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PREFACE. 

This collection of Highland music is a tribute to the memory of the McLeods of Gesto, in the Isle of Skye, and 
especially to that of the late Kenneth McLeod of Grishornish and Orbost,—one of the ablest and most successful 
of the sons of the “Isle of Mist” who built and endowed the Gesto Hospital for the benefit of his fellow coun- 

trymen. 
Pleasant as the task is to me, after having carried most of these beautiful and heart-stirring airs, pibrochs, 

marches, and laments, about with me for upwards of 30 years, in divers climes, it is more than enhanced hy the 
fact that I am now able to record them almost as the Gesto family were accustomed to play them, and in the pure 
Highland fashion which they loved so well. And if any further stimulus were necessary, it is supplied in the now 
recognised principle that music is an agent which has got a wonderfully soothing effect upon invalids, and so 

far as the present undertaking is concerned, the patients in the Gesto Hospital will, in future, have the advan- 
tage of being able to choose their own music, which, for a long time to come, they will prefer to any other 
kind. 

Highlanders are invariably dissatisfied when too much science is applied to their music, and the reason for 

this is not far to seek. It is a music “sui generis”, and any one who is not versed in the language, poetry, 
and music of the Highlands, can hardly succeed in imparting to others the true feeling and spirit of which it 

is the echo. It is full of romance, pathos, love, sorrow, and fiery martial sentiment, and these points can never 
be brought out with effect by either altering the original airs, or drowning them with left-handed embellishments 
foreign to the original, even though based upon scientific principles. 

The Highlander is strong in imagination, love, and war. The physical features of his country, with its romantic 
and picturesque scenery, combined with his early habits, self reliance in his strength, nurture, and love of freedom 

conduce to these, and preferring gallantry to genuflexions and serenading, he is at once a lover and a man, 
without sacrificing his manliness. 

Admiring nature as he does in its simplicity and grandeur, he prefers the pure and sweet singing of his coun- 
try women and the glorious strains of the great Highland bagpipe— the king of instruments in its native glens — 
to the finest opera. Moreover, he likes a good deal of it, and a considerable variety— a mixture of the grand, 
gay, and melancholy— songs of the purest water — marches, pibrochs, quicksteps, laments, reels and strathspeys, 

each requiring very different styles of playing. 
The enthusiast must not expect, however, to find every piece of Highland music that has been composed or 

published, in this collection, —that would be a herculean task, and not a desirable one — but he can confidently 
look for choice specimens of the best compositions with as little adulteration as possible. 

A greater variety may be found in the older works such as the Rev. Patrick McDonald’s. Albyn's Anthology, 
Captain Fraser’s, and others, and amongst modern works such as the well known Inverness Collections, Ros - 
ses (late Queen’s piper) McKay’s, and MacDonald’s, pipe music, Scott Skinner’s original compositions—the Paga- 
nini of Scotch music— those of Messrs. David and John Glen, Edinburgh, the former of whom has published one 
of the most extensive collections of pipe music, with a historical account of the instrument, and the latter, be- 

sides pipe music, has written a valuable work on the history of scotch music in^ general. 

K N.M.l Engraved A;Printed at Leipzig by CsGar'Branc'stetter. 



Highland music has received a considerable impulse of late years —thanks to the recognition which Her most Gra- 

cious Majesty Queen Victoria has always extended to the music of the Highlands, and to the efforts of the late pro- 
fessor Blackie in the same direction, and doubtless also mainly to its own intrinsic beauty. 

Amongst the most satisfactory works I have seen of late, are those of Miss J. Morrison and Miss M.Williamson. 
These have got the true highland ring about them, and should be followed by others. Of Highland airs, without 
words, those in “The Thistle” are very melodiously arranged, and of gaelic songs with music, the best arrange- 
ments are those of Messrs. Henry Whyte of Glasgow. Lachlan Me Bain and the “Saint Columba Collection for Choir 
Music” published by J. and R. Parlane Paisley, “The Celtic Lyre” and “Songs of the Gael” contain excellent transla- 
tions of all the best gaelic songs, and as these are quite within the reach of every one, they can be strongly re- 
commended to all who are fond of Highland music, and those who are not, the sooner they become acquainted 

with it the better. 
No collection of Highland music would be complete without acknowledging the debt of gratitude, Highlan- 

ders owe to Mrs. Mac Donell of Keppoch for having preserved some of the finest airs and fairy songs in the 
manner and style of a bye gone age, and of which she is such an accomplished executant, some of these I have 
pleasure in presenting to all lovers of the music of the past. 

I am also much indebted to “The Queen of the Fairies” for assistance in arranging our ancient music as it ema- 
nated from the hearts of a brave, patriotic, loyal, and intensely musical people. 

Finally 1 need hardly offer an apology to the people of Skye, or to Highlanders in general, for having placed 
these relics of the past before them, but feeling as I do that many of them would have been lost for ever un- 
less produced now, I had no hesitation in choosing the latter alternative, and I only hope that, in recording the 

style of music played by Highland musical families more than one hundred years ago — with few exceptions — 
this work may form a lasting monument to the memory of the unforgotten dead for whom it is intended. 

Edinbanc. Skye. July 30 1895. Keith Norman MacDonald. 
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AN SEALGAIR ’S A CHOMHACHAG. 

Words by D.m Donald. “The Hunter and the Owl” 

Slow with feeling. 
“Macgregor of Roro” 
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Tha mulad, tha mulad, 
Tha mulad ga m’ lionadh, 

1. Tha mulad, bochd, truagh orjn, 
Nach dual domh chaoidh dhireadh. 

Tha mulad, ftc. 
2. Mu Mhac Griogair o Ruadh-shruth, ? 

D’am hu dual hhi’n Gleann-liobhaun 
Mu Mhac-Griogair, Sfc. 

3. Mu Mhac-Griogair nam bratach, 
O'am bu tartarach pioban. 

Mu Mhac-Griogair, fife. 
4. D'am bu shuaicheantas giubhas, 

Ri bruthach ga ’dhireadh. 
D' am bu, fife. C 

5. Crann caol air dheadh lochdradh, 
'S ite dhosach an fhir-eoin. 

Crann caol, fis’e. 
6. Crann caol air dheadh shnaitheadh, | 

Cuid de dh-aighear mhic righ e. 
Crann caol, fife. 

7. Ann an laimh dheadh Mhic-Mhuirich, 
Ga ’chumail reidh, direach. 

Ann an laimh, fife. > 

8. Ged a bhuail e mi'm bealach, 
Ga m’ ghearan cha bhi mi. 

Ged a, fife. 
9. Ged a dhean iad orm eucoir, 

A tin fein co ’ni dhioladh? 
Ged a, fife. 

10. ’S luchd a ghabhail mo leith-sgeil, 
Anns a’ chaibeal so shios uam. 

’S luchd a ghabhail, fife. 
11. Luchd a sheasamh mo chorach, 

Is e mo Icon iad bhi dhi orm. 
Luchd a sheasamh, fife. 

12. Mo chomh-dhaltan gaolach, 
An leabaidh chaoil, ’s an ceann iosal. [ 

Mo chomh-dhaltan, fife. 
13. Ann an leine chaoil anairt, 

Gun bhannan, gun siod oirrl 
Ann an leine, fife. 

14. ’S nach d’ iarr sibh ga ’fuaigheal, \ 
Mnaithean uaisle na tire. 

'S nach, fife. 
15. Ort a bheirinnse comhairl', ( 

Na ’n gabhadh tu dhiom i. 
Ort a bheirinn-se, fife. 

16. ’N uair a theid thu 'n tigh-osda, 
Na 61 ann ach aon deoch. 

’N uair a, fife. 
17. Gabh do dhrama ad sheasamh, 

A’s hi freasdTach mu d’ dhaoine. 
Gabh do, fife. 

18. Na dean diuthadh mu d’shoitheach, 
Gabh an ladar no 'n taoman. 

Na dean, fife. 
19. Dean am foghar de 'n gheamhradh, 

’S dean an samhradh de’n fhaoiltich. 
Dean am, fife. 

20. Dean do leaba’s na creagaibh, 
A's na eaidil ach aotrom 

Dean do, fife. 
21. Ge h-aineamh an fhebrag, 

Gheabhar seol air a faotainn. 
Ge h-aineamh, fife. 

22. Ge h-uasal an t-sheobhag, 
Is trie a ghabhar le foill i. 

Ge h-uasal, fife. 

* The original air of this beautiful melody is ‘‘Bothan an Kasan” see capt. Frasers Collection and “Farewell to Glen shallooh” in "Hoggs Jacobite relies” 
Words from “Sinclairs Oranaiche” K. N M. 1 
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OICH U AGUS H-IURAIBH EILE. 

SEISD:— Oich u agus h-iiiraibh eile, 
(CHORUS) Oich ii agus h-iiiraihli eile, 

H-iiiraihh 6, agus ho ro eile, 
’S mo ehruinneag dhonn, gur a trom ad dheigh mi! 

C’aite bheil i ami am Muile, 
Cruinneag hhdidheach is giie muineal, 
Rihhinn aluinn a’ bliroillicli shoilleiv, 
’S bu deacair dhomhsa ’cur air a bonnaibh. 

Oich ii, etc. 
C’aite bheil i aim an Albainn, 
Cruinneag bhdidheach is gille ealpa — 
Slios mar fhaoilinn air aodan fairge, 
’S gur h-e do throm-ghaol a rinn mo mharbhadh. 

Oich ii, etc. 
Tha an oidhche nochd flinch, fuaraidh, 
Laidh an sneachd air na beanntaibh shuas ud; 
Clia teid mise a dh-fhios na •gruagaich, 
Ach-gus am fa^ na gleanntan uaine. 

Oich ii, etc. 
Cha teid mise do’n mhonadh tuille, 
Bho nach d’rinn mi bonn feum an diugh ann; 
Chaog mi’n t-siiil ann ’s cha d’rinn mi tuilleadh; 
Ghlac mi’n crann bho’n ’s e rinn mi buill dheth. 

Oich ii, etc. 

1 ’N uair a timid mi thun na feille, 
Bidh mo shiiil air a’ chruinneig ghle-ghil, 

\ Is binne Grailig ’s as deise Beurla, 
’S bidh sailtean ard air a brdgan eutrom. 

| Oich ii, etc. 
£ Tha do shiiilean mar na smeuran, 

No mar dhearcagan donn an t-sleibhe — 
Dubh a’s donn ann am measg a cheile, 
’S gu bheil ceann dubh air mo chruinneig ghle-ghil. 

; Oich u, etc. 
Tha do shiiil ghorm, dhathte, bhoidheach, 
Fo d’ mliala chaol ann ad aodann mddhail, 
Pearsa dhireach de dh-fhior Chlann-Domhnuill; 
Gur math thig gitn duit an ciiirt nan og-bhean. 

Oich ii, etc. 
? ’N uair a bha sinn air a’ bhuaile, 

’S e luchd mi-ruin thog oirnn an tuaileas, 
Gu’n robh thu sinte fo m’ bhreacan-guaille, 

[ Oha robh a ghaoil—0 b’fhada bh’uam thu! 
I Oich u, etc. 

’S ’n uair a bha sinn anns a’ mhonadh, 
’S e bu bhiadh dhuinn na ciribh meala, 
Barr an fhraoich’s e ’n a chaoran meallach, 
’S an eunlaith fhiadhaich a’ sgiallaich tharuinn. 

Oich ii, etc. 

ffrord$ by 
William Ross 

BRUGHAICHEAN GHLINNE BRAON.* 
‘‘The Braes of Glen Braon? 

Slow and tender. 
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SKISD — Beir mo shoraidh le diirachd, 
Do ribhinn nan dlii-chiabh, 
His an trie bha mi’ sugradh, 
Ann am Brughaichean Ghlinne-Braon 

Gur e mis’ tha gu cianail, 
’S mi clio fad uat am bliadhna 
Tha liunn-dubh air mo shiaradh, 
’S mi ri iargain do ghaoil. 

Beir mo shoraidh, Sfc. 
Cha ’n fheud mi blii subhach, 
Gur e’s beus domh bhi dubhach, 
Cha dirich mi brughach, 
Chaidh mo shiubhal an lugh’d. 

Beir mo ^horaidh, Sc. 
Chaidh m’ astar am maillead. 
0 nach laic mi mo leannan; 
’S ann a chleachd mi bhi mar riut, 
Ann an gleannan a’ chaoi 

Beir mo shoraidh, <Sfc. 

Anns a’ choill’ am bi’n smiidan * 
' ’S e gu binn a’ seinn ciuil duinn, 
[ Cuach a’s smebrach ’gar diisgadh, 
{ ’Cur na smiiid din le faoilt'. 

Beir mo shoraidh, &’e. 
| 'S trie a bha mi ’s tu mireadh. 
| Agus each ’ga nar sireadh, 
| Gus ’m bu debnach linn tilleadh, 
v Gu Innis nan laogh. 

Beir mo shoraidh, Ac. 
\ Sinn air faireadh na tulaich, 
■ ’S mo lamh thar do mhuineal, 
| Sinn ag eisdeachd nan luinneag, 
f Bhiodh am mullach nan craobh. 
| Beir mo shoraidh, Ac. 
| Tha mise ’ga raite, 
| ’S cha ’n urra mi aicheadh, 
( Gura iomadach saruch' 
^ Thig air airidh nach saoil 

Beir mo shoraidh, A’c. 

Beir mo shoraidh le diirachd. 
Do ribhinn nan dlii-ehiabh. 
His an trie bha mi sugradh, 
Ann am Brughaichean Ghlinne-Braon. 

* The Ringdove. 

Gur mis’ tha sa’ champar, 
’S mi fo chis aims an am so, 
Ann am priosan na Fraingt., 
Fo ainneart gach non. 

Beir mo shoraidh, A’c. 
Ann an sebmraichean glaiste, 
Gun chebl, no gun mhacnas, 
Gun brdugh a Sasgunn, 
Mo thoirt dhathaigh gu saor. 

\ Beir mo shoraidh, fife. ( ’ 
Cha b’ionnan sud agus m’ abhaist. 
A siubhal nam fasach, 
’S a’ direadh nan ard-bheann, 
Gabhail fath air na laoigh. 

Beir mo shoraidh, Ae. 
A’ siubhal nan stuc-bheann, 
Le mo ghunna nach diiiltadh; 

i 'S le mo phlasgaichean fiidair, 
Air mo ghlim antis an fhraoch. 

\ 

* iVi/Hum Uoss, the Anacreon of Gaelic lyric poetry, was born at Broadford, Parish of Strath Isle of Skye, in His love songs are most touching and 
beautiful. K.NM. 1 



BRUGHAICHEAN GHLINNE BRAON.* 
3 

“The Braes of Glen Braon’.’ 

THA MI SGITH ’SMI LEAM FHEIN. * 

Tha mi sgith, ’s mi learn fh'in, 
H-uile la an Cnoc-na-beannachd; 

Tha mi sgith, ’s mi learn fhin. 
H-uile la a’m onar. 

