu'n togainn, fyc. 

Chuireadh e sunnt air muinntiroga, 
Suidheadh mu bhord ag ol gu latha. 

Ho ro gu'n%togainn, fyc. 

Puinnse le gloineacha’ lana, 
Deochana-slhinnte ’gan gabhail; 

Ho ro gu'n togainn, fyc. 

Greis air fion, a’s greis air branndai, 
Greis air dram de’n uisge-bheatha ; 

Ho ro gu'n togainn, fyc. 

Greis air fidhleireachd’s air damhsa, 
Gieis air canntaireachd’s air aighear 

Ho ro gu'n togainn, ^c. 

’Nuair theid stairn an aird an aodainn, 
’S ro-mhath ’n t-am do dhaoine laidhe. 

Ho ro gu'n togainn, fyc. 

* 
AOIR AN TAILEIR. 

A dhomhnuile Bhain Mhic O’ Neacainn 
Tha ’n droch nadur a d’ phearsa, 
Cha gnathaich thu’n cear^vs, 
Gus am basaich thu ’n pheacadh, 
’S mairg ait anns na thachair, 
Am ball-sampuil gun chneastachd, 

’A rinn graineil an sgaiteachdud oirnn, 
’A rinn graineil, &c. 
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Fhir a tlioisich ri ealaidh, 
Bha thu gorach a d’ bharail, , 
’Ga seoladh am’ charabh, 
'S pu'n mi t-fheoraich, no t-fharaid, 
Gluiir thu sgleo dhiot a’s fanaid, 
Co dhiubh’s deoin leat no’s ain-deoin, 

Tlia mi ’n dochas gu’m faigh thu do leoir, 
Tlia mi ’n dochas, &c. 

Dliomhsa b’aitlme do bheusan; 
Tha thu ain-eolach, beumnaCh, 
Is do theangaidh mar reusar, 
Le taineid’s le geireid, 
Thug thu deannal dhomh fhein d‘i, 
O’s ann agadtha ’n eucoir, 

Com’ nach paighinn thu ’n eirig de sgeoil, 
Com’ nach paighinn, &c. 

’S tu cbraobh ghrodlaich air crionadh, 
Lan mosgainn, a’s fhionag, 
A dh’fhas croganach, iosal, 
Goirid, crotach, neo-dhireach, 
Btoc thu togairt na ghriosaich, 
A thoill do losgadh mar iobairt, 

Leig tbu ’n Soisgcul air di-chuimhn’ gu 
mor, 

Leig thu ’n Soisgeul, &c. 

Bu bheag an diubhail e thachairt 
An la thurthu nafacail, 
Da phunnd agus cairteal 
De dh’fhudar cruaidh, sgairteal, 
A bid a d’bhroinn air achaicadh, 
’S bid ’gad’ sgaineadh le maitse 

Gas am fasadh tu t-ablach gun deo, 
Gas am fasadh, &c. 

’8 blionach ruithinngun fheum tlii^ 
Ge do bhitheadh tu ’m feithe. 
Coin is fithich a’d’ theumadh, 
Cha bhiodh an diol beidh ac’. 
’8 trio thu teann air ’na h-eibhlean, 
Bhreac do shuimeir gu t-eislich, 

Blath an tein’ air do shleisdean gu mor, 
Blath an tein’, &c. 

0’ nach taileir is fhiu thu, 
Chuir each as a chuirt thu ; 
Bi’dh tu ghna aims na cuiltcan, 
A’ caradh nan luireach, 
Bu tu asuinn nan cluitean, 
’8 trie a shuidh thu ’sau smuraich, 

‘Nuair a bhithinns’ air cul fir nan croc, 
’Nuaira bhithinns’ &c. 

’8 e do choltas r’a innseadb. 
Fear sop-cheannach, grimeach, 
Gun bhonaid, gun phiorbhuic, 
Gu’n bhad-mullaich, gun chirean, 
Lom nil’ air a spionadh. 
Car gu t’uilinu a sios ort, 

Strac na dunach de’n sgriobaich mu’d cheos, 
Strac na dunach, &c. 

15 

’8 iomadh ait anns na thachair. 
An tailer Mao-Neacainn, 
Eadar Albainn a’s Sasunn, 
Bailtean margaidh a’s ruachair ; 
’8 trie a shealg thu air praisich, 
O’ nach d’ fhalbh thu 1c clapa, 

Chaoidh’ cha mharbh e duin’ aca de’n 
t-slogh, 

Chaoidh’ cha mharbh, &c. 

"8 duine dona gun nihios thu, 
Dh-fhas gun ouair gun ghliocas, 
Fear gun chomas gun bhriosgadh, 
Chaill do spionnadh ’s do mhisneach, 
Leis na rinn thu de’n bhidseachd, 
Bu tu ’n slaightire misgeach, 

’8 cian o’n thoill thu do cuipeadh mu’n ol, 
’8 cian o’n thoill thu, &c. 

% 
’8 iomadh ceapaire romais, 
Rinn thu ghlacadh na d’ chrogan. 
Is bhi ga stailceadh le t-ordaig, 
Ann ad’ chab-dkeudach sgornach, 
’8 reamhar tarsuinn do sgornan, 
Bru mar chuilean an otraich, 

Fhuair thu urram nan geocach ri d’bheo, 
Fhuair thu urram, &c. 

Bi’dh na mnathan ag raite 
‘Nuair a raehadh tu’n airidh * 
Gun tolladh tu’n t-aras 
Ann ‘sam bitheadh an caise ; 
‘Nuair a dh'itheadh tu pairt deth, 
‘8 a bhiodh tu air trasgadh, 

Anns a’ mhuidhe gu’n snarr thu do chrog 
Anns a’ mhuidhe, &c. * , 

• 

‘8 tu ‘n tollaran cnaimhteach, 
Ge bu ghionach do mhaileid, 
Tha do mhionack air t-fhagail, 
Gu’n chrioman deth lathair ; 
Cochall glogach ma t-aruinn, 
Tha do sgamhan a’s t-ainean 

Lan galair, a‘s faslaich, a‘s chos, 
Lan galair, &c. 

Beul do chleibh air a thachdadh, 
A.ir seideadh’s air brachadh, 
‘8 e gu h-eididh air malcadh, 
‘S mor t-flieum air a charbodh, 
Gach aon eugail a" d’ pliearsuinn, 
Caitheamh, eitich, a‘scasdaich, 

Gus an d’ eirich do chraicean o t-fheoil, 
Gus an d’ eirich, &c. 

Tha do ckreuchdan,’s do chuislean, 
Lan eucail a’s trusdair, 
‘8 thu feuroach air furtach, 
Tha ‘n deideadh a’d’ phluicean, 
‘8 thu t-eiginn le clupaid, 
T-anail bhreun, gu trom, murtaidh, 

‘femairg a dh’fheuchadh dhiot moch-thra 
do thochd, 

‘S mairg a dh’fheuchadh, &c. 
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Do dheud sgrob-bhearnach, cabach, 
Am beil na sgorr-fhiaclan glasa, 
Mosgain, cosacha, sgealpach, 
Luibte, grannda, cam, feachdte, 
A null ‘s a nail air an tarsuinn, 
Cuiddiubh caillt’air dol asad, 

‘S nam bcil aim diubh air spagadh dobheoil, 
‘S nam beil ann diubb, &c. 

Bi‘dh na ronnan gu silteach, 
‘N an tonnaibh gorm, ruithteacb, 
A ghabhail toinneamh o d’ liopan, 
Thar cromadh do smige; 
‘S dorcha, doilleir, do chlisneack, 
Cbeart cho dubh ris a pbice, 

Uchd na curra ort, ceann circ, ‘s gob geoidh, 
Uchd na curra, &c. 

Do mhaol chruacach air failleadli* 
Gun cbluasan, gun fhaillean ; 
Tha tbu uain-nealach, tana, 
Cho cruaidh ris an darach ; 
‘S tu gun suaineach, gu‘n anart, 
‘S aobhar truais thu ri d’ ghearan, 

‘S gur fuairthu na gaillean an reot’, 
‘S gurfuair, &c. 

Tba ceann binneach ‘na stuic ort, 
Geocach, leith-cheannaich, giugach, 
Eudann brueannaich, grugach, 
Sron phlucach, na nmire. 
Tha croit air do chul-thaobh, 
‘S moran lurcaicha‘d’ghluinean, 

Da choischama, chaol.cbrubach, gun treoir. 
Da chois chama, &c. 

Cha *n oil uiread nan sailtean, 
Aig a phliutaire spagach, 
Nach ‘eil cuspach a‘s gagach, 
Tha thu d’ chrioplach ‘s ad’ chraigeach, 
‘S lionmhor tubaist an taileir, 
Dh-f hag an saoghal, ‘na thraill e, 

‘S mairg a shaothraich air t-arach ‘s tu og, 
‘S mairg a shaotbraich, &c. 

Ma tha thu de shliochd Adhamb, 
Cha choslach ri each thu, 
Aig oleas a dh’ fhas thu, 
0 thoiseach do laithean; 
Cha tig'cobhair gu brath ort, 
Gus am fogbainn am bas dut, 

‘S do chorp odhar a charadh fo ‘n fhod, 
‘S do chorp odhar, &c. 

AOIR ANNA. 

Anna nigh‘n Uilleam a‘n Crompa, 
Bean gun cbonn ‘s i fhein air aimhreith, 
’Nuair chaidh mi ‘n toiseach g‘a sealltainn, 
Cha‘n e ‘m fortan a chuir ann mi; 
Bhruidhinn mise siobhailt, suairce. 
Mar dhifin-uasal anns an am sin; 

Thoisich ise mar chu crosda, 
Bhiodk anns na dorsan a dranndail. 

‘S ann aice tha beul an sgallais, 
Gu fanaid a dheanamh air seann-duin’, 
Nach urrainn a dheanadh feum dh‘i 
Mar a bha i fein an geall air; 
Chunna’ misc latha ghluaisinn 
Deis na gruagaichean mar chairdeas, 
Dh‘aithnich i gundh'f halbh an uair sin, 
‘S chuir i uaithe mi le angar. 

Innsidh mi dhuibh teisteas Anna, 
0‘n is aithne dhomh ‘san am i, 
Bean a dh'ol a peighinn phisich, 
Cha bheo idir gun an dram i; 
Cha neonach leam i bhi misgeach, 
‘S i ‘n comknuidh a measg a Bhranndai, 
‘S trie a bha ‘na broinn gu leoir dheth, 
‘S bha tuille ‘sa choir ‘na ceann deth. 

Cha ‘n'eil a leannan r‘a fhaotainn, 
Cia mar dh'fhaodar ebhi ann d‘i? 
Breunag ris ann can’ iad gaorsach, 
A bha daonann anns na campan; 
‘Sa bha rithist feadh ‘n t-saoghail 
A giulan adhaircean aig ceardan; 
Cha d'fhuair i ‘n onoir a shaoil i, 
‘N t-urram fhaotainn air na bardan. 

‘S mor an treunntas le Anna, 
Bhi cho gheur le sgainneil chainnte, 
‘S mairg" air ‘na thachair bean bheumach, 
Aig am beil am beul gun fhaitheam; 
‘M fear a bheir ise dhachaigh, 
‘S ann air thig a chreach ‘san calldach, 
‘Nuair shaoil e gum bu bhean cbeart i, 
‘S ann thachair e ri bhana-mhaighatir. 

• 
A bhana-chleasaiche gun ghrinneas, 
•S mairg fleasgach a theid na caramh, 
.‘S trie i tuiteam leis na gillean, 
Ceap tuislidh i do na fearaibk; 
A bhean bhruidhneach, mhisgeach, ghionach, 
Ghlearaeh, lonach, shanntach, shallach, 
Roinn gu reubadh air a teangaidh, 
Coltach ri gath geur na nathrach. 

Comhdach nach falaich a craiceann, 
Leomach gun seol air cuir leis ann, 
Cha'n ‘eil brogad slnn mu’ casan, 
Cha‘n ‘eil cota ‘n-aird mu leasaibh; 
Oirre tha aogas na glaistig, 
Neul an aoig ‘na h-aodainn preasach, 
Closach i air searga’ lachdunn, 
‘S coltach i ri dealbh na Leisge ! 

Taigh tha lan de mhuathan misgeach, 
‘S ole an t-ait an d‘rinn mi tachairt, 
Ged’ thaine’ mi ann gun fhios domh, 
‘S fhearr falbh trath na fuireach aca : 
Bana^mkaighsdir a chomuinn bhristich 
Anna tha ainmeil ‘san eachdraidh; 
Mu gheibh each i mar f huair mis i, 
Cha tig iad gu brath g‘a laic inn. 
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AOIR UISDEAN PHIOBAIR’. 

Turas a chaidh mi air astar 
A Chinn-taile, 

Chunna mi daoin-uailse tlachdmhor, 
Caoimhnei), pairteach; 

Bha aon bhallach ann air banais, 
A thug dhomh tamailt, 

0 ‘n a bha e-san mar sin domh-sa, 
‘S ann mar so bhios raise dha-san. 

‘S ann an sin a thoisich Uisdean, 
Mar a ni cu an droch naduir, 

Tabhunaich ri sluadh na duthcha, 
‘S be run gu‘n gearradh e ‘n sailtq^n 

‘S math an oompanach do‘n chu e, 
‘S dona ‘n companach le each e, 

Cha chuideachd e bhard no phiobair, 
Aig a mhiomhalachd ‘sa dh’fhas e. 

Aidich fhein nach ‘eil thu ‘d phiobair, 
‘S leig dhiot bhi ‘m barail gur bard thu; 

Daoine cridheil iad le cheile, 
‘S bithidh iad gu leir a tair ort; 

Fear ciuil gun bhinneas gun ghrinneas, 
Fuadaichidh sinn as ar pairt e. 

Mar a thilgeas iad craobh chrionaich 
0 ‘n fhionan a mach as a gharadh. 

Mu chi thu*a bard no filidh 
No fear dana 

Mu bhios aon diubh ‘g iarraidh gille’ 
Ghiulan malaid, 

Lean an duine sin le durachd, 
Los gu‘n siubhla’ tu h-uil aite; 

‘S mor an glanadh air do dhuthaich, 
1 chuir cul riut ‘s thu g‘a fagail. 

No ma chi thu fear a sheinneas 
Piob no clarsach, 

Faodaidh tusa ‘n t-inneal ciuil 
A ghiulan da-san, 

Gus am hi craiceann do dhroma* 
Fas na bhallaibh loma, bana, 

Mar a chi thu mille’ srathrach 
Air gearran a bhios ri aiteach. 

Cia mar a dheanadh e oran, . 
Gun eolas, gun tuigse naduir, 

0 nach deanadh e air doigh e, 
S ann bu choir dha fuireach samhach ; 

Bruidhinn ghlugach ‘s cuid di mabach, 
Moran stadaich ann am pairt d'i, 

Na ni e phlabartaich chomhraidh, 
Cha bheo nathuigeas a Ghaelig. 

‘S sgimealair cheanna na‘m bord thu, 
Far am faigh thu‘n t-ol gun phaigheadh ; 

Cia mar chunntas sinn na geocaich, 
Mar bi Uisdean og ‘san aireamh ? 

Cha robh do bhru riamh aig siochadh, 
Gus an lionadh tu bhiadh chaich i: 

*3 mor an t-«l na chaisgeadh t’-iotadh, 
‘Nuair chite thu ‘8 do ghloc paiteach. 

'S trie do leab’ an lag an otraich. 
No‘n cul garaidh, 

Bi do cheann air con-tom comhnard, 
‘S ro mhath ‘n t-ait e; 

Bidh na coin ag iomlaich t’fheosaig, 
A toirt diot a bheoil ‘sa chairean, 

Do chraos dreammach toirt phog salach 
A’d dhearbh bhraithrean. 

Na‘n cluinne’ sibh muc a rucail, 
Geoidh a‘s tunnagan a racail, 

‘S ann mar sin a bha piob Uisdean, 
Bronach muladach a ranaich ; 

Muineal gun’ aolmann air tucha, 
‘N ribheid cha‘n fheud bhi laidir, 

‘S e call daonnan air a chul-thaobh, 
Na gaoith bu choir dol an ‘sa mhala. 

Bha lurga coin air son gaothair’ 
A’d chraos farsuinn, 

‘S culaidh sin a thogail plaigh 
‘S an cnai’ air malcadh ; 

Rinn e t‘anail salach breun, 
Ma theid neach fo‘n Ghrein an taic riut, 

‘S fhearr bhi eadar thu ‘sa ghaoth, 
Na seasamh air taobh an fhasga. 

Cia mar a ni Uisdean og dhuibh 
Ceol gu damhsa, 

Nuair a chitheadh tu sruth ronn 
0‘n h-uile toll a bh’ air an t-seannsair ; 

‘Sgeul tha fior a dh‘innseas mise, 
Gur h-e dh‘fhag e ‘nis cho manntach' 

Gu‘n tug iad dheth leis an t-siesar 
Barr na teanga. 

Seididh Uisdean piob an ronngain, 
‘S mor a h-anntlachd, 

Bithidh i coltach ri gaoir chonnsbeach 
A bhiodh an cnoc fraoich a dranndail; 

An Circeapoll laimh ri Tonga, 
A’ baigearachd air muinntir bainnse, 

Fhuair mise piobaire ‘n rumpuill, 
‘S dh'fhag mi ann e. 

AOIR IAIN FAOCHAIGH. 

Iain Fhaochaig* ann an Sasunn, 
‘S mor a mhasladh ‘us a mhi-chliu, 
Chaill e na bh’ aige de chairdeann, 
‘S tha ‘naimhdean air cinntinn lionmhor, 
Ge b’ fhad’ a theich e air astar, 
Chaidh a ghlacadh, ‘s tha e ciosnaicht; 
Charaich iad e fo na glasan, 
‘3 tha ‘n iuchair taisgt’ aig maor a phriosain. 

Tha e ‘nis’ an aite cumhann, 
‘S e ‘n a chruban, dubhach, deurach, 
A chas daingeann ann an iarunn, 
‘G a phianadh, a‘s e ‘n a eigin. 

* John Wilks. 
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B’ fhasa dha ‘bhi anns an fhiabliras 
Na ‘n iarguin a tha ‘n a chreubhaig ; 
‘S e ‘n sin o cheann eorr a’s bliadhna, 
A h-uile la ag iarraidh reite. 

Ach, na‘m faigheadh tusa reite 
An eirig na rinn thu ‘sbeannachas, 
B‘aobhar-misnich do gaeb beist e 
Gu‘m faodadh iad fein do leanmhainn ; 
Fear gun seadh, gun lagh, gun reusan, 
‘S anns an eucoir a ta t-earbsa ; 
Theann thu mach o achd na cleire, 
‘S thug thu boid nach eisd thu searmoin ! 

Thug thu di-meas air an Eaglais, 
Air a chreideimh, ‘s air na h-aintean 
Chuir thu breugan air an Trianaid 
‘S air na h-iarrtasan a dh’ fhag iad ; 
Tha e ‘nis’ ‘n a ghnothach cosail, 
‘Heir an t-soisgeil ‘tha mi claistinn, 
Gu‘n do chuir thu cul ri sochair 
Na saors’ a choisinn ar Slan‘ear. 

Chuir thu cul ri d’ bhoidean-baistidh, 
‘S mor a mhasladh dhut an aicheadh, 
Chaill thu ‘chuirt ‘am biodh an ceartas, 
Itoghnaich thu ‘m peacadh ‘n a h-aite ; 
Ghleidh thu ‘n riaghalt ‘s an seol-stiuiridh 
A bh‘aig ludas, do dhearbh bhrathair ; 
‘S mor an sgainneal air do dhuthaich 
Thusa, bhruid, gu‘n d’ rinn thu fas innt. 

Ach, ged a sheallte ‘h-uile doire, 
Cha robh coille riamh gun chrionach, 
‘S tha fios aig an t-saoghal buileach 
Nach bi ‘choill uile cho direach :— 
‘S tusa ‘chraobh ‘tha ‘n deigh seacadh. 
Gun chairt, gun mheangain, gun mheuran. 
Gun snomhach, gun sugh, gun duilleach, 
Gun rusg, gun urad nam freumhan. 

‘S tu an t-eun a chaidh ‘s an deachamh, 
‘S e nead crcacht’ an deachaidh t-fbagail; 
‘S tu ‘m fitheach nach d’ rinn an ceartas, 
A chaidh air theachdaireachd o ‘n airc ; 
‘S tu ‘m madadh-allaidh gun fhiaclan, 
S’ mairg a dh'iarradh ‘bhi mar tha thu, 
‘S tu ‘n ceann-cinnidh aig na biastan, 
‘S tha gach duin’ a‘s fiach a’ tail- ort. 

Cha-n ioghnadh learn thu ‘bhi ‘d bhalach, 
‘S ‘bhi salach ann ad nadur, 
0‘n a thin thu ris an duthchas 
A bh' aig na sgiursairean o‘n tain’ thu ! 
‘S tu ‘n t-isean a fhuair an t-umaidh 
Bis an t-siursaich air na sraidean : 
‘S i ‘n droch-bheirirt a thog ‘ad chloinn thu, 
‘S ann ‘ad shloightire ‘chaidh t-arach ! 

Thoisich thu ’n toiseach gu h-iseal 
Air a’ chrine ‘s air a’, bhochdainn ; 
S e ‘n donas thug dhut a bhi sporsail 
‘S ann bu choir dhut bhi ’gad chosnadh, 
‘S bochd nach d’ fhan thu aig do dhuthchas, 
‘Ad bhruthair a’ bruich nam poitean. 

A’ cumail dibhe ris gach grudair’ 
’Nuair a dhruigheadh iad na botail. 

Bha thu, greis ‘ad thim, ‘ad bhaigear, 
‘S laidh thu ‘n f had sin air na cairdean, 
A bhi oidhche ‘s gach taigh a‘s duthaich, 
A dhuraigeadh cuid an truth’ dhut ; 
A mheud ‘s a bha de dh’ ainfheich ortsa 
Chuir thu Cuid nam bochd g’ a phaidheadh : 
Ciod e ‘nis’ a chuir an stoc thu 
Ach an robaireachd ‘s a mheirle ? 

Shaoil thu gu‘m faigheadh tu achain, 
(Bu mhasladh gu‘m biodh i ‘d thairgse)' 
CeatLsuidhe ‘am parlamaid Bhreatuinn, 
Gunxhiall, gun cheartas, ‘ad eanchainn. 
Duine dall a chaidh air seachran, 
Nach ‘eil beachdail air na ‘s fhearra dha, 
Le comhradh tubaisdeach, tuisleach, 
‘S le sir droch-thuiteamas cearbach. 

Duine gun fhearann, gun oighreachd. 
Gun ni’ gun staoile, gun airgiod, 
Gun bheus, gun chreidhimh, gun chreideas, 
Gun ghin a chreideas a sheanachas ; 
Duine misgeach, bristeach, brcugach, 
Burraidh tha na bheisd ‘s n‘a ainmhidh, 
‘S trioblaid-inntinn, le itheadh deisneach, 
Gu trie a’ teumadh a chridhe chealgaich. 

Thoisich thu ‘n toiseach *'s an eucoir 
Aginnse bhreugan air righ Deorsa, 
Cha chreid duine bhuat an sgeul ud, 
‘S cha toir iad eisdeachd do d’ chomhradh; 
‘S beag a dhruigheas do dhroch-dhurachd, 
Aig oighr’ a’ chruin a‘s na corach 
*S a liuthad neach a tha, gu toileach, 
A’ toirt onorach d’ a mhorachd, 

Ge beag ortsa Morair LouduLi, 
B’ aithne dhomhs’ an sonn o‘n d’ fhas e, 
Duin-uasal foisinneach, fonnar, 
Cridhe connar, aigne arda;— 
Seanalair, air thus na h-armailt,- 
A bha ainmeil anns san blaraibh;— 
Cha mhisd e madadh air bhaothal 
A bhi tabhannaich an tras’ ris. 

‘S gorach a labhair thu moran 
Air cul larla Bhoid, an t-armunn, 
Connspunn onorach, le firinn 
A’ seasamh na rioghachd gu laidir; 
‘S e gu h-ard-urramach, priseil 
Ann an cuirt an righ ‘s na ban-righ‘n 
A dh’ aindeoin na Faochaig ‘s ham biasdafi 
Leis am ’fhiach dol ann am pairt ris. 

Tha thu sonraicht’ ann ad chonan 
A’ togail conais ‘am measg dhaoine, 
Cha chualas roimhe do choimcas 
A bhi dhonas air an t-saoghal, 
Ach an nathair an garadh Edein, 
A mheall Eubh aig bun na craoibhe, 
A chomhairlich gu buain a mhios i, 
A dh’fhag ris an cinne-daoine. 
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Bhruidhinn thu gu leir mu Albainn, 
‘S Vj’fhearr dhut gu‘m fanadh tu samhach, 
Na‘n tigeadh tu ‘n coir nan Garbh-chrioch, 
Ba mhairg a bhiodh ann ad aite; 
Bhiodh tu ‘m priosan ri do lathan 

! ‘Uh ‘aindeoin na ghabhadh do phairt-sa; 
| ‘S an eirig na rinn thu ‘dhroch-bheairt, 

Bheirteadh chroich mar ghalar-bais dhut. 

Cha'n ioghnadh dhut bbi fo mhulad, 
Fhuair thu diumb gach duin’ an al so; 
‘S e sin fein a bha thu ‘cosnadh, 

I ‘S creutair crosd thu o‘n a dh’ fhas thu; 
‘S lionar mi-run ann ad chuideachd,— 
Mallachd na Cuigse ‘s a’ Phap ort ! 

|: Mallachd an t-saoghail gu leir ort! 
I ‘S mo mhallaehd fein mar ri each ort! 

RANN 
!A GItABHAS MAIGHDEAN d’a LEANNAN. 

Cha ’n eolas graidh dhut 
ITJisge shrabh na shop, 

Ach gradli an fhir ting riut, 
Le blaths a tharruinn ort; 
Eirich moeh Di-domhnuich 
Gu lie chomhnairt phlataich, 

p ’S thoir leat beannachd pobuill, 
Agus currachd sagairt; 
Tog sud air a ghualainn 
Agus sluasaid nahaide, 
Faigh naoi gasan ran'aich. 
Air an gearradh, le tuaigh, 
A's tri chnaimiiean seann-duine, 
Air an tarruinn a uaigh ; 
Eoisg air teine crionaich e, 
Dean sud gu leir na luath, 
Suath sin ra gheala-bhroilleach, 
An aghaidh na gaoith tuath; 
’S theid mise ’n ra’s am barrantas, 
Nach falbh’m fear ud bhuat. 

MARBH-RANN DO CHU 
A CHAIDH BATH Ann ’SA MHAIGIIEACH TAB- 

SAI.NM NA BHEUL. 

Latha do Phadruig a sealg, 
’Am breach nan learg air sliabh. 
Thug e ghleann Artanaig sgriob, 
’S ann thachair e’m frith nam fiadh. 
Leig e na shiubhal an cu, 
A blia luath, laidir, lughar, diann, 
Cha robh a leitliid riamh san tir; 
Ach bran a bh’aig righ nam Fian. 

Gaodliar, bu gharg calg a’s fionnadh, 
Cruaidh, colgara, fuil a’s malla, 

Bu mhath dreach, a’s dealbh, a’s cumachd, 
A ehurraidh bu gbarg sa charraid, 
Bheirreadh e’m fladh dcarg a mullach, 
’S am Boc-earb, a dluthas a bharraich, 
B’e fhasan bhi triall don mhunadh, 
’S cha tain’ e riamh dhachaigh fallamh. 

Culaidh leagadh nan damh donn, 
Air mullach na’n tom’s nan cnoc, 
Namhaid n’am biasd dubh a’s ruadh, 
’S ann air a bha buaidh nam broc. 
Bha mhaigheach tarsainn na bheul, 
Thuit iad le cheil ann an slochd; 
Bha iad baite bonn ri bonn, 
A’s muladach sin loam a nochd. 

RANN CO’-DHUNAIDH. 

Tha mise’m shuidh air an uaigh, 
Tha ’n leaba’ sin fuar gu leoir, 
Gu’n fhios agam cia fhad an tim, 
Gus an teannar mi fhein da coir; 
Comhdach flainin’s leine lin, 
A’s ciste dhubh dhionach bhord, 
Air mheud’s ga ’n cruinnich mi ni, 
Sud na theid learn sios fo’n f hod. 

’S beag ar curam ro ’n bhas, 
’M fad ’sa bhios sinn laidir og, 
Saoilidh sinn mu gheibh sinn dail, 
Gur e ar ’n aite fuireach beo; 
Faodaidh sinn fhaicinn air each, 
’S iad g’ar fagail gach aon lo, 
Gur nadurra dhuinne gach trath, 
Gum beil am has a’ teannadh oirnn. 

Tha mo pheaca-sa ro throm, 
’S muladach sin learn an drast; 
Tha mi smaoineacha’ gu trie, 
Liuthad uair a bhrist mi ’n aithn, 
Re miann mo dhroch inntinn fein, 
Leis an robh mo chreubhag lan ; 
Gun chuimhn air Ughdarras De, 
Le duraehd am bheul n’am laimh. 

Ged’ is mor mo pheaca gniomh, 
’S mi ’n ciontacoud plieaeaidh Adh’mh, 
Cheannacba’ mi le fuil gu daor, 
A dhoirte sgaoilteach air a bhlar; 
Tha mo dimil, ’s cha dochas faoin, 
Ri ioelid f miotainn air a sgath, 
Gu’n glacar m’anam gu sitli, 
Le fulangas Chriosd amhain : 

Tha mo dhochas ann an Criosd 
Nach diobalr e mi gubrath, 
’Nuair aleagar mo chorp sios 
Ann an staid iosail fo’n bhlar; ' 
Gu’n togar m’anam a suas, $ 
Gu rioghachd nam buadh’s nan gras, 
Gu’m bi mo leaba fo’ dhion 
Cois cathrach an Ti is aird. 
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Cha bhiodh m’eagal ro’ an aog, 
Ged’ thigeadh e m thaobh gun dail, 
N’am bithinn co pheaca saor, 
’N dcigh’s a ghaoil a thug mi dha ; 
Tha mo dhuil anns an Dia bheo, 
Gu’n dean e trocair orm an drast, 
Mo thoirt a ’steach a’ dh’ionad naomh, 
’N cuideachd Mhaois a’s Abraham, 

Gabhaidh mi nis mo ehead an t-sluagh, 
L«’n toirt suas daibh ann am’ chainnt, 
Fagaidh mi aca na chnuasaich 
Na stuaghan a bh’ann am cheann; 
’Los gu’n abair iad ra’ eheile, 
“ Mar a leugii sinn t'ein gach rann, 
Co air an d’theid sinn ga’n sirreadh? 
’Nis cha’n ’eil am Filidh ann.” 

MAEBH-RANN AN UGHDAIR, 
DHA FEIN.* 

Flint tha’d sheas amh air mo lie 
Bha mise mar tha thu’n drast; 
Si mo leaba ’n diugh an uaigh, 
Cha’n’eil smior no smuais a’m’ chnaimh: 
Ged’ tha thusa laidir, og, 
Cha mhair beo, ged’ fhuair thu dail; 
Gabh mo chomhairle’s hi glic, 
Cuimhnieh trie gu’n tig am bas. 

Cuimhnieh t-anam a’s do Shlanuigh’r, 
Cuimhnich Pharras thar gach ait; 
Gabh an cothrom gu bhi sabhailt 
Ann an gairdeachas gu brath : 
Ged’ a thuit sinn anns a gharadh 
Leis an fhailling a rinn Adh’mh, 
Dh’eirich ar misneach as ur 
’Nuair fhuair sinh Cumhnant’ nan Gras. 

Cuimhnieh daonnan a chur romhad, 
Gu’n coimhead thu a h-uile aithn’, 
O’se cumhaehdan an ard righ 
Rinn am fagail air da chlar; 

* The Author’s Epitaph, by himself. 

Chaidh sin liubhairt do Mhaois; 
Rinn Maois an liubhairt do chach; 
Na’m b’urrain sinne ga’m freagradh, 
Cha b’aobhar eagail am bas. 

Caochladh beatha th’ ann’s cha bhas, 
Le beannachadh grasmhor, buan ; 
Gach neach a ni a chuid is fearr, 
’S math ’n t-ait am faigh e dhuais 
Cha blii’n t-anam ann an cas, 
Ged’ than corp a’ tamh’s an uaigh, 
Gus an latha’n tig am Brath 
’S an eirich sliochd Adhaimh suas. 

Seinnear an trompaid gu h-ard, 
Cluinnear’s na h-uile ait’ a fuaim ; 
Duisgear na mairbh as a bhlar 
’N do charaich each iad ’nan suain; 
’S mheud ’sa chailleadh le an-uair, 
No le annradh fuar a chuain ; 
Gu sliabh Shioin theid an sluagh, 
Dh’ fhaotain buaidh le fuil an Uain. 

Gheibh iad huaidii, mar fhuair an siol, 
A chinn lionmhor anns an f honn ; 
Cuid deth dh’fhas gu fallain, direach, 
’S cuid na charran iosal erom; 
Gleidhear a ehuid a tha lionntach, 
’Am boil brigh a’s torradh trom ; 
Caillear a chuid a bhios aotrom, 
’S leigear leis a ghaoith am moll. 

Cha’n’eil bean na duine beo, 
Na lanain phosda nach dealaich ; 
Bha iad lionmhor sean a’s og 
Ar luchd-eolais nach ’eil maireann : 
Cha b’e sin an t-aobhar broin 
Bhi ga’n cuir fo’n fhod am falach, 
Na’m biodh am bas na bhas glan, 
Cha bu chas talamh air thalamh. 

Ghabh mi ’nis mo chead do’n t-saoghal, 
’S do na daoine dh’fhuirich ann; 
Fhuair mi greis gu sunndach aotrom, 
’S i ’n aois a rinn m’ f hagail faun : 
Tha mo thalantan air caochladh, 
’S an t-aog air tighinn’s an am: 
’S e m’ achanaich air sgath m’ Fhear- 

saoraidh, 
Bhi gu math’s an t-saoghal thall. 
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FEAR SRATH-MHAISIDH. 

Mr. Labciiran Macpherson, of Strathmasic, was torn about the year 1723, and 
died in the latter end of the last century. * He was a gentleman and a scholar; and 
crave his able assistance to Mr. James McPiierson in his arduous and successful O 
translations of Ossian’spoems. His own works have not been printed in a collected 
form, and the most of®em have, therefore, never been committed to press.* Mr. 
Macpherson was net a poet by profession ; he invoked his muse only when an ob- 

} ject of approbation or animadversion presented itself, and attracted his notice : his 
observations and remarks were made on the customs and manners of men ; his hu- 

: mour was directed against, and his ridicule exposed, excesses. He had the felicity 
of expressing himself in terms most appropriate to the posture and light in which 
men stood, who exposed themselves to censure ; and he never failed in placing 
them in a position in which no one would wish to be found, yet into which many 
often fall. 

« 
CUMHA DO DH’ EOBHON MACPHEAItiON', TIGHEARNA CHLUAINAIDH. 

[air mi a teicheadh do ’n fhraing.] 

Our lionmhor trioblaid sinte, 
Eis an linn a chi ’n droch Shanghai so, 
Tha plaigh, claidheamh’s mi-run ann, 
Tha gaol na firinn aotrom ann, 
Tha fear na-foille direadh ann, 
Tha ’h cri-aon-f hillt’ a’ tearnadh ann, 
’S ma lasas eas’ a rireamh rin 
Oheibh daoine direach aomadh ann. 

Oed dh’eirinn le righ Senmas, 
Agus doi air ghleus fo m’ armachd leis, 
Mar saoil mi gur li-e'n eu-coir e, 
An ni choir gu’n eight’ am chealgairmi? 
Ma ni sinn mar a’s leir dhuinn 
Cha Vihi Righ na Grein cho feargach ruinn, 
Ach ’se elann nan daoin’ a’s geir-breithich, 
’S gur fad is eis air Alba sin. 

O! is iomadh gaisgeaeh sar-bhuilleach, 
A laodaich blar an cunntais oirn, 

Thug Tearlach a’s na fasaiehean, 
Chaill fuil an dail nan Stiubhartach, 
Kan cadal trom’s na h^araiehean, 
’S a’n cul ri lar’s clia duisgear iad, 
Rha eroich a’s tuagh toirt has orra. 
’S bha euid dhiu dh’fhag an Duthchannan. 

Am fear a dh’fhag an duthaich so, 
Bu mhath air chul na Cruadhaeh e, 
Be'n Gael sgaiteach, cliuteaeh e, 
’S bu duthasach air Cluainidh e : 
Be’n crann chuir croiseal diubhalach 
A dhruid a null tliar ehuaintean e; 
Thug teisteas fir thar eheudan leis, 
“ A ehaoidli naeh mend a bhuadhaicheas.” 

Gu’m b’fhearail, smiorail, anmant e 
Bu lasair fhearg ’nuair dhuisgeadh e 
Bu bheo na fhcol’s na mhcalbhainn e, 
Bu bliealach far am bruelidadh e, 

* All the poems that we have ever heard or seen attributed to him are in the collection, with the 
exception of lour: viz., A Hunting Song, in the form of a dialogue between the sportsman and the 
mountain deer, in which President Forbes’s Unclothing Act is loudly declaimed against; The 
Advice, in which the poet labours to curb ambition, and to modify inordinate worldly desires ; An 
Amorous Piece, and Aoir nan Luch. These last two we have captured in an old Manuscript, to- 
gether with the song we have classed first in his section of this work. We have had considerable 

- liliiculty in deciphering it; but the Love ditty we fouud partly erased and partly unintelligible, and 
Aoir nan Lucie, although not destitute of merit, is not much to our liking. 

t 
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Mar thuinn ri carraig fhairgeach e, 
Mar fhaoilleach’s stoirm ga dubhlachadh, 
Mar thein air fraoch nan garbhlaicliean. 
’S mar easraich gharbh an ur uisge. 

Cha chuireadh faileas gruaimean air 
’S cha chuireadii fuathas campar air, 
Cha bu raghainn tuasaid leis, 
’S na b’flieudar dlia bu luath-lamhaeh, 
Blia luim, a’s greim, a’s cruadal ann, 
’S bu treun a’ bualadh namhaid e, 
M ar ealtainn gheur fo'n flieur uain e 
Gun gearrte sluagh san aimhreit Icis. 

Cha bu bhrais gun reusan e 
’S cha mho bu leumach, goraeh e, 
Biodh lamb a casg na h-eu-corach 
’S lamb eile treun sa’ chomraig aig. 
Bha truas a’s ioclul ri feumaich ann, 
’S b’i sith a’s reit a b’ordugh dha, 
’S cha’n fhaca mis le'm leirsinne 
No’n neach fo’n ghrein ri foirncart c. 

Cha bu duine goAch e, 
A chuireadh bosd a thruacantas 
Mu nadur gu dearbh b’eolach mi, 
Bha cuid de’m sheorsa dh’eireadh leis : 
Mas buidheann ghasd an comhraig sibh. 
Bidh na Naoidh an conaidh beusadh dhuibh, 
’S mas bratach tliais an co-stri sibh, 
Cha chluinnear beoil a’ seis umaibh. 

’Nunir tlirialladh brais na feirge dheth, 
Bu mhalta tla mar mhaighdeinn e, ^ 
Bu bhlath mar aiteal grein mhoich e, 
Bu chiuin mar speur an anamoich c 
Mar ghlacair oigh fo ceud-bharra, 
’S i tighinn gu reith gu caoimhnealachd, 
Bha sean a’s og cho speiseil dhetn,- 
’S nach fac iad treun cho toilltcannach. 

’Nuair bha’n saoghal bruailleanach, 
’S gluasad air luchd nathsaichean 
’Nuair bhiodh an einn gun chluasagan. 
Gun tamh le buail’ a’s bathaichean, 
Thug Eobhon sgriob thoirt fuasgladh dhuinn 
’S ghlais e suas a Ghaeldaehd, 
’S eha’n iarradh iad mar bhuachaillean 
’S an taobh-tuath ach na fasaichean. 

Ach dh-fhalbh e nisa’s dh’fhag e sinn, 
’S co chaisgeas lamb na h-eacorach ? 
Ged fhaicte ’n choir ga sarachadh, 
Gu'n chaill sinn lamb ar treundais, , 
Mo bheannachd suas do Pharrais leis, 
Bho’n dh’f hill am has na eideadh e, 
S a dh’aindean righ a’s parlamaid, 
Ilinn Righ nan grasan reite ris. 

COMUNN AN UISGE-BHEATHA. 
Fear mo ghaoil an t-uisge-beatha. 
Air am bi na daoin’ a feitheamh ! 
‘S trie a chuir e saoi ‘na laidhe 

Gun aon chlaideamh rusgadh. 
Ciod eile chuireadh sunvt oirn, 
Mur cuireadh bean a'~s liunn e ? 

‘Nuair chaisgeas gach sluagh am pathadh, 
‘S a theid mac nam buadh air ghabhail, 
‘S iionmhor uaisle feadh an taighe 

‘S biasd nach caitheadh cuinneadh. 
Ciod eile, fyc. 

• 
Cha b‘e sud an comunn suarrach. 
‘S inairg a dh’iarradh #n taobh shuas daibb. 
‘S iad nach cromadh than na fuaraig, 

Ge bu dual daibh ‘n luireach. 
Ciod eile, $c. 

Gheibht’ an sin gach lamb bu chruaidhe, 
‘S co b'fhearr na clann na tuatha ? 
‘M fear bhiodh aig an.amar-fhuaiR 

Gu ‘m buailcadh e aon triuir dhiubh. 
Ciod eile, fyc. 

Bi‘dh iad lan misnich is cruadail, 
Gu h-aigcantach brisg ‘san tuasaia. 
Chuireadh aon fhichead san uair sin 

Tearlach Ituadh fo ‘n chrun duian ! 
Ciod eile, fyc. 

Chluinneadh fear a bhiodh gun ehluais iad. 
Nan deanndh luinneag a‘s fuaim e; 
Comunn teangach, cainnteaehT cuachach, 

Damhsach, suairc’, neo-bhruideil. 
Ciod eile, fyc. 

Comunn aoidheil, olmhor, pairteil, 
Pogach, dornach, sronach, gabhaidh, 
Sporsail, ceolmhor, cornach, gaireach, 

Nach cuir cas gu smuirein. 
Ciod eile, ^ c. 

Gar am paidhear an fheill-martuinn 
‘S ged’ rach an righ  mbathair, 
Leanaidh iads’ an ioe-shlaint admhor 

Gus am fog an lughs iad. 
Ciod eile, fyc. 

‘M fear a chaidh choimhead na h-oidhchc-, 
Leig a chasan air a dhruim e; 
Thug e staigh an rud nach d’rinn e, 

‘S b’oillteil a bha chultaobh. 
Ciod eile, fyc. 

I>h‘eirich am fear a bha laimh ris 
Tneicheadh ro bholadh an fhailidh, 
Thuit e anns a’ mhuighe-lagain, 

•S mhill a’ chath a shuilean. 
Ciod eile, fyc. 

I)h‘eirich an ti’eas fear gu daicheil 
I Chum ‘s gu‘n tearnadh e‘m fear baitc* 
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Cliuir e ghriosach as le mhasan, 
‘S cota Spainneaeli ur air. 

Ciod eile, fyc. 

‘X sin dar dh‘eirich iad uile 
Thuirt fear, “ Gabhar greim do ‘n duine, 
Fhuair e masladh, ‘s clia b‘e munar : 

Lcisgeadh mu ‘na ghlun e.” 
Ciod eile, SfC. 

Thuirt caraid an f hir a chaidh losgadh 
“ Tha thu fior bhreugach, a losgain. 
Bi inaoh fhad ‘s tba ‘n dorus fosgailt’, 

Oglaich, lobhte dhuisg so.” 
Ciod eile, tj'c. 

San uair a ‘s fearr a bhios aea 
Bi‘dh lamh air gach cuail’ a‘s bata, 
Bi‘dh fear buailtc, ‘s tear ga thachdadh, 

‘S fear fo ‘n casan eiurrte. 
Ciod eile, i^c. 

Fear eile thig aileag ‘na bhragad, 
Stiuiridh e‘m broilleaeh a bhrathar 
Aran pronn, a‘s im a‘s caise, 

Brucach, Math, cur smuid dheth. 
Ciod eile, ^c. 

Their bean-an-taighe gu diblidh— 
“ Dhuin’, is ole an caradh bidh sin, 
‘S mor a b‘fhearr dhomh agam fhin e, 

‘S moid a phris a‘s duthaich.” • 
Ciod eile, $c 

‘N sin dar thig na coin sa chom-ith, 
Leigidh iad air cimith camith. 
Leasaichidh fear eile an nollaig 

Le gleus ronnach urar. 
Ciod'eile, ,j'c. 

‘Nuair dh'fhasas a’ bhangaid goirid, 
Chuid nach tainig ach mu dheireadh, 
0 nach faigh iad lan an goile, 

Goiridh iad gu diumach. 
Ciod eile, tjr. 

Theid iadsan a nis anns sa cheile, 
‘S chi gach mad’ e fein ‘an deigh laimb, 
Bi‘dh surd air na h-armaidh gleusta, 

‘S dcudaichean ‘gan rusgadh. 
Ciod eile, Sgc. 

‘S ann an sin a bhios a’ chaonnag, 
Firum, farum, chon a‘s dhaoine, 
Clann a’ ranaich, mnai ri caoine, 

‘S baobhail crost’ a’ chuirt iad. 
Ciod eile, fyc. 

‘S ma chreideas gach fear na chual e, 
‘S meas’ e na thuirt Callurn Ruadh rium. 
‘S iad na coin a bhios ‘an uachdar. 

‘S bi’ daoiu’ uaisle muchta. 
Ciod eile, §c. 

A BHANAIS BIIAN. 
LUINMEAG. 

Mo run air a chomunn ud 
Cha somolta neo-thomadar.h. 
Mo dhurachd do ‘n chomunn ud 
Gun bho gun bholla gann daibh. 

An cuala' sibhs’ a bhanais bhan, 
Bh‘aig Eobhon Mac-Dhughaill Ui-mairt, 
Ann am Pac-ulla gu h-ard 

Aig ua thraigh iad angar. 
Mo run, §c. 

‘Nuair a thainig iad a nios 
Rinn rad achanaich ri Brian 
lad a bhi uille cho Hath, 

Re ciabhag fhir na bainnse. 
Mo run, ^c. 

Labhair fear na bainse fein 
Tha dath airgeid oirn’ gu leir 
Ciod an cron tha oirn fo ‘n ghrein 

Mar dean fear-beurra rann oirn ? 
Mo run, fyc. 

Thuirt Padruig Mac-Mhuirich gu foil 
Agam-sa ‘tlia bhratach shroil 
Is mar sguir am bard d‘a sgleo 

Mar tha mi beo theid sreang air. 
Mo run, fyc. 

Labhair an Cleireach gu dan’ 
Agam-sa ta ceart thar chach; 
Theid am Ministeir am’ phairt 

‘S gun teid am bard sa phrangas. 
Mo run, ^c. 

Thuirt am Maighisdir-Sgoile liath 
Mu ‘se gleus-air-mas a mhiann, 
Mo roghuinn-s’ e th‘airscaehd ciad 

‘Si cheaird bha riamh cuir aun dgmh. 
Mo run, §c. 

Thuirt fear bu daine na each 
Again cha‘n‘eil speis d‘ar dan, 
Eiribh ‘s cuimt’ an t-urlar bla’ 

‘S gu‘n lion mo lamh-sadram dhuibh. 
Mo run, fyc. 

Dh‘eirich iad nil cho bhras 
‘S ann an sud bha farum chas. 
Mar gu‘m bitheadh an trup ghlas, 

Ag dol am baitcal Frangach. 
Mo run, fyc. 

Cha di-chuimhnich mi gu brath 
Gus an teid mi anns an lar 
Comunn ciar-dubh glas mo graidh 

A bha san tra so damhsadh. 
Mo run, <j'c. 
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A BHRIGIS LACHDUNN. 

LUINNEAG. 
‘S coma learn a bhrigis lachdunn, 
B’ annsci ‘m feile-beag m breacan, 
‘S beag a ghabh mi riamh de thlachd. 

Be 'nfhasan a bh‘aig clann nan Gall. 
• 

Ciia Chleirichean ‘s cha ‘n Easbuigean, 
Chum a bharr au t-seisein mi ; 
Ach a bhrigis leibideach, 

Nach doanadh anns na prcasan claim ! 
‘S coma leant, fyc. 

Ged tha bbrigis miothlachdar, 
Gur feumail anns na criochan i, 
Gach fear a bbios ri diolanas, 

Gu ‘n toir i striochdadh air gun taing. 
‘S coma learn, SfC. 

Ach cuiribh air na mnathan i, 
‘S ann orra ‘s fearr a laidheas i, 
Gur sgiobalt’ air feadh taighe i, 

‘S b’ o ‘n ceol am faighinn innt a damhs’. 
‘S coma learn, <5'c. 

Gur mise bh’ ann ‘sa ‘n eisdeachd, . 
‘S na mnathan ‘g radh ri cheile, 
Gu ‘m b’ fhearr leo orra fhein i, 

Na bin ceusadh an fhir chaim ! 
‘S coma learn, ^r- 

Cha mhath gu direadh bruthaich i, 
S cha ‘n fhiach leinn thun an t-siubhail i, 
‘S eba ‘n eil mi idir buidheach, 

Air an fhear a luthaig i bhi ann. 
‘S coma learn, fyc. 

Cha mhath an t-eideadh idir i, 
‘Nuair theid sinn anns an uisge lea, 
‘Nuairlubas i m’ ar ‘n iosgaidean, 

Gu ‘n d’ thoir i niosgaid air gach ball. 
‘S coma team, fyc. 

Bhrigis dubh gun sianadh, 
Chuir as an t-aodach briatha, 
Bhiodh fosgailt air ar bialthaobh, 

‘S nach iarradh a chumail teann. 
‘S coma leam, SfC. 

Chuir i mach do Shasunn sinn, 
Le surd a bin sgairteil oirnn, 
‘S leig i rithisd dhachaigh sinn, 

Gun fhiu a Chaiptein air ar ceann. 
‘S coma leam, fyc. 

Ged thug iad dhuinn ‘sa ‘n fhasan i, 
Cha ‘n eil i idir taitneach leinn, 
‘S truagh a Righ ! nach robh e tachte, 

‘M fear* a thug an t-achd a nail. 
‘S coma leam, $c. 

* Duncan Forbes, of Culloden, was Lord Pre- 
sident of the Court of Session in the eventful pe- 
riod of the Kebellion, 1~45. 

IAIN ftUADII SJIUBHART. 

John Roy Stdakt, not less celebrated for his invocations of the muse than for his 

prowess in the field of battle, was a native of Kincardine, in Badenoch. Being of 
the middle class, and the son of a respectable tacksman, to whose farm he succeeded, 
he had the benefit of a good education. His scholastic advantages, combined with 
his extraordinary genius, soon procured him the reputation of a “knowing one.” 
Like many other votaries of the muse, he manifested a strong and early predilection 
for hunting and fishing, which in themselves are a species of poetry. At an early 
period of his existence he copiously imbibed the principles of Jacobinism. These 
principles grew with his growth, and strengthened with his strength;—and he was 
always proud to trace his descent from the royal family of the Stuarts. We do not 
mean here to enter on the moral or constitutional dissection of a poet; but history 
and observation have combined to impress us with the fact, that people of Colonel 
Stuart’s mental structure are, some how or other, more liable to fall into companies, 
than men of solid clay. The continual demands upon his presence at the festive 
board led to some irregularities, upon which censoriousness might animadvert, but 
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over which we are disposed to draw the veil of oblivion. This we are the rather 
inclined to do, as he himself always stood forth as “king’s evidence’’ against his 
own eruptions at the shrine of Bacchus. His genuine sallies of wit have established 
his reputation as an arch wag; and his more plaintive strains are characterized 
throughout by originality and.great pathos. 

Stuart’s mind was of that fabric which delights in the jostle of the elements of 
strife ; and his puissant arm, coolness of courage, aud intrepidity of action, trum- 
peted his fame far and near. It is needless here to recount his adventures and 
“ hair-breadth ’scapes,” in the memorable civil war of 1745,—history already re- 
cords them. On the first outbreaking of that war he was in Flanders, actively en* 
gaged in belligerent operations against the British government, when the Duke of 
Cumberland was called home to lead the Hanoverian forces against the Prince. 
Boy Stuart also hurried to his native country, now distracted with intestine broils 
and civil war; and when at Culloden, he signalized himself in hewing and cutting 
down the red-coats, and spreading havoc and death on all hands, the Duke, point- 
ing to the subject of our memoir, inquired who he was : “ Ah !” replied one of his 
aides-de-camp, “ that is John Roy Stuart.” “ Good God !” exclaimed the Duke, 
“ the man I left in Flanders doing the butcheries of ten heroes ! Is it possible that 
he could have dogged me here ?” It is told of Colonel Stuart that he strongly 
urged for a day’s truce before attacking the Government forces at Culloden. This 
however, Lord George Murray overruled; and the prognostications of the Colonel 
w'ere but too fully verified in the result of a precipitate and unequal combat. The 
sombre feelings whoso dark current chafed his soul in consequence of the extinguish- 
ment of the Jacobites’ hopes on that day, are beautifully embodied in two fine and 
pathetic songs. In one of these he directly charges Lord George with treachery, 
and pours forth torrents of invective and revenge. His martial strains thunder 
along with the impetuosity of the mountain torrent—racy, sinewy, and full of nerve. 
He was so firm in his opinion of his Lordship’s sinister motives, that he rushed 
from rank to rank that he might “hew the traitor to pieces.” His elegiac muse 
was also of a very high order; his “Lament for Lady M'lntosh,” whose attach- 
ment to the Jacobin party is well known, is at once lofty in sentiment, poetical in 
its language, and pathetic in its conceptions. We do not mean to ascribe to poetic 
or military genius all the recklessness which a sober-plodding world compliments it 
with ; and we, therefore, suppress a gossiping story in which our warrior-poet figures 
with the Lady of the Lord Provost of Glasgow. After lurking for some time in 
the caves, woods, and fastnesses of his native country, he escaped to France with 
other faithful adherents of Charles, where he paid the debt of Nature, leaving be- 
hind him an imperishable fame for the genuine characteristics of a warrior and a 
poet. 
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LATHA CHUILODAIR. 

Am Fonn.—“ Mart QhU>lnc-Co.nhann.', 

O ! gur mor mo chuis mliulaid, 
‘S mi ri caoine na gum a ta ‘in tliir, 

A righ ! bi laidir ‘s tu ‘s urrainn, 
Ar naimhdean a chumail fo cliis 

Oirnne ‘s laidir diuc Uillcam, 
'N rag mhcirleach tha guin aigc dhuinn; 

B‘e sud salchar nan steallag, 
Tigb'n an uachdar air ckrumeachd an 

fhuinn. 

Mo chreach Tearlach Ruadb, boidheach, 
Blii fo bhinn aig righ Deorsa nam biasd; 

B‘e sud diteadh na corach. 
An fhirinn ‘sa beul foipesios; 

Aoh a righ mas a deoin loat, 
Ouir an rioghacl\d air seol a chaidh dhinn, 

Cuir righ dligheach na corgch, 
Ri linn na tha beo os ar cinn. 

Mo chroach armailt nam breacan, 
Bhi air sgaoileadk ‘s air sgapadh ‘s gach ait, 

Aig fior bhalgnirean Shasuinn, 
Nach no ghnathaieh bonn ceartas na ‘n dail; 

Ged a bhuannaich iad baiteal, 
Cha b‘ann da ‘h cruadal na ‘n tapadh a bha, 

Ach gaodh n-iar agus frasan, 
Thigh‘n a nios oirnn bharr machair nan 

Gall.* 

‘S truagh nach robh sinn an Sasunn 
Gun bhi cho teann air ar dachaigh sa bha, 

‘S cha do sgaoil sinn cho aithghearr, 
Bhiodh ardicheall ri seasamh n‘ab’fhearr; 

Ach ‘s droch dhraoidheachd a‘s drachdan, 
Rinneadh dhuinne mu ‘n deachas na ‘n dail, 

Air na frithean eolach do sgap sinn, 
‘S bn mhi-chomhail gu‘n d’ fhairtlich iad 

oirnn. 

Mo chreach mhor! na cuirp ghle-gheal, 
Ilia na ‘n laidh’ air na sleibhtean ud thall, 

Gun chiste gun leintean, 
Ga ‘n adlilaiceadli fhein anns na tuill; 

Chuid tha beo dhiu ‘n deigh sgaoileadh, . 
‘S iad ga fogar le gaothan thar tuinn; 

Fhuair a Chuigs’ a toil fein dinn, 
‘S cha chan iad ach “ reubaltaich” ruinn. 

Fhuair na Gaill sinn fo ‘n casan, 
‘S mor a naire ‘sa masladh sid leinn, 

‘N deigh ar duthcha ‘s ar ‘n aite, 
A spuilleadh ‘s gun bhlaths againn ann; 

* Allusion is here made to Nairn, where the 
Duke of Cumberland was celebrating his birth- 
day on the night preceding the battle. Thither 
the Highlanders wended their way, expecting to 
take him by surprise ; but it blow in their faces 
a tremendous storm of rain and wind, and frus- j 
trated the attempt. The storm continued next 
day, and tended materially to discomfit tlie ope- 
rations of the mountaineers in the commence- 
ment, and ultimately to their total and precipi- 
tate rout. 

Caisteal Dhuinidh ‘n deigh a losgadh, 
‘S e na laraich lorn, thosdach, gun mhiagh;. 

Gu ‘m b’e ‘n caochala’ goirt e, 
Gu ‘n do chaill sinn gach sockair a b’ fhiach. 

Cha do shaoil leam, le m’ shuilean, 
Gu ‘m faieipn gach cuis mar a tha, 

Mur sputadh nam faoilleach, 
‘N am nan luidhean a sgaoileadh air blar; 

Thug a chuibhle car tionndaidh, 
‘S tha ioma fear aime-cheart an cas; 

A Righ seall le do chaoimhneas. 
Air na fir th’ aig na naimhdean an sas. 

‘S mor eucoir ‘n luckd orduigh. 
An fhuil ud a dhortadh le foill; 

Mq sheachd mallachd aig Deorsa,* 
Fhuair e ‘n lath’ ud air ordugh dha fein; 

Bha ‘n da chuid air a mbeoirean, 
Moran giogan gun trocair le foill; 

Mheall e sinne le chomhra’, 
‘S gu ‘n robh ar barail ro mhor air r‘a linn. 

Ach fhad ‘sa ‘s beo sinn r‘ar latha, 
Bi'dhsinn caoidh naceathairn chaidh dhinn, 

Na fir tkreubbach bha sgairteil, 
Dkeanudh teugbhail le claidheamh ‘s le 

sgiath; 
Mur biodh siantan n’ ar n’ aghaidh, 

Bha sinn shios air ar n’ aghairt gu dian, 
‘S bhiodh luchd Beurla na ‘n laidhe, 

Ton-air-cheann, h‘e sid nTaigkcar’s mo 
mhiann. 

• 
Och nan och! ‘s mi fo sprochd, 

‘S mi ‘n drasda ri osnaich leam fein 
‘G amharc feachd an du-Rosaich, 

‘G ithe feur agus cruineachd an fhuinn; 
Rothaich iargalt a‘s Cataich, 

Tigh‘n a nail le luchd chasag a‘s lann, 
lad mar mhiol-ohoin air acras, 

Siubhal criochan, charn, chlach, agua 
bheann. 

Mo chreach! tir air an tainig, 
Rinn sibh nis clar reidh dh‘i cho lorn, 

Gun choirce gun ghnaisich. 
Gun siol taght’ ann am fasaeh na ‘m fonn, 

Pris na ciro air an spardan, 
Gu ruige na spainean thoirtuainn, 

Ach sgrios na craoibhe Pa bla dkiubh. 
Air a crionadh fo barr gus a bonn. 

Tha ar cinn fo ‘na choille, 
‘S eigin beanntan a‘s gleannain thoirt oirnn, 

Siim gun sugradh gun mhaenus^ 
Gun eibhneas, gun aitneas, gun cheol. 

Air bheag bidhe no teine, 
Air na stucan an laidheadh an ceo, 

Sinn mar chomhachaig eile, 
Ag eisdeachd ri deireas gach lo. 

* Lord George Murray. 
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Oil AN EILE, 

AIR LATHA CHCILODAIR. 

0 ! srur mis’ th’ air mo chratlh, 
Thuit mo chridhe gu iarj 

'S trie snitlie gu m’ shail o m’ leirsinn. 
O ! gur mis’, &c. 

Dh’fhalbh mo chlaietinneachd bhuam, 
Cha chluinn mi ’sa n’ uair, 

Gu mall na gu luath ni’s eibhinn. 
Dh’fhalbh mo, &c. 

Mu Phriunns’ Thearlach mo ruin, 
Oighre dligheach a cbruih, 

’8 e gun f bios ciod an tubh a theid e. 
Mu Thearlach, &c. 

Euil rioghail nam huadh, 
Bhi ’ga diobairt’s an uair, 

’S mac diolain le’shluagh ag eiridhi 
Euil rioghail, &e. 

Siol nan cuilean a bha, 
Ga ’n ro mhath chinnich an t-al 

Chuir iad sinn’ ann an cas na h-eigin. 
Siol nan cuilean, &c. 

Ged a bhuannaich sibh blar, 
Cha b’ an d’ ur cbuadal a bha, 

Ach gun ar shluaghainn’ bhi ’ndail acheile. 
Ged a bhuannaich, &c. 

Bha iad iomadaidh bhuainn, 
Dheth gach finne mu thuath, 

*S hu mhiste sinn’ e ri uair ar feuma. 
Bha iad iomdaidh, &c. 

Coig brataichean sroil, 
Bu ro mhath chuireadh an lo, 

Gun duine dhiubh choir a cheile. 
Coig brataichean, &e. 

larla Chrompa le shloigh, 
Agus Barasdal og, 

’S Mac-Tc-Ailein le sheoid nach geilleadh. 
larla Chrompa, &c. 

Clann-Ghriogair nan Gleann 
Buidheann ghiobach nan lann 

’S iad a thigeadh a nail na ’n eight’ iad. 
Clann-Ghriogair, &c. 

Clann-Mhuirich nam buadh, 
lad-san uile bhi bhuainn, 

Gur h-e m’,iomadan truagh r’a leughadh. 
Clann Mhuirich, &c. 

A Chlann-Domhnuill mo ghaoil, 
’Ga’m bu shuaithcheantas fraoch, 

Mo chreachuile ! nach d’ fhaod sibh eiridh. 
A Chlann-Domhnuill, &c» 

An fhuil uaihhreach gun mheang, 
Bha buan, cruadalach, ann, 

Ged chaidh ur bualadh an am na teugbhail. 
An fhuil uaibhreach, &c. 

Dream eile mo chreach, 
Fhuair an laimhseacha’ goirt, 

Ga ’n ceann am Erisealach gasda, treubhach 
Dream eile, &c. 

Clann-Fhiunnlaidh Bhraidh-Mharr, 
Buidheann ceannsgalach, ard, 

’Nuair a ghlaoidhte adbhani ’s iad dh’ eir* 
eadh. 

Clann-Fhiunnlaidh, &c. 

Mo chreach uile’s mo bhron, 
Na fir ghasd’ tha fo Icon, 

Clann-Chatain nan srol bhi dheis-laimh. 
Mo chreach uile, &c. 

Chaill sinn Domhnull donn, suairc, 
O Dhun Chrompa so shuas, 

Mar ri Alasdair ruagh na feile. 
Chaill sinn Domhnull, &c. 

Chaill sinn Raibeart an aigh, 
’S cha bu ghealtair c’m blar 

Fear sgathadli nan cnamh’s nam feithean. 
Chaill sinn Raibeart, &c. 

’8 ann thuit na rionnagan gasd; 
Bu mhath aluinn an dreaeh, 

Cha bu phaigheadh leinn niairt na ’n eirig. 
"8 ann thuit, &c. 

Air thus an latha dol sios, 
Bha gaodh a cathadh nan sian, 

As an adhar bha trian ar leirklh. 
Air thus an latha, &c. 

Dh’ fhas an talamh cho trom, 
Gach fraoch, fearunn a’s fonn, 

’8 nach bu chothrom dhuinn lom an t-sleibhe. 
Dh’ fhas an talamh, &c. 

Lasair theine nan Gall, 
Frasadh pheileir mu ’r ceann, 

Mhill sidh eireachdas lann’s bu blieud e. 
Lasair theine, &c. 

Mas fior an dana g’a chcann, 
Gu ’n robh Achan* ’sa champ, 

Dearg mheirlcach nan raud’s nam breugan. 
Mas fior an dana, &c. 

* Lord George Murray is here alluded to; his 
father to preserve his estates whatever the up- 
shot of the conifict might he, sent Lord George to 
join the Prince, while his oldest son took up 
arms in support of the government forces—each 
having instructions to measure their adherence 
or fidelity according to the probabilities of suc- 
cess. 
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’S e sin an Seanalair mo 
Grain a’ smallachd an t-sloigh, 

Reic e onoir ’sa choir air eucoir. 
’S e sinn an, &c. 

Thionndaidh choileir ’sa chleoc, 
Air son an sporain bu mho, 

Einn sud dolaidh do sheoid righ Seumas. 
Thionndaidh, &c. 

Ach thig cuibhle an fhortain mu ’n cuairt. 
Car bho dheas na bho thuath, 

’S gheibh ar ’n eas-caraid duais nah-eucoir. 
Ach thig cuibhle, &c. 

’S gu’m bhi Uilleam Mac Dheors’, 
Mur chraoibh gun duilleacli fo loon, 

Gun fhreamh, gun mheangan, gun mheoi- 
rean gcige. 

’S gu’m hi Uilleam, &c. 

Gu ma lorn bhios do leac, 
Gun bhean, gun bhrathair gun mhac, 

Gun fhuaim clarsaich, gun lasair cheire. 
Gun ma lom, &c. 

Gun solas, sonas, no seanns, 
Ach dolas dona mu d’ cheann; 

Mur bh’ air ginealach Chlann na h-Eipliit. 
Gun solas sonas, &c. 

A’s chi sinn fhathasd do cheann, 
Dol gun athadh ri crann, 

’S coin an adhair gu teann ga reubadh. 
A’s chi sinn, &c. 

’S bidh sinn idle fa-dheoidh, 
Araon scan agus og, 

Fo ’n righ dhligheach ’ga ’n coir duinn geil- 
leadh. 

'« ’S bidh sinn, &c. 

UENAIGH IAIN RUAIDII.* 

Aig taobh sruthain na shuidhe’s e sgith, 
Tha ’n Criosdaidh bochd Iain Ruadh, 

Na cheathamach fhathasd gun sith, 
Sa chas air tuisleadh sa 'n tim gu truagh. 

Ma thig Duimhnich no Cataich a’m dhail, 
Mu ’n slanaich mo luigheannan truagh, 

Ged thig iad cho trie a’s is aill, 
Cha chuir iad orm lamh le luath’s. 

Ni mi ’n ubhaidhf rinn Peadar do Phal, 
’S a luighean air fas leum bruaich, 

Seachd paidir ’n ainm Sagairt a’s Pap, 
Ga chuir ris na phlasd mu’n cuairt. 

•Having sprained his ankle when under hiding, 
after the battle of Culloden, and while resting 
himself beside a cataract, keeping his foot in the 
water, he composed the above pieces as a prayer, 

and the following stanzas in English; both of 
which he seems to have couched in the style of 
language peculiar to the Psalms. 

JOHN ROY STUART’S PSALH. 
The Lord’s my targe, I will be stout, with dirk ami trusty blade, Though Campbells come in docks about, 

I will not be afraid. 
The Lord’s the same as heretofore, he’s always good to me, Though red-coats come a thousand more, afraid I will not be. 
Though they the woods do cut and bum, and drain the waters dry; Nay, though the rocks they overturn, 

and change the course of Spey: 
Though they mow down both com and grass, 

and seek me under ground; Though hundreds guard each road and pass, John Koy wall not be found. 
The Lord is just, lo! here’s a itiark, he's gracious and kind, While they like fools grop’d in the dark, as moles he struck them bliud. 
Though lately straight before their face, they saw not where I stood; 
The Lord’s my shade and hiding-place— he's to me always good. 
Let me proclaim, both far and near, o’er all the earth and sea, That all with admiration hear, how kind the Lord's to me. 
Upon the pipe I’ll sound his praise, and dance upon my stumps, A sweet new tune to it I’ll raise, and play it on my trumps. 

t An incantation of great antiquity, handed 
down to us from the classic era of Homer. It 
has still its class of sturdy believers in many re- 
mote and pastoral districts of the Highlands. 
The Editor well recollects with what compla- 
cency and sang froid the female Esculapii of his 
native glen used to repeat the “ Kolas sgiuchadh 
feithe,’’ over the hapless hobbler of sprained 
ankles. With the success or result of the proce- 
dure wc have nothing to do : it efficacy was va- 
riously estimated. The “ Cantatum orum” was 
a short oration of Crambo, in the vernacular lan- 
guage ; and if the dislocated joints did not jump 
into their proper places during the recitation, 
the practitioner never failed to augur favourably 
of comfort to the patient. There were similar 
incantations for all the ills to which human flesh 
is heir: the toothach, with all its excruciating 
pain, could not withstand the potency of High- 
land magic, dysentery, gout, dysury, &e.. had all 
their appropriate remedies in the never-failing 
specifics of incantation. Nor were these cures 
confined to the skilful hand of the female necro- 
mancer alone; an order of men, universally 
known by the cognomen of the “ Cliar-sheana 
chain,” were the legitimate practitioners in the 
work. Two of these metrical incantations we 
may briefly quote as specimens of the whole. 
The first relates to the cure of worms in the hu- 
man body and runs thus:— 

*' Mharbhainn dubhax mharbhainn doirbheag, A'h naoi nnoinear riheth a seorsa. '8 fiolnr crion nan cat«an lioninhor, Bu mhor pianadh air feadh leoln," Ac. • 
Here follows the other, denominated “ Kolas a 

Chronachakth,” or ” Casg Beum-Sula.” Dsring 
its repetition, the singular operation of filling a 
bottle with water, was being carried on ; and the 
incantation was so sung as to chime with the 
gurgling of the liquid, as it was poured into the 
vessel; thus forming a sort of uncouth harmony, 
according well with the wild and superstitious 
feelings of the necromancers. From the fact that 
one or two Irish words occur in it, and that the 
charm was performed in the name of St. Tatrick, 
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Ubhaidh oile as leith Mhuire nan gras, 
*S urrainn creideach dheanadh shin ri uair; 

Tha mis’ am chreideamh gun teagamh, gun 
dail, 

Gu’n toir sinn air ar naimhdean buaidh. 

Sgeul oile’s gur h-oil leam gu’r fior, 
Tha 'n drasd anns gach tir mu ’n cuairt, 

Gach fear gieusdabha feumail do n righ, 
Bhi ga ’n ruith feadk gach frith air an 

ruaig. 

Bodaich dhona gun onair, gun bhrigh, 
Ach gionaeh gu ni air son duais, 

Gabhail fath oirnn’s gach ait ann sa'm hi 
Cuir a ohuibhle so’ Chriosda mu’n cuairt! 

Ma thionndas i deiseal an drasd, 
’S gu’m faigh Frangaich am Flannras buai’, 

Tha ’m earbs’ as an targanachd bha, 
Gu ’n tig armailt ni stadhuinn thar chuan. 

Gu’n toir Fortan dha didean le gras, 
Mur Mhaois ’nuair a thraigh a mhuir ruadh, 

S gu’m bidh Deorsa le ’dhrealainibh bait, 
* Mur bha ’n t-amadan Pharaoh’s a shluagh. 

’Nuair bha Israel sgith ’san staid ghrais, 
Rinneadh Saul an la sin na righ, 

Thug e sgiursadh le miosguinn a’s plaigh, 
Orra fein, air an al’s air an ni. 

Is amhuil bha Breatuinn fo bhron, 
O ’na threig iad a choir’s an righ; 

Ghabh flaitheas rinn corruich ro-mhor, 
Crom-an-donais! chaidh ’n seorsa 'n diasg. 

A Bigh shocraich Muire nan gras, 
Crom riumsa le baigh do chluas ; 

’S mi ’g umhladh le m’ ghlun air an lar, 
Gabh achanaich araid bhuam. 

Cha’n oil sinn a sireadh ach coir, 
Thug Cuigs agus Dheorsa bhuainn; 

’Keir do cheartais thoir neart dhuinn a’s 
treoir; 

A’s cum sinn bho fhoirneart sluaigh! 
—Amen. 

it is probably of Irish origin; but wo know that 
it held equally good in the Highlands of Scot- 
land as it did across the Channel. 

Dennamf»a dhtiti«a, colas air sul, 
A nchd Ille Phariruig uaoimh, Air at amhaich a’s stad carabuill, Air uaoi conair ’» air naoi connachair, 
As air naoi bean geang nith. Air suil st-anno-phille ’» sealla seanna-tuhna, Mbs a suil fir i, i lasadh inur bhigh, Mag a suil nmath i, i bhi dh’eaabhnidh a cich, Falcadair fnar agu« fuarachd da full, Air an ni, ’s air a daoine, 
Air a crodh, '» air a caoirich f«ia. 

CUMHA DO BHAINTIGHEARNA 

MHIC-AN-TOISXCII.* 

Cia iad na dee’s na Duilean treun, 
Theid leamsa sa’n sgeul’ bhroin; 

Tha ghealach fos, ’s na reulltan glan, 
’S a ghrian fo smal gach lo, 

Gach craobh, gach coill, gach bean’s cloinn, 
Dha’m beil na’m broinn an deo, 

Gach luibh, gach feur, gach ni’s gach spreidh, 
Mu’n ti rinn boisge mor. 

Mar choinncal cheir, ’s i lasadh treun, 
Mar earr na grein ro noin, 

Bha reull na mais, fo shiontaibh deas, 
A nis thug frasan mor, 

Oir bhris na tuinn’s na tobair bhuinn : 
’S le mulad dhruigh na neoil, 

’S e lagaich sinn, ’s ar ’n-aigne tinn, 
’S gu’n ruith ar cinn le deoir. 

Mu’n ribhinn ailt nan ioma gras, 
A choisinn gradh an t-sloigh, . 