This stanza is from Albyn’s Anthology. 

H-uile lit an Cnoc-na-beannachd, 
H-uile lit a Tu onar; 

H-uile la an Cnoc-na-beannachd, 
’S ni fhear tigh’nn g’ am fhebraich! 

Cul an tomain, beul an tomain, 
Citl an tomain bhbidhich; 

Ciil an tomain, beul an tomain, 
H-uile lit a ’m bnar! 

’S TR0M; S TROM A TA MI. 

’S trom,’s trom a ta mi, 
Glur trom an deigh mo leannain mi, 
’S gur trom an diugh.’s an dc mi. 
’S gacit la bho Ti threig mo leannan mi. 

Sguiridh mi ’ga d’ iarraidh, 
’S ’ga d’iiisgaidt ris na cladaichean, 
’S iasg nach teid an lion thu, 
'S e sgeula fior nach faighear thu. 

Ged ’s fad’ tha'nlong a seoladh 
Cha d’thig i a choir an fhearainn so. 
Cha taobh i cttolas Shiima, 
S cha'neil mo rim dt*. flicaraibn orra. 

Slow, with feeling”. 

’SE ALASDAIR MO RO&HAINN. 
“Sandy is my choice!' From “Celtic melodics’ 

by “Highlander.” 

* another set in purely Highland style. 
** Same as "Cnoehd Bheanuithd” and “nuain na Rainich-.’ 

K N M. 1 
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ALISTAIR OG. 

"Young Alexander.” 

Slow and soft. 

OCH 0 RO U* 

Very slow and melancholy. 

“The Maid of Edin!’ 
Slow, with expression. 

mm £ mm 

mm 

* North Highland airs- K. N. M. 1 



Words- by ’S TRUAGH A RIGH! MO NIGHEAN DHONN* 

S truagh a rig'll! mo nighean donn, 
Nach robh mi thali a Muile leat, 
Far am faighein iasg is sithean fhiadh, 
’S cha bhiodh a chial oirn uireasaibli. 
Far am faighein iasg is sithean fhiadh, 
’S cha bhiodJi a chial oirn uireasaibh, 
Mharbhain breac air boinne cas. 
Far nach deanadh casan grunnachadh. 

1 Mharbhain breac air boinne cas, 
Far nach deanadh casan grunnachadh, 
’S an coileach dubh air luth a sgeidh. 
Mn’n d’ theid na eidith ioma feor. 

, ’S an coileach dubh. air luth a sgeidh, 
; Mu’ll d' theid na eidith ioma feor, 

’S an earba bheag am bun na’m preas 
\ Ue deas a chi sa chluinneas i. 

’S truagh a righ! mo nighean donn, 
Nach robh mi thali a Muile leat 
Far am faighinn iasg is sithean fhiadh, 
’S cha hhiodh a chial oirn uireaiaibh. 

’S an earba bheag am bun na’m preas, 
Ge deas a chi sa chluinneas i, 
Ochoin a Dhia! cum leam mo chial 
Cha robh mi riamh cho cunnartach. 
Ochoin a Dhia! cum learn mo chial 
Cha robh mi riamh cho cunnartach, 
Bidh mi maireach air cnoc gu’n cheann, 
’S cha bhith mo chairdean fuireachail. 

Slow and plaintive. 

THUG MI GAOL DON FHEAR BHAN.^ 

“I loved the Fair Lad” 

See 
fff ■: m § 
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SEIsi):— Tliug mi gaol, thug mi gaol, 
Thug mi gaol do’n fhear bhan; 

CHORUiS Agus gealladh dhuit-se luaidh 
0, cha dual dhomh bhi slan! 

Thug mi gaol, etc. 
Chaidh am bata troimh na chaoil, 

Leis na daoine Di mairt; 
’S mise phaigh am faradh daor, 

Bha mo ghaol air a clar. 
Thug mi gaol, etc. 

f Chunn’cas long air a’ chuan, 
’S i cur suas nan seol ard, < 

^ ’N uair i dhiiilt i dol mu’n cuairt— 
Bha mo luaidh-s’ air an t snamh. f 

Thug mi gaol, etc. 
; Tacain mu ’n do luidh a’ ghrian, 

Bha mi ’n fianuis mo ghraidh, 
| Tha e nis an grunnd a’ chuain, 

0, gur fuar aite taimh! 
Thug mi gaol, etc. f 

Cha teid mise ’thigh a’ chiiiil, 
Thuit mo shiigradh gu lar, 

Bho’n a chualas thusa riiin 
’Bhi’s a’ ghrimnd far nach traigh. 

Thug mi gaol, etc. 

Bha mi ’bruadar an raoir, 
A bhi ’n caoimhneas ri m’ ghradh; 

’S ’n uair a thug e rium a chill 
Shil mo shuilean gu liir. 

Thug mi gaol, etc. 
Bha mi deas as bha mi tuath, 

Bha mi ’n Cluaidh uair do dha; 
Dheth na chunna mi fo’n ghrein, 

Thug mi speis do ’n fhear bhan. 
Thug mi gaol, etc. 

* ‘Donald Donn" the bard, who was in love with a daughter of the chief of the Grants, composed the above song on the night before his execution. As the words 
do not seem very appropriate under such circumstances, I have arranged the air witli words which do not appeal so much to the stomach. Ed. 

* Words from .Sinclairs Oranaiehe, the best modern Collection of Gaelic songs. 
K N. M l 



GACH TINNEAS ACH GAOL. 

EILEAN A CHEO.* 

Ged tha mo cheann air liatliadli, 
Le diachainnean ’us bron, 

’Us grian mo lethchiad bliadhna 
Air ciaradh fo na neoil, 

Tha m’aigne air an lionadh 
Le iarrtas tha ro mhor 

A dh’fhaicinn Eilean Sgiathaeh 
Nan siantanan ’s a cheo. 

Ach co aig am bheil cluasan 
No cridii tha gluasad bed, 

Nach seinneadh learn an duan so 
Mu ’n truaighe ’thainig oirnn! 

Na miltean a chaidh fhuadach 
Thar chuain gun chuid’s gun choir, 

Tha miann an eridh ’s an smuaintean 
Air Eilean uain’ a’ ched. 

An tir ’san robh na fiurain 
’S gach ciiis a sheas an coir— 

Co e nach d’ thugadh gnuis daibh 
’Us cliu ’sna h-uile doigh! 

Oir cha robh ’leud a ghrimnd 
Air a chunntas ’san Roinn-Edrp 

Thog urad riamh a dhiulnaich 
Ri Eilean ciibhr’ a’ ched. 

Nis, cuimhnichibh ur cruadal, 
’Us cumaibh suas ur strdil; 

Gu ’n teid an roth mu ’n cuairt duibh 
Le neart ’us cruas nan dorn; 

Gu’m hi bhur crodh air buailtean 
’S gach tuathanach air ddigh; 

’S na Sas’nnaich air am fuadach 
A Eilean uain’ a’ ched. 

Tha c'drr’s da fhichead bliadhna 
Bho ’n thriall mi uait gam’ dhedin, 

’S a chuir mi sios mo lion 
Ann am miadhon baile mhdir; 

’Us ged a fhuair mi iasgair 
A lion mo thigh le stdr, 

Bu chuimhneachail mi riamh ort 
’S bu mhiann learn bhi ’nad choir. 

* Most of these songs are exceedingly well arranged in Mr. Henry Whytes “Celtic Lyre” with about the best translations I have seen. 
K N. M. 1 



AIR FAILLIRIN ILLIRIN." 7 

LE EOBHON MAC-LACHUINN. 

SEIiHI) Air faillirin, illirin, uillirin 6, 
Air faillirin, illirin, uillirin 6, 
Air faillirin, illirin, uillirin 6, 

CHORUS Gur bhoidheach an comunn, 
’Th’aig- coinnearah ’n t Strath mhoir. 

Gur gile mo leannan 
Na’n eal’ air an t-shnamh, 

Na cobhar na tuinne, 
’S e tilleanh bho’n traigh; 

Na’m blath-bhainne buaile, 
’S a chuach leis fo bharr, 

Na sneachd nan gleann dosrach, 
’Ga fhroiaeadh mu’n bhlar 

Air faillirin, Sec. 

Tha cas-fhalt mo riiin-sa 
Gu siubhlach a sniomh, 

Mar na neol bhuidhe ’liibas 
Air stucaibh nan sliabh, 

Tha’ gruaidh mar an ros, 
’Nuair a’s bdidhche ’bhios fhiamh, 

Fo iir-dhealt a Cheitein, 
Mu’n eirich a ghrian. 

Air faillirin, Sfc. 
Mar Bhenus a boisgeadh 

Thar choiltibh nan ard 
Tha a miog-shuil ga m’ bhuaireadh 

Le suaicheantas craidh: 
Tha braighe nan send 

Ann an eideadh gach aidh 
Mar ghealach nan speur 

’S i cur reultan fo phramh. 
Air faillirin, #c. 

Bi’dh ’n uiseag ’s an smebrach 
Feadh lointean nan driiichd, 

’Toirt fiiilte le’n brain 
Do'n bg-mhadainn chiiiin; 

Ach tha’n uiseag neo-sheblta, 
’S an smeorach gun sunnt, 

’Nuair ’thoisichas m’ eudail 
Air gleusadh a ciiiil. 

Air faillirin, #c. 
’Nuair thig samhradh nan noinean 

A comhdach nam bruach, 
’S gach eoinean ’sa chrbc choill’ 

’A cebl leis a chuaich, 
Bi’dh mise gu h-eibhinn. 

’A leumnaich’s a ruaig, 
Fo dhlii-mheuraibh sgaileach 

A maran ri m’ luaidh. 
Air faillirin, #c. 

TRANSLATION. 
Nor the swan on the lake, or the foam on the shore, f 
Can compare with the charms of the maid I adore: 
Not so white is the new milk that flows o’er the pail, l 
Or the snow that is show’r'd from the boughs of the vale. 
As the clouds yellow wreath on the mountains 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 bespankles the landscape with flow’rs. 
While the thrush and the cuckoo sing soft from the bow’rs, 
Through the wood-shaded windings with Bella I’ll rove. 
And feast unrestrained on the smiles of my love. 

THE BONNIE BANKS OF AYR** 

Slow and soft. 

Pi JinjjP m 
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by Robert Burns. 

^ Hr 

* fhe chorus and first stanza of this song were composed by Mrs. .\fr. A'enzie Holone, the others by Ewen Me. Lachlan the gaelic poet. 
* Robert Burns composed this beautiful air after dining with a few friends the day before his intended voyage to the West Indies. His heart having been 

always in the Highlands, I have much pleasure in placing this to his memory. 
K. N. M. 1 
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Words by 
Alexander Af? Donald. 

AGUS HO MHORAGf 
Jacobite Song-. 

FONN.— Agus ho, Mhorag, ho-ro, 
CHORUS 'S na horo gheallaidh. 

A mhorag chiatach a’ chiiil dualaich, 
Gur h-e do luaidh a th’ air m’ aire. 

Agus ho, Mhorag, 6i’c. 
’S ma dli’ imich thu null thar chuan bhuainn, 
Gu ma luath a thig thu thairis. 
’S cuimhnich, thoir leat bannal ghruagach 
A luaidheas an cloth ruadh gu daingeann. 
0! cha leiginn thu do ’n bhuailidh 
Mu ’n salaich’ am buachar d’ anart. 
D e! cha leiginn thu gu cualach— 
Obair thruaillidh sin nan cailean. 
Gur h-i Mhorag ghrinn mo ghuamag 
Aig am beil an cuailein barrfhionn. 
’S gaganach, bachlagach, cuachach, 
Ciabhag na gruagaiche glaine. 
I)o chill peucach sios ’n a dhualaibh, 
Dhalladh e uaislean le ’lainnir. 
Sios ’n a fheoirneinean mu d’ghuailnean— 
Leadan cuaicheineach na h-ainnir! 
Do chill peurlach, orbhuidh, luachach, 
Timchioll do chluaise ’n a chlannan. 
0 Mhorag! gu’m beil do chuailein 
Orm&a ’n a bhuaireadh gun sgainnir. 
’S ged nach iarr mi thu ri d’ phiisadh, 
Gu’m b’ e mo run a bhi mar-riut. 
’S ma thig thu rithist am liibaibh, 
’S e ’n t-eug, a riiin, ni ar sgaradh. 
Leanaidh mi cho dliith ri d’ shailtean 
Agus bairneach ri sgeir-mhara. 
Shiubhail mi cian leat air m’ eolas, 
Agus spailp de ’n stroic air m’ aineol.— 

MORAG.** 
1 Gu ’n leanainn thu feadh an t-saoghail, 
! Ach thus’, a ghaoil, theachd am fharraid. 
\ Gu ’n ’chuireadh air mhisg le d’ ghaol mi— 
' ’S mear, aotrom a’ ghaoir tha’m bhallaibh. 
| A Mhorag g am beil a’ ghruaidh chiatach, 
{ ’S glan am fiaradh th’ ann ad mhalaidh. 
\ Do shiiil shuilbhear, shocair, mhbthar, 
r Mhireagach, chbmhnard, ’s i meallach. 
| Deud-cailce snasta na rimhinn’, 
/ Snaidhte mar dhisn’ air a ghearradh. 
> Maighdeann bhoidheach nam bas canine, 
( ’S iad cho maoth ri cloimh na h-eala. 
^ C—chan leuganach nan gucag; 
[ ’S fiiileadh a’ mhusga de h-anail. 
\ ’S iomad oigeir a ghabh tlachd dhiot, 
\ Eadar Arcabh agus Manainn. 
| ’S ioma leannan a th’ aig Moraig, 
", Eadar Morthir agus Arrainn. 
I ’S ioma gaisgeach deas de Ghaidheal, 
i Nach obadh le m’ ghradh-sa tarrainn. 
[ A rachadh le sgiathan’s le cliiidhean, 
| Air bheag sgath gu bial nan canan. 
i- ’Chunnartaicheadh dol 'n an ordugh 
l Thoirt do chorach much a dh-aindeoin. 
| ’S iomad iirmunn liisdail, treubhach, 
\ An Diineideann ann am bharail: \ 
l Na’m faiceadh iad gne de ghuais ort, 
| Dheanadh tarrainn suas ri d’ charraid. 
1 Mo chion a dheanadh leat eirigh: 
[ Do chaiptein fhein Mac-mhic-ailein. 
| Gu ’n ’theann e roimhe romh chach riut, 
f ’S ni e fha’st e, ach thig thairis. 

CHORUS Agus ho Mhorag, ho-ro, 
’S na horo gheallaidh. 