Mo bheud gu brath do sgeula bais, 
An taobh ud thall de’n Gheop, 

Ainnir ghasd’ nan gorm-shuil dait, 
’S nan gruaidh air dhreach nan ros, 

’S e do chuir fo lie a chlaoidh mo neart, 
’S a dh’fhag mi’m fcasd gun treoir. 

Do chorp geal, seang, mar lili ban, 
’Se ’n deis’ a charadh ’n srol, 

A nis a ta gach neach fo chradh, 
’S tu ’n ciste chlar nam bord, 

A gheug nam buadh is aillidh snuadh, 
Gur mis tha truagh’s nach beo, 

Do chuimhn’ air chruas, ri linn nan sluagh, 
Gur cinnte’ dh’fhuasglas deoir. 

Tha Mac-an-Toisich nan each seang, 
’S nam bratach srannmhor sroil, 

Gun aobhar gairdeaehais aeh cradh, 
Ma ghradh’s nach eil i beo, 

A ribhinn shuairc a b’ aillidh snuadh, 
O Chaisteal Uaimli nan corn, 

An gallan reidh o cheannard treun,. 
An t-sloinne Mheinnich mhoir. 

* For the Air, see the Rev. Patrick M'Donald’s 
Collection of Highland Airs, page It’—No. 100. 

.Vote—This lament was composed on the cele- 
brated Lady MMntosh of Moyhall, whose lirm 
attachment to the Chevalier’s interest is well 
known. A story is told of this lady which ex- 
hibits her character in a very bold and masculine 
light. Prince Charles had arrived at Moy, on 
his way from England, two or three days before 
his followers came through Athol and the wilds 
ofRadenoch. M‘Intosh and his clan were from 
home with the other Jacobites, and the place 
was altogether unprotected. Some keen-sighted 
loyalist had seen the Prince, and forthwith com- 
municated the intelligence to Lord Louden, then 
stationed at Inverness with 500 soldiers. His 
Lordship immediately marched towards Moy, 
taking a circuitous route, however, to avoid de- 
tection. Intimation was carried to Lady MTn- 
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tisli of hiB Lordsliip’sapproach^it wasamoment 
of awful anti anxious inoortitiule. Slie immedi- 
alely sent for an old smith, one of M'Intosh’s re- 
tainers, and a council of war was held. “There 
is but one way,” said her Ladyship, “of saving 
Prince Charles—your own Prince; and that is by 
giving them battle.” “Battle!” exclaimed the 
smith, “ where are our heroes ? alas 1 where to- 
night arc the sons of mj' heart?” It was ulti- 
mately arranged that Prince Charles should.be 
placed under hiding, and that the sou of Vulcan, 
with other six old men who were left at home, 
should give them battle. Armed with claymore, 
dirk, and guns, together with a bagpipe and old 
pail (drum), our octagenarian little army lurked 
in a dense clump of brush-wood until the red 

coats came up. It was now night, and the sound 
of Lord Loudon’s men was heard—they were 
within a mile of Moy 1 The smith and ins follow- 
ers, as instructed by her Ladyship, fired gun after 
gun, until the six were discharged ; he then roar- 
ed out “Clan M‘Donald, rush ‘to the right; Ca- 
meron, forward in a double column In the centre; 
M’Intosh, wheel to the left, and see that none 
will escape!” This was enough; the red coats 
heard—stood, and listened—all the clans were 
there—so, at least, thought Lord Louden, and 
away they fled in the greatest disorder avid con- 
fusion, knocking one another down in their flight, 
and not daring to look behind them until they 
had distanced the smith by miles 1 

COINNEACH MAC-CHOINNICIL 
_ .■ 

KenneDi M’Kenzie was born at Caisteal Leauir, near Inverness, in the year 
1758. His parents were in comfortable circumstances, and gave him the advantagft? 
of a good education. When he was about seventeen years of age, he was bound 
an apprentice as a sailor, a profession he entered with some degree of enthusiasm. 
Along with his Bible, the gift of an affectionate mother, he stocked his library with 
two other volumes, namely : the poems of Alexander McDonald and Duncan M‘- 
Intyre. These fascinating productions he studied and conned over on “ the far 
blue wave,” and they naturally fanned the latent flame of poetry which yet lay 
dormant in his breast. His memory was thus kept hovering over the scenes and 
associations of his childhood; and, represented through the magic vista of poetic 
genius, every object became possessed of new charms, and so entwined his affections 
around his native, country and vernacular tongue, that distance tended only to 
heighten their worth and beauties. 

He composed the most of his songs at sea. His “Piohairachd na Luinge" is an 
imitation of M‘In tyre’a inimitable “Beinn-dorain,” but it possesses no claims to a 
comparison with that master-piece. We are not prepared to say which is the best 
school for poetic inspiration, or for refining and maturing poetic genius; but, we 
venture to assert, that the habits of a seafaring man have a deteriorating influence 
over the youthful feelings. This has, perhaps, been amply exemplified in the person 
of Kenneth M‘Kenzie. He was evidently born with talents and genius; but, not- 
withstanding the size of his published volume, we find only four or five pieces in it 
which have stepped beyond the confines of mediocrity : these we give, as in duty 
bound. 

M'Kenzie returned from sea in the year 1789, and commenced going about tak- 
ing in subscriptions, to enable him to publish his poems. With our own veneration 
for the character of a poet, we strongly repudiate that timber brutality which luxu- 
riates in insulting a votary of the muses. Men of genius are always, or almost 
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always, men of sensibility, and nice and acute feelings ; and it appears to us inex- 
plicable bow one man can take pleasure in showing another indignities, and hurting 
his feelings. The itinerant subscription-hunting bard, has always been the object of 
the little ridicule of little men. At him the men of mere clay hurl their battering- 
ram ; and our author appears to have experienced his own share of the evil. Hav- 
ing called upon Alexander M'lutosh, of Cantray Down, he not only refused him 
his subscription, but gruffly ordered him to be gone from his door ! Certainly- a 
polite refusal would have cost the high-souled gentleman as little as this rebuff, and 
apologies of a tolerably feasible nature can now.be found for almost every failing. 
.Our bard, thus unworthily insulted, retaliates in a satire of great merit. In this 
cynic production he pours forth periods of fire ; it is an impetuous torrent of bitter 
irony and withering declamation, rich in the essential ingredients of its kind; and 
MTntosh, who does not appear to be impenetrable to the arrows of remorse, died, 
three days after the published satire was in his possession.* Distressed at this 
mournful occurrence, which he well knew the superstition and gossip of his country 
would father upon him, M‘Kenzie went aipong his subscribers, recalled the books 
from such as could be prevailed upon to give them up, and consigned them to the 
flames : a sufficient indication of his sorrow for his unmerciful, and, as he thought, 
fatal castigation of IVMntosh. This accounts for the scarcity of his books. 

Shortly after this event, his general good chamcter and talents attracted the 
attention of Lord Seaforth and the Earl of Buchan, whose combined influence 
procured him the rank of an officer in the 78th Highlanders. Having left the 
army, he accepted the situation of Postmaster in an Irish provincial town, where he 
indulged in the genuine hospitality of his heart, always keeping an open door and 
spread table, and literally caressing such of his countrymen as chance or business 

; led in bis way. We have conversed with an old veteran who partook of his 
liberality so late as the year 1837. 

In personal appearance, Kenneth MTvenzie was tall, handsome, and strong • 
, built; fond of a joke, and always the soul of any circle where he sat. If his poems 

do not exhibit any great protuberance of genius, they are never flat; his torrent may not 
alway rush with impetuosity; but he never stagnates; and such as relish easy 
sailing and a smooth-flowing current, may gladly accept an invitation to take a 

! voyage with our sailor-poet. 

MOLADH NA LUINGE 
LCINNEAG. 

'S bea/j mo shunnt ris an liunn, 
Moran buirn’s beagan bracha ; 

B’ annsa learn caisineachd mo rvin. 
Air cuan du-ghorm le capull. 

Ge d’ a tha mi ann san am, 
Air mo chrampadh le astar 

’S trie a thug mi greisean garbh, 
Air an fhairge ga masgadh. 

’S beag mo shunnt, jfc. 

Greis le beachd a deanamh iuil, 
’S greis euir siuil ann am pasgadh,. 

Greis air iomairt, ’s greis air stiuir, 
’S greis air chul nam ball-acuinn.. 

’ S beag mo shunnt, §c. 

’S e mo cheist an capall grinn, 
Rachadh leinn air an aiseag, 

’S taobh an fhuaraidh, fos a cinn, 
’S muir ri slinn taobh an fhasgaidh. 

’S beag mo shunnt, ^c. 

* This happened in the year 1792, in which our author published. 
16 
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Fair a bhiodh i fada sluos, 
Anns an iochdar nach faict’ i, 

’S greis eilc ’n-aird nam frith, 
S i cuir dh’i air a leath-taobh. 

’S beay mo shunnt, Sfc. 

’S i nach pilleadh gun cbeann-fa’, 
’S i neo-sgathach gu srachdadh, 

A gearradh tuinn’ le geur roinn, 
’S cudrom gaoith’ air na slatan. 

’S beay mo shunnt, <5'c. 

’Nuair a chuirt i air a doigh, 
’S a cuid scol ris na racan, 

Ohuirt’ a mach an t-aodach sgeoid : 
Sud a sron ris an as-caoin. 

’S beay mo shunnt, A;c. 

Bhiodh i turraban .gun tamh, 
’S chluinnte g’ainich fo’n t-sac i, 

’S bhiodh gaeh glun dh’i dol fillt’, 
’S chluinnte bidaig gach aisinn. 

’S beag mo shunnt, $c. 

'Chite muir na thonnan ard, 
S chluinnt’ i garaich gu farsuinn, 

’S bheireadh ronn ard nan steoll, 
Buille throm ann gacli achlais. 

’<S beay mo shunnt, 

Ann an as-caoineachd a chuain, 
’S ann am fuathas na fraise, 

Thugaibh faiceil air a ghaoth ;— 
“Fhearabh gaoil eumaibh rag i.” 

’S beag mo shunnt, <jc. 

Chluinnte farum aig an fhairg’, 
Molach garbh anns an ath-sith, 

Beucach, rangach, torrach, searbh, 
Srannach, anabharadh, brais i. 

'S beay mo shunnt, ,j-c. 

Buill bu treis de’n chorcraich uir, 
Croinn de’n ghiubhsaich bu daite, 

Eideadh eainb nach biodb me^nbh, 
:S chite geala-dhearg a bhrataich. 

’S beag mo shunnt, 

Se mo ruin na fearadh gleust’, 
’8 iad nach treigeadh ’an eaitean, 

Chluinnte langan nam fear og, 
’S iad nach deonaieheadh gealtachd. 

'S beag mo shunnt, <j'C. 

Tha’n cridheachan farsuinn mor, 
’S trie a dh’ol iad na bh’aca, 

Damhs a’s inghinean a’s ceol, 
’Nuair bu choir dol gu ’n leabaidh. 

’S beag mo shunnt, <j'c. 

Bi’dh iad gu fuireachar geur, 
’N am do’n ghrein dol a chadal, 

Ceileircach, luinneagach, reidh, 
N am bh’i ’g eiridh sa’ mhadainn. 

’8 beag mo shunnt, <5'c. 

AM FEILE PREASACH. 
tUISNEAQ. 

‘S efeile preasach tlachd mo ruin, 
‘S osan nach ruigfaisg an ylun, 
‘S cota breac nam basan dlu, 

‘S bonaid dhu-ghorm thogarrach. 

B’ annsa leam am feile cuaich, 
hla casag de ‘n aodach luaight’, 
‘S brigis nan ceaunglaichean cruaidh, 

Gur e*n droch-uair a thogainn dh‘i. 
‘ S « feile preasach, fyc. 

Tha mo run do‘n cideadh las, 
Cuach an fheilidh nan dlu bhas, 
Shiubhlain leis ‘s na sleibhtean cas, 

‘8 rachainu brais air obair leis. 
'S e feile preasach, fyc. 

Ge‘d a tharlainn ann sa’ blieinn, 
Fad na seaahduin ‘s mi leam fein, 
Fuachd na h-oidhch’ cha dean dhomh beud, 

Tha ‘m breacan fhein cho caidearach. 
‘S efeile preasach, <j'c. 

Shiubhlain leis feadh ghleann a‘s sleibh, 
‘S rachainn do‘n chlachan leis fhein, 
Tlachd nan gruagaeh ‘s uaill nan steud, 

S e dcas gu feum na‘n togramaid. 
‘S e feile preasach, §c. 

‘S ealamh cadrom e sa’ ghleann, 
‘S cuilbheir reidh fo’ sgeith gun mheang, 
A dh'fhagaidh udlaieh ceir-gbeal fann, 

A bheireadh srann sa leagadh e. 
‘S efeile preasach, fyc. 

Am feileadh air am beil mi‘n geall, 
Dealgnar guaiHibh snas gun fheall, 
Crios ga> ghlasadh las neo-theann, 

‘S biodh e gach am gn baganta. 
‘S e feile preasach, $c. 

‘S ann leam bu taitneach e bhi n-aird, 
Nam dhomh tachairt ri mo ghradh, 
B*fhearr leam seachduin dheth na dha 

De bhrigis ghrainnde rag-sheallach. 
'S e feile preasach, fyc. 

‘S caomh a‘n t-eide ‘m breachdan ur, 
‘S ann air fein a dh'eireadh cliu, 
Mar sin ‘s buaigh-larach ann ‘s gach cuii*, 

j ‘S e dheanadh turn gun eagal air. 
'S efeile preasach, §c. 
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‘N am do ghaisgich dol air feum 
Gaeil ghast gu sracadh bhein, 
Piob ga spalpadh ‘s anail reidh, 

A. chuireadh eud a‘s fadadk aunt, 
‘ S efeile preasach, fyc. 

B‘e sud caismeachd ard mo ruin, 
Cronan gaireacli, barr gaoh ciuil, 
Brais phuirt mlieara, leanadh dlu, 

Cliath gu lughor grad-mheurack. 
‘S e feile preasach, 4'C. 

'Nuair a gklact’ san achlais i, 
Bcus bu taitnich chunna’ mi, 
Siunnsair pailt-thollach gun di— 

Os ciopn a ckinn gu fad-chrannack. 
' S efeilt preasach, fyc. 

'S i ‘s boiche dreach ‘sa ‘s tlachdmhor snuagk, 
Tartrach, sgairteil, brais phuirt luath, 
Muineal crom air uchd nam buagh, 

Chluinnte fuaim ‘nuair ragadk i. 
'S e feile preasach, $c. 

A ri! bu ruith-leumach na meoir, 
Damksa brais mu‘n seaeh gun Icon, 
Is iad air ebrith le mire gleois, 

Chluiunte srol gu farumach. 
‘S efeile preasach, §c. 

lyioireadh i air nis gu fonn 
An cridbe dh’fhas gu tursach, trom, 
*S chuireadh i spiorad ‘s gach sonn 

Gu dol air am gu spadaireachd. 
‘S efeile preasach, Jfc. 

Fhuair i ‘n t-urram thar gach ccol, 
Cuiridk i misneach ‘s gacli fcoil, 
Togaidh i gu aird nan neoil, 

Inntinn seoid gu baitealock 
e feile preasach, fyc. 

M AIRE ARAD MHOLACH MHIN. 

LUINKEAO. 

Mo run Mairearad mhin mholach, 
'S mo run Mairearad mholach mhin. 

Mo run Mairearad mhin mholach, 
‘ S iomadh fear a tit air a ii. 

•S ioma gille tapaidk barra-ghast, 
Eadar Dealganros nam frith, 

*S cetnti Loch-nis nam bradan tarra-gheal, 
Tka le ime-cheist air a ti. 

Mo run, fyc. 

*N aile chumainn trod ri naoinear, 
Ged’ a dh'aomadk iad gu stri 

‘S cha leag mi gu brath le duin’ i, 
On a dh’fhas i molack mii^ 

Mo run, 

‘S truagh nach sinn bha air airidh, 
Air ar fagail arm lein fhin, 

‘S chumadh i bho‘n fhuaclid mi sabhailt, 
On a dk'fhas i molach min. 

Mo run, fyc. 

Ge d’ a gheibliinn tairgse bhaintigk'rn, 
‘S neo-ar-in tkaing a bheirin d‘i, 

‘S mor gum b‘fherr learn Nic-‘I11-Eanndrais, 
I'ka na th‘ann d‘i molach min. 

Mo run, <5'c. 

Buaidhean mo chruinneig cha leir dhomh, 
An cuir an geill cha dean mi ‘n inns’. 

Thug nadur dh‘i tuigs as reasan, 
Agus ceill nam beusan fillt. 

Mo run, fyc. 

Tha i sgeudaichte le h-ailteackd, 
‘S a cairdeas mar ghran air pill, 

Seimh, fallain, ur, ‘s cumaite dk‘f has i, 
0 mullach gu sail a buinn. 

Mo run, fyc. 

Leam a b’ait a bhi ga pogadh, 
Beul on tig an t-oran binn, 

Gruaidh mar dhearcaig, suil is modhair, 
‘S mor mo bhosd a gloir a cinn. 

Mo run, fyc. 

B'annsa leam a bhi ga h-eisdeachd, 
Na smeorach sa Cheitean shil, 

Na fonn fidhle nam binn theudan, 
‘S na tha cheol ‘an Eirinn chri. 

Mo run, fyc. 

Do Chuilodair gu‘n tig gaisgich, 
Gillean tapaidh as gach tir, 

‘S bi‘dh gach fear an geall air fuireach. 
Mar ri Mairearad mholach mhin. 

Mo run, fyc, 

Dheanainn cur, a‘s ar, a‘s buain dh‘i, 
‘S dhcanainn cruach gun chiorrain dh‘i, 

‘S blieirinn sitkinn o uchd tkuar-bkeann, 
‘S bheirinn i-uaig air cuaintean sgi. 

Mo run, fyc. 

Skiujihlain latha ‘s shiublain oidhche. 
Is ghleidhinn saibhreas dk‘i gun di, 

‘S on is caomh leam Nic-’IU-Eanudrais, 
‘Scaomh le Nic-Tll-Eanndrais mi. 

Mo run, fyc. 
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AN TE DHUBH. 

Air fonn—“ A Mhorag na dean mar sin.' 

LUINNEAG. 

Hoireann o eile 
‘S na hi-ri-ri eile 
Horeann h-o ‘s na h-o eile 
Gur mor mo speis do‘n le dhuil/h. 

‘S truagh nach robh mi air m’ fhagail 
Le in’ leannan ‘s an fhasach, 
Far nach f haicinn mo chairdean 

Tha toir tair’ do‘n te dhuibh ! 
Hoireann, fyc. 

An seilbh gleannain gun chonnlach, 
‘S air mulach nam beanntan, 
Ghleidhinn aran do m’ annsachd, 

Geg tha ‘n ceann oirrc dubh. 
Hoireann, &c. 

* 
Dheanainn cuir agus buain d‘i, 
‘Sbheirinn turns thar chuaintean, 
‘S cha bhiodh uireasbhuidh uair oirr’— 

Ged tlia cuailean cho dubh. 
Hoireann, &c. 

Dheanainn trcabhadh ri oireadh 
‘S dheanainn cur aims an oidhchc ; 
Dheanainn mire ri maighdein— 

‘S chuirinn daoimein air trumph! 
Hoireann, &c. 

Ge suarach aig each i, 
Tha uaisle na nadur, 
Tha suairceas na gaire— 

Ged tha ‘in barr oirre dubh ! 
Hoireann, &e. 

Thug nadur dh‘i gliocas, 
Mar ghcard air a tuigse, 
‘S i lan de dheagh ghibhtean, 

‘S a ceann nach miste bhi dubh ! 
Hoireann, &c. 

Ciochan corach is mine, 
Air uchd soluis na ribhinn, 
Deud gheal mar na disnean, 

‘S beul o ‘m binn a thig guth. 
Hoireann, &c. 

0 gualainn gu h-ordaig, 
Fhuair urram bhan oga, 
Glac gheal nan caol-mheoirean, 

‘S a gairdean feola cho tiugh. 
Hoireann, &.C. 

‘S math thig staidheas le faomadh. 
Air a bodhaig is gaolaich, 
‘S gur gil’ i fo h-aodach, 

Na chuid is caoine de ‘n ghruth. 
Hoireann, &c. 

C’ruinn chalpa na gruagaich. 
Gun dochair mu *n cuairt d‘i, 
Troidh chuimir ‘s i cuanta 

Nach cuir cuagach brog dhubb 
Hoireann, &e. 

Gnuis is aillidh ri sireadh, 
Ciuin tla ann an iomairt, 
‘S le snathaid ni grinneas, 

Nach dean iomadh te dhubh ! 
Hoireann, &c. 

Ged a tha i gun storas, 
Tha taitneas na comhradh, 
B’annsa furan apoige, 

Na‘n te ga‘n loom a cuid cruidh, 
Hoireann, &c. ■ , 

‘S na ‘m bitheadh i riarach. 
Air fuireach seachd bliadhna, 
Cheannaichean breid d‘i gun iarraidh, 

Mn‘m biodh a sia dhiu air ruith. 
Hoireann, &c. 

Dh-olainn ‘s cha neonach, 
De dh-uisg’ a phuill mhoine, 
Air a slainte gu deonach— 

Gur raise dh-oladh de‘n t-sruth ! 
Hoireann, &c. 

DROBHAIR NAN CAILEAGAN, * 

Air fonn—“ Cabar Feidh." 

‘S a nise bho‘n a theig sinn, 
Le cheile bhi farasda, 

Bheirinn comhairl’ fheumail, 
Dhut fhein ann san dealachadh ; 

Na toir do run gun reason. 
Do the dheth na caileagan, 

Oir’s duilich leam gun d’eist mi, 
Droch sgeula ma fhearaiginn ; 

Na bi cho trio a’ dol na measg, 
Mar chraoibh gun mheas, na caileagan, 

Ge d’ shaoileadh tus, gun robh iad dhut, 
Cho min ad t-uchd ri bainne dhut, 

Nam suidhe steach, le eibhneas ait, 
Ri cuir ma scach nan drainachan, 

Bi‘dh cuir nan cinn a‘g eiridh, 
‘S gach te dhiu ri fanaid ort ! 

Tha na gillean oga, 
Nan dochas cho amaideach, 

‘S iad le‘m barail ghorach, 
‘An toir air na caileagan, 

Ach fhad sa bhios an suilean, 
Cho duinnte, cha‘n aitlmich iad, 

‘S cha ‘n fhaic iad Gloc-air-garadh,* 

* A clamorous vain young woman, whose cus- 
tom was, when she saw any strangers passing by, 
to get up on some eminence, ond call the hens 
from the corn, or cry to the herd to be careful, 
for no other reason than that she might be taken 
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Getf’ tharl-T^lh i maille riu. 
A chaoidh cha‘n fhaic sibh, iad cho ceart. 

Mar gabh sibh beachd le ghlainelchan, 
‘S mus e ‘s gun dearc sibh, mo ‘s faisg, 

Gun tig it ghart, san t-eanach dhibh : 
Mar bheathach bochd, a bhios gun toirt, 

‘Nuair theid a ghoirt a‘s t-earrach ami, 
‘S ceart ionann ‘s mar ni ghoraich, 

Air drobhar nan caileagan. 

Ge b‘e chuireas duil annt’. 
An durachd clia‘n aithnich e, 

Gc d’ dheanadh i do phogadh, 
‘S ge d’ oladh i drama leat, 

‘S ge d’ ghea'iadh i le dochas, 
Gum pcsadh i ‘neathrar thu, 

notice of. The cognomen is one of general appli- j 
cation, but the bard had a particular dame iu 
view.—and we have beeu told on undoubted au- 
thority when she heard of her now name, that 
she gave up all concern about the hens and the 
herd-boy, to tbe great comfort and ease of both. 
Her father, however, suffered by the assumed 
modesty of his daughter—the herd boy slept, the 
cows followed the liens info the corn liclds, and i 
destroyed them so much, that the old man was j 
heard to swear if lie came in contact with the 
poet, he would give him a hearty flagellation for 
making his daughter worse than useless to him 
at outside work 1 

‘Nuair tbionnta’ tu do chul-thaobli, 
Bi‘dh ‘n Ruilean gan camadh riut. 

Mar sud their ise, ged’ tus ‘s glic’, 
Gun dcanainn trie, nach aithne dhut, 

‘S ge mor do bheaclul, eba raebainn leat, 
Mar biodli do bheartas maile riut, 

‘S mar be dhomli ‘n leisg, a bhi am leis, 
Cun deanainn reic a‘s ceannach ort, 

‘S ‘nuair hhios tu falatnh chuinneadh. 
Gum feueh mi cul-thaobh bhaile dlmt. 

‘S ge be ghabhas fath orr’, 
Ga brach bi‘dh air aithreaclias 

‘S ma dh' fheuchas i dha cairdeas, 
Cha‘n fhearr bliios a bharail oirr’; 

‘S mo tlieid e mo is dana— 
Thig tair’ agus farran air, 

‘S mo gheibh ie sa gharadh, 
Cha tar e dhol tliarais air: 

Bi‘dh e cho glic ri duin’ air mliisg, 
‘S bidh each ga mheas mar amadun ; 

Nuair bhios e glact’ mar ian an snap, 
‘S nach urr’ e chas a tharruinn as; 

‘S a chaoi le tlachd, cha ‘n fhaigli e las, 
Mur brist e ‘n acuinn theannachaidh, 

‘S ma se ‘s nach cuir e breid oirr’, 
‘S an-eibhinn ri latha dha. 

UILLE.AM ROS. 

William Ross, Tfas born in Broadforcl, parish of Strath, Isle of Skye, hi the 
year 17G2. His parents were respectable, though not opulent. His father, John 
Ross, was a native of Skye, and of an ancient family of that name, whose ancestors 
bad lived in that country throughout a long series of generations. His mother was 
a native of Gairloeh, in Ross-shire, and daughter of the celebrated blind piper and 
poet, John McKay, well known by the name of Piobaire Dali. 

It appears that when William was a boy, there was no regular school kept in 
that part of the country : and as his parents were anxious to forward his education 
they removed with him and a little sister from Skye to Forres. While attending 
the G rammar school of the latter place, he discovered a strong propensity to learn- 
ing, in which he made such rapid advances as to attract the notice and esteem of 
bis master; and tbe-pupil’s sense of bis obligations was always acknowledged with 
gratitude and respect. This teacher, we are informed, declared, that on comparing 
young Ross with the many pupils placed under his care, he did not remember one 
who excelled him as a general scholar, even at that early period of life. 

After remaining for some years at Forres, his parents removed to the parish of Gair- 
loeh, where the father of our bard became a pedlar, and travelled through Lewis, 
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and the other western Isles—and, though William was then young and of a delicate 
constitution, he accompanied his father in his travels through the country, more with 
the view of discovering and making himself acquainted with the different dialects of 
the Gaelic language, than from any pecuniary consideration—the desirOiof becoming 
perfectly familiar with his native tongue, thus strongly occupying his mind even at 
this early period of life. And he has often afterwards been heard to saj% that he 
found the most pure and genuine dialect of the language among the inhabitants of 
the west side of the Island of Lewis. 

In this manner he passed some years, and afterwards travelled through seve- 
ral parts of the Highlands of Perthshire, Breadalbane, and Argyleshire, &c., seeing 
and observing all around him with the eye and discernment of a real poet. At this 
period, he composed many of his valuable songs; but some of these, we are sorry 
to say, are not now to be found. 

Having returned to Gairloch, he was soon afterwards appointed to the charge of 
the parish school of that place, which he conducted with no ordinary degree of suc- 
cess. From the time of his entering upon this charge, it was generally remarked, 
that he proceeded in the discharge of his duties with unremitting firmness and 
assiduity, and in a short time gained a reputation for skill in the instruction of the 
young committed to his trust, rarely known in the former experience of that school. 
He had a peculiar method and humour in his intercourse with his pupils, which 
amused and endeared the children to him ; at the same time it proved the most 
effectual means of impressing the juvenile mind and conveying the instructions of 
the teacher. Many of those who were under bis tuition still speak of him with tlA 
greatest enthusiasm and veneration. 

In the course of his travels, and while schoolmaster of Gairloch, he contracted an 
intimacy with several respectable families, many of whom afforded him testimonies 
of friendship and esteem. His company was much sought after, not only on account 
of his excellent songs, but also for his intelligence and happy turn of humour. He 
was a warm admirer of the songs of other poets, which he often sung with exquisite 
pleasure and taste. His voice, though not strong, was clear and melodious, and he 
had a thorough acquaintance with the science of music. He played on the violin, 
flute, and several other instruments, with considerable skill; and during his in- 
cumbency as schoolmaster, he officiated as precentor in the parish church. 

In the capacity of schoolmaster he continued till his health began rapidly to de- 
cline. Asthma and consumption preyed on his constitution, and terminated his 
mortal life, in the year 17f0, in the twenty-eighth year of his age. This occurred 
while he was residing at Badachro, Gairloch. His funeral was attended by nearly 
the whole male population of the surrounding country. He was interred in the 
burying ground of the Clachan of Gairloeh, and a simple upright stone, or Clach- 
chuimhne, with an English inscription, marks his “narrow house.” 

In his personal appearance, Boss wTas tall and handsome, being nearly six feet 
high. His hair was of a dark brown colour, and his face had the peculiarly open 
and regular features which mark the sons of the mountains ; and, unlike the gene- 
ral tribe of poets, he was exceedingly finical and particular in bis dress. As 'a 
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scholar, Ross was highly distinguished. In Latin and Greek he very much excell- 
ed ; and it was universally allowed that he was the best Gaelic scholar of his day. 

It is not to be wondered at, that a being so highly gifted as was Ross, should be 
extremely susceptible of the influence of the tender passion. Many of his songs 
bear witness that he was so. During his excursions to Lewis, he formed an ac- 
quaintance with Miss Marion Ross of Stornoway (afterwards Mrs. Clough of Liver- 
pool,) and paid his homage at.the shrine of her beauty. He sung her charms, and 
was incessant in his addresses,— 

 “ Every night he came 
With music of all sorts, and songs composed 
To her 

Buf^-till he was rejected by the coy maid ; and the disappointment consequent on 
this unfortunate love affair, was thought to have preyed so much on his mind, as to 
have impaired his health and constitution, during the subsequent period of his life. 
To this young lady he composed (before her marriage) that excellent song expres- 
sive of his feelings, almost bordering on despair, " Feasyar luain as mi air 
chuairt.” 

In the greater number of his lyrics, the bard leads us along with him, and im- 
parts to us so much of his own tenderness, feeling, and enthusiasm, that our thoughts 
expand and kindle with his sentiments. 

Few of our Highland bards have acquired the celebrity of William Ross—and 
fewer still possess 1'is true poetic powers. In purity of diction, felicity of concep- 
tion, and mellowness of expression, he stands unrivalled—especially in his lyrical 
pieces. M'Donald’s fire occasionally overheats, and emit sparks which burn and 
blister, while Ross’s flame, more tempered and regular in its heat, spreads a fasci- 
nating glow over the feelings, until we melt before him, and are carried along in a 
dreamy pleasure through the Arcadian scenes, which his magic pencil conjures up 
to our astonished gaze. If MTntyre’s torrent fills the brooklet to overflowing, the 
gentler stream of Ross, without tearing away the embankment, swells into a smooth- 
flowing, majesti# wave—it descends like the summer shower irrigating the meadows, 
and spreading a balmy sweetness over the entire landscape. If it be true that 
“ Sermo est imago animi," the same must hold equally true of a song—and judg- 

ing from such of his songs as have come into our hands, (fur author's mind must 
have been a very noble one—a mind richly adorned with the finest and noblest feelings 
of humanity—a mind whose structure was too fine for the rude communion of a 
frozen-hearted world—a mind whose emanations gush forth, pure as the limpid 
crystalline stream on its bed of pebbles. It is difficult to determine in what species 
of poetry William Ross most excelled—so much is he at home in every department. 
His pastoral poem “ Oran an t-Samhraidh,” abounds in imagery of the most de- 
lightful kind. He has eschewed the sin of MTntyre’s verbosity and M‘Donald’s 
angkeisms, and luxuriates amid scenes, which, for beauty and enchantment, aro 
never surpassed. His objects are nicely chosen—his descriptions graphic—his 
transitions, although we never tire of any object he chooses to introduce, pleasing. 
We sit immoveably upon his lips, and are allured at the beck of his finger, to feed 
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our eyes on new and hitherto unobserved beauties. When we have surveyed the 
whole landscape, its various component parts are so distinct and clear, that we feel 
indignant at our own dulness for not perceiving them before—but as a finished 
picture, the whole becomes too magnificent for our comprehension. 

Ross possessed a rich vein of humour when he chose to be merry;—few inch had 
a keener relish for the ludicrous. His Anacreontic poem ‘‘ Moladh an Uisge- 
Bheatha” is a splendid specimen of this description. How vivid and true his des- 
cription of the grog-shop worthies—not the base and brutalized debauchees—but 
that class of rural top*ers, who got Bacchi plenus once or twice in the year at a 
wedding, or on Christmas. This was a wise discrimination of the poet: had he in- 
troduced the midnight revelry, and baser scenes of the city tavern, his countrymen 
could neither understand nor relish it. But he depicts the less offensive panorama 
of his country’s bacchanals, and so true to nature—so devoid of every trait of set- 
tled libertinism, that, while none is offended, all are electrified—and the poet’s own 
good taste and humour expand over the singer and the entire group of auditors. 

Among his amorous pieces, there are two of such prominent merit, thaVthey can- 
not be passed over. “Feasgar htain”so intimately connected with the poet’s 
fate, has been already noticed. Its history like that of its author, is one of love 
and brevity—it was composed in a few hours to a young lady, whom he accidentally 
met at a convivial party—and sung, with all its riches of ideality and mellowness 
of expression, before they broke up. “ Moladh ria h-oighe %Gaelich'' although 
not so plaintive or tender, is, perhaps, as a poetical composition, far before the 
other. Never was maiden immortalized in such well-chosen and appropriate strains 
—never did bard’s lips pour the incense of adulation on maiden’s head in more capti- 
vating and florid language, and never again shall mountain maid sit to have her 

picture drawn by so faithful and powerful a pencil. 
Without going beyond the bounds of verity, it may be affirmed that his poetry, 

more perhaps than that-of most writers, deserves to be styled the poetry of the heart 
—of a heart full to overflowing with noble sentiments, and sublime and tender 
passions. 

ORAN DO MIIARCUS NAN GREUMACH; 

AGUS do’s eideadii-ghaelach. 

Bu trom an t-arsneul a bh’air m’aigue, 
Le fadachd’s 1c mi-ghean, 
A bhuin mo threoir’s mo thabhachd dhiom, 
Cha ghabhadh ceol na maran rium 
Ach thanig ur thosgair’ da m’ iunnsaidh 
’Dbuisg mi as mo shuain, 
’Nuair f huair mi ’n sgeid bha mor ri eigh’d 
Gun d’eadromaioh mo smuain. 

■Is latha sealbbaoh, rathail, dealarach, 
Alail, aiumeil, agh-mhor. 

A dh’fhuasgail air na h-AIbannaicb, 
Blio mhachraiehean gu garbhlaicbcan, 
Bho uisge-Thuaid* gu Arcamb-chuain, 
Bho Dimas gu Tua th gu leir ; 
Is binne ‘n srann feadh slirath a‘s gldcann 
Na organ gun mheang gleus. 

A Mbareuis oig nan Greumacb, 
Fhir gbleust’ an aigne riogbail, 

* The Water of Tweed. 
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O ! gu‘m a buan air t-aiteam tliu, 
Gu treubhach, bnadbach, maoanta, 
‘S tu ‘n ur-shlat alainn ‘s muirneil blath 
De‘n fhiubhaidh aird nacb crion, 
Gur trie na Gaeil ‘g ol do shlaint’, 
Gu h-armunnach air Son. 

Mo cbeistam firean foinnidh, dircacli, 
Maisewib, fior-glilan, ainmeil, 
Mo sheobbag sul-ghorm, araaisgeil, 
Tiia comhant, cliuiteach, bearraideach, 
A b‘aird’ a leumadh air each-sreine, 
‘M barrachd euohd thar cbaicli; 
‘S tu bhuinig cuis a bharr gacb cuirt, 
‘S a chuir air cbul ar cas ! * 

Air bhi air farsan dhomh gacii la 
Gur tus tha ghna air m’ inntinn, 
Mo ruin do‘n tir o‘n d'imich mi, 
‘S mo sbuil air fad gu pilleadh ri: 
‘S ann thogas orm gu grad mo cholg 
Le aigne meanmach, treun— 
Mo chliabh ilia gabhail Lisadli aigheir, 
lS ait mo naigheachd fein. 

TUainig/ttson anns an achd 
A dh'ordaich pailt am feileadh, 
Tha eiridh air na breacanan 
Lc farum treun neo-lapanach, 
Bi‘dh oighcau thapaidh sniomh ‘sa dath 
Gu h-eibhinn, ait, le uaill 
Gach aon din ‘g eideadh a’ gaoil fein 
Mar ‘s reidb leo anns gach uair 

Biodh cogadh ann no sio-chainnt, 
Cha'chuir sin sior-euebd oirn, 
An arm no foachd ma thogras iad, 
No ‘n ar-amaoh eha ‘n obamaid, 
Le‘r teanadh suas ri uchd an fhuath’s’, 
Lc’r n’earadh nasal fein ; 
Le lannan cruagbach, neart-mbor, buan, 
A leantain ruaig gun sgios ! 

On fhuair sinn/asan le‘r sar clileachdadh, 
Duisgeadh beachd ar sinnsir, 
Le run gun eheilg ‘S na h-uile fear, 
‘S gun mheirgh’ air leirg nan Lunnuinneaeh, 
Le sunnt a‘s gleus, a‘s barrachd speis 
Toirtaite* fein do‘n Righ, 
Mo bhas gun eis mar b’fhearr learn fein sin, 
No ge d’ eibht’ an t-shith ! 

Note.—This song, as its title indicates, was 
composed on the repeal of President Forbes’s un- 
clothing act, and an anecdote is related of its first 
rehearsal, winch we deem not unworthy of a 
place here. Our author, like all other poets of 
his day and country, was a staunch Jacobite, 
while his fatiicr was equally firm in Ills adherence 
tothe family of Hanover. William had composed 
the song during one of his excursions through 
the country, where he probably heard of the 
erasure of the obnoxious act from the Statute 
Kook, and sung it for the first tinif* to a happy 
group of rustics who were in the habit of congre- 
gating nightly at his father’s ingle to hear bis 
new compositions. When he came to the last 

* Hanover. 

! stanza, in which lie indirectly lampoons his Ma- 
jesty, “Ah!” said his father, involuntarily ly- 

| ing his hand on a cudgel, “ ye clown, yon know 
I where and when you sing that.'’ “Really, 
father,” replied the "poet, “ 1 would sing it in the 
House of Commons it'you were not there!” 

ORAN AN T-SAMURAIDIL 

Air foxn—“ Wat ye wha I met yestreen.” 

0 ! mosg’leaniaid gu suilbhear ait, 
Le sunntachd ghasd’, a‘s eiraamaid, 

Tha mhadahm-sa le furan caomh 
Toirt cuireadh faoilteach, eibhinn, duinn ; 

Cuireamaid fa'dt air an lo, 
Le cruitean ceolmhor, teud-bhinneach, 

_‘S biodh ar cridhe deachdadh fuinn 
‘S ar beoil a seinn le speirid dha. 

Nach cluinn thu bith-fhuaim suthain, seamh, 
‘S a bliruthainn sgeamhail, bhla-dhealtrach, 

‘S beannachdan a nuas o neamh 
A dortadh dial gu lar aca : 

Tha nadur a caochladh tuar 
Le caomh-cruth, cuannda, pairt-dhathach, 

‘S an cruinne ioml n, mu‘n iath grian, 
A tarruinn fiamhan grasail air ! 

Nach cluinn thu coisir stolda, suairc’, 
‘S an doir’ ud shuns le‘n oranan, 

Seinn cliu dha‘n Cruthadair fein, 
Le laoidhean ceutach, solasach, 

Air chorraibh an sgiath gun tamh 
Air mheangain ard nan ro-chrannaibh, 

Le‘n ceileirean toirt moladh binn, 
liha’n Ti dh'ath-phill am bcotachd riu. 

Gu‘m b‘fbearr na bhi‘n cadal an tamh. 
Air leabaidli stata chloimh-itich, 

Eiridh modi sa mhadainn Mhaigh, 
Gu falbh na fasach fheoirneinich, 

Ruaig a thoirt air bharr na driuohd, 
I)o dlioire dlu no ni smeoraichean, 

Am hi tuis is curaidh na fiou, 
Le faile ciatach rosanan. 

Tha feartan toirbheartach, neo-gham, 
‘S an am so gun ghreann dubhlachdach, 

Cuir trusgan trom-dhait’ air gach raon, 
Le dealt, ‘s le braou ga‘n uraohadh 

Tha Flora cnodachndh gach cluain, 
Gaoh glaic, a‘s brunch le fluraichean, 

‘S bi‘dh neoinean, rosan, ‘s lili ban, 
Fo‘n dithean aluinn, chul-mhaiseach. 

Tha Phoebus fein, le lochrann aigh, 
Ag oradh ard nam beanntaichean, 

‘S a’ taomadh nuas aghathan tla, 
Cuir dreach air hlath nan gleanntanan ; 
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Gach innseag ‘s gaoh coirean fraoich 
Ag tarruinn faoilt na Bealltainn air; 

Gaeh tireaoh, gach tulach, ‘s gach tom 
Lc foirm cair fuinn an t-samhraidh orr’. 

Tha caoin, a‘s ciuin, air muir a‘s tir, 
Air machair inhin ‘s air garbh-shleibtean, 

Tha cuirnean driuchd na thuirair lar, 
Hi ail'd ls ri ain na geala-ghreine: 

Bi‘dh coill’, a‘s por, a‘s fraoch, a‘s feur, 
Gach iasg, gach eun, ‘s na h-a;nmhidhean 

Iti teachd gu‘n gnasalachd ‘s gu nos, 
Na‘n gne, ‘s na‘n duigh, san aimsir so. 

Gur eibhinn abhachd nionag og, 
Air ghasgan feoir ‘sna h-aonaichean, 

An gleantaibh fasaich ‘s iad gu suairc’, 
A falbh la buar ga‘n saodachadh; 

Gu h-urail fallain gun Sgios, 
Gu maiseach, fialaidh, faoilteachail, 

Gu neo-chiontach ‘gun cheilg, a‘s gras 
Nan gaol a snamh nan aodannan. 

Uain’ gach mi-ghean, sgios a‘s gi’uaim, 
‘S na bidheamaid uair fo‘n aineartan, 

Crathamaid air chul gach bron, 
Le fonn, la col, ‘s leTSanntaireachd ; 

‘S binn’ an tathaich sud mar chgud 
No gleadhraich citidh chabhsairean, 

‘S mi 'in pilleinchurai’, chuUghorm fhraoich, 
‘S na brughaichsan saor on champaraid. 

Bitheadh easlaint eitigeach, gun chit 
An didean rimhcach sheomraichcan 

Bitheadh eugailean gun speis, gun brigh, 
‘N aitribh righrean, ‘s mor-uaislibh, 

Biodh slainte chonnabhaiach gach ial, 
Am buthaibh fial gun strotlialachd, 

Aig Gaeil ghasd' an eididh ghearr, 
i’ir speisoil, chairdeil, ro-gheanach ! 

OBAN AIR GAOL NA II-OIGIIB 
DO CHAILEAN. 

Ann am madainn chiuin cheitean, 
*S an spreidh air an Ion, 
Agus cailin na buaile, 
Gabhail ‘n-uallain mu‘n coir; 
Bo bhi gafhanan Phoebus, 
A cuir an ceill tro’ na neoil, 
Latha buadhach, geal, eibhinn. 
‘S las na speuran le ros. 

Ach cha b‘e ‘n tan, bha‘d a ticnal, 
Anns an Innis sa’ ghleann, 
So bhuin ndaignegu luasgan, 
‘S mi air chuairt aims an am, 
Ach an cailin bn dreach-mhoire’, 
Mine mais', agus loinn, 
Bh‘air an tulaich na‘m fochar, 
Gu ciuineil, foistineach, grinn. 

Shnamh mo smaointean an ioghnadh, 
‘S thuit mi ‘n coachladh ro-mhor, 
Sheas mi snasaicht mar iomhaidh, 
‘G amharc dian air an pigh, 
‘S ge do bhrosnaich mo dhurachd mi 
Bh'eisdeaohd ur-laoidh a beoil, 
Stad mi rithist le munadh, 
‘S dheachd mi run gu bhi foil. 

Ach gur deacair dhomh innseadh, 
Leis mar«dhiobrainn an cainnt, 
Breach na Ann’ ud, sa h-ailteachd, 
A thug barr air gach geall; 
Tha slios geala-mhin mar eala, 
No mar chanach nan gleann, 
‘S a h-miqjil churaidh mar chaineal, 
0 beul meachair gun mhcang. 

Bha fait cam-lubach, boidheach, 
Baehlach, or-bhuidh’, na dliuail, 
Cas-bhuidh’, sniomhanach, faineach, 
An neo-charadh mu‘n cuairt, 
Bobhraghad sneachdaidh a b’ fhior-ghlain 
Fo’ lie bu mhin-dheirge gruaidh, 
Gun innleachd bha, ach buaidh naduir, 
A toirt gach barr dhut gun uaill! 

Aghaidh bhaindidh, ghlan, mhodhar, 
Bu bhinne, ros-dheirge, beul, 
Suil mheallach, ghorm, thairis 
Caol-mhala, ‘s rosg reidh, 
Uclid soluis, lan sonais, 
Geala bhroilleach mar ghrein 
‘S troidh mhin-gheal, ohaoin, shocrach, 
Nach doich'neadh am feur. 

Ach gu dubhar na coille, 
Am binne ;n goireadh a chuach, 
Bha ‘m fochar na h-Innse, 
Gus an tionailt’ am buar. 
Gun do dhdmich an cailin, 
Min, farasda, suairc’; 
Ghleus i guth, ‘s ghabh i o^an, 
‘S bu ro-bhinn cheol bheireadh buaidh. 

B ann air gaol bha i tighinn, 
‘S run a cridhe, sa buaidh, 
Do dh‘og-laoch nan ciabh or-bliuidh’. 
An leitir Laomuinn nan cuach, 
Bo dhiuchd uiseag, a‘s smeorach. 
Am barraibh ro-chranuaibh suns, 
A‘s sheinn cho binn an co’-ghleus d‘i, 
‘S gun do dh‘eisd mi car uair. 

“ 0 chailean ! 0 Chailean!” 
Bo sheinn cailin nan gaol, 
“ Cia fath nach tigeadh tu tharais. 
Bo ghleannan falaich nan craobh ? 
Is nach iarrain-s' air m'ordugh. 
Be storas, no mhaoin, 
Ach bhi laidhe na t-asgail, 
Fo’ do ohreacan san fhraoch. 

“ Gu‘m b‘og m's’ agus Chilean, 
Ann an gleannan na ouaich. 
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A‘s sinn a tional nan dithean, 
Leinn f hin feadh nan cluan; 
A‘s sinn ‘gar leagadh narsineadh, 
‘Nuair bu sgi leinn air bruaieh 
‘S bhiodh na cruitearan sgiathach, 
Cuir ar cionalais bhuain. . 

“ Gn‘m bn neo-chiontach maran 
Mo graidh ann sa’ choill; 
A‘s sinn a’ mireadh n-ar ‘n-aonar, 
Gun smaointinn air foill; 
Sinn gun mhulad, gun fhadachd, 
O mhadainn gu h-oidhch’, 
Agus Cupid g‘ar taladh, 
Gu toirt graidh, ‘s sinn nar cloinn. 

“ ’S ge do thainig an samhradh, 
‘S mi sa' glileann so ri spreidh, 
Gur e‘s trie leam am fagail, 
‘S bithidh each as an deigh; 
‘S ann a dhiueas mi tbarais 
Do na gharan leam fein, 
Gu bhi taomadh mo dhosgainn 
Ann am luchar nan geug. 

“ Tha mo chairdean fo ghruaim rium, 
O lachual’ iad mar tha— 
Gur annsa learn Cailt-an 
Na fear-baile le than; 
Ach cha treiginn-s’ mo cheud-ghradh, 
Gus an geillein do‘n bhas ; 
On a gheall e bhi dileas, 
Cia fath mu‘n dibrinn-sa dha?” 

So mar sheinn an caomh chailin, 
Tosan tairis a graidh, 
‘S a boid sheasmhach da ceud ghaol, 
A‘s naeh dibreadh gu brath, 
Gach oigh’ eile da ciuinn so. 
Gun robh a h-inntinn gu bas, 
Gu bhi leautainn an t-samh‘l ud, 
Gu‘n a h-an-toil thoirt dha. 

Ach air bhi grathuinn na m’ 'tliamh 
dhomh, 

‘S mi gun abhachd san rod, 
*S mo chliabh air lasadb le h-eibhneas 
A’ tabhairt eisdeachd da‘n oigh— 
Chunnasas oganach gasda 
Teachd o’ leacain a chro, 
‘S e le uileshar ime.achd, 
‘S b‘aun gu Innis nam bo. 

Bha dhreach, ‘sa dhealbh mar bumhian-| 
nach, 

Le oigh iarraidh dh‘i fein. 
An tus briseadh an runachd, 
‘S i fo h-ur bhla air feill; 
Beachd a b’fhearr, bu neo-fhurasd 
A thabhairt tuille na dhelgh, 
Air an oganach mhaiseach, 
A teachd o leacain nan geug. 

Ach suil dha‘ff tug an t-og gasd 
Bu rioghail mais’ air gach tao , 

Dhearc air oigh nan ciabh cas-bhuidh’, 
Star fo’ asgail nan craobh; 
Dheachd a chridhe le furtachd 
Gu‘m b‘e sud cuspair a gh'aoil, 
A‘sghuidli e beatfnachd da ‘n chodhail, 
A bheag am bron daibh araon. 

Is ann an gbuyiibh a cheile, 
Le mor speis mar bu mirann, 
Ghlais an dith's ud le eibhneas, 
‘S an run reidh ga‘n cuir dian; 
‘S o‘n bha furan cho tairis, 
‘S nach b'fhuras aithnsoho fial, 
Ghuidh mi sonas gun dith dhaibh, 
Gu la ‘n crich a‘s mi triall. 

Vote.—The cireumstanceg that called forth the 
i foregoing beautiful song were these : — Oar 

autlior in his excursions was perambulating the 
Highlands of Perthshire, where He happened to 

i alight on a sheiling, or mountain dairy, in the 
\ ocenpaiiey of a respectable farmer’s daughter at- 

tended by a young man one of her father’s ser- 
vants. The bard was warmly invited to remain 
with them in this humble but hospitable hut for 
some days to rest himself and to bear them com- 
pany. The invitation was accepted. A person 
of the poet’s penetration could not long remain 
ignorant of the fact that the artless maiden was 
uneasy in her mind ; and, as they had now arri- 
ved at that stage of familiarity which justities the 
disclosure of secrets, upon being questioned, 
she told him that her affections were fixed upon a 
neighbouring swain—a handsome, young fellow, 
whose advances, however, were discountenanced 
by her parents in consequence of his poverty. 
Itoss possibly entered with enthusiasm into his 
friend’s romantic love affair—at all events, he 
was not the man to do violence to the feelings of 
the leuniun heart for the sake of pounds, shillings, 
and pence. Short as his stay was in the sheiling, 

I he had frequent opportunities of seeing the young 
lover and tlie milk maid meet in the solitude of 
a contiguous dell. Spuming the threatened 
wrath of parents, they were speedily married— 
the poet was invited to the marriage feast, where 
he snug this song so tenderly expressive of the 
bliss which iiad its consummation, in the union 
of his fair friend with the man of her infectious- 

MARBH-RANN DO PHRIUNNSA 
XEARLACH. 

CO’-SHEIRM. 

Soraiilh bhuan dha‘n l-suaUhneas bhan, 
Gu la-luain cha ghluais o‘n bhas ; 
Ghlac an uaigh an suaiihneas ban 
‘S leacanfuaraidh tuaim’ a ihamh ! 

Air bhi dhotnh-sa triall that- druim 
Air di-donaich, ‘s comhlan loam, 
Leughas litir naigheachd leinn, 
‘S cha sgeuP ait a tbachair innt’, 

Soraidh bhuan, <§•<;. 

Albainn arsaidh ! ‘sfathunn broin, 
Gach aon mhuir bait’ tha batcadh oirn. 
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T-oiglire rioghail bbi san Roimh, 
Tirt’ an cao[ ohist’ jliobhta bhurd ! 

Soraidh Lhuxn, fyc. 

‘S trom learn m'osnaich anns gacb la 
‘S trie mo srnuaintean fad’ o laimb— 
Cluain an domhain xruagh an dail,. 
Gur cobhartach gaeh feoil do‘n bbas ! 

Soraidh bhuan, §0. 

Tha mo chridh’ gn briste, fann, 
‘S dooir mo shul a’ ruith mar allt, 
Ge do chcilin sud air am, 
Bhrucbd e mach ‘s oha mhiste leam. 

Soraidh bhuan, ^-c. 

Bha mi seal am barail chruaidh, 
Gu‘n cluinntecaisimeachd mu‘n cuairt; 
Cabhlaoh Thearlaich thigh'n’ airchuan, 
Ach threig an dail mi gu la-luain, 

Soraidh bhuan, 4'C. 

‘S lionmhor laoch a‘s mili trcun, 
Tha ‘n diugh an Albainn as do dheidb, 
lad fo‘s n-iosal sileadh dheur, 
Racbadb dian leat anus an t-sreup. 

Soraidh bhuan, §c. 

‘S gur neo-shubhacb, dubhach, sgi, 
Bo thread ionmhuinn anns gach tir, 
Buidheann meamnach bu gharg cli, 
Ulamh, arm-chleasach ‘s an t-sri. 

Soraidh bhuan, iLc. 

Nis eromaidh na cruitearan binn, \ 
Am barraibli dims fo’ sprochd an cinn, 
Gach beo bhiodh ann an srath na‘m beinn 
A caoidh an co’-dhosgainn leinn. 

Soraidh Lhuan, &.c. 

Tha gach beinn, gach cnoc, ‘s gach sliabh, 
Air am faca sinn thu trial!, 
Nis air call, andreach ‘s am fiarah, 
0 nach tig thu chaoidh nan cian. 

Soraidh bhuan, 

Bhi‘n t-al og nach fao thu riamh, 
‘G altram graidh dhut agus miagh, 
Ach thuit an cridhe nis na‘u cliabh, 
O na chaidil thu gu sior. 

Soraidh bhuan, &c. 

Ach biodh ar n’ uirnigh moch gach la 
Ills an Ti is aird’ a ta, 
Gun e dhioladh oirn’ gu brath, 
Ar ‘n eucoir air an t-suaitheas bhan. 

Soraidh bhuan, &c. 

Acids eagal leam ge math a chleir, 
‘S gach son as gheallair dhuinn le’m bcul, 
Gu‘m faicear sinn a’ sileadh dheur 
A choinn an suaithneas ban a threig. 

Soraidh bhuan, &.C. 

Cuirearaaid soraidh bhuainn gu reidh 
Leis na dh'imicheas an cein, 
Bh'ionnsaidh an ait’ na laidh an mill, 
Dldfhogradh uainn gach gruaim a‘s neul. 

Soraidh bhuan, &c. 

S bitheamaid toilicht’ leis na tha, 
O nach d’ f haod sinn bhi na‘s f'earr, 
Cha bhi n-ar cuairt an so ach gearr, 
A‘s leanaidh sin an suaithneas ban, 

Soraidh bhuan, &c. 

MI ANN AN OGANAICH GHAELICH. 

Air roNN—“ Wall go no more a roving-" 

Tha sud do ghna air m'inntinn, 
Le iompaidh cliinnteaeh, reidh, 

'S gur fada bho’n bu mhiannach leam, 
Gu’n triallamaid dhareir; 

’S a nis’ bho nach urrainn mi 
Ga ehumail orm gu leir, 

Bi’dh mi fadheoidh ag aideachadh 
Na th’agam dhut de speis. 

An sin treigeamaid am farsan, 
• ’Sgu’mb’ fhearrnabhi air chuairt, 

Bhi maille ris a’ chailin sin, 
Le farasdachd gun ghruaim. 

-'An sin treigeamaid, $c. 

Gach aon a chi mi’s beartaiche, 
Bithidh spailp orr’ as am maoin, 

Ach sud cha b’urrainn nf iasgaeh-sa, 
Ge d’ liathain leis an aois, 

Mo nadurpge d’ bhiodh iarratach, 
Dha’ mnhinn’s nach tugainn taobh, 

Le snaim cho dian cha shnasaichinn, 
Mar glacte mi le gaol. 

An sin ireigeamaid, §c. 
• 

Na ged’ bu shamhl’ an storas mi, 
Ge neonach sud leibh fein. 

Pha’n neach is Hugh’ coraichean, 
Tha’m Breatuinn mhor gn leir 

Ge soiileir inbhe ’n stata sin, 
Cha taladh c mi ceum, 

’S air mhiltean oir cha lubainn-s’ 
Aeli an taobh dha ’m biodh mo dheidh. 

An sin treigeamaid, $c. 

\ Gaeh fear dha’m beil na smaointean so, 
Bithidh m’aonta dha gu mor, 

Air chumha gun ghne theag-mhaladh, 
It’a fjiaotainn bhi na dhoigh ; 

A run-sa’nuair a d’fhiosraichinn, 
Na’m measainn bhi air choir, 

Gu’m molainn gun a diobairt dha, 
Clio fad sa bhiodh e beo. 

An sin treigeamaid, ij'c. 
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Gu’m b’ait leam cailin finealta, 
S' i maiseaeh, fiur-ghlan, ciuin, 

Ged" nach biodh ni, no airgead aic’, 
Ach dreaeh a’s dealbh air thus 

Acli sud na’n tarladh aie’ a blii 
’S ga reir bhi pailt’ an oliu, 

Cha chreidinn gu’m bu mhist’ i e, 
’S i fein bhi glie air chul. 

An sin treiyeamaid, <J c. 

Cha treiginn fein a bharail sin, 
A dh’aindeoin’s na their each, 

Le iomluas gu bhi caoeiilaidheaeh, 
’S nach aontaicheadh mo chail, 

Gach fear bi’dh mar a’s toileach leis, 
Gun choireachd bhuam gu brath, 

’S a leanas e gu dieheallach, 
A bheairt a chi e’s fearr. 

An sin treigsamaid, <j-c. 

Na fhionaig dhriopail, gheur-chuisich, 
Bhios leirsinneach le shuil, 

Gun tomad a measg dhaoine dheth, 
Giy* gliean, gun fhaoilt, na ghnuis, 

Gun fhailteachd, chairdeil, f huranach— 
Gun uirghioll aig a’s liu. 

Gu’m b' annsa, <*tc. 

Ach oigear, dreachmhor, tabhachdach 
Neo-ardanacli na ghne, 

Bhios calma ’nuair as eigin da, 
’S rei’-bheartach dha reir; 

Gun storas bhi tigh’nn tharais air, 
Gun aim-bheartas gu leir, 

’S e sud na’m faighinn m'iarratas, 
A mhiannaichinn dhomh fein. 

Gu’m b’ annsa, <§c. 

MI ANN NA H-OIGHE GAELICH. 

[Aie an* Fhonn cueudna.] 

Na’n tarladh dhomh sin fheatainn, 
Cha b’eigin leam no cas, 

Bhi ’g iomlaid gaoil gun fhadal ris, 
’S gu reidh ga aidmheil dha, 

’Sa dh’ aindeoin uaill a’s goraich 
Nan oighean oga, bath, 

’S e sud an teuchd gu dideanadh, 
An cridheachan gu brath. 

Gu’m V annsa na bhi m’onar, 
Mo lamh’s mo ghaol thoirt uam, 

Maraon a’s lubadh farasda, 
Le oigear fearail suairc. 

Gu’m b’annsa, §c. 

Na’n deanadh fortan fabhar rium, 
’8 an dail sin chuir ma m’ choir, 

Le oigear maiseach, mileanda 
Gun anbharr, no dith stoir, 

A chuir an taobh a bithinn-sa, 
’S mi fein am nighinn oig, 

Gun easbhuidh seadh no pairtean air 
Cha’n aich’ain e ach foil. 

Gu’m b’ annsa, §c. 

B’e sud an ceile thaghainn-sa, 
’S cha chladhaire neo-threun, 

Dha’m biodh lan nan cobhraiehean, 
Dheth ’n or’s gun treoir dha reir; 

A threudan a’ tigh’n’ tharais air, 
Le barrachd dheth gach seud, 

Cha’n fhagadh saibhreas sona mi, 
Gun toileachas na dheigh. 

Gu’m b’ annsa, cj c. 

Gu’n cumadh Ni-math bhuam-sa sud! 
Fear gabhaidh, cruaidh, gun chliu, 

ORAN 

AE AI8EADII AN FIIEAKUINN DO NA CINN- 
FHEADHNA SA’ BHLIADHNA—1732. 

HJINNEAG. 

Their mi horo hvgo hoiriunn, 
JJo i hoiriunn horo, 
Their mi horo hugo hoiriunn. 

Thug m’ inntinn air fad gu beadradh, 
Mar nach leagadh bron i. 

Their mi horo hugo hoiriunn, §c. 

Bith’maid gu maranach, geanach, 
Fearail, mar bu choir dhuinn. 

Their mi horo hugo hoiriunn, t;c. 

Cuirt am bola breac na tharruinn, 
’S glaineachan air bord dhuinn. 

Their mi horo hitgo hoiriunn, <Jv. 

Chuala mi naigheachd a Sasunn, 
Ris na las mo sholas. | 

Their mi horo hvgo hoiriunn, §c. 

Na Suinn a bha ’n iomairt Tbearlaich, 
Thigh’n’ gu dail an corach* 

Their mi horo hugo hoiriunn, i;c. 

’S ge d’ tha cuid diu sud a thriall uainn, 
Tha ’n iarmad air foghnadh. 

Their mi horo hugo hoiriunn, <5‘c, 

Feudaidh mac bodaich a reiste, 
Bhi cuir bleid a storas. 

Their mi horo hugo, hoiriunn, Jfc. 

Cosgamaid bola de chuineadh 
Nan Suinn nach cil beo dhiu. 

Their mi horo hugo hoiriunn, fyc. 
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Tostamnid suas gach ceann-finne, 
Bh’anns an iomairt mhoir ud. 

Their mi horo hvgo hoiriunn, ^‘e. 

Tostamaid suns luclid ga leanmhuinn 
Gnn dearmad air ifeorsa : 

Their mi horo hugo hoiriunn, .J'c. 

Sluagh Blireatuinn agus Eirinn, 
Geilleachdainn da mhorachd. 

Their mi horo kvgo hoiriunn, <j‘C. 

Ge bu duilich leinn an sgeul ud, 
Mac Righ Seumas fhogradh. 

Their mi horo hvyo hoiriunn, ij'c. 

Cha’n cil sta a bid ga iunndran 
Ge b’e’m priunnsa coir e. 

Their mi horo hugo hoiriuhn, <5'C. 

’S gun tig tuisleadh air na righrean 
Mar a dhiobras olaeh, 

Their mi horo hugo hoiriunn, .j'c. 

Eonn an cinnich fior shiol coiree, 
Cinnidh fochan otraieh; 

Their mi horo hugo hoiriunn, <j'C. 

Mar thug mi gu eennn mo luinneag, 
Sguiridii mi gu stolda, 

Their mi horo hugo hoiriunn, .j'f. 

FEASGAR LUAIN. 

Feasgar Luain, a’s mi air chuairt, 
Gu’n cualas fuaim nach b’ fhuathach leam, 
Ceol nan tend gu h-orda;l, reidli, 
A’s coisir da reir os a chionn ; 
Thuit mi ’n caoehladh leis an ioghnadh, 
A dh-aisig mo smaointean a null, 
’S chuir mi ’n eeill gu’n imichinn cein, 
Le m’aigneadh fein, ’s e co’-streap rium. 

Cbaidh mi steach an ceann na coisir, 
An robh ol a’s ceol as damlis’, 
Ribhinnean, a’s (Jeasgaich oga, 
’S iad an ordugh grinn gun mheang ; 
Dhearcas fa loath air na h-oighean, 
Le rosg foil a null ’sa nail, 
’S ghlacadh mo chridhe, ’s mo shuil co’ladli, 
’8 rinn an gaol mo leon air ball! 

Dhiuchd mar aingeal, ma mo choinneamh, 
’N ainnir og, bu ghrinne snuadb ; 
’Seang shlios fallain air bbla canilicli, 
No mar an eal’ air a chuan ; 
Suil ghonn, mheallach, fo chaoil mhala 
’S caoin’ a sheallas ’g amharc uath, 
Beul tla, tairis’ gun gbne smalain, 
Dha’n gna cartbannachd gun uaiJJ. 

Mar ghath grein' am madainn cheitein, 
Gu’n mheath i mo leirsinn shul, 
’S i ceumadh urlair gu reidh, iompaidh, 
Do reir pugannan a chiuil; 
Ribhinn mhodhail, ’s fior-ghlan foghlum, 
Dh-fhion-fhuil mhorghalach mo ruin, 
Reull nan oighean, grian gach coisridh, 
’S i’n cldall chomhraidh, cheol-bhinn, chiuin. 

’S tearc an sgeula sunnailt t-eugaisg, 
Bhi ri fheatainn san Roinn-Eorp, 
Tha mais’, a’s feile, tlachd, a’s ceutaidh, 
Nach facas leam fein fa m’ choir, 
Gach cliu a’ fas riut muirn, ’s an aillteachd 
An sugradb, ’s a maran beoil, 
'S gach bnaidh a b’ailli, bh’ air Diana, 
Gu leir mar f hagail, tha aig Moir. 

’S bachlach,duallach, cas*bhuidh’, cuaehach’ 
Caradh suaineas gruaig do chinn, 
Gu h-aluinn, boidheach, faineach, or-bhuidh, 
An caraibh seoiglm’ ’san ordugh grinn, 
Gun chroB a’fas riut, a dh’ fheut’ aireamh, 
O do bharr gu sail do bhuinn ; 
Dhiuchd nabnaidhean, oigh, mu’n cuairtdut, 
Gu meudachdain t-uaill's gach piling 1 

Bu leigheas eugail, slan o’n Eug, 
Do dh’ fhcar a d’ fheudadh bhi ma d’ choir 
B’ f bear na’n cadal bhi na t-fhagaisg, 
’G eisdeacbd agallaidh do bheoil; 
Clia robh Bhenus a measg leugaibh, 
Dh’ aindeoin feucantachd cho boidh’ch, 
Ri muirninn mhin, a leon mo chridh’, 
Le buaidhean, ’s mi ’g a dith ri m’ bheo. 

’S glan an fhion-fhuil as na fhriamhaieh 
Thu, gun f hiarradh mbiar, no mheang, 
Cinneadh morghalach, bu chrodha, 
Tional co ’ladh cho’-stri lann, 
Bhuin’eadh euis a bbarr nan du’-Ghall, 
Sgiursadh iad gu’n duthebas tliall, 
Leanadh ruaig air Cataich fhuara, 
’S a toirt buaidh orr’ aims gach ball. 

Tha cabar-feidh an dluth’s do reir dhut, 
Nach biodh easlaineach san stri, 
Fir nach obadh leis ga’n togail 
Dol a chogadh ’n aghaidh righ, 
Bu cholgail, faiceant’ an stoirm feachdaidh, 
Armach, breacanaeh, air ti 
Dol ’san iomairt gun bhonn gioraig, 
’S nach pilleadh ga dhol fo ehis. 

’S trom leam m’ osna’, ’s cruai’leam m'fhor- 
tan 

Gun ghleus socair, ’s mi gun sunnt, 
’S mi ri smaointinn air an aon run, 
A bliuin mo ghaol gun ghaol d’a chionn. 
Throm na Duilean peanas dubailt, 
Gu mis’ umhlachadh air ball, 
Thaladh Cupid mi san dusal, 
As na dhuisg mi bruite, fann! 
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Beir soraidh buam d’on ribliinn shuairc’, 
De’n chinneadh mhor a’s naisle gnas, 
Thoir mo dhurachd-sa g'a h-ionnsaidh, 
’S mi 'n deagh run d a cul-bhuidh’ ban. 
’S nach bruadar cadail. a gbluais m’aigne, 
’S truagh nach aidicli c dbomh tamh, 
’S ge b’iinn air chuairt, no thall an cuan, 
Gu’m bi mi smuainteach ort gu brath. 

MOLADH A BHAIRD 
AIR A THIR FEIN. 

On is farsan leam gach la, 
Bi‘dh ‘n srachd so gu Craid-Albann, 

A d‘f bench a fearr a gheibli mi slaint, 
A thigh'n’ gu ard nan garbh-chrioch, 

‘S ge do dliirich mi Lairc-Ila. 
Tha mo spid air falbh bhuam, 

Ge tus blianu’ uir’ e ‘s beag mo shurd, 
Ri brughaichean Choire-Choramaic. 

A thaigh Chill-Fheinn, cha bhuanachdleinn, 
Air chinnt’ ge d’ tha tha boidheach, 

A bhi ri sneachd’ a diol mo leapa, 
Bha‘n t-Sasunnach dhoite, 

| *S i‘n tir fo thuath dha mor mo luaidh sa, 
Ghluais mo smuain gu oran, 

'S mi air bealach trial! ri gaillion, 
Gu fearann nach eol domh. 

« 
A Shrath Chinn..Fhaolain nam ba-maola 

‘S nam fear-caola, luatha, 
‘S mi nach tagh'leadh, air do ghaol thu. 

Nochd gur faonraidh fuar thu ; • 
Thuirt beul an rafaird Hum gum b'fhearr, 

Na Gearr-loch an taobh-Tuatha, 
p Fkearann gortach, lan de bhochdain, 

G un socair aig tuath ann. 

Beir mo shoraidh ‘thir a mhonaidh, 
A‘s nam beann corrach, arda, 

Fridh nan gaisgeach ‘s nan sonn gasda, 
Tir Chlann-Eachuinn Ghearr-loch, 

Gur uallaeh, cangach, an damh breangach, 
Suas tro’ gleannan fasaich, 

Bi'dh cuach sa bhadan, seinn a leadainn, 
Moch sa mhadainn, Mhaighe, 

Gum b‘e Gearr-’.ooh an tir bhaigheil, 
‘S an tir phairteach, bhiadhar, 

Tir a phailteis, tir gun ghainne, 
Tir is glaine fialachd, 

An tir bhainneach, uachdrach, mhealach, 
Chaomhach, channach, thiorail, 

Tir an main, tir an tachdair, 
Sithne, a‘s pailteas iasgaich, 

Tir an aigh i, tir nan armunn, 
Tir nan sar-fhear gleusda; 

Tir an t-suairceis, tir gun ghruaimean, 
Tir is uaisle feile. 

An tir bhorcach, nam frith ro-mhor, 
Tir gun Icon, gun gheibhinn, 

An tir bhraonach, mhachrach, raonach, 
Mhartach, laoghach, fheurach. 

Gu‘n ti nollaig mhor le sonas, ja 
Gu comunn gun phrabar, ™ 

0‘n‘s lionmhor gaisgeach le sar acuinn 
Theid gu feachd na traghad, 

Mar shluagh Mhic-Chu'illeoruai’ fhiubhai’, 
Ruaig gun chun’ air sraehdan ; 

Bi'dh Muireardach maide fo’ bhinn chabar 
Gu stad i sa Bhraidhe. 

Ge do tha mi giubhal Galldachd, 
Cha‘n ann tha mo mhi-chuis, 

Ge d’ tha mi ‘n taobh-s’ ann [priobal 
Tha mo ruin do‘n choraunn chiuin nach 

‘N‘am teirce’ do‘n la thig sibh o‘n traigh, 
Gu seomar ban nam pisean; 

BiMh ceol nam feadau ‘s Eoin da spreigeadh 
Gu beagadk ‘ur mi-ghean. 

BiMh bola lan air bhord na'n dail, 
Cuir surd fo chail na coisir, 

BiMh laoidk mu‘n cuairt nach cluinnt’ a 
luach. 

Aig suinn chuir cuairt na h-Eorpa 
BiMh luagh a’s luinneag, duan a’s iorram, 

‘S cuairt le sgil bho’n oisich, 
Aig buidhean ghasda, nan arm sgaiteach. 

Treunmlior air feachd comh-stri. 

‘Nuair tharladh sibh’ san taigh-thabhairn, 
Far an traighte stoip leibh, 

Cha b’e’n cannran bhiodh n’ur pairt, 
An uair a b’airde poit dhuibh, 

Ach mir’, a’s maran, gaol, a’s cairdeas 
‘S iomairt lamh gun do-bheirt 

‘S bu bhinn ri eisdeachd cainnt Mr beul, 
Seach iomairt mheur air oigk-ckeol. 

Cho fad sa dh’imich cliu na h-Alba, 
Fhuaradh air.m na duck’ ud, 

An am a h-uaislcan dhol ri cruadal 
‘S Eachunn ruadh air thus dhiubh, 

0 la Raon Floddea nam beum trom’ 
A shocraich boi n na fiudhaidh, 

Gu h-uallach, dosrach, suas gun dosgainn, 
Uasal bko stoc mhuirneach. 

ORAN A RINN AM BARD 
ANN AN DUN-EIDEANN 

Air fonn.—“ The Banks of the Dee." 
Sa’ mhadainn ‘s mi ‘g eiridh, 

‘S neo-eibhinn a ta mi, 
Cha b’ ionann a’s in’ abhaist, 

Air airidh nan gleann, 
0 M thainig mi ‘n taobh-s’, 

Chuir mi cul ris gach maran. 
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‘S clia bheag a clmis-ghraiue Icam, 
Cannran nan Gall : 

Cia mar dh'fheudain bhi subhach, 
‘S mo chri an ait eile? 

Gun agarn ach pairt dheth, 
Sa ‘n ait’ arms am bed mi, 

FMlbubhar nam mor-bhcann, 
Tha ‘n corr dheth ‘s cha died mi, 

‘S gur grain’ learn bhi ‘g amharc, 
Na th'agam na gheall. 

0 ! ‘s trie bha mi falbh leat, 
A gheala-bhean na feile, 

Ann a doire nan geug, 
A‘s air reidhlein na driuchd; 

‘S air srathaibh a ghlinne, 
Far bu bhinne guth smeoraich 

‘S air iomair nan noineinean, 
Fheoirneanach chur’, 

A direadh a mhulaich 
‘S a tional na spreidhe, 

Gu Innseag na tulaich, 
Air iomain sa’ cheitean, 

Bu neo-chionntach maran, 
Mo ghraidh-sa gun bheud ann; 

‘S gu ‘m b’aitlcam bhi ‘g eisdeachd 
Hi sgeula mo ruin. 

ORAN ANNS AM BEIL AM BARD 

A MOLADH A LEANNAIN. AGUS A DUUTHAICH 
.FEIN. 

Air F0NN~‘O‘er the muir amang the heather.' 
Gur e mis’ tha briste, bruite, 
Gia b‘e ri‘n leiginn mo runachd. 
Mu‘n ainnir is binne sugradh, 
‘S mi ri giulan a cion-falaich. 

E ho ro mo run an cailin 
E ho ro mo run an cailin 
Mo run cailin suairc’ a mharain, 
Tha gach la a’ tigh'n' fo' m‘aire. 

Tha mo chridhe mar na cuaintean, 
Mar dhuilleach nan crann le luasgan, 
No mar fhiadh an aird nam fuar-bheann; 
‘S mo chadal luaineach le faire. 

E ho ro, §c. 

Bu tu mo chruit, mo cheol, ‘s mo thaileasg) 
‘S mo leug phriseil, rimheach, aghmhor, 
Bu leigheas eugail o na bhas domh, 
Na‘m feudainn a ghna bhi mar riut. 

E ho ro, fyc. 

Gu muladach mi ‘s mi smaointinn, 
Air cuspair mo chion’ gun chaochladh, 
Oigh mhin, mhaiseach, nam bas maoth- 

gheal, 
‘S a slios caoin-tla mar an canach. 

E ho ro, fyc. 

Tha do dhealbh gun chearb, gun f hiarradh, 
Min-gheal, fior-ghlan, direach, lionta, 
‘S do nadur cho seamh ‘s bu mhiannach, 
Gu pailt, fialaidh, ciallach, banail, 

E ho ro, $c. 

Air fad m’ f huireach an Dun-eideann, 
Gumail comuinn ri luchd Beurla 
Bheir mi ‘n t-soraidh so gu‘n treigsinn 
Dh’ ionnsaidh m’ cibhneis ann‘sna glean- 

E ho ro, ijc. [naibh. 

Go do tharladh dhomh bhi ‘n taobh-sa, 
Gur beag mo thlachd dheth na du-Ghaill. 
‘S bi‘dh mi nis a’ cuir mo clrul riu, 
‘S a deanamh m’ iuil air na beannaibh, 

E ho ro, SjC. 

Gur eatrom mo ghleus, a‘s m’ iompaidh, 
‘S neo-lodail mocheum o‘n fhonn so, 
Gu tir ard nan sar-fhear sunntach, 
‘Sa treigsinnGalldaehd ‘nam dheannamh. 

E ho ro, 4~c. • 

Diridh mi gu Tulach-Armuinn, 
Air leth-taobh Srath min na Lairce, 
‘S tearnaidh mi gu Innseag bla-choill 
‘S gheibh mi Finne bhan gun smalau. 

E ho ro, fyc. 

MOLADH AN UISG E-B HE ATI! A. 

Shiubhail mi fearann nan Gael, 
‘S earrainn de Bhreatuinn air farsan 
‘S cha‘n fhaoas na bheireadh barr, 
Air Finne bhan nan tla-shul meallach. 

E ho ro, $c. 

LCINNEAO. 
Ho ro gar toigh leinn drama. 

Ho ro gur toigh leinn drama. 
Ho ro gur toigh leinn drama, 

‘S iqma fear tha‘n geall air. 

Bu bhinne na smeorach Cheitein 
Learn do ghloir, ‘s tu comhradh reidh rium, 
‘S mo chliabh air lasadh le h-eibhneas, 
Tabhairt eisdeachd dha d’ bheul tairis. 

E ho ro, fyc. 

Mo ghaol an coilgearnach spraiceil, 
Dh-fhasgu foirmeil, meanmach, maiseach, 

L'h-fhas gu speiseil, treabhach, tapaidh 
Neo-lapach sau aimhreit; 

Ho ro, SfC. 
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Ach trocair g’ an d’ fbuair a chailleach,* 
Bha uaireigin anns na h-Earadh, 

Cba mheasa ni mi do mholadh, 
Ge do lean mi ‘m fonn aic’. 

Ho ro, <5'c. 

Thagb i ‘m fonn so, ‘s sbeinn i clhi dbut, 
Db-aithnich i‘n sgoinn abh’ann san druthaig, 

'Nuair a bhiodh a broinn san rupail, 
B‘e run thu bbi teann oirr’. 

Ho ro, 4'C. 

Acb 's tu ‘m fear briodalach, sugach, 
Chuireadh ar mi-ghean air chul ^uinn, 

*S a chuireadh teas oirn san dulachd, 
‘Nuair bu ghnu an geamfcradk. 

Ho ro, 4-c. 

Stuth glan naToiseachd, gun truailleadh, 
Gur ioc-shlaint choir am Ceil buaidh e; 

'S tu tbogadb m‘inntin gu suairceas, 
‘S cha b‘e druaib na Frainge. 

Ho ro, 4-c. 

'S tu ‘n gill’ eibhinn, meanmnacb, boidheaob, 
Cbuireadh na cailleachan gu boilich, 

Bheireadh seanachas as na h-oighean 
Air ro-mhoid am baindeacbd, 

Ho ro, 4-c. 

Chuireadh tu nails’ anns a bha’-laoch, 
Sparradh tu uaill anns an arachd, 

Dh-fhagsdh tu cho suairc’ fear dreamach, 
‘S nach biodh air’ air dreanndan. 

Ho ro, 4-c. 

'S tu mo laochan soitheamh, siobhalt, 
Cba bhi loinn ach far am bi thu, 

Fograi’ tu air falbh gach mi-ghean 
‘S bheir thu sith a aimhreit’. 

Ho ro, 4-c. 

'S mor tha thlachd air do luchd toireachd, 
Bithidh iad fialaidh, pailt ma‘n storas, 

Chaoidk cha sgrubair ‘s an taigh-osd iad, 
Sgapadh oir nan deann leo. 

Ho ro, A[c. 

Cha’ n‘eil cleireach, no pears eaglais, 
Crabhach, teallsanach, no sagai t, 

Bha nach toir thu caochl.vlh aigne— 
Sparra’ ceill san amhlair. 

Ho ro, 4-c. 

* The bard here alludes to the celebrated Mary 
M‘I,eod the poetess, who is said to hare been 
a little dry in her last years. Tradition has it 
that, when Mary paid a visit to any of her iricnds, 
if the shell was not in immediate requisition, she 
feigned to be suddenly seized with eolicks—rais- 
ing such lugubrious moans and shrieks as could 
not but. alarm the inmates. “ Oh ! Mary, dear 
daughter,” they would exclaim in their simplici- 
ty, “what ails you—what can do you good?” 
Mary, who was musical even in her distress, 
would reply in the words of the chorus—“ Ho ro 
ar toigh Uam drama” 
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[ Cha’ n‘eil cleasaich anns an rioghachd 
Dha’m bu leas a dhol a stri riut, 

i Dh-fhagadh tu e-san na shineadh, 
‘S pioban as gach ceann doth. 

Ho ro, Jfc. 

: Dh-fhagadh tu fear mosach fialaidh, 
Dheana’ tu fear tosdach briathrach, 

Chuire’ tu sog air fear cianail, 
Le d’ shoghraidkean greannar. 

Ho ro, cj-c. 

Dh-fhaga’ tu cho slan fear bacach, 
‘S e gun ich, gun oicb, gun acaiu, 

‘G eiridh le sunnt air a leth-chois, 
Gu spailpeil a dhambsa. 

Ho ro, 4"C. 

Chuire’ tu bodaich gu beadradh, 
‘S *tn cromaichean sgrogach, sgreagach, 

Gu *ridh gu frogail, sa cheigeil, 
Ri sgeig air an t-sheann aois. 

Ho ro, 4‘c. 

Bu tu suiriche mo ruin-sa, 
Ge d’ thuirt na mnafhan nach b’fhiu thu, 

‘Nuair a thachras tu sa’ chuil riu, 
Bheir thu cuis gun taing dhiu. 

Ho ro, &c. 

Bu tu cairid an fhir-fhacail, 
Bheireadh fuasgla’- dha gu tapaidh. 

Ged nach ol e dhiot ach cairteal, 
‘S blasmhoirid a chainnt e. 

Ho ro, &c. 

Tha cho liugha buaidh air fas ort, 
‘S gu la-luain nach faod mi‘n aireamh, 

Ach ‘se sgaoil do chliu ‘s gach aite, 
Na baird a bhi ‘n geall ort. 

Ho ro, &c. 

Thogadh ort nach b’fheairde mis thu, 
Gun ghoid thu mo chuid gun fhios uam 

Ach gun taing do luchd do mhiosgainn 
Cha chreid raise drannd dheth. 

Ho ro, &c. 

Bha mi uair, ‘s bu luach-mhor t-f heum-dhomb, 
Ge nach tuig mal-shluagh gun cheill e, 

Dum amaham, sed quid refert, 
Na ghraisg quee amanda,. 

Ho ro, 4'c. 

MAC-NA-BRACHA. 
LUIXNEAG. ■ 

’S toigh linn drama, lion a ghlaine, 
Cuir an t-searrag sin an nail ; 

Mar-ma-hrach' an gille gasda, 
Cha bu raqiairean a^hlann. 
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Ge b’c dhi-mol thu le theangaidh. 
B’olc an aithne bha na cheann. 

Mar tig tliu fhathast na charamb, 
Gu’m beil mo bharail-sa rncalt’. 
• ’ S toigh linn drama, fyc. 

Na’m b’e duine dlia nach b’eol thu, 
Dhoana’ foirneart ort le cainnt, 

Cha bhidheamaid fein dha Icanmhuinn, 
Chionn ’s gu’m biodh da shealbh air 

gann, 
’S toigh linn drama, 8fC. 

Ach fear a bba greis na d’ chomunn, 
Cha b’e chomain-s’ a bh’ann 

Bbi euir mi-chliu air do nadur, 
Gur an dha-sa bhios a ehall, 

’S toigh linn drama, $c. * 

Co db’aoireadh fear do bheusani? 
Ge do bheirt’ e fein sa’n Fhraing, 

No dbi-mboladh stuth na Toiseachd ? 
Acb trudar nach oladh dram. 

'8 toigh linn drama, SfC. 

Stutb glan na Toiseadh gun truaillaadh, 
An ioc-shlaint is uaisle t’ ann, 

’S fearr gu leigbeas na gach lighich, 
Bha no bhitheas a measg Gball. 

’S toigh linn drama, 

Cia mar a dheanamaid banais ? 
Cumhnanta, no ceangal tcann ? 

Mar bi dram againn do’n Chleireacb, 
Bu leibeideach feum a pbeann. 

’.S’ toigh linn drama, $c. 

Tha luchd crabhaidb dha do dhiteadh, 
Le cul-chaint a’s briodal feall, 

Ge d’ nach aidich iad le’m beoil thu, 
Olaidh iad thu mar an t-allt. 

’S toigh linn drama, 

A Chleir fein, ge seunt’ an cota, 
Tha’n sgornanan ort an gealb 

Tha cuid ac’ a ghabhas fraoileadh, 
Cho math ri saighdear sa’ champ, 

’S toigh linn drama, fyc. 

An t-OixA Mac-Iais* le Bheurla, 
Le ’Laideann a’s ’Ghreugais-chamnt, 

Gu’n dh-fhag stuth uaibhreaeh nan Gael, 
Teang’ a chananaich ud mall. 

’S toigh linn drama, §c. 

»N uair thug e ruaig air feadh na h-Alba, 
’8 air feadh nan garbh-chrioch ud thall 

Dh-fhag Mac-na-brach’ c gun lide 
Na amadan liotach, dall. 

'S toigh linn drama, §c. 

Gu’m b’ait leam fein, fhir mo chridhe, 
Bhi mar «iid’ bhuidhean’s gach am, 

* Dr. Samuel Johnson. 

’S trie a bha sinn ar dithis 
Gun phiob, gun fhidheil, a damhs ! 

'S toigh linn drama, Jfc. 

When our author’s celebrated preceding song 
in praise of whiskey became generally known, 
Mr. John MacDonald, the author of the excellent 
love-ditty, the second set of Mairi Laghach, in- 
voked his muse and composed a parody on it sys- 
tematically overthrowing everything Ross had 
said in its praise. Our author having heard of 
this, again tuned his lyre—sustained the positions 
he formerly assumed—castigated the viHifier of 
aqua vita and at still greater length celebrated 
the inspiring qualities of it. 

• 

MOLADH NA H-OIGHE GAELICIL 

Air fokn—"Mount your baggage.” 

A Nighean bhoidheach 
An or-f built bhachalaich, 
Nan gorm-shnl miogach, 
’S nam min bhas sneachda-gheal, 
Gu’n siubhlain reidhleach 
A’a sleibhtean Bhreatuinn leat, 
Eo earradh sgaoilte 
De dh’aodach breacain orm, 

’S e sud an t-eideadh 
Ri ’n eireadh m’aigne-sa, 
’S mo nighean Ghaelach, 
Aluinn agam ann; 
O bheul na h-oidhche 
Gu soills’ na madainne, 
Gu’m b’ait n-ar sugradh 
Gun dusal cadail oirn. 

Ge d’ tha na bain-tighearnan 
GaUda, fasanta, 
Thug oigh na Gaelig, 
Barr am mais’ orra, 
Gur annir sheoighn i 
Gun sgoid ri dearc’ oirre, 
Na h-carradh gle-mhath 
De dh’eudadh breacanach. 

Gur foinnidh, mileanta 
Direach, dreaehmhor, i, 
Cha lub am feoirnean 
Fo broig ’nuair shaltras i; 
Tha deirge a’s gile 
Co-mhire gleachdauaich, 
Na guuis ghil, eibhinn, 
Riun ceudan airtueulach. 

Beidh dheud chomhnard 
An ordugh innealta, 
Fo bhilibh sar-dhaitht’, 
Air blath bhermillian ; 
Tha h-aghaidh narach 
Cho lan de ehinealtaehd, 
’8 gun tug a h-aogas, 
Gach aon an ciomachas. 



UILLEAM EOS. 259 

Gur binne comhradh 
Na ortlid fhileanta, 
Tha guth ni’s ceolmhoir’, 
Na oigh-cheol binn-fhaclach, 
Cba laidheadh bron oirn, 
No Icon, no iomadan, 
lii -faighinn sgeul duinn 
O bheul na finne sin. 

"Nuair thig a Bheailtainn, 
”8 an Sanihradh lusanach, 
Bi’dh sinn air airidh, 
Air ard nan uchdanan, 
Bi’dh emit nan gleanntan 
Gu canntair, cuirfeasach, 
Gu trie gar dusgadh 
Le surd gu moch-eiridh. 

’S bi’dh ’n crodh, ’s na caoirich, 
’S an fhraoch ag inealtradh, 
’S na gobh’raibh bailg-f hionn, 
Gu bail-bhreac, bior-shuileach, 
lii’dh ’n t-al’s an leimnich 
Gun eheill, gun chion orra, 
Ki gleaehd’s ri comhrag 
’S a snotach bluleagan. 

Bi’dh mise, a’s Mairi 
Gacli la ’S na glacagan, 
No’n doire geugach , 
Nan eunan breac-iteach, 
Bi’dh cuach, a’s smeorach, 
Ri eeol’s ri caiseamachd, 
’S a gabhail orain 
Le sgornain bhlasda dhuinn. 

Xote.-“WII.I.TAM Ross chiefly delighted in pas- 
toral poetry, of which he seiaed the true and 

enuine spirit—tMoladh na h-oic/he Ghaelich’ or 
is ‘ I’raise of the Highland Maid’ is a master- 

piece in this species oi composition. It embraces 
everything that is lovely in a rural scene; a»d 
the description is couched in the most appropriate 
language.”—Riblxotheca Scoto-Celtica. 

AN LAI)IE DUBH. 

nriNNEAG. 

Ho ro ladie dhui’, 
Ho ro e.ile. 

Ho ro ladic dhui\ 
Ho ro eile. 

Ho ro ladie dhui'. 
Ho ro eile, 

Gu’m b'eibhinn le m'aigneadh 
• An ladie na’mfeudadh. 

Nach mireagach Cupid, 
’S e sugradh ri mhathair, 

Dia brionnach gun suilean, 
An duil gur ceol-gair’ e, 

A’ tilgeadh air thuaiream, 
Mu’n cuairt anns gach aite, 

A shaighdean beag, guineach, 
Mar’s urrainn e’n sathadh. 

Ho ro ladie dhui', ^c. 

Bha sagart’s na criochan, 
’S bu diaghaidh’m fear-deughaidh, 

Air dunadh le creideamh, 
’S le eagnachd cho eudmhor; 

’S b’ann a chearm-eagair, 
A theagasg bhi beusach 

Gun ofrail a nasgadh 
Aig altairean Bhenuis. 

Ho ro ladie dhui', ^c. 

’Nuair a chunnaie a bhan-dia, 
Fear-teatnpuill cho duire, 

Gun urram dh’a maildeachd, 
Gun mhiagh air a sugradh, 

Chuir i ’n dia dalldach, 
Beag, feallsach, gun suilean, 

’Dh-fhcuchain am feudadh e, 
A ghleusadh gu h-urlaim. 

Ho ro ladie dhui', $c. 

’Nuair dhiuehd an dia baothar, 
Beag, faoilteach, mu’n cuairt da, 

Gun thilg e air saighead, 
O chailin na buaile 

Chaidh ’n sagart na lasair, 
\S cha chuirt as gu la-luain e, 

Mar bhitheadh gun gheill e, 
Do Bhenut san uair sin. 

Ho ro ladie dhui', .jx. 

‘S b’e aidmheil an Lebhifi 
’Nuair a b’ eigin da umhlachd, 

Gu’m b’ fheairrde gach buachaille 
Gruagach a phusad^, 

’S bha cailin na buaile,'”' 
Cho buan ann a shuilean, 

S’ gun robh i na aigneadh, 
Na chadal’s na dhusgadh. 

Ho ro ladie dhui', $c. 

’S e fath ghabh an sagart, 
Air caidridh na h-oighe, 

Air dha bhi air madainn, 
Ga h-aidmheil na sheomar, 

A glacadh ’sa leagadh, 
Air leabaidh bhig ehomhnaird, 

’S mu’s maitheadh e pcacadh, 
Bhi taean ga pogadh. 

Ho ro ladie dhui', $c. 
• 

Ach tilgidh na Cinnich, 
Mar ilisgean oirnne, 

Mar tha sinn cho deidheil, 
Air eibhneas na h-oige 

Luchd-creideimh a’s crabhaidh, 
Toirt stracan gu goraich, 

’S a bristcadh nan aintean 
Le barr am buill-doehais ! 

Ho ro ladie dhui', tjx. 
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Note—The forepfoino: cynical dong' was com- 
posed on a rig-idly righteous Highland School- 
master, who, fancying that his ferula and cassock 
were sufficient to sustain him in his self lauded 
innocence, was notorious in the country-side for 
his scorching tirades against all delinquents— 
especially such as had incurred the rebuke of the 
kirk session. Our bard, although free from the 
grosser immoralities, being a little amorous in 
his disposition, came once or twice under the 
lash of this censor.—But alas', the instability of 
human virtues—“holy Willie’’ himself got an il- 
legitimate child 1 The fama of the Saint’s sin ran 
from one corner of the parish to the other by get- 
ting his servant maid in the family way.—The 
poet readily availed himselfof the opportunity to 
retaliate upon the Dominie, and applied the lash 
with great skill.—Nothing excels the irony and 
sarcasm of our bard in this production; if he 
does not exult a little too loudly over a fallen 
enemy. 

CUMHADH A BHAIRD 

AIR SON A LEANNAIN. 

Air Fonn—“Farewell to Lochaber.” 

Ged’ is socrach mo leabaidh, 
Cha’n e’n cadal mo mhiann, 

Leis an luasgans’ th’air m’aigneadh, 
O cheann fad’ agus cian, 

Gu’m boil teine na lasair. 
Gun dol as na mo chliabh, 

Tabhairt brosnachadh geur dhomh, 
Gu bhi ’g eridh ’sa triall. 

co’-sheirm. 

Seinn eibhinn, seinn eibhinn, 
Seinn eibhinn an dail, 

Seinn eibhinn bhinn eibhinn, 
Seinn eibhinn gach la, 

■Seinn eibhinn, binn eatrom, 
Seinn eibhinn, do gkna 

Seinn eibhinn, seinn eibhinn, 
Chuircadh m' easlain gu lar. 

Tba mi coir a’s tri bliadhna, 
Air mo lionadh le gaol, 

’S gach non la dhiu stiuireadh, 
Saighead ur ann mo thaobh; 

Cia mar’s loir dhomh ni taitneach, 
Dh’aindeoin pailteas mo mhaoin ? 

’S mi as eugmhais do mharain, 
Bhiodh gun ardan rium saor, 

Seinn eibhinn, &c. 

’S e do mharan bu mbiann learn, 
’S e tigh’n’ gun fhiabhras gun ghruaim, 

Mar ri biasdachd na h-oraid, 
’S e bu cheol-bhinne fuaim ; * 

Dh’eireadh m' inntinn gu h-abhachd, 
Ri linn bhi ’g aireamh gach buaidh. 

A bha co’-streup ri mo leannan 
Baindidb, farasda, suairc’. 

Seinn cibhinn, <j c. 

’S gur gile mo leannan 
Nan eaF air an t-snamh, 

Gur binn’ i na’n smeorach, 
Am barraibh ro-chrann sa nmaigh, 

Gar e geamn’aehd a bensan, 
’S i gun eacoir na call, 

A lub mise gu geilleadh 
Air bheag eigin na gradh. 

Seinn eibhinn, i;c. 

Gn’m beil maise na h-eudanrt, 
Naeh feudainn-s’ a luaidh, 

Tha i pailt ann an ceutaidh, 
’S an ceill a thoirt buaidh, 

Gun a eoimeaj ri featainn 
Ann an speis, san taobh-tuatb, 

M’ og mhin-mhala bhaindidh, 
Thogadh m’ inntinn o ghruaim, 

Seinn eibhinn, ij'c. 

’S ge do bhithinn an eugail, 
Agus leigh air toirt duil, 

Naeh biodh furtaehd an dan domh, 
Aeh am bas an gearr uin’, 

Chuireadh eugas mo mhin-mhal’, 
Mo mhi-ghean air chul, 

Ghlacainn binneas na smeoraich 
A’s gheibhinn solas as ur. 

Seinn eibhinn, <5’c. 

Ge binn cRach’s ge binn smeorach, 
’S ge binn coisir’s gach crann, 

Seinn ciuil dhomh ’n coill smudain, 
Theich mo shugradh-s’ air chall— 

Tha mi daonnan a smaointeach, 
Air mo ghaol ann sa’ ghleann 

’S mi air tuiteam am mi-ghean, 
Gun a briodal bhi ann. 

Seinn eibhinn, ,j'C. 

’Nuair a bhithinn-’s’s mo mhin-mhal' 
An gleannan rimheach na cuaich, 

No ’n doire iasgach na smeoraieh, 
Gabhail solais air chuairt; 

Cha mhalairtin m’ eibhneas 
O bhi ga h-eugmhais ear uair, 

Air son storas f hir-stata, 
J)h’ aindeoin airdead an uaill. 

Seinn cibhinn, <j’c. 

Ge bu righ mi air Albainn, 
Le cuid airgeid a’s spreidh 

B’e mo raghainn mo mhin-mhal’, 
Thar gach ribhinn dhomh fein, 

Cha bu shuaimhneas gu bas domh 
’N aon aite fo ’n ghrein, 

’S mi as eugmhais do mharain, 
Gus mo thcarnadh o bheud. 

Seinn eibhinn, ,j'C. 

Ach mosgieam tharais a mi-ghean, 
’S cuiream dith air mo ghruaiin, 

Beo ni's faide eha bhi mi 
Gun mo nihiu-inhala shuairc ! 
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Oig mhin beir mo shoraidh 
Leat na choircan so shuas, 

Seinn mo ruin ann sa’ ghleannan. 
’S tuigidli ’n cailin e bhuat. 

Seinn eibhinn, Jfc. 

CTJACHAG NAN CRAOBH.* 

Chtjachag nan craobh, nach trua’leat mo 
chaoi’ / 

’G osnaich ri oidhch’ cheothar— 
Shiubhlainn le’m’ ghaol, fo dhubhar nan 

craobh, 
Gu’n duin’ air an t-saoghal fheoraich, 

Thogainn ri gaoith am monadh an fhraoich, 
Mo leabaidh ri taobh dorain— 

Do chrutha goal eaomh sinte ri m’ thaobh, 
’S mise ga’d chaoin phogadh. 

Chunna’ mi fein aisling, ’s cba bhreug, 
Dh-fhag sin mo chre bronach. 

Fear mar ri te, a pogdh a beul, 
A briodal an deigh posaidh, 

Db’uraich momhiann, dh’ath’rich mo chiall, 
Ghul mi gu dian, doimeach, 

Gach enisle agus feith, o iochdarmo chleibh 
Thug iad gu leum co’-lath! « 

Ort tha mo gheall, chaill mi mo chonn, 
Tha mi fo throm chreuchdan, 

Dh’aisigeadh t-fbonn slainte do’m cbom, 
Dbiuchdadb air loin m’ eibbneas, 

Tbiginn ad dhail, chuirinn ort failt’, 
Bhithinn a ghraidh reidh riut— • 

M’ulaidh s mo mluann, m’ aighear ’s mo 
chixll, 

’S ainnir air fiamh grein’ tbu ! 

Thuit mi le d’ghath, mbill thu mo rath, 
Striochd mi le neart dorain 

Saiglidean do ghaoil sait’ anus gach taobh, 
’Thug dhiom gach caoin co’-lath, 

Mhill thu mo mhais, ghoid thu mo dhreach, 
’S mheudaich thu gal broin domh ; 

* The poet, crossed in love, suffered such poig- 
nancy oT grief that it ultimately brought on a 
consumption and he was for some time bed-rid- 
den. On a line evening in May, he rose and 
walked out through the woods to indulge his 
melancholy alone.—Arriving at a large tree, 
he threw himself on the green sward be- 
neath its branches, and was not long in his 
sequestered sylvan situation ere the cuckoo 
began to carol above him.—“ The son of song 
ana sorrow” immediately tunes his lyre, and 
sings an address to the feathered vocalist.—He 
pours out his complaints before the shy bird, and 
solicits its sympathies.—Had Burns beena Gaelic 
Scholar, we should have no hesitation in accus- 
inj^iim oi plagiarism when he sung:— 

“ How can ye chaunt ye little birde, While I'm bo wae an’ fu' o’ care 
But Ross embodies finer feelings and sentiments 
wt his fugitive pjeces than even the bard of 
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’S mar fuasgail thu tra, le t-fhuran ’s le 
t-fhailt’ 

’S cuideachd am has dhomh-sa! 
’S cama-lubach t-fhalt, fanna-bhui’ nan 

cleachd 
’S fabhrad nan rosg aluinn; 

Gruaidhean mar ebaor, broilleach mar aol, 
Anail mar ghaoth garaidh— 

Gus an cuir iad mi steach, an caol-taigh nan 
leac 

Bidh mi fo neart craidh dheth. 
Be smaointinn do chleas, ’s do shugradh ma 

seach, 
Fo dhuilleach nam preas blath’or. 

’S mills do bheul, ‘s comlmard do dheud, 
Suilean air lidh airneig, 

’Ghiulaineadh breid, uallach gu feill, 
’S uasal an reull aluinn— 

’Strua’ gun an t-eud tlia’n uachdar mo chleibh, 
Gad bhualadh-s’ an ceud aite— 

Na faighinn tbu reidh pusd’ on a chieir 
B’fhasa dhomh-fein tearnadh. 

’S tu ’n ainnir tha grinn, mileanta, binn, 
Le d’ cheileir a sinn oran, 

’S e bhi na do dhail a dh’oidhche sa la, 
Thoilicheadh cail m’ oige : 

Gur gile do bbian na sneachd air an fhiar, 
’S na canach air sliabh mointich, 

Nan deanadh tu ruin tarruinn rfum dlu’ 
Dheanainn gacli turs’ fhogar. 

Carair gu reidh clach agus ere 
Ma’m leabaidh-s’ a bhri t-uaisle— 

’S fada mi ’n eis a feitheamh ort fein 
^ ’S nach togair thu gheug suas leant, 

Na b’thus a bhiodh tinn, dheanainn-sa luim, 
Mas biodh tu fo chuing truaighe, 

Ach’s goirid an dail gu’m faicear an la, 
’M hi prasgan a’ tra’l m’uaigh-sa ! 

Mallachd an tus, aig a mhnaoi-ghluin’, 
Nach d’ adhlaic sa chuil beo mi! 

Mu’n d’ fbuair mi ort iuil ainnir dheas ur, 
’S nach duirig thu flu pog dhomh, 

Tinn gu’n bhi slan, duisgt’ as mo phramh, 
Cuimhneachach dan posaidh 

Mo bheannachd ad dheigh, chcannaich thu- 
fein, 

Le d’ leannanachd gle og mi. 

ORAN EADAR BARD, 

AGUS CAILLEACH-SIHIIAEADH-NAN-DAN. 
AM BARI). 

Ach gur mise tha duilich, 
’S mi gu muladach truagh, 

Cha’n urra’ mi aireamh 
Mar a tha mi’s gach uair, 
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Gu’m bell ilorain mo chridhe, 
Dha mo ruishinn cbo cruaidh, 

Leis a’ ctiion ’thug mi’n ribhinn, 
O naeh dirich mi suas. 

Gruaidh dhearg mar na caoran, 
Sud aogais mo ghraidh. 

a’ chailleach. 

a’ chaii.leach 

Tosd a shladai’, ’s dean firinn, 
’S nabi ’g innsea’ nam breug, 

Cha chreid mi bhuat fathasd, 
Nach eil da’ich do sgeul, 

Ma tha i cho maiseach, 
’S cIm pailt ann an eeill, 

’S nach urra’ mi t-aicheadh, 
Bheir mi barr dh’i thar chcud. 

Ma’s i ribhinn do leannan, 
Faire ! faire ! brabhoe ! 

Cha bhi t-onoir gun anabharr -T 
Your servant, my Lord b 

Mar a foghainn leat gruagach,. 
Ach te nasal le srol, 

Gus am faic mi do bhanais, 
Cha chan mi ni’s mo. 

AM BAUD. 

Tha mo leannan ni’s ailte, 
Na tha sa’n Roinn-eorp, 

Gur gile, a’s gur glain’ i 
Na canach an fheoir 

Gur binne na chlarsach 
Learn abhachd a beoil, 

Aig a mhiad s’ thug mi ghaol d’i, 
Cha ’n fhaod mi bhi beo 1 

a’ chaelleach. 

’S tu d’ fhosgail thar choir e, 
’S nach soradh a bhreug, 

’S a liughad gnuis ro-ghlan 
’S an Roinn-eorpa gu leir, 

Ma’s a samhladh dh’i ’n canach, 
Cha’n’ aithne dhomh fheum; 

Ma’s e ’gaol a bheir triall ort, 
Deagh bhliadhn’ as do dheigh. 

Ma’s a binne na chlarsach 
Leat abhachd a beoil, 

Gur neonach nach cuala’ sinn 
Luaidli air a ceol; 

Mar a h-ealaidh os ’n iosal 
Ann an diomhaireachd mhor, 

Eis an eireadh a chridhe, 
Gun ach tri-’ear ma coir. 

AM BARD. 

’S i mo Leannan an ’eucag 
Air na ceudan thug barr, 

Gnuis shoillear, eaol-mhala’, 
Suil thairis, ghorm, thla, 

Beul min mar an t-shirist 
O’ milis tliig failt’, 

Mar b’e iteach na Pecaig, 
Cha bhiod speis dh’i no diu 

Cha’n ’eil math innt’ no dolaidh 
Mar a toillich i ’n t-suil 

Chuir a h-ionan, sa casan, 
Mi-dhreach air a muirn, 

Ge d’ tha spailp as a h-eideadh, 
Gur eun i nach fiu. 

Gnuis shoillear, caol-mhala, 
Suil thairis, ghorm, thla, 

Ge d’ tha taitntachdain seal annt, 
Cha mhair iad ach gearr, 

lathaidh bilibh dearg, daite, 
Teangaidh sgaiteach, loin, ghe'arrt’, 

’S mar tha seirce nan gruaidhean, 
Cha bhuain’ iad na each ! 

The woman here introduced as a hypercritic 
in song was a particular friend of the poet.—Ross 
began, in her presence, to sing the praises of 
'■ the girl of his affections” and his own certainty 
of a premature grave in consequence of her refu- 
sal of him.—The old wife heard the first stanza, 
and by way of episode or running commentary, 
endeavours to cure him of his passion.—She thus- 
continues her intervening remarks to the end of 
his*hitty.—The poet was so struck with the 
shrewdness and point of lier episodes that he im- 
mediately versified them.—Tiie song, therefore, 
comes before us in the shape of a duet—the wo- 
man, however, singing two stanzas to the poet’s 
one.— Ross does everytliingas lie should—he well 
knew the garrulousness of women, and their pri- 
vilege to have the last word in every contro- 
versy ! 

BRUGHAICHEAN GHLINN’-BRAON 

LVINNEAG. 

Beir mo shoraidh le durachd, 
Do ribhinn nan dlu-chiabh. 
Bis an trie bha mi sugradh, 

Ann am Brughaichean Ghlinne-Braon. 

• Gur e mis’ tha gu cianail, 
’8 mi cho fad bhuat am bliadhna, 
Tha liunn-dubB air mo shiarradh, 

’S mi ri iargain do ghaoil. 
Beir mo shoraidh, cfe. 

Cha ’n fheud mi bid Bubhach, 
Gur he’s beus domh bhi dubhach, 
Cha dirich mi brughach, 

Cliaidh mo shiubhal an laoid 
Beir mo shoraidh, " 

Chaidh m’ astar a maillead, 
0 nach faic mi mo leaunan. 
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’S ann a ehteachd mi bhi mar riut, 
Ann an gleannan a chaoil. 

Beir mo shoraidh, $c. 

Anns a choill’ am bi smudan 
’S e gu binn a seinn ciuil duinn, 
Cuach a’s smeorach ’g ar dusgadh, 

A cuir na smuid din le faoilt’. 
Beir irM shoraidh, §c. 

’S trie a blia mi’s tu mireadh, 
Agus each ga n-ar sireudh. 
Gu’s bu deonach linn pilleadh, 

Gu Innis nan laogh, 
Beir mo shoraidh, $c. 

Sinn air faireadh na tulaich, 
’S mo lamb thar do mhuineal, 
Sinn ag eisdeaelid nan luinneag, 

Btiiodh a’ mullaeb nan eraobh. 
Bcir mo shoraidh, ^ e. 

Tha mise ’ga raite, 
’S eha ’n urra mi aieheadh,— 
Gur iomadach sar 

Ting air airidh nach saol. 
Beir mo shoraidh, $c. 

Gur mis’ tha sa’ champar, 
S mi fo chis anns an am so, 
Ann am priosan na Frainge, 

Fo ain-neart gach aon. 
Beir mo shoraidh, $c. 

Cia fath ma’n thriall mo mharan, 
’S gum b’abliaist dhomh sugradh? 

C’arson a bliithinn bronach? 
Ma’n oigh’s gun a diu dhomh, 

Ge’d ghlac i ’n luib a grnidh mi, 
Le amhailtean Chvpid. 

Gaeh fear abides a feoraich, 
Mar leonadh le gaol mi, 

Tha raghainn sud do’n tuathdaidh, 
On’s dual da bhi smaointinn: 

Cba ’n aidich mi ach foil e, 
’S eha mho ni mi saoradh 

Thig in' ur-sgeul bho Apollo^ 
Mar sheolas na Naoinear. 

Ach sud mar sheinneadh Cormaie,* 
’S e dearmad a cheud ghaoil, 

’S e gabhail emit da iunnsaidh 
Le inneal eiuil da gleusadh, 

On chuir finne ’n diu-chall, 
Mo shugradh’s mo bheusan, 

Gu’m bath mi’n guth an orghain, 
Le toraghan mo speis dh’i. 

’Nuair dh’eirich Cailean Cormaic 
Air chorrn-ghleus gu farsan, 

Gu’n d’fheoraich am fear og 
An e goraich a dh’fhas ann, 

’S a liughad cailin beul-dhearg, 
Cho beusach’s cho narach, 

A’s finne a th’air an fheill, 

Ann an seomraichean glaiste. 
Gun eheol, no gun mhacnas, 
Gun ordugh a Sasuinn, 

Mo thoirt dhathaigh gu saor. 
Beir mo shoraidh, §c. 

Cha b’ionnan sud agus m’ abhaist. 
A siubhal nam fasach, 
’S a direadh nan ard-bheann, 

Gabhail fath air na laoich. 
Beir mo shoraidh, $c. 

A siubhal nan stuc-bheann, 
Le mo ghunna naeh diultadh; 
’S le mo phlasgaiehean fudair, 

Air mo ghlun anns an fhraoch 
Bcir mo shoraidh, cjr. 

» 

ORAN CUMHAIDII. 

[Aria am bard an’nuair a cbunl e gu’n phos » 
leannan (Mor Ros) air dh’i dhol dhacaigli do 
Khasuinu maille ri companach.] 

Aie fonn—“Robai dona gorach.” 

Ge fada na mo thamh mi 
Tha ’n damhair dhomh dusgadh, 

A tha feumach air maran. 

* Tradition says that this Cormac, whom the 
Bard mentions so often in the above song, was 
an Irish Harper, who came to Scotland and visit- 
ed several of the Highland Chiefs. Heat length 
went to the family of Macleod of Lewis, and 
served him for several years as a Harper. Hav- 
ing fallen in love with Macleod's eldest daughter, 
he resolved, on the first opportunity, to fly with 
her to Ireland. One night, after supper, Cormac 
tuned his harp, and played a tune of the name of 
“ Deachain ghleuxV Mine-O’Churviaic,” which had 
the power to lull all to sleep who were within 
hearing of it. By this magic music the whole of 
Macleod’s household fell into a deep slumber. 
Cormae tiien drew a large dagger, which lie used 
to carry about him, called Madag-achlais, to cut 
Macleod’s throat. As he was drawing near the 
chief with his knife, Macleod’s eldest son came 
in. after returning from his daily mountain sports, 
and seeing Cormac approaching his father with 
such a dreadful weapon, exclaimed—“Cormac! 
Cormac! what do you intend to do—are yon 

! mad ?” Cormac replied, “ Mad, my young man ! 
j think you so? I am not; but I have a regard for 
your fair sister, whom I am resolved to take with 
me to Ireland ; and as your aged father will not 
gratify my desire, I must sever his head from his 
Body and clear my way.” On hearing this, the 
youth replied, “ You had better not, as you may 
get your choice of a thousand virgins in Scotland 

; much fairer than my sister, without committing 
I so cruel a deed.” Cormac said, “You speak truly, 
my young man; hand me my lyre that I may 
banish the virgin’s love with the sound of my 
harp.” The Bard uses this history as a text to 

| the above song, where he complains that Cormac, 
I with the melody of his harp, had cured his love, 
I while a remedy for his own was never to be found. 
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’Nuair chuaP am Macan-baoth sin, 
’S a ghaol bbi do-mhuchte. 

’S e smaointich e gu thearbadh, 
Bhi falbh as a dhuthaich 

Ach nochdadair na h-aobhair, 
’S e ’n caoin ruith le tursa, 

Gun ghlac e cruit a’s sheinn e, 
Le binn-cheol as ur e. 

Bha feiteach air an an orghan, 
Aig Cormaic ri ard-cheol, 

Mas biodh an f hinne ’n uachdar. 
Air mian na fuaim clarsaich, 

Acli cha d’ fhuair mise sgeul 
Ann am Beurla no Gaeiig, 

A dh’innseadh dhomh mar d’fhaodainn 
An gaol ud a smaladh. 

0 ! teirmeasg air a ghaol sin, 
Nacli faodainn a threigsinn, 

A’s gur h-e chuir a laoid mi 
Bhi smaointinn bean t-eugais, 

’S ’n teirc a bha ’n ad ghnuis-ghil, 
A lub mi gu eugail, 

’S nacb deann Lighich’ slan mi, 
Och! b'fhearr gum b’e ’n t-eug e. 

Is ciomach ann do ghaol mi 
Bi smaointinn bean t-ailteachd, 

Cha chadal anns an oidhch’ dhomh, 
’S cha ’n fhois anns ’an la dhomh, 

Cha n’ f hacas ri mo re, 
’S cha ’n fhaighmi sgcul gubrath air 

Ni b’annsa’ na bhi reith’s tu, 
A gheug nam has bana. 

Gur binne learn do chomhradh 
Na smeorach nan geugan, 

Na cuach sa mhadainn Mbaighe, 
’S na clarsach na’n teudan, 

Na’n t-Easpuig air la Domhnaich 
’S a mor-shiuagh ’ga eisdeachd, 

Na ge do clmnnte storas 
Na h-Eorpa gu leir dhomh. 

C’arson nach d’ rugadh dall mi, 
Gun ehainnt no gun leirsinn ? 

Mas facas t-aghaidh bhaindidh, 
Einn aimhleas nan ceudan, 

O’n chunna’ mi air thus thu, 
Bu chliuteach do bheusan, 

Cha n’ fhasa’ learn nam bas 
A bid lathair as t-eugmhais ! 

Ach’s truagh ! gu’m beil do run-sa, 
Cho dur dhamo leanmhuinn, 

’S mo chridhe steach ’ga ghiulan, 
A h-uile taobh dha falbh mi, 

An cadal domh no dusgadh 
A sugradh no seanachas, 

Tha sud da m’ ruagadh daonnan, 
S mi sgaoilte gun tearmunn ! 

Ach fasgaidh mi mo dhuthaich 
Gu ’n diuch’naich mi pairt dheth, 

Ro-mheud sa thug mi run 
• Dha do chul buidhe, faineach, 

Air triall dhomh thar m’ colas 
A dh’ain-deoin mo.chairdean 

Tha saighead air mo ghiulan, 
A lubas gu lar mi! 

’S a nise bho’n a thriall thu, 
’S nach b’ fhiach leat mo m bar an, 

A chionn’s nach robh mi storasach, 
Mor ann an stata, 

Ach sud ge d’robh da’m dhi’-sa, 
Cha ’n islich mi pairtean, 

Tha m’ aigne torrach, fior-ghlan, 
Nach diobair gu brath mi. 

Ach mu’s a triall gun dail dut, 
Gu aite nam mor-sheol, 

Gu’n fhuireach ri do chairdean. 
Do dhaimh, no luehd t-eolais, 

Biodh soirion air na speuran, 
Gun eiridh air mor-thonn, 

A dll’ aiseageas le reidh ghaoith 
Gun bheud thu gu seol-ait. 

Mar sud bha ur-sgenl Chormaie 
Clio dearbhta sa’ sheinn e, 

E-fein sa’ cbomunn og 
’S iad glc bhronach ma thimcheall, 

E gabhail cead le poig dh’i, 
Gu’n chomhradh gun impidh 

’S e dioladh guth an codhail, 
Na h-oighe gu’m pill e. 

ORAN EILE, 

AIR AN AOBHAR CHEUDXA, 

Tha mise fo' mhulad sa’n am 
Cha’n olar learn dram le sunnt, 

Tha durrag air ghur ann mo chail 
^ A dh-fhiosraich do chach mo ruin, 

Cha ’n faic mi ’dol seachad air sraid 
An cailin bu tlaithe suil; 

’S e sin a leag m’aigneadh gu lar 
Mar dhuilleach bho bharr nan craobln 

A ghruagach is bach’liehe cul 
Tha mise ga t-inndran mor, 

Ma thagh tbu deagh aite dhut fein 
Mo bheannachd gach re ga’d’ choir: 

Tha mise ri osnaich ’na d’ dheigh, 
Mar ghaisgeach an deis a Icon; 

Na laidhe san araich gun fheum 
’S nach teid anns an t-srdup id’s mo! 
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’S d’ fhag mi mar iudmhail air trend. 
Mar fhear nach toir speis do mhnaoi, 

Do tlmras thar chuan fo’^bhreid, 
Tlipr bras shileadh dheur om slinil— 

B’f hearr nach mothaichinn fein 
Do mhaise, do cheill, ’s do ehliu, 

No suaireeas milis do bheil 
’S binne no seis gach ciuil. 

Gach anduin’ a ehluinneas mo ehas 
A cuir air mo nadur fiamh ;— 

A eantain nach cil mi ach bard 
'S nach cinnich learn dan is fiach— 

Mo sheanair ri paigheadh a mhail, 
’S m’athair ri malaid riamh 

Chuireadli iad gearainn an crann, 
A’s ghearain-sa rann ro’ chiad. 

’S fad a tha m’ aigne fo ghruaim 
Cha’ mhosgail mo chluain ri cool, 

’M breislich mar anrach a chuan 
Air bharraibh nan stuadh ri ceo. 

’S c iunndaran t-abhachd bhuam 
A chaochail air snuadh mo neoil, 

Gun sugradh, gun mhire, gun uaill, 
Gun chaithream, gun bhuadh, gun trcoir! 

Cha duisgear learn ealaidh air aill’, 
Cha chuirear learn dan air doigh, 

Cha togar learn fonn air clar 
Cha chluinnear learn gair nan og. 

Cha dirich mi bealach nan ard 
Le suigeart mar bha mi'n tos, 

Ach triallam a chadal gu brath 
. Do thalla nam bard nach beo! 

AILEAN BALL. 

Allan M‘Dougall, better known by tbe soubriquet of Ailean Dali, or blind 
Allan, was a native of Glencoe, in the county of Argyle. He was born about the 
year 1750, of poor but honest and industrious parents. When a young man, he was 
bound apprentice to a tailor, who, in conformity with the custom of the time and 
country, itinerated from farm to farm, “ plying his needle” in every house where his 
services were required. The excursive nature of this occupation, accorded well with 
Allan’s disposition—the house in which they wrought, was literally crammed every 
night with young and old, who passed the time in reciting old legends—tales of love, 
of war, of the chase—intermingled occasionally with songs and recitations of ancient 
poetry. Thus nurtured, Allan soon became famed for his fund of legendary lore. 
His mind became imbued with the yet lingering spirit of chivalry, which character- 
ized his countrymen in former times. He heard the encomiums bestowed upon the 
bards, and his youthful breast felt tire ardent flame of emulation. From the first 
stages of puerility, he was remarkable for his sallies of wit, and quickness of re- 
partee—there was an archness about him, which indicated future eminence. It is 
said that as he was sitting one day cross-legged, sewing away at his seam, he re- 
torted so keenly and waggishly on a fellow-apprentice, that the other, wincing under 
the lash, thrust his needle into Allan’s eye;—in consequence of this, the assailed 
organ gradually melted away, and the other, as if by sympathy, wore off in the 
course of tim^. Thus, like Moenides and Milton “wisdom at one entrance was 
clean shut out,” from poor Allan. Nature, however, is an excellent. compensator 
—we seldom find a man deprived of one faculty, who does not acquire others, in a 
pre-eminent degree. Such was the case with Ailean Dali. He possessed a lively 
imagination, an excursive fancy, and a retentive memory. 

Incapacitated from pursuing his trade, he turned his attention to music, and soon 
acquired a tollable knowledge of that science as a fiddler. But he never became 
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eminent as a musician, and was chiefly employed at country weddings and raffles, 
and so earned a miserable pittance. About the year 1790, he removed with his family 
to Inverlochy, near Fort William, where he was accommodated with a hovel and a 
small pendicle of land by Mr. Stewart, who then held the salmon-fishing & the 
river Lochy, and the occupancy of an extensive farm. The change had materially 
bettered our bard’s circumstances—his family did all necessary agricultural opera- 
tions, and Allan’s fiddle and muse were in ceaseless demand, and were occasionally 
successful in the realization of some little cash, or other remuneration. 

We utterly repudiate the doctrine that hardships and indigence are, or can be 
fertile in the productions of genius;—difficulties may spur to invention, but it is 
ease and comfort that can yield time and temper to give a polish to literary or poetic 
productions. The former may let off the whizzing squib of momentary excitation— 
it is the latter that can light up the bright-burning and pellucid torch of genius. 
During his stay at Inverlochy, he composed the most of his songs—his fame spread, 
and his reputation as a poet became ultimately stamped. His style is fine—his 
manner taking—his subject popular—and his selection of airs exceedingly happy. 
But while we are prepared to give our author a respectable position among the 
minstrels of our country, we are by no means disposed to place him in the first 
class. 

Induced by.the popularity his poems had acquired, Allan bethought him of pre- 
paring them for publication;—and with this view, he consulted the late Mr. Ewan 
M'Lachlan, of the Grammar School, Aberdeen, who was then employed as a tutor in 
the neighbourhood. Mr M'Lachlan, himself an assiduous votary of the muse, en- 
tered with his characteristic zeal and enthusiasm into the poet’s prospects. He took 
down our author’s compositions in manuscript, and as they would not of themselves 
swell even into a respectably sized volume, the amanuensis added a few of his own 
productions, together with several other select pieces. The volume thus “ got up” 
soon became exceedingly popular—especially in that part of the country: to say 
that it possessed merit, is saying too little—but there were one or two obscene pieces 
which we would like, for the sake of moral purity, had been omitted. 

Shortly after the appearance of his poems in a collected form, the far-famed 
Colonel llonaldson M'Donald of Glengary, took Allan under his patronage, and 
gave him a comfortable cottage and croft near his own residence. And now might 
the palmy days of our minstrel be said to have commenced—he occupied the proud 
and enviable position of family-bard to the most famed Ceann-taighe in the High- 
lands. He laid aside his blue, home-made *great-coat and hat, and was equipped in 
habiliments suited to his newly acquired rank. Never was there a more marvellous 
transition outwardly; and we venture to presume that the buoyancy of his feelings 
kept pace with his improved exterior. Allan now appeared in Glengary’s retinue, 
clad in tartan trews, plaid, belt and bonnet, on all festival days and occasions of 
public demonstration. His minstrelsy tended to enliven the scene, and to inspire 
the party with the almost dormant chivalric spirit of their country. His panegyrics 
on Glengary were elaborate and incessant; and, as poets like other mortals, must 
have some slight ingredient of selfishness about them, if our author stepped beyond 
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the bounds of propriety or truth in this respect, he has his equal in Robert Southey, 
the poet-laureate—and this we should think sufficient apology! He annually ac- 
compained his patron to the gymnastic games at Fort William; and various 

* anecdotes of his ready wit are related by the people of that place. He previously 
composed appropriate songs for these exhibitions, and sung them at the games, as if 
they had been strung together on the spur of the moment—always making sure of 
having his lyre tuned by two or three copious draughts, not of Helicon, but of 
Benevis! On one occasion, after the sports of the day were over, Glengary having seen 
Allan quaff his third shell, stepped forward and said—“ Now, Allan, I will give 
you the best cow on my estate, if you sing the proceedings of this day, without 
mentioning my name !” The bard adroitly and at once replied :— 

“ Dheanainn latha gun ghrian, 
A’s muir blian gun ‘bhi sailf, 
Mu‘n gabhainn do na Gaeil dan, 
Gun fbear mo ghraidh ‘n aird mo rainn !” 

i. e. I would sooner create daylight without a sun, and call into being a sea of 
fresh water, before I would celebrate a gathering of Highlanders, without Glengary 
figuring the first in my verse. 

But although Allan became Glengary’s family bard, he did not give up compo- 
sing pieces of general interest—and quite detached from the connexions of his pro- 
per calling. Indeed many of his productions while with the “ proud chieftain,” 
are, if anything, better and more popular than his first. In the year 1928, he tra- 
velled the counties of Argyle, Ross, and Inverness, taking subscriptions for*a new 
and enlarged edition of his works; and on procuring 1000 names, he went to press 
in 1829. But alas! the book was only in progress, when the cold finger of death 
silenced his harp for ever. He died much regretted, and was interred in the bury- 
ing ground of Kilfianan. 

In personal appearance, Allan M'Dougall was thin and slender, and somewhat 
diminutive in size. He commonly wore a black fillet over his eyes. He was sel- 
dom out of humour, and very rarely nursed his wrath so long as to lead him to in- 
dulge in satire. He was amongst the family bards what Ossian was among the 
Fingalians—“ the last of the race.” 

ORAN DO MHAC’-IC-ALASDAIR GHLINNE-GARAIDH. 

Aib fonn—“ Cuir a nail duinn am total." 

LUINNEAG. 
Faiyh a nuas dhuinn am botul, 

‘ S theid an deoch so mu ‘n cuairt. 
Lion barrack an copan. 

Cum socrach a chuach; 
Tosda Choirneil nafeile 

Lcis an eireadh gach buaidh, 
Oighre Chnoideart a bharraich, 

lS Ghlinn-garaidh bho thuath. 

Thig ort measair a‘s adharc, 
Agus taghadh nan arm, 

Le d’ mhiol-choin air lomhainn, 
‘S iad romhad a’ falbh : 

‘Nuair theid thu do ‘n mhonadh, 
Bidh fail air damh dearg; 

Cas a shiubhal an fhirich, 
Leat ‘chinneadh an t-sealg. 

Faigh a nuas, fyc. 
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‘S tu marbhaich’ achoilich, 
‘S moch a ghoireas air chrann, 

Bkuic bhioraich an t-seilich 
Agus eilid nam beann : 

‘S trie a leag thu na luath’s 
A chaol-ruaghag ‘s a mhang, 

Nuair a ruigeadh do luaidhe 
Cha ghluaiseadh iad eang. 

Faigh a nuas, ij'c. 

‘S tu namhaid na h-eala, 
Lamb a mhealleadh a gheoidh ; 

B’ fhearr leat ‘fhaicinn ‘s an adhar, 
Na na laidhe air Ion, 

Air iteig ga chaitheamh, 
‘S luaidbe \ieinih’ air a thoir 

Bho ghunna beoil chumpaich. 
‘S cha bhiodh uin’ aige beo. 

Faigh a nuas, S;c. 

Lean do chruadal, ‘s do ghaisge, 
‘S am fasan bu dual 

A bhi colgarra, cosant’ 
Gu brosnachadh sluaigh : 

Gu h-armailteach, treubhacb, 
Gu geur lannach, cruaidh; 

‘S tu shliochd nam fear treuna, 
Nach geilleadli ‘s an ruaig, 

Faigh a nuas, fyc. 

Tha ‘n naidbeaehd so fior 
Aigluchd innse nan duan, 

Gur sgeul e ro chinnteaeh, 
Air do shinnsir bha buaidh; 

Nach do dhibir an deas-lamh, , 
Ach seasamh ‘s gach uair, 

‘S i bhuidkneadh a chis 
Ri uchd stiythe le fuaim. 

Faigh a nuas, &c. 

Ghabh thu tlachd a‘s deagh-cheutaidh, 
Do ‘n bheus a bh’ aig each, 

Luchd bhreacan an fheilidh 
A dh’ eireadh a’d phairt : 

Toirm fheadan ga ‘n gleusadh, 
Leat is eibhinn an gair’, 

Mar ri binneas nan tend, 
‘S a bhi g’ eisdeachd nam bard. 

Faigh a nuas, &c. 

Tog suas an crann direach, 
‘S brat rimheach gun sgath, 

Le cularaibh rioghail 
A dh’ innseas co iad; 

‘S cha ‘n ob do chuid gillean 
Dol an iomairt na spairn, 

‘S tu fein air an toiseach 
A toirt mosglaidh da ‘n cail. 

Faigh a nuas, §c. 

Tog colg ort, fkir ghasta, 
Bi gaisgeil ‘s gu ,!m faod; 

Thig marcaic.ii, a‘s coisichean 
Ort as gach taobh; 

A sheasamh do chorach, 
Clann-Domhnuill an fhraoich; 

Thig dochinneadh a d’ ohomhnadh, 
A chraobh chomhraig nan laoch ! 

Faigh a nuas, fyc. 

Tha fir chalma ro f hearail, 
Ann a ‘d fhearannaibh fein, 

Eadar Cnoideart ‘s Gleann-Garadh, 
‘Theid barraicht’ air ghleus; 

‘Chuircas cul air an naimhdean; 
Tha ‘n ceannard ga ‘n reir: 

‘S cha ghabh thu bhi ceannsaicht’ 
Le Ghranndaich Shrath-Spe. 

Faigh a nuas, &t. 

‘S leat cairdeas, le durachd 
Fir ur Innse-Gall, 

Nach gabh giorag na muiseag, 
‘N am rusgadh nan lann; 

Na ‘n cluinneadh iad stri riut, 
Bhiodh miltean diubh ‘nail; 

Mu ‘n leigeadh iad cus ort 
‘S iad a dhubhladh do ranc. 

Faigh a nuas, &e. 

Thig a d’ choinneamh le farum 
Buidhean bhras nan arm cruaidh 

A bhuaileadh na buillean 
‘S a chuireadh an ruaig 

‘Bha gu h-ardanach, reachdmhor, 
Gu feachd a dol suas 

Bho Cheapaich nan craobh, 
‘Dh-fhag na glaoidh ‘s a Mhaol-ruaidh. 

Faigh a nuas, &c. 

Bho Chomhann nam bradan. 
Is gasd’ thig fo thriall, 

Clann Iain gun ghealltachd, 
Bha ‘neart-san leat riamh, 

Le ‘n airm an deagh ordugh, 
Luchd a leonadh nam fiadh, 

‘S a dheanadh an tolladh 
Mu ‘n cromadh a ghrain. 

Faigh a nuas, &c 

Co ‘thairneadh riut riobadh 
Nuair ‘thig nam boil bhuat? 

lari' Antrum a Eirinn 
Leis an eireadh na sluaigh; 

Mac’-Ic-Ailein nan geur lann, 
Dheanadh euchd air a chuan, 

Aig am beil na fir ghleusda 
‘Dhol a reubadh nan stuadh. 

Faigh a nuas, &c. 

Thig iad sid ort le duthchas 
* Bho thur nan clach reidh, 

Braithrean Dhomhnuill, Cloinn-Dhughaill, 
Marcaich shunntach nan steud : 

Clann an t-Shaoir bho thaobh Chruachainn, 
Bha cruadalach treun ; 

Ge d chaill iad a choir 
‘Bh’ aigan seors’ ann an Sleibht 

Faigh a nuas, kc. 
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ORAN DO NA CIOBAIREAN 

OALLDA. 

Thainig oirnn do dh-Albainn crois, 
Tha daoine bochd nocndte ids, 

Gun bhiadb, gun aodach, gunohluain; 
Tha ‘n Airde-tuath an deigh’ a sgrios: 

Cba ‘n fhaicear aeh caoirich a‘s uain, 
Goill mu ‘n cuairt dhaibh airgach slios; 

Tba gach fearann air dol a,s, 
Na Gaeil ‘s an cinn fo ihiiodh, 

Cha ‘n fhaicear crodh-laoigh air gleann, 
No eich, ach gann, a’ dol an eill; 

‘S ann do ‘n fhaisinneachd a bh’ ann 
Gun reachadh an craun bho fkeum : 

Chaidh na sealgairean fo gheall, 
‘S tha gach cuilbheir cam, gun ghleus : 

Cba mharbhar maoiseach no meann, 
‘Sdk-fkuadaich sgriachail Ghall na feidh. 

Cha ‘n eil abhachd feadh nam beann, 
Chaidh giomanaich teann fo smackd; 

’Thg fear na croice air chall, 
Chaidh gach eilid a's mang as : 

Cha ‘n fhaighear ruagh-bhoc nan allt, 
Le cu seang ga chur gu srath; 

An eirig gach cuis a bh’ ann, 
Feadaireachd nan Gall ‘s gach glaic. 

Cha chluinnear geum ann am buaile, 
Chaidh an crodh-gtiaillionn a suim; 

Cha ‘n eisdear luinneag no duanag, 
Bleodhan mairt aig gruagaich dhuinn :— 

Bho ‘n chaidh ar cuallach an tainead, 
‘S trie a tha padhadh g’ ar claoidh, 

N aite nan cairdean a bh’ againn, 
Linnseach ghlas am bun gach tuim! 

Mar gun tuiteadh iad fo ‘n chraoidh, 
Cnnomhan caoich ‘dol aog sa bharrach; 

‘S ann mar sid a tha seann daoine, 
‘S clann bheag a h-aogais bainne; 

Thilgeadh iad gu iomall cuirte, 
Bho ‘n duthchas a bh’ aig an seanair; 

B' fhearr leinn gun tigeadh na Frangaich 
A thoirt nan ceann doth na Gallaibh. 

Dh-fhalbh gach pesadh, threiggach banais— 
Sguir an luchd-ealaidh bin" seinn; 

Chuala sibhse trie ga aithris, 
“ Caidseirean a teachd air cleibh;” 

‘S ionnan sid ‘s mar thachair dhomh-sa, 
Cha dean iad m’ fheoraich air feill, 

Far am b’ abhaist dhomh bhi muirneach, 
‘S fearr leo cu ga chuir ri spreidh. 

Gach aon fhearr ’ fhuair lamh-an-uachdar, 
Dh-fhogair iad uatha gach neach 

A reachadh ri aghaidh cruadail, 
Na ‘n tigeadh an ruig le neart: 

Na ‘n eireadh cogadh san rioghachd, 
Bhiodh na ciobairean na ‘a airc; 

‘S e sid an sgeula bu bhinn linn, 
Bhi ga ‘n cuir gu dith air fad! ! 

Eiridh iad moch la sabaid, 
‘S tachraidh iad ri cach-a-cheil’, 

‘S nuair a shineas iad air stori, 
‘S ann g’ an comhradh, tigh’n’ air feur, 

Gach fear a faoighneachd ri nabuidh, 
“ Cia mar sin a dh’ fhag thu ‘n treud? 

Ciod i phris a rinn na muilt ? 
No ‘n do chuir thu iad gu feill?'’ 

“ Cha ‘n aobhar talaich am bliadhn’ e, 
Rinn iad a sia-diag a‘s corr; 

Ma tha thus-’ ag iarraidh iios air, 
Cheannaich mi ‘mhin leis a chloimh; 

Dh-fhalbh na crogaichean air dail; 
‘S ma ghleidheas mi ‘n t-alach og, 

Ge do gheibh an trian diu ‘m bag, 
Ni mi ‘mal air na bhios beo.” 

‘Nuair dhireas fear dhiu ri beinn. 
An am dha eiridh gu moch, 

Bi’dh sgread Gballda ‘m beul a chleibh, 
‘G cigheachd na deigh a chuid con; 

Ceol nach b’ eibhinn linn, a sgairt; 
Bracsi na shac air a chorp, 

E suainte na bhreacan glas; 
Ua’-mhialan na fhalt ‘s na dhos. 

‘Nuair thig e oirnn sa ghaoth, 
‘S mairg a bhios air taobh-an-fhasga, 

Cha ‘n fhaod fhaileadh a bhi cadln, 
‘S e giulan nam maodal dhachaigh; 

‘S trie e ga fhoileadh ‘sa ghaorr, 
Sios bho chaol-druim gu chasan, 

‘S ge be reachadh leis a dh’ ol, 
‘S feudar dhaibh an sron a chasadh. 

Nuair shuidheas ditlns no triuir 
‘S an taigh-osd’ an cuis ‘bhi reidh, 

Chitear aig toiseach a bhuird, 
Ciobair agus cu na dkeidh; 

Bu choir a thilgeadh an cuil, 
‘S glun a chur am beul a chleibh, 

domain a mach thun an duin, 
‘S gabhadh e gu smiuradh fein. 

‘S ole a chuideachd do chach, 
Neach nach abhaist a bhi glan; 

Cha chompanach dhaoine ‘is fiach 
Fear le fhiaclan a spoth chlach, 

Ann an garrabhuic air a ghluinean, 
Le chraos ga ‘n sughadh a mach; 

‘S ma leigeas tu ‘n deoch ri bheul, 
Na dheaghaidh na fiach a bias, 

Amach luchd chragairt na h-oluinn 
Ma ‘s a h-aill leibh comunn ceart! 

Druidibh orra suas a chomhla, 
‘S na leigibh a sron a steach : 

Bho nach cluinnear aca ‘stori, 
Ach craicmn agus cloimh ga reic, 

Cunntadh na h-aimsir, ‘s gach uair\ 
‘Ceannach uan mu ‘n teid am breith. 
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Suidhidh sinn mu bhord gu h-eibbinn, 
Gu ccolach, teudach, gun smalan, 

Caoitnhneil, carrantacb, ri cheile, 
‘S na biodh aon do ‘n trend n’ ar carabh; 

Olaibh deoch-slainte Mhic-Choinnich, 
‘S Choirineil Ghlinne-Garaidh, 

Chionn gur beag orra na caoirich, 
‘S luchd dhaoraehaidh an fhearuinn. 

ORAN LEANNANACHD. 
Nam faighinn gille r‘a cbeannach, 

A bheireadh beannachd gu Mairi, 
‘Smo shoraidh le caoimhneas 

A dh-fhios na maighdinn’ a chraidh mi; 
Ga nach a tug mi dhut faoidhrean, 

Ann am foill dhut cha d’ fhas mi; 
‘S mar a math leam thu fallain, * 

Nar a mheal mi mo shlaiute ! 

Nar a mheal mi mo chota, 
Mar b‘e mo dheoin a bhi lamh riut, 

‘S a bhi briodal ri'm leannan, 
An seoraar daingeann nan claraidh. 

An iuchair fhaotainn am’ phoca, 
‘S gun an toir a bhi laimh ruinn, 

‘S mi gun deanadh do phogadh, 
Gun fheoraich de m’ chairdean. 

* 
Gun fheoraich do m’ ohairdean, 

‘S fada a dh’f halbhuinn a d’ choinnidh 
Far an deanainn riut codhail, 

Chabhidhinn bco gun a cumail: 
Tha mo dhuil ann sa mhaighdein 

Nach treigdo chaoimhneas mi uile; 
‘S mar do chaochail thu abhaist, 

Gheibhiun t-fhailt’ agus t-fhuran. 

‘S e t-fhuran a Icon mi 
A dh’ fliag am bron so air m’ aigneadh, 

A thromaich m’ inntinn fo’ eislein, 
Cha dean mi eiridh le graide : 

Tha mo chridhe neo-shu nntach, 
Tha mi bruite fo‘m aisnean, 

Aig a mheud ‘s thug mi’ ghaol dut, 
‘S nach fhaod sinu ’ bhi tachairt. 

Nach faod sinn ‘bhi tachairt 
An aite falaich no ‘n uaigneas, 

Far an deanainn riut bcadradh, 
A ‘s tacan cleasachd air uairean ;- 

Ach se lagaich mo mhisneach, 
Nach faod mi trie ‘bhi mu ‘ncuairt dhut: 

B’ fhearr a phog na ‘bhi falamh, 
Mar a faigh mi do bhuannachd, 

Cha ‘n ‘eil m’ eibhneas air thalamh, 
Mar a faigh mi thu ‘Mhairi ! 

Cha dual domh bhi thllain 
Ma bhios mi fada mar tha mi: 

Cha ghuidhinn mo ghalar 
Do m’ charaid no ‘m namhaid; 

Chaidh acaid am chridhe, 
‘S cha dean lighiohean sta dhomh ! 

Beul milis, dea.rg, daite, 
Deud snaighte mar dhisnean, 

Suil ghorm is glan sealladh 
Fo ‘n chaol mhal’ aig an ribhinn 

Tha cul buidhe mar or ort, 
Is boidhche nan dithean; 

Bias na meal’ air do phogan, 
‘S be mo dheoin bhi riut sinnte. 

Ge d’ chum mi falach an sgeula 
Tha mi ‘n deigh bho cheann greis ort; 

Aig a mhiad ‘s thug mi ghaol dut 
Tha m’ aodunn air preasadh : 

Dh-fhas glaise ‘nam ghruaidhean, 
‘S bochd a bhuaidh th’ air an t-sheirc sin, 

A chaochail mo shnuagh dhiom, 
Mar dhuine truagh ‘thig a teasaich. 

Mar dhuine truagh thig a teasaich. 
A bhiodh fad ann am fiabhras, 

‘S ann a dh-fhas mi mar fhuathaich’,' 
Cho oruaidh ris an iarunn; 

Ach bho thoiseach ar sinnsridh, 
“ ’S tri ni thig gun iarraidh, 

An gaol agus eagal, 
‘S gun leith-sgeul an t-iadach.” 

DUANAG DO ’N UISGE-BHEATHA. 

Fonn.—“ Tha'n oidhche tighinn a‘s misc 
learn fin.” 

Tha faileadh gun fhotas 
Bho ’chneas Mhic-an-Toisich, 
Chuireadh blaths’ ann am poraibh, 

La reot a‘s gaoth tuath. 

0 / sid i ‘n deoch mhilis 
JVach pilleamaid uainn, 
Chuireadh blaths air gach chridhe, 
Gc do bhitheadh iad fuar : 
O ! sid i ‘n deoch mhilis 
JVach pilleamaid uainn. 

Bu taitneach an ceol 
A bhi g’ eisdeachd a chronain, 
Ga leigeadh a stop, 

A’ cuir croic air a chuaich. 
0 ! sid i ‘n deoch, $c. 

'S e gogail a choilich, 
Ga ghocadh ri gloine, 
Ceol inntinneach, loinneil, 

A thoilleadh an duais; 
0 ! sid i 'n deoch, <J'C. 
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Ma chreidear mo sheannchas, 
Bu mhath leiun ‘bhi sealg ort, 
Le h-urchair gun den-mad, 

Fras airgeid mu d’ chluaia. 
O / sid i 'n deoch, 4’C. 

‘Nuair chluinnte do ghlugan 
Ga tharruinn a buideal, 
Bu mhath le ar slugain 

Am fliuchadh gu luath. 
O / sid i ‘a deoch, IfC. 

‘S tu culaidh an damhsa 
Nuair thigeadh an geamhradh, 
A bheireadh air seann-duine 

‘Cheann’ thogail suas. 
O! sid i ‘n deoch, §c. 

Bu mhath thu air banais, 
Ga ‘r cumail na ‘r caithris, 
Nuair bhitheadh luchd-ealaidh 

Ri caithream na ‘r cluais. 
0/ sid i ‘n deoch, cue. 

Be sid an stuth neartmhor, 
Dh-fhas misueachail, reachd-mbor, 
Ni saighdear do ‘n ghealltair, 

Gu spealtadh nan cnuac. 
O! sid i ‘n deoch, &c. 

Sugh brigheil na thirnne, tairgne 
Blio fheadan na praise; 
Tha spioradail, laidir, 

An caileachd ‘s an snuagh. 
0/ sid i 'n deoch, &c. 

Ann an coinnidh, ‘s an codhail, 
Bheir daoine gu comhradh, 
‘S binn luinneagan orain 

Mu bhord ga ‘n cuir auas. 
0/ sid i ‘n deoch, &c. 

* Tha thu cleachdta ‘s gach duthaich, 
‘N am reiteachadh cumhant, 
Ma bhios sinn as t-iunnais, 

Bi‘dh sugradh fad bhuain. 
O! sid i ‘n deoch, fyc. 

lb a thu d’ lighich’ neo-thuisleach, 
A dll’ fbiachas gach cuisle, 
Gun iarmailt no duslach, 

Air nach cuir thu ruaig. 
0! sid i 'n deoch, ifc. 

Gun eugail na failinn 
Tha ‘n clannaibh nan Gael, 
Nach toir thu gu shunt’, 

Agus phaighear dhut dhuais. 
O! sid i ‘n deoch, $c. 

Nuair ‘shuidheamaid socrach, 
‘S e ‘ghlaodhte na bodaich, 
Cha b’ ionnan ‘s am brochan, 

Ihoir boslach dheth’ nuas. 

O! sid i 'a dcoch, mhilis 
•AhcA pilleamaid uainn, 
Chuireadh bhiths air gach cridhe, 
Ge do bhitheadh iadfuar : 
O! sid i 'n deoch mhilis 
JVach pilleamaid uainn. 

jro<<, ~;We have prlnted this song as we took it down from the poet’s own recitation in 1S28. 

ORAN DO ’N MIIISG. 

Ant fosn—“An am dol si os bhi deonach.” 

An am dhomh gluasad anns a mhadainn, 
Cha ’n ’eil in’ aigneadh sunntach, 

’S e Mac-na-bracha ’rinn mo leagadh 
Ann an leabaidli dhuinte; 

Mo ehliabh na lasair, air a chasadh, 
S airtneulach mo dhusgadh, 

’S e sud an gleaehdair fhuair fosmachd mi, 
’S dh’ fhag e m’ aisnean bruite. 

Nuair a shuidh sinn san taigh-osda, 
Chnidh na stoip thar chunntas, 

Gu trie a tighinn, cha bu ruighinn, 
lad na ’n ruith a m’ ionnsuidh, 

Gun iarraidh dalach a sior phaigheadh 
’G ol deoeh-slainte Thrionnsa; , 

’S cha ’n iarrainn fein a dh’ aobhar ghair’, 
Aeh Raonull a toirt cliu dhomh. 

Nuair a ghluais mi gu tigh’nn dachaigh, 
Lagadh a chion luis mi, 

Gun d’ fhalbh mo neart gun leirsinn cheart, 
Gun ehaill mi’m beaehd bha m’shuilean ; 

Feadh na h-oidhche’s mi gun soillsein 
Air mo shlaoic ’san dunan; 

Cha robh air chomas dhomh ach arusg, 
’S bha mo chairdean diumbach. 

’S leir dhomh ’n diugh gur mor an tamailt 
Cach a bhi ga m’ ghiulan, 

’S mi fein an duil gun robh mi laidir 
Gus an d’ fhag mo thur mi; 

Ge do chuiri ’n eis mo cholunn, 
’S e mo sporan ’dhiubhail 

Air gniomh na misge ’shlaid gun fhios mi, 
Mar tig ghocas ur dhomh. 