Gach duine tha ’n Uithist’s am Miiideart, 
’S an Arasaig dhubh-ghuirm a’ bharraich. 
An Canaidh, an Eige, ’s am Morthir— 
Reisimeid chorr ud Shiol-Ailein. 
An am Alastair’s Mhontrose, 
Gu’m bu bhocain iad air Ghallaibh. 
Gu ’n d’ fhairich la lonbhar-Lochaidh, 
Co bu stroicich’ ann le lannan. 
Am Peairt, an Cill-saith, ’s an Allt-Eurann, 
Dli fhag iad Reubalaich gun anam. 
Alastair mor Ghlinne-Comhann, 
’S brigade coimheach Ghlinne-Gairidh. 
Mar sin a’s an t-armunn Sleiteach, 
Ged a tha e fhein ’n a leanabh. 
Dh’ eireadh leat a nail bho ’n Ruta,* 
Antrum liith-chleasach nan seang-each. 
Dhruideadh na Gaidhil gu leir leat, 
Ge b’ e dh’ eireadh leat no dli fhanadh. 
Shuidh deich mile dhiiibh air cleith dhuibh 
An cogadh Righ Tearlach nach maireann. 
’S ioma cloth air an d’ thug iad caitein, 
Eadar Cataobh agus Anainn. 
Rha each a’ diiilt teachd a luadh’ dhuibh, 
’S chruinnich iadsan sluagh am bannail. 
A righ, bu mhath’s an luath-laimh iad, 
’N uair a thairneadh iad an lannan. 
H-uile cloth a luaidh iad riabh dhuibh, 
Dh’ fhag iad e gu ciatach, daingeann: 
Teann, thigh, daingeann, fighte, luaidhte, 
Daite ruadh air thuar na fala.— 
Greas thairis le d’ mhnathan luadhaidh, 
’S theid na gruagaichean so mar-riut. 

* Earl of Antrim from the Route, 

* Alexander Me. Donald “Me. Mhaigstir Alastair,” the greatest of our gaelic poets, was born at Ardnamurchan about 1700. 
** One of the most spirited of the Jacobite songs. Prince Charles is represented as "Morag,” a young girl with waving locks of yellow hair falling over her 

shoulders, and the allegory is kept up to the end K N M 1 
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Words by 
Alexander M1' Donald. 

IORRAM CHLANN RAONUILL. 
“Clan Ranald’s Boat Song-” 

AN IORRAM. 
An sin, an deigh do na sia fir dhiag saidhe o 

ghlaodh Caiutn garbh mac Raonuili nan cuan it 
Nis bho’n rinneadh ur taghadh, 
’S gnr coltach dhuibh bhi ’n nr roghainn, 
Thugaibh tulgadh neo-chladharra, daicheil’. 
Thugaibh tulgadh neo-chearbach, 
Gun airteal, gun dearmad, 
Gu freasdal na gailbhinne sail-ghlais’. 
Tulgadh danarra threun-ghlac, 
Righeas cnaimhean a’s feithean, 
Dh’fhagas soilleir bho cheuman an alaich. 
Sgobadh fonnmhor gun eislein, 
Ri garbh-bhrosnach’ a cheile— 
lorram ghleust’ ann am beul fir raimh briighad. 
Cogull ramh air na bachdan, 
Leois a's riisgadh air bhasan, 
’S riiimh ’g an sniomh ann an achlaisean ardthonn. 
Biodh iir gruaidhean air lasadh, 
Biodh ur bas gun leob chraicinn, 
Fallus-mala bras-chnapadh gu lar dhibh. 
Sinibh, tairnibh, a’s luthaibh 
Na gallain liagh-leobhar ghiuthais, 
’S deanaibh uidhe romh shruithean an t-siiile. 

ir na ruiinh chum a h-iomradh gu ionad seolaidh, 
rram oirre, ’.f e air ramh-braghad, agus ’s i so i:— 

^ Cliath ramh air gach taobh dh’i 
c ’Masgadh fairge le saothair, 

Dol ’n a still ann an aodann na biiirlinn’. 
lomraibh cbmhla, glan, gleusta, 
Sgoltadh bochd-thuinne beucaich’— 
Obair shunntach, gun eislein, gun fhardal. 
Buailibh cothromach, treiin i, 

1’Sealltainn trie air a eheile, 
Diiisgibh spiorad ’n ur feithean’s ’n ur gairdnean. 
Biodh a darach ag colluinn 
Ris na fiadh-ghleanna bronnach, 
’S a dii shliasaid a’ pronnadh gach bairlinn’. 
Biodh an fhairge ghlas, thonnaeh, 

l G at ’n a garbh-mhothar lonnach, 
’S na h-ard-uisgeachan bronnach’s a’ ghairich. 
A ghlas fhairge ’sior chopadh 

i Steach mu da ghulainn thoisich,— 
Sruth ag osnaich bho shloistreadh a h earrlainn. 

| Sinibh, tairnibh, a’s lubaibh 
Na gaithean min-lunnach, ciil-dearg, 
Le iomairceadh smiiis ur garbh-ghairdean. 

Cuiribh fothaibh an rudh" ud, 
Le fallus-mala a' sruthadh, 
’S togaibh siuil rith’ bho Uithist na cradh-ghiadh. 

Words by 
John Mc Donald. 

^ With animation 
j dr 

THA TIGHINN FODHAM EIRIDH.* 
“The rising of the year 1715.” 
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* The author of this song was a native of Benbecula, who flourished at the time of the first Pretender. He composed it in praise of Allan Alar Donald of 
Clanranald, shortly before the rising of 1715. The hero of the song was a man of great culture as well as military courage, and his fall at the battle of 
Sheriffmuir was much lamented in the Highlands. The desire so deeply seated in the Highland breast to rise for the restoration of the Steward dynasty 
is well expressed in the chorus "Tha tigh’nn fodham eiridh’.' 

K. N. M 1 



ORAN DO THIGHEAKN CHLANN-RAONAILL. 

•SE1SD:— Tha tigh’nn fodham, fodham, fodham. 
CHORUS Tha tigh’nn fodham, fodham, fodham. 

Tha tigh’nn fodham, fodham, fodham. 
Tha tigh’nn fodham eiridh 

Sud an t-slainte chiiramach, 
Olamaid gu siinntach i, 
Deoch-slaint’ an Ailein Mhiiideartaich, 

Mo dhurachd dhuit gu ’n eirich. 
Tha tigh’nn fodham, tin. 

Ged a bhiodh tu fada bh’ uainn, 
Dh’ eireadh sunnd ’us aigne orm; 
’N uair chluinninn sgeul a b’ aite learn, 

Air gaisgeach nan gniomh euchdach. 
Tha tigh’nn fodham, tyc. 

1 ’S iomadh maighdean bharrasach, ^ 
[ Dha maith a thg an earrasaid, 
IEadar Baile Mhanaich, 

’8 Caolas Bharraidh a tha ’n deigh ort. ? 
Tha tigh’nn fodham, fife. 

Tha pairt an Eilean Bheagram dhiubh, 
Tha cuid’s an Fhraing’s's an Eadailt dhiubh, | 

| ’S cha ’n ’eil latha teagaisg 
| Nach bi ’n Cille Pheadair treud dhiubh. [ 

Tha tigh’nn fodham, fyc. 
I’N uair chruinnicheas am bannal ud, 

Breid caol an caradh crannaig orr’ 
Bidh fallus air am malaidhean, 

A danns’ air iirlar deile. 
Tha tigh’nn fodham, #c. 

B’ e sud an lebghann aigeannach, 
’N uair nochdadh tu do bhaidealan, 
Lamh dhearg ’us long ’us bradanan, 

’N uair lasadh meamna t’ eudainn. 
Tha tigh’nn fodham, #c. 

’N uair chiaradh air an fheasgar 
Gu’m bu bheadarach do fhleasgaichean: 
Bhiodh pioban mor g an spreigeadh ann, 

’Fs feadanan ’g an gleusadh. 
Tha tigh’nn fodham, Sfc. 

Sgiobair ri la gaillinn thu, 
A’ sheoladh cuan nam marannan, 
A bheireadh long gu calachan( 

Le spionnadh glac do threun fhear. 
Tha tigh’nn fodham, 8fc. 

Sgeul beag eile dhearbhadh leat, 
Gur sealgair sithne ’n garbhlaich thu, 
Le d’chuilbheir caol nach dearmadach, 

Air dearg-ghreidh nan ceann eutrom. 
Tha tigh’nn fodham, #c. 

Kiltarlity. Note. The above is from “the Hist. Collection” of poems and songs by the Revd. Archibald Mac Donald, 

Words by 
Alexander Mc Donald. 

Moderate. 

AM BREACAN UALLACH.* 
“The Gay Plaid!’ 
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FONN.— He ’n clo-dubh, i 
CHORUS Ho ’n clo-dubh, 

He ’n clo-dubh, [ 
B’ fhearr an breacan. 

B’ fhearr am breacan uallach, 
Mu m’ ghuailnean’s a chur fo m’ achlais, 
Na ged a gheobhainn cbta 
De ’n chlo is fhearr thig a Sasunn. 
Mo laochan fhein an t-eideadh, 
A dh’ fheumadh an crios g’ a ghlasadh; 
Cuaicheineachadh feilidh, 
’N deis eirigh gu dol air astar. 
Fheilidh chruinn nan cnaichein, 
Gur buadhail an t-earradh gaisgich; 
Shiiibhlainn leat na fuarain, 
Feadh fhuar-bheann,’s bu ghasd ’air faich’ thu. [ 
Fior chulaidh an t-saighdeir, 
’S neo-ghloiceil ri uchd na caismeachd; 
’S ciatach’s an advance thu, 
Fo shrannraich nam piob’s nam bratach. 
Cha mhios’ anns an dol sios thu, 
’N uair sgriobar, a duille, claiseach; 
Fior earradh na ruaige, 
Gu luas a chur anns na casan. 
Bu mhath gu sealg an fheidh thu, 
’N am eirigh do ’n ghrein air creachunn; 
’S dh’ fhalbhainn leat gu loghmhor, 
Didonuich a’ dol do ’n chlachan. 
Laidhinn leat gu ciorbail, 
’S mar earbaig gu’m briosgainn grad leat; \ 
Na b’ ullaimhe air m’ armachd, 
Na dearganach’s musgaid ghlagach. 
’N am coilich a bhi diirdan. 
Air stiican am maduinn-dhealta, 
Bu ghasda d’ fheum ’s a’ chilis sin, 
Seach miitan de thrusdar casaig.’ 

Shiubhlainn leat a phosadh, 
S bliiirr feoirnein cha fhroisinn dealta; 

B’ i sid an t-suanach bhoidheach,— 
An 6g-bhean bu mhor a tlachd dh’ i. 
B’ aigeannach’s a’ choill thu, 
’G am choibhreadh le d’ bhlas’s le d’fhasgadh; 
Bho chathadh a’s bho chrion-chur, 
Gu ’n dionadh tu mi ri frasachd. 
Air uachdar gur a sgiamhach 
A laidheadh an sgiath air a breacadh; 
’S claidheamh air crios ciatach. 
Air fhiaradh os cionn do phleatan. 
’S deas a thigeadh cuilbheir 
Gu suilbhearra leat fo ’n asgailt; 
’S a dh-aindeoin uisge ’s urchaid, 
No tuilbheum, gu’m biodh air fasgadh. 
Bu ro mhath anns an oidhch’ thu— 
Mo loinn thu mar aodach-leapa; 
B’ fhearr learn na’m brat-lin thu 
Is priseile mhin’ tha ’n Glaschu. 
’S baganta, gr'inn, boidheach, 
Air bainis a’s air mod am breacan; 
Suas am feileadh sguaibe, 
’S dealg-ghuailne ag cur air fasdaidh. 
Bu mhath an la’s an oidhch’ thu, 
Bha loinn ort am beinn 's an cladach; 
Bu mhath am feachd’s an sith thu— 
Cha righ am fear a chuir as dhut. 
Shaoil leis gu ’n do mhaolaich so 
Faobhar nan Gaidheal tapaidh; 
Ach’s ann a chuir e geir’ orr,’ 
Na’s beurra na deud na h-ealtainn’. 
Dh’ fhiig e iad liin mi-ruin. 
Cho ciocrasach ri coin acrach; 
Cha chaisg deoch an iotadh, 
Ge b’ fhion i, ach fior fhuil Shasunn. 

£ Ged spion sibh an cridh’ asainn, 
c ’S ar broillichean sios a ^hracadh; 
[ Cha toir sibh asainn Tearlach, 
[ Gu brach gus an teid ar tachdadh. 
1 Ri ’r n-anam tha e fuaighte, 
| Teann luaidhte cho cruaidh ri glasan; 
[ ’S bhuainn cha ’n fhaodar fhuasgladh, 
| Gu’m buainear am fear ud asainn. 
> Cleas na mnatha-siiibhla 
( Gheobh tiiilinn mu Tn beir i h-aisead: 
( An ionad a bhi ’n diiimb ris, 
| Gu’n diibail d’ a fear a lasan. 
[ Ged chuir sibh oirnne buarach 
| Thiugh, luadhte gu ’r falbh a bhacadh; 
; Ruithidh sinn cho luath, 
' A’s na’s buaine na feidh a’ ghlasraich. 
c Tha sinn's an t-sean-nadur, 
| A bha sinn romh am an achda; 
| Am pearsanna’s an inntinn,— 
( ’S ’n ar rioghalaciid, cha teid lagadh. 
| ’S i ’n fhuil bha ’n cuisl’ ar sinnsridh, 
i ’S an insgin a bha ’n an aigne, 
! A dh’ fhag dhuinne mar dhilib— 
f Bhi rioghail—G, ’s sin ar paidir! t 
f Mollachd air gach seorsa, 
! Nach debnaicheadli fos falbh leatsa, 
| Cia dhiu bhiodh aca comhdach, 
| No comhriiistge, lorn gu ’n craicinn. 
> Mo chion an t-bg feardha, 
l Thar fairge chaidh bhuainn air astar: 

Diirachd blath do dhiithcha 
; ’S an iirnaigh gu ’n lean do phearsa. 
j Ged fhuair sibh lamh an uachdar, 
> Aon uair oirnn le sebrsa tapaig’; 
; An donus blar ri bheb-san 
f Ni m Febladair tuilleadh tapaidh. 

Or Hen clo dubh. K N M. 1 
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Words by 

Kenneth Mackenzie. 
AM FEILE PREASACH.* 

“The Plaited Kilt” 

SEISD:— ’S e feile preasachtlachdmo ruin, 
’S osan nach ruig faisg an glim, 

(CHORUS) ’S cota breac nani basan dlii, 
’S bonaid dhu-ghorm thogarrach. 

B’annsa leam am feile cuaich, 
Na casag de ’n aodach luaight’, 
’S brigis nan ceannglaichean cruaidh, 

Gur e’n drocli-uair a thogainn dh’i. 
’S e feile preasaeh, 5j'c. 

Tha mo rim do’n eideadh las, 
Cuach an flieilidh nan dlii bhas, 
Shiubhlain leis’s na sleibhtean cas, 

’S rachainn brais air obair leis. 
’S e feile preasach, 

LE COINNEACH MAC-CHOINNICH. 
Ge’d a tharlainn ann sa’ bheinn, 
Fad na seachduin’s mi leam fein, 
Fuachd na h-oidich’cha dean dhomh beud, 

Tha’m breacan fliein cho caidearach. 
’S e feile preasach, drc. 