’S ole an ealaidh bhi ga leanailt, 
’S aimideach an turn ’bhi 

’Suidh’ air bhord a glaodhaich oil, 
,’S mo phocannan ga ’n tionndadh, 

A’ sgapadh storais le meud-mhoir, 
Ag iarraidh phog’s na cuiltean; 

’S fad sa mhaireadh mo chuid oir, 
Cha chuireadh osdair cul rium. 
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’S coir dhomlijnise thoirt fos’ near 
An t-ftithreachas a dhubljidh, 

Mo bhoid gu gramail thoirt a’n Eala, 
Dll’ fheuch an lean mo chliu rium ; 

Cha teid dear a staigh fo m’ dheudaich, 
’S feudar tigh’n as iunais; 

Cha ’n fliaigli fear falamh seol air aran 
Ach le fallas gnuise. 

Labhair Rnonull—“Nabiodhsprochdort, 
’8 theid mi noebd air t-ionnsuidh, 

Gleidhidh mi dhut bean a’s tochradh, 
Cho coltacb’s tha’s duthaich; 

Ge do bhiodh tu gann de stoc, 
Na faicear bochd do ghiulan; 

’S c’arson nach glaodhamaid a’r botul 
Ann an toiseach eumhnant ?” 

SMEORACH CHLOINN-DUGIIAILL. 

I.UINNEAG. 

Ho-i, ri na, ho-ro, hu-o, 
Ilo-lib ho-i na, i-ri, u-o; 
’S smeorach raise le Cloinn-Dvghaill 
A seinn ciuil. an dluths’ yach yeige. 

Cha dean mi bron an cos falaich, 
Tha seileir mo loin gun ainnis: 
Gheibh gach seorsa seol air aran, 
- ’S cha churam dhomhsa ’bin falamh. 

llo-i, ri na, <^c, 

Nuair a dh’eireas grian an earraich, 
Diridh an ianlaith’s na crannaibh; 
Tha’m bcatha-san diant’ air thalamh 

Bbo ’n laimli gus am bial, ’s i ro mhath. 
Ho-i, ri na, 

Gur a mise a smeorach ghleannach, 
Sheinninn ceol air bharr gach meangain; 
Itibheid ur an siunnsair fallain, 

’S math mo chail, gun sas air m’ anail. 
Ho-i, ri na, <5t. 

Madainn cheitein, ’n am dhomh dusgadh, 
’Seinn gu h-eibhinn, eutrom, siubhlaeh; 
Dealt nan speur air gheugan curaidh, 

Grian ag ciridh, ’s feur a’ bruchdadh. 
Ho-i, ri na, * 

Ghineadh mi’s an tir nach coimheach, 
’8 chaisginn m’ iotadh le brigh Chomhainn; 
Tobar ioc-shlainte nach reodhadh, 

’G eiridh 'nios bho ’n dilinn dhomhain. 
Ho-i, ri na, <j'C. 

Air taobh greine, gleann mo chridhe, 
Far an robh eibhncas mo dhibhc; 

: : i 
Ge do bhiodh an t-eug a tighinn, 

Bheireadh slainnt'do’m chreubhsa rithist. 
Ho-i, ri na <j"c. 

’S an tir aigh do ’n gna ’bhi cridheil, 
Chaidh m’ arach gun fhaillinn bidhe, 
Air nead sabhailte gun snithe : 

‘8 gheibhinn blaths’ air sga Chloinn Iain. 
Ho-i, ri na <5'c. 

Tha mi nise measg Chloinn-Cham’roin, 
Ciuneadh mor bha ’n seors ud ainmeil; 
’N cath’s an comhail, seolta calma ; 

’Dol gu comhrag, stroiceach, marbhtach. 
Ho-i, ri na, <jr. 

’S piudhar mi do ’n chuthaig shamhraidh, 
Le’m dheoin cha teid mi gu Galltachd ; 
Bho ’n is i Ghaelig is cainnt domh, 

’Measg mo chairdean talar ann mi, 
Ho-i, ri na, Jfc. 

Nuair theid fianlach feadh na coille, 
Cruinnichidh ianlaith gach doire ; 
Thig gach ian gu nead le coilleig. 

Srabh ga shniomh am bial gach coilich. 
Ho-i, ri na, <j'c. 

*8 ionnan sid’s mar dh’eireas domhsa; 
Ma phiocas each mi le doruinn, 
Falbhaidh mis’ “an riochd na smeoraich,” 

’S theid mi’m ghearan far an cor dhomh. 
Ho-i, ri na, $c. 

Gu Dun nan Cliar thriallain dana, 
’Dhol fo sgiathaibh nan triath statail : 
Ged nach eil Eoin Ciar a lathair, 

’S maireann am fear Hath a’s Padruig. 
Ho-i, ri na, ij'c. 

Dun-olla nan tuireid arda, 
Nam fear fuileach, builleach, stracach, 
’Sheasadh duineil luchd an cairdeis, , 

’Choisneadh urram ri uchd namhaid. 
Ho-i, ri na, $c. 

’S smeorach mi bho chaisteil uaibhreach, 
Nan steud priscil, rioglfail, suairce. 
Dream gun spid, bha ’n sinnsir uasal, 

Bu mhor pris ri linn Raon-Kuairhlh. 
Ho-i, ri na, <$ c. 

Dughallaich nan geur-lann aisneach, 
Guineach, beumaeh, speiceach, sgaiteach, 
Dol ri feum le treundas gaisgidh, 

Garg’s a streup, ’s bha ’n leus ri fhaicinn. 
Ho-i, ri na, $c. 

Cha robh’m Brusach na chuis fharmaid, 
Ri fhuil cha chumadh iad earbsa, 
Mu ’n do sguir sibh, bha e searbh dha, 

’S bu bheag leis a chuid de dh’ Alba, 
Ho-i, ri na, $c. 
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Chuir sil>h, Ttoibeart an cuil churahainn, 
Ghabh e gu fogradh car siubhail; 
CUa robh dhaoine saorbho phuthar, 

Fad’s a bha bhur taobh-sa ’buidhinn. 
//o-i, ri na, $c. 

Cha b’ iongnadh e ’ghabhail grain diu, 
’S trie a chuir iad cunnart bais air ; 
Thug sibh uaithe ’srol’s am braisde, 

’S tha sid an Dun-olla ’latl*iir. 
Ho-i, ri nu, 

’S i ’n t-shcann stori tha mi gluasad, 
’S naidheachd ur do ’n fhear nach cual i, 
Sgeula fior, ge fada bhuaithe, 

Gun do sheas an linn ud cruadal. 
Bo-i, ri na, $c. 

Buidheann gun fhiamh, nach d’ iarr socair, 
Rinn iad aon blar-diag a chosnadh ; 
Gus an tainig sgriob na dosgainn, 

Latha Dail-righ a mhi-f hortain. 
Ho-i, ri na, Jfc. 

’S e bu mhiannach leis a bhuidheann, 
Bhi cur ard-raimh’chean fo ’n uidlicam, 
Scoladh ard air bharr nan sruithean, 

Sgoltadh nam bare le car shiubhal. 
Bo-i, ri na, $c. 

Luchd a chaitheamh nan euan borba, 
’S muir a gairich ri h-aird stoirme; 
Bheireadh iad gu aite soirbh i, 

Dh’ aindeoin barr nan srac-thonn gorma. 
Bo-i, ri na, §c. 

Fir mo ghaoil bho thaobh na traghad, 
Nach robh claon ri h-aodann gabhaidh, 
Nach meataicheadh gaoir an t-saile, 

’Nuair a sgaoileadh iad a h-alach. 
Ho-i, ri na, 3,'c. 

Cha d’ innis mi trian da ’r n’ abhaist, 
’S tha mo mhuineal tioram traisgte; 
’S olaidli mi nis’ bur deoch-slainte, 

A shlioehd a Cholla-Chathaich Spaintich. 
Ho-i, ri na, $c. 

TROD MNA-AN-TAIGHE RI FEAR, 

Am SON A BHI ’G 0L AN DBAMA. 
Latha dhomh ‘s mi ‘g ol an drama, 
Comhlath ri oigearan glana, 
Ge do bha mo bhean-sa banail, 

‘S sgainnealach a trod i rium. 

Labhair ise ‘sin na briathran :— 
“ Fasaidh tu d’ shruthaire briagach, 
S eagal learn nach paidh thu t-f hiachan, 

‘S e do ghniomh tha coltach ris. 
O! teann a null, S,-c. 

“ Cha ‘n fhuilig mi bonn a d’ bheadradh 
Air moch, no anamoch, no feasgar; 
‘S fearr leat comunn nan stop beaga, 

‘S thoill thu leasan goirt’ thoirt dhutj 
0/ teann a null, $c. 

“ Thug thu og do cheannas-cinnidh 
Do Mhac-an-Toisich an gille; 
‘S bho na rinn an t-ol do mhilleadh 

A d’ mhire cha ‘n ‘eil toirt agam. 
O! teann a null, Sfc. 

“ Cha ‘n fharraid’ thu ‘m bithinn bee, 
Nam faigheadh tu tombac’ a‘s poit, 
Bhi sgapadh airgeid air gach bord, 

‘S cha ‘n ‘eil an seol ud fortanacb. 
Ol tcann a null, ^c. 

“ ’S ole an an obair dhut bhi daonnan 
A tighinn dachaigh air an daoraich; 
Cuiridh tu mise gu caoineadh, 

‘S dh’ aognaich fear do choltais mi. 
Ol teann a null, fyc. 

“ Tha thu gun leine, gun chota, 
‘S cha dean mise snaithn’ ri d’ bfceo dhut;; 
Bho na dh’ fhas thu d’ dhuine gorach, 

Chuir an t-ol bho chosnadh thu. 
O! teann a null, ^'c. 

“ Tha thn gun bhriogais, gun fheilealh 
‘S e air tolladh air do shleisnean; 
‘S cia mar a ni mi dhut eideadh ? 

Chuir thu fein gu bochdainn mi. 
O! teann a null, See. 

“ Phos mi thu dh’ jindeoin mo chairdean. 
Gun toil m’ athar no mo mhathar; 
‘S bho na ghabh mi nise grain dhiot, 

Falbh as fag a‘s droch-uair mi. 
O! teann a null, Sec. 

“ Phos mi thu le deoin gun aindeoin, 
‘S bha thu seolt‘ air thi mo mheallaidh ; 
Bho na bha mi og am amaid, 

Rinn mi ceangal do-charach. 
O ! teann a null, &c. 

“ Ge do bheirinn spreidh a‘s earras 
Do dh’ fhear t-abhaist agus t-ealain, 
Chosgadh tu e leis na galain; 

Ailein ! chaidh an rosad ort! 
0! teann a null, fyc. 

“ 0/ teann a null, ‘s na tionndaidh rium, 
Bho ,‘n ‘s e mo dhiumb a choisinn thu; 
Fuirich samhach air mo chul-thaobh, 

Sugradh cha bhi nochd againn.” 
18 
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“ Ge nack robh mo chrodh air buaile, 
Bhuininn do dh-fhior fhuil gan truailleadh; 
‘S na seallainn beagan mu ‘n cuairt dhomh, 

Cha d’ fhuair thu mi socharacb.” 
O! teann a null, fyc. 

E-SAN A’ LABHAIRT 

AIR A SIION FEIN 
Eisd! a bhean, do d’ ghearan uaibhreach, 
‘S fuirich siobhalt aim a d’ ghluasad, 
‘S ua bi maoidheadh ormsa t-uaisle, 

Bho nach d’ fhuair mi tochradh leaf. 

O tionndaidh rium, a‘s deasaich rium, 
‘S a ruin! na bi ri moil arm; 
‘S tcannaidh mise rial a null, 

Le sugradh mar bu choltach dhuinn. 

■•N cluinn thu mis', a bhean an taighe? 
Eirich, ‘s theid mi leat a laidhe; 
Smaoinich fein gun geill na mnathan, 

‘S gabhaidh iad le choiteach rud. 
O! tionndaidh rium, <j-c. 

A bhi trod rium cha ‘n ‘eil feum ann, 
Cha chuis abhachd dhuinn le cheil e :— 

■“ Air bcul duinnte cha teid feichean.” 
‘S e bhi reith is docha leinn. 

O tionndaidh rium, §c. 

‘S ge do dhcanainn stop a thraghadh, 
Maille ri cuideachda chairdeil, 
‘S mairg thu ‘mhaoidheadh orm gu brach e, 

Ged do phaidhinn crotag ris. 
0 tionndaidh rium, §c. 

Ge do dll’ olainn lan an taomain, 
Thiginn dachaigh cridheil, gaolach; 
‘S cha bu chuis gu taigh a sgaoileadh, 

Ge do ghlaodhainn botul dheth. 
O tionndaidh rium, §c. 

<Ge do labhair thu ‘s gach doigh rium, 
Dh’ aindeon aon ni riamh a Uhol mi, 
‘S geal do churrachd, ‘s dubh do bhrogan, 

‘S dionach, comhnard, socrach, iad. 
O tionndaidh rium, §c. 

Ge do dh’ f hanadh tu air t-eolas, 
Gun tigh'nn riamh a nail a Cnoideart, 
Gheibhinn te le beagan storais, 

Bhiodh cho boidheach eoltas riut. 
O tionndaidh rium, fyc. 

Ach sin ‘nuair a labhair ise :— 
“ Smitbich togail dhoit a nis’, 
Chain thu thu fein, ‘s dhit thu mise; 

‘S misd thu nach ‘eil fosadh ort.” 
0 lionndaidh rium, Ac. 

GEARAN NA MNATHA AN 
AGHAIDH A’ FIR, AGES IAD A FREAGAIRT A 

CHEILB. 
fonn—“ ’S muladach mi fhin ‘s mo Dhomh- 

null.” 

A’ Bueah. 
‘S cia mar dh-fhaodas mi bhi beo, 

‘S an duine ftreoite, truagh again? 
Tha e-san sean, agus mis’ og, 

‘S ann aig’ tha *n corr mar chuala mi : 
Ge do laidheas mi ‘ga choir 

Tha bhial ‘sa shroin air fuarachadh, 
‘S gur mor a chulaidh ghrain a phog, 

Le fhiasaig mhoir ‘g a suathadh rium. 

am fear. 
0! bhean, cha ‘n ‘eil do labhairt ceart, 

Bha neart annam ‘n uair fhuair thu mi; 
Dheanainn mire, muirn, a‘s macnus, 

A‘s ghleachdainn ris na gruagaichean : 
Sean-fhacal a dh-fhaodar innse, 

Sgeula fior a chualas e :— 
“ Cha lean an sionnach air a shior-ruith, 

‘S bithidh e sgith dheth uair-eigin.” 

a’ bhean. 
‘S dona ghreis a mhair thu dhomhsa, 

A‘s cha b‘e ‘m posadh buadhail e; 
Dh-fhalbh do mhisneach, ‘s do threoir 

An uair bu choir dhiit cruadhachadh; 
Ged bhiodh tu da-fhichead ‘scorr, 

Cha V aois ro mhor gn tuairmeaohd sin; 
‘S gur lionmhor fear nach ‘eil cho og riut, 

Chuireas por mar thuathanach. 

AM FEAR. 
Dheanainn cliathadh, ‘s chuirinn crann, 

Na’ faighinn earlaid luathaireacb, 
Agus cuideachadh ri bantraich, 

‘S gheibhinn taing, a‘s tuarasdal; 
Ge do chaidh mi nis a pris, 

Bho ‘n tha mi tinn air uaireanan; 
Gu ‘n robh mi roimhe.‘m sgalaig ghrinn, 

‘S bu mhor ‘ga d’ dhi na fhuair thu dhiom 

a’ bhean. 
‘S a h-uilc cas an robh thu riamh, 

Bha teang’ ad bhial a dh’fhuasgladh ort; 
Na‘n creideadh gach neach do sgiala, 

Dhianadh tu na cruachan demh : 
Ach caite faca sinn do ghniomh, 

Nam fiachta ris an rumhar thu? 
Bha do dhruim ‘s do lamh cho diomhainn, 

Sid an giomh a fhuair mi dhut. 

AM FEAR. 
0 ! bhean, nach labhair tbu gu foil, 

Cha ’n ’eil do chomhradh buannachdach : 
‘S ma thionndas tu rium a choir, 

Bheir mise ’n corr nach fhuair thu dhut; 
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Glacaidh mi suiste ‘ann amdhorn, 
‘S air urlar comhnard buailidh mi, 

Bho airde na sparra nuas gu lar, 
‘S cha 'n fbag mi grainn air sguaib agad. 

BHEAN. 

*S na ‘n togadh tu ort a chroit sin, 
Choisneadh tu do dhuais orm : 

Cha chluinnte gu brach mis’ ‘g osnaich, 
A’s nochdainnse mo shuairceas dhut; 

Chuirinn an t~im ann sa bhrochan, 
A's chumainn deoch an uachdar riut; 

‘S chaidleamaid gu samhach socrach 
‘S cha bhiodh sprochd no gruaim orm. 

AM FEAR. 
Shaoil mi bhoan gu ‘n robh thu baindi, 

A‘s nach bioiih sannt gu tuasaid ort: 
Ge do dh-fhasainnse cho fann, 

‘S nach tionndainn air do chluasaig riut; 
Air leam fein nach eil thu ‘n call, 

‘S do chlann a chuir ri ghuaillibh dhut; 
‘S ma dh-fhas thu guinideach nad’ cheann, 

Gur beau tha ‘n geall air buaireadh thu. 

a’ bhean. 
‘S ann agam-sa bha’n ceannfath, 

Nuair chitbinn each a’ cluaineis riut; 
Chaidh a’ chuis bho fhaladha, 

A‘s cha robh sta bhi d’ bhuachailleachd; 
Ged a‘s mis’ a ghlac do lamh, 

Bha te no dha nach b’ f huathach leat: 
‘S ma chosg thu riutba do liunn-tath, 

Tha nis’ am failt air fuarachadh. 

am fear. 
Dh-aithnich thusa sin ort fein, 

A bheudag dh-fhas thu suarach orm: 
Chaill thu nise dhiom do speis, 

‘S cha ‘n ‘eil do rcitc buan agam : 
Bho ‘n a chaidh mise nis’ bho f heum, 

‘S e ‘n t-eud a rinn do bhualadh-sa : 
‘S moch‘sa mhadainn chuir thu ‘nceilldomh, 

Nach robh m’ eiridh suas agam. 

a’ bhean. 
Is fhir gun sta, gun rath, gun direadh, 

Na bi ‘g innse tuailcas orm : 
Nam bidh tusa dhomhsa dileas, 

Cha robh m’ inntinn bruailleanach : 
Ach ‘s e bu mhiann leat a bhi briodal, 

Ris gach ribhinn chuaileauaich : 
‘S iomadh ribein agus cir, 

A‘s deise chinn a f huair iad bhuat’. 

AM FEAR. 
Ach c‘aite ‘n fhuair thu mi ‘sa sgath, 

Na‘m faca tu ‘g an tuairgneadh mi, 
Cha robh mi m’ mheirleach cho math, 

‘S nach glaca’ tu mi uair-eigia : 

‘S ma fhuair thu taisgeuladh no brath, 
‘S e ‘s fhasa chuir a suas orm, 

‘S na caraich air a mhuin do chas, 
Ach leig a mach na chuala tu. 

a’ bhean. 
‘S ma chuireas tu mi gu m’ dhubhlan, 

Bithidh a chuis na ‘s cruaidhe dhut: 
Gheibh a' ministeir an t-umhladh, 

A‘s theid an luireach shuaicheant ort; 
Linnseach, mhaslach air a dubladh, 

Leis gach dunadh tuaisgearra : 
‘S ge do bhithinns’ air do chul-thaobh. 

Air son crun cha ‘n f huasglainn i. 

AM FEAR. 
Ach gus an cairear mi‘s an uir, 

Cha ‘n f haic do shuil mu m’ ghuaillean i, 
‘S ma thig do naidheachd os ceann buird, 

Cha chliu dhut a bhi luaidh sin rium; 
A‘s ge do lasadh t-f hearg le^iumb, 

Cho ghrad ri fudar buaireasach, 
Cha chomhdaichear leat orm-sa chuis, 

Nach iunnsaich mi le h-uaibhreachas. 

a’ bhean. 
‘S cha mhor nach coma leam co dhiu, 

Cha robh do thurn ach suarach leam : 
‘S an a‘r a b’ f hearr a bha do shugradh, 

Chunntainnse na h-uaireannan ; 
Chaidleadh tu cho trom gun dusgadh. 

Air mo chul le smuaisirein : 
‘S ge do bhiodh mo thaigh ‘ga rusgadh, 

Cha robh curam gluasaid ort. 

AM FEAR. 
‘S bheirinn comhairle gu h-colach. 

Air gilj’ og tha fuasgailteach; 
E bhi glic ri am a phosaidh, 

‘S laidhe seolta suas rithe : 
‘S gun droch cleachdadh thoirt ‘g a dheoin, 

Do ghoraig nach biodh stuaim innte, 
‘S gun fbios nan lagaicheadh a threoir, 

Nach ordaicheadh i bhuaithe e. 

a’ bhean. 
Am fear nach dean a threabhadh trath, 

‘S a mhairt ged bhiodh e fuar aige, 
S culaidh mhagaidh e ehion sta, 

‘S ri latlia bhuth cha bhuain e dias; 
Bithidh am fearann aige tas, 

Na stiallan bana, ‘s luachair air, 
A's e-san broinein ! a’ dol has, 

‘S na saibhlean lan aig tuathanaich. 

AM FEAR. 
‘S cha ‘n fheud mo threabhadhsa bhi mall, 

‘S do chall dheanadh suas agam; 
Bheir mi oigeich as a’ ghleann, 

‘S theid cuing gu teann mu ‘n guailleaniisa 
A’ Dun-eideaun gheibh mi crann, 

‘S e fasan gallda ‘s usaile leinn; 
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Coltar, stailinn, soc, a‘s bann, 
‘S gach ball b'nos ann theid cruaidh orra. 

a’ bhean. 
Bi cho math ‘s do ghealladh dhomhsa, 

‘S cordaidh sinn gun duathalas: 
Bho ‘n tha sinu cho fada comhla, 

‘S am posadh mar chruaidh shnuim oirrm; 
‘S mor gur fearr learn an t-olc eolach, 

No fogarach luasganach; 
A's cuiridh sinij ar treis an ordugh, 

A‘smar a ‘3 coir dhuinn gluaisidh sinn. 

AM FEAB. 
Is thuirt an sean-f hear, ‘s cha b‘i bhriag, 

Ge d’ eireadh sian nan cuartagan:— 
“ Nach robh soirbheas laidir dian, 

Gun fhiath bhi goirid uaithesin 
‘S an cogadh bu chruaidh bh’ ann riamh, 

Chaidh crioch le rian air uair-eigin; 
‘S cuir thusa, bifean, ri d’ theangaidh srian, 

‘S bithidh sith ‘ga dianamh suas againn. 

ORAN NA CAILLICH. 

Air fonn—“Ho hi ho ha mo luadh mo lea- 
namh.” 

Ma theid mi gu feill, gu feisd, no banais, 
Bi‘dh ise lan eud, ‘s i fein aig baile 
‘Sa ma bheir mi le sugradh suil air caileig, 

Gur diumb a‘s falachd sid dhomhsa. 
• » 

O hi 0 ha, gur cruaidh a chailleach, 
O hi, o ha, gurfuar a chailleach. 
Ho re, ho ra, ‘s i ghrain a chailleach, 

Dh fhag inise 'nam amadan gorach. 

Ma ni mi ‘n taigh-osda stop a cheannach, 
No suidhe air bord ‘s gun ol mi drama, 
Theid faileadh ‘na sroin ‘s a dorn an tarruinn, 

*S bi‘dh muinntir a bhaile ri mod oirnn, 
O hi, 0 ha, .J c. 

Mar ceannaich mi ti cha‘n fhiach mi m’ fha- 
raid 

A leigheas a cinn, ‘s i tinn a gearan; 
Cha dean i rium sith, ach stri a‘s carraid, 

‘S ri caran teallaich an comhnuidh. 
O hi, o ha, 4’C. 

Bliithinn gu h-eibhinn, eatrom, aighearach, 
Aigionnach, gleusda, a’ leum ‘s an Earrachd, 
Na ‘n deanadh an t-eug bho cheil’ ar sgaradh, 

*S gu ‘n carainn am falach to ‘n f hod i. 
O hi, o ha, fyc. 

Cha ‘n airgead, cha ‘n or, cha stor, cha thrua- 
gan, 

‘Chuir mise air a toir ri moran cuirteis— 
Ach dalladh fo sgleo le- seorsa buidseachd— 

‘S ann agamsa tha ‘n t-uirsgeul air Seonaid. 
O hi, 0 ha, Src. 

Nuair thig mi bho ‘nchrannan am an earraich, 
Le fuachd air mo chall, ‘s mi ‘n geall mo gha- 

raidh, 
Cha ‘n f haod mi na taing dol teann air an 

teallach 
Mu ‘m buail i gu h-ealamh le broig mi. 

O hi, O ha, #c. ' ''7 ' 

Cha dian i dhomh feum, ‘s cha ghreidh i aran, 
Cha ‘n araich i fendail, spreidh, no leanamh, 
A’ laidhe ‘sa g eiridh ‘g eigheach ‘s a’ gearan, 

‘S gu ‘n reicinn gu deimhinn air ghrot i. 
O hi, O ha, fyc. 

Tha cnaimhean cho chrnaidh ri cuaille daraich, 
A craiceann, ‘s atuarcho fuar ris a ghailiionn; 
Cha dean baraile guail aon uair a garradh. 

Gun dusan sac gearrain de mhoine. 
O hi, O ha, ^’c. 

Gun fhaicaill ‘na ceann, ‘s car cam ‘na peir- 
ceal, 

Nuair thogadh i grcann an am aji fheasgair 
Gu‘n teiche’ gach claim, gach crann, ‘s seis- 

reach, 
Aig miad an eagail romh’ groigeis!! 

O hi, 0 ha, gur cruaidh a chailleach, 
O hi, o ha, gur fuar a chailleach. 
Ho re, ho ra, ‘s i ghrain a chaiUeachr 

Dh’fhag mise ‘■nam amadan gorack 
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BARD LOCH-NAN-EALA. 

James Shaw, or Bard Loch-nan-Eala, was a native of the island of Mull, 
where he was born about the*year 1758. He latterly resided in the jfemsh of Ard 
chattan, Argyleshire, where he was commonly called the Loehnell poet. Being 
partly supported by the late General Campbell and his lady, she, it is said, en- 
couraged him to publish some of his works, for which purpose he went to Glasgow 
to get them printed. Whether he got a printer to undertake the work or failed in 
the attempt is not known; for, on his return home, he died suddenly on board a 
steamboat on his passage to Oban : this happened about the year 1828. He lived 
in a state of idleness and dissipation ; praising those who paid him well for it, and 
composing satires on those who refused him money or liquor. A few of his poems 
were printed in Turner’s Collection, and many others are pbeserved in manuscript, 
but they a^ehiefly local satires of little merit. “ Bi'dh Fonn oirre Daonnan” is 
his chef d'anvre and the only popular piece of all his compositions, except in his 
own country. ^ 

ORAN DO DH’ FHIONNLA MARSANTA. 

[Air son e chuir ae a clieile aeanna chuirn ague clachan iobairt, a bh‘aig na Draoidhean bho elican.] 

Air fonn.—“ Alasdair a Gleanna-Garadh.,, 

Chunna’ mi bruactar air Fionnla, 
’S chuir eionghnadh onn r’a fliaicinn, 
’S ghabh mi iongandas ro inhor dheth, 
Cu sonraiciit o ’n bha mi’m chadal; 
Thuirt an gutb rium dot da ionnsaidh, 
Dh’ innse nach e cuis a b’ f liasa, 
Dol a rusgadb earn nan Druidhneaeh, 
Na ’n car a thoirt a muinntir Ghlascho. 

Achdh’ fharraid mi co as a dh’ fhalbb e ? 
’S fbreagair e le seanaehas grad mi, 
'Tbuirt e gu ’n robh a ebairdean dileas, 
Eadar a Chill ’g Alit-na-dacba; 
Bba cuid air an Dun so sbuas diu, 
’S bbu uair a bba iad na bu pbailt’ ann; 
’S eba ’n eil mi buidhcach a db’ Fhionnla, 
Dbol ga ’n dusgadli as an cadaL 

’S cbi tliusa fbatbasd le d’ sbuilean, 
Ma bbios tu’s duthaicb ri f baicinn, 
Gu ’n teid an gnothach so dhioladh, 
Clio chinnteach ’sa bba ’n crun an Sasunn. 
\S goilt e ’n steigb lib’ ann an uaehdar 
Chladbaicli e ’n uaigb fo na leacan; 
K gun fhios co dbiu bliairmte, 
Mac an rigb na slioebd a bhaigeir. 

’N saoil thu fhein nacb robh e dana, 
Marsanta maileid no paca, 
Dhol a msgadh an ait-iobairt, 
’Sioma linn a cliuir e seaebad; 
’N t-aite ’n robb cnaimhean an t-seann-duin, 
’N tiolaiceadh ann o cbeann f'ada; 
Mu ’n teid an gnothacb gu cricb, 
Gur duilghe dha na fiach a bhlastidh. 

Ma db’ eiroas mise’s mo luchd leanmhuinn, 
Gu’m bi gnotbacb garbh a’s duthaich, 
Theid Mac-Tlle-dbuibh a mharbhadh, 
’S cha dion a chuid airgeid Fionnla, 
Leagar an taigh air sa ’n sabbal, 
Sgriosar am batbar ’sa bhuth air, 
’S tbeid Gilleaspuig ri posta, 
Agus crochar mac a ebubair. 

Eiridh an tubaist do ’n cbiobair, 
’S laidhe binn air Mac-na-Ceairde, 
’S ma db’ ordaicheas e gu h-olc e, 
’S gnothach nep-chiontacb sud dasan, 
E na sheirbheiseach aig Fionnla, 
Tuilleadb a null gu Feill-Martuinn, 
’S ma cbuircas e nail na leacan, 
Ma bliios meaebainn ann sann dasan. 
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Bhi cnir fudair anns na creagan, 
Chuireadh e cagal air bocain, 
Bhi ga ’p tolladii leis an tora, 
’S bid ga ’n sparradh leis na h-ordan, 
Daoine marbha bhi ga ’n gluasad, 
'S gnothach uambraidh gu leoir e, 
’S na ’n leanainn e gu grunnd an t-seanchais, 
B’ ainmeil e na arm righ Deorsa. 

’S cha teid a chorp f hein gu dilinn, 
Thiolaiceadh an aite grasmhor, 
'S ann theid ajlosgadli mar iobairt, 
Air a-dhiteadh leis na faidhean, 
Theid a luath a chuir le abhuinn, 
’N aite nach fhaighear gu brath i, 
’S cha ’n faigh e ach rud a thoill e, 
Cldonn gu ’n d’ rinn e gnothach graineil. 

Ach dh’ f lialbh an guth’s thug e ehul rium, 
Agus thionndaidh e gu h-ealamh, 
Thuirt e rium gn ’n d’ rinn e diochuimhn, 
’S e ga innse dhomh mur charaid, 
Bios a thoirt dh’ ionnsaidh Dhughaill, 
Gu ’n robh a ghual a’s uird ro ealamh, 
Dheanadh torachan do dh-Fhionnla, 
Chuir fudair an Dail-a-charra. 

Smaointich mi so ann am inntinn, 
Nach bithinn a diteadh Dhughaill, 
Thuirt mi ris duine grinn e, 
Do dh’ fhuil Righrean nan Stiubhart, 
Tha e fhein na dhuine toileil, 
Dheanadh gnothach do dh’ fhear duthcha; 
’S on bha Fionnla na chabhaig, 
Cha bu mhath leis bhi ga dhiultadh. 

’Nuair a dhuisg mi ghabh mi eagal, 
’S e na sheasamh air an urlar, 
Dh’ fheuch am faighinn reidh air falbh e, 
Los nach coisninn na lorg diumba; 
Tha Dughall trom air an tombaca, 
’S tha pailteas deth sin aig Fionnla; 
’S o ’n a labhair mi cho deas ris, 
Ghabh e pairt de leith-sgeul Dhughaill. 

’S ann a tha ’n naidheachd so cinnteach, 
Ged shaoileadh sibhse gur bosd e, 
Cha ’n innis mi a neach gu brath e, 
Ach do chuideachd araid eolach ; 
Cha robh a leithid riamh ri innse, 
Eadar an Sithean’s Lag-Chothain 
Co dhiu th’ ann breug no lirinn, 
Sin agaibh mur dh’ innseadh dhomhs e. 

BI’DH FONN OIERE DAONNAN 
LU1NNEAG. 

Bi’dhfonn oirre daonnan, 
’S bi’dh aoidh oirr' an conaidh. 

yS dh’ fhagadh m’ inntinn aolhach 
Bhifaicinn t-aodainn bhoidheach, 

Le mhiad s'a thug mi ghgol dut, 
Als aotromas na h-oige, 

Alar a dean mi t-fhaotainn, 
Cha’n fhad' a ghaoil is beo mi ! 

Chunna’ mise bruadar, 
Dh’ fhag luaineach an raoir mi’ 

Bhi’ faicinn bean mo ghaoil 
Ri mo thaobh fad’ na h-oidhche. 

Mi thunnda’ le solas, 
Gu pog thoirt do ‘n mhaighdinn 

An dull gu’n robh i lamb rium, 
Ged’ bha mi na’m’ aonar. 

Bi'-dh fonn, fyc. 

Ged’ do bba mi’m’ shuain, 
Gu‘tn bu luath rinn mi dusgadh 

An duil gu‘n robh mo thasgaidh. 
An cadal air mo chul-thaobh. 

‘Nuair shin mi mo lamh, 
Gu mo ghradh tharruinn dlu rium, 

Cha robh ann ach sgaile, 
Rinn m’ fhagail ‘nuair dhuisg mi. 

Bi‘dh fonn, <5'c. 

Mo dhurachd do’n ribhinn, 
Dh’ fhag m’ inntinn-sa craiteach 

Bean t-aogais cha leir dhomh, 
La-feille na sabaid. 

Do bheusan tha ceutach, 
As t-eudainn ro narach, 

Ach’s truagh mi thug gaol dut, 
‘S nach food mi bhi lamh riut. 

Bi‘dhfonn, &c. 

0 furtaich air mo chas-sa, 
A ghraidh bhan an t-shaoghail, 

Tuig mar tha mo nadur 
An sas aig do ghaol-sa. 

Na fag mi mar tha mi 
Dol bas leis an fhaoineachd, 

‘S gur tu stagh mo riaghailt, 
Mo bhiadh agus m’ aodach. 

Bi’-dh fonn, 8$c. 

‘S muladach mi daonnan, 
Do ghaol rinn mo leonadh, 

Dh’ f halbh mo dhreach as m‘aogais, 
A‘s chaochail mo sholas. 

Cha’n ’eil ait’ an teid mi 
Nach saoil mi le goraich. 

Gum beil mi faicinn t-aodann, 
A’s aoidh oirr’ an conaidh. 

Bi‘dhfonn, SfC. 

Chualadh tu mar thApi, 
Gur bas domh as t-Aogi»hais, 

Tiondadh ann am blathV'rium 
‘S na fag aig an aog mi. 

Thig a’s thoir do laimh domh 
Do ghradh, a’s do chaoimhneas, 

‘S cha ’n iarr mi tiull’ a chairdeas. 
No dh’ ailleas an t-shaoghail. 
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Bi'dhfonn oirre daonnan, 
'S bi'dh aoidh oirr’ an conaidh, 

‘S dh’ fhagadh in' inntinn aobhach 
Bhi faicinn t-aodainn bhoidheach, 

Le mhiad s'a thug mi ghaol dut, 
A's aotromas na h-oige, 

■Mar a dean mi t-fhaotainn, 
Cka’n fhad' a ghaoil is beo mi. 

ORAN DO BHOINIPART. 

' LUINNEAQ. 

A ri l gur h-aotrom leinn an t-asdar, 
Biodhmaid sunntach air bheag airtneil, 
Dhol an codhail Bhoiniparti, 

Chionn bhi bagairt air righ Dears 

‘Illean cridhe biodhmaid sunntach, 
Soasamaid onair ar duthcha. 
Fhad sa mhaireas luaidh’ a‘s fudar, 

Ciod a chuireas curam oirnn. 
A ri! gur aotrom, §c. 

Thoisich thu oirnn o chcann fada, 
Le bosd, le*boilich, ‘s le bagradh, 
‘S ma thig thu air tir an Sasunn, 

Cha teid thu dhachaigh ri d’ bheo. 
A ri ! gur a-otrom, <5-c. 

Ged theannadh tu f hein ‘s na Frangaich, 
Ri tigh'n a Bhreatuinn le d’ cliabhlach, 
Cuiridh sinn a null gun taing thu, 

‘S b'fhearr dhut fuireach thall led’ dheoin. 
A ri! gur aotrom, fyc. 

‘Nuair chuir thu ‘n Fhraing thair a eheile, 
Dh’ fhalbh thu mur shlaoightear do‘n Eipheit, 
‘Nuair a chaill thu ‘n coig-ciad-deug, 

Gun theich thu f hein air eigin beo. 
A ri 1 gur aotrom, $c. 

Bha luchd nan adaichean croma, 
fNa «n laidhe air blar g'a ‘n lomairt, 

‘S e mo dhiubhail bh’ anns a choinneamh, 
Nach d’ f han Abercrombi beo. 

A ri! gur aotrom, fyc. 

An t-seann reisimeid dubh mheasail, 
An dara to sa ‘n da-fhichead, 
‘Nuair fhuairi suas riut a chlisgeadh, 

Chuir i bristeadh ann ad chro. 
A ri ! gur aotrom, §c. 

• * • • Nis dh’ eirich na Volunteers, 
‘N onair an righ ‘s mhorair Iain, 
Churnam Frangach gu ‘n cridhe, 

Chionn bhi bruidhinn tigh‘n d’ ar coir. 
A ri! gur aotrom, fyc. 

O ‘n fhuair sinn deise nan Gael, 
Boineidean ‘s cotaichean sgarlaid, 
Suaithcheantas an righ mar fhabhar, 

Le coc-ard de dh’ ite ‘n coin. 
A ri ! gur aotrom, fyc. 

‘S na ‘m biodh againn mur bu dual duinn, 
Lann chinn-Ilich air ar cruachainn, 
A’ sgoltadh nan ceann g‘a ‘n guaillean, 

Ga ‘m bualadh le smuais nan dorn. 
A ri ! gur aotrom, fyc. 

• 
Gum beil Albainn agus Sasunn, 
An guaillean a cheill’ an ceart-uair, 
Tha iad aig fuaim an aon f hacail. 

Mar shrad eadar clach a‘s ord. 
A ri ! gur aotrom, <jr. 

Dh’ fhalbh thu mar shlaoightear air chuan, 
Mu ‘n d’ amhairc sinne mu ‘n cuairt oirnn, 
‘S ged thug thu Hanobhar bhuainn, ‘ 

Ge b’ oil leat cha d’ fhuair thu ‘n t-or. 
A ri! gur aotrom, $c. 

Ach ma gheibh sinn ann an sas thu, 
‘N dearbh cha ‘n fhaigh thu moran dalach, 
Do chrochadh an la-‘r-na-mhaireach, 

Le fiach cota-bhain a rop. 
A ri! gur aotrom, $c. 

Ged thig thu air tir an Albainn, 
‘N dochas losgaidh agus marbhaidh, 
Tha againne suas de dh’ armailt, 

Na shracas t-eanchainn agus t-f heoil. 
A ri ! gur aotrom, <£c. 

Tha saighdeirean Earraghaeil, 
Fearachail, foghainteach, daicheil, 
‘S ehuireadh iad eagal a bhais. 

Air h-uille namhaid a ta beo. 
A ri! gur aotrom, §(?. 

DUANAG 

DO SIAC-AN T-SAOIB CHLINNE-NOOHA 

LUINNEAO. 

Fear-dubh,fear-duhh,fear-dubh,fear-dubh 
Fear-dubh,fear-dubh, ‘s e liath-ghlas, 
Fear-dubh, fear-dubh, ‘s a chridhe gheal, 
Le Spioraid glan gun iargain. 

Tnom beannachdan le duraehd uam, 
Gabh curam, ’s na dean diochuifnhn’, 
AA giulain iad a dh'ionnsaidh ‘n f hir, 
A‘s deise, grinne briatharan. 

Fear-dubh, fear-dubh, Sfc. 
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Na‘m b'aithne dhomh-sa seanachas ort, 
Na leanamhainn air do f hriamhaich, 
Gu molainn thu gu dicheallach, 
‘S air in4 t h;u‘al b‘f hiach dhomh dhianamh. 

Fear-dubh,fear-dubh, $c. 

*S tu ceann na teagblaich onarich, 
A bha‘n Glcann-nogha riamh sibh, 
•S gu’m meal thu fein an stoile sin, 
‘S do dheagh mhac oighre ’ liathadh. 

Fear-dubh,fear-dubh, 

Cha‘n aithne dhomh ‘s na criochan so, 
(‘S cha mhis’ a theid ga t-fhiachain) 
Aon duine a chumas seanachas riut, 
‘S gun chearb bhi tighinn o d’ bhial air. 

Fear-dubh,fear-dubh, <5'e. 

Cha smaoinich iad, ‘s cha‘n urrainn ann 
Aon duine chunnaic riamh thu, 
Cho deis ‘s a thig na facail ort, 
‘Snach fhad’ theid thu ga‘n iarraidh. 

Fear-dubh, fear-dubh, <f'C. 

‘Nuair a thain’ an t-Olla Sasunnach, 
Thoirt maslaidh ‘n aird an lar so, 
Gur tusa phill gu h-ullamh e, 
‘S tu b‘urrainn dhol g‘a dhianamh. 

Fear-dubh, fear-dubh, <j'C. 

Gur luinneagach am bail’ agad 
Le ath-ghairm nan liath-chreag, 
A’ freagairtt do na smeoraicheau 
Gu milis, ceolar, tiamhaidh. 

Fear-dubh, fear-dubh, <5x. 

Gu siubhlach, aghar, freagarach, 
Gun stad, gun sgread, gun sgriaehan, 
‘Sa mhoch-tbra’, ‘nuair a dhuisgeas tu. 
Air madainn ehiuin, ‘sa ghrian ann. 

Fear-dubh,fear-dubh, <jx. 

‘Nuair dhireadh tu na Lairigean 
Led’ ghunn’ ad’ laimh, ‘s le d’ mhiol-choin^ 
Gu‘n leigte feidh san fhireach leat, 
‘S do ghillean bhi toirt bhian diu. 

Fear-dubh,fear-dubh, <Jx. 

Ach ‘s eigin domh so innseadli dhut, 
‘S o ‘s iior e, na gabh miotlachd, 
0‘n t-shin thu ris a chiobaireachd 
Gun leig thu cheaird s’ air diochuimhn. 

Fear-dubh, fear-ditbh, fe. 

Nam bithinns’ ann sa chuirt a nis, 
‘S gaeh euis a bhi gum’ riaghladh, 
Bhiodh Cruachan le chuid leitirchean 
A’ tighinn a staigh fo d’ chriochan. 

Fear-dubh, feai-dubh, $c. 

Be sud an rud bha nadura, 
‘S tha cinnte aig each gu‘m b‘f hior e, 
‘S o‘n leig sibh uaibh le goraich e, 
Bu choir dhut bhi ga iarraidh. 

Fear-dubh, fear-dubh, fyc. 

Ach sguiridh mis’ dhe‘n iomarbhaidh, 
‘S nach buin dhomh bhi ga dianamh 
Gun fhios nach gabh iad ardan rium 
Am limit* dh'araich riamh mi. 

Fear-dubh,fcar-dubh, §c. 

* The Campbells 

SEUMAS MAC-GHRIOGAIR. 

The Rev. James M’Gregor, D. D., was born at a small farm-house near Com- 
rie, Perthshire, in the year 1762. His parents were not affluent, but they were® 
in circumstances which enabled them to give the benefits of such education as the 
country afforded, to their son. Young M‘Gregor, nurtured amid the sublime and 
romantic scenery of Lochearn-side, bad bis mind early imbued with the feelings of 
poesy; but it does not appear that be produced anything worthy of preservation un- 
til an advanced period of bis existence. While yet a young man ho studied the 
Gaelic language with considerable assiduity and success, and could write it—a very 
rare attainment in his younger days. 

Being of a sedate and serious turn of mind, he was early designed for the minis- 
try ; and after going through the various seminaries and halls of learning ho was 
licensed to preach the gospel when about twenty-one years of age. Mr M‘Gregor 
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was conscientiously a dissenter from the Church of Scotland. He belonged to the Ana- 
baptist branch of the Sece^ion-Church, and studied divinity under the tuition of the 

Kev. W. Moncricff, of Alloa. Shortly after he was licensed to preach, some colonists 
in Nova Scotia sent an earnest entreaty to this country, for a person of acknow- 
ledged abilities and evangelical piety to preach the gospel to them. After due 
consideration had been given to this requisition, Mr. M'Gfegor was fixeTl upon as an 
individual well qualified to discharge the arduous duties of such a situation, both 
from his mental qualifications and robust physical constitution. He readily agreed 
to this proposal; and, although he had the prospects of an advantageous settlement 
in his native country he hesitated not to go to a strange land to proclaim the gospel 
of peace. ^ 

In Nova Scotia he entered on a field boundless in extent as in difficulties. The 
inhabitants were far apart; there were no roads in the country; and *when we say 
that the sphere of his operations included the eastern part of Nova Scotia, and the 
adjacent islands of Cape Breton and Prince Edward, the reader may form some 
idea of the Herculean task he had undertaken to discharge. He was, we believe, 
the first missionary to that country. While traversing from place to place, he en- 
countered difficulties, perils, and hardships, which few men-would have undergone, 
undaunted. The site of Pictou contained only one or two houses—it was no easy * 
matter to travel to the next hamlet through the density of woods and unbridged 
rivulets: marked trees, a pocket-compass, or an unintelligible and unintelligent 
Indian, were his only guides through the solitary and dreary wilderness—sleep was 
frequently a stranger to him for several nights,—a plank was Inched,—a potato his 
fare; yet the expatriated Highlanders around him were in need of the gospel; and 
that, to Mr. M'Gregor was enough. # 

Towards the close of this excellent man’s life, he conceived the idea of clothing 
the doctrines of the gospel in versification, that he might unite the best and most 
wholesome instructions with the sweetest and most fascinating melodies. When 
entering upon the task, he wrote to a friend of his at Lochearn-side for a copy of 
Duncan MTntyre’s and M‘Donald’s Poems. His mind had been so occupied with 
the various studies necessary to the full and efficient discharge of his ministerial 
duties, that the airs, to which he wished to sing his contemplated hymns or songs, 
had escaped his memory. The desiderated volumes were sent; but, through the 
officiousness of some of his domestics, the fact of their being in the minister’s pos- 
session became known, and a most unwarrantable, unjust and ungenerous construc- 
tion was put upon the circumstance. How short-sighted, illiberal, and fanatical it 
was, to edge out insinuations against the genuineness of Mr. M'Gregor’s religious 
principles, simply because the productions of the two most brilliant stars of his 
native country were on the table of his study in a foreign land ! How pitiful, that 
fanaticism which shrouds itself under the garb of piety—broad, expansive, benevo- 
lent piety 1 We blush for the moral perceptions and enlightenment of our expa- 
triated countrymen, and notice these things simply in justice to departed worth. 

Taking advantage of this state of public feeling, almost verging on what is un- 
derstood in ecclesiastical language, as a schism, a stranger intruded himself about 
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this period on his labours ; and to the disgrace of many of 51‘Gregor’s flock, they 
forsook the ministry of their long-tried friend, and followed the intrusionist. The 
desertion thus occasioned must no doubt have very much imbittered his cup ; but 
his expansive philosophy—his warm philanthropy—and above all, his genuine reli- 
gious views, enabled him to bear it without a murmur. He proceeded cheerfully 
with his medical effusions, until he composed as many as swelled into a respectable 
18mo volume, which has now reached its third edition. 

Mr. M‘Gregor’s Poems are smooth in versification—pleasant in their garb and 
evangelical in their doctrines. They are almost all composed after the model of his 
countryman, Duncan MTntyre, from whom he borrowed many of his ideas, using 
sometimes not only distichs and couplets,- but entire stanzas with some slight alter- 
ations. We do not mean, however, to insinuate that our author trafficked wholesale 
in plagiarism*with the intention of “ decking himself in another’s feathers.” No ! 
his poems are but parodies in many instances, and as such they are respectable and 
entitled to favourable consideration. 

When M'Gregor’s character and claims were notified to the Members of the 
University of Glasgow, the senate unanimously agreed to confer upon him the title of 
D. D., an honour which he amply merited by his services and attainments, and 
which, coming unsolicited from his native country, and from so respectable a literary 
quarter, must have been soothing to his feelings, and have gilded "the horizon of 
the evening shades of his life. 

In the spring of 1828, Dr. M‘Gregor was seized with a fit of apoplexy; and at 
Pictou, on the first^of March, 1830, at the age of 68, he experienced a return which 
terminated in his death on the third day of that month. His funeral was attended 
by an immense assemblage of deploringtfriends, who showed their estimate of his 
character, worth and talents, by unfeigned expressions of regret. 

I 

AN SOISGEUL. 

Air fonn—“ Coire Cheathaich.” 

’Se ’n Soisgeul gradhach thug Dia nan gras 
duinn 

A chum ar sabhaladh dan mo ruin; 
Ach’s eolas ard e, air euisibh aluinn, 

Nach tuig an nadur a tha gun iuil. 
Gur mis’ an truaghan’s n’as leor man cuairt 

domh 
A’ tabhairt cluais da, mar fhuaim nach 

fiacfc ; 
B’ e’n gnothach cruaidh e nach tuig an 

sluagh e, 
An sgcul as uaislc a chualas riamh. 

Tha clann nan daoine gu tur fo dhaorsa, 
Aig dia an t-saoghail-s ag aoradh dha; 

Fo chois am miannan, a tha do-riarach; 
Gun fheart, gun iarraidh air Dia nan 

gras: 

A’ dianamh tair air gach ni is aill leis, 
A’ briseadh aintean gach la gun sgios; 

E fad o’n smuaintibh, ’s iad riuth gu luath 
uaith; 

Chum na truaighe ta buan gun chrich. 

Ge mor an curam th’aig Dia nan dul diubh, 
Cha tig iad dlu dha le urnaigh chaoin; 

Bu mhor a’ ghrain leo bhi uair ’na lathair, 
An caidrcamh blath ris ’na aros naomh; 

lad ruith na gaoithc, ’s ag earbsa daonnan, 
Hi sonas fhaotairin am faoineis bhreug; 

Gun fhios, gun aird ac’ air doigh a’s fearr 
dhai 

Na-greim an drast air n’ a’s aill le ’n ere. 

Tha’m barail laidir gur muinntir shlan iad, 
’S nach ’eil ceann-fath ac’ air grasan De: 
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Tha ’n Soisgeul faoin leo, seach gean an t- 
saoghail, [Leigh 

Tha ’n cridhe aotrom, gun ghaol do’n 
I Ach's ait an sgeul e, air leigheas ceutach 
BDo dhuin’ euslan, fo chreuehdaibh ciuirt; 

’S naigheaehd phriseil, bho Dhia na firinn 
Do neach fo dhiteadh, ’s e diblidh, bruit. 

Do neach fo smuairean, le Dia bhi ’n gruaim 
ris, 

'S a lochdan uamhar’g a chuartaeh’ dlu; 
• Gun fhios nach aite dha ifrinn chraiteach, 

M’an tig am maireach, s’ am has ’na shuil 
Do neaehadh’fhoglumo’n Spiorad Naomha, 

Gur sonas baoth bheir an saogh’l so uaith; 
Nacb eil ann ach sgail detb ’san am tha 

lathair, 
’S gu’m hac am has e’s nach fas e buan. 

B’e sgeul an aigh e, air beatha’s slainte, 
O los’ a bhasaich ’na ghradh do dhaoin. 

’Si 'fhuil am plasd anns am beil an tabhachd, 
’Nuair theid a charadh gu baigheil, caoin, 

Ri cridhe leointe, gun ghean, gun solas, 
Ach doilich, bronach, gun seol air sith; 

Le Spiorad uasal nam fearta buadhar, 
Nuair thig e nuas air le gluasad min. 

Sud sgeul ro aoibhneach, air maoin’ a’s 
oighreachd, 

Do dhuine" daibhir, gun sgoinn do’n t-saogh’l 
Air crun, ’s rioghachd a chaoi nach criocli- 

naich [gaol. 
Gun dragh gun mhiothlaehd, ach sith, ’s 

Sud sgeul ro araidh do dhuine taireil, 
Air urram ard ann am Parras shuas; 

Le gradh gun aimhleas, a measg nan 
ainghlean: [do’n Uan. 

’S cha teirig cainnt daibh, toirt taing 

Deagh sgeul air fuasgladh, do pheacach 
truaillidh, 

O ehionta duaichnidh, nach suail a mheud; 
Tre ’n chumhachd bhrioghar a ta an iobairt 

An t-Sagairt rioghail, ta siobhailt, seamh; 
’S air feartaibh grasmhor, ni cobhair trath 

dha, , 
’Nnair bhios a namhaid gu laidir, gleusd, 

A’ tarruinn teann air chum ’earbs a thionnda 
Tur bun osceann da, le ionnsuidh threin. 

Air gras, a’s trocair, bheir neart, a’s treoir 
dha, 

Re fad an roiddh’ionnsuidhgloiranUain; 
’Sna neamhan ard far am pailt an gradh 

dhaibh 
’S cha teirig cail daibh gu brath g’ a luadh. 

’S e eliu an sgeoil ud gur firinn mhor e, 
Gun fhacal mor-uaill, no sgleo gun bhri; 

’S e Criosd an eirig as buaine eifeachd, 
An iobairt reitich, sar steigh na sith. 

Thug an t-Ard-righ aon mliac a ghraidh 
dhuinn, 

A ghabh ar nadur, ’s e hharr a rian; 
’S an tug e ’n umhlachd, le deoin, 's 1c 

durachd. 
Thug coir as ur dhuinn teachd dlu doDhia: 

Sar umhlachd chiatach do lagh naTrianaid, 
Leis an duin’ is Dia ann bha riamh ri fcum; 

An coslas truaghain de dhnine truaillidh, 
Ach a b’fhearr, ’s a b’ uaisle na’n sluagh 

gu leir, 

An caraid gaolach a choisinn saorsadh 
Do’n chinneadh dhaonna le caonnaig 

chruaidh; 
A dh’fhuilig tamailt o rug a mhath’r e 

Gu la a bbais ann an ait an t-sluaigh. 
Nuair bu naoidhean og e, rinn Herod fho- 

gradh * * 
’S e dearc’ an comhnui air doigh an t- 

sluaigh. 
Bha ’bheatha bronach, am fad’s bu bheo e, 

’S e cruaidh an toir air gu bheo thoirt uaith. 

Oir b’ e bu ghria dhaibh dhi dearffmh tair’ 
Air Athair gradhach, ’s airaintean naomh; 

’S bhi deanamh dearmaid air slaint’ an anma, 
Le cleachda garg, a’s le h-ana-gnath 

baoth. [uaisle 
Na sagairt uaibhreach, ’s na h-ard dhaoin’ 

’Nan naimhdean buan da, le fuath gun 
chrich: 

A’ dianamh dicheill, le h-iomadli innleachd, 
’Us moran mi-ruin ga ’shir chur sios. 

’Us air a lorg bha na diabhail bhorba, 
Po phrionns’ an dorchadais, colgail, 

cruaidh: 
Ach ’se bu chraitich an ceartas ard bhi 

Cur claidhe ’n sas ann, gun bhai, gun 
truas 

Rug mallachd Dhia air air son na fiachan, 
Bhuin ’Athair fial ris gu fiata garg; 

Oir rinn e threigsinn an am na h-eigin, 
’Nuair chaidli a cheusadh le eucoirgharbh. 

Ach ’s gearr a’ chuairt a bha’m has an 
uachdar, 

Gu h-aighearr f huair e a’ bhuaidh gu slan; 
Oir rinn e eiridh ’n treas latha ’n deigh sud, 

Gu subhaeh, treubhach, chum feum do 
ehach; 

Do pheacaich dhiblidh, a bha fo dhiteadh, 
Gu’n dianadh ’f hireantachd didean daibh; 

O chiont an naduir, ’s o’n lochdaibh graineil. 
’S o chumhachd Shatain bha ghna ri foill. 

Nis anns na h-ardaibh, tha neart gu brath 
aig 

A chum na’s aill leis thoirt sabhailt suas; 
’Us chum a naimhdean a sgrios gun taing 

dhaibh [chruai. 
Droch dhaoin’ a’s aingD. luchd ainneart 
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Ach thar gach seorsa na poacaich mhora 
Le’m fuathach eolas air deoin an Triath: 

Nach creid an fhirinn, ged tha i cinnteach, 
Nach gluais gu direach, ach sir dhol flarr. 

Ged bhiodh an criosduidh ’n alaidh am prio- 
san, [slaint, 

Gu docraeh, iotmhor, gun bhiadh, gun 
Ni’n soisgeul siorruidh, tre bheannachd losa 

A chridhe tiorail, le flor ghean graidh. 
Ged dhuisg a namhaid geur leanmhuinn 

craiteach [sith: 
Gun ann cheann-fath air ach gradh, a’s 

Tha cridhe aoiblmeach, tha ghnuis, ro aoid- 
heil; [dith. 

''Tha dan ’us laoidh aig’ gach oidhch gun 

E cumail gle£i,chdaidh an aghaidh peacaidh, 
’S a stiuireadh chleachdaidh, le beachd air 

Criosd 
Tha gaol do‘n reachd thar gach ni, ‘us 

neach aig; [fiarr. 
‘S cha ghabh e tlachd ann an seachran 

‘Se Dia na trocair a neart, ‘.s a chomhnadh, 
A bhiosflin comhnuidh toirt seolaidh dha, 

Cha lag a dhochas cha bheag a sholas, 
Tha aiteas mor aig’ nach eol do chach. 

A Thighearn, losa, gabh truas de‘n chrios- 
dachd, 

Tha ‘n t-eblas iosal, ‘s gaeh crioch mun 
cuairt; 

Is bras a dh’ eireas gach mearachd eitidh 
‘S is beag an t-eud th’ aig a chleir san 

uair’. 
Dean creideamh, ‘s eolas, dean gaol na 

coraeh, 
A‘s pailteas solais, a dhortadh nuas : 

Gu daoin* a philltinn, o‘n cleachdaibh mill- 
teach, [suas. 

‘S gu naomhachd inntinn bhi cinntinn 

A Rhe na si-chaint, craobhsgaoil an fhirinn, 
Measg slogh nan tirean, ‘s nan Innsean 

eian: 
Mar dhaoin’ air chall, ann an ceo nam beann 

'■ iad, [bhiadh. 
An oidhche teann orr, ‘s iad fann gun 

Thoir solus gle ghlan, thoir rathad reidh 
dhoibh, 

TJs cridhe gleusd a thoirt geill do ’n nan! 
Thoir sgeul do shlainte, thoir flos do ghrai 

dhaibh. 
Cuir feart do ghrasan ’nan dail le buaidh. 

AN GEARAN. 
Air fonn—“ Coire gorm anfhasaich ” 

Is duilich leam mar tha mi 
A’ siubhal le mo namliaid, 
Eas-umhal do na h-aintean, 

‘S mo ghradh dhaibh cho fann. 
“ ‘S iomadh fear a bharr orm” 
Tha dol a reir a naduir; 
‘S e ‘n lagh tha fulang tamailt, 

‘Us taire nach gann. 
Riamh o thuiteam Adhaimh, 
‘Se ‘m pecadh ‘n ni a‘s fearr leinn, 
‘S mi-chneasd a thug sinn gradh dha, 

‘Ga thalath gach am. 
Cha d'fhuair mi fad mo laithean. 
Dad buannachd, no dad sta dheth, 
Ach daonnan tarrainn saisorm, 

‘S ‘g am charadh am fang. 

‘S e dh'fhag gach ni a leugh mi, 
Gach searmoin riamh a dh’ eisd mi, 
‘S gach guth a labhair beul rium 

Gun fheum dhotnh, gun sta. 
‘S e mhilleas gealladh Dhe orm, 
Nach earb mi ris ach eutrom, 
‘S nach caraich mi rium fein e, 

Gu h-eifeachdach, slan. 
‘S ann chuir e mi an deis-laimh, 
‘G am f hagail ro rohi ghleusda, 
Gu h-obair uasal, euchdach, 

‘S gu treubhantas ard : 
Gu gleachdadh ris an eucoir 
A bhios a’m’ chridhe ‘g eiridh, 
No chithear ann am bheusaibh, 

Gu h-eitich, ‘s gu grannd, 

Nam bithinn tairis, dileas, 
A leantuinn ris an fhirinn, 
Bhiodh ise dhomh mardhidean 

Nach diobradh gu brath. 
Ged chuireadh daoine sios mi 
Le casaidean, ‘s le diteadh, 
Gu‘n togadh ise ris mi, 

‘S dhirinn an aird. 
Cha toilleadh i gu dilinn 
Dad coire dhomh no mi-tblachd, 
Tha ceangal ris an t-sith aic’, 

‘S is direach a gna : 
Ach ‘s mof an call, ‘s an dith dhomh, 
Gu‘m beil i trie air di-chuimhn, 
‘S nach’ eil an creideamh cinnteach 

A’m’ inntinn a tamh. 

Bha amaideaehd a‘s goraich 
Aleantuinn rium o m’ oige, 
‘S b’ annsa leam gu mor iad 

Na ‘n t-eolas a‘s fearr. 
Nan deanainn leth na corach 
Cha chreidinn nach bu leoir e, 
‘S nach tearnadh sud fa-dheoidh mi. 

Gun doigh air tigh’n’ gearr. 
Ge mor an t-aobhar solais 
Bhi ‘n comunn High na gloire, 
‘S iad b’ annsa leam na h-orain. 
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‘S bin ‘g ol nan deoch-slaint. 
Bu dallag mi nacli soradh, 
Bhi cluich air bi-uaich na dorainn, 
An Diabhol ga mo thrcorach 

Gu seolta air laimh. 

Gur mor’ a cbrcach, ‘s an diubhail, 
Mo chridhe bin gun duracbd, 
A gabbail De nan dul domh. 

Mar Ughdar mo shlaint : 
•S e tairgge dhomh ‘na chumhnant, 
A neart a bhi mar chul domh, 
‘S a ghliocas ard gu m’ gtiuireadh, 

Le curam, ‘s le gradh. 
Tha druidhcachd air mo shuilcan, 
‘Se ‘n rud a ni mo chiurradh, 
D’ an ruith mo mhiann gu siubhlach, 

‘S mi lubadh ‘na dhail. 
Mo shonas air mo chul-thaobh, 
Mar anabas nach flu learn; 
‘S m’ anam an droch run da, 

‘Ga dhiultadh le tair. 

‘S mi ‘n duin’ as truaigh’ san t-saoghal, 
Fo chis aig m’ easgar daobhaidh, 
Lan fuath do ‘n bheath’ a‘s caoine, 

‘S an gaol air a’ bhas. 
Co sheallas rium a‘m’ dhaorsa ? 
Co thionndas mi bho chlaonadh ? 
Cha‘n-aingil, no clann-daoine, 

Och! b’ fhaoin iad sa’ chas. 
Ach taing do‘n Athair naomha, 
A dh‘ullaich dhomh an t-saorsa, 
Lan tearnadli o gach baoghal, 

Trid Aon-ghin a ghraidh. 
A Dhe ta iochdmhor, maoineach, 
Cia fhad a bhios mi caoineadh! 
0 greas le d’ chobhair chaomh, 

Agus saor mi gundail! 

AN AISEIRIGH. 

Air ponn—‘'Tha misc, foghruaim.” 

Thig am bas oirn mu‘n cuairt, 
‘S ceart gu ‘n laidhinn ‘s an uaigh, 

Ach cha teid mi le gruaim ‘na coir : 
(»ir bha losa mo ruin, 
Greis ‘na laidhe ‘s an uir, 

‘S rinn e‘n leabaidh ud cubhraidh dhomhs’, 

Thug e‘n gath as a’ bhas, 
Rinn e caraid de m’ namh, 

A shaoil mo chumail gu brath fo Icon : 
Teachdair m’ Athar e nis, 
Dh'ionnsuidh m'anma le fios, 

E dhol dhachaigh a chlisg chum gloir. 

On a dh‘eirich e ris 
Sar Cheann-f headhna mo shith, 

Gun e dh'fhuireach fad shios fo‘n fhod: 

‘Us gu ‘n deachaidh e suas, 
Ghabhail seilbhe d‘a shluagh, 

Anns na flaitheas, le luathghair mhoir. 

Se mo chreidimh gun bhreig, 
Gu ‘n eirich mise ‘na dheigh, 

Measg na buidhne gun bheud, gun gho : 
‘Nuair a dh'fhosglar gach uaigh, 
‘S a theid beo anus gach sluagh, 

Chum an togail ‘s an uair, gu mod. 

Sud an cumhachd tha treun, 
Sud am fradharc tha geur, 

Chuireas rithisd gach ere air doigh; 
Dream chaidh itheadh le sluagh, 
Dream chaidh mheasgadli ‘n aon uaigh. 

Dream chaidh losgadh'nan luath ‘s nan ceo. 

•S iomadh colainn bhios ann, 
Tba fad air asdar o ‘ceann 

‘S thig iad cuideachd ‘san am, gu foill. 
Thig iad uile‘nan taom 
As gach clagh tha ‘s an t-saogh‘1, 

‘S as gach araich, ‘s an d’ apm na seoid. 

Cha‘n ‘eil ait ga‘m beil corp, 
Air ard mhonadh, no cnoc, 

Ann am fasach, no slochd no moin’: 
Ann an doimhneachd a’ chuain, 
No ‘s na h-aibhnaichean buan, 

As nach eirich iad suas, ‘s iad beo. 

Eiridh ‘n diuc, ‘us an righ, 
Eiridh ‘m bochd bha fa chis, . 

Eiridh gaisgeach an stri, ‘s an deor’ 
Eiridh’ bhaintigbearna mhaoth, 
Eiridh *n t-amadan baoth, 

‘S cha bhi dearmad air aosd, no og. 

Eiridh cuid ac’ le gruaim, 
Chi iad fearg air an Uan, 

Chuireas crith orr’ a‘s uamhunn mhor. 
Eiridh cuid ac le aoidh, 
Buidheann uasal nan saoidh, 

‘G am bi oighreachd a chaoidh an gloir. 

AIR FOGHLUM NAN GAEL. 

Fonn—“Chunna mi ’n diutjh an Dun-eid- 
ann." 

Bha na Gaeil ro aineolach dall, 
Bha ionnsachadh gann nam measg, 
Bha ‘n eolas cho tana ‘s cho mall, 
‘S nach b’ aithne dhaibh ‘n call a mheas, 
Cha chrideadh iad buannachd no sta, 
Bhi ‘n sgoilearachd ard da ‘n cloinn, 
Ged fheudadh fhaicinn gach la, 
Gu‘r i thog o ‘n lar na Goill. 
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Theid aincolas nis as an tir, 
‘S gach cleachdadh neo-dhireach crom, 

Theid innleachdan ‘n oibribh air bonn, 
Chuireas saibhreas ‘n ar fonn gu pailt, 
Bithidh ‘n diblidh cho laidir ri sonn— 
‘S amdiochd cha bhi lom le aire ! 

A‘s inealaidh sinn sonas a‘s sith, 
Gun f harmad no stri ‘n ar fonn; 
Theid sgoilean chuir suas anns gach cearn, 
Bi‘dh leabhraichean Gaelig pailt; 
Bi‘dh eolas a‘s diadhachd a fas, 
Thig gach duine gu sta ‘s gu rath, 

Thig na linntean gu cinnteach mun cuairt, 
Tha ‘n sgriobtur a luaidh thig oirn; 
‘S an teid Satan a cheangal gu cruaidh, 

Nis “ togaidh na Gaeil an ceann, 
‘S bha bhi iad am fang ni‘s mo”; 
Bi‘dh aea ard f hoghlum nan Gall, 
A‘s tuigse neo mhall na choir : 

‘S nach meall e an sluagh le sgleo; 
Bi dh firinn a‘s siochaint a‘s gaol, 
A ceangail chloinn daoin’ ri cheil; 
Chan fhaicear fear dona mi-naomh, 
Theid ole a‘s an t-saogh‘l a‘s beud. 

EOBIION MAC-LACHUINN. 

Ewe\ Maclachlan was born at Torracalltuinn, on the farm of Coiruanan, in 
Lochaber, in the year 1775. Coiruanan fras possessed by a family of the name of 
Maclachlan for many generations. The forefathers of E. Maclachlan came origi- 
nally from Morven, first to Ardgour and thence to Lochaber, and appear to have 
been in general, men possessed of superior natural gifts. His great grandfather was 
DomhnuU-Ban-Bard contemporary with Sir Ewen Cameron of Lochiel. That 
bard’s compositions are justly admired, particularly his elegy on occasion of the 
death of that chief. The mother of E. Maclachan was a Mackenzie, descended 
from a branch of that clan, which had settled in Lochaber many generations back. 
His father, Domhnull Mor, a man of venerable presence and patriarchal bearing, 
was reckoned one of the most elegant speakers of the Gaelic language in his day. 
Ho was distinguished by the extent and diversity of his traditionary and legendary 
lore, as well as by the appropriate beauty and purity of the language, in which he 
told his tale, or conveyed his sentiments to the admiring listeners, who delighted to 
resort to his humble dwelling. 

Though the father was himself illiterate, he was keenly alive to the benefits of 
education. Besides the subject of our memoir, he had several sons and daughters. 
Two of the former were afterwards respectable planters in the Island of Jamaica. 
In the village of Fort William, where his father now resided, the parochial school 
of Killmalie had been situated since the middle of last century, and taught by su- 
perior teachers. At this school the brothers of Ewen Maclachlan, as well as him- 
self, got the rudiments of their education, which, by their natural abilities and laud- 
able ambition, all of them afterwards extended. Ewen was the youngest son of 
the family, except one. While he excelled his very clever brothers in mental abili- 
ties, he was their inferior in bodily strength ; the physical weakness of limb which 
disqualified him, in some measure, for the playful exercises of his fellow-scholars, 
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tended among other causes, to direct his views to objects and pursuits of a more 
exalted character. 

His first teacher was the Rev. Johij Gordon, afterwards minister of Alvie; after 
him, Dr. William Singers of Kirkpatrick-Juxta. He did not remain long under 
the tuition of these gentlemen, and on account of his father’s poverty, was hut very 
indifferently supplied with hooks. His progress, notwithstanding, was great for his 
years ; it indeed excelled that of all others in the school, and in general, his class 
fellows were glad to grant him the perusal of their books, in consideration of his 
very efficient help to them in learning their lessons. 

Mr. Maclachlan, at an early age, went out as tutor into the family of Mr. Ca- 
meron, of Camisky, in the parish of Killmonivaig; there his desire for classical 
studies received a considerable impulse from his intercourse with the father of his 
host, Cameron of Liandally, then an old gentleman confined to bed. Liandally, 
like many of the gentlemen of his day in Lochaber, had been well instructed in the 
knowledge of the Latin tongue, and much exercised in the colloquial use of that 
ancient language in the parochial school of Killmalie, taught by a Mr. Mac Bean. 
Mr. Maclachlan no doubt derived much benefit from his “ colloquies” with the ve- 
nerable classic, who, from his being bed-rid, also derived much amusement, as well 
as pleasure, from his communings with his young companion. 

Mr. Maclachlan’s next engagement as tutor was, when about fifteen years of age, 
in the family of Mr. Cameron of Clunes. His pupils were Captain Allan Cameron, 
now of Clunes, and his brother General P. Cameron, H.E.l.C.S. Here Mr. Mac- 
lachlan made great progress in the study of the Greek and Latin languages. It is 
said that he even travelled on the vacant Saturdays, to Fort William, (whither his 
parents had removed,) in order to get from his former teacher, an outline of his 
prospective studies for the subsequent week. Thus he soon became able to trans- 
late, with fluency, the Scriptures of the New Testament from the original Greek in- 
to his mother-tongue, Gaelic; and frequently did he astonish, as well as instruct 
and delight, the unsophisticated rustics of the place, by this singular display of 
erudition. 

After the lapse of two years, he engaged as tutor in the family of Mr. Mac Millan 
. of Glenpean, a very remote and romantic situation at the west end of Loch-aircaig. 
In this family, he resided for two years, still devoting his spare hours to the prose- 
cution of his classical and other studies. So great indeed was his ardour in this r3fe- 
pect, that his worthy hostess often deemed it necessary, to insist on his relaxing his 
application to his books, in order to take healthful exercise in the open air. On 
such occasions, his favourite walk was along the banks of the “ slow-rolling Pean,” 
so sweetly celebrated in his own ode to that romantic stream, and on whose green 
borders were composed many of his finest juvenile strains. At this time also, our 
young bard began to show a 'pen \ant for instrumental music. He constructed a 
rude violin, on which he took lessons from an individual, by profession a piper, who 
lived in the neighbouring district or “ country” of Moror, and came occasionally to 
Glenpean. This rustic instrument possessed but few, if any, of the qualities of a 
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Cromona. An individual, who lived in the family at this period, describes it as 
being no bigger than a ladle—“ Cha bu mho i dhuibh na ‘n Uadh,” and he him- 
self in the ode to Pean calls it “Jidkeall na racail." or “ dissonant lyre.” After- 
wards, however, our poet became a tolerable performer on the violin, as well as 
some other musical instruments. 