Shiubhlain leis feadh ghleann a’s sleibh, 
’S rachainn do’n chlachan leis fhein, 
Tlachd nan gruagach uaill nan steud, 

S e deas gu feum n’an togramaid. 
’S e feile preasach, dfc. 

’S ealamh eadrom e sa’ ghleann, 
’S cuilbheir reidh fo’ sgeith gun mheang, 
A dh’fhagaidh udlaich ceir-gheal fann, 

A bheireadh srann sa leagadh e. 
’S e feile preasach, #c. 

Am feileadh air am beil mi’n geall, 
Dealg nar guaillibh suas gun fheall, 
Crios ga ghlasadh las neo-theann, 

’S biodh e gach am gu baganta. 
’S e feile preasach, ^fc. 

’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, ^’c. 

’S caomh a’n t-eide ’m breachdan iir, 
’S ann air fein a dh’eireadh cliu, 
Mar sin’s buaigh-larach ann’s gach ciiis, 

’S e dheanadh turn gun eagal air. 
’S e feile preasach, ^rc. 

’N am do ghaisgich dol air feum 
Gael ghast gu scracadh bhein, 
Piob ga spalpadh’s anail reidh, 

A chuireadh end a’s fadadh annt. 
’S e feile preasach, #c. 

Words by 
D. Me. Lachlan. 

* , Andante. Slow. 

OCH MAR THA MI. 
“Alas for me.” 
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AIR FONN:- 
“Och! och! mar tha mi’s mi so’n am aonar, 

A dol troimh ’n choill far an robh mi eolach, 
S nach ’fhaigh mi ait’ ann am fhearann diichais, 

Ged phaighinn crim air son lend na broige.” 
Neo-bhinn an fhuaim leam a dhuisg a m’ shuain mi, 

’S e tighin a nuas orm o chruaich na ’mdr-bheinn,_ 
An ciobair Gallda,’s cha chord a chainnt rium, 

E ’glaodhaich thall ri cii mall an dolais. 
Moch maduinn cheitein ’an am dhomh eirigh, 

Cha cheol air gheugan, no geum air mdintich, 
Ach sgreadail bheisdean’s a’ chanain Bheurla, 

Le coin ’g an eigheach ’cur feidh air fogar. 

’N uair a chi mi na beanntan arda, 
’S an fhearann aigh’s an robh Fionn a chomhnuidh, 

Cha-n fhaic mi ann ach na caoraich bhana, 
’S Goill gun aireamh’s a’ h-uile comhail. 

Na glinn chiatach’s am faighteadh fiadhach,— 
’M biodh coin air iallan aig gillean bga, 

Cha-n fhaic thu ’n diugh ann ach ciobair stiallach, 
’S gur duibhe ’mheuran na sgiath na rocais. 

Chaidh gach abhaist a ehur air fuadach, 
Cha chluinn thu gruagach ri duan no bran 

Nach bochd an sgeul e gu ’n d’ shearg ar n-uaislean, 
’S na balaich shuarach n’ an aitean-cbmhnuidh? 

7. ’N uair a chi mi na lagain aluinn,— 
A h-uile h-airidh ’dol fas le coinnich, 

Fo bhadain chaorach le ’n uain'g an arach, 
Cha-n fhaod mi radhtainn nach b’ fhaidhe Tomas. 

* There are a good many more verses in a similar strain. They will be found in Mr. Kenzie's ‘Am Filidh Gaidhealarh’.’ 
K. N. M l 



12 Words by 
Hector AH Kenzie Lochbroom. 

Slow and tender. 

GU’M BU SLAN A CHI MI.* 
“Happy may I see thee? 

Gu’m bu slan a chi mi, 
Mo chailin dileas, donn; 

Bean a’ chuailein reidh, 
Air an deise dh’eireadh fonn. 

’S i cainnt do bheoil bu bhinne leam, 
An uair bhiodh m’ inntinn trom, 

’S tu thogadh suae mo chridh’ 
’N uair a bhiodh tu bruidhinn rium. 

Theireadh iad mu ’n d’ fhalbh mi, 
Gu’m bu shearbh leam dol a’d’ choir-, 

Gu ’n do chuir mi ciil riut, 
’S gu’n dhiult mi dhuit mo phog. 

Na cuireadh sud ort curam, 
A ruin—na creid an sgled; 

Tha t-anail leam ni’s cubhraidh, 
Na’n druchd air bharr an fhebir. 

MO CHAILIN DILEAS, DONN. 
LE EACHANN MAC COINNICH, ULLAPOOL. 

Gur muladach a ta mi, 
’S mi nochd air aird’a’ chuain— 

’S neo-shunndach mo chadal domh, 
’S do chaidreamh fada bhuam; 

Gur trie mi ort a’ smaointeach; 
As t-aogais tha mi truagh; 

A’s mar a dean mi t-fhaotainn 
Cha bhi mo shaoghal buan. 

Tacan mu’n do sheol sinn, 
Is ann a thoisich each 

Hi innseadh do mo chruinneig-sa, 
Nach tillinn-sa gu brath. 

Na cuireadh svid ort gruaimein, 
A luaidh —ma bhios mi slan— 

Cha chum dad idir uait mi, 
Ach saighead chrudidh a’ bhais. 

Tha’n t-snaim a nise ceangailte, 
Gu daingean agus teann; 

A’s their luchd na fanaid rium, 
Nach ’eil mo phrothaid anh:— 

Am fear aig am bheil fortan, 
Tha crois aige ’n a cheann, 

’S tha mise taingeil, toilichte, 
Ged tha mo sporan gann. 

Siiil chorrach mar an dearcag 
Fo rosg a dh’ iadhas dluth; 

Gruaidhean mar an caorann, 
Fo ’n aodann tha leam ciuin. 

Mar d’ aithris iad na breugan 
Gu’n d’ thug mi fein duit run; 

’S gur bliadhna learn gach la 
O’n uair a d’fhag mi thu. 

Tha moran de luchd aimlisg, 
A’ seanachas an droch sgeoilj 

An cridheachan mar phuinsean 
Cha chuimhnich iad a’ choir; 

Ach na creid an sgeula; 
Ma gheibh a’ chleir oirnn coir; 

’S ma dh’fhanas sinn o ’cheile, 
’Si’n eigin a bheir oirnn. 

Words by 
William Ross. 

* 
Andante, with feeling. 

FEASGAR LUAIN, 
Love Song. 

^FP: 
0— 

Feasgar Luain, a’s mi air chuairt, 
G’un cualas fuaim nach b’ fhuathach leam, 
Ceol nan tend gu h-6rdail, reidh, 
As coisir da reir os a chionn; 
Thuit mi ’n caochladh leis an ioghnadh, 
A dh-aisig mo smaointean a null, 
’S chuir mi ’n ceill gu’n imichinn cein, 
Le m’aigneadh fein, ’s e co’-streap rium. 
Mar ghath grein’ am madainn cheitein, 
Gu’n mheath i mo leirsinn shiil, 
’S iceumadh iirlair gu reidh, iompaidh, 
Do reir pugannan a ehiuil; 
Ribhinn mhbdhail,’s fior-ghlan fdghlum, 
Dh-fhion-fhuil mhorghalach mo ruin, 
Reull nan oighean, grian gach coisridh, 
’S i’n chiall chbmhraidh, cheol-bhinn, chiuin. 

LE UILLEAM ROS. 
Chaidh mi steach an ceann na coisir, 
An robh 61 a’s ceol as danns’, 
Ribhinnean, a’s fleasgaich oga, 
’S iad an ordugh grinn gun mheang; 
Dheareas fa leath air na h-6ighean, 
Lc rosg foil a null ’sa nail, 
’S ghlacadh mo chridhe,’s mo shiiil co’ladh, 
’S rinn an gaol mo Icon air ball! 
’S tearc an sgeula sunnailt t-eugaisg, 
Bhi ri fheatainn san Roinn-Edrp, 
Tha mais’, a’s feile, tlachd, a’s ceutaidh, 
Nach facas leim fein fa m’ choir, 
Bu cholgail, faiceant’ an stoirm feaehdaidh, 
Armach, breacannach, air, ti 
Dol ’san iomairt gun bhonn gioraig, 
S nach pilleadh gu dhol fo chis. 
Beir soraidh buam do’n ribhinn shuairc’, 
De’n chinneadh mhor a’s uaisle gnas, 
Thoir mo dhiirachd-sa g’ a h-ionnsaidh, 
;S mi ’n deagh rim d’ a cul-bhuidh’ ban. 
’S nach bruadar cadail a ghluais m’ aigne, 
’S truagh nach aidich e dhomh tiunh, 
’S ge b’ann air chuairt, no thall an cuan, 
Gxi’m hi mi smuainteach ort gu brath. 

Dhiuchd mar aingeal, ma mo choinneamh. 
’N ainir 6g, bu ghrinne snuadh; 
’Seang shlios fallain air bhla canaich, 
No mar an eal’ air a chuan; 
Suil ghorm,mheallach, fo chaoil mhala 
’S caoin’ a sheallas ’g amharac uath, 
Beul tlii, tairis’ gun ghne smalain, 
Dha’n gna carthannachd gun uaill. 
‘S trom leam m' osna'.’s cruai’leam m'fhortan 
Gun ghleus socair, ’s mi gun sunnt, 
’S mi ri smaointinn air an aon rim, 
A bhuin mo ghaol d’ a chionn. 
Throm na Diiilean peanas diibailt, 
Gu mis’ umhlachadh air ball, 
Thaladh Cupid mi san diisal, 
As na dhiiisg mi bruite, fann! 

* Copt. Campbell, author of the language, poetry and music of the Highlands, attributes the words to a Mr. Campbell who was Church officer with 
Lord Mucauley's grandfather. K. N.M.l 



13 
Wd7’ds from 

Sinclairs Oranaiche. 

Slow, with expression. 

THA MI TROM ’S DULIOH LEAM. 
“I am heavy and sad? 
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SEISD: —Tha mi trom’s duilich leam, 
’S muladach mar tha mi, 

O’n chuir mo leannan cul rium, 
Cha teid fear iir ’na aite. 

’Nuair chaidh mi thun a chladaich leat, 
’S a dh’ amhairc mi a’d’ bhata; 

Gii’n robh mo chridhe ’caoineadli 
Ged ’rinn mi faoin an gaire! 

Tha mi trom, tyc. 

Bha uair a bha mi cuireadach, 
Mar uiseagan an fhasaich; 

N uair chuimhnaichinn do shugradh 
A ihleasgaichiiir nam blath-shuil. 

Tha mi trom, fyc 
Ach o’n a rinn thu caochladh 

Air faoin-tragh rinn thu m’fhagail, 
O’n mheall thu le’ do ghaol mi; 

Cha ’n fhaod mi bhi mar bha mi. 
Tha mi trom, #c. 

Chunna’ mi’n raoir bruadar, 
A dh’ fhuasgail as gach cas mi; 

Gu ’n robh thu rium ri suairceas, 
Oho nasal ’s abu ghnath leat. 

Tha mi trom, (Src. 
’N uair dh’ fhosgail mi mo shixilean, 

’N am dusgadh as a phramh sin; 
Bu mhuladach mo smaointinn, 

Gur aisling faoin a dh’ fhag mi. 
Tha mi trom, #c. 

Ach soraidh le do leannanachd, 
On dh’ aithnich mi do nadur; 

’N uair si ’n te liiisbach riabhach; 
A mhiannaich thu na m’aite. 

Tha mi trom, #c. 

Cha bhi mi fcin an diumba ruit. 
A riiin ma’s ise’s fearr leat; 

’S gur h-i do rogha ceile, 
Ni eiridh leat am maireach. 

Tha mi trom, ^’c. 

FEAR A BHATA. 
“The Boatman’.’ 

SEISD:— Fhir a bhata, na horo-eile, 
(CHORUS) Fhir a bhata, na horo-eile; 

Fhir a bhata, na horo-eile, 
Gu ma slan dut, ’s gach ait an teid thu. 

’S trie mi sealltuinn o’n chnoc a’s airde, 
Dh-fheuch am faic mi fear a bhata: 
An tig thu ’n diugh, na’n tig thu maireach? 
’S mar tig thu idir, gur truagh a ta mi. 

Fhir a bhata, na horo-eile, fyc. 
Tha mo chridhe-sa briste, briiite; 
’S trie na dcoiribh a ruith o’m shuilean; 
An tig thu nochd, na’m bi mo dhuil riut? 
Na ’n diiin mi ’n dorus, le osna, thiirsaich? 

Fhir a bhata, na horo-eile, #c. 
’S trie mi foidhneachd de luchd nam bata, 
Am fac iad thu, na’m beil thu sabhailt; 
S ann tha gach aon aca rium a’g raite, 
Gur gorach mise ma thug mi grad dhut. 

Fhir a bhata, na horo-eile, <jfc. 
Gheall mo leannan domh gun dhe ’n t-sioda, 
Gheall e sud agus breacan riomhach; 
Fain’ oir anns am faicinn iomhaigh; 
Ach’s eagal leam gun dean e diochuimhn’. 

Fhir a bhata, na horo-eile, #c. 

Cha ’n eil baile beag’s am bi thu, 
Nach tamh thu greis ann, a chur do sgios diot; 
Bheir thu lamh air do leabhar riomhach, 
A ghabhail dhuanag’s abhuaireadh nionag. 

Fhir a bhata, na horo-eile, «Src. 
Ged a thuirt iad gu’n robh thu aotrom, 
Cha do laghadaich sud mo ghaol ort; 
’Bi’dh tu m’ aisling anns an oidhche, 
A s anns a mhadainn bi’dh mi ’ga t-fhoineachd. 

Fhir a bhata, na horo-eile, fyc. 
Thug mi gaol dut’ ’s cha’n fhaod mi aicheadh; 
Cha ghaol bliadhna, ’s cha ghaol raidhe; 
Ach gaol a thoisich ’nuair bha mi m’ phaisde, 
’S nach searg a chaoidh, gus an claoidh am has mi. 

Fhir a bhata, na horo-eile, 5fc. 
Tha mo chairdean gu trie ag innseadh, 
Gu’m feum mi t-aogas a chuir air diochuimhn’; 
Ach tha’n comhairle dhomh cho diamhain, 
’S bhi pilleadh mara’s i tabhairt lionaidh. 

Fhir a bhata, na horo-eile, <5rc. 
Tha mo chriosan air dol an airde, 
Cha’n ann bho fhidhleir, na bho chlarsalr; 
Ach bho stiuireadair a bhata — 
’S mur tig thu dhachaigh, gur truagh mar tha mi. 

Fhir a bhata, na horo-eile, Sfc. 
Bi’dh mi tuille gu tiirsach, deurach, 
Mar eala bhan’s i an deis’ a reubadh; 
Guileag bais aic air lochan feurach, 
As each uileadh an deigh a treigsinn. 

Fhir a bhata, na horo-eile, fyc. 

K.N. M l 



Very slow and tender. 