After residing two years in Gflenpean, he returned to Clunes, and resumed his 
former office there. Here he remained for six years. In 1795, he fondly cherish- 
ed the hope of being enabled to enter College, could he be so lucky as to procure 
funds for that purpose. With the view of obtaining aid from certain wealthy name- 
sakes of his, he and his falher paid a visit to those gentlemen, and to some humbler 
persons, relations of his mother. The latter, “were willing to contribute some- 
thing;” but the former met his suit with a discouraging refusal, telling his father, 
that “ he meant to ruin his son by putting such idle notions in his head, and that 
he ought rather to go home, and forthwith bind the lad as apprentice to his own 
trade,—that of a weaver.” With heavy hearts and weary limbs, they returned home. 
After anxious and earnest deliberation on this important point, by the poet and 
his parents around their humble ingle, the idea of going to college was, for a time, 
abandoned; and the young man resolved to return next day, to the family of Clunes, 
where he was assured that he should be received with open arms. He accordingly 
set out for that place ; but as he approached it, his earthly career was very nearly 
terminated. In those days, there was no bridge over the river Arkaig. He found 
the stream greatly ■ swoln, and hazardous to ford. Night, however, was approach- 
ing, and therefore he ventured out. He had not proceeded far in the rugged chan- 
nel, when he was carried off his feet, and swept away by the rapid current; he now 
thought with himself that his golden dreams of literary and philosophic distinction 
were at an end: he committed himself, however, to the care of him who hath said, 
“ when thou passest through the waters, I will be with thee ; and through the rivers 
they shall not overflow thee.” On this he was providentially thrown on a stone, a 
part of which was still above the waters. After resting here a brief space, he made 
one desperate effort to reach the wished-for bank, and was successful^ He there 
poured out a prayer of gratitude to the Most High for his signal delivefejme from 
so great a danger. Forthwith Mr. Maelachlan resumed his labours atPspthes; at 
the same time prosecuting his classical studies with unremitting ardour, as his time 
permitted. Here he composed several pieces of justly admired Gaelic poetry; 
several of these and of his former compositions wore published about 1798, in a 

volume printed in Edinburgh, for Allan M'Dougall, alias “Dali,'" musician, then 
at Inverloehy, afterwards family-bard to the late Glengarry. Among these were 
“ Hain nan Aimsirean,” a translation of Pope’s Messiah, “ Dan mu Chonaltradb,” 
&c., and a translation of part of Homer’s Iliad into Gaelic heroic verse. During 
the currency of the year 1796, our poet was introduced by Dr. Ross of Killmoniv- 
aig to the late Glengarry ; and that Chief, ever after, continued his warm friend. 
He yielded him the pecuniary aid which he had in vain solicited from other sources. 
This kindly aid, together with our poet’s own little savings,out of his salaries, put 
him in circumstances to proceed to the University, whither he was accompanied by 
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lais anxious and affectionate father.* Arrived ?.t Aberdeen, ho determined to enter 
the lists as a competitor for a bursary at King’s College. Here, for the first time, 
he found himself engaged with entire strangers in the arena of literary strife. The 
various pieces of trial being duly executed and given in, the hour for announcing 
the fate of the champions approached; the anxious expectants were assembled in the 
lobby of the great College-Hall, where the Professors were still engaged in earnest 
judicial deliberation. Meantime the rustic dress of the young Highlander, his diffident 
manner, and rather awkward appearance, drew upon him the ungenerous gibes and 
unmerited contempt of several young coxcombs, his rivals. It was sneeringly re- 
commended to him to make a speedy retreat to the wilds of Locbaber, while he 
was comfcrted_ with the assurance that he had not the slightest chance of success. 
Enduring all this banter, with meek, but firm forbearance, he merely advised his 
•assailants not to prejudge his case. The door of the hall was at length opened,.the 
names of the successful competitors were announced, and the officer first called 
“ Ewe\ Maclachlax,” as being the best scholar, and chief bursar. 

From that moment, ho gained and retained the respect and warm regard of his 
fellow-students. He entered on his studies in Aberdeen with his wonted earnest- 
ness and diligence, and greatly distinguished himself in his classes. At the end of 
the Session, he resumed the charge of his pupils at Clunes; this he continued to do, 
■during the recess annually, whilst he continued in the gown classes. At the end 
of that period, having obtained the degree of A. M., he entered the Divinity-Hall. 
Through the good offices of the Rev. Dr. Ross, our student was presented to a Royal 
bursary in the gift of the Barons of Exchequer; and about the same time (anno 
1800), ho was appointed*assistant to Mr. Gray as librarian of King’s College, and 
teacher of the Grammar School of Old Aberdeen. From the date of these appoint- 
ments, he took up his permanent residence in that town, of which, at a subsequent 
period, he was made a free burgess. He continued to attend the Divinity-Hall for 
eight sessions, and in the enjoyment of the Royal bursary above mentioned. He 
was, during the period last mentioned, custodier of the library attached to the 
Divinity-Hall of Marischal College. From this date, the life of our theologian was 
indeed a life of incessant literary toil and scholastic labour. In addition to the 
■duties of the offices to which he had been recently appointed, he devoted several 
hours every day to private teaching, in order to eke out the limited income derived 
from these offices. Many gentlemen, especially from the Highlands, sent to him their 
sons to be under his effective and immediate superintendence. Even in these cir- 
cumstances, as well as through life, he displayed great liberality and affection to- 
ward his aged parents and his other near relations, by often relieving their wants 
out of his hard earnings. 

After completing his attendance at the “ Hall,” and delivering his trial-pieces 
with eclat, he found the bent of his mind, as well as his ambition, directed to a 
” Chair,” in one of the Universities, rather than to the Pulpit. He was encouraged 
in his aspiration after this object, by several friends, but particularly by Professor 
James Beattie of Mariscbal College. The Professor’s death, however, 1810, was 
a heavy blow to Mr. Maclachlan’s hopes. A strong mutual friendship had existed 

* It is said that he travelled to Aberdeen dressed la the mountain garb. 
19 
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between them, amounting to affection. On the melancholy occasion of his friend's 
death, Mr. Maclaehlan composed an elegy in the Gaelic tongue, which for beauty 
of language, sincerity of sorrow, and unrivalled elegance of composition, can bear 
comparison with anything of the kind ever presented to the world. This was not 
the only composition in which our poet’s grateful remembrance of Professor Beattie’s 
friendship was commemorated. In his “ Metrical Effusions,” (Aberdeen, 1816,) 
is printed an elegant Latin ode addressed to that-accomplished scholar, during his 
life, and an English ode, entitled “A dream,” being an apotheosis on that 
patron of neglected merit. Some years after his settlement in Aberdeen, Mr. 
Maclachlan turned his attention to Oriental literature, as well as to that of the 
languages of modern Europe ; and his acquirements in these he made subservient to 
the critical culture of his mother-tongue. About the same time he undertook the 
arduous task of translating the Iliad of Homer into Gaelic heroic verse. Of this 
immortal work, he finished nearly seven books, which still remain in MS. Besides 
this, he began to compile materials for a Dictionary of the Gaelic language spoken 
in Scotland, and that, (as he did everything else) from his mere regard and affec- 
tion for everything tending to promote the honour or improvement of his native 
land. What was then called “ the Highland Society of Scotland,” (having had 
reference to the mental culture of their Caledonian countrymen, instead of as now, 
unfortunately, to the physical development of the points of the inferior animals) 
bad soon after entertained the project of preparing and publishing a Dictionary of 
that ancient language; and having ascertained the eminent qualifications of Mr. 
Maclachlan, and his progress in compiling the said work, they conjoined him with 
the late Dr. Macleod of Dundonald, in carrying on the national Dictionary, com- 
piled under their patronage. The department assigned to Mr. Maclachlan was the 
Gaelic-English, and so important and difficult a task could not have been committed 
to better hands. In the preface to the Dictionary published by Drs. Macleod and 
Dewar, it is well remarked,—“ Mr. Maclachlan of Aberdeen especially brought to 
the undertaking great talents, profound learning, habits of industry which were al- 
most superhuman, an intimate acquaintance with the Gaelic language, and devoted 
attachment to the elucidation of its principles.” 

The pages of Mr. Macluchlau’s MS. of this great national work were enriched 
with innumerable vocables and phrases kindred to Gaelic, derived not only from 
the cognate dialects of the Keltic, but also from the Greek and Latin, as well as 
from the Hebrew, Arabic, Chaldaic, Persic, and other Eastern languages. 

In the winter of 1821 and 1822, he was engaged in transcribing this work for 
the press, and he expected to have it completed by the following July; but alas ! 
bis valuable life was not prolonged to see his hopes realized. 

Let us now briefly revert to events somewhat prior in our poet’s life. In the 
Metrical Effusions formerly mentioned, there is printed an ode in the Greek lan- 
guage, “ on the Generation of Light,” which had the honour of gaining the prize 
given by Dr. Buchanan of Bengal to King’s College for the best poetical ode upon 
the above subject. About this period (1816), he, at the request of his friend 
Lord Bannatyne M'LeOd, deciphered several old Gaelic MSS., and transcribed 
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them into the ordinary character—a difficult and laborious task. In 1819, Mr. 
Gray died, and Mr. Maclachlan was then appointed Head-Master of the Grammar 
School of Old Aberdeen, and also principal Session-Clerk and Treasurer of the 
parish of Old Machar. These promotions increased his income, but greatly added 
to bis labour. He was likewise secretary to the Highland Society of Aberdeen; 
and in this character, used to wear the full garb of his country when officially 
attending the meetings of the Society, and on other particular occasions. In 1820, 
the office of teacher of the classical department of the Inverness Academy became 
vacant. Many friends and admirers of Mr. Maclachlan’s great talents made 
strenuous exertions to procure his appointment to that situation. At the head of 
these friends was his firm supporter and original patron, Glengarry. Unhappily, 
the proceedings on that occasion, instead of being conducted with a single regard to 
public utility, and the rewarding of merit, were mixed up with local politics and 
causeless prejudices. The result was, that after an unprecedentedly keen canvass, 
and the exercise of every available influence on both sides, Mr Maclachlan was 
excluded by the mere numerical force of the opposing party. It is plain from the 
very handsome document obtained from the Professors of Humanity and Greek 
St. Andrew’s, upon the occasion of Mr. Maclachlan’s being on a remit, examined by 
them, that wart of deep scholarship, or talent as a successful teacher, was not the 
cause of his exclusion from a situation which he would have adorned. 

Gifted with exquisite sensibility, he deeply felt the unworthy treatment thus 
experienced at the hands of his Norland countrymen; and he frequently expressed 
himself to the effect, that he was resolved never again to expose his peace'of mind 
to the machinations of “ ambidexter politicians.” 

Some short time after this period, his health became affected. His constitution 
* began to yield under his incessant toils. He proceeded, however, to Ayrshire, to 

visit his colleague, Dr. Macleod. There his health rallied considerably, and he 
continued in the enjoyment of much of that blessing, till the beginning of 1822, 
when again his health was most seriously assailed. He lingered till the 29th day 
of March, when this amiable man, and distinguished scholar, departed this life at 
the age of 47 years. It might be said that he died of a. gradual decay and debility, 
induced by professional over-exertion and study. His looks had become, years be- 
fore his death, silver-grey. In him unquestionably,, died the first Celtic scholar of 
his day. His premature death caused much regret in. the public mind, particularly 
at Aberdeen, and throughout the Highlands; and deep sorrow among his nume- 
rous friends. 

As a general scholar, possessed of varied learning and fine genius, Mr. Maclach- 
lan stood very high. The department of philology, however, was his forte, and 
favourite pursuit. In that respect, it is believed he had few superiors. He was 
“ eximius apud Scotos philologus.” His Greek and Latin odes have met with the 
highest approbation from the best critics. The same may be predicated of his Gaelic 
poems. His Gaelic version of the first seven books of the Iliad stands second to 
the unrivalled original alone. His MS. of the natinnarGaelic-English Dictionary 
(if preserved) affords ample proof of his unwearied diligence and labour, and of his 
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pre-eminent philological and antiquarian acquirements ; notwithstanding it did not 
receive the final polish from his master-hand. With the true spirit of genius, his 
mind descended, with grateful elasticity, from those abstruse subjects to the lighter 
amusements of poetry and music ; cheerful, and often playful conversation. 

As a classical teacher, Mr. Maclachlan’s success is sufficiently evinced by the cir" 
cumstance, that his pupils annually carried off the largest proportion of the bursaries 
competed for at the University. His excellencies as a scholar were equalled by 
his virtues as a man and a Christian. His piety was unfeigned, deep, and, in some 
respects enthusiastic. He was the very soul of honour. None could go before 
him in moral purity, worth and integrity. His manners, withal, displayed the 
most engaging simplicity. In life, he secured the love and respect of all who knew' 
him; and in death, his memory is by them held in tender remembrance. 

Eminently calculated to advance the literature and language of his native land, 
it is deeply to be regretted that he had not been placed through the munificence of 
individuals, or the public patriotism of his countrymen, in a situation of ease and 
•corn'ort, such as a Professorship of Keltic in one of our Universities. There he 
could have effectually promoted the objects 1m so fondly cherished : the temper- 
ament of his modest nature required the supporting arm of a patron, as the limber 
vine requires the aid of the oak. But his was the too frequent lot of kindred 
spirits, to experience the heart-sickening of “ hope deferred,” and to be allowed to 
droop and die, the victims of ill-requited toil. 

Mr. Maclaehlan possessed the friendship, and was the correspondent of several 
persons of distinction—among these might be enumerated, besides the late Glen- 
garry, bis Grace Alexander Duke of Gordon, Sir John Sinclair, Dr. Gregory, and 
Lord Bannatyne Macleod. Much of their correspondence, {if collated) would be 
found very interesting. 

In conformity with the prevailing feature of bis character, this “ true Highland- 
er,” on his death-bed directed bis body to be laid with the ashes of his fathers at 
the foot of his native mountains; “ et dulees moriens rcminiscitur Argos.” This? 
dying request was religiously complied with. At Aberdeen every mark of respect 
was paid to bis memory. With all the solemnities usually observed at the obsequies 
of a Professor of the University, his body was removed from his house to the ancient 
chapel of King’s College, his Alma Mater, and laid in the tomb of Bishop Elling- 
ton, the founder of this venerable seminary. Next morning, a great concourse of 
the most respectable persons in and around Aberdeen, including the Professors of 
both Universities, the Magistrates of the city and the Highland Society of Aberdeen 

* chapteily, met in the College Hall, to pay their last respects to the remains of 
departed worth, and thence accompanied the hearse, bearing those remains, some 
distance out of town, and there bade a long and last adieu. Similar indications of 
respect and sorrow were evinced in all the towns through whieh the mournful pro- 
cession passed. Glengarry, accompanied by a large number of his clansmen dress- 
ed in tbeir native garb, paid a tribute of respect to bis departed protege, by meet- 
ing and escorting his remains, while passing through that chief’s country. His 
Lochaber countrymen were not behind in exhibiting every proper feeling towards 
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the memory of him whom they universally esteemed an honour to belong to their 
country. All classes of them came out to meet the hearse ; so that on entering his 
native village of Fort William, the crowd was so dense, that the procession advanced 
with difficulty. Next day, being the 15th of April, the portal remains of Ewen 
Maclachlan, preceded by the “ wild wail” of the piobrachd, and accompanied by a 
larger assemblage than that of the preceding day, were conducted to their last rest- 
ing-place, and laid with those of his fathers, at Killevaodain in Ardgour. There, 
“ near the noise of the sounding dirge,” sleeps “ the waster of the midnight oil,” 
without “ one gray stone” to mark his grave ! 

AN SAMHRADH. 

Am fonn\—“An am dol sios bhi deonach.” 

?<1och ‘s mi ‘g eiridh ‘madainn cheitein, 
‘S driuebd air feur nan lointean; 

3u shunntach eibhinn cail gach creutair, 
‘Tigh'n le glcus a‘m frogaibh, 

Gu blathas na greine ‘b‘agh‘or eiridh, 
Suas air sgeith nam mor-bheann; 

‘S'e teachd o‘n chuan gu dreaclior, buagkach, 
Rioghail, nasal, or-bhuidh. 

Tha cuirtean ceutaeh cian nan speuraiT, 
Laith-ghorin, reidh mar cblaraidh, 

‘S do sgaoil bho cheile neoil a sheideadlx 
Stoirm nan reub-ghaoth arda; 

Gach duil ag eigheach ioclid a‘s reite, 
‘N teachd a cheud mhios Mhaigh oirnn; 

■‘S gu‘m b’ ur neo-thruaillidh ‘n trusgan uain’, 
Air druim nan cluaintean fasaich. 

Bu chuirteil, priseil, foirm gach coin, 
An cuautal ordail, greannar, 

Cuir sios ar sgeoil is blasta gloir. 
Air bharr nan og-Vnheur samhraidh, 

Le ‘n riblieid chiuil gu fonnar dlu, 
Na puirt bu shiublaich ranntachd; 

‘S mac-tall’ a’ freagairt fuaim am feadain, 
Shuas ‘a na creagan gleanntach. 

Bi ‘n ioc-shlaint chleihh am fior shruth aleibh, 
0 ghlac nam feur-choir’ arda. 

Le turaraicli bhinn th'air bhalbhag min, 
A shiubhlas sios tro ‘n ailean. 

Mar airgead glas, ‘na choilichibli cas. 
Hi toraghan bras gun tamh orr’, 

Cuir suigh gun truaill ‘s gach fluran uaine, 
‘S dlu mu bhruach nam blarabh. 

B’ e m’ eibhneasriamh ‘nuair dh’ eirghe grian, 
Le cheud ghath tiorail blath oirn, 

Bhi ceum a sios gu beul nam min-shruth, 
‘S reidh ghorm lith mar sgathan, 

A’ snamh air falbh gu samhach balbh, 
Gu cuantaibh gailbheinn sail ghlais. 

Tro lubaibh cam le straitbibh gbleann 
Tba tilge greann a Mbairt diu. 

Air uchd an fbior-uisg ‘s grinn a cbitcar, 
Oibrean siannta naduir, 

Du-neoil nan speur a" falbh o cheil. 
Air ehruach nan sleibhtcan arda ; 

Gun saoilan t-suil gur h-nnn sa ghrunnd. 
Tiia dealbb gacb ioghnaidh aghoir ; 

Am bun os-ceann nan luibh ‘s nan crann, 
‘S na‘m bell sa’ ghleann gan arach. 

, Bi‘db bradan seang-mbear, drulm-lbubb, carr- 
gheal’ 

‘S cleoc nan meanbh-bball ruadb air, 
Beo, brisg, gun chearb air blminne garbh, 

0‘n mhuir is gailbheach nuallan : 
Guh-iteacb, earr-ghobhlach, grad-mheamnach, 

Leum air ghearr-sgiath luatba, 
Le cham-gbob ullamb cbeapa chuileag, 

Bbios feadh shruth nan cuairteag. 

Gum faicte lema barr gach tomain, 
Caoirich throma, liontaidh, 

Gu ceigeaeh, bronnacb, garbh an tomalt, 
Rusgach, ollach, min-tiugh ; 

‘S an uanaibh geala, luatba, glana, 
Ri cluaineis mhear a’ dian-ruith, 

Le meilich mbaotb m’ an cuairt do‘n raon, 
A‘s pairt san fhraoch gan grianadb. 

‘S na trathan ceart thig drobh nam mart, 
‘An ordugh steach do‘n bhuaile, 

Le ‘n uithibh lan, gu reambar, lairceacb, 
Druim-f hionn, cra-dhearg. guaillionu ; 

‘S gach gruagacb aigh gucridbeil, gaireach, 
Craicneach, snathaeh, cuachach ; 

Air lom an tothair, fonn air bleotbann, 
Steall bu bhothar fuaimrich. 

Gur h-ionmhuinn gaoir struth-gheimnich 
laogh. 

Ri leumnaich fbaoin fea ‘n ailein. 
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Gu seang-brisg, uallach, eatrom, guanach, 
For is uaisle straiceis, 

■S iad du-ghlas, riabhach, caisfhionn, stiallacli 
Bailgfhionn, ciar-dhubh, barr-lora, 

‘S an earblaibh sguabach to^e suas, 
A’ duibh-ruith nuas gu mathair. 

0 Shambraidh gbeugaich, ghrianaicb, client- 
aich, 

Rhuillich, fheuvaich, chiain-ghil! 
Bho t-anail fein thig neart a‘s speurad, 

Do gach creutair diuidi, 
Bha ‘n sas ‘an slabhraidh reota gheambraidb, 

Ann an am na dudlachd, 
‘S tba nis a'dambs, fcadh ghlac a‘s gbleann, 

M‘ ad tbeacbd a nail as ur oirn. 

‘S tu tarbhacb reachdor, biachar, pailt, 
Lo feart do fhrasan blatha, 

A thig nan ciuraich mhaoth-bhuig dhriucbd, 
A’dorta suigb gun fhaillinn, 

‘S ann leam is taitneach fiamh do bbrait, 
0 fhluraibh dait a gbaraidh 

Cuir dealra boisgeil reull an daoimein, 
‘Mach gu druim nan ard-bheann. 

Gach fluran mais is aillidh drcach, 
A’ fas ‘an cleachdadh ordail, 

Gu rimheach, taitneach, ciataoh, snasmhor, 
Ann ‘s an reachd bu choir dhaibh ; 

An t-seamrag uaine ‘s barAgheal gruag, 
A ‘s buidheann chuachach neoinein, 

Dili gucagach nan cluigean, 
‘S mile lus nach eol domh. 

Bi’dh sobhrach luaineach, ghcal-bhui, chluas- 
ach, 

Ann am bruach nan alltabh, 
•S a bhiolair uain taobh nam fuaran, 

Gibeach, cluaineach, cam-mheur ; 
Thig ros nam bad is boidhche drcach, 

Na neoil na maidne samhraidh, 
Gu rui teach, dearg-ghea 1, cearslach, dealbhach, 

Air roinn mheanbh nam fann-shlat. 

An glean n fo bharrach, reisgeach, cannach, 
Feurach, raineach,luacbrach, 

Gu min-bhog, mealach, brighor, bainncar, 
Cib, a‘s cneamh m’ an cuairt ann ; 

Bidh lom a bhlair is reachdair fas, 
A’ dol fo strac neo-thruaillidh, 

‘S an saoghall a ‘gairdechas le faillt, 
A thaobh gu‘n dh’ fhag am fuachd sinn. 

Gur ceann-ghorm loinneil dos gach doire, 
Bhios sa choille chrochdaich, 

Gu sleabhaoh ard fo iomlan blath, 
O bhun gu bharr ‘.n comhdach ; 

An snothach sughor thig o‘n dusluing 
Ann sna fiurain nosar, 

A’ bruchda meas tro shlios nan geug, 
A’s tlus nan speur ga’n comhnadh. 

Gach maoth phreas urgu duilleach cubhraidh, 
Peurach, ubhlach, soghar, 

Trom thorrach, luisreagach, a’ lubadh, 
Measach, driuchdacb, lodail; 

Le cud-throm ghagan, dlu dhonn-dhearg, 
I A bhios air slait nan croc-mbeur, 
’S co milis bias ri mil o’n sgeap, 

Aig seillein brcac a chronain. 

Bidh coisridh mhuirneach -nan gob lughor, 
Ann sgach ur-dhos uaigneach. 

Air gheugaibh dlu nan duilleach ur-ghorm, 
Chuireadh sunnt fo'n duanaig; 

Thig smeorach chuirteil, druid a’s bru-dhearg, 
Uiseag chiuin a’s cuachag, 

Le h-oran cianail, fann-bhog tiamhaidh, 
N glacaig dhiomhair uaine. 

M’ an innsinn sios gach ni bu mhiann leam, 
Ann am hriathran seolta, 

Cha chuirinn erioch le dealbh am bliadhn’ 
Air ceathrarah trian de’n b’ eol domh, 

M’ a ghloir nan speur, ’s ant-saogha’l guleir, 
A lion leh-eibhneas mor mi, 

’N uair rinn mi eiridh madainn cheitein, 
’S dealt air feur nan lointean. 

. AM FOG HAR. 

Fonn—“ Nuair thig an Samhra geugach 
oirnn.” 

Grad eiridh fonn a’s fior-ghleus oirbh, 
Na biodh ’ur ’n inntinn smuaireanach; 

Tha sgeul is ait leam innse dhuibh, 
Clio binn bho chian cha cliuala sibh; 

Tha ’in por bu taitneach cinntinn duinn, 
F’o’n reachd is brioghair buaghalachd; 

’S gun teid an saoghal a riarachadh, 
O dhicheall gniomh nan tuathanach. 

Tha’m foghar a’ nochda cairdeis duinn, 
’S e bhuilich am pailteas gnathaicht oirn 

A mhaitheas gu fialaidh pairtichear, 
Gun ghainne ; gun fhailine truacantachd ; 

Gheibh duine’s bruid a sliathachadh 
’O sheileir na dusluing nadurra; 

Gun’ sgaoilear na buird gu failteachail 
Ga T cuireadh gu lan ar tuarasdail. 

Theid sgraing an acrais bhiasgaieh dhinn, 
’S a ghorta clirion gu’m fuadaiehear, 

Bu ghuineach. sgaiteach, biar-guineach, 
Geur-ghoint’ a ruinn’-ghob nuarranta; 

’S e ’dheoghladh sugh nan caolan bhuat, 
’Chur neul an Aoigmu d’ghruaiin-mhala ; 

Gun teid an tarmasg dioghaltach 
A glireasad nullth’ ar chuaintean bhuainn. 

Bidh coirce strath nan du-ghleannabh, 
Fo’n drcach is cuirteil priseileachd, 
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Trom thorach, diasach, cuinnleanach, 
Ard, luirgrfeach, suightc, sonraiohte; 

’S am pannal ceolmhor, muirneachail, 
Gu sunntach, surdail, ordamail. 

Co gleusta, saoitbreach, luath-lamhach, 
>S am barr ga bliuain ’na dhorlaichean. 

Gach te gu dileas deannadach, 
Le corran cam-ghorm, geur-fhiaclach, 

Hi farpuis stritheil, dhiorrasaich, 
Cuir fuinn a sios fo dhuanagan; 

liidh oigridh, lughor, mheanmneach, 
A’ ceangal bhann ma sguabannan, 

Le ’n diolt am briodal maranaeh, • 
A bheireadh gair air gruagaichean. 

’S an lucbar chiatach, ghaothor, tbesd 
Feur-saoidb na faich’ a sgaoileadh leinn 

A’ ceann nan riaghan caola ’bliios 
Air lom nan raointean uain-neulach; 

Jia rachdain taidir liatb-gliiubhais 
A tionndadh rolag sniomhanach, 

Gu ’n tiormachadh’s na grian-gliathan, 
Clio caoin’s as mianu le tuathanacb.. 

’S trom fasor am por bagailteaeh, 
Air bharr nam fad-gbeug solasach ; 

Tbeid brigh nam fiuran slat-mbeuracb, 
’An cridhe nan ur-chnap blasadach ; 

Gur brisg gbeal sugh a chagannaicb, 
Do neacb a ehagnas dorlach dliiu. 

’S clann-bheag a ghna le’m pocannan, 
A’ streup ri b-ard nan dos-ehrannabh, 

A bhuain nan cluaran mog-mbeurach, 
Gu lugh’or, docoir, luath-lamhach; 

’Nuair dh’ fhaoisgear as na mogail iad, 
’S a bbristear plaoisg nan cochall diu, 

Gur caoin am maoth-bhlas fortanach, 
Bbios air an f hros neo-bhruaileanach. 

’S e mios nam buaidhean taitneach e, 
Bheir por an t-sluaigh gu h-abachadh; 

O’m fograr gruaim an acrais dinn, 
O’s maircann pailteas porsain duinn-; 

Mios bog nan ubhlan breac-mbcallach, 
Gu peurach, plumbacb, sgeachagach, 

A’ luisreadb sios le dearcagaibh, 
Cir-mbcalaeh, beachach, groiseidcacb. 

-X uair dh’fbosglas Pheebvs seomraichean ; 
Na h-aird-an-iar thoirt ordugh dhuinn; 

’An dubbar an fhcasgair toisicliear, 
Ili eruinneacha feoir ’an cruachannan; 

Bidh mulain is gairbbe domhladas, 
Gu tomaltach, cuirrichdeacb, mor-chcan- 

nach; 
Grad fhigbear na siomain cborr umpa, 

Gu sgiobaiite, doighcil, suaicheanta. 

Bidb iomairean elan fo stracan aim, 
Le doireachan gorm buntata orra, 

Gu ginneach, dosach, crac-mheuraeb, 
Bog-mhogach, lairceach, uain-neulach; 

Barr-guc a’s dearg-gheal fas orra. . 
’Sa dhreach mar ros nan garaidbnean; 

Bidb paidirein phlumbas aillidb ann, 
Air mheangain ’nam barr nan eluaranaibh. 

Mios molacb. robach, braeuirneach 
’S e catoil roiceil, tacarach, 

Gu h-iolannach, cuirrichdeach, adagach, 
Troin-dhiasacb, bbreac-gbeal, sguabanacb; 

Mios miagb nam fuarag, stapagacb, 
Buntatacb, feolar, sgadanach, 

Gu h-imeach, caiseacb, ceapaireach, 
Le bbeirteas pailt gu truacantachd. 

Gu saoithreach, stritheil, lamhaehair, 
An oigridb dhileas, thabhachdaeh, 

Ei taobb nan linngean saiie’m biodh, 
An sgadan a snatnh’s a bboinneireachd 

j Snath-moineis garbb an snathadan, 
A’ fudighcal lion ri’m braighoachan, 

Gu sreangaeh, bolach, arcanacl), 
Bheir has do’n naisein chleoc-lannach. 

'Nuair thig an aimsir ghnatbaicbt oirn, 
’Sa bbuainear as a laraich e, 

Grad-nocbdar fras bhyntata dhuinn, 
Ga chrathadh o’n bbarr 'na dhorlaichean, 

Ccud mile dreach a’s dealbh orra, 
Gu faobach, gcamhlach, garbh-phlueacb, 

Cruaidb mheallacb, nibcacb, ghailbbeacb iad 
A’ tuiteam mar gharbhlaich dornagan. • 

’Nuair dh’aomas oidhcbe cbiar-ghlas oirn, 
’S a dhubhas an iarmailt cheo-neulach, 

Gur h-ullamb, ealamb, iasgaidb, dol 
Air ghleus an iarmaid sbonraicbte ; 

Grad bhrucaidh iad ’nan eiadan, as 
Gacb taobli ’n uair dhiolar ordugh dhaibh 

Air bhareaibh eutrom luath-ramhaeh, 
A’ sguabadii a chuain ghorm-glireannaich 

’S iad ciocbacb, dearg-dbubb, breac-shui- 
leach 

Gu tana min-gbeal, leacanaeb ; 
Gu plubaeh. eruinn-gbeal, cnapanach, 

’S iad lad-chumpaeh na uaireannan; 
B’e ’n toradh biadliar, feartacb e, 

Nacli mall a liona chaiteagan, 
’Nuair ghreidhear ann sa pbraisieh e, 

’S e bhlas is taitneaeh buaghannan. 

Gur daiebeil, surdail, cruadalach, 
Fir nr nan cruaidli lamb conspaideach, 

A’ stri eo fuiribi’s luaithe bbios 
Air thus an t-sluaigh’s achonnsacha; 

A ebolluinn nan tonn buaireasacb, ’ 
Le neart nan euaille beo ghiubbais ; 

Mar dhruid nan speur clio luath dhutiad, 
Thar stuadli is uaibhreach cronanaich. 

’S glan faile nan cno gaganacb, 
Air ard-shiios nan croc bad-dhuilleach; 

Air tarla dbuibb san ionad, ’s am 
Bi n t-iasg ri mire ghoraich, theid 
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Na lin a chur ga h-iongantach 
Air uchd a ghrinnail bhoc-thonnaich; 

’Nuair thogar ann sa mhadainn iad 
Gu trom-lan. brcac le lodalachd, 

Gur suntach, siubblach, dhaehaigh iad 
Le’n tacar beairteach, solasaeh. 

Gu h-aigeantach, eutrom, inntinneach. 
Fir aighearach, ghleust, air linngeannan, 

Le saighdean geur nan tri-mheurabli, 
Air ghallanaibh direaeb cruaidh shleagh- 

ach; 
A’ sireadh an eisg le duibh-liasaibb, 

Theid seachad na leum air fior-uisge; 
Na mordhaehan reubaeb, diobhalacb, 

Gan tarruinn gu tir air bhruachannaibh. 

\S an oidhebe chiuraidb, fhiatbail, gum 
Bi surd air leois gam pleoiteachadh, 

Gum pacar aims na h-urraisgean iad 
Spbailt thioram ur gu h-ordamail: 

Bidh dearg a’s cruidh gan giulan ann, 
Chuir smuid a suas gu beo-losgadh, 

A ruith nam brad an fad-bhrpnnach, 
Eeadh bhuinne cas nam inor-shruitbean. 

’S am bradan eutrom, aineasach, 
Brisg, grad-clilis, meamnach, luasganaeh, i 

’!Na eideadh liath-gblais, dhearg-bballaicli, 
Du-lannach, mean-biireae, eluaineiseach; 

Gur gob-cham, stiosmhor, tarr-gheal e, 
Le stiuir bu shiabaeli earr-ghobhlaeh, 

Ei lu-chleas bras air ghearr-agiathaibh, 
’An toirmrieh gliarbb nan cuairteagan. 

Gun d'fhuair sibb dan a nise bhuam, 
Mar thug mi fios a’ toiseachadh, 

Mu bhuaidh nam miosan biotailteach, 
Tha trom le gibhtean solasaeh, 

Gu’m beil da rann thar-fhiehead ann 
’S o's mist e tuille ropaireachd, 

Gan euir mi crioch gu timeil air, 
M’ am fag mi sgith le boiiieh sibh. 

AN GE AM HE AD II. 

Aik fonx—“ ’S i so 'n aimsira dhearbhar.” 

Tha pheebus s na speuraibh 
Ag eiridh na thriall, 

Roi reulltaiehean Geur shaigheadp 
Bheumnaich nan sian; 

Ur-eifeachd a cheud ghath 
Gu eeitcineach grinn, 

A ni feum do gach ercutair 
O cireadh d’an dion. 

* Sagittarius ami Capricorn, two constellations 
on the Zodiac or Ecliptic. 

Than a tla ghathan blath ud 
A b’ fhabharach dhuinn 

Gar fagail aig namhaid 
Na dh’ fliasas a h-uir; 

O na thriall e roi chriochaibh ' 
Na Riaghailt* a null 

Gu Sign-Adhdrc- Gaibh re 
Bu duibh-rcotaeh mil. 

Tha aoidhealachd naduir 
A b’ fhailtiche tuar, 

Fad an t-saoghail air caoehladh 
’S a h-aogasg fo ghruaim : 

Tl*a giuig air na duilean 
Le funntainn an fhuaehd, 

Fo dhu-liunn trom-thursach, 
Ri ciucharan truagli. 

Tha’m Foghar reachdor, fialaidh, 
Bu bhiadh abaioh fas, 

Le eruachannaibh cnuac-mheallach, 
Sguab-thorach, lan, 

Air treigsinn a shnuaidh, 
O’n a d'n’fhuaraicli gaeh cail, 

Roi’n mhioschrtiai-ghuinneach, ghrua 
mach 

’S nco-tliruacanta baigh. 

Le stroiceadh na doilichinn 
Thoirleum gu lar, 

Gorm chomhdach nam mor-cbrann 
Bu chroe-cheannach barr, 

Ni fuigh-bheatha sughor 
Nan ur-fhaillean ard, 

Tro fheithean nan geugan 
Grad thearnadh gum freumh. 

Na li-eoineinean boidheach 
Is ordamail pong, 

Le'r\ dlu-fheadain shunntaeh 
O'n siubhlaiche fonn; 

Gum fograr o’n eheol iad 
Gu elo-chadal trom; 

’S ni iad eomhnuidh’s gach cos 
Ann am frogaibh nan toll. 

Thig leir-sgrios air treudan 
Nam fear-luibhenn gorm; 

Di-mbiiltear gach dithean 
Bu mhin-gliibeach dealbh: 

Fior aognaiehidh aogasg 
Nan aonach’s nan learg, 

Le spionadh nan sianntan 
Dian-ghuineaeh, garg. 

An ciar sbeillean srian-bhuidhe 
’S cianaile srann, 

Bl'.a diehuallach gniomliach, 
Feadh ehioch nan las fann. 

Gun eornlinuieh e’n stor-thaigh 
Nan seomraichean cam ; 

’S gu leoir aige bheo-shlaint 
Air lon-mhil naeh gann. 

i * Kiaghailt, tire Equinoctial line. 
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Theid a mheanbh-chuileag shamhraidh 
. J.e teanntachd gu bas, 
Ge b’ eibhneach a leumnaich 

’An ceud-mhios a mhaigh : 
G'ach lub slirutb bu bhurn-ghlan 

A shiubhladh tro ’n bhlar, 
Fo chruaidh-ghlais de’n fhuar-dheibh 

Is nuarranta cail. 

Bi’dh sar-obair naduir 
Le faillinn fo bhron, 

Feadh chathar, a’s ard-bheann, 
A’s fhasach nan Ion : 

Cha dearbhar cluith mheamnach 
Nan garbh-bhradan mor, 

’S ni iad tamh-chadal samhach 
Fo sgail bhadaibh gorm. 

Theid Aeolus, righ fiadhaich 
Fan sianntainnean doirbh, 

Gu fuar-thalla ghruaim-ghreannaeh, 
Tuath-fhrasan searbh; 

Grad-fhuasglar leis cruaidh ghlas 
Nan ua’-bheisi^tm garg, 

Clach luath-mheSlain, ’s cuairt-ghaoth 
Bu bhuaireanta colg. 

Thig teann-ehogadh Geamhraidh 
Le h-aimhleas a nios, 

Ann an dorchadas stoirtnibh 
Air charbad nan nial; 

A duibh-fhroiseadh shaighdean 
Tro’n aidhbheis gu dian, 

Geur, ruinn-bhiorach, puiseannta, 
Cblaoidheas gach ni. 

Bi’dh armachd nan uabhas 
Mu’n cuairt da gach laimh, 

Bi beuchdaich a reubas 
Na speuran gu h-ard; 

lon-stroicear a chroc-choille 
Mhor as a freumh, 

Le sputadh garbh-sgiursaidh 
Na dudlachd gun tlaths, 

Gum boch a mhuir cheann-ghias 
Is gaill-bheinneach greann; 

Gur gorm-robach, doirbh-chorrach, 
Borbadh nan tonn; 

Gu h-ardaneh, cair-gheal, 
A’ liarcadh nan deann ; 

Agus gairich a bhais bi’dh 
Air bhairlinn gach glinn ! 

Gum bruchd an fhras clyurraidh 
D’ar ’n-ionnsuidh a nuas, 

A’s bathar gac# ailean 
Fo lan nan sruth luath, 

A thaosgas san taomraich 
^!am maom-thuiltean ruadh; 

\S marcachd-sine na dileann 
G’ar miobhadh le fuachd. 

Thig clacha-meallain garbh.a 
Le staircaraich mu’r ceann. 

Gar spuacadh mar chruaidh-fhrois 
De luaidhe nan Gall; 

Gaoth bhuaireis ga sguabadh 
O chruachaibh nam beann; 

Luehd-coiseachd gan leireadh 
Le h-eireadli nacli gann. 

Thig ceo tiugh nan nepil oirn 
O mhor mheall nan cruach, 

Le smuidrich an du-reothaidh 
Dhiughaltaich, fhuair; 

' Ga leir dhuinn lag-eiridh 
Na greine ri h-uair, 

Grad-fhalchaidh i carbad 
Geal, dealrach, sa’ cliuan. 

Le dall-ehur na failbhe 
Gum falchar gach meal!; 

Sneachd cleiteagach gle-thiugh 
Nan speur os ar ceann 

Gu h-ard domhainn barr-gheal 
Air fasaich nan gleann; 

Bi’dh nadur fo’n strac ud 
*Gu faillinneach, fann. 

Thig iom-chathadh feanntaidh 
Fo shrannaich nan stoirm, 

A ghluaiseas an luatli-shneachd 
Na fhuar-chithibh doirbh; 

Bi’dli an smuid ud ad’ sgiursadh 
Le du-ehuthach searbii ; 

’Sa leireadh nan sleisnean 
Mar gheur-shalann garg. 

Bi’dh gach suil agus aodunn 
Ag aognachadli fiamh; 

Agus ceoraich an leot 
Air na feosagaibli hath : 

Bi’dh sputadh na funntainn 
Is druightiche sian, 

A’ tolladli tro d’ ghrudhan 
Gu ciurr-bheunmach, diau. 

Mios reub-bhiorach, eireanda, 
Chreuchdas gach dull; 

Mios buaireasaeh, buailteach, 
’S neo-thrucant’ a glmuis ; 

Mios nuarranta, buagharra, 
’S tuath-ghaotliach sput, 

Bhios gu h-earr-ghlaiseach, feargach, 
Le staircaraich nach ciuin. 

Mios burrughlasach, falmarra, 
Gliarbh-fhrasach fuar; 

Tl.a gliob-shleamhain, dileanta, 
Grirn-reotach, cruaidh, 

Ged robh luirgnean gan rosladh 
Ri deagh theine guail, 

Bi’dh na sailtcan gan cradhladli 
Gu bas leis an fhuachd. 
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Mios colgarra. borb-chur, 
Nan stoirmibh nan deann, 

Gn funntainneach, puinnseunta, 
’S diughaltach srann: 

A’ beuchdaich’s na speuraibh 
Le leir-sgrios gu call: 

Bior-dheilgneach, le gairisinn, 
Bu mheill-chritheach greann. 

Cba’n aireamh na thainig, 
I)e bhardaibh san fheoil, 

Gach annradh tliug teanntachd 
A gheamhraidh g'ar coir ; 

Acb, mu’ra fairghear mo sheanachas 
Gun dealbh air ach sglco, 

Gur t.im dhomh bhi criochnachadh 
Briathran mo sgeoil. 

AN T-EARRACH. 

Air TO-NN—“Thainig oirn do dh' AVuainn 
crois." 

• 
THAiNiG Earrach oirn m’ an cuairt, 

Theid am fuaehd fo fhuadach cian 
Theid air imrich tbar a chuan 

Geamhradh buaireasach nan sian; 
Raithe sncachdach, reotach, cruaidh, 

A dh’ atas colg nan luath-ghaoth dian 
Siigneach, deilgneach, feanntaidh, fuar, 

A loin, ’sa dh’ aognaich snuadh gach ni. 

Nis o’n phill a ghrian a nail 
Treigidh sid a’s annradh garg: 

Itlichear strannraich nan speur, 
’S ceanglar srian am beul gach stoirm; 

Sguiridh na builg sheididh chruaidh 
’San aibheis aird a b’ uaibhrich fearg: 

Eubhar siothchaimh ris gach duil, 
’S tiunndaidh iad gu mughadh foirm. 

lompaichear an uair gu blaths, 
Le frasaibh o’n aird-an-iar, 

Leaghaidh sneachd na sfcrutliaibh luath 
O ghuaillibh nan gruaim bheann ciar. 

Fosglaidh tobraichean a ghruinnd, 
A bhruchdas nan sputaibh dian; 

’S deith gu sgealbach, ceilleachdach, dlu, 
Le gleadhraich ghairbh ga sguradh sios. 

Le soillse caoimhneil, baoisgeil, blath, 
Gu tlusmhor, baigheil, ris gach creubh: 

Na»«grios a ghaillionn chiurraidh fhuar, 
Mosglaidh iad a nuas o’n tug; 

Ath-nuadhaichear a bhliadhn’ as ur, 
Gach duil gu muirneach ; surd air feum. 

Sgeudaichear na loin’s na blair, 
Eo chomhdach aluinn lusaibh meanbh; 

Sgaoilidh iad a mach ri grein 
An duilleach fein fo mhile dealbh : 

Gu giobach, caisreagach, fo’m blath, 
Le’n dathaibh aillidh, fann-gheal, dearg; 

Bileach, mealach, maoth-bhog, ur, 
Luirgneach, sughmhor, driuchdach, gorni. 

Gur h-ionmhuinn an sealladh fonnmhor 
A chitcar air loin gach leacainn; 

’S cubhraidh learn na lion na Frainge 
Faile thorn, a’s bheann, a’s ghlacag; 

Milseineach, biolaireach, sobhrach, 
Eagach cuach nan neoinein maiscach, 

Siomragach, failleineach, bngh’or, 
Luachrach, dithean^ch, gun ghaiseadh. 

ring muilleinean dc shluagh an fheoir 
Beo fo tins nam fann-ghath tla, 

Le ’n sgiathaibh sioda, ball-bhreac oir, 
’S iad daithte’m boichead mios aMhaigh: 

An tuairnaagaibh geal nam flur, 
Duisgidh iad le h-iochd a bldais, 

‘S measgnaichidh an righle dlu 
‘S a cheitein chiuin nach lot an cail! 

Diridh snothach suas o‘n fhriamliaich 
Tro cliain-chuislibh shniomhain bhad-chrann 

Gu muoth-bhlasda, mealach, cubliraidh, 
Sior chuir suigh ‘s nam fiurau shlataeh; 

Bi‘dh an corahdach gorm a’ bruohdadh 
Roi sldois ur nan dlu-phreas dosrach, 

Duilleach, labach, uasal, sgiamhach, 
Breach nam meur is rimheach coltas. 

Bi‘dh coin bheaga bhinn a chathair, 
A cruinneachadh shrabh gu neadan; 

Togaidh iad ‘s na geugaibh uaigneach 
Aitribh chuairteagach ri taice 

Laidhidh gu cluthor nan tamh 
A blaiteachadh nan cruinn ubh breaca, 

Gus am bris an t-slighe lan, 
‘S an tig an t-alach og a mach dhaibh. 

Sgapaidh dall-cheo tiugh nan nial 
As a ceil’ an iar’s an ear, 

Na mheallaibh giobach, ceigeach, Hath, 
Druim-robach, ogluidh, eiar-dhubh, glas, 

A’ snamh san fhailbhe mhoir gun cheann, 
A null ’sa nail, mar luing fo beairt; 

’S iathaidh iad nan rasgaibh ban 
Mu spiodaibh piceach ard nam bac. 

Nochdaidh Phabvs duinn a gnuis, 
A’ dealradh o thur nad speur, 

Thig eibhneas na bliadhn an tus, 
Mu‘n criochnaicli an t-ur-mhios Mairt; 

Bheir an spreidh an toradh trom 
Le fosgladh (*m bronn gu lar : 

Bruchdaidh minn, a‘s larngh, a‘s uain, 
Nam miltibh ma‘n cuan-t do‘n bhlar; 

‘S breac-gheal dreaeh nan raon ‘s nan stuc, 
Fo choisridh mheanbh nan lu-chleas bath ! 

» 
Bidh gabhair nan adhaircean cracach, 

Stangach, cam, an aird nan sgealb-chreag; 
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Rob-bhrat iom-dhathacb m’an cuairt daibb, j 
Caitean ciar-dhubh, gruamaoh, gorm-ghlas;, 

‘S na minneinean laghach, greannar, 
L( tueigeadaich fhann g4an leaDuihuinn. 

‘S mireanaoh a cbleasachd ghuanach 
Bhios air por beag luath nan gearr-mhcann. 

Caoirich cheig-rusgacb fo cbomhdach; 
Sgaoilt air reithlein lointean-driuchdach; 

<A uaineinean cbo goal ri cainicbean 
Air chluaintibh nan learg ri sugvadh. 

An crodh mor gu liontaidh lairceacb, 
Ag ionaltradh f hasach ur-ghorm; 

An dream lith-dhonn, chaisionn, bhan-bbreac, 
Ghuailiionn, cbra-dhearg, mbagach, dhum- 

hail. 

‘S inntinneach an ccol ri m’ chluais 
Fann-gbeum laogb m‘an cuairt do‘n cbro, 

Hi coi'-ruith timcheill nan raon, 
Grad-bhrisg, seang-mhear, aotrom, bco; 

Stairirich aig an luirgncan luath, 
Sios m‘an bhruaich gu guanaich og; 

‘S teach ‘sa mach a buaile lain, 
‘S bras an leum ri bairich bho! 

‘N aimsir gbnathaichte na bliadhna, 
Sgapar siol gu biadh san fhearann, 

Gu thilgeadh na fhrasaibh diona, 
’S na h-iomairean fiara, cama; 

Sgalag, a‘s eich laidir, gbniomhach 
Ri straidhlicb nan cliath gan tarruinn; 

‘S tiodhlaicear fo‘n dusluing mhin 
An graincan liontaidh ‘s brigh‘or toradh. 

Sgoiltear am buntala cnuachdach 
• Na sgrailleagaibh cluasach, bachlach; 

Theid an inneir phronn na lodaibh 
Socach, trom, air cbomhnard achaidh ; 

Le«ti eun ghcarrain chubach, charnach, 
Chliabhach, spidreach, bhraideach, shrath- 

racb. 
Surd air teachd-an-tir nan Gael, 

I)h’ f heuch an tarar e fo‘n talamh. 

‘Nuair a thogas Phozbus aigh 
Mach gu h-aird nan nial a ceann, 

0 sheomar dealracli a chuain 
Ag oradh air chruach nam beann; 

Bruchdaidh as gach cearn an tuath, 
‘Staigh cha‘n fhuirich luath no mall, 

Inntrigidh airgniomh nam buadh, 
“ Buntata ‘s inneir! suas an crann !” 

Theid an inneal-draibh an ordugh, 
Sean eich laidir mhor a’ tarruinn 

Nan ionnstramaid ghleadrach, ropach, 
Beairt ‘san lioninhor cord a‘s amull, 

Ailbheagan nan cromag fiara, 
Socach, coltrach, giadhach, langrach; 

Glige-gblaige crainn a‘s iaruinn. 
Surd air gniomh o’m biadhehor toradh! 

Hush ! an t-uraiche ‘s am ban-each, 
Fear air crann, ‘s air crann, ‘sa»chorraig, 

Buntata, ‘s inneir theith na cliabhaidh 
Ga taomadh san fhiar-chlais chorraich, 

Aig banual clis lughmhor gleusda, 
Cridheil, eutrom, brisg gun smalan; 

‘S gillean og a’ did na h-abhachd, 
Briathrach, gaireach, cairdeil, fearail. 

‘Nuair dh’ fhalachar san uir am por, 
Thig feartan gar coir o’n aird, 

A sgirtean liath-ghlas nan nial, 
Frasaidh e gu ciatach blath, 

Silteach, samhach, lionmhor, ciuin, 
Trom na bhruchdaibh, ciubrach, tlath; 

‘S miorbhuilleach, a bhraonacli dblu, 
larbhach maoth-mhin, driuchdach, seamh. 

‘S lionmhor suaicheantas an Earraicb, 
Nach comas domh luaidh le tileachd, 

Raidhe ‘s trie a chaochail earraidh, 
‘S ioma car o thus gu dheireadh; 

Raidhe‘n tig am faoileach feannaidh, 
Fuar chlach-mbeallain, stoirm nam peileir, 

Feadag, sguabag, gruaim a Ghearrain, 
Craiunti Chailleach is beurra friodhan. 

‘Nuair sputas gaotb lorn a Mhairt oirn, 
‘Ni ‘n t-sid ud an t-al a chrannadh, 

Mios cabhagach, oibreach, saoithreach, 
Nam feasgar slaod-chianail, reangach : 

Acras a’ diogladh nam maodal, 
Blianach, caol-ghlas, aognaidh, greannach; 

Deoghlar trian do t’ fhior-liunn-tath bhuat; 
‘S mar ghad sniomhain tairnear fad thu. 

Raidhe san tig tus annlainn, 
Liteach, cabhracb, ladhan lapacb, 

Druin-fhionn, cean-fionn, brucacb, riaspach 
Robach, drcamsglach, riadhach, rapach; 

Cal a‘s feoil, a‘s cruinn-bhuntata, 
‘S aran corca laidir, reachdmhor : 

Bog no cruaidh, ma ebanar biadh ris, 
S e nach diult an ciad ni ‘s faigse. 

‘N uair thig og-mhios cheitein ciuin oirn, 
Bi‘dh abhliadhn an tus a maise; 

‘S flathail, caoimhneil, soillse greinc, 
Mios geal ceutach, speur-ghorm, feartach, 

Flurach, ciurach, bliochdach. maoiueach, 
Uanach, caorach, laoghach, martach, 

Gruthach, uachdrach’ caiseach, sughmhor, 
Mealach, cubhraidh, druchdach, dosrach. 

Nis theid Earrach uainn air chuairt, 
‘S thig an sambradh ruaig a nail; 

‘S gorm-bhog duilleach geug air cboill; 
Eunlaidh scinn air bharr nan crann; 

Driuchdan air feur gach glinn, 
‘S lan-thoil-inntinn sgiamh nam beann : 

Theid mi ceum troi ‘n Ion a null, 
‘8 tairneam crioch air fonn mo rann. 
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MARB-RANN 

BO MB SEUMAS BEATTIE, 

[Fenr-tengaisg Canain, ‘a nan Eolusnsdurra, ann 
an Aol-taigh nr Obairreadliain, a nhaochail aa’ 
m'nadainn diardaoin, an ceathramh latlia deni och- 
damli mios 1810.] 

Air fonn—Ghlinne Comhann.” 

‘S balbh fear-aithne nan raidean, 
A shoillsich aingil a‘s faidhean o thus; 

A‘s soisgeul ghlormhor na slainte, 
Thug fios air trocairean ard-Righ nan dul : 

‘An steigh gach teagaisg bu ghrasmhoir, 
‘S team pears-eaglais thug barr ort, a Ruin ! 

Dochas tranma bu laidir, fdhuinn. 
‘San fhuil a dhoirteadh gu Parras thoirt 

Ocii nan ooh! mar a ta mi; 
Threig mo shugradh, mo mharan, ‘s mo cheol! 

‘S trom an aiceid tha ‘m chradh-lot, 
‘S goirt am beum a rinn sgainteach ‘am fheoil; 

Mi mar anrach nan cuaintean, 
A chailleas astar feadh stuadhan sa cheo; 

0‘n bhuail teachdair a bhais tliu, 
A Charaid chaoimh bu neo-fhailteumach gloir. 

A Ghaoil! a Ghaoil de na fearaibh! 
‘S fuar a nochd air an darach do chreubh 

‘S fuar a nochd air a bord thu, 
Fhiurain uasail bu stoild ann ad bheus! 

An lamh gheal, f hnranach, chairdeil, 
Is trie a ghlac mi le failte gu ‘nphleid, 

Ri d? thaobh ‘s an anairt na sineadh, 
Na meall fuar creadha, fo chis aig an eug! 

A mhiog-shuil donn bu tla sealladh, 
A nis air ti6hndadJiiguu!ig.nnair a d’ cheann! 

‘S samhach binn-ghuihhiati ealaidh! 
‘S duint’ am beul ud G'nim" anaSaoh cainnt! 

An cridhe firinneach soilleir, 
Leis ‘m bu spideil duais foille, no sannt; 

A*nochd gun phlosg air an de'de! 
Sian mo dhosgainn, nach breugach an rann. 

Riaghlaich t-eolas do ghiulan, 
Modh na foirfeachd a b’ iuil dut ‘s gach ceum; 

Do mhor-chridh uasal gun tnuth ann 
Gunghoimh, gun uabhar, gun luban, gun 

bhreug; 
Cha b’ uailse tholgach an f hasain, 

Cha dealradh saibhreis a dh-atadh do speis; 
‘Si ‘n inntinn fhior-ghlan, a b’ fhiu leat, 

A’s foghium dichiil ga stiuireadh le ceill. 

Mo chreach leir ! an taigh muirneach, 
‘S am faict’a ghreadhain gusunntaeh mu’n 

Dreos na ccire toirt soillse, [bhord, 
Gach fion bu taitniche faoileas, fo chroic : 

Do chuilm bu chonaitrach, failteach, 
B’ aiseag slainte dhuinn maran do bheoil; 

Bu bhinn a thogail na teis thu, 
‘Sa chruit f honnor ga gleusadh gu ceol. 

‘N uair dh’ eireadh coisridh bu choinnealt, 
A dhamhs’ gu lughor, ri pronnadh nam pong; 

Gum b’ eibhinn cri do mhna-comuinn, 
Do chroilein maoth, ‘s iad gu tomanach, donn; 

A ghearradh leum air bhord loma, 
Dol seach a cheile mar ghoireadh am fonn, 

Ach dh’ fhalbh sid uile mar bhruadar, 
“No bristeadhbuilgein air uachdarnan tonn.” 

Gun smid tha ‘n ceann antis ra tharmaich 
Bladh gach eolais a b’ aird ann am miagh; 

Glibcas eagnaidh na Greige, [brigh! 
‘S na thnig_ an Eadailt bu gheur-fhaelaich 

‘S balbh fear reitich gach teagaimh; 
Anns a bheurla ehruaidh, spreigearra, ghrinn!. 

‘N uair bhios luchd-foghluim fo dhubhar, 
Co na t-ionads a dh’ fhuasglas an t-snuim? 

A righ! gur cianail mo smaointean, 
Ri linn do t-arois bhi faonfrach gun mhuirn! 

Sguir a chuilm ‘s an ceol-gaire, 
Chaidh meoghail ghreadhnach a’s maran o’r 

Chinn an talla fuar fasail; [cul : 
‘S e chuir mullach na fardoich ‘na smur 

Ceann na didinn; ‘s na riaghailt, 
A bhi sa’ chadal throm shiorruidh nach duisg! 

‘S balbh an labhraiche pongail, 
Bu tearc r‘a fhaotainn a chonipanach bcoil; 

‘Am briathran snaighte, sgeimh-dhealbhach, 
A chur nah-ealaidhno ‘n t-seanchais air neoil; 

Ge b’ e bard an dain cbeutaich, 
Mu chian-astar Aincas o Throidh; 

‘S firinn cheart nach bu diu leis, 
E-fein theirt mar ughdair do sgeoil. 

Do bhanntrach bhoclul mar ian tiamhaidh, 
Ri truagh thursa, ‘sa sgiathan mu h-al; 

A neadan creachta, ‘s i dioneach, 
Mu gaol a sholair an Ion daibh gach trath: 

O’n dh’imich Fir-eun na h-ealtainn, faird< 
Tha’n t-searbh-dhile ‘tighinn thart as gach 

A Righ nan aingeal ! hi d’ dhion daibh, 
‘S tionndaidh ascaoin na sine gu tiaths. 

Gun smid tha‘n gliocair a b’ eolach, 
Air fadna cruitheachd a dh’ ordaioh MacDhe! 

Gach gno an saoghal na fairge, 
‘Samhachthirchomhnaird no ‘n garbhlaich an 

Gach biloag ghorm a tha lubadh, [t-sleibh: 
Fo throm eallaich nan driuchd ris a ghrein : | 

‘S an rioghachd mheatailtich b’ aghor, * | 
Do phurp ag innse dhuinn nadur gach seud. j 

‘S ioma suil ata silteach, 
A thaobh uigh nam fear glic gun bhi buan: 

Tha miltean urnuigh ga d’ leantainn, 
Le miltean d.urachd, a’s beannachd gu t-uaigh; 

A liuthad diulannach ainnis, [uaill; 
A dh’ ardaich t-ionnsachadh ainueamh gu 

‘S gach la bhios-cairileas air faoineachd; 
A Bheattiechliuitich! bi’dh cuimh’ air doluach. 
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Rinn t-eug sinn uile gun solas, [phramh; 
Tha teach nan innleachd, ’san oigridk to 

Chaidh Albainn buileach fo eislean, 
Sgur na Ceolraidhean Grcugach dc‘u dan : 

Thainig dall*bhrat na h-oidhch’ oi"n, 
O'n chaidh lochrann na soillse na smal: 

B’ e sid an oritk-reothadh ceitcin 
A mhill am foehanu bu cheutaiclie barr! 

Bu tu craobh-abhull a ghara’.dh, [ghrein! 
A chaoidh cha chinnich id’s aillidk fo’n 

Dealt an t-samhruidh mu blcthaibh, 
Luisreadh dhuilleajr air ohracaibh, a geug 

Ach thilg dubh-dhoirionn a ghcamhraidh, 
A bheithir theiuntidh le srann as an speur; j 

Thuit an gallnn nr, rimheach, 
'S uile mhaise ghrad chrion air an fheur! 

A Thi tha stiuireadh na cruinne! 
'S tu leig d‘ar n-ionnsuidh a bhuille bhaj 

Sinne cnaill an t-sar ulaidh, [cruaidh! 
Neonad prised nan ipmadaidh bua’.dhl— 

Dh’ fhalbh a chombaisd, ‘s na siuil oirn, 
Chaidh an gaisreadh •san fhiubhai ‘n am bruan, 

Gach creag ‘na cunnart do‘n f hiuraich, 
0 laidh duibhr’ air reull-iuil an taobh-Tuath. 

Och! nan och, mar a ta mi! 
Mo chridhe ‘n impls bhi sgainte le bron! 

Tha ‘n caraid-cuirt’ an deigh ’in fhagail, 
A sheasadh durachdaoh dan’ air mo choir : 

Bi‘dh sid am chliabh ‘na bheum cnamhain, 
Gus an uair anns an tar mi fo‘n fhodj 

Ach ‘s glic an t-Aon a thug cis dhinn, [lo. 
‘S da ordugh naomh bith‘mid striochdta gach 

SMEORACH CHLOtXN-LACHUlNN. 

LUISNE-Va. 
Hoilibh o, iriag, o lull, o; 
Hoilibh o, iriaff, horo hi; 
Hoilibh o, iriag, o luil, o; 
Smeoraich a sheinn oran mi. 

'S smeorach mise le chloinn-Lachuinn; 
Seinneam ceol air bharr nan dosan : 
‘S trie leam dusgadh moch am’ chadal 
‘S m’oran maidne ‘shtinn le frogan. 

Hoilibh o, <5'c. 

Cha mhi'm fitheach gionach, sgaiteach, 
Na clamhan a chrom-ghiub shracaich; 
•S cian mo linn o’ eoin a chathair 
Chleachd tigh'n’ beo air sath nan ablach, 

Hoilibh o, $c. 

‘S mor gu‘m b’ anns’ an am bhi ‘gelridh 
Madainn Shamhraidh fhann-bhuig, cheitein; 
Diol nan rann gun ghreann gun eislein, 
‘S toirm an damhe’ air chrann nan geugan. 

Hoilibh a, $c. 

Bha mi n’ comhnuidh ‘n tus mo laithibh 
Aig Peithinn nan seamh-shruth airgeid, 
Measg nam fluran driuchdach, tlatha, 
Fhuair mi 'n arach pairt do m’ aimsir. 

Hoilibh o, <5'C. 

Thn mi nis an tir gun bhrnaidhloan, 
Tir tha feartach, reachdor, buaghail; 
•S lionmhor agh tha fas air uachdar 
Tir nan albk dft‘n ainm na Cluainean. 

Hoilibh o, <!fc. 

Tha n h-eoin is labhar coireall, 
Feadh na coille ‘n dluths natn badan; 
Buidheann phroiseal, cheolmhor, loinneal, 
Ard an coilleag,—binn an glaigeal. 

Hoilibh o, S;c. 

Tha gach crann gu trom fo chomhdach, 
Duilleach, badach, meurach, crocach; 
Strac do ‘n mheas cur shlios nan ogan, 
‘B eunlaith ‘scinn nam fonn an ordugh. 

Hoilibh o, !;c. 

Coisridh lughor, muirneach, greannar, 
Seolta gluasad fuaim an eeannsar; 
Por gun sgread, gun rea*g, gun teanndachd, 
Gleusd’ am feadain; deas an ranntachd. 

Hoilibh o, <5‘c. 

Grian a’g eiridh dealrach, or-bhui, 
Le gath soills’ air ghorm nam mor-bheann; 
Faileadh cubhraidh dkriuchd nan lointean, 
Sileadh meal air bharr gach feoirnean. 

Hoilibh o, $c. 

Eoin bheag bhuchlach nam pong ceolmhor! 
Coimh-fhreagraibh loam teis an orain; 
Breach nan cluaineau mar bu choir dhomh 
Dh’ innsinn sios am briathrau ordail. 

Hoilibh o, Sfc. 

‘S ionnmhuinn leam a chulaidh fhraoich, 
Dh’ fhas air taobh nan luirgnean cas, 
Badach, gaganach, caoin, Ur, 
‘8 neoil do’n mhil a smuideadh as. 

Hoilibh o, 4'c* 

'S boidheach trend nan nainean geala 
Ruith ‘sa reis feadh chluainean bainnear* 
‘8 caoirich bhronnach, throma, cheigeacl^ 
Air ‘m bu sheideach blonag shade. 

Hoilibh o, J;c. 

. ‘S blasda, soilleir uisg am fuaran 
F’allain brisg gun mhisg gun bhruaidlean; 
‘8 cracach, gibeach, biolair’ uaine. 
Fas gu h-ailli laimh ri‘m bruachan. 

Hoilibh o, JfC. 

‘S labhar fuaim nan srtithan siublach, 
Theid thar bhalbhag dlu nan alltanj 
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Turraich mhear gach cuailcan du-ghuirm, 
Dol feadh lub tro lar nan gleauntan. 

Hoilibh o, j c. 

‘S taitneaeh, sgiatnhach, maoth-bbog ur, 
Fas do fhlur is lionmhor dreach; 
Mar ghorm rionnagach nan speur, 
Dealbh gacb send a sgaoil mu d’ bhrat. 

Hoilibh o, <j c. 

Brat nan dithean driucbdacb, guamacb, 
Lurach, luachrach, dualach, bachlach, 
Cuachach geal nan neoincan eagach, 
Sid a sgeadach tha mu’d’ ghlacaibb. 

Hoilibh o, #c. 

1)0 chrodh-laoigh air lom an ailean, 
Reamhar, sultmhor, liontai, lairceacb, 
Caisionn, druimionn, guaillionn, cra-dhearg, 
Bainnear, bliocbdach slioohd gun fhaillinn. 

Hoilibh o, $c. 

Baile feartach coirc a‘s eorna, 
‘S reachmhor fasar dhailean comhuard; 
Bo sid barr na mile solas 
A chair sgrainng na goirt air fogradh. 

Hoilibh o, cjr. 
• 

Talamh tarbhach from gu gnaisich, 
Leatromach fo bharr buntata, 
Chinn gn luirgneach, meurach, magach, 
Cluigcanach le plumbais aillidh. 

Hoilibh o, .j’c. 

‘S trie do phreasan peuraoh, ubhlach, 
Groiseideach, troni-dhearcaeh, du-dhonn; 
Luisreadh sios le gagain driuchdach, 
‘S buan an t-shlainnt am fade cubh'raidh. 

Hoilibh o, SfC. 

Bade coisrigte nam beannachd! 
Fraochach, flurach, luachrach, mealach, 
Martach, laoghach, caorach, bainneach, 
Coillteach, duilleach, geugach, torach. 

Hoilibh o, SfC. 

Nis’ tha carbad boisgeil Phcebuis 
A’ marcachd an aird nan speura; 
‘S o‘n tha ‘n rann an cuimse faidead, 
‘S tim’ bhi lasachadh nan teudan. 

Hoilibh o, <j'c. 

EALAIDH GHAOIL. 

LCINNEAO. 

■rfir faillirin, illirin, uillirin o, 
Air faillirin, illirin, uillirin o, 
Air faillirin, illirin, uillirin o, 
Gur boidheach an comunn, 
‘Th‘aig coinneamh, 'n t-Srath-mhoir* 

Gur gile mo leannan 
Na‘n eal’ air an t-shnamh, 

Na cobhar na tuinne, 
‘S e tilleadh bho‘n traigh : 

Na‘m blath-bhainne buaile, 
‘S a chuach leis fo bharr, 

Na sneachd nan gleann dosrach, 
‘Ga fhroiseadh mu‘n bhlar 

Air faillirin, <5’c. 

Tha cas-f halt mo ruin-sa 
Gu siubhlach a sniomh. 

Mar na need bhuidhe ‘lubas 
Air stucaibh nan sliabh, 

Tha ‘ gruaidh mar an ros, 
‘Nuair a‘s boidhche ‘bhios fhiamb, 

Fo ur-dhealt a Cheitein, 
Mu‘n eirich a ghrian. 

Air faillirin, fyc. 

Mar Bhenus a boisgeadh 
Thar choiltibh nan ard, 

Tha a miog-shuil ga m’ bhuaireadh 
Le suaichcantas graidh : 

Tha braighe nan send 
Ann an eideadh gach aidh, 

* The chorus and first stanza of this song arc 
not Maclachlan’s. They were composed liy Mrs. 
M'Keuzio of Ralone, at a time when, by infirmity, 
she was unable to attend tbe administration of 
the Lord’s Supper in Strathmore of Loehbroom, 
—and ran word for word the same except tbe 
last two lines of the verse which are slightly al- 
tered. Our talented author got them and the 
air from some of the north country students in 
Aberdeen. All the other stanzas, however, arc 
original, and worthy of tlie poetic mind of Mac- 
lachlan. The following translation of it by the 
celebrated author, we subjoin for the gratification 
of the English reader:— 

NOT the swan on the lake, or the foam on the shore, Can compare with the charms of the maid ladoro: Not so white is the new milk that Hows o’er the pail, Or the snow that is show'r'd from the boughs of the vale. 

As the cloud’s yellow wreath on the mountain's high brow, The locks of my fair one redundantly flow ; Her cheeks have the tint that the roses display, When they glitter with dew on the morning of May. 

As the planet of Venus that gleams o’er the grove, Her blue rolling eyes are the symbols of love: Her pearl-circled bosom diffuses bright rays, Like the moon, when the stars are bedimm’d with her blaze. 

The mavis and lark, when they welcome the dawn, Make a chorus of joy to resound through the lawn ; But the mavis is tuneless—the lark strives in vain, 
When my beautiful charmer renews her sweet strain. 

When summer bespangles the landscape with flow'rs, While the thrush and the cuckoo sing soft from the bnw'n, Through the wood-shaded windings with Bella I’ll ruve, And feast unrestrained on the smiles of my love. 
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Mar ghealach nnn speur 
‘S i cur reulltan to phramh. 

Airfaillirin, SfC. 

Bi'dh ‘n uiseag ‘s an smeorach 
Feadli lointean nan driuchd, 

‘To^rt failte le'n orain 
Dc‘n og-mhadainn chiuin; 

Ach tha‘n uiscag neo-sheolta, 
‘S an smeorach gun sunnt, 

‘Nuair ’ thoisicheas m’ eudail 
Air gleusadh a ciuil. 

Air faillirin, tj'c- 

‘Nuair thig samhradh nan noincan 
A comhdach nam bruach, 

‘S gach eoincan ‘aa chroc-choill’ 
‘ A ceol leis a chuaich, 

Bi‘dh mise gu h-eibhinn 
‘A leumnaich ‘s a ruaig, 

Fo dhlu-mheuraibh sgaileach 
A maran ri m' luaidh. 

Air faillirin, &c. . 

RANK DO’N LEISG. 

A LEI8G reangach, robach, dhnaichnidh, 
Mallachd buan bho dhuan nam bard dhut, 
’S boehd an t-shian do’n ti bheir cluas dhut, 
’S dearbh nach dual gu’n dean e tabhachd, 
’S fior an sgeul a sgriobh righ Solamh, 
“Nach robh sonas riamh ad ghlacaibh;” 
A chairbb rag gun sgrid gun fhosgladh, 
Trom-chcann marbii nach mosgail facal, 
’S ronngach fardalach gun ruth-bhalg; 
I)o sheann clilosach bhruchdach, lachdunn, 
’S miann leat coimhearsp bhuan an rosaid, 
Bealbh na gorta sgaoil mu t-asdail, 
Thu fo’n luirich na d’ chuail chnamhaich, 
Rcic thu Farrais air son cadail, 
Drein an Aoig na d’ ghrod-chraos bearnach, 
Do chrag chearr am muing do phap-chiun. 
Sid an sluagh thug bith an tus dut, 
A Mi-churam’s Dith-na-sgoinne 
Slabhraidh tlieann de phraisich chruaidh ort, 
’S da cheud punnd de’n luaidhe d’ dheireadh. 

A Leisg throm ga’m bodhar spad-chluas 
’S tu ’n gadaiche ’shlad na h-aimsir’: 
Ged’ bhiodh mile cuip gad’ shlaiseadh 
Cha tig an stadaich a t-earball. 
Sibbs ann sam beil fcum a’s dircadh, 
Ruithibh grad an tim gu freagairt; 
Mu’n ccsgrar sibh fo shlait iarainn 
Ban-mhaighstear iarnaidh na sgreatachd. 

C L ACH-CUIM HNE 

GHLINKE-OAUAIDH AIG TOBAR-SAN-CEASN. 

Fjiir astair ! thig faisg a’s leubh 
Sgeul air ceartas an De bhuain; 
Lisd ri diol na ceilg a dh’fhag 
A Cheapach na laraich fhuair. 
Sgaoil na milltich lion an eig 
Mu bhord eibbinn nam fleagh fiul 
’S mheasgnaich iad an scan’s na h-oig 
’S an aon torn na’m fuil gun gliiomh. 

Mhosgail corruich an t-ard-thriath, 
Ursann dhian nan comhlnn cruaidh, 
Morair Chlann-Domhnuill an fhraoich, 
Leoghann nan euchd, craobh uam buadb, 
Dh-iarr e's chaidh Dioghailt na leum. 
Mar bheithir bheumnaich nan nial, 
Ghlac e’n dream a dheilhh an fhoill, 
’S thug lan duais mar tlioill an gniomh. 
Lamh riut-sa’ ghorrn fhuarain ghrinn, 
l)h’ ionnlaidendh scachd cinn nan lub, 
’S aig casan a ghaisgich aigh 
Thilgeadh iad air lar a dhuin. 
Corr as coig fichead bliadbn’ deug 
Thriall nan speur bho dheas gu tuath, 
Bho ’n ghairmeadh Tobab-nan-Ceann, 
De’n t-sruthan so ’n cainnt an t-shluaigh. 

Mise ’n Seachdamh thar dheich gluin 
De fhreuinh uiseil an laoich threin, 
Mac-Mhic-Alasdair m'ainm gnaiths, 
J’lath Chlann-Domhnuill nan sar euchd, 
Thog mi chlachs’ air lorn an raoin, 
Faisg air caochan a chliu bhuain,— 
Mar mheas do cheann-stuic nan triath, 
’S gu’n cuimhnicht’ an gniomh ri luaths. 
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ALASDAIR MAC-IONMHUINN. 

Alexander M Kinnon vras born in Moror, in the district of Arisaig, Inverness- 
shire, in the year 1770, in which farm his father was tacksman. At the age of 24. 
he enlisted in the gallant 92d regiment, in which he served with marked distinction 
till 1801, when, in the famous battle of Alexandria, he received three several 
wounds, which were the means of breaking up his connection with that corps. 
After the battle, Corporal M'Kinnon was found lying among the wounded and 
dead, “ with his back to the field and his feet to the foe,” in frozen gore, and on 
the apparent verge of dissolution. In disposing of the many brave fellows who fell 
on that memorable day, it was found necessary to dig ditches or pits in which 
indiscriminately to inter them ; and such was the seemingly lifeless condition of 
M'Kinnon, that he was ordered to be buried among the others. This order would 
have been executed had not Sergeant M'Lean, a bosom-friend and companion of 
our bard, been prompted by feelings of the purest friendship, to seek him out amid 
the heaps of carnage in which he was entombed. The Sergeant, applying his ear 
to the poet’s breast, perceived that everlasting silence had not yet been imposed on 
his lyre;—his respirations were feeble and slow, but he lived; and his friend in- 
sisted upon having him forthwith conveyed to one of the hospital ships. 

Upon experiencing the care and attention his situation required, he gradually 
recovered from his wounds; and it was during his convalescence on board the hos- 
pital ship that he composed his truly sublime and admirable poem so descriptive of 
the battle. McKinnon, on arriving in England, was discharged with a pension ; 
but a life of inactivity seemed little to accoixl with his sanguine temperament,-—for 
he was no sooner able to bear arms than he joined the 6th Royal Veteran Battalion, 
In which he served all the remainder of his earthly career. He died at Fort Wil- 
liam, Lochaber, in the year 1814, at the age of 44, and was interred with military 
honours. 

Corporal McKinnon was prepossessing in appearance ; he stood "about 5 feet 10 
inches in height; he was athletic in form and of very fine proportions and symmetry. 
As a poet he ranks very high : his mind, indeed, was of that gigantic order, which, 
by its own propelling powers, could rise equal to any subject he chose to sing. 
Judging from some of his MSS. now before us, he studied the Gaelic language to 
good purpose; few have been able so completely to master its idiom and to soar on 
the syren wings of poesy, sustaining throughout such a sublime and uncontaminated 
diction. We have not been able to ascertain what his scholastic acquirements were 
in English, but we feel warranted in supposing these respectable, for he wrote the 
Vernacular tongue with great accuracy, the study of which, it must be recollected, 
formed none of the school attainments in his juvenile days. 

The four pieces here presented to the reader are of prime quality. They speak 
for themselves, and need no passing enconiums from us. Any poetaster may string 
stanzas together ad infinitum, and at a hand-gallop; he may infuse something of the 
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spirit of poetry into them, but to give metrical composition a high finish—to put so 
much excellence into a poem as to ensure its survival, after the interest of the cir- 
cumstance that called it forth has passed away—to fio this, has fallen only to the 
iot of a few gifted individuals. 

Xo one could be more happy in his choice of subjects than M'Kinnon; and, 
most assuredly, none could handle his materials better. He was an enthusiastic 
soldier : he saw and admired the prowess of the British arms, and commemorated 
their feats in strains which cannot die. The poet that chronicled these feats, was 
worthy of the indomitable army that performed them. Ossian’s heroes are often 
put beyond themselves through the magnifying vista of poetic description :—and 
who has not felt how much of the prowess of Ajax and Hector owed its existence 
to the redundancy of Homer’s inventive powers ? M'Kinnon has indulged in no 
fanciful representations;—he has honestly and truthfully recorded such achieve* 
ments as British valour performed within his ocular cognizance; and one character- 
istic feature of his muse is, that she was always on duty. 

It would be out of place here to attempt a formal criticism upon the works of 
this excellent poet. His heroics, in which he seems most at home, admit of no 
comparison. We wonder what stuff the poet was made of : the poet, who could 
wind himself up—yes, and inocculate us, too, with the high, patriotic, and impas- 
sioned feelings of his soul, to the highest pitch of enthusiasm, and depict, with more 
than the fidelity of the painter’s hand, the panorama of the most sanguinary battles 
that ever drew the belligerent powers of two mighty empires face to face ! His poem 
on the battle in Alexandria beginning “Hp Alios deireannach an Fhoghair” has all 
the minuteness of detail of a studied prose narrative, while the vividness of his de- 
scription, the freshness of his similes, the sublimity of his sentiments, rivet our 
breathless attention on the various evolutions of the day, from the discharge of the 
first shot until the whole place is strewn with mangled carcasses, and the dark 
wing of night overshadows the gory and groaning plain. 

His ‘"Dubh- Gkle-annack’ ’ is a nautical production in which his muse appears to 
great advantage ; and we are told by a friend, not likely to be misinformed on the 
subject, that this was his favorite piece. Mr. M'Donald, the proprietor of the 
yacht which the poet immortalizes, was so well pleased with the poem, that he gave 
M‘Kinnon £5, and this sum appeared so enonnous in the estimation of a boor, a 
’neighbour of M‘Kinnon’s, that he spoke to him on the subject, saying, “ It is a 
bonny song, to be sure, but faith, neighbour, you have been as well paid for it.” 
“ I tell.you, sir,” replied the poet, “ that every stanza of it—every timber iu the 
‘ Dubh-Ghleannach's' side—is worth a five-pound note1.” This retort must be re- 
garded more in the light of a reprimand, than as an empty gasconade. Men of 
genius, however, cannot be blind to their own merit; and if they ought not to be 
the trumpeters of their own fame, they are entitled, by the law of self-defence, to 
retaliate on the narrow-souled detractors of their well-earned laurels. M'Kinnon 
was neither egotistical nor pedantic : he submitted his pieces to the rigid criticisms 
of his fellow-soldiers, and never hesitated to throw out an idea, a distich, or even a 

20 
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stanza at their bidding. This has, perhaps, tended to the critical correctness of his 
Gaelic, and the excellence of his productions: we read them and are satisfied : 
there is nothing wanting, nothing extraneous. 

ORAN AIR DO’N BHARD A DHOL AIR TIR ANNS AN EIPHEIT. 

Air rox.N—“ Deoch-slainte an larla Thvathaich. ” 

Ge fa da an drast gnn dusgadh mi, 
Cha chadal scimh bu shngradh dliomb, 
Acli ragaid chnamh gun lughs annta, 
Air leabaidh-lair gun chuirteanan, 
Gun chaidreamh blio luchd duthcha, 

’S mi gun charaid-ruin am choir. 
Gun chaidreamh, &e. 

Cha ’n ’oil fear a thairneas rium, 
Na thuigeas an dcagh Ghaeligmi, 
Nach innis mi gu'n d’rainig mi, 
’N uair dh’ imich »inn do ’n aite sin, 
Gu’m b’ aobhar giorag namhaid sinn, 

Le ’r luingeas ard fo sheoil. 
Gu’m b’ aobhar, &e. 

An t-ochdamh grian do ’n Mhairt againn, 
A nochdadh ar cuid bhataicliean, 
Ru choltach seolta an Cabhlach iad, 
Na ’n trotan mar a b’ abhaist dhaibh, 
’S na Breatuinnich na’m barr orra, 

Lc 'n cliatiian ramh san root’. 
’S na Brcatiunnich, &c. 

Gu ’n chuir air tir na saighdearan, 
Na fir gun fhiarah, gun f hoill annta, 
Le ’n eireadh grian gu boisgeanta, 
Ri lainnir an lann foileasach, 
»S an ccannardfein ga’n soillseachadh, 

Mar dhaoimein a meaag oir. 
’S an ceannard, &c. 

An darag dhileas dharaich ud, 
Nach dh’fhag ’san linn so samhail da, 
An leoghann rioghail, amaisgeach, 
An cliu’s am firinn cheannasach, 
Tha do ghaol mar anam dhuinn, 

Air teannachadh na ’r feoil. 
Tha da ghaol, &e. 

A dol gu tir le d’ bhrntaichean, 
Air cheann do mhiltean gaisgealadh, 
Shaoil Frangaich ghrimeach, ghlas-neulach, 
Le spid gu ’n pillte dhachaigh sinn, 
Gu ’n striochdadh iad da ’r lasraichean, 

Bu dhionmhor bras ar sroil. 
Gu ’n striochdadh, &c. 

Bu neimheil, smearail, durachdach, 
Gu danara lan mhuiseagach, 
An canoin ann sa bhuireinich, ’ 
’S dealanach le fudar dhiu, 
Cha bu leur an traigh le smuidreadh, 

Dh’fhag na speuran duinnt’ an ceo. 
Cha bn letir, &e. 

Mar biodh cruaidh losgadh ion Jan ann, 
’San uair is luaithe dh’ iomraiente, 
Air luchd-cuain a b’ ullamh tulgaradh, 
Greasadh ri eluais iorghuille, 
’S na naimhdean dana tilgeadh oirn, 

Mar gharadh tiomcheall oh. 
’S na naimhdean, &c. 

Choinnich iad ’san uisge sinn, 
A tigh’n’ air snamh gu ’n crioslaichean, 
’N uair bheireadh lamhach hristeadh dhuinn 
An duil gu’m baite an tiota sinn, 
Gu stalinneach, lan, niisneachail, 

Gu sgrios as na bliiodh beo. 
Gu stalinneach, &c. 

Choinnich ar fir shomalt iad, 
Le roinn nam piosan guineideach, 
Ma ’n d’fhag an tonn fo T bonnabh sinn, 
Chaill siol na Frainge fuil annta, 
’S am has bha iad a cumadh dhuinn, 

Fhuair pairt diu dh’fhulang broin. 
’S am has, &c. 

Chuir buillean lann le susbaireachd, 
Bho ’n tuinn mar chodlltich thuislidh iad, 
Gach dara crann a tuiteam dhiu, 
Na ’n sineadh sios le ’r cusbaireachd, 
Thuig Frangaich nach fann Thureaich, 

Le ’n cuid lann a mhurt an sloigh. 
Thuig Frangaich, &c. 

Ri iomairt ghoirt na stailinne, 
Bha iomain cas bho ’n traigh orra, 
Gu ’n f bios co’m fear bu taire againn, 
A b’ ullamh lot le saithidhean, 
N am dluthadh ris an araich, 

’S trom a dhruigh ar laid na’m feoil, 
’N am dluthadh. .j'c. 
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'N uair sgaoileadh bh’uainn’s gach aite iad, 
Mar chaoirich’s gille-martainn annt’, 
’S trie a chite fall oirbh, 
Na ruith a dhi a mhalghsteir, 
Bu lionmhor marcach tabhacbdach, 

Le each air traigh gua deo. 
Bu lionmhor, &o. 

Bha’m buidhean rioghail G aclach, 
Gu h-inntinneach, borb, ardanaeh, 
Air thoiseach, mar a b’ abhaist daibh-, 
Gu lotach, piceach, stailinneach, 
Mar nathairichean, gun chairdeas 

Do dh’ aoii namhaid a bha beov 
JNIar nathairichean, &c. 

Tha clann nan eilean aon-sgeulach, 
Co theireadh gu ’ft do chaochail iad? 
’S iad fein an dream nach maol-chluasach, 
’X uair thairnte a mire caonnaig iad, 
Mar bheithir thana craoslacliadh, 

B’ fhior fhaoineis tigh'tt’ ga ’n coirv 
Mar bheithir, &c. 

Mar mhiol-chion sheangs luath-leumnach, 
’Eangach, ineaeh, tuasaideaeh, 
Ri leanailt stri g\m f huafachadh, 
Le siublial’s i a dh’ f huasgail iad, 
Bha Frangaich air an ruagadh, 

’S iad na ’n ruith mar chuain gun treeir, 
Bha Frangaich, 

OR AX 
Ain nr.Ait na H-niburr. 

C’ arson naeh toisichinn sa champa, 
Far na dh fhag mi clanh mo ghaoil, 

Thog sinn taighean Samhraidh ann, 
Le barraeh mheang nan craobh, 

Bu Solas uaibhrcach, ceannard, 
A bhi gluasad ri uchd naimhdean ann, 
’S a dh'aindeoin luaidhe Fhrangach, 

B’ aobhar damsha bin ri ’r taobh. 

Cha chualas ri linn seanachais, 
Ann an cogadh arm na ’n stri, 

Cuig mile-diag eho ainmeil ruibh, 
A tharruinn airm fo ’n Righ; 

B’ aobliar cliu an treun-fhear Albannach, 
A fhuair a chuis ud earbsa ris, 
Nach cubaircan a thearbadh leis, 

Thoirt gniomh nan arm gu crich. 

Dh’iarr e moch di-ciadain, 
’S a’ chiad diagachadh de 'n Mhairt, 

Gach comisari riarachadh, 
Ar biadh a mach oirn tra; 

Rum’ bhi air ar cliathaichean, 
Gu h-ullamh mar a dh’ iarramaid, 
Xacli faodadh iad air chiad-lungaidh, 

Dol eios leis ann sa bhlar. 

’S ann air dir-daoin a dh’f hag sinn, 
Air sar chablach fed air chul, 

Na’m faigheadhmaid rian snamha dhaibh, 
Bu laidir iad na ’r euis ; 

Lean Mac-a-Ghobha* cairdeil ruinn, 
’S gu’m b! fhoghainteach a bhataichean, 
A dh’ aihdeoin gleadhraick namhaid, 

Chum e smaladh air an suil. 

Bha ar ’n ard cheann-feadhna toirteil, 
Ann san am ga ’r propadh suas, 

Bho dbream gu dream ga’m brosnachadh, 
Cha b’ ann le molt na ghruaidh; 

Ghlacadh cuibhle ’n fhortain, 
Ann san laimh nach tionndadh toisgeal i, 
v$ a dhuisgeadh sunnt gu cosnadli dliuinn, 

Mar Fliionn a mosgladh shluaidh. 

Thairtteadh na laoich shomalta 
Na ’n comhlann throma, bhorb, 

Bu tarslach, lamhan, comasach, 
An sradag f honnidh falbh ; 

A g’ ian'aidh aite an cromadh iad, 
Na ’n tugadh namhaid coinneamh dhaibh, 
Gu’m fag-to ’n arach tonn-f huileach, 

Le stailinn thollach bholg. 

Bho nach tionndadh naimh gu casgni’rt, 
Bu din lasair air an deigh, 

’N uair chunnacas gnuis nam Breatunnach, 
B’fhearr casari dhaibh na streup ; 

Thug iad an cul gu tapaidh ruinn, 
A shiubhal gu dlu astaracb, 
A sior dliion an cul le marcaichean, 

Chum lasachadh na’m eeum. 

Bha gillean lughar, sgairleil ann, 
Nach d’ aom le gealtachd riamh, 

Mar dh’ f haodadh iad ga ’n leantain, 
Philleadh caogad each le ’n gniomh; 

Bu smaointean feoin d’a marcaichean, 
Nach feighte daoine ghleaehdadh iad, 
’S na laoich nach feoite chaisleachadh, 

Ga ’n caol ruith mach air sliabh. 

Bu trie an oomhdaeh casgairt sinn, 
Thug sud oirn stad na dha, 

Bln gun eolas ann san astar sin, 
’N duil mhor ri gaisge chaich; 

Dh’ fheuch Ralph gach doigh a chleachda 
lejs, 

’S an dian-te sroil a thaisbeanndh, 
’S a dh’aindeoin seoltachd dh’ fhairtlichoirn, 

An toirt gu casgairt lamh. 

Bha sinn laidir, guineideach, 
Dana, urranta ’san stri, 

Bha iadsan raided, cuireideach, 
Lan thuineachadh’s an tir ; 

Ghabh iitfl aird na monaidhean, 
Gu ’n dh’ fhuair iad aite cothromach, 
’S an dianadh lamhach dolaidh dhuiun, 

Gu ’n toileachadh r’a linn. 

* Sir Sidney Smith. 
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Thairneadh garadh droma Icinn, 
l)e dh' annuinn flionnidli threirv, 

Bho shall' gu sail’ a coinneachadh 
’N tra chromaidh air a ghrein; 

Bu daingean, laidir, corfiasach, 
A jiliairc ga m’ f.hal na bonaidean, 
Cha bu chadal soindi ga ’n comunn, 

’8 each ma ’r coinneasah air a bheinn. 

Stad sinn re na h-oidhche sin, 
Gu leir an chIe* nan arm, 

Bha leannan. fein, gu maighdeannail, 
Fo sgeitli gach saighdear, balbh; 

Na ’n tigeadh feum a a faoineachd orr’, 
’S gu tugte aobhar bruidhne did, 
Bu neamliail a speic phuiseanta, 

Blio ’n bheul bu chkmteaeh sealg^ 

Dh’ earbadh dion an ’n anmanan, 
Ri Albannaich mo ruin 

Fir nach tairnnte cearbarch f>rrar 
’N am tharruinn arm gu eftu; 

Rinn iad a chaithris armailteaeh, 
Gu h-ullamh, ealamh, ealachuinneaeh, 
’8 na ’n deanadh namhaid tairgneaehadh, 

Bha has allabharath ira ’n gnuis, 

,'Sinn ullamh air ar connspagan, 
Gu dol san toir gu dion, 

An treas madainn diag a shonraich iad> 
Le ’r ceannard mor gu ’n fhiamh j 

An da reiseamaid a b’ oige agaian, 
Na Greamaieh agus Gordonaich, 
A ruith gu dian an comhdhail, 

Na bha dortadii leis an t-slvabh, 

■Clio ullamh ris an fhudar, 
A bha dol na smuid ma ’r ceannr 

Ghluais na. gillean lu-chleasach, 
. Air mhire null do ’n ghleann \ 

Thug sinn le teine dubailte, 
Bristeadh as na trupairean, 
Bha Greumaich nan euchd fiughgntach, 

’S cha d’ eisd iad muiseag lann. 

Mar stoirm a b’ iargalt connsachadh, 
A spionadh neoil a's chrann, 

A riasladh fairge moire, 
Gu pianadh sheol’s ga ’n call; 

Cruaidh dian bha buaidli nan Gordonach, 
Bu lionmhor sguab a’s dorlaichean, 
A bhuain iad air a chomhnard, 

Far an tug na sloigh dhaibh ceann. 

Dhluthaich ar n’ arm nrramach, 
Gu h-ullamh air ar eul, 

Lion iad an t-sreath fhulangach, 
Rinn guineideach gu smuis ; 

Bu naimhdeil dian an gunnaireachd, 
A dh’fhag an sliabh ’s.nial fuileach air, 
Bha cuirp na ’n riadhan uireasach, 

Fo ’n ian gun tuille luis. 

’N am propadh ris an namhaid, 
Sinn g’an smaladh ann sa’ chco, 

Las a bheinn mar amhuinn ruinn, 
A barcadh na prais oirn ; 

Shaoil sinn gur h-i Vesuvius* 
A sgain bho bonn le tairneanaich, 
Ainu chaola b’ fhaoineis lanah ridhe, 

’8 craos na chaoir tigh’n’ beo. 

Bha craoslach nan geU-m neimheii', 
Gu breun, aineolach, ’sa cheo, 

A bheist bu treine langhanaich, 
Bn reusan sgreamh do db’ fheoil 

Bu chaillteach dhuinn an dealanach, 
’8 a liughad saighdear bearraideach, 
Bha ’n oidhche sin a mearaehd oirn, 

Gu ’n anam air an toir. 

Dh’ aindeoin a h-ard bhurainich, 
Bha laidir, mttiseath, garbh, 

Ga-b’ oil leis an cuid frUpairean, 
Am bruchdadh rinn an arm; 

Ge d’ flidair siml bc-agan diubhalach, 
A laoghad cha do lub sinii daibh, 
Bu lionmhor marcach cul-donn diu, 

Fo T casan bruite, marbh. 

Thug iad an cnl, ’s cha mhnsladh dhaibh,- 
Chuir casgairt iad na’n teinn, 

Sinn ga’n sgiursadh do’s na fasaichean, 
’8 gach tubh na his a bheinn ; 

Thioundadh gach cuis taitrieach dhuinn, 
Bho bhon a cuil’s a cas-mhulaich, 
Cha d’ fhurich gnuis dhiu gleachda ruinn, 

Nach d’ bhruchd amach na still. 

’S cas a throm an nlaig orra", 
Clio cruaidh’s a clmalas riamh, 

Bha Abercrombie suas riutha, 
Le shluadh a dh’ fhuasgail fial-; 

Mar bhi’dh am baile bhuannaich iad, 
Le ciyiain air a chuartachadh, 
Bha barachd dhiu' ’s na h-uaighichean, 

’8 a dh’ fhuaraich air an t-sliabh. 

Thairneadh garadh laidir, 
’Dh’ arm tabhachdach naeh striochd, 

Ma choinneamh Alexandria, 
Air airdc Abovkier ; 

’N uair rainig sinn an larach sin, 
’8 a dhealaieh mi ri m’ chairdean ann, 
’8 ann ghiulain iad gu m’ bhata mi, 

’8 fuil bhlatb fo’m air an fhiar. 

Tha ’n da Bhaiteal araidh 
An deagh Ghaclig ann am chuimhn’,- 

Cha ’n e ’n treas fear bu tairp, 
’8 math a b’ fhiach e bard ga sheinn; 

Tha mi sa’ cheaird air mhagaran, 
Cha ’n fhilidh- no fear dana mi, 
Na dh’ innis mi cha nar learn e, 

Co chluinneas e’ ait’ an d’ rinn. 

* Vesuvius, poetically rendered Vesarivs, a vol- 
canic mountain near the bay of Naples. The first 
eruption took place in the year 79, when Hercu- 
laneum and Pompeii trere destroyed. 
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ORAN AIR BLAR NA H-OLAIND 

Aik fonn—“Alasdair a Gleanna-Garadh.” 

Aik inios deireannach an fhoghair, 
■ An dara 1'atha, ’s math mo chuimne, 
Ghluais na Breatunnaich bho’n f haiche, 

Dh’ionnsuidh tachairt ris na maimhdean; 
Thug Abercrombaidh taobh na mara 

Dhiu le’n canain, ’s mi ga ’n cluintinn; 
Bha foirneadh aig Mur* gu daingeann, 

Cumail aingil ris na Frangaich. 

ThriaR Alcrcrombnidh’s Mur na feile, 
Le ’n laoicli euchdach, thun a bhaiteil; 

Tharruinn iad gu h-eolach, treubhach, 
Luchd na beurla ri uchd catha; 

X uair a dhiu na li-airm ri clioile, 
Dhubhadh na speuran le ’n deathaich; 

S bu lionmhor fear a bha's an eisdeachd, 
Nach do ghluais lc*is fcin an ath oidhch’. 

Dh’fhag iad sinne mar a b’annsa, 
Fo cheannardachd Mhorair Hunndaidh, 

An t-og smiorail, fearail, naimhdeil, 
X an teannadh ain-neart ga ’r n-ionnsuidh; 

Le bhrataichean siod’ a strannraich, 
Ri ’n cuid crann a dambs’ le muiseag; 

’S na fir a toghairt’s na Frangaich, 
B’ iad mo ruinse ehlann nach diultadh. 

Bha ’n leoghann colgarra gun ghealtachd, 
Le mhile fear sgairteil la’ rninn; 

An Camshronach garg o’n Earrachd, 
Mar ursainn chatha’s na blaraibh; 

Dh’aontaieh sinn mar aon sa bhaiteal, 
Le faobhar lann sgaiteach stailinn; 

Cha bu ghniomh le ’r laoich gun taise, 
Faoineis air an fhaich’ le lamhaich. 

Bhruchd na naimhdean le ’n from ladach, 
Air muin ehaich an aite teine; 

’X uair fhuair Sasunnaich droch charadh, 
Thill iad o’n araich n’ ar coinneamh. 

Ghlaodh Ralph uaibhreach ri chuid armunn 
Greasaibh na Gaeil n’ an coinnidh, 

’S tionndaidh iad an ruaig mar b’ abhaist, 
An dream ardanach, neo-fhoileil. 

Grad air an aghairt’s an araich, 
Ghluais na saighdearan nach pillte; 

Mar iolaire guincach, gun chaoimhneas, 
Xaeh b’fhurasda chlaoidh le mi-mhodh, 

Thug iad sgrios pa’n gathan boisgeach, 
Mar dhealanaich oidhehe dhilinn ; 

Ri sior iomain romp nan naimhdean, 
’S neul na fal’ air roinn am picean. 

X uair a dh’ionndrainn a ehonnspuinn 
Morair Gordon o uchd buailte; 

’f> a chual iad gu’n robh e leointe, 
Dh uraieh iad le deoin an tuasaid; 

• * General Sir John Moore. 

Mar mhaoim do thuil nam beann mora, 
Bruchdadh bho na neoil mu’r guaillean, 

Lean iad ad ruaig le cruaidh spoltaeh, 
Gu fuilteach, mor bhuilleach, gruamach. 

Bha camshronaich an tus a chatha, 
Air an losgadh mar an cianda; 

Leonadh an Ceann-feodhna sgairteil, 
Ri comhraig bhaitcalach a liath e; 

’S ged sonruichte a sheal iad an dearcag, 
’S an fheoil nach taisich le fiamhachd; 

Mu’n chrom a ghrian fo cleoc-taisgte, 
Fhaidh sinn air an ais na fiachan. 

God’ bha na Rioghalaich bho Albainn, 
Xa fir ninmeil, mheamnach, phriseil, 

Fada bhuainn ri uair a gharbh chath, 
’S buaidh a b’ ainm dhaibh ri uchd mldi- 

tean; 
Ghreas iad air aghaidh gu colgail, 

’X uair a chual iad stoirm nam picean; 
Mo creach! luchd nam breacan balla-bhrcac, 

Bin le lasair marbh na’n sineadh. 

Tha na Frangaich math air teine, 
Gus an teannar goirid uapa; 

’S an mar sin a fhrois iad Mnne, 
Ri deich mionaidean na h-uarach; 

Ach, ’n uair dh’fhaod ar laoich gun tioma, 
Dliol an aite buille bhualadh, 

Bha roinn nan ^tailinne biorach, 
Sathadh guineideach muJn tuairmse. 

Gu’m hi sin an tuairmse smiorail, 
Chinnteach, amaiseach, gun dearmad; 

Thug na leoghainn bhorba, nimheil, 
Bu cholgail scalladh fo’n arniaibh; 

Ri sgiursadh naimhdean mar fhalaisg, 
A’s driuchdan fallais air gach calg dhiu ; 

’S bha Frangaich a bruchdadh fala, 
’S an cul ri talamh sa ghainmhich. 

Mar neoil fhuilteach air an riasladh, 
Le gapth a b’iargalta seideadh ; 

Ruitli nam baidibh ceigeach, lia’-ghlas, 
An deigh an cliathadh as a cheile : 

Chite na naimhde gun riaghailt, 
Teicheadh gu dian o uchd streupa; 

’S iad a leaghadh air am biakhaobh. 
Mar shneachd am fianais na grei(nc. 

Ged’ a phill sinn o ar duthaich, 
Cha d’ mhill sinn air cliu an cruadal 

Bha sinn gach latfaa ga’n sgiursadh, 
Mar chaorich aig cu ga’n ruagadh. 

Dh’aindeoin an cuid sloigh gun chunntas, 
Tigh’n o’n Fhraing as ur ga’r bualadh, 

Bu leisg ar gaisgieh gu tionndadh, 
’X uair a chord an L)iuc ri’n uaislean. 

'X uair chuireadh am baiteal seachad, 
’S a dh-aireadh ar gaisgich tbreubhach, 

Blia ioma Gael’s an deachaidh 
Le miad am braise’s an streupa. 
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Full a ruith air lotaibh frasaeli, 
Bho luchd nam breacanan feilidh, 

’Si sior thaomadh leis na glacan— 
’S truagh! nach dh’fhaod ar gaisgich 

eirigh. 

’S bocbd gun sian orra bho loaighe. 
On a bha iad cruaidh ’na’n nadur, 

Fulangaeh gu dliol san tuasaid, 
Guineideach ’miair ghluaist’ an ardan, 

Cha robh math d’an namhaid gluasad, 
Dh’iarraidh buaidh orra’s na blaraibh, 

Chaill iad air an traigh seachd uairean, 
Tuilleadh’s na bha bhuain ’san araich. 

’Nis o’n chuir iad sinn do Shasunn. 
Ghabhail ar cairtealan geamhraidh, 

Far am faigh sinn leann am pailteas, 
Ged’ tha Mac-na-praisich gann oirn 

Olar leinn deoch-slainte’ Mliarcuis— 
Ar gualann thaice’s ar Coannard; 

Tha sinn cho nllamh’s a ait leis, 
Dhion a bhrataichean bho ainneart. 

Fete Various spnriouB editions of this unri- 
valled piece have been published in difi'ereut col- 
lections of Gaelic Poems- It is now printed 
genuine, for the first time, from the poet's own 
MS.; and never, perhaps, did poet’s lay com 
memorate prowess in more graphic and burning 
language. 

AN DUBH-GHLEANNACII. 
Latha dhomli ‘s mi ‘n cois na traghad 
Chuala mi caismeachd nan Gael, 
l)h’ aithnicli'mi meoir grinn a Bhrathaich, 
Air siunnsair nr bu lughor gairieh, 
A‘s thuig mi gu‘n a ghluais an t-armunn. 
Fear tbogail nan tur nasal,* statoil. 

Si'n Dubh-GMcannach a bh‘ ann! 
Ho ro ghcalladh, na co chuireadh i, 
—Trow, oirre '■scinn 

Bu mhiann learn sunnt nam port eallanta, 
Bu chonnabhftllaeh urlar a‘s gcarraidhean, 
Dionach, lugbor, dlu, neo-mhearachdach— 
Tionndadb nan siubhlaichean caithreamaob, 
Bhnisgeadh lugh na smuis’s na carraidean, 
Duthcbas nan lann du-ghorm tana dhuibh. 

Si'-n JDubh-GAleannach, Ac. 

Dbirich mi ‘m bruthach le h-eibbneas, 
Dh'eisdeachd ri failte righ Seumas, 
Chunna’ mi‘n Druimineacb dhubh, ghlensda, 
Cuir fa-sgaoil a b-aodaich breid-ghil. 
Air machair ndiin, sgianihach, reidhleach. 
Mar steud cruitheach—‘s i’ cuir reise. 

Si‘n Dubh-Ghleannach, S;c. 

*This song was composed on tlie pleasure-boat 
of Alex. McDonald, Esq., of Glenaladnle, wlio 
endeared himself to iiie countrymen by tlie ceno- 
taph he erected for Prince Charles Stuart in Glen- 
finnan. 

Chunna’ mi ‘n Druimineach dhubh, dheal- 
bhach. 

Long Alnsdair ghlinnich nan garbh-chrioch. 
Mar steud rioghail air bbarr fairge, 
Togail bho thir le sieda balla-bhreac, 
Suaicheantas riogbail na b-Alba, 
Ghluaiseadh na miltean gu fearra-ghleus. 

Si'n Dubh-Ghleannach, fyc. 

‘Nuair ghabhaidh i‘m fuaradh na sliasaid, 
‘S gualla ‘n fhasgadh chasadh dian ris, 
Ghearradh i‘n linn’ air a fiaradh, 
‘N aghaidh gaoithe, sid a‘s lionaidh, 
Dh’ eignich i Conan an diarrais, 

leum i air iteig mar ian as! 
Si'n Dubh-Ghleannach, Jx- 

‘Nuairgheibheadh i cliatbaich fo fhars’neachd, 
Soirbbeas na sliasaid ga brosnaclid, 
Mar shiu‘ladh mial-chu bras-astrach, 
Na ruith air sliabh a^s fiadh air thoiscach, 
I direadh nan tonn hath *s ga‘n sgoltadh, 
Shnaitheadh i iad mar iarunn locrach. 

Si'n Dubh-Ghleannach, £c. 

Mhionnaich Neptune agus JEolus, 
Bho n’ ehaidh gaoth a’s cuan fo‘n ordugh, 
Nach do mhaslaicheadh cho mor iad 
Bho linn na h-Airc a blia aig Noah, 
Gu robh ‘n righ is airde comhnadh, 
Dion ‘s a sabhaladh Chloinu-Domhnuill ! 

Si'n Dubh-Ghleannach, Ac. 

Bha Neptune agns JEolus eudmhor— 
Dh-iarr iad builg nan stoirm a sheideadh 
Dh-ordaich iad gach bord dlvi reubadh, 
‘S na siuil a stracadh na‘m breidean, 
Le borb-sgread a‘s lead na reub-ghaoith, 
‘Cuir siaban thonn na steoll ‘s na speuran : 

Si'n Dubk-Ghleannach, Ac. 

Thoisich ur-spairn cliruaidh mar dh’iarr iad, 
Chruumicb neoil dhubha na h-iarmailt, 
Na‘n trom-lnirichean dlu iargalt’, 
‘S iad a trusadh surd ‘sa lionadh 
Mar dhorch smuid a fuirneis iaruinn, 
Gu bruchadh stoirm bha garbh a‘s iiadhaich.. 

Si'n Dubh-Ghkanncch, Ac. 

‘N earalas fo laimh air gabhaidh 
Chuir sibh au ceann i gu dana; 
Gach eupall a5® stagh an robh failinn— 
Sparradh buill thaghta n‘an aite; 
Slabhraidhean canach air faraidh, 
Theannaich sibh gu daingean laidir. 

Si'n Dubh-GMeannach, See. 

Bheartaieh iad gach ball neo-chearbach, 
Ullamh, deas gu gleachd ri fairge; 
Tharruinn i le gaoith an earra-dheas 
Ghlac i ‘n caol fo’ taobh ‘s bu doirbh e, 
‘S ged bba Neptune saoithreaoh, stoirmeil, 
Mhaslaich an saobh-shruth ‘s an dorch el 

Si'n Dubh-Ghleannach, Ac- • 
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Xochd an dubhair gnuis gun chaoimhneas, 
Sgaxjileadh euirtearan na h-oidhche: 
Sgioba na h-iubhraich an gainntir 
On’ ekiad duil gu cuv Dun-aoibhneis 
Phaisg iad trian gacli siuil gu teann-chruaidb, 
A‘s las iad ri eairt-iuil na coinnleaa. 

Si‘n Du.bh.-Ghlean.nach, j'c. 

lomradh slan do Chaiptein Alas lair, 
Le sgioba tabhaclidacii, bearraideach, 
Ba mhiann leam failt’ ur cairdean dealai’ 

dkuibh. 

Calla seamb bho ghabhadh mharanan, 
Coinnidh bkaigkeil bhlatk gach caraid dhuibb, 
Pogbhurmathar, raima ‘s bhurleaunan duibk. 

Si‘n Dubh-Ghleannach, S[c. 

Cbaidh rigk na« soirbheas gu dhulan, 
Aig miad na strannaraich ‘s na li-upraid; 
Dh-fkosgail na builg air an eulthaobh, 
Mun gann a fkuair iad an dunadh, 
Bha Maigkdeaun nam Mor-bbeann cuirtei!, 
An acarsaid fo shroin na dutheba! 

Si*n Dubh-Ghleannach, SfC. 

AM BARD-CON ANACH. 

Donalti McDonald, commonly called Am Bard-Conanach, or tlic Stratliconnon 
Bard, was born in StratHconnoa, Ross-shire, in the year 1780. Owing probably to 
the secluded situation of his native glen, and the supineness of his parents, who 
■deemed education of no essential importance to enable a man to get through the 
world, or, at least, thought one might weather through tolerably well without it, he 
got no English education, but could read Gaelic. The wild and romantic scenery 
of bis birth-place, with its characteristic exuberance of rock, wood, and water, was 
well calculated to inspire his breast at an early age with those poetical leanings, which, 
at a more advanced period, transpired in glowing verse. Highlanders; especially 
in his younger days, never dreamed of training their children up to any useful 
trade; the oldest son was invariably recognised as his father’s legitimate successor 
in his little form ;—and the other, or junior members of the family, generally got 
possession of similar pendicles. Thus they married and got themselves established 
in the world—strangers to the promptings of ambition, and free from the cares, tur- 
moils, and solicitudes of their more affluent neighbours, the Lowlanders, 

Donald M‘Donald earned his livelihood as a sawyer; an employment that probably 
suggested itself as being more immediately productive of pecuniary aid than any 
other common in his country. 

Having spent a number of years at the saw in his native glen, he removed to the 
town of Inverness, where he established himself as a regular sawyer. Like many 
other sons of genius and song, M'Donald was of a convivial disposition and warm 
temperament. He committed some youthful indiscretions which had drawn down 
upon him the combined wrath of his friends and the Kirk Session, and he has not 
left us in the dark as to the measures which were adopted against him. His parents 
dreading that he would elope with a, young girl, who was reported to be in a state 
of pregnancy by him, had recourse to the severe measure of putting him in “ durance 
vile.” But, although they succeeded in frustrating his every attempt to do justice 



SAR-0BA1R NAM BARD GAELACH. 312 

to his paramour, they failed to improve the morals of their aberrant son. He ulti- 
mately married a young girl, a country-woman of his own, of the name of McLen- 
nan, with whom he enjoyed a groat share of connubial happiness. 

The first of the two songs wo annex to this notice, ho composed in Edinburgh,, 
upon witnessing the demonstrations of joy which took place upon hearing the result 
of the battle of Alexandria. It is a triumphant piece, and a very respectable effort, 
exhibiting, as it does, no mean poetical talents. The other is equally gbod in its 
way. All his poems were arranged and taken down in manuscript preparatory to 
their being printed, but our author was seized with Cholera in the year 1832, 
which terminated his mortal career. The intention 'of publishing was consequently 
relinquished for the time, nor have we heard of any measures having been adopted 
to resume it. 

M‘Donald was of a middle-sized stature—active and cheerful. He was an excel- 
lent companion, and much liked by his acquaintances. 

ORAN DO BHONIPAKT. 

Latha eoilleir samhraidh dliomh. 
Air cabhsairean Dhun-eideann, 

Girm faca mi na brataicbean, 
A lasadh ris a ghrein ann, 

Clmala mi na gunnaidhean, 
A‘s dh’ fhuirich mi ga‘n eisdeachd, 

‘S mac-talla bh'anns na creagan, 
A’ toirt’ freagairt dhaibh le eibhneas. 

‘Nuair sheall mi air gach taobh dliiom, 
Feadh na duthcha fad ‘s bn leirdomh, 

Bba ceol ‘sna li-uile taigh a bh’ ann, 
‘S tein-aighear air na sleibhtean. 

On chualas aims na Gasaidean 
‘S gach aite bid ga leughadh; 

Gun deach’ an ruaig air Bonipart 
S an onair aig a Gkreumach. 

‘S lionmhor bratach Albanaach, 
Tha ballach, batla-bhreac, boidheach, 

Tha eadar a chrioch Shusunnach, 
Gu ruige taigh lain-Ghrota, 

Fir laidir, shunntadh, thogarrach, 
Nach ob a dhol an ordugh 

Gu dol an coinneamh Bhonipart, 
Chuir onair air righ Seoras. 

C'aite biodh na h-Albannaich ? 
Duin’ uaisle calma, treubhach, 

Fir skunntach, shanntach, thogarraeh, 
Na seoid nach obadh eiridh, 

Aeh on nach fin laimhe leo, 
Do bhas a thoirt ie treun-bheirt, 

‘S an tiiilg lad air sgeir thraghad thu, 
‘S gu‘m basaieh thu chion beidh ann. 

Ach ‘s beag leam sud mar phianadh ort— 
‘S a mhiad sa rinn thu dh’ eacoir. 

Ach leir-sgrios nan delch plaighean, 
A bh’ air Pharoh anns an Eipheid; 

Gu‘i. laidh iad air do chraiceann, 
Gu do shnicadh as a cheile, 

‘S gu‘n chunnt’ air falbh deich miP thu, 
A’s mi fhin a bhi ga t-eisdeachd. 

‘S tu cbaill do naire, ‘nuair 
A bha thu ann an dochas. 

Gun leige sinn do Shasuinn thu, 
Ged’ gblac thu bhuain Hanobher, 

Ach cuiridh sinne dhachaigh thu, 
S seachdnar air do thoireachd, 

S mar toir thn grad do dhaoine leat 
Cha ruig a b-aon diu beo thui 

Nach saol thu nach bu ladorn dhut 
Bhi bagairt air righ Deorsa, 

An cual thu fear chuir aodainn air 
Nach daor a phaigh e ghoraich, 

. Ge do choisinu ainneart dhut 
An Fhraing a chuir fo t-ordugh, 

‘S e t-amhaich a bbeir dioladh ann 
Le tobha smoblita corcaich. 

‘Nuair thig am morair Sleibhteach ort, 
‘S na ceudan do Chlann-Domhnuill, 

Mar sud a‘s Mac-‘Ic-Alasdair, 
Ghlinn-garaidh agus Chnoideirt, 

‘Nuair thogas iad am brataichean, 
‘S an gaisgich a chuir coladli 

0! c’ait’am faod thu t-fiialaoh orr’ 
Mar sluig an talanah beo thu! 

Ma ciii iad aona bhaoisgeadh dhiot 
Bidh greim ac’ air do sgornan, 

‘S chan’ eil de dh‘eich na dhaoin’ agad 
Na shaoras tu bho meoirean. 
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Get! dh-eireadh na deich legonan, 
Bh’aig Ceasav aims au Roimh leat, 

Cha‘n f haothaich iad air t-amhaich 
A‘s na lamhan aig Clann-Domhnuill. 

‘Nuair tliig Mac-Choinnicli Bhratliain ort, 
Le cheathairn’ de dliaoin’ uaisle, 

Sud a bhratach aigeantach 
Le cabar an daimh ghruamaich, 

Cha tar thu na bheir pilleadh orr’ 
A cbruinneaehadh mu‘n cuairt-daibh, 

‘A'uair ruigeas fir Chinn-taile 
Co an geard a chumas bhuath thu ? 

‘Nuair thig an cinneadh Frisealach, 
Tha fios gur daoine borb iad, 

Gu‘n reacbadh iad tro theine 
Le Mac-Shimidh mor na Moraioh. 

Cha tar thu na bheir pilleadh 
Air na fir ud ‘nuair bhios colg orr’, 

‘3 ged reacha tu fo‘n talamh 
‘S e mo bhaireil gu‘m bi lorg ort. 

‘Nuair a thig Mac-an-Toisich, 
Le sheoid ort a Srath-Eireann, 

Mar sud agus fir Chluainidh, 
Is iad uil’ an guaile cheile 

Ma gheibh an cat na chrubhan thu, 
Le dhubhanan beag’ geura. 

Ge l bhiodh each air bheagan dhiot 
Bidh aige-sa cheud fein dhiot. 

Tha Clann-an-Ab’ a bagairt ort, 
‘S iad o cheann fad an deigh ort, 

‘S na gheibh iad ann am fagus dut, 
Gur grad a bheir iad leum ort, 

Bristidh iad do bhrataichean, 
Na spealtan as a cheile, 

‘S bi‘dh tus an sin na d’ starsaich ann, 
Fo chasan nam fear gleusda! 

Tha Gordonach an toir ort, 
‘S chan’ eil boo na ni do thearnadh, 

‘Nuair dh-eireas morair Hunndaidh, 
Le fhearabh iomi^iicht, laidir, 

On se fein a‘s coirneal, 
Air na seoid ga‘m buin buaidh-larach : 

‘S e chanas sinn gu bicheanta 
An da-fhichead a‘s na dha riu. 

Ach cuimhnich thus a chcathairne, 
Chuir latha Fontenoi, 

‘S a sheasadh ams an araich, 
As each a chuir air fogar, 

Chi thu nis san Fhraing iad 
Fo chomannda mhorair Gordoin, 

Se ni do lamhsa dh’ f heum dhut. 
An reusar chuir ri d’ sgornan. 

Tha Rosaich agus Rothaich, 
‘S iad ro choimheach dhut le cheile, 

Ma gheibh iad ma do chomhair 
Gabh mo chomhairle ‘s thoir thu fein as! 

Ach ma chi thu ‘m firean 
Tigh’n’ le sgriob ort as na speuran, 

Na gheibh i ann na crubhanan 
Grad luthaig oirre fein e. 

‘Nuair chruinnicheas na gaisgich, 
Thig bho Apuinn-Mhic-Ian-Stiubhairt 

Sliochd nan righrean Abannach, 
l)a‘n tig na h-airm a rusgadh, 

Co bheireadh taire dhaibh 
Nach faigheadh paigheadh dubhailt, 

‘S ma gheibh iad ann an sas thu, 
Gu brach chan fhaic thu d’ dhuthaich. 

‘Nuair chruinnicheas Clann-Ionmhuinn, 
Cha slior a dol ‘san uspairn, 

‘S mithich dhut bhi tiomnadh, 
‘Nuair tha ‘n t-iomraidn iad a dusgadh, 

Ma dh-eireas dhut gun tachair sibh, 
‘S gun faic iad thu le‘n suilean, 

Sid na fir a chaitheas, 
Anus an adhar na do smuid thu. 

Tha Caimbeulaich cho naimhdeil dut, 
‘S iad sauntach air do mharbhadh, 

A Diuc tha ‘n Earraghael, 
Agus morair ard Bhraid-Albann 

C’ait am beil na thearnas tu, 
‘S na h-armuinn ud a sealg ort, 

‘S ceart cho math dhut faladair 
A charadh ri do shealabhan! 

‘Nuair a thig Clann-Ghriogair ort 
‘S neo-chliobach a chuir ruaig iad, 

‘S fir iad nach gabh pilleadh 
Le teine no le luaidhe, 

Le‘n gairdean laidir, smiorail, 
‘S le lannan biorach, oruaghach, 

‘S ma chi iad fad na h-oirleich dhiot, 
Cha bheo na chumas bhuat iad. 

Thig Siosalaich Srath-ghlas ort 
Na‘n laisgairean man cuairt dhut, 

Le lannan geur a chinn-aisnich 
Tarsuinn air an cruachan, • 

‘Nuair thoisicheas na gaisgich ud. 
Air tarruinn as an truaillean 

Chi thu do chuid brataichean, 
Ga srachadh ma do chluasan! 

Thig Mac’-IU-Lean Dhubhaird ort 
‘S gur subhach ni e greim ort, 

Le dhaoine laidir lu-chleasach, 
Nach diult a la no dh-oidhche, 

Ni iad sin do sgiursadh-sa 
Gu ouil an ajte slaighteir, 

‘S theid thu air do gliluinean daibh 
‘Nuair chi thu ‘gnuis an saighdear 

An sin thig ort na Camshronaich, 
Fir laidir, ainmeant, eolach, 

Da thaobh Loch-iall a‘s Arasaig, 
As chaisteal Inbher-Lochaidh, 

‘Nuair a thig na saoidhean sin 
Bu math gu straoiccadh feola. 
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Cha mhios air pronnadh mlmllach iad, 
‘S bu glma leo fail a dhortadh. 

Thig Mac-Neill a Bara ort 
Lc dhaoine falain finealt, 

Daoinc blieir a fiehead dhiubh, 
Bristeadh a‘s na miltean, 

Baoisgidh iad mar dhealanach, 
Ri oidhche sbalach dhile, 

‘S m‘an teid tjiu ceart na t-fhaireachadh 
—Bidh ainn’eart mar a‘s tir ort. 

Thig Clann-an-t-Shaoir a Cruachan ort 
Na fir ‘s an ruaig nach diobradh, 

Ab am dol anns an ckabhaig, 
Sud na gallanan nach pillte, 

Sliochd nan Gllel cruadalach, 
Bu dual daibh a bhi dileas, 

Gu dol.an coinneamh Bhonipart, 
Chuir onair air an rioghachd. 

‘Nuair chruinncheas Clann-Fhiunnlaidh, 
Na fir shunntach tha gun eislean, 

Bheir iad tha gu cunntais. 
As na dh’ iunnsaich tha de dh’ eucoir, 

C’ait’ am bail de Fhrangaich 
Na cheannsaicheas lo sreup iad, 

‘S gun tugadh iad gu ciosachadh, 
Na miltean leis na ceudan. 

Thig fathast diuc Mhontroise ort, 
Le fhearabh mor an deigh ort, 

‘S ann an sin thig an dorain ort 
‘Nuair thoisicheas na Greumaich 

‘S an t-aon fhear tha ri t-aodainn, 
‘S e daonnann cuir retreat ort, 

Cha‘n fhad’ gu‘m bi do cheann aige, 
Ri crann mas e thoil thin e. 

Guidheamaid buaigh-larach, 
Leis na Gaeil anns gach teugbhail, 

Toil inntinn aig ar cairdean 
‘S gach namhaid a bhi geilleadh, 

Mar chuala mis a chaiseamachd 
Bha taitneach learn ri eisdeachd, 

Air latha soilleir samhraidh 
‘S mi air cabhsairean Dhun-eideann. 

ORAN D’A LEANAN. 

[Ague sgeul’ a bhi air a thogail gun robh i tor- 
rach aige, ’s e ’g innaeadh clio math ’sa bhiodh e 
dh’ i ged a b’ fhior mar chaidhaithris.J 

Fhuair mi sgeula modi an de, 
’S cha deach’ mi ’n eis ri chluinctinn, 

’S cha tug mi geill nach deanainn feum, 
Le gaol do ’n te mu ’u d’ innseadh, 

‘S cha toir mi fuath dh’ i, ‘s beag mo luaidh 
air 

Ged a fhuair mi cinnt air. 

‘Sa dh’ aindeoin cruadal ga ‘n toir cuairt sinn, 
Gheibh sinn bhuainn ri tim e. 

A ghruagach dhonn, ma dh’ fhas thu trom, 
Tha mis, air bhonn nach diobair, 

Gu ‘n seas mi thu, air bhialthaobh cuirt, 
‘S cha ‘n ann an duil do dhiteadh, 

Tha mi air bheachd gu ‘n seas mi ccart, 
Ge d’ bheir am Parson cis diom, 

‘S gu ‘m paighinn daor air ra do ghaoil, 
Na ‘n tarainn saor ‘sa ‘n tim so. 

Gu ‘m paighinn daor gu t-fhagail saor, 
Mu ‘n leiginn t-aodann narach’, 

Fa chomhair cuirt mar fhasan ur, 
‘S nach robh e ‘n run do naduir, 

Cha n’ eil mi ‘n dul thu dhol na ‘n luib, 
Mur tig a chuibhle cearr oirnn, ' 

‘S ma chumas airgcid thu o chis, 
Gu ’n seas mi t hin na t-aite. 

Gur fad a rachainn ann ad leitksgeul, 
Gu do sheasamh cliuiteach, 

•S ghabhainn uileadh orm an scisoin, 
■ Gu d’ leith-trom aghiulan, 

‘S ged chumadh iad mi ann gun lasadh, 
Gus an at mo shuilean, 

Mar diobair ceartas mi, cha ‘n fhaicear, 
Chaoidh thu ac’ fu mhuiseag. 

Ach ‘s truadh ! nach robh mi agus tu, 
Dol fo na siuil do dh-Eirinn, 

Na thir eile ‘s faide buainn, 
Nach d’ ruig air suaimhneas fheutainn, 

‘S truagh nach faicinnse bhi seoladh, 
A‘s sinn air bord le cheile, 

.Gun duil a chaoidh thigh’n’ air ar ‘n.eolas, 
Do‘n Roinn-Eorp na dheigh sin ! 

Ach cia mar ‘s urrainn domh bhi beo, 
‘S cho mar sa thug mi speis dut ? 

Na cia mar dh’ fhaodas mi bhi stoilte 
‘S mi gun choir air t-fheutainn ? 

Ged fhaighinn airgead na Roinn-Eorpa, 
Agus or na h-Euphaid, 

Cha chumadh e mi sm# car uaire, 
S tu bhi bhuam guu sgeul ort. 

Ach cuis mo chruadail, ‘s faide bhuam, 
An diugh da uair na ‘n do thu ! 

S ma leanas tu mar sin air luaths, 
■ Gu ‘m bi sinn cuairt bho cheile, 

Ach ma thionndas tu do shlios rium, 
‘S fiosrach mi mar dh’ eireas, 

Gur gearr an uin a thamhas tu, 
‘Nuair thig do chul na dheigh sin. 

Mas e gun chuir thu rium do chul • 
Ann an duil mo threigsinn, 

Gus an cuir iad mi ‘sa ‘n uir 
Cha dean mi turn ad dheighse; ' 

Cia mar dh’ fhaodas mi bhi saor, 
‘S nach dean an saoghal feum dhomk? 

Mo chridh air fhalach lo do ghaol, 
Gun duil a chaoidh ri fheutainu. 
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Tha gaol nam boireannach o ‘n oige. 
Mar an ceo ’sa cheitean, 

Laidhidh e ri madaiun dhriuchd, 
Ri lar cho dlu’s nach leirdhuinn, 

Chi mi ’n t-adhar a’s an beanntan, 
Dol an ceann a cheile, 

Ach sgaoilidh e ii uin ro ghearr, 
Gun fhios cia ‘n t-ait’ an teid e. 

Gur mor a bh' agam ort do mheas, 
‘S cha tug mi fios do chach air, 

‘S o ‘n is beairt e tha gun fhios, 
Cha ‘n innis mis gu brach e, 

Gu‘m beil an sean-fhaeal o shinnsear’, 
Tigh‘n gu cinnt an drasda— 

“ Gur faide bhuam an diugh na ‘n do, 
A bhean nach d’ fhcud mi thaladh.” 

Cha ‘n eil mo chadal domh ach ciuirt 
‘S cha ‘n eil mo dhuisg ach cianail, 

Cha n’ eil an chair dhomh ach cradh, 
‘S cha n’ fheairrde mi bhi diamhain, 

Cha dean laidhe dhomh ach creuchdan, 
‘S cha toir eiridh dhiom iad, 

Cha toir asdar mi gu slainte, 
‘S cha ‘n fhasa tamh no gniomh dhomh. 

Ged a tha mi ‘n so ‘sa ghleann, 
Cha b’ e bhi ann a V fhearr learn, 

‘S mar b’ e cruaidhead mo chomannd, 
Bu luath mo dheann ga fhagail, 

Gur fada ‘n aimsir tha o ‘n uair, 
A chualas bhi ga radhainn, 

Gur cruaidh an reachd a bhi fo smachd, 
‘S bidh mise nochd mur tha mi! 

Cha b’ e chuis bhi nochd an glais, 
Na ‘n tiginn aisde a maireach, 

Ach bhi ‘s na fiabhrais fad sheachd bliadhna, 
Gun la riamh dhiu tearuinnt; 

Cha robh uair gun chuartach ur dhomh, 
Gur ciuirte rinn iad m’ fhagail, 

Nis o ‘n lagaich iad mo phearsa, 
Tha mo sgairt air failinn ! 

AM BARD SGIATHANACH. 

Donald M’Leod, commonly called the “Skye Bard," was born in the parish of 
Dimness, Isle of Skye, about the year 1785. His parents were in humble circum- 
stances, and consequently unable to give him an extended education : but, whether 
by self-application, or otherwise, he acquired a tolerable knowledge of the Gaelic 
language. 

In the year 1811 he published an octavo volume—consisting of all his own com- 
positions and a few poems, -the productions of other bards, ancient and modem. 
"We cannot, however, say that with the exception of a few pieces, either the original 
or selected poems, which it contains, are of a high order. Our author was little 
more than twenty years when he “came out;” the manhood of his mind was not 
fully formed; neither reading nor society had ripened his judgment, or refined his 
taste; and we are convinced, had he profited by the sage admonition of Pope, and 
left “ his piece for seven years,” that the character of his book would be far differ- 
ent from what it is. 

Donald M‘Leod possesses a fine and delicate musical ear, and so fastidious has 
he proved himself in the nice discrimination of sounds, that, to preserve the smooth- 
ness, cadence and harmony of Sis pieces, original and select, he actually interpolated 
them with words of no meaning, or, at least, paid no attention to grammatical rules, 
but took the cases, tenses and numbers, as it suited his convenience. 

In the year 1829 he travelled the Highlands, taking in subscriptions for a new 
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work, the prospectus of which is now before us, and promises a “ correct history of 
Galum-Cille, Coinneach Odhar, Am Britheamh Leoghasach agus an Taoitear- 
Saileach, from the cradle to the grave.” But whether he failed in the attempt of 
publication, or was otherwise diverted from his object, we cannot say ; but the pro- 

jected volume never made its appearance. This is much to be regretted, for, from 
the impression made on our minds by M‘Leod’s talents and legendary lore when we 
saw him in 1828, we are perfectly warranted in saying that it would amply recom- 
pense a perusal. Few men could speak the Gaelic with greater fluency and correct- 
ness than our author, and there was an archness about him which set off his story 
and witticism in an admirable light. 

Shortly after the period of which we w’rite, the Skye Bard emigrated to America, 
and of his history or adventures in the western hemisphere, we know nothing. He 
returned to his native country last harvest, and set up as a merchant in Glendale, 
near Dunvegan. 

His two pieces here given are not destitute of poetic merit. Indeed they possess 
some genuine strokes of grandeur, which entitle them to a place among the produc- 
tions of poets of higher pretensions and fame. M’Leod possesses within him the 
elements of true poetic greatness; and these are brought into fair play, under 
auspicious circumstances, it is within the compass of possibilities that he may yet 
take his stand amongst the first class of the minstrels of his country. 

ORAN DO REISEAMAID MHIC-SHIMIDH, 

CEANN-CINNIDII NAM FRISEALACH SA’ BHLIADHNA, 1810. 

An am uracha’ f hacail domh, 
’S cunntas thoirt seachad, 
Air cliuteachadh fhasain 

Nan gaisgeach tlia ’n trathsa 
Air tiunndaidh a steach oirn, 
Gu lu-chleasach, aigeantach, 
Lubht’ ann am breacain, 

’S paiste ann an sgarjait; 
Is cliuteach a bbratach, 
To’n cunntar air faiche sibli, 
Thoir leam nach bu chaidribh, 

Ur tachaird le damhair; 
Is dlu dha na chasas riubh 
Tiunndadh le masladli, 
Na’n nine bln paisgte, 

1'o’r casan sa’n araich, 

Cha churam dha’n aitribh, 
An dumblaich ar Caipteinean, 
’S dlu dhaibh an t-achdsa, 

Bheir casg’ as an namhaid; 
Le iunnsaidii nam bagraidean, 
1'udar na lasraichean, 
Dlu dhaij^h cha’n fliaighear 

Na bhagras air pairt’ dhiubh; 
An cul-thaobh cha ’n fhaicear, 
A tiunndadh le gealtachd, 
Cho dlu’s ga’m bi’m feachd 

A bhios aca mar namhaid, 
’N am rusgadh nan glas-lann, 
Eiodh cunntas gun astar, 
‘S croinn ruiste gun bhratach 

Ga’n stailceadh tb‘n sailean. 

Cha ’n eil cunntas air fasain 
IVn chrun th’aig Hi Shasuinn, 
Nach eil ionnsaicht’ am pearsa, 

Na th’aca de dh’aireamh, 
Is muirneach ri’m faicinn iad, 
’S cluiteach ri’n claistinn iad, 
’S lughmhor an casan, 

’Sa’s brais an’ cath-lamh iad, 
’S aluinn an crisleachadh, 
Sgabafdach, biodagach, 
Stailinneach, pistealach, 

Slios-lannach, dearsach; 
Sgarlaiteach, leisichte, 
An caradli fo itean, 
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Tlmg stataclian meas dhaibh, 
Nach fiosraich mo chanan. 

Tha Lovr.i’s a dhaingheamij 
Na sholas dha’n f hcarailil, 
An deonaich iad fanntuinn, 

Nan gearasdain laidir; 
’S n'.or-chtliseacb, ccannasadt 
’S stroilde ro’n tarruitin iad,- 
’S neoil an cuid lannan, 

Mar lainnir an sgathain; 
A’s feidh nan ceann cabrach 
A leumnaich mar bbradain,- 
A beueail, ’s a plabraieh, 

Ri eaismeachd an lamhaieh} 
Miann lein-inm is claisneachd 
An’ eisdeachd, ’s am faicinn, 
'S binn gleoraich an caismeachd 

A s Leach air na sraideaiii 

O! dhaoin’ nach fac iad, 
’S beag ionghna a chleachd sibhj 
I\lar gaoirich sibh’m fadaj 

Gu’m faicinn an caradh, 
An’ caochla’ gu beachdaidh, 
Bho ’n aodainn gu’n casan, 
Cho aontach dha ’n fliacal, 

Cha ’n fliacas air laraich; 
’S piob mhor a cliaol-mhuineilj 
A lirigeadh luinneig, 
Tro ibhiri cuimir, 

A's ribheictean spainteach) 
Siod na chuir uimpe, 
’S gfloraicii a h-uinneagj 
A’g innseadh dha ’n drunia’ 

Mar ehuireas i faiite. 

Bi’dh slainnte Mhie-Shimidh, 
Na cairdeas dha’ ehinneadh, 
Sa‘n t-al nach do ghineadh) 

Bidh sireadh roi’ chach orr’j 
’S ard ann an spiorad e, 
’S laidir an’ gillean e, 
’S barf air an t*shiorachd e, 

’S teine e liach smalair, 
’S garadh ro ghioraig c, 
Sabhaladh cinnedh e, 
Slaintc bho thinneas e, 

’S tuilleadh air aird air! 
Bho ’n thar e mar ghibhteafi, 
An aird’s a cuid sliochda’ 
Buaidh-laiach biodh trie leis, 

Mu’m brist’ iad am bara. 

Buaidh-larach air urram, 
Do charadh a ch iilairf 
Roi reitichear ullamh 

Gu iomal gach sraidc j 
’8 reuil ann an Lunnainn thu, 
’8 greidhneach do thuras ann’, 
Eiridh iad uile, 

Na t-fhuran’s na t-fhabhar; 
Seididh na h-uramaich, 
Ceir nan cuid uinneagah, 

’8 gleusar gacli inneal 
Is binne gu canan; 

Gach stiobal, ’s gach druma, 
Na pioban, ’s na fcadain. 
’8 na cifm as ha tumlaichean 

Ruma le t-ailleas. 

Ach ge tfeun tint mar churaidh, 
’8 deich ccud fo do chumail 
Lan-reiseamaid ullamh, 

Gheur. ghuincach, neo-sgathach 
’S e sheulaich do bhuinnig, 
Cinn fheodhna na cruinne, 
Ban eeiir agus urraidh, 

A cum a] do phairtc j 
’S rioghal do Chaipteinean, 
’8 aoigheil ri’m faicinn iad, 
’8 innsginneach, faicileacli 

’8 laisde air parad iad, 
Bho shailean an casan, 
Gu’m barr air a mareadh, 
’8 or faineach na mhapaidh, 

Gu’n achlais bho ’n airdid; 

Gu’n cluinnte na’s beachdaidh iad; 
Sloinnidh mi ’mach dhuibh iad, 
Is laniitairean laisd' iad, 

Cha taisich am blaths iad ; 
Eacoir, na eraiehinin, 
Dh’eiris ’n ar feachdanaln, 
’8 Icir dhomh na chaisgeas e, 

An gaisgoach is maidsear ; 
Ge leibh e na ghlaine, 
’8 has millteach e ’n carraid, 
Ni shaighdean geur, tana, 

Cuim fhala a thrathadh, 
’N glaic diolt’ an eich allail, 
’8 ard sranh anb am falas, 
’8 dheaniias mar dhealan, 

A gearradh, ’s straCadh. 

’8 lamh sheunt’ thu na t-earradh; 
’8 ard iarras do dheannal, 
’Sgriob dheuchain na gaillin, 

Sion chal’ gun bhaigh thu; 
’8 deuchuineach sealladh 
Air iarbhail do ghalair, 
Cuirp lionmlior ri talamh. 

Nan earruintiean gearrte: 
’8 toir’ bhiatach thu’m fallachd, 
’8 corn iatach na falla’, 
’8 e lion an ni ’n t-annart, 

Is stailceas fo lar iad. 
Bheir ioc-shlamht’ an cannan 
Ceo fiamha ga ’n dalladh, 
A spianas bho ’n talamh, 

Nan deannanan small iad. 

Ge gruamach a sealladh, 
Fo shuaicheatais ballach, 
Mar bhualadh na mara, 

Na falaisge Mairte, 
Tha’n suairceas’s an cenncal, 
‘8 am boichead mar leannain, 
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A buairciiflh nan caileag 
’S am mcalladh nam paistean ; 

Theid Bainn-tighcarnan glana, 
Dhe’n cuimUne’s dlie'n aithne’ 
Cho cinnteach’s dh’ amais mi, 

’N eallaid-sa raite, 
»S biodh banntraichcbcan f hearaibh, 
’S an claim air an dronnaig, 
Le geall an cuid ban, 

A bhi falach fo’ chapn leibh. 

Note.—The above spirited song is now partly 
freed from the obscurity which characterized it 
in the author’s own collection—it will still, how- 
ever, task the understanding of many readers, 
but we could make no further emendations with- 
out manifest danger to the structure of the 
piece. 

SMEORACH NAN LEODACH. 

lcinneag. 

‘S mise stneorach og a ghrinnis, 
Sheinnis ceol mar organ milis, 
Feudan ordail fo mo ribheid, ^ 
‘S fead mo mheoir air comhra fillcant’. 

Ulibheag i na i ri, J'c. 

Cha b’ i crionach Hath na mosgan, 
Bho na shiolaich trend an fhortain, 
Ach fiogh miath, nam miar, gun socadh, 
Gcal mar ghrian, blio bhian Riogh Loohlainn. 

Ulibheag i na i i i, 'j'c• 

An caisteil ard dba‘n laidir flnne, 
Mam iath parlamaid gun ghioraig, 
Naeh iarr baigh an aite millidh, 
A dbialadh bais gun strac ga‘m pilleadh. 

Ulibheag i na i ri, $c. 

Ge do dh'enge cha treig fhasan, 
Cha toir streupa na geimh gaiseadh, 
As ua connspuinn eolach, smachdail, 

- Nacb d'rinn ceo gun feoil a shrachdadh. 
Ulibheag i na i ri, <5'c- 

Gu‘n dean gloirnan neoil a phasgadh, 
‘S nach bi comhra’ fo shroxn peacaich, 
Bithidli na Leodaich mar or daite, 
Sheasas coir, ‘s nach fogair casgradh. 

Ulibheag i na i ri, fyc. 

Ma thig toir a choir na h-aitribh, 
Theid an connspaid air sheoil gaisgidh, 
gnapach, ordach, toiteaeh, speachdach, 
Naisgear feoil do dh’ coin an aohaidb. 

Ulibheag i na i ri, , 

Theid an tarbh fo cbalg na maise, 
Le shrol balla-bhreac, ri geala ghasan, 
Nach leig earabal gu falbh dhathaigh, 
Gu‘m bi ‘n anaman balbh fo chasan. 

Ulibheag i na i ri, §c. 

‘S lannach, liobhnch, disneach, claiseach, 
Meachair, finealt’, rimhach, laisde, 
Na.brais phriseil, o's^tir fhasgach, 
Nacb leigeios le stri, na feachdaibh. 

Ulibheag i na i ri, <5'C. 

‘Nuair theid dion air sgiath gach bealaloh, 
‘S luchd an fhiamba, siaradh tharais, 
Car na'm bial ‘us bad na‘n teangaidh, 
‘S dorus riabt’ air oias gaoli fear dhiu. 

Ulibheag i na i ri, <j'c. 

‘N uair thig sgian bho chliabh gach gille, 
A sgoltadh bhlion, ‘s a dianamh phinne, 
Gheibh am fiacail biadh gun sireadh, 
•S gloine lionta, an ioc-shlaint’ spioraid. 

Ulibheag i na i ri, $'c. 

‘N uair a chiaradh grian gu calla’, 
Thigeadh triall nan diolt-each meara, 
Srannach, sianacb, srianach, staileach, 
Ealand’, iargalt’, lionta an lainnir. 
' Ulibheag i na i ri, ,J'C. 

Gus an Dun is muirncach caithream, 
Dha'm beil iuil gach cursa ceannas, 
Dha‘m beil iuntas dlu mar ghaineamh, 
Nach toir spuil gu cunntas gaimie. 

Ulibheag i na i ri, <j'c. 

Far an Honor Son ga mhalairt, 
Far an iarrar gnioinh fir-eallaidh, 
Far an ciatach miann gach seallaidh, 
Far a riadhlar ciadan ain-eoil. 

Ulibheag i na i ri, j'C. 

Seinneam fonnmhor, pongail, m'cala'dh, 
As a chom nach trom mar ealach, 
Cha tig tonn ma bhonn mo thalla, 
Ni mo chall, na ghanntas m’aran. 

Ulibheag i na i ri, $c. 

Tha mo chuach na cuairteig mheala, 
‘3 barrach uaine suaiueadh tharum. 
Air mo chluasaig ‘s fuaghte m’ anail, 
*S iomadh dual a luadh le’m theangaidh, 

Ulibheag i na i ri, §c. 

Air mo thaobh an craobh nam meangan 
Cha toir gaoth dhiom m'aodach droma, 
‘S ma thig naoisg a ghaoirich mar rium, 
Ni mi aoir a sgaoileas tan’ iad. 

Ulibheag i na i ri, $c. 

‘3 iomadh buaidh fo stuaiclh mo blialla, 
Chuireadh ruaig air sluagh a caraid, 

Ulibheag i na i ri u o, 
Ulibheag u na i ri i u, 
Smeorach mise ‘mach o‘n Tur, 
Is gleoghrach cuirn ma bhuird lefensde. 
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Nach dean gluasad gun maim calla, 
Dorainn fuathais a chuain fhala’. 

Rioclid an fharabhais nach falbh falamh, 
Cuip na h-Albun, san dearbh dhaingbean. 

Ulibheag, i na i ri, <j c. 

Bratach-ehithe nan tri seallaidb, 
Fasda, dhidein, nan crioch cainis, 
Glag an stiobla dba‘n striochd ain-ocbd, 
Meirghe na nrinn gun lith sgainncil. 

Neart Eoin Termed cha searg aacall, 
‘S maise chrannacliar ‘s guch dearbh each- 

draidh 
‘S pailt na h-armabh na bbalg acuinn, 
‘S brais a leanamhuinn ga sgala shnapadh. 

Ulibheag i na i ri, ijx. 

Sliocbd an Ollagha'r a bhorb sheallaidh, 
Mic a tholgas le’n gorm lannan 

BARD LOCH-FINE 

Evan M Coll, better known to his countrymen as the “ Mountain Minstrel,” or 
“Clarsair nam Beann,” was horn at Kenmore, Loch-Fyne-side, in the year 1812. 
His parents, although not affluent, were in the enjoyment of more comfort than 
generally falls to the lot of Highland peasants; and were no less respected for their 
undeviating moral rectitude than distinguished for their hospitality, and the practice 
of all the other domestic virtues that hallow and adorn the Highland hearth. The 
subject of our memoir was the second youngest of a large family of sons and daugh- 
ters. At a very early age he displayed an irresistible thirst for legendary lore a°nd 
Gaelic poetry ; but, from the seclusion of his native glen and other disadvantageous 
circumstances, he had but scanty means for fanning the latent flame that lay dor- 
mant in his breast. M'Coll, however, greedily devoured every volume he could 
procure, and when the labours of the day were over, he would often resort to some 
favourite haunt where, in the enjoyment of that solitude which his father’s fireside 
denied him, he might be found taking advantage of the very moonlight to pore over 
the minstrelsy of his native country, until lassitude or the hour of repose compelled 
him to return home. 

His father, Dugald M'Coll, seems to have been alive to the blessings of educa. 
tion; for as the village school afforded but little or nothing worthy of that name, he, 
about the time that our bard had reached his teens, hired a tutor for his family at 
an amount of remuneration which his slender means could scarcely warrant. The 
tutor s stay was short, yet sufficiently long to accomplish one good purpose that 
of not only enabling Evan properly to read and understand English, but also of 
awakening in him a taste for English literature. A circumstance occurred about 
this time which tended materially to encourage our author’s poetical leanings. His 
father, while transacting business one day in a distant part of his native parish, fell 
in with a Paisley weaver, who, in consequence of the depression of trade, had made 
an excursion to the Highlands with a lot of old books for sale. M'Coll bought the 
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entire lot, and returned home groaning under his literary burden, which Evan rc* 
ceivcd with transports of delight. Among other valuable works, he was thus put 
in possession of the “ Spectator,” “ Burns’ Poems,” and the “ British Essayists.” 
He read them with avidity, and a new world opened on his view : his thoughts now 
began to expand, and his natural loVe of sohg received an impetus which no exter- 
nal obstacles could resist. 

Contemporaneous With this literary impulsion, Was the artillery of a neighboring 
Chloe, whose eyes had done sad havoc among the mental fortifications of our bard.: 
he composed his first sohg in her praise, and, although he had yet scarcely passed 
the term of boyhood, it is a very respectable efrort, and was very well received by 
his co-parishioners. The circumstances in which his father was placed, rendered it 
necessary for him to engage in the active operations of farming and fishing, and he 
was thus employed for several years. 

In the year 1837, he threw off the mask of anonymy, and appeared as a contri- 
butor to the Gaelic Magazine, then published in Glasgow. His contributions exci- 
ted considerable interest, and a general Wish was expressed to have them published 
in a separate form by all Highlanders, with the exception of his own immediate 
neighbours, who could not conceive how a young man, with whom they had been 
acquainted from his birth, should rise superior to themselves in intellectual stature 
and in public estimation. They of course discovered that our youthful bard was 
possessed of a fearful amount of temerity, and the public, at the same time, saw 
that they were miserably blockaded in their own mental timberism. If native talent 
is not to be encouraged by fostering it under the grateful shade of generous friend- 
ship, it ought, at least, to have the common justice of being allowed to work a way 
for itself, unclogged by a solitary fetter—unchilled by the damping breath of un- 
merited contempt or discouragement. The high-souled inhabitants of Inverary 
failed to extinguish the flame of M‘Coil’s lamp; and now, as they are not probably 
much bettor engaged, we recommend them to “ see themselves as others see them,” 
in our author’s retaliative poem, “tSlockd a Chopair,” in which they are strongly 
mirrored, and the base metal of which they are made powerfully delineated. 

It is well for dependent merit that there are gentlemen who have something ethe- 
real in them : much to their honour, Mr. Fletcher of Dunans, and Mr. Campbell of 
Islay, patronised our author, and through the generously exercised influence of 
either, or both of these gentlemen, M‘Coll was appointed to a situation, which he 
now holds, in the Liverpool Custom-house, 

M'Coll ranks very high as a poet. His English pieces, which are out of our 
way, possess great merit. His Gaelic productions are chiefly amorous, and indicate 
a mind of the most tender sensibilities and refined taste. The three poems, annexed 
to this notice, are of a very superior order: one of them comes under that denomi- 
nation of poetry called pastoral or descriptive, and evinces powers of delineation, a 
felicity of conception, and a freshness of ideality not equalled in modern times. 
The second is an elegiac piece, before whose silver, mellifluent tones we melt away, 
and are glad to enjoy the luxury of tears with the weeping muse. The love ditty is 
a natural gush of youthful affection, better calculated to show us the aspirations of 
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the heart than the most elaborate production of art. M'Coll imitates no poet; he 
has found enough in nature to instruct him—ho moves majestically in a hitherto un- 
traversed path ; and, if we are not continually in raptures with him we never tire— 
never think long in his company. But we are reminded that praises bestowed on a 
living author subject us to the imputation of flattery :—long may it be ere Evan 
M'Coll is the subject of any posthumous meed of laudation from us ! 