MAIRI BHAN OG.* 
“Fair young Mary.” 
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ORAN D’A CHEILE NUADH POSTE. 
A Mhairi than bg, ’s tu ’n oigh th’air m’aire, j 

Ri’m bheo bhi far am bithinn fhein; 
O’n fhuair mi ort coir cho mor’s bu mhath learn, ! 

Le posadh ceangailt’ o’n chleir, 
Le cumhnanta teann’s le banntaibh daingean, ; 

’S le snaim a dh’fhanas, nach treig: 
’S e t’ fhaotainn air laimh le gradh gach caraid 

Rinn slainte mhaireann a’m’ chre. 
’Nuair bha mi gu tinn’s mi ’n cinnseal leannain, 

Gun chinnt co theannadh rium fhein, 
’S ann a chunna’ mi ’n oigh air bord tigh-leanna, 

’S bu mhothar ceanalt’ a beus; 
Tharruinn mi suas r’i, ’s fhuair mi gealladh 

O’n ghruagaich bhanail bhi’m reir; 
’S mise bha aobhach t’ fhaotainn mar ’rium, 

’S crodh-laoigh a’ bharain a’d’ dheigh. 
Maduinn Di luain, ge buan an t-slighe, 

’Nuair ghluais mi, ruithinn mar ghaoth, 
A dh’fhaicinn mo luaidh’s rud uainn n-ar dithis 

Nach dual da rithist gu’n sgaoil. 
Thug mi i ’n uaigneas uair a bhruidhinn, 

’S ann fhuair an nigheau mo ghaol, 
A’s chluinneadh mo chluas an fhuaim a bhitheadh 

Aig luathas mo chridheri’m thaobh. 
Sin’nuair chuir-Cupid an t-uldach am’ bhroilleach,- 

D’a shaighdean corranach, caol, 
A dliriii air mo chuislean,chuir luchd air mo choluinn, 

Leis an do thuit mi geb’oil learn’s gu’n d’aom. 
Dh’innis mi sgeul do’n te rinn m’ acain, 

Nach leigh a chaisgeadh mo ghaoid; 
’S e leighis gach creuchd i fein le feartan 

Theachd reidh a’m’ ghlacaibh mar shaoil. 
Bheirinn mo phog do’n 6g-mhnaoi shomult’ 

A dh’fhas gu boinneanta, caoin, 
Gu mileant, comhnard, seocail, foinneamh, 

Do chomhradh gheibh mi gu saor. 
Tha mi air sheol gu leoir a’d’ chomain, 

A bhoid sa chuir thu gu faoin 
Do m’smaointean gdrach,prois nam boireannach 

’S coir dhomh fuireach le h-aon. 

Chaidh mi do’n cho ill’an robh croinn a’s gallain, 
Bu bhoisgeil sealladh mu’n cuairt, 

’S bha miann mo shul do dh’fhiuranbarraicht’ 
An dluthas nam meanganan suas; 

Geug fo bhlath o barr gu talamh, 
A lub mi farasda nuas; 

Bu duilich do chach gu brath a gearradh, 
’S e ’n dan domh’m faillean a bhuain. 

Shuidhich mi lion air fior-uisg’ tana, 
’S mi strigh ’ga tharruinn air bruaich, 

’S thug mi le sgriob air tir a’ ghealag, 
’S a lith mar eal’ air a’ chuan. 

’S toillicht’ a dh’fhag e’n la sin m’ aigneadh, 
An roinn a bh’agam san uair; 

B’i coimeas mo cheud mhna’ reull na maidne, 
Mo cheile cadail’s mi’m shuain. 

’S e b’fhasan leat riamh bhi ciallach, banail, 
Ri gniomh, ’s ri ceanal mna-uails’; 

Gu pairteach, baigheil, blath, gun choire, 
Gun ghiomh, gun ghainne, gun chruas; 

Gu deirceach, daonntach, faoilidh, farasd’, 
Ri daoine fanna, bochd, truagh; 

Is tha mi le’d’ sheol an dochas ro-mhath, 
Gur Ion do t’anam do dhuais. 

Chuir mi air thus ort iul a’s aithne, 
Le sugradh ceanalta, suirc, 

’Nuair theannainn riut dlii,bu churaidha’ anail 
No ubhlan meala ’gam buain: 

Cha bhiodh sgeul-riiin, a b’iiil domh aithris, 
A b’ fhiu, nach mealladh i uam. 

Nan cuireadh i cul rium’s diultadhbaileach, 
Bu chuis domh anart a’s uaigh. 

Do bhriodal blath’s do mharan mills, 
Do nadur grinneas gach uair, 

Gu beulchair, gaireach, aluinn,coimhneil, 
Gun chas a thoilleadh dhuit fuath; 

Chuir i guin-bais fad raith’ am mhuineal 
Dh’fhag lAn mi’ mhulad ’sa ghruaim, 

’Nuair thuig i mar bha,’sa thar mi’n ulaidh, 
Ghrad sparr i ’n cunnart ud uam. 

,’S ann thog e mi’m pris o’n tim so’n uiridh, 
An ni ’san urrainn a fhuair, 

’Sguab do’n ire fhior-ghlain chruineachd, 
An siol is urramaich; buaidh. 

Sin na chuir mi cho riomhach umad, 
Bha t’ inntinn’ bunailteach, buan: 

Lionadh do sgiamhachd miann. gach duine, 
An dreach, fiamh, an cumachd, ’s an snuagh. 

Do chuach-fhalt 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, mheallach, 
Gun dith cur faT ann ad’ ghruaidh, 

Deud geal iobhraidh, dionach, daingean, 
Beul bidh nach canadh ach stuaim. 

Shiubhladh tu fasach airidh glinne 
’S an ait an cinneadh an spreidh, 

G’ am bleothan mu chro, ’s bhi choir na h-innis, 
Laoigh 6g a’ mirreadh’s a’ leum; 

Cha mhiosa do lamh’s tu laimh ri coinnil 
Na’n seomar soilleir ri grein, 

A fuaidheal’s a’ faitheam bhan a’s phionar, 
An am chur grinnis air greus. 

Do chneas mar an eiteag gle ghlan, fallain, 
Corp seang mar chanach an t-sleibh; 

Do bhraigh cho-mhin, ’s do chiochan corrach 
’S iad liontach, soluis le cheill: 

Gaoirdean tla geal lamh na h.ainnir. 
Caol mhebir, glac thana, has reidh; 

Calpa deas ur, troigh dhlii’m broig chuimir 
Is liighor, innealta ceum. 

’S ann fhuair mi bhean chaoin aig taobh Mam-charai’ 
’S a gaol a’m’ mhealladh o’m cheill; 

Bha cridhe dhomh saor,’nuair dh’fhaod mi tharruinn, 
Cha b’fhaoin domh bharail bhi d’ reir: 

’S ioma full uasal, uaibhreach, fharumach, 
Suas ri d’ cheann-aghaidh fhein, 

Ga d’ chumail am pris an Righ’s Mac.Cailean 
’S tu shiol nam fear a bha ’n Sleibht’. 

’Nam faighinn an drast do charadh daingean 
An kite falaich o ’n eug; 

Ge d’ thigeadh e d’ dhail, a’s m’ fhagail-falamh. 
Cha b’ kill learn bean eil’ a’d’ dheigh: 

Cha toir mi gu brath dhuit dranndan teallaich, 
Mu’n krdaich aileag do chleibh, 

Ach rogha’ gach marain, gradh a’s furan, 
Cho blkth ’sa b’ urrainn mo bheul. 

Dheanainn duit ceann, a’s crann,a’s t-earrach, 
An km chur ghearran an eill, 

A’s dheanainn mar chkch air trhigh na mara, 
Chur aird air mealladh an eisg: 

Mharbhainn duit geoidh a’s roin, a’s eala, 
’S na h-eoin air bharra nan geug; 

’S cha bhi thu ri d’ bheo gun sebl air aran, 
’S mi chomhnaidh far am hi feigh. 

* Words by Duncan Ban Me. Intyre. This great Highland poet was born of poor parents at Druimliaghart in Glenorchy Argyleshire, March 1724 
Some of his pieces can’t be surpassed. 

K. N M l 
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Words from 

Sinclairs Oranaiche. 
MO RUN GEAL DILEAS. 

“My Beloved-, fair and faithful'.’ 

SEISD:— Mo run goal, dlleas, dileas, dileas, 
Mo run goal, dileas, nach till thu nail? 

(CHORUS) Cha tillniifheinriut,aghaoil,cha’nfhaodmi, 
Oir tha mo ghaol-sa’n a laidhe tinn. 

Is truagh nach robh mi an riochdna faoilinn 
A shnamhadh aotrom air bharr nan tonn; 

A’s bheirinn sgriobag do ’n eilean Ileach, 
Far bheil an ribhinn dh’ fhag m’ inntinn trom. 

Mo run geal, etc. 
Is truagh nach robh mi’s mo rogha ceile, 

Air mullach shleibhte nam beanntan mbr, 
’S gun bhi ga ’r n-eisdeachd ach coin an t-sleibhe, 

’S gu’n tugainn fhein di na ceudan pog! 
Mo rim geal, etc. 

Thug mi corr agus naoi miosan; 
Anns na h-Innsean ab’ fhaide thall; 

’S bean boidh’chead d’aodainn cha robh ri fhaotainn- 
’S ged gheobhainn saor iad cha’n fhanainn ami. 

Mo run geal, etc. 
Tha d’ anail chubhraidh mar fhaile iibhlan, 

A’s tha do shuilean gu meallach, gorm-, 
Is tu bean-uasal is grinne dh’ fhuaigheas; 

’S ann ris a fhuair thu do thogail bg. 
Mo rim geal, etc. 

Thug mi mios ann am fiabhrus claoidhte, 
Gun dull rium oidhche gu’m bithinn beb; 

( B’e fath mo smaointean a la’s a dh-oidhche, 
\ Gu’m faighinn faochadh a’s tubhi’m choir. 
[ Mo run geal, etc. 

Cha bhi mi ’strithris a’ chraoibh nach lub learn, 
Ged chinneadhiibhlan air bharr gach geig; 

Mo shoraidh slim leat ma rinn thu m’ fhagail, 
Cha d’ thainig traigh gun mhuir-lan’n a deigh. 

Mo rim geal, etc. 
Mo mhionnan bheir mi air clar a’ Bhiobuill 

Gur h-i an fh'irinn a th' ann am bheul — 
Nach teid mi slos ann an leabhar sgireachd, 

Le te gu siorruidh ach thu fein. 
Mo rim geal, etc. 

Is coma learn ged a shil an latha; 
Is coma learn ged a laidh a’ghrian; 

’S coart coma learn ged a robh mo leaba 
Gu fada, fada’s an airde’n iar! 

Mo run geal, etc. 

CREAG GHUANACH.* 

SEIST): — Air minn o, na iom o ro, 
(CHORUS) lom o agus iom o ro 

Air minn o, na iom o ro 
Is aoibhinn leam an diu na chi. 

Creag mo chidhd ’sa ehreag ghuanach 
Creag na d’ fhuair mi greis do’m arachj 
Creag nan damh’s nan aighean suibhlach 
A chreag aidhearach, iirail ianach. 

Air minn o, na iom o ro, fyc. 
The above stanza is one of 70 which the Gaelic scholar will find in the old song,“Oran nu Comhachaij 

* From Albyris Anthology K. N. M. 1 
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RI FUAIM AN T SHAIMH LE MAIRI NIGHEAN ALASTAIR RUADH* 

Ri fu<aijn an t-shaimh 
’S uaigneach mo ghean, 
Bha mis nair nach b’e snd m’ abhaist, 

Bha mis uair, ^c., fyc. 
Ach piob nuallanach mhor 
Bheireadh bnaidh air g^ch ccol, 
’Nuair ghluaist i le meoir Piiadruig, 

’Nuair ghluaist i le meoir, <Src. 
Gur mairg a bheir geill 
Don’ t-saoghal gu leir 
’S trie a chaochail e cheum gabhaidh, 

’S trie a chaochail, fyc. 

Beir an t-shoraigh so bh-uam 
Gu talla nan cuach 
Far’m bi tathaich nan truadh daimhail, 

Far, $’c. 
Thun an taighe naeh gann 
Fo’n leathad ad thall. 
Far bheil aighear is ceann mo mhranrain, 

Far, <5jrc. 
Tor maid mo ruin. 
Ollaghaireach u 
Foirmeil o thus t-abhaist, 

Foirmeil, §’c. 

Cha ’n ’eil cleachdadh bheil brigh 
Gaisge na gniamh 
Nach eil aigneadh mo ghaoil lan deth, 

Nach, #c. 
Ann an treine san high 
Ann an ceutaidh’s an cliu, 
Ann am feile’s an gnuis naire, 

Ann, fye. 
Fhuair u forhan 0 Dhia 
Ben bu shocraiche cial 
Si gu foisteanacb fial narach. 

Si gu, 3)0. 
I gun dolaidh fo’n ghrein 
Gu toileachadli treud; 
Sa h-olachd a reir ban-righ, 

Sa, dfc. 

’S trie a riaraich u cuilm 
Gun trioblaid gun tuilg 
A nighean tainist Dun-tuilm slanleat, 

A nighean, tyc. 
The above are the best verses from this long and beautiful song. 

HO RO NA GHAMNA. 

Slow and plaintive. 

GILLE BOCHD NA MOINTICH.** 
“The poor herdboy’.’ 
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SEISD: — Hi-u-ill Beann an taighe 
(CHORUS) Beann an taighe,Beann an taighe, 

Hi-u-ill Beann an taighe 
’S aithne do Iain Ruaidh i. 

Gille bochd na mointich, 
Na mointich, na mointich, 
Gille bochd na mointich 
Gun bhrocan gun chuarain. 

* Mairi Nighean Alustair Buadh, bard to the Me. Lead of Me. Lead was by far the most gifted of the Highland poetesses. Though Skye was her 
adopted land, she was born in Harris about 1570. 

** The Editor regrets that this old Song, descriptive of the cruelty of a mistress to her poor herd boy, has become extinct- He has been unable to 
trace the remaining verses. 

K.N.M.l 



RINN M’EUDAIL MO MHEALLADH.* 
‘‘My darling has deceived me!’ 

CAILLEACH BEINN NA BRIG."* 
I. Fairy song. 
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* First published by Captain Fraser. 
** x/frs Mac Donell KeppocHs set. The words of this song’ are in Fiona's “Celtic Lyre” with a capital translation by £. Macbean. 

K. IV. M l 
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MI’M SHUIDH’ AN DEIREADH BATA* 
“Sitting in the Stern of a Boat’.’ 

Slow and soft. 
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CIA MAR IS URRA SINN FUIREACH O’N DRAM* 
‘ How can we abstain from Whisky." 

First published by Captain Fraser. 
K IV. M. 1 
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HO RO MHAIRI DHU.* 

A bhean a chul dualaich, ’sna cuachacan eamlacaeh; B’e de bheath’ a-gainn thu 
Ho ro, Sfc. Ho ro Mhairi dhu, tionndaidh riu'm! 

’Nuair theid thu ’Dhuneidin se luchd heurla ’bheir aire dhuit; 
Ho ro Mhairi dhu! <^c. 

Bithidh croitaichean ard g1 an carnadh air anairt dhuit; 
Ho ro Mhairi dhu! drc. 

NIGHEAN BONN AN T-SUGRAIDH. 

Moderate. 
’’Maiden fond of Mirth.“ 

SEISD:— A nighean donn an t-sugraidh 
(CHORUS) ’S mo chaileag laghach, shunndach 

A nighean donn an t-sugraid 
Gu’n siubhlainse air m’ aineol leat. 

NEIGHEAN DONN AN T-SUGRAIDH. 
Gur an oidhche Fheill-Brighde 
A Bhruadair mi os iosal; 
’S ’n uair thionndaidh gu briodal, 
Cha d’ thuair mi fhin ach faileas diot. 

A nighean donn, #e. 

’A chiad Di-luain d’ an raidhe 
Ghabh mi moran graidh ort; 
Gu’m fagainnsc mo chairdean, 
’S air saile rachainn thairis leat. 

A nighean donn, #c. 
Tha d’ fhalt a sios mu d’ ghuaillibh 
Air dhath an oir, ’n a dhualaibh 
Is math ’thig sioda luachmhor, 
Mu ghuaillibh grinn na h-ainnire. 

A nighean donn, #c. 

Do ghruaidhean mar na rosan 
Do braghad mar an neoinean 
Thug mi gaol’s mi og dhiut, 
’S cha bhi mi bed mur faigh mi thu. 

A nighean donn, <Src. 
Author Unknown. 

CRODH CHAILEIN." 
Colin’s Cattle. 

* This beautiful Gaelic air was first published in Campbell's "Albyn’s Anthology’’ in 181G, under the English name of “the sea mewi’The gaelio stanza 
having been taken down from the singing of the Missis Anne and Jessie Me. Leod Oesto, 'Skye. The verses were composed to Mrs. Me. Pherson 
Ostaiy, Skye, by a female lunatic. 

** Mrs. Mae Donell Keppoch's set. K. N. M l 



CHORUS: — Crodh Chailein mo chridhe, 
Crodh Chailein mo ghaoil, 

Gn’n tugadh crodh Chailein 
Dhomh hainn’ air an fhraoch. 

Gu’n tugadh crodh Chailein 
Dhomh bainn’ air an raon, 

Gun chuman, gun bhuarach, 
Gun luaircean gun laogh 

Gu’n tugadh crodh Chailein 
Dhomh bainne gu leoir, 

Air mullach a’ mhonaidh 
Gun duine ’nar coir. 

Crodh Chailein, etc. 
Gu bheil sac air mo chridhe, 

’S trie snidh air mo ghruaidh, 
Agus smuairean air m’ aigne 

Chum an cadal so bhuam. 
Crodh Chailein, etc. 

Cha chaidil, cha chaidil, 
Cha chaidil mi uair, 

Cha chaidil mi idir, 
Gus an tig na bheil ’uam. 

Crodh Chailein, etc. 
Cha teid mi do ’n bheithe 

No a thional nan end; 
Air breacan donn ribeach 

Tha mi ’feitheamh nam bo. 
Crodh Chailein, etc. 

Moderate with expression. 

0, SPALDERDASH AIR LASSIE NIC IAIN BRAIN!* 
“John Bane’s Daughter.” 
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MADAINN CHIUIN CHEITAIN. 

Slow and expressive. tr—^ fr_ 
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Sweet May Morning.” 
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cresc. 

* Words by Donald Cameron, Sleat, Skye, composed in irony to a young damsel who had splay-feet and as usual in such cases the language is 
pretty severe. K N.M.l 



Original Words by 
JAMA'S MUNRO. 

A NIGHNEAG A CHUIL DUINN, NACH FHAN THU.* 
“Bonnie Brown Maiden” 

21 

CHORUS:— A nighneag a’ chnil duinn, nach than thu? 
’S fios ’san tir gur mi do leannan. 
A nighneag a’ chuil duinn, nach than thu? 

A nighneag a’ chuil bharr’inn bhoidhich, 
Bha mi 'n toir ort o chionn tamuil. 

A nighneag, #c. 
Tha mi cho deidheil air do phog, 
’S 'tha laoigh og air ol a bhainne. 

A nighneag, fyc. 

Tha mi cho deidheil air do bhuanachd, 
’S ’tha sionnach nam bruaich air fhalach. 

A nighneag, <Sre. 
Air ’n oidhche ’bha luaidh aig a chiobair, 
Bha mi fein aim, ’s thug mi 'n aire. 

A nighneag, ^'c. 
Is mithich dhbmhsa a bhi ’g eirich, 
’S a toirt mo cheum, as an rathad. 

A nighneag, (Src. 

’Dhol a choimhead air nighean an armuin, 
A tha tamh am braigh a’ bhaile. 

A nighneag, ^rc. 
’Dhol a choimhead air nighean nan caorach, 
0 cha ’n fheud mi gun a faighinn. 

A nighneag, <S’c. 
’S ged ’tha na nighneagan boidheach, 
Tha cuid dim ’tha seolta, carach. 

A nighneag, fyc. 

Words by ORAN NAM FINEACHAN GAELACH. 

LE IAIN DUBH MAC IAIN ’IC AILEIN. 
’S i so ’n aimsir a dhearbhar 

An targanach dhuinn, 
’S bras meamnach fir Alba 

Fo ’n armaibh air thus-, 
’N uair dh’ eireas gach treun-laoch ; 

Nan eideadh glan ur, 
Le run feirg’ ague gairge 

Gu seirbhis a chruin. 
Theid mathaibh na Gaeltachd 

Gle shanntach sa chuis, 
’S gur lionmhor each seang-mhear | 

A dhamhsas le sunnd, 
Bi’dh Sasunnaich caillte 

Gun taing dhaibh ga chionn, 
Bi’dh na Frangaich nan campaibh 

Gle theann air an cul. 
’N udir dh’ eireas Claim Domhnuill \ 

Na leoghainn tha garg, 
Na beo-bheithir, mhor-leathunn, 

Chonnspunnaich, gl^arbh, 
Luchd sheasamh na Cbrach 

Dh’ an ordugh lamh-dhearg, 
Mo dhoigh gu’m bu ghorach 

Dhaibh toiseachadh oirbh. 
Tha Rothaich a’s Rosaich, 

Gle dheonach teachd "nar ceann, 
Barraich an treas seorsa, c 

Tha chomhnaidh measg Ghall; 
Clann Donachaidh cha bhreug so 

Gun eireadh libh !s gach am, [ 
Mar sin is clann Reabhair 

Fir ghleusta, nach eisd gu’n bhi annt. | 
S iad Clann-an-Nab an seorsa 

A theid boidheach nan triall, 
’S glan comhdach nan comhlainn 

Luchd leonadh nam fiadh; 
lad fein a’s Clann-Pharlain 

Dream ardanach, dian, 
’S ann a b’ abhaist gu ’n aireamh 

Bhi’m fabhar Shiol Chui.m. 
Na Leodaich am por glan 

Cha b’ fholach’ur siol, 
Dream rioghail gun fhotus 

Nan goisaid, ’s nan sgiath, | 
Gur neartmhor, ro-eolach 

’Ur n-oig-fhir, ’s ’ur Hath, 
Gur e cruadal ’ur dualchas i 

A dh’ fhuasgail sibh riamh. 

Clann lomnhuinn o’n Chreithich ^ 
Fir ghle ghlan gu’n smur, 

Luchd nan cuilbheirean gleusda 
’Nam feuma nach diult: f 

Thig Niallaich th’ air saile 
Air bharcaibh nan sugh, 

Le ’n cabhlach luath lan-mhor 
0 Bhaghan nan tur. 

Clann-Illean o’n Dreollainn 
Theid sunndach san ruaig 

Dream a chlosadh aineart, 
Gun taing choisinn buaidh; 

Dream rioghail do-chiosaicht, 
Nach striochda do ’n t-sluagh, 

’S iomadh mile deas, direach, 
Bheir inntinn dhuibh suas. 

Gur guineach na Duimhnich 
’N am bhriseadh cheann, 

Bi’dh cnuachdan gan spuachdadh J 
Le cruadal ’ur lann, 

Dream nasal ro uaimhreach, 
Bu dual bhi san Fhraing, 

’S ann o Dhiarmad a shiolaich 
Por lionmhor 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 leo bhi crion, 

Chu ba shugradh’do dhu-ghall 
Cuis a bhuin dhibh. 

Gnr lionmhor lamh theoma 
Aig Eoghann Loch-iall, 

Fir cholganda,bhorganda, 
’S oirdheirce gniomh, 

lad mar thuilbheum air chorra-ghleus ' 
’S air chon-fhadh ro dhian 

’S i mo dhuilse ’n am rusgadh 
Nach diult sibh dol sios. 

Clann-Mhuirich nach soradh 
A chonspairn ud ial, 

Dream fhuilteach gun mhor-chuis f 
Dha’n coir a bhi fial, 

Gur gaisgeil fior-sheolta, 
Ar mor thionail chiad, 

Ni sibh spoltadh air feolach i 
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’nghrein, 

’S i n-ur lamhach a dh’ fhagas 
Fuil bhliith air an fheur. 

Tha Frisealaich ainmeil 
Aig seanachaibh nan crioch, 

Fir gharbha ro chalma, 
’Ur fearg cha bu shi; 

Tha Catanaich foirmeil 
Si ’n armachd am miann, 

An cath gairbheach le ’r n-armaibh 
A dhearbh sibh ’ur gniomh. 

Clann-Choinnich o thuath dhuinn 
Luchd bhuannachd gach cis; 

Gur fuasgailteach, luath-lamhach 
’Ur n-uaislean san stri: 

Gur lionmhor ’ur tuadh-cneathairn 
Le’m buailtibh de ni; 

Thig sluagh dumhail gu’n chunnta 
A diithaich Mhic.Aoidh. 

Nis o chuimhnich mi m’ iomrall, 
’S fath iunntraiehinn iad, 

Fir chunnabhalach chumaite, 
Ni cuimse le ’n laimh, 

Nach dean iomluas mu aona-chuis 
Chionn iunntais gu brath, 

Gur muirneach ri’n iomradh 
Clann-Fhiunnlaidh Bhrai’-bhiirr. 

Thig Gordanaich, ’s Greumaich, 
Grad gleusd as gach tir; 

An cogadh righ Tearlach 
Gum b’ fheumail dha sibh; 

Griogaraich nan geur-lann 
Dream speiseil nam pios, 

Air learn gum bi ’n eucoir 
’Nuair dh’ eighte sibh sios. 

Siosalaich nan geur-lann 
Theid treun air chill arm, 

An Albainn’s an Eirinn 
B’ e ’ur beus a bhi garg, 

An am dol a bhualadh 
B’e’n cruadal’ur calg, 

Bu ghuiiteach ur beuman 
’N uair dh’ eireadh ’ur fearg. 

Nam biodh gach curaidh treun-mhor lad cho cinnteach ri aon fhear, 
Le cheile san am, ’S iad titheach air geall, 

lad air aon inntinn dhirich Dh’ aindeoin muiseag nan du-Ghall 
Gun fhiaradh, gun cham, Thig ciiis thar an ceann. 

v* Skye Version of the song. K. N. M l: 
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CUMHA H IRTEACH.* 

“A St. Kilda Lament’.’ 
Very slow ahd solemn. 
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CIIMHA’ LE MNAOI OIG ANN AN IRT D’A FEAR FEIN’A CHAILLIADH 
ANN AN SOA1 ’NUAIR BHA E ’G 1ARAIDH UBHIN MEASG NAN CREAG. 

Gur a thall ann an Soa, 
D’ fhag mi ’n t-Oganach, cleiisda’; 
Urradh dheanadli mo thacar, 
’Slabhairt dhachaidh na spreidhe. 
’Nuair a thainig do mhathair, 
Cha do chairicii i’m breid oir, 
’Nnair a thainig do phiuthair, 
Bha sinn dubhach le cheile. 

’S ge do chaidh thu sa chreig ud, 
Cha b’e’n t-eagal a lengh thu 
’S ann a rin do chas sraonadh, 
’S cha do d’fheud thu riamh eirigh. 
Nuair a thainig do bhrathair, 
Cha do chaomhainn, e’n eughadh, 
Bha sinn dubhach, a’s craiteach, 
Gad amharc ann cein uainn. 
Tha mo chuid-s’ de na h-uibhibh, 
Aig a’ bhuidhinn a’s treubhaich’ 
’S ann thall ann an Soa 
D' fhag mi’n t-Oganach cleusda’. 

Bha t’fhuil air a chloich ud, 
Bha do lot ann deigh leumdidh 
Bha thu ’muigh air bhar stuaighe, 
’S muir’gad fhuasgladh’ o cheile. 
A sheachd beannachd nan cairdean 
’S a Ion2 ladair na feuma, 
Tha mo chuid-s de na h-eunaibh 
Anns na neulaibh ag eughach. 

“Soa— One of flu- islets of St Kilda. 
“Lon’-l- A rope or thong made of raw hides, used by the natives of St Kilda. 

GUR MULADACH THA MI. 
“I am in Sorrow.” 

* Lament of a young married woman on the death of her husband. This beautiful melody was taken dcwn by Alexander Campbell, the author of 
“Albyns Anthology, from the singing of Margaret Mac Donald of Balranald's Domestics in 1815 It is one of the most beautiful spontaneous 
melodies, when played and sung properly. Editor KAMI 



23 Words by MAIRI LAGHACH." 

MARI LAOGHACH. 
LUIAAEAG. 

Ho mo Mhari laoghach, 
’S tu mo Mhari bhinn, 
Ho mo Mhari laoghach, 
’S tu mo Mhari ghrinn, 
Ho mo Mhjiri laoghach 
’S tu mo Mhari bhinn; 
Mo Mhari bhbidheach lurach, 
Kugadh aims na glinn. 

Bog bha mis, a’s Mari m fasaichean Ghlinn Smeoil, 
’N’ air chuir macan Bhenais saighid gheur, na m’ fheoil, 
Tharruing sinn gu cheile ann an eud co beo, 
’S nach robh air an t-saoghal, a thug gaol co mbr. 
’Stric bha mis, a’s Mari, falbh na’m fasach fial, 
Gun smaointean air fal-bhcart, gun chail go droch gniomh, 
Cupid ga nar taladh ann an cairdeas dian, 
’S barr na’n craobh mar sgail dhuinn, ’nuair a b’ aird a ghrian. 
Ged bu leamsa Alba, a h-airgid a’s, a maoin, 
Cia mar bhithinn sonadh, gun do chomunn gaoil, 
B’annsa bhi ga d’ phogadh, le deagh choir dhomh fhein, 
No ged fhaighinn storas na Roinn-Eorp’ gu leir. 
Tha do bhrollach solais lan de shonas graidh, 
Uchd a’s gile sheallas na ’n eala air an t-snamh, 
Tha do mhin shlios fallain, mar canach a chair, 
Muineal mar"an fhaoilean fudh ’n aodain a’s ailte. 