LOCH-AIC. 

A Loch-aice na gnuis’ chaoin— 
Gnuis ghabh gaol air a bhi ciuin, 

‘S air an trie an laidh gath-grein’ 
Soilleir mar uchd seamh mo ruin ! 

‘Oide-altruim mhaitli nam breac, 
Gar an leatsa catb nan tonn, 

‘S ged nacb d’ amais long fo bhreid 
Air t-uohd reidh riamb chur f’a bonn. 

‘S leat an eala ‘s grinne com 
‘S i neo-throm air t-uebd a’ snamh. 

Eun a*s gile cneas na ‘ghrian, 
Sneaehd nan sliabb, no leannanbaird ! 

‘S leat bbo Locbluinn a‘s bho ‘n t-Suain 
An lacb bheag is uaine cul; 

*S trie ‘ga coir—‘s cha n-ann ‘ga feum, 
Falacb-fead a‘s caogadh shul. 

‘S leat an luinneag ‘sbeinneas oigh 
‘Eleodban bbo gu trie ri d’ thaobb; 

‘S leat an duan a tbogas og 
‘S e g’ a coir a measg nan craobb. 

Seinnidh e —“Tha cneas mo ghraidk 
Geal mar chanach tla nan glac, 

‘S faileasan a ghaoil ‘n a sail 
Mar tha neamb an grunnd Loch-aic. 

C‘ait’ an taitneacb leis an earb’ 
Moch a's anomach ‘bbi le ‘laogh? 

C‘ait’ an trice dorus dcarg, 
‘Ehir nan garbh-cbroc, air do tbaobh ? 

C’ait’ acb ri taobh loch mo ruin— 
Far, aig bun nan stuc ud thall, 

'S an robh uair mo chairdean tiugh 
Ged tba iad an diugh air chall! 

0 air son a bhi learn fein! 
‘Siubhal seimh taobb loch nan sgorr 

‘Nuair bhios gath na gealaich chaoin, 
Nuais a’ taomadh ort mar or. 

‘Nuair tha duilleach, fochunn, feur, 
Fo ‘n og-bhraon a’ cromadh fliuch, 

*S gun aon rionnag anns an speur 
Nach ‘cil ccile dh’i ‘na t-uebd. 

21 

‘Nuair tba ‘n ciobair ann a shuain 
‘Faicinn mada’-ruadh ‘na threud, 

‘S e ‘dian-stuigeadh nan con luath 
Gu bbi shuas mu ‘n dean e beud : 

Sud an t-am ‘s am hi ri d’ thaobh 
Ceol a mbaoth’cheas clis gach cridh 

Sud an t-am ‘san tug thu gradh, 
‘Shine bban! do ‘n fhilidb shith. 

‘Tional gbobhar air dh‘i bhi 
‘N Coir’-an-t-sith aon fheasgar Maigh, 

Chualas guth ro-mhilis, seamh— 
Shaoil i neamh a bhi aig laimh. 

Dli’ eisd i,—’s mar bu mhotha dh-eisd, 
‘S ann bu bhinne teud a ohiuil; 

Lean i,—’s mar a b’ fhaide lean, 
‘S ann a b’ fhaid’ e as, mo dhuil £ 

Rainig i, mu dheireadh, cnoe, 
Dorus fosgailt air a suas, 

‘S dh’ fhairicb i gur ann bho sin 
Bhruchd an ceol bu bhlasda fuaim. 

“ Thig a‘s taigb, a Shine bhan ! 
Thig, a gbraidh, gun eagal beud : 

Feuch an oidhche dhubh m’ an cuairt— 
‘S fada bhuat do dhachaigh fein.” 

Chaidh i ‘s taigh—ma’s fior mo sgeul— 
Thuit i ‘n gaol air fear a chiuil! 

Dh’ ol i cn deoch bu deoch do chaeh, 
‘S tuilleadh riamh eba d’fhag i ‘n dun. 

RANNAN AIR BAS BANACIIARAID 

A BHA ANABARRACII OAOlACH.ys A CHAOCHAIL 
‘NA LEANABIIACUD. 

Chaociiail i—mar neulltan ruiteach 
‘Bhios ‘san Earma bhriste’ faire; 

B’ fharmad leis a’ ghrein am boichead, 
‘S dh'eiricli i ‘na gloir ‘chur sgail oit'£ 
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Chaochail i—mar phlatlia greine, 
‘S am faileas ‘na reis ‘an toir air; 

Chaochail i—mar bhogh’ nan speuran, 
Shil an fhras a‘s threig a ghloir e. 

Chaochail i—mar shneachd a laidheas 
Anns an traigh ri cois na fairge; 

Dh’aom an lan gun iochd air aghaidh, 
‘Chile 0! cha b’fhada shealbhaich. 

Chaochail i—mar ghuth na clarsaich, 
‘Nuair a‘s druitiche ‘s a‘s mils’ e; 

Chaochail i—mar sgeulachd aluinn 
Mu‘n gann ‘thoisichear l‘a h-innseadh 

Chaochail i—mar bhoillsge gealaich’ 
‘S am maraich’ fo eagal ‘s an dorcha; 

Chaochail i—mar hhruadar mills, 
‘S an cad’laiche duilich gu‘n d’ falbh e. 

Chaochail i ‘an tus a h-aillc! 
Cha seachnadh Parras as fein i; 

Chaochail i—0! chaocbail Mairi 
Mar gu‘m baite ‘ghrian ag eiridh I 

DUANAG GHAOIL. 

Am Fonk—“ ’llle dhuinn, ‘s toigh leam thu.” 

1UISNEAO. 
A nighean donn nam mala crom, 

A nighean donn nan caoin-shul, 
A nighean donn bho ‘m binne fonn, 

Gur mor mo gheall air t-fhaotainn. 

A nighean donn a‘s grim e crath^ 
A‘s binne guth ‘s *s caoine, 

Ge geal an cobh r air an t- ruth 
‘S ann bhiodl e dub . ri d’ thaobh-sa. 

A nighean aonn, <5‘C. 

Mo run a’ chaileag luinneagach, 
Deagh bhanarach na spreidhe, 

‘S nach geile ’n seomar uinneagacb' 
‘Dh’ aon chruinneig ‘tha ‘n Dun-eideann-- 

A nighean donn, S[C. 

Te eiF air bhith, d’ a sgiatnhaichead, 
‘Na t-fhianuis-sa chalcur dhomh; 

‘S ann tha thu ’measg nan nianagan 
Ceart mar tha ‘ghriati measg renlltan. 

A nighean donn, SfC. 

O ‘s truagh ‘bhi ‘n so air Galldschd 
‘Nuair tha ‘n Samlrradh ‘us mo cheud rut? 

A’ stri eo ‘s grinne dhearsas 
Nis air airidhean Ghlinn-creranl 

A nighean donn, <5‘c. 

Cha tugainn air bhi “m dhiuc cead fbbi 
Le m’ tun ‘am botban-gheugan,- 

‘S c]ja ghabhainn corofi oir air son 
Bhi ‘n sud a pogadh m’ eiteig. 

A nighean donn, fyc. 

A ruin, nam biodh tu dronach air,- 
‘Sar cairdean uile reidh ruinn, 

Cha chuirinn tuille dalach ann, 
Am maireach bu leam fein thuS 

A nighean donn, 

AM BARD MAC-MLLEAN. 
i 

John M’Lean, commonly called Am Bard Mac-'Mean, was born in tlie island 
■of Tyree, Argyleshire, in the year 1787. He belonged to tbc Treishnisli branch 
■of the family of Ardgour. His ancestors had, for a long time, occupied the fertile 
little farm of Heinish, at a very small rent. The first of them who held it obtained 
it from his father McLean, of Treishnish, in consideration of his haying performed 
some act of bravery. 

His father, Allan McLean, was in comfortable circumstances. He was a pious, 
honest, kind-hearted man. He gave his children the advantages of a fair share of 
education, and endeavored to bring them up in the fear of the Lord. 

In his boyhood, the poet was exceedingly fond of the society of old men, and 
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listened with much attention to their conversations. He took no pleasure in the 
sports and amusements which are often so attractive to youth. He evinced a great 
aptitude for learning; road all the books that came in his way, and had a very 
retentive memory. He took a special delight in the songs and poems of his coun- 
try. He was a very good scholar, considering tire state of education in the High- 
lands and Islands in his school-boy days. He was thoroughly acquainted with his41 

mother-tongue; he wrote it accurately. He had also a very good knowledge of 
English ,• he spoke and read it with fluency. 

At the age of fifteen he was bound an apprentice to a shoemaker. Having 
teamed his trade, he went to Glasgow, and there worked for a year or two as a 
journeyman. In this city he got married in the year 1808, to Isabella Black, 
daughter of Duncan Black, elder, Lisir.ore. He then returned to Tyree, and com- 
menood shoemaking on his own responsibility—having for that purpose purchased a 
large stock of leather, and took apprentices. He also carried on merchandize 
on a small scale. Having been thus employed for four or five years, he resolved to 
publish a volume of poems, consisting of his own productions, and a few select 
songs written by others. This work, which he dedicated to his patron, Sir Alex- 
ander McLean, Laird of Coll, was published in the year 1818. 

Having procured a considerable sum of money by the sale of his books, be deter- 
mined to emigrate to Nova Scotia. He arrived with his family in Pictou, in the 
autumn of 1819. Ho very feelingly alludes to his departure from his friends in 
Scotland in the following lines: 

“’Nuair thug mi cut ruibli, b’na mi ga'r n’ionndruin, 
TS gun shil mo shuilean gu dlu le deoir.” 

He was an enthusiastic Highlander, and never forgot the land of his birth—“An 
l-Eilcin iosal an lit- o'n thriaJl mi.” Immediately upon his arrival he took up a 
woodland farm, which he denominated Bailc-Chnoic, on the east branch of Barney’s 
River, It was now that his trials and hardships commenced. Whilst in Scotland 
he led a comparatively easy life, and enjoyed the society and friendship of several 
persons of distinction. With the exception of one neighbouring family, the nearest 
settlement to him now was two miles distant. Bailc-Chnoic, was all covered with 
the primeval forest, and the only road to it was a foot-path. He had to toil hard 
from morning to night, in clearing away the woods, and in preparing the land for 
the hoe. He was harrassed with cares and anxieties, with troubles and difficulties. 
In the “ sweat of his face he ate his bread.” It was during this gloomy period of 
his life, that he composed his celebrated poem on America. After having worked 
on this farm for several years, he resolved to remove to another place. In the 
winter of 1830 he took up a new piece of land six miles east of Bailc-Chnoic. 
This place, in which he lived during the remainder of his life, is now called Glen- 
bard. It is situated in the western parts of Antigonish. He died in the year 1848; 
his grave may be seen by the traveller within a pistol shot of the road which leads 
through the romantic valley of the Marshy-Hope. 

John McLean was a poet of considerable genius. He bad a clear, penetrating in- 
tellect, a fine lofty imagination, and a sound, comprehensive judgment. He com- 
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posed estemporaneons rhymes with great facility. He wrote comic, descriptive, 
and religious pieces of much merit, yet it was in the department of elegy that ho 
excelled. Of this species of poetry he wrote a great deal. His elegy on Mrs. 
Noble is perhaps unsurpassed by anything of the kind in the language. It abounds 
with exceedingly beautiful similes. The following verses are inimitable : 

"‘Leam as duillich do phaisdean, 
Gur a lag iad ’» gun mliatliair rin eul! 
Sinn mar luing air a fuadach, 
Ann an anradh a chuain thar a curs ; 
Ann an cunnart gach barc-shtigh— 
liiirist na ceanglaichean—dh’fhuasgail an, 

stiuir! 
Tha chairt-inil air a sracadh, 
Dh’fhalbh an compaist, na slatan, ’sna siuil. 

Thainig dith air an ardaich, 
’Nuair a dh’eirich full bhaitc fo croiee; 
Tlmit craobh ubhal mo gharaidh, 
'S gun do fhroiseadh ablath feadli an fheoir; 
Chaidh mo choinneal a smaladh, 
Bu gldan solus a dearsa’ mun bhord: 
Bhrist a gbloine blia’m sgathan : 
Dh’fhalbh an daoimein a’ m’ fliaineaclian 

oir.” 

Tlie poem on America, however, is undoubtedly the best that lie ever wrote.' It 
has been greatly admired. The description which he gives in it of the country, the 
state of society, the long dreaiy winters, and the sultry summers, are graphic, beauti- 
ful and true. 

It does not appear that our poet had done anything in the poetic way till he was 
about twenty years of age, but having or.ee commenced, he ever after continued an 
ardent votary of the muse. Many of the songs which lie composed he never wrote 
down, and they are consequently lost. He was the author of many religious as well 
as secular poems. A small edition of his hymns was published in Glasgow in the 
year 1835. 

The bard had a firm and resolute will, a tender and benevolent heart, and a brave 
and manly spirit. He was always of a quiet, imperturbable disposition. His 
manners were pleasing and winning, and his conversational powers excellent. The 
old and the young listened to him with delight. Like the generality of the bards, 
he was fond of a cheerful glass, and sang the praises of Aequa vitae—“Fear na 
I'oiscachd.” His soul was free from malice and resentment—a satirical or sarcastic 
poem he never wrote. His whole life was exemplary. He was an afiectionate hus- 
band, a kind parent, a true friend, a sincere Christian, He was liked and esteemed 
by all who knew him, and he died without an enemy. 

McLean was of middle height, stent and well built; he had black hair and grey 
eyes ; his forehead was broad and massive; he had a soft musical voice, and was a 
good singer. 

ORAN DO DIP AMERICA. 

Ais foxn—“ Coirc a Cheathaich.” 

On blieil mi m'onar ‘sa choille ghruamaich, 
Mo smaointein luaineach, cha tog mi fonn; 
O’n fhuair nii‘n t-aite, ‘san fhaoghaid nadair. 
Gun threig gacli talainte bha ‘nam eheann; 
Cha dian mi oran a chuir air doigh ann, 
Nuair ni mi toiseachadh bidh mi trom; 
Chaill mi ghaelic ‘s ach mar a b‘abhuist, 
‘Nuair a bha mi ‘san duthaich thall. 

Cha n'fhaigh mi m'inntinn leam an ordugh, 
Ged tha mi eoiach air dianamh rann; 
‘Se mheudaich bron domh, ’sa laghdaioh solas. 
Gun duine co'rium run dian mi cainnt, 
Gach la a‘s oiche, ‘sgacb car a ni mt. 
Gum bi mi cuimhneachadh anna gach am. 
An tir a dh’fhag.mi bha ‘n taic an t-saile, 
Ged tha mi ’n drasd onn am braighe ghisass 
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Ohn n’ ioglinadli dhomksaged tha mi bronach, | Gun dian i m'aodan fru h-olc a cliabbadh, 
‘Sann tha mo chomhnuidh air ehul nam beann, | C'ha n'fhaic mi ‘n saoghal, ‘san bliios mi dall • 
A'meadhain fasarch air Amhuinn Bharni, • j (juh at mo shuilean le neart a cungaidh. 
Gun dad a ‘s fhearr na buntata lom; i Gu guineacli druiteach le sugh a teang; 
Mun dian mi aiteach, ‘g mun tog mi barr ann, €h»i‘fhaigh miaireamh dhuibhannangaelic, 
‘Sa choiile ghabhaidli chuir as a boun; | Gach bcathach grained a thogas ceann, [aoh, 
Le neart mo ghairdean gum bi mi saruichte, Gby liuthad platgii arm ‘sa-bh'air Kiglr Phar- 
A‘s ti'eis a failleiu mu fas a chlarm. Airson nan traillean ‘nuair bba e‘n camp. 

So i‘n dutkaich 'sa bheil an cruada!, j Gur iomadh caochladh ti‘nn air an t-saoghal. 
Gun fhios don t-sluagh a tha ti‘nn a nail; j■‘Sro-bkeag a shaoil mi ‘nuair bha mi thall; 
Gur ole a fkuaras oirnn luckd a bhuairidh, ! liu bheachd dhomk ‘nuair sin, mu'n drinn mi 
A rinn le’n tuairasgeul ar toirt ann, Gu fasain uasal ‘nuair tkiginn arm; [gluasad, 
Ma ni iad buannachd cka bbi e buan daibh, j An car a fhu&ir mi cha b‘ann go m’"bhuan- 
Cha dfan e suas iad, *s cka n'ioghnadh leam; ; nachd, 
‘S gach mallapkd truagkain a bhios ga Tigkinn tkar acbuain, air a chuairt bka meallt; 

riiagadk, i Gu tir nan eraobh anns’ nach ‘eil an t-saorsinn, 
O’n ebaidk a’ fuadach & chuir fon ceann. IGun mhart gun cliaora, ‘smi dhbiodach ga%n. 

Bidh gcalladh laidir ga tlroirt an tra sin, 
Bidh eliu an aite ga chuir a mend; 
Bidh iad a‘g radhin gu‘m bi na cairdcan, 
Gu sonasaoibhir gun dad a dh'eis; 
Gack naigheackd raheallta ga tkoirt gan n’- 

ionnscidh, 
Feueh an sanntaieh sibk dol nan deigh; 
Ma thig sibh sabkailte'nuair chi sibh iadsan, 
Cha ’n fhearr na statachau na sibh fein. 

'Xuair theid na drobhairean sin ga'r n‘iarr- 
‘Sarin leis na briagau a ni iad feurn; [aidh, 
G Jtt fhacal firinn a bid ga innse’, 
‘San cridhe diteadh na tlieir am beul; 
A cuir a fiachamh gu bheil pan tir so, 
Gach id as prieeile a tha ton’ ghrein, 
‘Xuair thrig sitdi innte gur be&g a chi sibb, 
Ach coille dkireaeh toirt dhibh na sneur. 

‘Nrzair thig an geamhradh ns am na duldaclrd 
Bidh sneachda duinte gu d’u mnn gheig, 
Gu dornhairjdurnhail dol thar nan gluineam, 
Ga math an triusair cha dian i feum. 
Gun stocain dhubailte, a’s mogrtis chludach 
A ghabhas dunadh gu dlu le eill; 
Be fiisan nr dhuinn ga cosg le fionndadh. 
Mar chaidk a rusgadh dhc n’ bbruid an de. 

Mur bi mi eolach air son mo ehondtdaeh, 
Gu faigh mi reota mo ehron ‘s mo bheul, 
Le gaoth tuath bhios gu neimbeil fuaraidh. 
Gum bi mo ehluasan ‘ancunnart gcur, 
Tba n-eir cho fuath’sach ‘s nach seas an tungh 
'flu mill i chruaidir ged a bha i gcur; fritiie, 
Mur d’ thoir mi bias di gum brist a staillein. 
Gun dot don ckeardaick cha ghearr i beam. 

'Nuair tbig a’ snmhradh, ‘sa mios ceitein, 
•Bidh teas no greine ga m’ fhagail fann; 
Gun cuir e speirid ‘s na h-uile creutair 
A bhios fo cisiein air fcadh nan toil ; 
‘Na mathain bhcisdeil gun dian iad eiridh, 
IHiol feadh na treud ‘sgur a mor an call, 
S t chtulieag ineach gu soerach puiseanta, 

Gain’ lot gu lionar le ruiim a hums. 

Gur ioma’ ccum anns’ am br mi‘n deigh-laimh, 
Muir dian mi saibkir nto tbeachd-an-tir, 
Bidh an obair eigiir mun d‘tkoir mi feum as, 
‘S mun diau mi reifeach airson a chroinn; 

* Ga chuir na theintibh air muin a elieile, 
Gun lasaich feithean a bh’ an am dhruim : 

: ‘Sna h-uile bail dhiom cho dubh a sealltuinn, 
Bidh mi ga m’ sha.-nhlachadh ris an t-suip. 

1 Ga rnor a’ seanachas a bh'aca ‘an Albuinn, 
Ih i chuis a dearbhadh nach robh i fior; 
Na dollair ghorma clra nG’haic mi falbh iad, 
Getl b!ia iad ainmcil a bhi ‘san tir; 
Ma ni iad baragain cha rr’ fhaigh iad airgiod, 
Ach ‘s eigiu aimneachadh anns’ a phris; 
‘Sma gheibh iad cunnradh air "feadh naru 

buithean, . 
Gum paigb iad nunn e 1c flur na im. 

Cha n’fhaic mi margbadh na la feille, 
Na iomain feudalach ann an drobh; 
Na nithe ni feum dhaibh a mNisg a cheile, 

, Ach iad nan eigin ‘sa h-uile doigh; 
Cha chulaidh-’fbarmaid iad leis an ain-flriach, 
A reic na shealbhaichens iad ‘an coir; 
Bidh fear na fiadran a‘s crornadh cinn air, 
Ga chuir na phriosau mur diol e’ stox-. , y 

1 Mun d'tliig an cuisean a tigh na airtaek, 
|Gun d’theid an duhlaihadh aig amhod; 
] Tha high a giulan bho lamb via jury, [corr, 
j Gun d‘theid a’ spuincadh ‘s naeh f hinn iad 
Bidh earraid siubhlaeh air fcadh na ducha’, 

iGa‘n ruith le cunutasaiiih air an toir— 
| Gur mor moehuramgun d‘thige niMonneftridh; 
i Cha ghabh e diultadh ‘s bidlr diubhaal oirnn. 

i Cha n'fhaigh mi innse’ dhuibb ann an gaelic, 
• Cha leig mo nadar a chuir, air doigh; 
Gach tios a b'aill leam thoirt do na cairdca^p., 
‘San tir a dh‘fhag mi rinn m'arach og; 
Gach aon leugtias e tuigcarlh rcusan, 
Na d'thugabli eisdeaehd do luchd'a bhosd; 
Na faidhean breige a bhios ga‘r Unlniadh, 
‘S gun aca speis duibk ach deigh af n‘oir. 
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Ged bhi‘nn dichiollach aim a sgriobhadh. 
Gun gabhainn mios ris agus corr; 
Mun cuirein criocli air na bheil air m‘inntinn, 
‘S mun d'thugainn duibh e le cainnt mo bheoil; 
Tha mulad diomhair an deigh mo lionaidh* 
0‘n ‘s eigin striochdadh ‘an so rim bheo. 
Air bheag toilinntinn ‘sa choille chxoinn so. 
Gun duine faighneachd a seinn mi ceol. 

Cha be sin m’ abhuist ‘an tus mo laithean,. 
‘Sann bhi'nn rabhartach air gacb bord; 
Gu cridheil sunndach ‘an comunn cuirteil, 
A ruitb na h-uine, ‘s gun churam oirnn; 
Kuair thug mi cul ruibh bba mi ga‘r n‘ionnd- 
Gun shil mo shuilean gu dlu le deoir, [rain. 
Air moch Dirdaoine a dol seach’ an caolas, 
A long fo h-aodach, ‘sa ghaoth o n chors. 

GRAN 

MAB GUM BIODII E EADAR AM BABD AGUS AS 
COIKSEAL FKI9EJL. 

Aik fonn—“Alios deircannacfi an fhot/har 
An dara la ’smaih mo chuimhne.” 

‘Smor mo mhulad, ‘s cha lagba m’ eislein, 
Cha ‘n ‘eil feum dhomli bhi ga chunntas, 
‘0 na tliainig mi don tir so, 
Gu bheil m’ inntinn air a tnuchadh, 
Chaill mi mo shugradh ‘srr.o sheanachas, 
‘0 na dh‘fhalbh mi as an duthaich; 
Toiseach a chiad mhios don fboghar, 
Sheoil sinn air aghart na'r cursa. 

Gur a dlumbaeh mi don Choirneal, 
Rinn mo threoireachadh air tus aim, 
Le moran brosgail a’s boilich, 
‘Se cuir sgleo dhe feadh na dacha’, 
A’g innsc’ dhuinn gun robh na cairdean, 
Ann na b’ fhearr na bh’ air an cunntas, 
‘Snach biodh uireasuibh gu brach oirnn, 
Nan d’thigeamid ann sabhailte aon uair. 

Gun do dh‘fhairich mi o‘n unir sin. 
Gum bu chruadalnch a chuis domh, 
Teannadh ri leagail na coille, 
‘S gun mi goireasach da h-ionnsuidh; 
A fear nach dian obair le tuaigli ann, 
‘S nach urrain an uaisle ghiulan, 
B’fhearr dha fuireach ann an Albuinn, 
Mun dianadh e‘n fhairge stiuradh. 

COIHNEAL. 

God tha uireasabh an drasda ort, 
Gheibh thu ceann an aird ri tim air, 
‘Nuair a bhios an crodh ‘sna caoirich. 
Air na raointean dhut a cinntinn, 
Bi’ d‘thu pailt ‘am biadh ‘san aodaeh, 
‘S theid leagadh nan craobli air dichuimhn, 
Bi’ d‘thu sin gu saibhir socrach, 
'S tbeid a bboobduinn as do chuimhne. 

BABD. 

Chuala mi sean-fhacal roimhe, 
Tha sin na chomhearsta fior dba,— 
Cliaora bhios gu bas le gorta, 
‘S coltach dhi’ gun dian i crionadh. 
Mu faigb i feur ur an t-samhbruidh, 
Cuiridb an geamliradh ga criche i; 
‘S ann mar sin a dh’ eiricb dhomhsa, 
Na bi cuir do sgleo dhomh fiachamh. 

COIKSEAl. 

Cba sgleo a tha‘gam ga shennacbas, 
Ach cuis a dhearbhas mi fior dhut, 
Na fir a chi thu ‘san aite, 
B’ aithne dhaibh do chas ‘nuair shin iad; 
‘Nuair a reitich iad a fearann. 
Thug iad aire dha le crionnachd, 
Rinn iad beartas air a thaileamh, 
Gcd a thainig iad ‘se dhi orra. 

BAUD. 

Cha ‘n ‘oil ach bcagan diu’ beartach, 
Ged tba pailteas diu’ fo fhiachan, 
Tha bhochduinn an deigh ft’ ieonadh, 
‘S trie iad fo chomhlaich a phriosain, 
Bidh an Siorra air an toireachd, 
‘S ni e ‘m pocanan a sgriobadh, 
Bheir e leis an cnid mar dbrobhair, 
‘S eha n’ fheoraich e eiod as pris dhaibh. 

COIKXEAL. 

Tba cuid diu’ mar tha thu ‘g radh'm, 
Cha n‘fhaod mi aichea’ nach fior e; 
Baoinehha tuilieadh a’s sporsail, 
‘Sa hba mor chuiseach nan inntinn, 
A thuit gua fhios dhaibh aan an ain-fhiacb 
Cha ‘n ‘eil e oho soirbh dhaibh direadh, 
0‘n a dh’ atharruich an saoghal, • 
‘Sa rinn caochladh air na prisean. 

BAUD. 

‘Smor a dh’ atharruich an saoghal, 
■S mise dli’ fliaodadh sin a ghra’ in. 
Thug e car dhomh nach do shaoil mi, 
Chuir e ‘n aois mi na bu traithe, 
Ti‘nn don choille fad ‘o dhaoine, 
A leagadh nan craobh as an laraieh; 
Ged a fhuair mi foarann saor arm, 
‘S goirt a shaoithreachadh gu aiteach. 

COIRSKAL. 

Cha chunnt mi gur obair chruaidh e, 
‘S nach bi uachd ran gu brach ort; 
A mhaoidheas do chuir air fogradb, 
Mur a dian thu ‘n corr thoirt dha-san, 
Cha bhi na chomas do dhaoradh, 
Cha ‘n fhaic thu maor leis a bharlinn, 
Gu do nis a bbiodh d’thu ‘g ionndrain, 
0‘n thainig d‘thu amluthaich aghor- 
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BARD. 

‘Nuair a ctiunntas mi mo shaothair, 
Bidh e na's daoire na fhiach dhomh, 
Mun dian mi ghlanadh ‘sa reiteach, 
Sa chuir ri cheile na theintean; 
Gur coltaiclie mi ’san uair sin, 
Ri fear a toll-guail a direadh, 
Bi’ mi cho dubh ris na traillean, 
A th’ aig statachaa nan Innsean. 

COIRNEAL. 

BARD. 

-Sioma’ rud a tha mi ‘g ionndrain, 
Nach dian 5san am so bonn sta dhomh, 
Jfam bi’an aun an tir mo dhuchais, 
Far an robh mi ‘n tus mo la’.thean, 
Gheibhinn meas a’ measg nan uaislean, 
Bha mun cuairt domh ‘n Earra-Ghael, 
B’ fhearr gun d'fhuirich mi rim’ bheo ann, 
Mun d^thainig mi chomhnuidh ‘n Bhraighe. 

COIRNEAL. 

Ged bu mhath bhi measg nan uaisiean, 
Gur ann fada bh‘uat a'sfhearr iad, 
A luchd muinntir tha na’ seirbheis, 
Gha n-airde an ainm no na traillean, 
Sleamhuin an leachd aig an dorsaibh, 
Mur a coisicheadh d‘ thu failidh, 
■“S nan tuiteadh d’ thu uair gun fhios dut, 
Rachadh bristeadh air a chairdeas. 

BARD. 

■*S ioma’ fear le storas stochdail, 
Tha gle shocrach a toirt mail daibh, 
‘S inntinneach iad fad an t-samhruidh, 
Le ‘n euid ‘sna gleanntainean fiisaich, 
‘Nuair a theid iad dh'ionns’ mhargaidh, 
Gheibh iad airgiod, ‘s cha bhi dail ann, 
‘S na faiceadh d’ thu iad air tilleadh, 
< 'hunntadh iad gini ri t-fhairdein. 

COIRNEAL. 

Ged tha toileachadh ‘s na glinn sin; 
Tha cusban an righ ri phaigheadh, 
Cha n‘fhaod iad iasg a thoirt a linne, 
Na fiadh o‘n fhireach as airde, 
Ma mharbhas iad eun ann san doire, 
Theid an coireachadh mar mheirlich, 
Tairnidh iad a stigh gu binn iad, 
Theid an diteadh, ‘s cuirear cain orra. 

BARD. 

‘S furasda dhaibh sin a phaigheadh, 
‘S ach mar tha mi anns an tir so, 
A liuthad la bho Fheill-Martuin, 
A fhuair mi saruchadh a‘s mi-mhodh, 
Gur trio a chuing air mo mhuineal, 
A tarruinn a chonnaidh le dichioll, 
‘S a sneachda dhomh mu na cruachain, 
Cuid do dh’uairean bidh mi ‘n iosal. 

COIRNEAL. 

Tog do mhisneach ‘sna biodh bron ort, 
Ged tha sin ‘an eonuidh sgith leat, 
Bi’ d‘thu fhathasd mas a beo thu, 
Cho doigheil ‘s as math le t-inntinn; 
Gu de dh'iarradh d’thu ach fhaotinn, 
Fearann sasr a’s coir bho ‘n righ air, 
Bhios an deigh do bhais mar oighreachd, 
Aig do chloinn ma bhios iad criwmda. 

Ged a shiubhladh d’ thu ‘n Roinn-Eorpa, 
‘Sa blii feoraich anns gach rioghachd, 
Cha n'fhaic thu duine gun storas, 
A ti‘nn beo ann le bhi diamhain; 
Tha mi ‘n duil gun robh thu gorach, 
‘Nuair a thoisich thu ri diteadh, 
‘S ioma’ aon dha’n d‘rinn i fuasgladh, 
Bha na thruaghan a ti‘nn innte. 

BARD. 

Cemar dh’fhaodainns’ moladh, 
‘S gun mi toilichte ann am inntinn, 
O’n a thig toiseach na duldachd, 
Bidh a chuis na h-aobhar claoidh dhomh; 
A’geiridh ‘sna maduinean reota. 
Gum bi crith air m‘fheoil’s air ndfhiaclan, 
‘S gaoth tuath le fuachd, gam leonadh, 
Mur a bi mo chomhdach cinnteach. 

COIRNEAL. 

Air son toileachadh do nadair, 
Cha ‘n ‘eil sta dhut a bhi stri ris, 
‘Sin an ceum nach d’theid thu dh’ aichea’, 
O’n a dh’fhailnich ar sinnsreadh, 
Ged bha pailteas aig Adhamh, 
Bha craobh ‘sa gharadh a dhi air, 
Dh’fhag a meas fo iochd a bhais e, 
‘Nuair a ghabh e pairt o’n mhnaoi dhe’. 

BARD. 

‘Se ni mi tuilleadh mar raoghainn. 
Gun chmir a taghaidh n‘as dine, 
Tha mac an duine a’g iarraidh ailghios, 
Kadar c bhi ard a’s iosal, 
Cluinnidh mi gearain o’n Diuchda, 
Cho math rin-sin tha toirt cis dha, 
‘S o’n .bhaigeir a tba cosg na luireach, 
‘S o’n f hear a tha crun aft righ air. 

Cha lean mi ni’s fhaidt seanachas, 
Mun cinn iad searbh dhe’ le chluinntinn; 
‘S ma faigh iad coire dha m'. ghat lie, 
Cha bhi mi ‘g radhin no ‘g innse, 
Ole no math mar bhios mo charadh, 
‘San aite so ‘s eigin striochdadh, 
Soraidh bh’uam gu tir nan Gael, 
Kach leig mi gu brach air dichuimbne. 



328 RAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH, 

ORAN CUM HA 

DO BHEANTJASALOG CHLICITEACH, A TUI A POSDA 
AIG DOCTAIR IAIN NOBLE—MAR GUN DIAN- 
ADII A COMPANACH E. 

Seisd.—“ Gur c mise th' air mo leonadh 
‘S mi ri amharc na' seal air chuan 

sffith.” 
• 

A nochd gur luaineacli mo elm dal, 
•6 mi ri gluasad ‘am leabaidli gun tamh; 
Lcis a bhruaillean ‘s th’air m‘aigne, 
Cha dualach dhomh fada bhi slan, 
Chuir mi ceile mo leapa, 
Ann an ciste cliaol ghlaiste nan clar; 
‘8 trom a chis thug an t-eug dhiem, 
Ei’ mi cumha’ mud’ dlieiginn gu brach. 

Bi’ so bliadhna mo chlisgidh, 
An ochd-ceud-deug ‘sari da-fhichead ‘sa tri. 
An dara miosa dhe ‘n t-samhradh, 
Sc chiad la dhe thug teann orm sgriob; 
‘Nuair a chairich mi ghaoil thu, 
Ann’ a leiue don chaol-anart ghrinn; 
‘S d’thu gun chlaisteachd gun leirsinn, 
‘S goii't an t-saighcad tha reubadh mo chridhe. 

‘S beag an t-ioghnadh sin dhomhsa, 
BIm fo mhulad ‘sam bron air mo chlaoidh; 
Tha mi nis nnn am onraohd, 
•S bean mo thighe bhi ‘n conaidh gam’ dhi; 
CliaiU mi ccile glan m‘oige, 
C‘aite a faic mi cho boidheach ‘san tir, 
Bha do nadar ‘s do bheusan, 
A co-fhreagradh dha chcile aims gaeh ni. 

‘Si do ghnuis a bha aluinn, 
Gum be teistcanas cbaich ort gum b'fhior; 
Bha do phearsa gun fhaillein, 
O’d mhullach gu sailtean do bhuinn; 
Hha do ghruaidh mar na rosan, 
Slios mar eala nan Ion Ion air an tuinn, 
‘Se bhi ‘d chumha mo chombhradh, 
‘S cha d‘theid thu rim’ bheo as mo chuimhne. 

‘Sc bhi bronach as gnaths domh, 
‘0 na rinn mi do onaradh ‘san uir; 
Bheir gach aon rud a dh’fhag thu, 
Ann am sheaRadh gach la thu as nr, 
Bheir e laigse air mo nadar, 
Agus sileadh gu lar air mo shuil— 
Chaidh mo mhisneaoh gu faillein 
O’n a chuir mi thu'n caradh ‘sna buird. 

An am luidhe agus eiridh, 
>S d’thu mo leabhar ga leubhadh ’s mi sgith; 
Lois an teachdaire^hruamach, 
A ini a ’g amharc mun cuairt dut san am, 
Thilg e saighdean a lot thu, 
Cha robh feum aim am dbotaireachd ann, 
‘S on a dh’fhag mi ’aa chnoc thu, 
G ur a dilleachdain bhochda do chlann. 

Learn as duillich do phaisdean, 
Gur a lag iad’s gun mhathair rin’ cul ! 
Sinn mar hung air a fuadach, 
Ann an anradh a chimin thar a curs, 
Ann an cunnart gach barc-shugh, [stiuir 
Bhrist na ceanglaichean — dh’fhuasglil an 
Tha chain iuil air a sracadh, 
Dh'fhalbh an compaist, na slatan, ’sna siuil. 

Thainig dith air an ardaich, 
’Nuair a dh’eirich tuil bhaite fo croice, 
Thuit craobh-ubhal mo gharaidh, 
‘S gun do fhroiseadh a blath feadh an fheoir; 
Chaidh mo choinneal a smaladb, 
Bu gldan solus a dearsa mun bhord; 
Bhrist a ghloine bha m’ sgatlmn— 
Dh’fhalbh an daoimein a’m’ fhaineachan oir, 

Tha mo chridhe air a mhuchadh, 
‘S mi gun mharan, gun sugradh, gunchcol; 
‘S trom an t-eallach a dhruigh air, 
Ged as eigin domh ghiulan le hron; 
Bha mi roimhe so sunnfach, 
‘Nuair a fhuair mi 1c cumhnant ort coir; 
Rinn a ehuibhle orm tionndadh, 
Bho na dhalladh do shuilean le sgleo. 

Si do shuil bu ghlan sealladh, 
Cha robh gruaim air do mhalaidh na sgraing; 
Blia thu fiughantach fialuidh, 
‘S d’ thu bu shiobhalt briathran a‘s cainnt; 
Si do lamb nach robh diamhain, 
Bu ghlan t-obair o’d mhiaran gun mheang; 
‘Sann a’ nochd tha mi eianail 
‘Se bhi t-ionndrain a hath mi gun taing. 

Theirig samhradh mo laithean, 
Tha mi uireasach craiteach gu leoir 
Thainig geamhradh na aite : 
Dhoirt na tuiltean gu lar bho na neoil; 
Mi mar dhuine anu a’ fiabhrus, 
Na fear seachvain air sliabh aim an ceo : 
Chuir mi iuchair mo riaghailt, 
Ann an tasgaidh ’sa bhliadhna bha com 

luebair ghleusta agus ghliocais, 
Gan robh ciall agus tuigse gu leoir; 
Fhad ’sa bha thu ri fhaotiun, 
‘S d’ thu gun cumadh an teaghlach airdoigh, 
Ach a nis ‘o na sgaoil e, 
Gun d’ theid sgapadh ‘s gach aon do na meoir; 
’S mise am thruaghan rim’ shaoghal, 
’S nach ’eil leigheas ri fhaotinn dha in’ Icon. 

Ged a theid mi don leahaidh, 
Cha d' ting buaireadh a chadail ’natn’ cheann, 
’8 ann tha m’ inntinn cho luaineacli, 
Ris na duilleagan uaine air a ehrann; 
Bhi ga t -fhaicinn ’am bmadar, 
’Nuair a dhuisgeas mi suas gun thu aim ; 
S’ iad mo smaointeinan uaigneach, 
Thu blu t-shineadh fo’n fiiuar-lic ud thalL 

t 
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Be so samliradh mo chruadail, 
l)h’ fhag mo leaba’s mo chluasagan lorn; 
Tlia mo cliomhnuidh cho uaigneach, 
’S ged a bhi’nn an uamha nan toll, 
Gun bbi t-fhaicinn rim’ ghualain, 
Se clmir aiceid ro-bhuan ann am ekom; 
Tha mo chridhe fo smuairean, 
As e mar chudtrom na luaidhe’s gaeh am. 

Och ! se aobhar mo gbearain, 
Bean mo ghaoil chuir a’ falaeh ’sa cbill; 
Se eisdeaehd gairich do leanabh, 
’Kuair a bha tbu ’san annart gun ehli; 
Fuaim an uird ris antaruim, 
Bh’aig na saoiribh gad’%parradh fo dhion, 
Cbuir sud gaoir ann am bhallaibh, 
’S gun a db'eirieh mo ghalar ri linn. 

Gu do s?a dhomh bbi ’g iomradh, 
Air do bheus ’o na dh’f balbb thu’s nach till; 
’S ann tba sean-fliacal dearbhta— 
Dh’fhiosraich pairt e bln dearbhte annsgach 
Gum hi suil ri beul fairge, [linn 
’S nach bi suil ri beul roilige a ehaoidh, 
Dh’fhag sin mise mar bhalbhan— 
’S bi mi tarsuinn Icin’ shcanachas gu criche. 

Bidh mi nis a co-dhunadh, 
Cha’n ’cil feum dhomh bln t-ionndrain a 
Ged a leanain as ur air, [ghraidh, 
Glieibhmn cuimhneachan tursach mu d’ 
Tha ar beatha neo-cbinnteach, [bhas ; 
Air a corneas ’san fhirinn ri sgail, 
Sinn mar choigrich ’san tir so, 
Theid sinn uile gu siorr’achd gun dail. 

ORAN DON CHUAIRTEAR.* 

Deoch-slainte a Chuairtear a ghluais a’ Al- 
buinn, 

Bho thinnamor-bheann’sasheol an fhairge, 
Don duthaich choilltich thoirt duinn a 

sheanachais, 
’Sa fear nach ol i, bidh moran fearg ris. 

’Nuair thig an Cuairtear ud uair sa mhiosa, 
Gum bi na h-oganaich le toilinntinn, 
A tional eolais na ehomhradh siobhalta, 
’S bidh naighlachd ur aig air ciiu an sinns- 

readh. 

Gur lionar maigbdean ath’ann an deigh air, 
’Sa bhios le caoimhneas afaighneachd sgeul 

dhe, 
Le solus choinnlean a bhios ga leubhadh, 
’S bidh eachdraidh ghaoil aige do gach te 

dliiu. 

Cha n’ ioghnadh oigri thoirt moran speis da, 
’Nuair tha na seann-daoin’ ’tha call a leir- 

sinn, 
’San cinn air liathadh, chodian an deigh air, 
’S nach dian iad fhaieinn mur clcachd iad 

• speuclar. 

’Se’n Cuairtear Gaelach an tarmunn ainmeil, 
’Nuair theid an t-aileagan sin fo armaibh, 
Le phcarsa bhoidheach ’an comhdach ball- 

btireac, [garbhlaich. 
Mar chleachd a shinnsreadh gu. direadh 

Be sin an t-eideadh bha eutrom uallaeh, 
Gu siubhal bheann, agus ghleann a’s chrua- 

chan, 
Gu seasamh laraieh an lathair cruadail, 
’S trie bha namhaid ’an cas san ruaig leaf. 

’Nuair thig e ’n tir so, mu thim na samhna, 
Cha lagaich fuachd c na gruaim a gheamh- 

ruidh, 
Bidh feile-cuaiche mu chruachain teann- 

tuidh, 
’Sa bkreacan guaile gu h-uallach greannar. 

Bidh boineid ghorm agus gearr-chot ur air, 
Bidh osain dliealbhach mu chalpa dumhail, 
Bidh gartain stiallach far fiar bhreid cuil air, 
’Sa bhrogan eile, be ’n t-eideadh duchais. 

Bidh lann gheur staillein an crios braois- 
dean airgiod, [baiclj, 

’Sa dhag air ghleusadh, nach leum le cear- 
A bhiodag dhualach do chruaidh na Gear- 

mailt, [bhruic. 
Sa sporan iallach do bhian an t-scana- 

’Nuair chi mi ’n Cuairtaar tha uasal rioghail, 
Bklh mi ga shamhlachadh ri Iain Muillcir, 
Tha flehead geamhradh o'n tha e’s tir so, 
’S chad chuir e riamh air a shiiasaid cuibh- 
• reach. 

Tha corr as ceud o'n tha ciall as cuimhne 
aige, 

’S trie a shealg e damh dearg ’sna frithean, 
Air slios beinn Armuin a b’ard ri dhireadh. 
An deigh an t-seorsa ud be’n comhlan 

fiachail. 

’Sa Chuairtear aluinn tha tamh ’sna gleann- 
tan, 

Ga bhei! a Ghaelic ’sa ’sfhearr ni labhradh, 
Nach gabh tamailt co ni ris sealltainn, 
'S mor do chairdean tha ’n drasd an geall ort. 

£un ghabh iad thachd dhiot, le beachd nach 
treig iad, 

O'n’s gaol gasda thu, tha sgairteil gleusta, 
’S d’ thu Oighre an Teachdair a chleachd 

bbi beusach, 
’S nach d' fhag, mask’ air a mhac na dheigh 

san. A ‘Cuairtear nan Gleann,’ or the ‘ Gaelic Tourist.’ 
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\Sa Chuairtear ghradliaich cha d’thugainn 
fuath dhut, 

Gun robli do chairdeas ri sar, dhaoine uaisle, 
Ged rinn pairt diu’ do charadh suarach, 
A chaill an Gaelic, ’sna b’ fhcarr cha d’ 

fhuair iad. 

Gur inor na fiachan fo bheil na Gael, 
Don fhear* a dh’inntrich ar leabhar nadair, 
'Sa dhearbh le firinn gur i a Ghaelic, 
Baine-chioch a lion gach canein. 

Bu Ins bha priseil i chinn ’sa gharadh, 
Bu ghlan gun truailleadh a fuaim aig Ad- 

liatnh, 
Bha stochd gun chrionadh na bhrigh ’sna 

fhaileadh, 
Gcd thainig siontan a mhill am blath air. 

Gun robh i dileas do laoich na Feinne, 
Bu daoine calma nan aimsir f hein iad, 
liinn Oissein danachd dhaibh air a reir sin, 
Si labhair Padruig a bheannaich Eirin. 

* The late lamented Lachlan McLean, Esq., of 
Glasgow, author of the “ History of the Gaelic 
Language.” 

A Chuairtear eibhinn na treig gu brack i, 
’S na leig air diehuimhne ri linn an ails’ i, 
Bidh sinn ga seinn anns na coilltean fasaich, 
Mar bha clann Israel aig braighde Bhabilon. 

A Chuairtear shiobhalt ma ni thu m’iarraidh, 
’S gun cuir thu ’n t-oran so ’an clo nan 

iarunn, 
’S gun dian thu ghiulan ’sa churs’ an iar leat, 
Do’n Eilein iosal an tir o’n thriall mi. 

Bho'n tha thu siubhlach a’ measg nan Gael, 
Gun cuir thu curamach e sa mhaileid, 
’S aig Cnoc Mhic-Dhitghail a ni thu fhagail, 
’S thoir fios dha ’n ionnsuidh gu bheil mi’m 

• shlainte. 

'Nuair bhios mi comhla ri comunn cairdeil, 
Nar suidhe comhnard mu bhord tigh thairne, 
Gun gabh mi ’n t-oran, gun ol ’s gum 

paigh mi, 
Deoch-slainte a chuairtear le buaidh don 

Ghaelic. 

t 
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AIREAMH TAGHTA 

DE 

SHAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH; 

OR 

A CHOICE COLLECTION 

OF 

THE BEAUTIES OF GAELIC POETHY, 

ORIGINAL AND SELECT. 

The following songs and poems are the productions of gentlemen, who invoked 
the muse only on rare occasions, and under the impulse of strong feelings excited 
by extraordinary events;—or, of individuals of whose history little is known to the 
world, and whose works were not sufficiently voluminous to entitle them to a place 
among the professed or recognised bards. When the tide of chivalry ran high in 
the Highlands, and ere the Gaelic ceased to be spoken in the chief’s hall, it was 
deemed no disparagement to people of the highest rank to imbody their feelings on 
any subject in Keltic poetry. Many of those pieces are of commanding merit, and 
it is hoped that they will form an appropriate and valuable appendage to this work. 
So far as practicable, the paternity of the poem is given, and such historical and illus- 
trative notes are interspersed as the full elucidation of the subject seemed to require. 

MOLADH CH^BAIR-FEIDH. 

I.E TOEMOD BAN MAC'-LEOII). 

Deoch-slainte’ etiabair feidh so 
Gur h-eibhinn ‘s gur h-aighearach; 

Ge fada bho thir fein e, 
Mhic Dhe greas g’a fhearann e; 

Mo chrocbadh a’s mo cheusadh, 
A‘s m’ eideadh nar raheala mi, 

Mur ait team thu bhi ‘g eiridh 
Letreun neart gach caraide! 

Gur raise chunna’ sibh gu gunnach, 
Ealamh, ullamh, acuinneach; 

Ruith nan Rothach ‘s math ’ur gnothach, 
Thug sibh sothadh maidne dhaibh; 

Cha deach’ Cataich air an tapadh, 
Dh’fhag an neart le eagal iad, 

Ri faicinn ceann an fheidh ort 
‘Nuair dh’eirich do chabar ort! 

Be’n t-amadan fear Foluis, 
•Nuair thoisich e cogadh riut; 

Rothaich agus Rosaich— 
Bu ghorach na bodaich iad; 

Frisealaich a’s Graundaich, 
An campa cha stadadh iad; 

‘S thug Foirbeisich nan teann-ruith, 
Gu seann taigh Chuilodair orr’. 

Theich iad uile ‘s cha dh-fhuirich 
An treas duine ‘bh‘aca-san; 

An t-Iarla Catach ruith e dhachaigh— 
Cha do las a dhagachan; 

Mac-Aoidh nan creach gun thar e as, 
‘S ann dh’eigh e ‘n t-each a b’ aigeannaicu, 

Ri gabhal an ra-treuta, 
‘Nuair dh-eirich do chabar ort! 

‘S ann an sin bha ‘m fuathas 
Ga‘n ruagadh thar bhealaichean, 

An dcas dhuinn a’s an tuath diiuinn, 
Gu luath ruith roi’d’ cheann-eidcadh; 
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5Iar ssaoth a dh’eoin nam fuar-bheann, 
A’s gruaim air a h-uile fear, 

A teamadh bho na sleibhtean ' 
Gu reidhlein ‘s gu cladaichean. 

Dh’eigh iad port ‘s gu’n d’fhuair iad coit, 
‘S bu bheag an toirt mar thachair dhaibh; 

Ciod e’n drocb rud rinn am brosnach’, 
Le’n cuid mosg nach freagradh srad, 

‘S a liuthad toirtear dheth na Bothaioh, 
Dol air flod thar cblaigeannan ? 

‘S ann ghabh iad an ratreata, 
‘Nuair dh’eirich do chabar ort! 

Ga’m fiigh mi fein mi dhurachd— 
(‘Se dhuisg as mo chadal mi) 

An Ti da’n geill na duilean,. 
‘S da ‘n umhlaich na h-uile ni, 

Gun greas e thu gu d’ dhuthaich, 
Gu h-uiseil ‘s gu h-urramach! 

Gur tu nach leigeadh cuis, 
Leis na du-Ghaill nach buineadh dhaibh; 

‘S tu bheireadh clotha do’ luchd gnothaich, ' 
Gun fhios co a throdadh riut; 

Am fine Rothach chuir thu fothadh 
Ge mor leotha ‘n ladornas, 

Ga‘n ouir romhad lo‘n ruith-choimhich, 
‘S am baile-nodha na shradagan, 

‘S na lasair anns na speuran, 
‘Nuair dh’eirich do chabar ort! 

Chunna mi m‘a thuath thu, 
‘S gu‘m b’uachdaran allail thu; 

Bhn Cataich fo do churam, 
‘S dh’ umhlaieh na Gallaich dhut; 

‘S gach ti bha riut an diumba, 
‘S nach duirigeadh sealladh ort, 

A faicinn bhi ga’n sgiursadh, 
Gu duthaich nach buineadh dhaibh. 

Le gasraidh fhinealt dheth do chinneadh 
Nach gabh giorag eagalach; [b:reaoh, 

- Luchd cldogaid ‘s bhiodag '“s chorcan 
Cha philleadh luchd-bagairt iad; 

Thig feachd Mhic-Shimi gu do mhilleadh, ' 
‘S ruithidh iad gu saidealta; 

‘S gu’n teicli iad o chlar t-eudainn, 
‘Nuair dh’eireas do chabar ort! 

Th’am brochan a’ toirt sar dhuibh, 
‘S tha 'n cal a’ toirt at oirbh; 

Ach ‘s bcag is misde ‘n t-armunn, 
‘Ur sath thoirt an nosgaidh dhuibh: 

Ge mor .a thug sibh chaise, 
Thar airidhean Asainne, 

Cha’n fhacas cuirm a’m Folais, 
Ge mor blia do chearcan ann; 

Caisteal biorach, nead na h-iolair’, 
Coin a's gillcan gortach ann; 

Cha‘n fhaicear bioran ann ri teinne, 
Mur bidh dileagbhrochain ann; 

Cha’n fhaicear mairt-eoil ann am poit ann; 
Mur bi ccarc ga plotaigeadh; 

‘S ga’n tional air an deirce, 
‘Nuair threigeas gach cosgais iad. 

Cha’n eil ian ‘s na speuran, 
Is breine n’an iolairc, 

Cha ‘n ionan idir bens d’i, 
‘S do dh-fheidh anns na firichean:— 

Bi’dh iadsa modi ag eiridh, 
A feuchainn bhiolaire; 

‘S bi’dh is’ air sean each eaoile, 
Ri slaodadh a mhionaieh as; 

Chuir i spuir a staigh na churach, 
A’s thug i fhuil na spadul as. 

An t-ian gun sonas’ giarraidh donais, 
Bi’dh na coin a- sabaid ris; 

‘S breun an t-isean e air iteig, 
Gun fhios c‘ait’ an stadadhe,— 

Mas’ ole a lean e ahhaist, 
Cha b’ fhearr far na chaidil e. 

Cha’n eil ian ‘san t-saoghal 
R‘a f haotainn tha coltach riut,— 

Cha’n it hear do chuid sithne— 
Rinn firinn a’ mollachadh : 

Ge l tha ort iteag dhireach, 
Mar fhior shaighdead corranach, 

‘S ged’ thuirt iad riut am fireun, 
Tha ionan an donuis ort! 

‘S ioma buachaille th’ air fuar chhoc, 
Agus cuaille bat aige’; 

Ni guidhe bhuan do bhuntain bhuath, 
‘S a bhuaileas bho do thapadh thu; 

‘Nuair bheir thu ruaig air feadh nan uan, 
‘S a bhios buaireas acrais ort, 

‘N uair thachras cabar feidh ort, 
Gu’m feum thu bhi snasadh dha! 

Tha cabar-fearna Dhomhnuill, 
Mar spors’ anns an taiamhs’ ac’; 

Nach innseadh sibh dhomhs’ e, 
‘S gu’m b’eol domh a charaehadh; 

‘S chuirinn fios gu h-eolach, 
Gu Seoras an caraideach, 

Gur b-c Fear Dhuin-Domhnuill, 
Le Ion chum an t-anam ris; [ghlioca 

‘Bbiasd gun mlieas, gun mhiagii gun, 
Riamh bu trio ‘s an talamh-s’ thu; 

Dh’ol a’s dh’ith thu trian do d’ pbiseach, 
‘S tu an t-isean amsydeach; 

Chuir na Rothaich thu air ghnothach, 
‘S tu au t-amhusg aineolach, 

‘S ged’ thug Clann-Choinnich miadh ort, 
Cha b’ fhiaeh thu ‘n tx-eas earrainn deth. 

Faire! faire! ‘shaoghail, 
Gur caochlaidheach carach thu, 

Chunna raise Si-pliort, 
‘Nam pioban cruaidh, sgalanta, 

Nach robh an Alb’ a dh'aon-shluagh, 
Ged shineadh Mao-Cailein ris, 

Na chumadh riuts an eudann, 
‘Nuair dh‘eireadh do chabar ort! 

Bh‘eireadh leat an coir ‘san ceart, 
Le trian do neart gu bagaraeb, 

Na bh'eadar Asainn, a‘s fa dlieas, 
Gu ruig Sgalpa chraganach, 

Gach fear a glacadh gunna snaip, 
Claidheamh glas, no dagachan,— 
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Bu leat Sir BomhnuilShleibhtp, 
‘Nuair dh*eircadh do chabar ort! 

Dh‘eireadh leat fir Mhuideirt, 
‘Nuair ruisgte do bbrataicliean, 

Le ‘n lap nan daite du-ghorm, 
Gu‘n cinirte na warcaich leo; 

Mac-Alasdair ‘s Mac-Ionmhuinn, 
Le ‘n cuilbheirean acuinneach; 

‘Nuair rachadh iad *san iorghuill, 
Gu‘m b’ ioghna mur trodadh iad :— 

Bi‘dh tu fhathast gabhail aigbear, 
Ann am Brathuinn bbaidealach, 

Bi‘dh cinne t-athair ort a feitbeamh, 
Co bhratbadh bagradh ort ? 

Bi‘dh fion ga chaitheamh feadh do tbaigbe, 
‘S uisge-beatba feadanach; 

‘S gur lionmbor piob’ ga‘n gleusadh, 
•Nuair dh‘eireas do chabar ort! 

Kote.—Norman >I‘Lcod, tlie author of the fore- 
going clan song was a native of Assynt, Suther- | 
landshire. Little is known to us of his parentage 
except that lie moved in the higher circles of his ■ 
country, and upon his marriage, rented auexten-1 
sive farm in Ids native parish. He had two sons ' 
whose status in society shows that he whs in ' 
comfortable, if not affluent circumstances—one of 
them was Professor Hugh M*Leod of the Uni- j 
versity of Glasgow; and the other, the Kev. | 
Angus McLeod, Minister of Bogart in the county | 
of Sutherland. Both sons were men of conside- ! 
rable erudition and brilliant parts,—and Angus’s 
name is still mentioned in the North with feelings | 
of kindness and respect. 

Norman M‘Leod lived long on a footing of in- | 
timate familiarity and friendship with Mr. 
M‘Kenzie of Ardloch whose farm was contiguous 
to that of our author; and “ Cabar-feidk” which 1 

has single handed stamped the celebrity of Me-! 
Leod, arose out of the following circumstance. | 
The earl of Sutherland issued a commission to 
William Munroe of Achany, who, with a mime- ! 

rous body of retainers and clansmen, by virtue 
of said commission, made a descent on Assynt 
and carried off a great many cattle. This predatory 
excursion was made in the latter end of summer, I 
when, according to the custom of the country, the ! 
cattle were grazing on distant pasturages at the 
sheilings, a circumstance which proved very fa- 
vourable to the foragers—for they not only took 
away the cattle, but also plundered the sheilings, | 
and thus possessed themselves of a great quantity | 
of butter and cheese. Indignant at the baseness ! 
and injustice of such cowardly conduct, M‘Leod ; 
invoked the muse and composed “ Cubar-feidh” 
or the clan-song of the 31‘Kenziee—making it 
the vehicle of invective and bitter sarcasm against 
the Sutherlanders and Monroes, who had antece- 
dently made themselves sufficiently obnoxious 
U) him by their adherence to the Hanoverian 
cause in 1745. 

That a production teeming with so much 
withering declamation and piquancy of wit should 
have told upon its hapless subjects, may be rea- 
sonably supposed. Muuroe was particularly sore 
on the subject, and threatened that the bard 
should forfeit his life for his temerity, if ever 
they should meet. They were personally unac- 
quainted with each other; but chance soon 
brought them face to face. Munroe was com- 
monly known by a grey-coloured bonnet which 
he wore, and was called “ Uilleam a bhonaid 
uidhir.” One day as he entered Ardguy Inn, 
there sat Norman M‘Leod, on his way to Tain, 
regaling himself with bread and butter,, and 
cheese and ale. Muuroe was ignorant of the cha- 
racter of the stranger; not so M‘Leod—he immedi- 

ately knew Achnny by the colour of his bonnet— 
drunk to him with great promptitude, and then 
offered him the horn with the following extem- 
porary salutation :— 

“ Aran a'« im ft’s cals Mu'ii tip am has air Tonnod ; A’s rleocli ilo fhir an rothaid, fS chu phitbh na Rothaich feargr ria.” 
which may be-translated thus— 

Bread nnd butter and cheese to me, 
Ert dentil my mouth shall close; And, traveler, there’s a drink for thee, To please the blaek Munrocs. 

Achany was pleased with the address, quafred 
the ale, and when he discovered who tiie courte- 
ous stranger was, he cordially forgave him, and 
cherished a friendship for him ever after. Years 
after the events recorded above, the poet’s son, 
Angus, then a young licentiate, waited upon 
Acnany, relative to the filling up of the vacancy 
in the parish of Kogart.—“ And do you really 
think, Sir.” said Aciiany, “that I would use mV 
influence to get a living for your father’s son 
Cabnr fciclh is not forgotten yet.” “No! and 
never will.” replied the divine, “but if I get the 
parish of Itogart, I promise you it shall never be 
sung or recommended from the pulpit tiiore !” 
“ Thank you ! thank you !” said Aciiany, “ that 
is one important point carried—you arc not so bad 
as your father after a 11—and we must try toget the 
kirk for you !” He gave him a letter to Duurobin 
and lie got the appointment. 

“ Cabor-feidh'’ is one of the most popular songs 
in the Gaelic language, and deservedly so. It 
has been erroneously ascribed to Matheson, the 
family-hard of Seaforth ; but now for the fu st 
time, it is legitimately paternized, and The only 
correct edition, which has yet appeared, is here 
given. The song itselfbonrsititeriial evidence that 
our history of its paternity is strictly correct; 
and our proofs in corroboration are numerous 
and decisive. Nothing can surpass the exulta- 
tion of the bard wliile he sings the superiority 
of the clan K’Keuzie, over those who have drawn 
upon themselves the lash of his satire. The line 
'Xnair dh'eireudh do chabitr art! falling in at tiie 
end of some of the stanzas, lias an electrifying 
effect; and, although figurative in its language, 
is so applicable as to transport us beyond our- 
selves to those feudal times when our mountain 
warriors rushed to the red field of battle to con- 
quer or to die. The music, ns well as the poem, 
is M-1.cod’s, and forms one of the most spirit- 
stirring airs tliat can be played on the bagpipe; 
so popular, indeed, lias tliis time been in many 
parts of the H iglilands, that it was not danced 
ns a common reel, but as a sort of country dance. 
We have seen “ Cabar-j’ridh" danced in character, 
and can hear testimony that, for diversified parts, 
for transitions, mazes and evolutions, it yields 
not, when well performed, to any “Cotillon brent 
new from France.” 

MALI CHRUINN BONN. 
LEIS AN CHEISTEAR CimUBACd. 

Air fonn—“ Carraig Fhearghuis.” 
0‘n thagaich mi‘n rathad, 
Gu‘n taghail mi monadh 
‘S an tuiteadh an sneachda, 

‘S a ghaill-shion gu trom; 
‘S an talamh neo-chaisrigt’, 
‘S na chaill mi na casan, 
Mu‘n d’ rainig nii‘n caisteal 

‘N robh Mali ciiruinu donn! 
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‘Nuair a rainig mi doras 
Gu‘n dh'fhas mi cho toilicht, 
‘S gu‘n d’ rinn mi gach dosgainn 

A thogail gu fonn; 
A‘s thamh mi‘s an asdail* 
Bha ‘n sail beinn an t-sneachda 
Cho blath ris a chladach 

Bha m fasgadh nan tonn. 

Fhir a shiubhlas an rathad, 
A dh'ionnsuidh na Dabhaich, 
Uam imirich mo bheannachd 

G’u Mali chruinn donn; 
Tha thuinnidh sa’ ghleannan, 
Aig alltan a cheannaich’, 
'S gur daoine gun tabhail 

Nach taghaich am fbnn; 
I mar ionttihas an tasgaidh, 
Gun chunnart gun gheasan, 
Ach a faotainn gu taitneach, 

Dha "n fhear rachadh aim; 
'S ged bhithinn am llharori^ 
Air duthaich Chlainn-Eachuinn, 
Gu’m foghnadh mar mkaitche, 

Leam Mali chruinn donn! 

Tha pearsa cho boidheach, 
Tha 1 tlachdmhor na comhdach, 
Tha taitneas na comhradh, 

Mar smcorach nan gleann, 
Gu’n d’ eiltich mo chridhe, 
’Nuair rinn i rium brithinn, 
"S bu bhcatha dhomh rithist 

Gu tighinn a nail. 
Bha h-aogasg gun smalan 
Bha caoin air a rasgaibh, 
Bha gaol air a thasgaldh, 

‘S a chridhe ’ bha na com: 
Gu’n smaoinich mi agam 
Nach ractiain am mearachd, 
Ged theirinn gur piuthar 

I dh' Iain geal, donn. 

Na meoir sin bu ghile, 
Bha oorr air glirinneas^ 
A‘s boiche ni tighe 

A’s fuaidheal glan reidh; 
Gur cuimir, deas, direach, 
A shiubhlas tu‘n ridhle, 
‘Nuair dhuisgear gu cridheil 

Dhut fiodhall nan teud: 
‘S tu cheumadh, gu boidheach, 
•S a thionndadh gu h-eolach, 
‘S a fhreagradh gu h-ordail 

Do cheolan nam meUr; 
Tha’n carbag ’sa mhonadh, 
‘8 math tearmunn o’n ghaillionn, 
‘8 gur sealbhaeh do’ll fbear sin 

A ghlacas a ceum. 

O mheacain an t-suairceis, 
‘8 o leasraidh na h~uaisle, 
Be t-fhasan ‘s bu dual dut 

O’n bhuaineadh do sheors; 
Gur furanach, pairteach, 
Am preas as an dh’fhas thu, 

Mar rinneadh do charadh 
0‘n An ’s o'n t»Srath-mhor, 

Na’m biodh sibh a lathair, 
‘8 an staid mar a b'aill leam, 
Cha reicinn ‘ur cairdeas 

Air mnai ‘na Roinn-Eorp; 
Gu’m beil mi ’n diugh sabhailt, 
O chunna mi Mairi 
Gu’n sheas i dhomh aite, 

Na mathar nach beo! 

Chuir i lasgadh mu‘n cuairt domh 
Mar earradli math uachdair, 
Gu’n bhuilich i uaisle 

Le suairceas glan beoil. 
Lamh shoilleir nco-spiocach, 
‘8 an cridhe neo chrionta, 
Aig nigheaft Catriana 

’8 mo bhriathar bu choir! 
Ge nach faca mi t-athair, 
Gu’n cuala mi leithid, 
‘8 gu‘m b‘urra mi aithris, 

Cuid dh’ fhasain an t-seoid :—• 
Bha e fial ris na mathaibh— 
Ceann’ chliar agus cheathairn’, 
‘8 bu dbiobhail mar thachair 

Luaths’ chaidh e fo‘n fhod. 

Bhiodh ol ann, bhiodh ceol ann, 
Bhiodh furan, bhiodh poit ann, 
Bhiodh orain, bhiodh dochas 

Mu bhord an fhir fheil;— 
Bhiodh iasg ann, bhiodh sealg ann 
Bhiodh fiadh, agus earb ann, 
Bliiodh coiieach dubh barragheai, 

Ga mharbhadh air getg. 
Bhiodh bradan an fhior-uisg, 
Bhiodh taghadh gach sithn’ ann, 
Bhiodh liath-chearcan fraoich 

Anns an fhrith aig a fein; 
‘Nam tighinn gu bhaile, 
‘8 pi thurlach gun ainnis, 
Bhiodh rusgadh air ealaidh, 

Casg pagiiaidh, a's sgios. 

B’ iad sud na fir uaisle, 
Gun chrine giln ghruaimean 
Cha ‘n fhaigheadh each buaidh orr 

‘N tuasaid na‘n streup; 
lad gun ardan; gun uabhar, 
Neo smachdail air tuatha, 
Ach fearann fo ‘n uachdar 

‘Fas suas anns gach ni. 
0 na dh‘iuiich na h-artnuinn, 
Chaidh an saoghnl gu taire, 
‘8 bi‘dh bron agus paidh 

Ri chlaistinn na‘n deigh :— 
‘8 na ‘m fanain ri fhaicinn, 
Cho fad’ ri mo sheanair, 
Gu‘m farr’deadh gach fear dhiom 

—“ Am faca mi ‘n Fheinn?” 
• <4 

0 na dhi-mich na h-armuinn, 
!S e n-ar cuid na tha lathair, 
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Gu mu beannaicht’ an geard 
Th‘air sn alach a th’ ann! 

Ceud soraidh, ceud failtej 
Ceud furan gu Mairi, 
A dh‘fhag sinn 'sa Mhaigh 

Aim am braighe nan gleann 
‘S i cuacbag na coille, 
Na h-uai.sle 's na h^oilcan, 
A dh'fliag sinn gu ioinncil 

An creagan nam beann; 
A ghcala-ghlan gun ainnis, 
B’e t-ainm a blli banail, 
‘S gu'n dhcarbll thu bi duineil* 
‘S nir chluinueata-s’ do chall! 

Gu'n cluinneam-=s’ do bhuinig, 
Ge nach faio mi thu tuilleadh, 
Gar an iarradh tu idir 

Dhol fad’ as an f'honn; 
Ach an aite na's deiseil, 
Gun bhlar, no gun chreagan. 
*S ma gheibh m’ achanaich frcagairt 

Cha‘n eagal dut bonn; 
Tha %aisle«n, *s treun-laoich) 
Tha truagbain a‘s feumaich, 
‘Toirt tuaraisgeul gleusta 

Air t-f heuin anns gach ball; 
Tha gaflh tlaohd ott ri innseadh, 
Laroh gheal a ni sgriobadh, 
‘S gur tuigseach a chiall 

A chuir Ilia na do cheann! 

Bi'dh tno dhan agus m’ oran, 
Bi‘dh m’ alia mar ‘s eol domhj 
Gu brath fhad's is beo mi 

Toirt sgeoil ort a chaoidh : 
Na fhuair mi dhe t-fhuran, 
Gha'n fhuaraich e tuille, 
Ni smaoibtean mo chridhe 

Riut brithinn nacli pill; 
Cba ‘n eil Siorracbd dha ‘n teid mi, 
Ged ’ ruighinn Dun-eideanh, 
Naoh toir mi dcagh sgeul ort 

Fhad 1 dh’ eisdear mo rainn 
•S bheir mi Charra'ig bho Fhcargus, 
Gu atharraoh ainme, 
•8 leuchd-ealaidh na h-Alba 

ll’a sheanchas ‘s d'a sheinn. 

Ceud furan, ceud failte, 
Ceud goraidh le bardachd 
Ceud tlachd mar ri ailleachd, 

Air fas air a mhnaoi; 
Ceud beannachd na dha dhut, 
‘S gu‘m faiceam-sa slan thu, 
Mu tha idir an dan domh, 

‘Dhol gu brath do Loch-bhraoin i 
Ged nach sgalaiche baird mi, 
Cha ‘n uriainn mi aicheadh, 
Ma thig iad ni's daine 

Gu‘m paigh iad ris daor 
‘S i bean nan rasg trodhad, 
Gun ardan, gun othall, 
‘S i Mairi‘s glain’ bodhaig 

—Creag odhar nan craobh. 

Creag ghobhar, creag chaorach, 
Creag bheann, agus aonaich, 
Creag fhasgach ri gaoith thu, 

Creag laogh, agus Inheann; 
Creag chaoran, creag chnothan, 
Creag fhiarach, a*s chreamhach, 
Creag innach a’ labhairt 

Am barraibh nan crann; 
Gu'n cluinnte guth smeorach 
An uinneag do sheomair, 
'S a chutbag a comhradh 

Mar a b’eol d*i bhi cainnt. 
*S bi’dh ealaidh a mhonaidh, 
Ri cluich anns an dorus 
Mar onair ri Mhali, 

Bean shona nan Gleann. 

0 nach urra mi sgriobhadh, 
No litir a leughadh, 
Fbir a dhealaich an de rium 

Aig earn an fheidh dhuinn, 
‘Chuir a chuid gillean, 
‘Sa ghearrain ga‘m’ shireadh, 
Mu’n rachadh mo mhilleadh, 

An curaisde puill; 
0 nach urra mi mholadh, 
An onair mar choisinn, 
Mo bheannachd gu meal e 

Gun easlaint a chaoidh! 
Fhir a shiubhlas an rathad, 
A dh’ ionnsuidh na Dabhoich, 
Uam imirich mo bheannachd 

Gu Mali chruinn Bonn! 

Note.—The above truly admirable tfotig tva* coJnpoeed by William M'Konete,- the Gairloch and Locbbroom catechist* commonly called An Ctistear Crvbach, owing to a lameness which he had. He was a native of the parish of Gairloob, and was bom about the year 1670. In his early years, M'Kerw.i* had the reputation of being a serious young man : he committed^ to memofy the whole of the questions of the Shorter Catechism in Gaelic, and was subsequently allowed a small stated salary for going about, from hamlet to hamlet in the forehientioned 
parishes, catechising the voting, and imparting religious in- struction to all who chose to attend his meetings. Jt wa* while employed on these missions that he composed the fore- going. It was the dead of winter: the houses wefe far apart—a tremendous storm came on—and our author, to save his lifej was compelled to cdnhd iu the shelter of a rock. In this situa- tion he was fortunately discovered, and conveyed on horseback 
to the house of Mr. M'Kenzle, where he experienced the great- est kindness. He forthwith Invoked his muse, and celebrated the praises of his host’s sister, then a beautiful toting lady, and Afterwards Mrs. M'Kenzie of Kemsafy, in Gsirfoch. A song of 
less poetic grandeur' and merit might well have Immortalized any mountain maid, and established the reputation of the au- 
thor, and put it beyond the reach of detraction, 

CALtiM A' GHLINNE.* 

tUlNNEAQ, 

Mo Chailin donn og, 
S mo nighean dubh thogarach, 

Thogainn ort fown, 
Neo-ihrom gun togainn, 

* The author of this popular song was Malcolm M't-can, a native of Kinlochowe, in Itoss-shire. M'Lean bad enlisted in 
the army when a young man, and upon obtaining his discharge 
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Mo nighean dubh gun iarraidh 
Mo hriatkar gun togainn, 

’S gu‘ii innsinn an t-aobhar, 
Mach eileas ’ga d Ihogradh. 

Mo Chaitin donn og. 

Gi:‘m bcil thu gu boidheach, 
Bainndidh, banail, 

Gun chron ort fo ’n ghrcin, 
Gun bhcum, gun sgainnir; 

Gur gil’ tbu to d’ leine 
Na eiteag na mara, 

’S tha coir’ again fein 
Gun clicile bhi mar-riut. 

Mo Chailin donn og, §c. 