Tha t fhalt bachlach, dualach, mo do ehluais a’ fas. 
Thug nadur gach buaidh dha, hair gach gruaig a d’has, 
Cha ’n eil dragh, na tuairgne, na chuir suas gach la, 
Chass gach eiamh mu ’n cuairt dhe, ’s e na dhuail gu bharr. 
Tha do chailc dheud shnaighte; mar chnechda na ’n ard, 
T’anail mar an caineal, beul s’m banail failt; 
Gruaidh air dhreach an t-siris, min rasg chinnealt, thla, 
Mala chaol gun ghruaman, gnuis gheal,’s cuach fhalt ban. 
Thug ar ’n uabharbarr air ailgheas righrean mor; 
B’ai ar leabaidh stata duilleach, ’s barr an fheoir; 
Eluraiehean an fhasaich toirt dhuinn call, a’s troir, 
A’s struthain ghlan na 'n ardblxeann chuireadh slaint sgach por. 
Cha robh inneal ciuil, a thuradh riamh fudh ’n ghrein, 
A dh’ aithriseadh air choir gach ceol bhiodh aguinn fhein, 
Uiseag air gach lonan, smeorach air gach geig, 
Chuag a’s gilg giig aic m madain chiibhraidh Cheit. 

Words by AN CLUINN THU, LEANNAINIAN CLUINN THU. 
Dugald J/f PHAIL , ; . 

.5^ SINC LA IBS OBANAICHK (Wi11 you hear me’ 0 sweetheart!) 

SEISD: —An cluinn thu,leannain, an cluinn thu, 
(CHORUS) An cluinn thu idir, an cluinn thu, 

An cluinn thu,leannain, an cluinn thu, 
Mar tha mi cho tinn ga d’ iunndrainn? 

Mo chion air an ainnir!— ’S i bean a’ chiiil bhain 
D’ an d’ thug mi ’n gaol falaich na fannaich gu brath; 
Bu tu mo cheud leannan gun aithne do chach, 

’S mi nise fo phramh ga d' iunndrainn 
An cluinn thu, c^c. 

’S i d’ iomhaigh is ceol dhomh gach Dbmhnach a’s Luain, 
S tu cuspair mo smaointeanan faoine gach uair; 

’S i mhaise’tha’d aodan a chaochail mo shnuadh, 
’S a dh’ fhag mi gun luaidh air sugradh. 

An cluinn thu, ^rc. 
’S truagh nach robh mise fo shileadh a’ cheo, 
Cbmhla ri m’ leannan angleannan an fhebir; 
Cha'n iarrainn a dh-iocshlaint’ach briodal do bheoil, 

Oir’s millse do phbg na ’n siiicar. 
An cluinn thu, ^’c. 

Le d’ aghaidh ghlan, mheachair, cho banail’s cho caoin, 
Le d’ sheirc a ’s le d’ chaidreamh flathail, neo-chlaon; 
Cha luidheadh orm fadal’s tu agam ri m" thaobh, 

Le d’ chonaltradh gaoil, ’s le d’ chiiirteis. 
An cluinn thu, 5fc. 

Tharmaich leann-dubh orm, mulad a’s cradh; 
0, ’n acain so ’leon mi ’n tiis m’ oige cho trath! 
An deaghaidh do gheallaidh mur faigh mi do lamh, 

Bheir saighdean do ghraidh do ’n iiir mi 
An cluinn thu,^c. 

Ged their mo luchd-tuaileis nach buan duit mo ghradh, 
Cha chreideadh tu ’n cbmhradK na’m b’ eol dhuit a mheud 
’S a tha do d’ chion-falaieh air m’aigne gach la, 

’S mo spiorad fo phramh ’g a ghiiilan. 
An cluinn thu, ^c. 

Seall air a’ ghealaich air aghaidh nan speur, 
Nach caochail a ciirsa ’measg dumhlas nan reul; 
Mar sin tha sior iomairt mo chridh’ as do dheigh, 

Bho ’n thug thu fo gheill air tiis e. 
An cluinn thu, #c. 

Tha caoin shlios mo leannain mar eal’ air a’ chuan, 
Na’s gile na ’n fhaoileann air aodann nan stuagh; 
Mar shneachd air na beannaibh, mar chanach nam bruach. 

‘S i farasda, suairc”n a giulan. 
An cluinn thu, ^’c. 

* Domna Me Dher son whose "Melodies from the Gaelic’’ were 
Kenzit of Monk.Castle, Ross-vShire. 

published in 1824, 
K N Ml 

maintained that this beautiful song was composed by a Mr Mr 
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SUPPOSED NORWEGIAN AIR* 

Moderate. 
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SCANDINAVIAN AIR* 
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* The late Miss Jessie Me.Lead of Gesto held that in Skye these airs were traditionally believed to be of Norwegian or Scandinavian origin, 
though they are in Gows books under the names of ‘‘New Claret’' and “Lady Charlotte Durham" respectively. Editob. 

K N Ml 
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Slow and sad. 
'TT 

Chorus. 

THA MI ’M SHUIDHE AIR AN TULAICH.* 
“I am sitting on the height’.’ 
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SEISD:— Ih-urabh 0, i horinn 0, 
(CHORUS) Ih-urabh 0, i horinn 0, 

Ih-urabh o, i-hogaidh ho ro, 
Hi ri-rithibh o, iag o. 

Tha mi’m shuidhe air tulaich, 
Fo mhulad’s fo imecheist, 
A eoimhead air Isla, 
San do’m iognadh gu dearbh e, 
Bha mi uaire nach do shaoil mi, 
(xu’n caochladh air m’ aimsir 
’S gu’n thighinn an taobh so, 
A dh-amhare Jura a Sgarba. 

Ih-urabh 0, #<5. 

Gu’n thighinn an taobh so 
A dh amhare Jura a Sgarba! 
Thoir mo shoraidh do’n duthaich, 
Thu fo dhubhar nan garbh-bheunn, 
Gu Shir Tormaid ur ailleal, 
Fhuair ccannais air armailt. 
’S gu’n caint ann’s gach fearann. 
Gu’m b-airidh fear t-ainm air. 

Ih-urabh 0, <Sfc. 
Gu’n caint ann’s gach fearann 
Gu’m b-airidh fear t-ainm air. 
Fear do cheille do ghliocais 
Do mhisnich do mheamneadh, 
Do chruadail do ghaisge 
Do dhreachadh’s do dhealbha. 
Is t-olachd is t uaisle, 
Cha bu shuarach ri leanamhuin. 

Ih-urabh 0, <^c. 
There are several other verses. 

Moderate. 

ORAN SUGRAIDH. 
Courting song. 

/T\ 
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Very old. 
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’S ann an raoir a chuala mi, 
Mo ghaol am fear’bha cuairteachadh, 
Ged thuair thu ’n t-aice na buaile mi, 
A ghaoil leig dhachaidh mar thuair thu mi. 

Gun gheall mo mhathair gun thoirt dhomh, 
Gun gheall i riobuinn (or ribean) a b’uire dhomh, 
Gun gheall i breacan ur thoirt dhomh, 
Mn theid mi dhachaidh gu luidhe leat. 

Ged dh’ ghealladh do mhathair gun thoirt dhuit 
Ged dh’ ghealladh i ribein a b’uire dhuit 
Ged dh’ ghealladh i breacan ur thoirt dhuit 
Cha d’theid thu dhachaidh gun luidhe leum. #c. #c. 

H-ITHILL UTHILL AGUS 0. 

* Composed by Mary the daughter of red Alexander when banished to the island of Scarba. 
** It is probable that this gifted poetess composed the airs as well as the words of her songs. 

K. N. M. 1 



H-ithill uthill agus o, 
H-ithill o h-oireannan 

H-ithill uthill agus o, 
H-ithill o-h-o h-oireannan, 

H-ithill uthill agus o, 
H-ithill o h-oireannan 

Faillill o h ullill o, 
H-o ri ghealladh h-i-il an. 

Ge do theid mi do m’ leabaidh 
Cha’n e cadal is miannach learn, 

Aig 1*0 mheud na tulle, 
’S mo mhuilean gun iarann air, 

Tha mholtair ri paidheadh, 
Mur cailltear am bliadhna mi, 

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

H-ithill, 3’e. 
Tha mo chion air a chlachair, 

Rinn m’ aigne-sa riarachadh, 
Fear mor, a bheoil mheachair, 

Ge tosdach, gur briathrach thu; 
Gu’m faighinn air m’ fhacal 

Na caisteil ged dh’iarrainn iad; 
Cheart aindeoin mo stata, 

Gun charaich sud fiachan orm. 
H-ithill, #c. 

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, <Src. 
Ach a mhic ud Shir Thormoid, 

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 learn. 
H-ithill, ^c. 

’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 caol, cinnteach, 
Cruaidh, direach, gun fhiaradh ann; 

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

H-ithill, Sec. 

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

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

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

Sin a’s urla glan, suairee, 
Cha bu tuairisgeul breugach e. 

H-ithill, #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, deirceachail, 
Sar cheannard air tritp thu, 

Na’n cuirte leat feum orra. 
H-ithill, #c. 

Gur aluinn am marcach 
Air each an glaic diollaid thu, 

’S tu cumail do phearsa 
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 ball sniomhanach. 

H-ithill, #c. 

Words by HO-RO MO CHUID CHUIDEACHD THU* 

SEISD:— Hb-rb mo chuid chuideachd thu, 
Gur muladnch learn uam thu^ 

CHORUS Hb-rb mo chuid chuideachd thu, 
'S tut direadh bheann a's uchdanan, 

It'ait learn thu bhi cuidear rium, 
iy do chudthrom air moghualainti. 

’Nuair chaidh mi do Ghleann-Locha, 
’S a cheannaich mi Nic-Cdiseam, 
’S mise nach robh gbrach, 

’Nuair chuir mi ’n t-6r ga fuasgladh. 
Ho-ro mo chuid chuideachd thu, &c. 

Thug mi Choire-cheathaich thu, 
’Nuair bha mi fhein a’ taghaich ann, 
’S tri^ a chuir mi laidhe leat, 

Na daimh ’sna h-aidhean ruaha. 
Ho-ro mo chuid chuideachd thu, &c. 

Thug mi Bheinn-a’-chaisteil thu, 
’S do’n fhasach a tha ’n taice ri, 
Am Mam is Creag-an-aparain, 

Air leacan Beinn-nam-fuaran. 
Ho-ro mo chuid chuideachd thu, &c. 

Thug mi thn Bheinn dorain, 
An cinneadh na daimh chrocach, 
’Nuair theannadh iad ri cronan, 

Bu bhoidheach learn an nuallan. 
Ho-ro mo chuid chu ideachd thu, &c. 

Thug mi Choire-chruitear thu, 
O’s aite grianach, tlusail e, 
Gu biachar, feurach, lusanach, 

Bhiodh spurt ann aig daoin-uaisle. 
Ho-ro mo chuid chuideachd. thu, <£c. 

Ghiiilain mi Ghleann-eit’ thu, 
Thog mi ris na creisean thu, 
’S e mheud ’sa thug mi speis duit 

A dh’fhag mo cheum cho luaiheach. 
Ho-ro mo chuid chuideachd thu, <£c. 

’S math am Meall-a’-bhiiiridh thu, 
Cha mhiosa’m Beinn-a’-chrulaist thu, 
’S trie a loisg mi fudar leat, 

An coire chill na cruaiche. 
Ho-ro mo chuid chuideachd thu, &c. 

Thug mi Lairig-gharstain thu, 
O’s alainn an coir-altrum i, 
’S na feigh a’ deanamh leabaichean 

Air Creachainn ghlas a’ bhuachaiil. 
Ho-ro mo chuid chuideachd thu, tic. 

Thug mi thu do’n Fhas-ghlaic 
’S a ghleann am bi na lan-daimh, 
’S trie a chaidh an arach 

Mu bhraidhe Cloich-an-tuairnear. 
Ho-ro mo chuid chuideachd thu, dc. 

Chaidh mi dh’ Fheatha-chaorainn, 
Le aighear Choire-chaolain, 
Far an robh na daoine, 

A bha ’n gaol air a’ ghreidh uallaich. 
Ho-ro mo chuid chuideachd thu, &c. 

Thug mi Bheinn-a’-chaorach thu, 
Shireadh bhoc a’s mhaoiseach, 
Cha b’eagal gun am faotainn, 

’S iad daonnan’s an torr-uaine. 
Ho-ro mo chuid chuideachd thu, &c. 

’Nuair theid mi ris a’ mhunadh, 
’S tu mo roghainn do na gunnachan, 
O’n fhuair thu-fein an t-urram sin, 

Co nis a chumas uat e? 
Ho-ro mo chuid chuideachd thu, dc. 

Ged’ tha mi gann a storas, 
Gu suidhe leis na poitearan, 
Ged’ theid mi do ’n tigh-osda, 

Cha n-61 mi ann an cuaich thu. 

A song in praise of the bard’s gun. K. IV. M l 
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Slow, with feeling. 

WILL YE NO COME BACK AGAIN. 
Jacobite Air. 
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THE LASS OF HUMBER SIDE. 

Slow, with expression. 

'SMI M'SHUIDHTA GUSTOLTA. 
Love song. 
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Fragment. 

’Smi in' shuidh gu stolta 'san thuair mi sgeula,ort cinteach 
Gun robh thu gun ghluasad, is gruamean air d’inntin 
Oh mo right mar a tha mi! ’san shlainte bhi ghidh orm. 
Gun ruigin an t'aite am bheil thu ghraidh na do shinadh. 

K .N. M l 
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AN OLD SKYE AIR. 

Slow, with feeling. 
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Slow and sweet 
Chorus. 

THA DHRIUCHD FEIN AIR BHAR GACH MEANGAIN.* 
It’s own dew on every twig. 

iw- -T. . .h- 

^7- 

1 d. .*?. 

(CHORUS) Hurin i na horin 0; 
Huvo i na horin ova. 
Thug- mi coinnemh dha. sa choil. 

Tha dhriuchd fein air bhar gach meangain 
Tha gach gleannan a dol an guirmead 
Tha ’n ceo ag iadhadh mu na bealaich 
S tha mo leannan a tighinn a shuireadh. 

Shaoil learn nach bu luaidhaidh ’n sgeuladh. 
Tre do bheul na tre do ghlun. 

Huvo, etc. 
'S iomadh cluichidh mireadh is aighear. 
San robh sinn tairis measg ghleann is chluainean. 
Noir cheangail gaol sinn an laith air h-oige. 
Mar dha ros air aon mheangaln suairce. 

Huvo, etc. 
S trie a thuit ann an doire diamhair 
Anearbag mheaghail le saighead fuadain 
Ach co a sheaoileadh gu’n tuiteadh leannain 
Le foil na peathaer a roinn mo cluasag? 