Gur muladach mi, 
’S mi ’n deigh nach math leam, 

Na dheanadh dhut sta 
Aig each ’ga mhalairt; 

Bi’dh t-atliair an comhnuidh 
’G ol le eaithream, 

’S e oolas nan corn 
A dh'fhag mi cho falamh. 

Mo Chailin donn og, .j'C. 

Nam bithinn a’g ol 
Mu bhord na dibhe, 

’S gum taicinn mo mhiann 
’S mo chiall a’ tighinn, 

’S c ’n copan bcag donn 
Thogadh fonn air mo chridhe, 

’S cha tugninn mo bhriathar 
Nach iarrainn e rithist. 

Mo Chailin donn og, <5'r. 

Bi’dh bodaich na dueh’ 
Bi hurst’s ri fanaid, 

A cantain rium fein 
Naeh gcill mi dh-ainnis; ’ 

v/as allowed some small pension. Havlnjr returned to his na- tive country, he married a woman, who, fur patience and resig- nation, was well worthy of beiilfx .styled the sister ot Job. Malcolm now got the occupancy of a small pendicle of land ond grazing for two or three cows in Glensgaith, at the toot of Denfuatluus, in the county of Koss. M l.ean during his mili- tary career seems to have learned how to drown dull care as well us ‘ fight the French’—he was a bacchanalian of the first magnitude, lie doe* not, however, appear to have carried 
home any other of the soldier's vices with him. Few men have had the good fortune to buy inimortuiity ut so cheap a 
rate of literary and poetical labour as "Cainm a Ghlinne:' on this single ditty his reputation shall stand unimpaired as long as Gaelic poetry has any admirers in the Highlands of Scot- 

The occasion of the song was as follows: M'Lean had an only child, a daughter of uncommon beauty and loveliness; but owing to the father's squandering what ought, under any eco- nomical system of domestic government, to have torined her (iowerv, she was unwooed, unsought, and, for a long time, un- 
married. The father, in his exordium, portrays the charms and excellent qualities of his daughter, dealing about some excel- 
lent side-blows at fortune-hunters, and taking a reasonable share of blame to himself for depriving her of the bait neces- 
sary to secure a good attendance of wooers. The, song is altogether an excellent one, possessing many 
strokes of humour and flights of poetic ideality of no common or- der ; while its terseness and comprehensiveness of expression are such, that one or two standing proverbs have been deduced 
from it. His “Mijhean dnbh Thogarrach," and her husband ■wore living in the parish of Contin, In the year 1769. Malcolm, so fur as we have been able to ascertain, never got free of his tavern propcnstilies, for which he latterly became so notorious, 
that when he was seen approaching an inn, the local topers left their work and flocked about him. He was a jolly good fellow in every sense of the word; fond of singing the songs of other p^ots, for which nature provided him with an excellent voice, 
lie died about the year 1764. 

God tha mi gun spreidh, 
Tha tend ri tharruinn, 

’S cha sguir mi do ’n ol 
Fluid’s is beo mi air thalamh. 

Mo Chailin donn og, <pi. 

’S ioma bodachan gnu 
Nacli duirig m’ aithris, 

Le thional air spreidh 
’S iad ga threigsinn a’s t-carrach 

Nach eosg nnns a bhliadhna 
Trian a ghaliain, 

’S cha toir e fo ’n uir 
Na’s mu na bheir Calum. 

Mo Chailin donn og, $c. 

Nam bithinn air feill, 
’S na ceudan mar rium, 

De chuideaehda choir 
A dh-oladh drama; 

Gun suidhinn mu ’n bhord 
’S gun traighinn mo shearrng 

’S cha tuirt mo bhean riamh »ium 
Acii—“Dia lent a Chalum!”* 

Mo Chailin donn og, tj'c. 

Go ! tha mi gun stor, 
Le ol’s le iomnirt, 

Air bheagan de ni, 
Le pris na mine; 

Tha fortan aig Dia, 
’S e fialaidh uime, 

* The virtue of mildness in his wife was often put to the test, and found to be equal to the glowing representation of the 
poet. Malcolm had occasion to go to Dingwall a summer day for u boll of oatmeal; ami having experienced the effects of a burning sun and sultry climate, he very naturally went into a public house on-his way to refresh himself. Here he came in contact with a Badenoch drover, who, like himself, did occasional homage at the shrine of the red-eyed god. Our “worthy brace of topers-’ entered into familiar confab; gill was called after gill until they got gloriously happy. Malcolm for- 
got or did not choose to remember his meal; the drover was equally indilferent about his own proper calling—and thus 
they sat and drank, and roared and ranted, until our poet told his hist sixpence on the table. After a pause, and probably re- volving the awkwardness of going home without the meal, 
“Well,” said Malcolm, “if I had more money, 1 would not go home for some time yet.” “That's easily got,” replied In* 
crony, “ I'll buy the grey horse from you.” The animal speed- ily changed owners, and another and more determined on- 
slaught on '• blue ruin” was the consequence. Our poet did nothing by halves,—he quaffed atoup after stoup until his pock- ets were emptied a second time. “ Kgad!” exclaimed M‘Lean, making an effort to lift his head and open his eyes, “ I must go 
now!" 4i' You must,” rejoined his friend, “ but 1 cannot see, for the life of me, how you can face your wife.” “ My wife!” ex- claimed the bard in astonishment, “pshaw! man, she’s the woman that never said or will say worse to me than ''I/ia leat 
a Chainin'," that is, God bless you, Malcolm. “ I’ll lay you a bet of the price of the horse and the meal that her temper in not so good, and that you will get an entirely diiferent saluta- tion," replied the drover, who had no great faith in the tacitur- nity of the female sox. ‘“Done!-my recruit,” vociferated the 
bard, grasping the other eagerly by the hand. Away went Malcolm and with him the landlord and other two men, to wit- ness and report what reception our drouthy friend should meet. He entered his dwelling, and. as he approached on the floor, ha staggered and would have fallen in the fire, placed grateless in the centre of the room, had not his wife flung her arms affec- tionately about him, exclaiming “Zh’a leat a Chainin'." “ Ah!’ replied Malcolm, “why speak thus softly to mo,—1 have drunk 
my money and brought home no meal.” “ A heatherbell for that," said his helpmate, “wo will soon get more money and meal too.” “ But,” continued the intoxicated poet, “I have also drunk the grey horse!” “What signifies that, my love’ 
rejoined the excellent woman, “you, yourself are still alive and mine, and never shall we Ovant—never shall I have reason to murmur while my Malcolm is sound and hearty." It was enough: the drover had to count down the money, and in a few hours Mrs. M'Lean had the pleasure of hailing her husband a return with the horse and meal. 
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13 mo gheibh mi mo shiainte, 
Gu'm pividh mi na sliir mi. 

Mo C hail in donn oy, ,jc. 

Ge mor lo each 
Na tha mi ipirioaiih, 

Cha tugainn mo bhoid 
Nach olainn tuilloadh, 

’S e gaol a bbi raor 
Tha ui’ fheoil a’ sireadh— 

Tha ’n sgeul ud ri aitbris 
Air Cal! um a Ghlinno. 

Mo Chailin donn oy, J'c, 

CLACHAN GHLINN’-DA-RUAIL. 

LUINNEAG. 

’fo cha drag Lhian-gheal^ tnheall-skuileachi 
A dh-fhas gu Jhllain, f aostjaM', 

(!ar tram mo cheum o ’n dhoalaick sinn-, 
Aiy dachah Ghlinn’-da-ruail. 

Di-donaich rinn mi cholachadh, 
Bean og’s modhar gluasad, 

Tha 'gnth mar eiieol ua smcoraiche, 
’S mar bhil’ an rois a gruaidhean. 

Mo chaileag, §c. 

'S caoin a soang sldios furanach, 
Neo-clmraidli a ceum uallach; 

Tha ’gairdean ban gle chumadail: 
’S deud lurach n’ a beul guaaiaeh. 

Mo chaileig, ijr, 

’S ro fhaidlleach ’n a comhradli i. 
Gun sgilm, gun sgleo, no tuailcas; 

Gur lialliail eoiseachd shraiuean i, 
Air bheagan stait no guaineia. 

Mo cluzileagf, $c. 

God biieireatlh Seoras aite dhonsh, 
Cho ard’s a tha measg uaislean; 

Air m’ fiscal’s mor a b’ fhcarr learn, 
A bhi ’n Coir»clmaimh na ni’ bhuachaill 

Mochailcag, <j'c. 

O’s truagh nach robh mi ’s in’ ailleagnn 
Air airidh cois nam fuar-bheann ! 

Bu shocair, scimh a chaidlinn, ’s i 
Nan m’ achlais, air an luadiair. 

Mo chaileag, 

Cl a suaimhneas oidhch’ air Icaiiaidh 
dhomh, 

Ga t-f haicinn ann am bruadar; 
’S am Bioball fein cha laimhsicli mi, 

Gun t-iomliaigh ghraidh ga 'in bhuai- 
readh. 

■Mo chaiUag, 

N uair b’ f hileant’ briar’ a mliinisteir, 
A fiosrachadh mu ’r truailleachd; 

Bha mise coimhead durachdach, 
Na seire tlia d’ sliuil neo-luaineach. 

Mo chaileig, <j'c. 

Gcd shuidheas Cleir na tire learn, 
’S mi sgriobhadh dhaibh le luath-laimh ; 

S ann bhios mo smuaintean diomhaireach; 
Air Sine dhuinn a chuaeh-fhuilt. 

Mo chaileag, <j-c. 

Adi’s eagal leam le m’ cheileirenchd, 
Gu n gabh an seisein gruaim rium : 

Ged fhogras iad do ’n Olaint mi, 
Ri m’ hheo dia toir mi fuath dhut! 

Mo chaileag, <5’c. 

.V-w.—The Above populsr sonf: hoi been Attribute!! to ao nintn reputed poets, that we tee I great pleasare In puttiup 
the reader ripht on tlie subject. 'Hie Perthshire people claimed it lor the late Rev. Dr. Irvine of Little Dunkeld: while the 
others were equally certain that it v.-as the production of Mr. Archibald Currie, teacher of the Grammar School, Rothesay. To arrive at a satisfactory conclusion as to its paternity, we have instituted the necessary inquiries, and have now the satis- 
faction to announce that it is the composition of Mr. Anfrus Hetcher. parochial schoolmaster of Dunoon, We subjoin Mr. Hetcher s letter in reply to our communication:— 4* ^'vas born at Coim-t-shee (Coirinti), a wild, sequestered, and highly romantic spot on the west bank of Loeheck. in 
Covynl. early in June, 1776; and w’as chiefly educated at the parish sclwbl of Kilmodan, Ghjndaruel. From Glendaruel I went ?o !iute in 17111, where I was variously employed until May, 18(14, when I was elected parochial schoolmaster of Dunoon, and 
that situation I have continued to fill (however unworthily) hitherto. ‘‘I he of the Glen' is my earliest poetical production, 
and came warm from the heart at the age ot’lfl vears. ‘Clachau 
GhUun-da -ruail,' I think, was composed in 1*807, in compli- nient to a very ‘ iionnie Hie-lan' las tie,' Miss Jean Currie of Coirechnaive, now Mrs. B n. In this song, although 1 be- lieve the best of the two, the heart was not at all concerned. It 
appeared first in the 4 Edinburgh Weekly Journal,’ with my initials, and has been evidently copied from that paper into Turner s Collection of Gaelic Hongs. The ver.se beginning ‘\uair fhuidhwu Cleir na tire, leant,' lias reference to the situa- tion 1 then held of deputy-clerk to the Prcsbvterv of Dunoon, and to the office of Session-clerk of the united parish of Dunoon and Kilmnn, which I still hold/' Here, then, the authorship of “Clachan Ghlinn'-xloruail" Sr. settled. It is one of the best and most popular of our amorous pieces, and, although the talented author says that the heart vyas not at all concerned" in it, we venture to remind him that Nature, that excellent schooluiietresM, had taught him to study her ways. ^ Ihe air to which it is sung is also very popular, and is known in the Lowlands by tire name of Neil Goto s Strathspey. 
Bub without wishing to denude that celebrated violinist of any of his laurels, we beg to Inform the reader that that air was known in the Highlands centuries before Neil was born. It is called “ f'vtlcireachd na M not ha Silh," or the "Fairy's Carol." and has the following tradition annexed to it. A certain farm- 
er had engaged a young beautiful female as herd and dairy- maid for a period of twelve months. During the first days of her servitude, as her character avid history were altogether un- known, it was necessarv eo have a sharp eye after her. On ouo occasion while her employer went out to see whether she wjt% tending the cattle with due care, he found her dancing lightly •;<n the green, and singing a Gaelic song, one verse of which v/e 
subjoin;— 

“ Am bun a chruidh eha chaithris mi, Am bun a chruidh eha bhi mi; Am bun « chraidh eha chaithris mi, ’8 mo leabuidh anns an t-ahithcan." 
We beg to translate this for the sake of the English reader:— 

I'll tend not long thy cattle, man, _ I’ll tend not long thy bullock; I'll tend not long thy cattle, man, My bed is in yon hillock. 
But to return to Mr. Fletcher, we are sorry that want of room prevents us from giving the "Lassie of the Glen" in Gaelic. We annex, however, an English translation of it which has de- servedly become very popular. It is from Mr. Fletcher’s own 

pen. 
AIR—44 Cunt an Fhiasag ribeach bhuam." 

Beneath a hill Viang birken bushes. 
By a burnie’s dimpilt linn, I told my love with artless blushes, 
To the Lassie o’ the Uleu. 



338 SAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACIT. 

O! the birken bank see gra-^ie, Bt'i/l the humic'* dirnpiU linn: fear to mr'sjhe honnie lassie, 
Lkiivj in i/onrushie glen. 

Lonely ft nail! thy Ptreem ?ae ffla.-sic, 
SB nil be aye my frtvfi'.e theuio; ^ for. on thy banks, my Highlun'l lassie. First coufesseil a mutual Hume. 

O: the birken, &C: 
What bliss to sit tln l none to fash us, In sonic: K\veci wee bow ry de.n J 
Or fornily .-'tray amaupr the rashes, Wt’ the Lassie o’ the (ilen l 

O! the birken, Ac. 
Anti thouph I wander now unhappy, Far true seenon we haunted then. I'll n'-'ev i\ r rel the hank sac grassie, Nor the Lassie o’ the Glen. 

O! the birken, Ac. 

MALI BIIEAG OG. 

Nach tmagh lent mi’s mi’m priosan, 
Mo Mliali bjieag og, 

Do chairdean a’ cuir binr.' orm, *• 
Mo chuid de ’n t-saoghal thu. 

A iiliean na mala mine, 
’S na'm pogan mar na fioguis, 

’S tn nacli fngadh sbios mi, 
Le mi-ruin do blieoil. 

'Di-domhnaicb anns a’ glileanp duinn, 
Mo Mhaii bheag og 

’Inuair thoisioh mi ri cainnt riut; 
Mo ehuid de'n t-shaogal mhor. 

■*Xuair dh’fhosgail mi mo sliuilean, 
’S a sheall mi air mo ehul-tliaobli; 

Elia mareacli an eicli chruthaieh, 
Tigh’ft’ dlu air mo lorg. 

’S raise bh’air mo bhuaireadh, 
Mo Mhaii bheag og, 

’Nuair ’thain an ’sluagh mu’n cuairt duinn 
Mo ribhinn ghlan ur : 

!S truagh naeh aim san uair ud, 
A thuit mo lamh o m’ ghualainn, 

Mu’n dh’ amais mi do bhualadh. 
Mo Mhaii bheag og. 

'Gur boiehe leam a dh’fhas thu. 
Mo Mhaii bheag og, 

Na’n lili ann Ban fhasach, 
Mo cheud ghradh’s mo ruin: 

JIar aiteal eaoin na groin’ 
Ann am madainn eliiuin ag eirigh, 

Be sud do dhreaeh a‘s t-eugais, 
Mo Mhaii bheag og. 

’S raise a thug an gaol 
Dha mo Mhaii bliig oig, 

Naeh dealaich rium sa'n t-saoghal, 
Mo nigbean bhoideach tlm. 

Tha t-fhalt air dhrencli nan teudan, 
Do ghruaidhean mar na coaran ; 

Do shuilean, fiathail, aobhach, 
’S do bheul-labhairt ciuin. 

Sbiublilainn leat an saogbal, 
Mb Mhaii bheag og: 

Cho fad a‘s cul na greine, 
A gheug a‘s aiili gnnia 

Ruithinn agus leumainn, 
Mar fhiadli air bharr nan sleibbtean, 

Air ghaol’s gu‘m bithinn reidh’s tu, 
Mo Mhaii bheag og. 

’S truagh a rinn do chairdean, 
Mo Mhaii bheag og! 

’Nuair thoirmisg iad do ghradh dhomh, 
Mo chuid de 'n t-saoghal thn: 

Nan tugadli iad do lamh uhomli, 
Cha bhithinn-’s ann san am so, 

to’ bhinn air son mo ghraidh dhut, 
Mo Mhaii bheag og. 

Ge d’ bheirte mi bho’n bhas so, 
Mo Mhaii bheag og, 

Clia ’n ijtrrainn tuille dalach, 
Mo cheud gradii’s mo ruin : 

B’annsa ’n saoghal-s’ fhagail, 
’8 gu’m faieinn t-aodann ghradhach; 

Gu’n ehuimhn’ bid air an la sin, 
’8 na dh’fhag mi thu ciuirt’. 

Note.—The above beautiful song was composed 
by a young Highland officer, who had served uu 
dor King William on the continent soon after the 
Revolution, ilia history, which elucidates the 
song, was thus :—He was the eon of a respeeta- 

; ble renaut in the Highlands of Perthshire, and 
while a youth, cherished a desperate passion for 

j a beautiful young lady, the daughter of a neigh- 
bouring landed proprietor. Their love was reci- 

| proeal—but sucli was the disparity of their cir 
i cumstanccs that the obstacles to their union were 
! regarded even by themselves, as insuperable, 
j To mend matters, the gallant young Highlander 
enlisted, and being a brave soldier and a young 

i man of excellent conduct and character, lie was 
j ]uo.noted to the rank of an officer. After several 
j yea.'s’ absence, and when at the end of a campaign, 
(lie army had taken up their winter quarters, 

| he came home to see his friends—to try whither 
| itis newly acquired-status might not remove the 
objections of her friends to their union. She was 
stiil unmarried, and if possible more beautiful 
than when he left her—every feature had assumed 
the highly finished character of womanhood— 
her beauty was tlie universal theme of admira- 
tion. Othello-like, the gallant young officer told 
her of “ hair breadth ’scapes by laud and flood” 
and so enraptured the young lady that she readily 
agreed to elope with him. 

i laving matured their arrangements, they fled 
on a Saturday night—probably under the belief 
that the non-appearance of the young lady at her 
father’s table on Sabbath morning would excite 
no surmises in the liurry of going to church. 
She, indeed, had complained to her father of 
some slight headache when she retired to rest, 
and instructed her maid to say noxtmorning that 
she was better, but not disposed to appear at the 
breakfast table. Not satisfied with the servant’s 
prevarication, who was cognizant of the elope- 
ment, the father hurried to his daughter's bed- 
room, and, not finding her there, he forcibly 
elicited the facte from the girl. He immediate- 
ly assembled his men, and pursued the fugitive 
lovers with speed and eagerness After many 
miles pursuit, they overtook them in a solitary 
glen where they had sat down to rest. The lover, 
though he had nobody to support him, yet was 
determined not to yield up his mistress; and 
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beinsr well armor], and an excellent gladiator, lie 
ropolved to repent any attack made iipon I'.im. 
When the pursuers came up, and while he was 
defending liimself and her with his sword, which 
was a very heavy one, and loaded with what is 
called a s 1 %' 1 apple, (ubhn! a1 chlaulheimh) she 
ran for protection behind him. In preparing to 
give a deadly stroke, the point of the weapon ac- 
cidentally struck hie mistress, then behind him, ! 
so violent a blow that she instantly fell and ex-1 
pired at his feet! Upon seeing this, he immedj-: 
ately surrendered himself, saying, “ That ke did ; 
vot. vrish to lire, his earthly treasure belay gone!11 j 
He was instantly carried to jail, where he com-j 
posed this heart-melting song a few days before | 
lus execution. 

Our neighbours, the Irish, claim this air as one 
of their ovvn, hut upon what authority we have ! 
been left in thedark. Sir John Sinclair establish- 
es its nativity in Scotland, but falls into a inis- j 
take in making an inn t he scene of the melancholy 
catastrophe of the lady’s death. The song itself 
substantiates our version of it. The second 
stanza was never printed till eiven bv us—tbe i 
whole is now printed correctly for the lirst time. ] 
It is one of the most plaintive and mellow in the ! 
tiaelie language—full of pathos and melancholy | 
feeling. Tlie distracted lover addresses his de-j 
ceased mistress, as if site were still living—a cir- { 
eumstance that puts the pathetic character of the 
song beyond comparison, and amply illustrates 
the distraction of his own mind—a state of mental 
confusion, and wild melancholy, verging on 
madness. 

MAIM LAGHACH. 
(original set.) 

LE MUKCHADH RUAI1II NAM BO. 
LUINNEAG. 

Ho, mo Mhairi Laghach, 
‘S tu mi Mhairi bhinn ; 

Ho, mo Mhairi Laghach, 
lS tu mo Mhairi yhrinn ; 

Ho, mo Mhairi Laghach, 
‘S tu mo Mhairi bhinn ;• 

Mhairi bhoidheach, hirach, 
Rugadk amis na glinn. 

Nuair a thig a Biicalltainn, 
Bitliidh ’ choill fo blila, 

’S coin bheaga ’seinn duinn— 
A dli’oidhch a’s a la; 

Gobhair agus caoiricbj 
A’s crpdti-laoigh le’n al, 

’S Mairi bhan gun saodach’, 
Mach ri aodainn cliarn. 

Ho, mo Mhairi, fyc. 

’JGiair a tliig an Samhradh, 
B’nnsa bin’s na glinn, 

God robh an t-aran gann oirn, 
Bi’dh ’n t-avnlilan tri fillt’ 

Ghcibh sinn gruth a’s uaehdar, 
Buannachd a chruidh laoigh, 

As lonaid a chinn chuachaich, 
Clmir mu’n cuairt a mhing, 

Ho, mo Mhairi, 4-c. 

“A Pheigi,’’ arsa Sconaid, 
“ ’S nconacli learn do chail,— 

Nacb iarradh tu ’shcomar, 
Ach Gleann-smeoil gu brath.”— 

“Bi’dh mis’ dol do’n’ bhuaile, 
A’s m’ fhalt mu m’ chluas a ’fas, 

’S bi’dh na fir a faighneachd, 
MaigUdean a chuil bbain. 

Ho, mo Mhairi, fyc. 

’M fear a thig an rathad, 
’S math leis thn bhi ann, 

Do ghruaidb mar na caorann, 
Bbkis ri taobh nan alit : 

Tba t!m banail beusaelt— 
Glia leir dhomh do mheang; 

B’ annsa lilii ga d’phogadh, 
Na poit fion na Braing. Ii . 1. 

Ho, mo Mhairi, fyc. ' 

Na’m biodh Seonaid laldir, 
Chuir a lamb Van im, 

Peigi ris an al, 
A’s Muiri mu ’n cbrodli-laoigl),— 

Bliithinnse gu statoil, 
Dol gu airidh leibb, 

’S cha bhitheamaid fo phracas, 
Te nacb tamhadh linn. 

Ho, mo Mhairi, fyc. 

Nuair shuidheas daoin’ uaisle, 
Mu’n cuairt air a bhotd, 

’G eilteacbadh ri cbeile, 
’S deigli ae’ air blii ceol, 

Cha’n fhaic mis an eis iad, 
Air son seis cla‘m beoil, 

Luinneag Mairi chuachach, 
Tha shuas an.Crleann-smcoil. 

Ho, mo Mhairi, 

Note.—The author of the foregoing popular 
song was Murdoch M‘Kenzie, a IiOch hrooru 
Drover, known bettor in his native country, by 
the cognomen of “ ii/Wrc7,MD/7i Ruadh nam Jf.o” 
or red-haired Murdoch of the droves. Mr. 
M‘Kenzie composed many excellent songs, and 
had them taken down in manuscript, preparatory 
to publication: but at the importunity of his 
brother-in-law, the Rev. Lachlan M-Kenzie, of 
Lochcarron, he consigned tlmm to the fiumes. 
His own daughter, Mniri Ltu/hacli, was the sub 
ject of tlie above pastoral. Mr. M-Kenzie’s maid 
servant, it appears, had absconded from bis ser- 
vice at a time.when ber labours wore most re- 
quired in the^fe^ling or mountain milk-house, 
and the parontN-hHiirully appreciates the services 
ofhis own daugblyr, who at a very early age 
showed great expertness in that department. 
The air is original, and so truly beautiful that 
the song has attained a degree of popularity, 
which its poetry would never have entitled it 
to, if composed to an old, or inferior ah'. Mr. 
McKenzie died in l&H. 
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MAIRI LAGHACH. 

(second set.) 

LUINJfEAG. 

Ho, mo Mhairi laghach, 
' S tu mo Mhairi bhinnr 

Ho, mo Mhari laghach, 
’S tu mo Mhori ghrinn t 

Ho, mo Mhari laghach, 
’ S tu mo Mhairi bhinn 

Mhairi bhoiilheach lurachr 
Rugadh aunt na glinn. 

B'ot bha mis’ a‘s Main 
‘M fasaichean GMinn-Smeoil, 

‘Nuair cbuir macan-Bhenuis, 
Saighead gheur ‘n am flieoil^ 

Tharruinn sinn ri cheile, 
Ann an eud cho beo, 

‘S nuoh robli air an t-saoghal; 
A thug gaol cho mor. 

Ho, mo Mhairi, fyc 

‘S trie bha mis’ a’s Mairi', 
Falbh nam fasach lial, 

Gu’n smaointean air tal-bheairt, 
Gu‘n chail gu droch gbniomh; 

Cupid ga n-ar taladh. 
Aim an cairdeas dian; 

S barr nan craobh mar sgail dliuinn, 
‘Ruair a b’ aird’ a ghrian. 

Ho, mo Mhairi, fyc. 

Ged bu Icamsa Alba’ 
A h-airgead a's a maoin, 

Cia mar bbithinn sona 
Gu‘n do chomunn gaoil? 

B’ annsa bhi ga d’ tihogadh, 
Le deagh choir dhomh fhein, 

Na ged f haighinn storas, 
Na Roinn-Eorp’ gu leir. 

Ho, mo Mhairi, <5'c. 

Tha do bhroilleach soluis 
Lan de shonas graidh; 

Uchd a‘s gile sheallas, 
Na ‘n eal’ air an t-snamh : 

Tha do mhin-shlios, fallain, 
Mar chanaoh a chair; 

Muineal mar an fhaoilinn 
Eo ‘n aodainn a’s aillt’. 

Ho, mo Mhairi, j c. 

Tha t-fhalt bachlach, dualach, 
Ma do chluais a’ fas, 

Thug nadur gach buaidh dha, 
Thar gach gruaig a bha : 

Cha ‘n ‘eil dragh, no tuairgne, 
‘Na chuir suas gach la; 

Chas gach ciabh mun-cuairt dheth, 
‘S e ‘na dhuail gu bharr. 

Ho, mo Mhairi, J'C. 

Tha do chailc-dheud shnaighte 
Mar shneachda nan ard; 

T-anail mar an caineal; 
Beul b'no’m banail failt: # 

Gruaidh air dhreach an t-siris; 
Min raisg chinnealt, thla; 

Mala chaol gu‘n ghruaimeau, 
Guuis gheal ‘s cuach-f halt ban. 

Ho, mo Mhairi, $c., 

Thug ar n-uabhar barr 
Air ailleas nghrean mor; 

B’ iad ar leabaidh stata 
Builleach ‘s barr an fheoir : 

Fluraichean an fhasaieh 
‘Toir dhuinn cail a'-s treoir, 

A‘s sruthain ghlan nan ard 
A chuireadh slaint ‘s gach por. 

Ho, mo Mhairi, S>c. 

Cha robh inneal ciuil, 
A thuradh riamh fo ‘n ghrein, 

A dh’-aithriseadh air choir, 
Gach ceol bhiodh againn fhein : 

Uiseag air gach lonaa.; 
Smeorach air gach geig, 

Cuthag ‘s gug-gug aic\ 
‘Madainn churaidh Cheit’. 

Ho, mo Mhairi, $c. 

CHORUS. 
Sv'p.nt the rising mountains, red with heather, bells. Sweet the huhbling fountains and the <h*ry delis; Siveet the snowy blossoms of the thorny tree t 
Sweeter is young Mary of Glens mole to me. 

Sweet, O sweet I with Mary o’er the wikis to stray. 
When tilensmole is dress'd mail the j>vide ut May—- And, when wi nry roviny tferunffhthe "reemvoou gtauB- Softiy to- recline beneath the birkon shade. Sweet the risingt mountains, d-c. 
There to fix my graze h> raptures of delight, ©u her eyes of truth, of love, of lih\of h^T‘d 
On her Uo»)in purer tlmn the silver tide, Fairer than the cana on the mountain side. Sweet the rising mountains* &c. 

were all the sounds contriv’d by tuneful men. 
To the warbling wild notes of the sylvan glen? Here the merry lark necends on dewy w ing. There the mellow mavis and the blackbird sin?. Swset the rising mountains, dc. 
What were all the splendour of the proud and great,. To the simple pleasures of our green retreat-? From the crystal spring fresh vigour we inhale; liosv health does court us on the mountain gsAe. 

Sweet the rising mountains, dc* 

Xote.—The second sot of “ Afairi Layback.” 
the composition of Mr. John McDonald, tacks- 
man, of Scoraig, Lochbroom, n gentleman ot 
rrreat poetical talents. It is infinitely superior 
to the original set; and, while Mr. M^Ivenzio- has the merit of having composed the air, Mr. 
McDonald is entitled to the praise of having 
sung that most beantiful of airs, in language, which, for purity, mellowness, aral poetry, was 

I never surpassed. Mr. M'Donald now lives in 
the island of Lewis, where he is much respected ; 
he is the author of many excellent poems amt 
sono-s, and in him yet the Highland muse finds- 
a votary of ardent devotedness,—ot nerve, tact, 
talent, intelligence, and wit. \YTe subjoin a beau- 
tiful translation of five stanzas of this popular 
song by another gifted Highlander, Mr. D- 
M41'her’a&n, bookseller, London. 



• AIRE AM II TAGHTA. 341 

Were I offered all the wealth that Albion yields, 
All her lofty mountains and her fruitful helds. With the countless riches of her subject s‘*d3’ I would scorn the change for blisses such as these I Sweet the rising mountains, <tc. 

CUIR A CHINN HILEIS. 

(OEIGINAL SET.) 

IXIN'N'EAO. 

Cuir a chinn dilcis, 
Dihis, dilei', 
Cuir a chinn dileis, 

7harum do lamh, 
Do ghorm-shuil thairis, 
A mhealladh na miltean, 
’S duine gun chli, 

Nach tugadh dhut gradh. 

Na biodham-s‘ am thraill dut 
Gu brach, on aon uair-s’; 
Ach tiomaich o cfiruas, 

. Do chridhe gu tlas. 
Cuir a chinn dileis, fyc. 

Cha’n fhaodar leatii cadal, 
Air leabaidh an uaigneas : 
’S m’ aigne ga bhuaire’, 

Dh’ oidhche’s a la. 
Ach ainnir is binne, 
’S a’s grinne, ’s a’s suairce; 
Gabh-sa dhiom truas, 

’S bithidh mi slan! 
Cuir a chinn dileis, <5"C. 

CL'IR A CHINN DILEIS. 
Ciia tbinncas na feachda, 
’S a mhadainn so bbual mi: 
Ach aeaid ro buan 

Nach leigbeis gu brach. 
Le sealladh air faicho. 
De shlait on taigh uasail, 
■Moch-thra di-luain, 

’S mi ’g amharc an la. 

Einn deiseid a pearsa, 
Nach facas a thuarmsa; 
’G imeachd fo’n chuach-chul, 

Chamagach, thla. 
Einn dealaradh a mais,’ 
Agus lasadh a gruaidhean, 
Mis’ a ghrad bhualadh, 

Tharais gu lar. 
Cuir a chinn dileis, .j'C. 

Ach dh’ eirieh mi rithist, 
Le cridhe lan uabhair ; 
A’s dh’ imich mi ruathar, 

Euighinn na dail. 
G'a h-iathadh na m’ ghlacaibh, 
Ach smachdaich i bhuam sin 
Ochan! is truagh ! 

A mheath i mo chail. 
Cuir a chinn dileis, 4'c. 

Do dhearc-shuilean glana, 
Eo mhalla gun ghruaimean; 
’S daigheann a bhuail iad, 

Mise le d’ ghradh. 
Do ros bhilean tana, 
Seamh, farasda, suaircc, 
Cladhaichear m’ uaigh 

Mar glac thu mo lamh. 
Cuir a chinn dileis, $c. 

Tar fuasgail air m’ anam 
On cheanghal is cruaidhe ; 
Cuimhnich air t-uaisle, 

’S cobhair mo chas. 

(modern set.) 

’S mi’m shuidh’ air an uilinn 
A tuireadh sa caoine; 
Bhuail saighead a gbaoil mi, 

Direach gu'm shall. 
Dh’ fhas mi cho lag, 
’S nach b’ urra’ mi direadh; 
Le goirteas mo chinn, 

’S cha d’ shin i dhomh lamh. 
Cuir a chinn dileis, SfC. 

’S mi’m shuidh’ air an tulaich, 
An iomal na cuirte ; 
A’ g amharc mo ruin, 

’S i ’n ionad ro ard. 
Thug i le fionnaireachd, 
Sealladh de suil domh, 
’S thiunndaidh i cul-thaobh, 

Seaehad air harr. 
Cuir a chinn dileis, ,j‘c. 

Sheall mi am dheighidh, 
Gu fradharc dh’i fhaotainn; 
’S chuna’ mi h-aodann, 

Farasda, tla. 
Chuna’ mi sealladh, 
A mhealladh na miltean, 
’S amaideacji mi, 

’S nach faigh mi na pairt, 
Cuir a chinn dileis, fyc. 

Tha mais’ ann ad bhilean 
Cha ’n aithris luchd-ciuil e, 
Togaidh tu sunnt, 

An tallachan ard. 
Lcagair leat seachad, 
Sar ghaisgich na duthch’; 
Le sealladh do shill, 

’S le giulan do gbnais. 
Cuir a chinn dileis, $c. 
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Do bhraghad ni’s gile, 
Na eanach na dige; 
Cliite dol sios, 

’M fionn bhaine blath. 
‘S ioma rud eile— 
('ha ’n 'eil i ri faotainn, 
Idir san t-saoghal, 

Aogais mo ghraidh, 
Cuir a'’chi nil dilcis, §c. 

Do ohul mar an canach, 
T-fhalt clannach’s cuirn air, 
A chumas an driuchd, 

(in dlu air a bharr. 
Na chuailcan air easadh, 
Na cldeachdan air lubadh, 
’S do-cheannaieht’ an crun, 

Tha giulun a bhlath, 
Cuir a chinn dileis, <5'c. 

Do ghruaigh mar an eorcur, 
Bcul socair o’m binn sgeul: 
Deud mar na disne, 

’S fincalt a dh’ fhas. 
Do shlios mar an cala, 
S do mheall-shuilean miogacli, 
Thaladli tnu m’ inntinn, 

’S cha pill i gu braeh. 
Cuir a chinn dileis, 

Aro/f>—The above two beautiful songs are of great 
antiquity, and their authorship is not known. 1 

There is a translationof one of them, by a lady, 
in Johnson’s “Scottish Musical Museum,” Yol. 
Jl. The English version, however, although 
very literal and not destitute of merit, conveys 
no idea of the spirit, felicity and poetical grandeur 
of the original. 

AN NOCHD GUE FAOIN. 

Corp seang gun fheall gun fhalachd ann, 
Gur cas thu mhealladh graidh. 

’S a liughad oigear furanach, 
A thuilleadh onus’ an sas, 

D’ an tugadh t-aodann faothachadh, 
’S an t-aog ga ’n cur gu bas. 

! Cha chuireadh gaol gu geilte mi, 
Na’m freagradh tu mo gliloir, 

Gur h-e do chomradh maighdeannail, 
Mo raghainn dheth gach ccol. 

’S gur h-iomadh oidhch’ no-aoibhneach, 
Chum do chaoimhneas mi fo Icon ; 

Is bi’dh mi nociid a’m’ aonaran, 
A smaointeach bean do neoil. 

Tha bean do neoil am braithreachas, 
Ri eala bhan nan speur: 

Gur binne learn bhi maran leat. 
Na clarsaichean nan tend. 

Is tba do thlaehd a’s t-aillidheacbd, 
Ag cur do ghraidh an ceill; 

Gur cosmhuil tbu ri ailleagan, 
Da'n umblaieh each gu leir. 

Is beairt a eblaoidb mo sboebair tbu, 
’S a shocraich ort mo ghaol; 

’S gur e rnheudaich tursa dhomb, 
Gu’n thu bbi dhomh mar sbaoil. 

Sgeul flor a dh’ fheudar aireamh learn; 
Gur leir a bbla’s a cltaoin; i 

Gu’n d’ fbag gach speis a tb’ again abut, 
An nochd mo chadal faoin. 

[ Gu ’n d’ rinn mi Alb’ a ehuartachadli, 
O Chluaidb gu uisge Spe; 

Is bean do ncoil cha cbualas, 
Bu neo-luainiehe na bous. 

Is eorrach, gorm, do sbuilean: 
Gur goal, s gur dlu, do dheud. 

Fait buidbe’s e na clmacban ort, 
’S a shnuagh air dhreacb nan tend. 

MO CHADAL DOMH. 

A v nochd gur faoin mo chadal dhomb, 
Nior acain na’m bell bb’uam, 

Do cbomunn le deagh chaoitnhnealachd, 
Dfi’i’hag mi bbo ’n raoir fo ghruaim. 

Cur trie mi ann an aisling leat, 
Gach uair da ’n dean mi suain; 

Trcm-osnaicli ’nuair a dhuisgeas mi, 
Air bhi dha t-iundrann bb’uam. 

Air bbi dhomb ’g-iufidrann suairceis bh’uani, 
’S tu Icagb mo sbnuadh’s mo bbla ; 

O rinn do ghaol-sa’ fuaraebadb, 
Cha duabub dbomb bbi shin. 

\S aim riut a leiginn m’ uir-easbjiuidb. 
Air ghleus nacli cluinneadh each, 

Dh-fbag t-aogasg mi cho muladacb, 
'S gur cunnart dhomh am bas. 

Is tno)- a ta do ghibhtean ort, 
A ta gun fhios do cbach 

Thug mise gaol da riridh dbut, 
’Nuair bha tbu d’ nionaig oig; 

Is air mo laimh nach dibrinn e, 
Air mbile punnd de ’n or : 

Go d’ fhaigbinn fhin na ebruintean c, 
Ga ebunntadh dliomb air bord ; 

Cha treiginn -gaol na ribbinne, 
A tba ’n lie ghlas an fheoir. 

ORAN AILEIN. 

LUINNEAG. 

ling o hn-ri ho hoireannan, 
Hug o ho-ri's na hi ri hu o, 
JTithill u hog oircaunan, 
Ha o ho ri hog oireannan ! 

* 
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Aileix, Aik'in, is fad an cadal, 
Tlia’n uisoag a’ gairm’s an la glasadh, 
(irian a’g idridli air an leachdainn, 
S fada bhuam fliin luclid nam breacan. 

Hug o ho-ri, 

Ailein duinn gabh sgoinn’s bi g’ eiridh, 
d’ionail do clilonn, cuiinhnich t-fbemn orr. 
Bi'dh Alba mhor fo blu inn bheisdean, 
Jiar a dion a muinntir foin i. 

Hug o ho-ri, <j‘r. 

Bhoir iad Morag* mbin air cigin. 
!.S cagal learn gu’n dian i geilieadh, 
S gu'in bi sliocbd gun an coir fein ae. 
lie Bhreatainn mlior no dc dh-Kirinn. 

Hug o ho-ri, §c. 

’Mliorag na’m faicinn t-fl:car-ceusaidh,t 
Go b’ aim air cabhsair Dhtm-Eideann, 
Tbairrgainn na lainn chaola, glieura, 
S dh-t’hagainn fhin e marbh gun eiridh. 

Hug o ho-ri, .j'f. 

* JPriace Charles, f The Duke of Cumberland. 

OBAN 

1>0 PHRIUXXSA TEA1U.ACH. 

Finn ud tha thail ma airidh nan Conih- 
aiehean, [leaf. 

B’fhcarr learn fhin gu'n cihneadh gnothaeh 
Sniubhlainn Gleann-laoidh a's Gleann'-coin- 

han lent, 
Da thaobli Loeh-iall a's Gleann’-tadha leat, 

Hillirin ho-ro ho bha ho, 
" S no hiUirin ho-ro ho bha hi, 
-Vb hillirin ho-ro ho bha ho. 
Mo lean.i-dabh mor on chaidh tu dhiom. 

Shuibhhdnn modi leat, shiubhlainn ana- 
modi, . [lacn, 1 

Air feadh ekoilltean, chreagan, a’s gharbh- 
O! gur li-e mo ruin an sealgair, 
’t> tu mo raghainn do shluagh xVlba. 

Hillirin ho-ro ho bha ho, ,j'c. . 

A Thearlaich oig a dmilein chiataich, 
Thug mi gaol dut’s cha ghaol hliadhna, 
(iaol nadi tugainn do dhiuc na dh’iarla, 
B’ fhearr learn fhin nach faea mi riamh thu. 

Hillirin ho-ro ho bha ho, $c. 

Fhleasgaieh ud ahi beul a Ghlinne, 
Le t-fhalt dualach sios ma d’ shlinnean, 
B’ annsa leam na chuach bu bhinne, 
’Nuair dheanadh tu rium do chomhrndh 

milis. 
HiUirin ho-ro ho bha ho, 

O r o 

Bba do phog mar fliion na frainge, 
Bha dvu ghruaidh mar bhraileig Sliamhraidh, 
Soil diorraeh ghorm fo’d’mhala ghreannar, 
Do ehul dualaeh, ruadh, a inheall mi. 

Hillirin ho-ro ho bha ho, <jc. 

\ Thearlaich oig a mine High ,Seuimi«, 
Ohunna mi toir mhor an deigh ort, 
ladsan gu subhaeh a’s inise gu deurneh, 
Uisge mo ehinn ligii'n’ tinn o’m leirsinn. 

Hillirin ho-ro ho bha ho, fyc. 

Mharbh iad m’athai'r a’s mo dha bhrathair, 
iilhill iad mo chinneadli a’s chreaeh iad mo 

ehairdean, 
Sgrios iad mo dhuthaich ruisg iad mo mha- 

thair, 
’S bu laoghaid mo mhulad nan cinneadh le 

Tearlach. 
Hillirin ho-ro ho bha ho, .j’e. 

xVotr.—The real author of this favourite ditty 
is not known, and though published on the “lip" 
of thousand fair maidens and fond admirers,” 
this is the tirst time it has lieen committed to 
press. Various MS. copies of it are iu our pos- 
session, the oldest of which is by a l.ady and 
bears the following title : '‘yijs8 Flora’ALu-- 
douald’s Lament for Prince Charles.” 

CUMIIA DO DH’ UILLEAM SISEAL, 

FEAR IXNS’-XAX-CEANX AX 8 RATH-CUT. A § 
A TItUIT LATH A CHUILODAIR 

LE .MUX AO I FEIX. 

Ocir! a Thearlaich oig Stiubliairt, 
’S e do chuis rinn mo leireauli, 

Tliug thu bliuain gaeii ni bh’agaiu, 
Ann ;in eogadh na t-aobhar : 

Cha chrodh, a’s cha chaoirieh, 
Tha mi eaoidh ach mo cheile, 

Ge do dh’fliagte mi m’aonar, 
Gun sian’s an t-saoghal ach leittc. 

Mo run geai og. 

Co nis ’thogas an claidhenmh, 
No ni ehathair a lionadli ? 

’S gann gur h-e tha air m’ aire, 
O nach maireann mo cliiad ghradli; 

xVch cia mar gheibhiifn o m’ nadur, 
A bin ’g aieheadh na’s miann leam, 

A’s mo tbogradh eho laidir, 
Thoirt gu aite mo righ math ? 

Mo run goal og, 

Bu tu’m fear mor bu mhath cumadb, 
O d’ mhullacli gu d’ bhrogan, 

Bha do shlios mar an eala, 
’S bias na meal’ air do phogan ; 

T-fhalt dualach, donn, lurach, 
Mu do mhuineal an ordugh, 
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’S e gu cam-lubach, cuimeir, 
’S gach aon toirt urram cTa bhoichead. 

Mo run goal og. 

bin tu’m fear slinneanach leathunn, 
Du ehaoile meadhon’s bu dealbhaich; 

Cha bu tailear gun colas, 
’Dheanadh cota math gearra dhut; 

Na dheanadh dhut triubhais 
Gun bhi oumhann, no gann dut; 

Mar gheala-bhradan do chasan, 
Le d’ ghearr osan mu d' chalpa. 

Mo run geal og. 

Bu tu iasgair na h-amhunn— 
’S trie a thaghaich thu foin i; 

Agus sealgair a mhunaidh— 
Bhiodh do ghunn’ air dheagh ghleusadh; 

Bu bhinn loam tabhunn do chuilcin, 
Bheireadh fuil air mac eilde ; 

As do laimh Ira mhor m’ earbsa— 
’S trie a mharbh thu lo cheil iad. 

Mo run goal og. 

Bu tu poitear na dibhe— 
’ N am suidhe’s taigli osda, 

Ge be dh’oladh’s tu phaidheadh; 
Ged’ tlmiteadh each mu na bordaibli, 

Bhi air mhisg elia ’n e b’ fldu loat, 
Cha do dh’ ionnsaieh thu og e, 

'S cha d’ iarr thu riamh cuis, 
Air te air chul do mhna posda. 

Mo run geal og. 

Gut mis th’air mo sgaradh, 
'8 go do ehanam, eha bhreug e— 

Chaidh mo shugradh gu sileadh, 
O’n nach pillear blio’n eug tlm, 

Fear do chcile a’s do thuisge, 
Cha robh furast ri fheutainn, 

’S cha do sheas an Cuilodair, 
Fear do choltais bu treine. 

Mo run goal og. 

‘S ioma baintighearna phriseil, 
Le’n sioda’s le ’n srolabh, 

Dan robh mis’ am chuis-fharnmid, 
Chionn gu’n tairgeadh tu pog dhomh; 

Ge do bhithinn cho sealbhaeh, 
’S gu’m bu learn airgead Hanobhar, 

Blieirinn cnac amis na h-aintcan, 
Na’n cumadh each sinn bho phosadh! 

* Mo run geal og. 

Och! nan och! gur mi boehdag, 
’S mi lan osnaich an comhnuidh ; 

Chaill mi duil ri tint thighinn— 
Thuit mo chridhe gu doirteadh; 

Cha tog flbdhall, no clarsaeh, 
Fiob, no taileasg, no eeol e; 

Nis o chuir iad thu’n tasgaidh, 
Cha duisg caidridh duin’ oig mi. » 

Mo run geal og. 

Bha mi grei s ann am barnil, 
Gu’m bu mhaireann mo cheile, 

S gu’n tigeadh tu dhathaigh, 
Le aighear's le h-eibhneas, 

Ach t!ia ’n t-am air dol tharais, 
’S cha ’n fhaic mi fear t-eugais, 

Gus an teid mi fo’n talamh, 
Cha dealaich do speis rium. 

Mo run geal og. 

’S iomadh bean a tha bronach, 
Eadar Troiteirnis ’s 81eibhte, 

Agus tc tha na bantraich, 
Nach d’fhuair samhla da’m cheile; 

Bb.a mise lan solais, 
Fliad’s bu bheo sinn le-cheile, 

Aeh a nis bho na dh’f halbh thu, 
Cha chuis fharmaid mi fein daibli! 

Mo run goal og. 
Xo*c.—Christiana Fergnsson, the authoress of 

the above elegiac production was a native of the 
Parish of Contin, Ross-shirc, where her father 
was a blacksmith—chiefly employed in making 
dirks and other implements of war. She was 
married to a brave man of the name of William 
Chisholm, a native of Stratliglas, and a near kins 
man of tlie Chief of that name. On the memo 
rable day of Cuiloden, William was flag-bearer 
or banner-man of the clan ; and most assuredly 
the task of preserving the “ Jiratack Choimh- 
euch" from the disgrace of being struck down, 
could not have fallen into better hands. He 
fought long, and manfully; and even at^er the 
retreat became general, he rallied and led his 
clansmen again and again to the charge, but in 
vain. A body ofthe Chisholms ultimately sought 
shelter in a barn, which was soon surrounded by 
hundreds of the red-coats who panted for blood. 
At this awful conjuncture William literally cut 
his way through the government forces. He then 
stood in the barn door, and with his trusty blade, 
high raised, and in proud defiance guarded the 
place. Xu vain did their spears and bayonets aim 
their thrusts at his fearless breast, he hewed down 
all who came within reach of his sword, and kept 

I a semicircle of eight feet clear for himself in tiie 
teeth of his desperate enemies. At length lie 
was shot by some Englishmen, who climbed up 
to the top of the barn from behind, where he fell 
as a hero would wish to fall, with seven bullets 
lodged in his body. 

His wife forthwith composed the foregoing 
beautiful and heart-touching lament, which is 
altogether worthy of an affectionate woman. 
She is so full of the idea of her noble-souhd 
husband, that her own personal hardships and 
privations find no place in the catalogue of her 
miseries—t hey have but one great radical source, 
the death of her beloved. Neither does she pour 
invective on the depopulators of her country- 
no ! these were too insignificant to draw her 
mind for a moment from her peerless William 
Chisholm. With great good taste too, she de- 
votes to the I’rince one solitary expression of 
sympathetic condolence 

Who now .hall wield the burnish'd steel, Or fill the throne he ought to fill! 
and then, with the wings and wail of a matchless 
dove, flutters over the mangled carcass of her 
husband, and depicts his matchless person and 
soul in language that would melt the sternest 
heart to sympathy. There are several passages 
of great beauty, pathos and sublimity in this 
song; and, apart from the interesting circum- 
stance that called it forth, it possesses all the 
essential properties or attributes of a first rate 
production. The air is original. 
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MARBHRANN DO LEANAHM GILLE 
A BHA RO-THAIi'NEACH LE 

ATHAIR. 

Air fonn—Thug mi gaol, thug mi gaol. 
Thug mi gaol don /hear bhan, 
Thug mi gaol dhut a ghaoil, 
’Sd’ thu nam smaointein a ghnath. 

/ 
Fhir a dh’fhalbh ’uam dirdaoine 
Bu ghlan aogasg na each, 
Bha do ghruaidh air dhreach nan eaor, 
Bliios air taobh nam beann ard. 

Thug mi gaol, §c. 

T-aghaidh aluinn mar ghrian, 
Suil ghorm liontach ’si tla, 
Beul dearg maoth’s mala chaol, 
Slios mar fhaoilan an t-snaimh. 

Thug mi gaol, <5'C. 

’S beag a sliaoil mi ’n am gluasad, 
A luaidh leat th’ar saile, 
Gur ann an uir Chill-mhuir 
Bheirin thu ruin gu bhi cnamh. 

Thug mi gaol, tj’c. 

Acli Dia gar toileachadh le ordan 
S gaeh seol anns an aill: 
An tigh a bhroin ’sann a dhorduieh 
E’n conuidh dhuinn tamh. 

Thug mi gaol, <§c. 

’S ni gur leir dhuinn mar cheusadh 
A Mhac f hein tha gu h-ard, 
A thug e thairis le thoil fhein, 
Ann an eirie ur slainte. 

Thug mi gaol, .fc. 

A ni dh’orduieh Righ nan dul 
Ann an cumhnant nan gras, 
Gbeann na h-ioraslachd thoirt duinn 
Ro ghlean dudlaidh a bhais, &c. 

Thug mi gaol, Jfc. 

’Nuair a ruigeas sinn fa-dheoidh, 
Abhuinn Jordan a bhais, 
Mur bi ’n t-urras aig a bruaich 
Theid don chuan dhubh nach traighe. 

Thug me gaol, $c. 

’Cha d’rugadh a h-aon anns-an flfcoil 
A chuaidh gu gloir gun a snamh, 
A mach h}]o Enos a’s Elias, 
Mar tha ’h fhirinn ag ra. 

Thug mi gaol, <j-c. 

M ARB HR ANN DO BIIEAN OG CHLIU- 
ITEACH A BHA POSDA AIG ALAS- 
DAIR CAIMBEUL. SA CHAOCHAIL 
SA BLIADHNA 1859. 

o 
Air fonn.—“loram na truaighe.” 

’S gur e mise tha fo eislein 
Bho chuala mi sgeula do hhais ! 
A bhean shubhailceach bheusach 
Dha robh tuigse agus ceutamh a‘s gradh; 
’S beag an t-ioghnadh do cheile 
Bhi gu tursach trom deurach mar tha, 
Cha n’ fhaie e coimeas a cheud ghraidh 
A measg mhiltean air cheutachd an gnaiths. 

Bha thu furanach fialuidh, 
Lan tuigse agus riaghailt a’s cliu ; 
Cha robh lochd unnad ri iarraidh; 
Bha maise na diadhachd ad ghnuis. 
Leis an tlachd a bh’aig Dia dhut, 
Thug c leis thu gu siorruidh dha chuirt: 
Do chomunn nan ainglean, 
Gu bhi tuilleadh a seinn air a chliu. 

/ ’S mor an comharra’ grais ort, 
Bha thu iochdar a’s baigheil ri bochd; 
’Nuair a thig iad dha ’n aite 
’San robh thu ri tamh ni iad osn'! 
Cha n’ fhaic iad ann Mari 
Bidh a chuideaehd a dh’f hag thu fo sprochd; 
Neul fuar air an ardaich 
An robh mire a’s manran a’s tlaehd. 

’S beag an t-ioghnach do mhathair, 
Bhi gun aighear no slainte gu feum ; 
Cha d’thig i mar b’abhuist 
A chuir furan a graidh dhut an geill; 
I ri faicinn an aite 
Anns a bheil thu an caradh leat fhein; 
Bidh an oridhe ga chradh aic’ 
’Sa suilean ri fasgadh nan deur. 

Ged bhiodh agamsa a dh’aireamh 
Na bha aig Righ Daibhidh do mhic, 
Agus bean aig gach aon diu, 
Bheirinn Mari ri’m thaobh as a measg; 
Cha ’n eol dhomh coimeas a ghraidh sin 
Thug i chairdean a’s luehd eolais a fir, 
Ach Rut a phos Boas 
Sa lean ri.Naomi gu glic. 

Aeh’s gearr an uine gus a fag sinn, 
An saoghal ’sna cairdean gu leir; 
Cha n’ eil aon do shliochd Adhamh 
Nach dealaich am bas iad o cheil : 
A chuid a gheibh creideamh tearnuidh 
Theid iad dhachaidh gu Pharas Mhic De, 

• ’Sa cha bhi tuillidh ceann-fath dhaibh 
A bhi ’g ionndrainn na dh’fhag iad nan 

deigh. 

.Vote.—Archibald Campbell, the author of the 
two foregoing elegies, was born in the Isle of 
Skye, Scotland, in the year !78<i, of highly res/ 

/ 

•V 
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pectable parents, whose descendants in their 
native country, even to this day, are among the 
wealthiest, the most enterprising; and intelligent 
portion of the inhabitants of that Isle. 

Our author in his younger days, was like the 
most ef those who woo the poetic muse, wild and 
romantic; consequently he did not succeed well 
in life in his native country, and in the year 1830 
emigrated to Nova Scotia. Soon after his arrival 
on the shores of his adopted country, he took up 
lands on the beautiful banks of Lake Ainslie, 
C. B. where he taught school with much success 
for a number of years, and now (in 1863) lives 
respected an independent farmer. 

The first of his poetic efforts here inserted, was 
composed on the death of a beautiful child, who 
died when 4 years of age. The last was composed 
in I860, when our author was 74 years of age, and 
was occasioned by the death of Mrs. Alexander 
Campbell of Broad Cove, his daughter-in-law, a 
woman of great personal worth He has compo- 
sed many songs of much merit, which in all pro- 
bability, will be published after his death. 

ORAN GAOIL LE DUINE UASAL 
ARAID. 

LUINNEAG. 

A Mhari boidheach ’sa Mhari yhaolach, 
A Mhari bhoidheach gur mormo ghaolort, 
A Mhari bhoidheach gur tu a chlaoidh mi, 
'Sa dhfhag mi bronach gun doigh air t 

fhaotinn. 

Mhari bhoidheach gur mor mo ghaol ort, 
Gur trie mi cuimhneach ort ’s mi m’ aonar, 
Ged a shiubhlainn gacli ceum do ’n t-saoghal, 
Bidh t-iomhaigh bhoidheach tinn beo gach 

taobh dhiom. 
A Mhari bhoidheach, Jfc. 

’S truagh nach robh mi’s mo Mhari bhoid- 
heach, 

Ann an gleannan faoin a’s ceo air, 
'S ged bu High mi ’san Roinn-Eorpa, 
Cha ’n iaruinn pog ach o mhari bhoidheach. 

A Mhari bhoidheach, §c. 

Ach chitear Feidh air sgeitli ’sna speuran, 
Chitear lasg air ard nan sleibhtein, 
Chitear sneaehda dubh air gheugan,’ 
Mu’m faicear caochladh air mo ghaol dut. 

A Mhari bhoidheach, Jfc. 

O Mhari lughdaich thu mo chiall domh, 
Tha mo ehri’ le do ghaol air lionadh; 

Tha gach la ann am fad mar bliadhna, 
Mur faic mi t-aodan a tha marghrian domh. 

A Mhari bhoidheach, Jpc." 

Co chi mo Mhari s’ as urrainn aichea’, 
Gu bheil a chridhe laist le gradh dhi, 
Thug i barrachd ann an ailleachd, 
Thar gacli maise tha fas ’san al so. 

A Mho.ri bhoidheach, §c. 

Do shuilean meallach fod’ mhala bhoidhich, 
Do bheulan tana air dhath nan rosan, 
Do shlios mar chanach an gleannan moin- 

tich, 
’S do ghruaidh mar chaoran fo sgeith nam 

mor-bheann. 
A Mhari bhoidheach, $c. 

Caite am faicear ’san t-saoghal bean t-aogais, 
Cha n’ ’eil i idir ann ri fhaotinn, 
Am maise, an tuigse ’san dea’ bheusan, 
Tha thu ro ard oscionn gach aon diu. 

A Mhari bhoidheach, Jfc. 

Fhir a shiubhlas thar thonnaibh uai ’reach, 
Dh’ ionnsuidh Innsean cian nan cuaintean, 
Thoir gach siod, agus ni tha luach’ ar, 
Dh’ ionnsuidh Mari a rinn mo bhuaireadh. 

A Mhari bhoidheach, Jfc. 

Eoin as moiche a theid air sgiathan, 
’Sa theid ard aims an iarmailt, 
Na biodh la anns a bhliadhna, 
Nachseinn sibh ceol dhamo Mhari chiataich. 

A Mhari bhoidheach, Jfc. 

Ach cha dian Eala air slios nam mor-thonn. 
Cha dian Smeorach nam badan boidlieach, 
Cha dian gach inneal-ciuil ach cronan, 
’Nuair a sheinneas mo Mhari bhoidheach. 

A Mhari bhoidheach, Jfc. 

Ge do bhithinn tursach cianail, 
’S mi le curam air mo lionadh, 
Ni do ghnuis-sa a tha mar ghrian domh, 
Mo chridhe sunntach ’nuair thig thu m’ fhi- 

anuis. 
A Mhari bhoidheach. 

Gu mo slan dha mo Mhari bhoidheach, 
Ge be ai±e’s am bi a conuidh, 
Se mo gnuidh-sa am fad ’sas beo mi 
Gu’m bi gach solas aig Mari bhoidheach. 

A Mhari bhoidheach. 



GLOSSARY. 

A 
Abhachd, a harmless gibing or joking Abran. clampa, an oar guard, &e. Achdaidh, certain, self-satisfled Aibheis. the sea, ocean, the horizon Aihheistach, immense, etheretl, &e. AimJiealach, vexing, uneasy, galling Aimhidh, sour, sulky, sullen, surly Aisling-chonnain, a libidinous dream 
Anagladh, teamadh, protection Aol-taigh, university, college Arsaidh. ancient, old, over-aged Ausadh or abhsndh, a jerk, a sea phrase, also the whole canvass of a boat or 

shiB* 
B 

Baile-na-bvirbhe, Bergen, the former capital of Norway Baling, a spruce neat little woman BagarUa, no boganfa, tight, compact Bancho, the progenitor of the Stuarts Baraisgeach, a foolish woman, idiotic Baslalach, showy, cheering Beitir, neat, clean, tidy, compact Biadli-ianain, wood-sorrel Biogach, small, diminutive, dwarfish Bioganta, lively, smart, apt to start 
Biotgach, catching at morsels, greedy Blialum, gibberish, jargon, senseless talk Barrack an, the banks of a burn or river Broth, air bhrath, to be found, to the fore, extant Breideach, a woman wearing the badge of marriage • 
Brionnach, flattering, coaxing, &c. Briot, chit-chat, tattle, small talk Brosluim, excitement, vigour Brothach, a hairy rough man, a pimpled fellow Brollaich, unintelligible disjointed talk, unpleasant sounds, jargon Bmasgadh, a tearing in tatters, or breaking asunder, confusion Buathanta, foolish, awkward, clumsy in 

conversation or action Buidh, a hero, a champion, an enemy Bnnndaigt, fee, wages, bounty Burarus, warbling or purling noise 

c 
Cairbin, gunna-glaic, a carabine Cairichc, a wrestler, a tumbler Caisrcagach, wrinkled'or creased ICalbhar, lonach, greedy, voracious, glut- tonous 
Caluman-codhail, a God-send, a propi- tious omen 
Caoidhearan, lamentation Capull-coille, a capercailzie or mountain cock ; this species of fowls is now nearly extinct in the Highlands of Scotland Ccarslach, abounding in ringlets, roun _ globular, circular V Cidheach, cccUhach, mist, fog, vapour )J Clagh, surge, a bur>ing-place, &c. 

m Clamhuinn, diefeU, gliob, sleet J Clann-f halt, luxuriant waving hair C lain each, a kind of sword, also a rif • gun 
lliaranach, a wandering bard or mb strel, a swordsman, a wrestler Jluain, attention, retirement, peac slumber Inaideil, scoffing, jeering, derision 

Jobhraichean, coffers, money-drawers VoUaid, a contest, a scold, a struggle yomaraich, direction or tendency forwai Stomerich, petition, request, demand Konach, naibhir, rich, riches 
l!o*garaich, conquerors, victors \ota-ban, fourpence (Western Isles id 

Crahhaidh, hard, well tempered (Jrannaghail, implements, apparatus Craobhaidh, niggardly, mean Crop-la, a musical phrase among pipers 
Crcadhneach, craiteach, hurtful, painful, excruciating Crios-co-chvlainn, no lus-co-chulaim, an herb called “ my lady's belt” Croileag, slochd-chattach, a kind of mor- tar, a circular stone hollowed for pre- paring pot barley or pounding bark 
Croilein clann, a circle of children, &c. Crom-au-f/onais, blood and wounds! egad! zounds! Ctiannal, cuantal, a company of song- sters, a band of musicians Cvan-sgith, the sea between the Isle of Skye and Lewis Cvisla-chiuU, a musical vein 
Cvisle-shnionihain, the winding veins of trees Cvraisdc or cur-aisde, a quagmire 

D 
Daimh^each, a fpend, companion, a stranger Daieeachan, low witted insipid poets Daochail, grained, disgusting, unpleas- ant, loathsome Deal, zualous, keen, earnest 
Dealachan, zeal, great glee, hilarity, earnestness Deatam, anxiety, eagerness, solicitude Deideag, rib-grass, a little fair one, a darling, a conceit 
Deilleanachd, the humming of bees, the barking of dogs Deoch-thunta, decanted drink Dileant, everlasting, profound, inunda- ting, rainy Dttinn, endless, never, also an inundation or deluge Bios, dithis, plural of one ; two 
Dithcadh, cramming, filling by force Diuchd, come to me, approach me ; aiuc, away! begone ! disperse 
Doinid, extreme cold, hoar frost clemency Doinidh, loathsome, hateful, contemp- tible Draige, Gen. of dring, an ignis fatuus, an atmospheric phenomenon DuaineU, ridiculous, ludicrous, laugh- able 
Du-chlach, a flint, also a cabalistic stone Dndaidh, resembling in sound that of a horn, deep intonation 
DuUeachd, affliction, sorrow Duimhneach, the primitive surname of Campbell, bho Dhiarmad O'Duine Duirceall, a half-worn dirk or knife I)nsluing, dusluinn, dust, earth, soil 

'e 
Ealahhuidhe, ealabhi, St. John's wort Eararadh, uraradh, parching corn in a pot preparatory to grinding 
Eistreudh, traigh, a rough stony ebb, a sea beach 

F 
Fachach, a little insignificant man, a. puffin FaiXbhe, the aerial expanse, a ring Faiteal, a hearty cheerful salute, friendly talk, &c., &c. 
Faobachadh, act of despoiling, plunder- ing Farragradh, provocation, enmity ; re- port, surmise Farpuis, emulation, strife, rivalry Feuda-coillc, the flowers of wood-sorr* I 

I Feara-ghris, hawthorn or briar I Feasgaran, vespers, evening devotions Fid rag, a stalk of corn, a reed 
Fiadhair, uncultivated ground, a ley land Firionn, man (now obsolete), male, mas- culine Fiuidhidh, Jlubhaidh, a prince, a valiant chief, an arrow, a company Foghluin, an apprentice, a pupil Foime, a set of rowers, a crew, a brigade, a troop Fraighe, a scabbard, a sheath, protection wall, shelter 
Fnlamair, fulmair, a sea-bird peculiar to St. Kilda, a species of petrel 

G 
Gaille-bheinn, a huge billow, a snow storm 
Gall-f headan, a flageolet, a clarionet Gaine, gainne, an arrow, a dart, shaft Garra-gait, no Ganra gort, trean-ri- trean, a comcraik, quail Gaisreadh, gaisridh, warlike troops mili- tary Gasgan, a green, a parterre Geambairn, confinement, prison Gearsom, entrance money, fee paid for admission, (Grassum, 8c.) Giamhag, fear panic, sudden alarm Giobain, a 8t. Kildian sausage made of fat from the gullets of fowls 
Gloic-nid, sgailc-sheide, a drum in bed before rising in the morning Gothach, the reed of a bag pipe, drone Greathachd, surliness, moroseness, chur- lirdmess Greus, greis, embroidery, needlework, 

tambouring Guamag, a neat tidy woman, a tight dressed girl Gvga, a 8t. Kilda bird, a short-necked hunchbacked man Gusgul, idle talk, clatter, filth, refuse 

l 
lan-buchainn, a melodious sea-fowl Ilisgcan, taunts, nick-names, reflections on one’s conduct Innidh, entrails, bowels 
Innse-Gall, primitive name of the Heb- rides, now confined to the Isle of Skye lornchuinn, conduct, behaviour, deport- ment 
Ireann, a patriarchal woman, a dam, the mother of a race Tsneach, or oisneach, a rifle gun ludmhail, a fugitive, a coward, a low feeble fellow lurghuileach, a noisy contentious fellow, a ranter, a bawler ^ Jutharn, ifirinn, irinn, hell, the abode of demons 

, L 
Langrach, full of chains or fetters La-luain, doom’s-day, the last day Lear, the wide ocean, the main Learg, a small plain or hill, a battle-field, a green goose Liobasda, slovenly, untidy, awkward, clumsy Liob, a contemptuous name for the mouth-piece of a bag-pipe, a thick lip Liobhar, polished, burnished Lointcan, pleasure-boats, lodgings, tents, or booths Lon, an elk, a blackbird, an ouzle Lorgair, one that traces or tracks, a d«>|f that follows by scent Lub, a roe, (now obsolete) 
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Luch-armunn, a pipmy, a dwarf 
Lunn, penetrate, a heaving billow, &c. 

M 
M<te-fraoir, sulair, the gannet, a vora- cious fowl or person Mac-lamhainh, cat-mara, griaamich, the 

fish called a sea-devil Maidnean, matins, morning prayers or devotions JUaighdeann, a maiden, an instrument 
for beheading with MaoUciaran, a child of grief, melancholy 

Marsal, marsadh, a march, or marching 
of troops Mathalt, a blunt sword, knife, or other weapon Meardrach, meter, crambo (Irish id.) 

Afealag, belly, protuberance Meara-casach, active, nimble, vigorous 
Meirghe, a banner, flag, pennon Meilbheag, mealhhay, a corn-poppy 
Mhan, sios, downward, from above Moghnnn, sounds of musical instruments 
Mnireardach, female fighter or champion, an undaunted female Muirichinn, children, inmates, occupants 

of one house Muirneinn, (Irish Id.) darling, or beloved 
Munadhy a hill or hillock, (used poeti- cally for monadh) 

o 
Olach, an eunuch, a fumbler, &c., Ac. 
Olachd, hospitality, kindness, bounty Oraid, an oration, a sneech, an essay Ordha, shining like gold, gilded, excel- lent, precious 

p 
Pais, a slap, a blow with the open hand, a box on the ear Peighinn, a measure of land (not now in use) Pig id h, bm-dhcarg, robin red-breast Pliathach, splay-footed, bandy-legged Prabadh, botching, bungling, spoiling Prabar, the rabble, the refuse of any grain or seed Praia,praiseach, a pot or pot-metal, a 

still Pridbartaich, parsimony, meanness, shabbiness 
Prioblongadh, a sudden burning or sense of heat, a twinkling blaze Pathar, a wound or hurt, a scar Puic, bribe, veil, cha tug e puic dheth, he made nothing of him 

R 
Banntannan, title deeds, deeds of con- veyance, chattels 

Ranntar-buth, a confused dance without system Jlati, a ludicrous appellation made to signify whisky Riastradh, outbreaking, immorality, 
eruption Riataich, diolain. illegitimate Robain, towering waves, swelling roar- ing billows, heavy mius Roiseal, the lowest and baseSt rabble, a high swelling wave 

Ro-seul, the highest of a ship’s sails, top- gallants, full sails 
Rosg, prose writing, an eye, eyelids 
Ruanach, firm, fierce, steadfast, stony 

Samh, surge, the agitation of waves on Gie sea l)each» the crest of whitened 
billows 

Saoil, a seal, a mark, an impression Saradh, a broaching, a distraining, an arrestment 
Seasdar, rest, repose, comfort, pallet, pillow, a place whereon to rest Seas-ghrian, the equinoctial line Scis, a musical air, the humming of bees 

or flies Sets, one’s match, or equal, a companion Seoighn, rare, superior, out of the com- mon order, eccentric 
Seol-ait, an anchorage, a harbour Sgalaiche, a man ready to raise the hu- man cry against his neighbour Sgibidh, tight, active, handsome, neat Sglinrach, a clumsy person, a slattern, a female tattler, a young sea gull Siataig, loini, rheumatism, rheumatic pains Siogaideach. dwarfish, bony, ill-made 
Sith, a span, a squint, determined posi- tion in standing Siurmachan, bianan, phosphoric fire _ 
Sian, a defence, a garrison, a protection Smeoil, Gen. of Smal, Gleann-smeoil, the glen of mist Smeoim, the end of an arrow next the bow-string Snaois, a spit of dried fish, &c., &c. 
Som, a hearth, the flue of a kiln or oven, a concavity Spangan, spangles, glittering toys, de- corations, embellishments Speach, a dart, virus, a blow or thrust, a wasp Spreidh, j>r spreigh, velocity, gallant movement, gliding 
Srianach, a badger, a brock Stairbhanach, an athletic well-built per- son Staonag, ronnan, saliva, spittles Snal, tumours, snail (Ir. id), wonder 
Suchte, filled, saturated, tightened Sumo,ire, a coarse cudgel, a lethal wea- 

pon, a beetle SiunnaiU, a likeness, a comparison, a re- semblance 

A’ CHRIOCH. 

Tarbharnach, fuaimneach, noisy, gar- rulous 
Tafaid, the string of a bow for throwing arrows Taisdeal, a journey, a travel, a march, a voyage Taobhluath, a division of a pipe tune 
Targanach, a prognostication, a prophe- sying Teallsanach, or feallsanach, a philoso- pher, or astronomer Teamhair, season, in season, fit time Teiridneach, eiridncach, medicinal, hav- ing the power to cure 
Teoltachd, cowardice, cowardliness Theasd, chaochail, dh'eug, he died, theasd e Tobha, ball, rop, rope, cable Togbhail, a feud, a levying of forces, a rising in arms Toimhseil, aensible, prudent, frugal Toiteal, an attack in battle, a warlike movement, a flock of water fowls Toitearlach, a thick gigantic man, a dense column of smoke Torroichim, a deep snoring or sleep 
Tosan, an onset, beginning, prelude Tosgair, messenger, harbinger, ambas- sador Treabhair, tighean, houses, outhouses, steadings Trcoghaid, a stitch in one’s side, &c., &c. 
Triullinn, no trealainn, nonsensical stuff, doggerel 
Troghad, rosg-troghad, soft rolling eyes, full-orbed Troidh, Troy, an ancient city which baffled the united efforts of all Greece for ten years Trosg, a cod, in Sutherlandshire a fool Tuaimeag, a round knob or small cup Turaraich, a rattling or rumbling noise Turcadaich, nodding, a sudden jerk from the sensation of sleep Tiiilm, Gen. oitolm, a hillock, a mound, a knoll Tulg, a grudge, an upbraiding, puking Tuillin, canvass, sea storm, a shipped wave Tuinn, ducklings (obsolete), waves Tuirneileas, a striking of heads against 

each other as rams, contact, collision 
u 

Udchdair, farm stock; fo uachdair, un- 
der stock Ucsa, ucas, the gadus or coal fish, sten- loch (Sc.) UrfhaiUeach, anecdotal, jocular, cheer- 
ful in conversation Urluinn, the countenance, beauty, tho fore part of a ship Urlar, division of a pipe tunc Urracag, a thowl, an oar pin, a elate Urraisgean, inundations, overflowings, speats (Sc.) 
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