Huvo, etc. 

K.N.M 1 

* This beautiful melody belongs to the class called “Ceol-sith,” or Fairy music. Mrs McDonell Keppoch plays this, as well as most Highland airs, most 
beautifully.—K. 1ST. M. 



HO RO, MO NIGHEAN DONN, BHOIDHEACH. 
My pretty auburn haired maid. 

SEISD: Ho ro, mo nigh’n donn, bhdidheach, 
(CHORUS) Hi ri, mo nigh'n donn, bhoidheach, 

Mo chaileag laghacb, bboidheach, 
Co phdsainn ach thu? 

A Pheigi dhonn nam blath-shul, 
Gur trom a thug mi gradh dhuit-. 
Tha d’ iomhaigh ghaoil a’s d’ ailleachd, 

A ghnath tigh 'n fo m’ uidh 
Ho ro, etc. 

Ach ’n uair a thig an Samhradh, 
Bheir mise. sgriob do ’n ghleann ud, 
S gu ’n tog mi learn do ’n Ghalldachd, 
Gu h annsail am flur. 

Ho ro, etc. 

Cha cheil mi air an t-saoghal, 
Gu bheil mo mhiann’s mo ghaol ort; 
'S ged chaidh mi uait air faondradh, 

Cha chaochail mo run. 
Ho ro, etc. 

’N uair bha mi ann ad lathair, 
Bu shona bha mo laithean 
A sealbhachadh do mhanrain, 

As aille do ghnuis. 
Ho ro, etc. 

Gniiis aoidheil, bhanail, mh'alda 
Na h-digh is caoimhe nadur; 
I suairce, ceanail, baigheil, 

Lan grais agus muirn. 
Ho ro, etc. 

Se ’n t-6l a rinn mo bhriseadh, 
Se ’n stop a dh’ fhag gun mhees mi 
Mo thruaige n te gheibh mise 
’San mhisg a chuir mi uidh. 

Ho ro, etc. 

Ach riamh o’n dh’fhag mi d’fhianuis. 
Gu bheil mi dubhach, cianail; 
Mo chridhe trom ga phianadh 

Le iarguin do riiin. 
Ho ro, etc. 

Ge lurach air a' chabhsair 
Na mnathan bga Gallda, 
A righ! gur beag mo gheall-s’ 

Air bhi sealltainn ’n an gnuis. 
Ho ro, etc. 

S ann tha mo run s na beanntaibh, 
Far bheil mo ribhinn ghreannar, 
Mar ros am fasach Shamhraidh, 

An gleann fad’ o shuil. 
Ho ro, etc. 

Slow and pathetic. 

*a 

ORAN GAOIL. 
Love song. 
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Slow and expressive. 

GED THA MI GUN CHRODH GUN AIGHEAN. 
‘ Though I am tocherlessl’ 
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SEISD: Ged tha mi gun chrodh gun aighean, 
Gun chrodh laoigh gun chaoraich again-, 
Ged tha mi gun chrodh gun aighean, 
Gheobh mi fhathast oigear grinn. 

Fhir a dh’ imicheas thar chuantan, 
Giulain mile beannachd uamsa, 
Dh’ ionnsaidh digear a' chuil dualaich, 
Ged nach d'fhuair mi e dhomh fhin. 

Ged tha mi gun chrodh,etc. 
Fhir a dh'imicheas am bealach, 

Giulain uamsa mile beannachd; 
S faod’s tu innseadh do mo leannan, 
Gu’m beil mi’m laidhe ’so learn fhin. 

Ged tha mi gun chrodh, etc. 

Fhleasgaich thainig nail a Suaineart, 
Bu tu fhein an sar dhuin'-uasal; 
Gheobhainn cadal leat gun chluasaig, 
Air cho fuar’s g’ am biodh an oidhch’. 

Ged tha mi gun chrodh,etc. 
Ged nach ’eil mo spreidh air Idintean 

Mo chrodh no mo chaoraich bhdidheach, 
Bheirinn tochar dhuit an ordugh, 
Cho math ri te dig’s an tir, 

Ged tha mi gun chrodh,etc. 
Ged tha mi gun crodh gun chaoraich, 

Chan eil mi gun mhaise’m aodann; 
Dh' fhighinn breacan a bhiodh caol dhuit, 
’S dheanainn aodach a bhiodh grinn 

Ged tha mi gun chrodh,etc. 

Naile! ’s mise tha fo mhulad, 
A’s mi’tamh ’s an t-seomar mhullaich; 
An leannan bh agamsa an uiridh, 
’S ann tha "n diugh rium ciil a chinn. 

Ged tha mi gun chrodh, etc. 
Naile! ’s mise th’air mo lednadh, 

Mu digear a’ chuil bhachlaich, bhdidhich; 
Gur e sud an sgeul a Icon mi, 
Thu bhi ’giulan cot’an Righ. 

Ged tha mi gun chrodh,etc. 
Naile! ’s mis’ tha dubhach, deurach, 

’N seomar ard a’ fuaigheal leine; 
Chaidh mo leannan gu Jamaica, 
’S ciod am feum dhomh bhi ga ’chaoidh? 

Ged tha mi gun chrodh,etc. 

K.N. M. 1 
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THEID MI DHACHAIDH CRO CHEANN’N T-SAILE. 
'Til return to Kintail!' 

Slow, with expression. 
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IS LEAM CRUINNEAG DHONN NA’M BO. 
“The Brown Maid that tends the Cows!’ 

SCOTLAND’S FIRST JAMES* 

* “King James the I. of Scotland particularly excelled in music, and the musical world are indebted to him for the sweet plaintive melody of some of 
our ancient Scotch airs. He was assassinated at the Carthusian Monastery, near Perth, in 1437.” Modern name—“The Birks of Invermay.”—K. N.M. 

K.N.M. 1 
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THE EXILED MONARCH* 

Moderate. 
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** Said to be founded ou a Highland story. 

K N M. 1 
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Words by JOHN 
Me. Codram. 

TALADH IAIN MHUIDEARTAICH* 
Lullaby to John of Moydart. 

m 
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Mhuirel’s e mo run mo leanabh, 
’S tu mac oighre Mhic ’ic Ailein, 
Ogha's iar-ogh’ nam fear fearail, 
Chaidh ur n alia fada ga cur. 

B’ fhearr learn fein gu’n cinneadh sid dhuit, 
Aois, ’us fas, ’us ailleachd an cruth, 
Maise, ’s feile, ’s geire le guth. 

Taing do ’n Ard-righ thu bhi firionn, 
Chum ’s gu ’m meudaicheadh tu ’n fhinne, 
’S gu ’m biodh tu a* d’ spailp air do Chinneadh, 
’S an deadb ionad’s ’a bheil thu ’n diugh. 

Bhi gu siobhalt’ bhuineadh sid dhuit, 
Garg ’us rain mar chairte ri d’uchd, 
Pailt, ’s rioghail, ’s aoidheil mu d’chuid. 

B' fhearr leam fhein gu’n cluinneadh each e 
’N uair nach bithinn fhein a lathair, 
Iain Muideartach bhi ’na armunn, 
Air an larach am bheil e 'n diugh: 

’N a cheann tamha ri tarmunn puirt, 
Anns an an aros ’n seinnear a’ chruit; 
’S bhiodh do chairdean manranach riut. 

Thaobh do sheanar ’us do shean-mhath ’r, 
Craobh a b’ aithne dhomhsa 'leanmhuinn, 
Comunn mo ruin a dh’ fhas ainmeil, 
As an ana-meinn cha d’rinn iad bun. 

Cha robh mi-run fillte ri ’n cruth; 
lochdmhor, fiachail, ’s fialaidh mu ’n cuid, 
Cliu,’us ciatamh, ’s rianadh le guth. 

’S iomadh rioghachd agus naisean, 
’S an do mheudaich sibh ’ur cairdean, 
Mar ’rinn sibh ri Prionnsa Tearlach, 
’N uair bha ghraisg a’ bagairt a mhort. 

Lean an duthchas cliiiteach ud riut_ 
Dol an cunnart d’anma ’s do chuirp; 
Thaobh an cuil cha tionndadh iad stuth. 

Fir Chnoideart ’s ann leibh gu’n druideadh, 
’Rachadh mar sheabhag ’s na druidibh, 
B’e beachd ’ur naimhdean bu ghlice, 
Thaobh ’ur misnich gu ’m b’ fhearr dhoibh sgur. 

Luchd ’ur eucoir gheilleadh iad tur. 
Meud ’ur beuma, ’s geiread ’ur luinn, 
’N deigh an leireadh b’ eigin dhoibh sgur. 

An fhinne mhbr ’s am pdr dh’ fhas ainmeil, 
Domhnullaich, ’s Raonullaieh chalma, 
Bha gu fuilteach, strdiceach, feargha, 
’N uair a chairte ’n arguin ri n uchd. 

’S e Clann Raonuill bhoillsgeadh mar thuil, 
’N am na caornaig chraosgladh iad fuil; 
Fearg ’nan aodann ’s b’ aognuidh an cruth. 

C’aite an robh iad riamh ri ’n aireamh, 
’S iad ’nan seasamh ri h-uchd namhaid, 
H-aon a bhuadhaich air Clann Ra’uill-, 
’S iomadh arach ’s an d’ rinn iad bruth? 

Le’n gaoir-chatha-farum an uile; 
Cinn 'g an sgathadh, snaidheadh air cuirp; 
Luaidhe treabhadh domhain troimh’m fuil. 

C’ait’ an cualas riamh ri ’n aireamh, 
’S iad ’nan seasamh air ciil Spaintich, 
H-aon a bhuadhaich air Clann Ra’uill, 
Gnuis gun fhaillin, stailin mar stuth; 

Dream gun eagal, sheasadh roimh ’n trup; 
Cruaidh, gu fearail, tarruing air stuic; 
Stialladh ghearran ’s fhear air am muin. 

Bha Clann Ra’uill treun aig ’Aria; 
’Nuair bhrosnuich Lachlann am bard iad, 
Sheas iad dileas mar an stailinn 
Gus an robh ’n namh toileach air sgur. 

Nar fir aluinn aireamh dhiu thuit, 
’S cha bu nar dhoibh traghadh air fuil; 
’S b’ iomadh armunn ’bhasaich le guin. 

An cuimhne leibh la blair Leine? 
Bha na Frisealaich ’nan eiginn, 
Cha d’ shabhail fear as a cheud diu, 
’S ghleidh sibh fein bhur cuid gus an diugh. 

Na fir thaobhgheal’ b’ fhaobharach guin, 
Luaidheadh aodach caol agus tiugh; 
Cloithean madair ’s carnaid ’nan cur. 

Ri linn Alasdair ’s Mhontrdis, 
Bha sibh ’nar caithream an Lochaidh; 
Bu ghleusda, baranta, Ddmhnull 
Leomhann cro ’s an tbrachd a muigh. 

Bha ’ur naimhdean diolta dhe ’ur cluich; 
Thug iad maoim a mach air a’ mhuir, 
Broinn air bhroinn a ruith leis an t-struth. 

B’ iomadh fear-cleoc’ agus Aibid, 
Bha chdta cho flinch r’a chais' eart, 
Foghlum an t-snamh’ nach robh aige; 
Air an aigeal luidh iad air ghur. 

Cha robh daol a’ faochnadh an cuirp; 
Oir bha ’n aodach caol agus tiugh; 
Ni nach b’ ioghnadh, ’aognuidh ’s e flinch. 

La eil’ ann an Coille chnagaidh, 
Dh’ fhalbh Mac-Aoidh ’s gu’n d' fhag c’bhaggage, 
B’ fheumail an gniomh rinn an t-each dha, 
Air na bh’ aige chuir e droch bhuil. 

B’ iomadh sonn a b’ fhonn’oire guth. 
Bh’air Raon-Ruairidh ’s fuaran o’n cuirp, 
Cinn ’us gruagan luidht’ ann am fuil. 

La eil’ ann an Sliabh an t-Siorraim, 
Cuis an air a dh’araich tioma, 
Thuit Ailean an neart an teine; 
Leomhann smearail’s b’fhearail a chruth. 

’S truagh an torachd ’thainig thar muir, 
Dh’ fhag sid leointe ’stigh sinn s a muigh; 
Nis, sinn stolda ’s coir dhuinn bhi sgur. 

* Communicated by the Revd. Mr. Me. Rury one of the ablest Gaelic scholars in the north. 
K.N.M.l 
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ST. FILANS MONASTERY/ 

THEID MI DHACHAIDH CRO CHEANN’N T-SAILE. 
‘I’ll return to Kintaill 

CUMHA SHIR TORMAID MHIC LEOID. 

Slow and plaintive. 
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“It was in this Monastery that Wallace deposited the mysterious box containing the regalia of Scotland. When the young Bruce, after the death of 
his friend, unclasped the lock, he exclaimed, with grateful emotion, ‘Thus did Wallace protect my rights.’”—K. N. M. 

K. IV. M 1 
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Gur muladach tha mi 
"S mi gun mhireadh gun mhauran 
Anns’ an talla’m bu gna le Mac Leoid. 
Tigh mor macnasach meagh’ rach, 
Na macaibh ‘s na maighdean. 
Pai ’m bu tartarach gleadhraich nan corn. 
Tha do thalla mor prisail 
Gun fhasgadh gun dian air 
Far am facadh mi 'm fion bhi ’ga ol. 
Och mo dhiobhall mar thachair, 
Thainig dith' air an aitreabh. 
'S aim a’s cianail learn tachairh na coir. 

Nam dhuil tighinn gu d bhaile 
’S tu bu tighiarnail gabhail, 
’Nuair shudheadh gach caraid mu d’ bhord 
Bha thu measail aig uaislean 

’S chu rabh beagan mar chruas ort 
Sud an cleachdadh a fhuair thu d' aois oig. 

Glac throm air do shiliasaid 
An deigh a snaithe gun fhiaradh 

’S barr dosrach de sciathaibh an coin. 
Bhiodh ceir ris na crannaibh. 
Bu neo eisleanach tarruing 
’Nuair a leimeadh an t saighid o d’ mheor. 
Nuair a leigte o d’ laimh i 
Cha bhiodh oirleach gun bhathadh 
Eadar corran a gaine's a smeoirn. 
Ceud soghraidh le durachd 
Uam gu leannan an t sugraidh 
Gu’m b’ e m’ aidhir’s mo run bhi ga d’ choir. 

Gu’m biodh faram air tailisg. 
Agus fuaim air a chlarsaich 
Mar a bhuineadh do shar Mhac Mhic Leoid. 
Gur e b' eachdraidh’ na dheigh sin. 
Greis air uir-sgeul no Feinne. 

’S air a chuideachda earr-gheal nan crochd 

Shir Tormaid nam bratach 
Fear do dhealbh-sa bu tearc e 
Gun sceilm u chuir asad na bosd. 
Fhuair thu teish a’s deagh urram 
An am freasdal gach duine 
Air dheiseachd "s air uir-ghioll beoil. 
Leat bu mhiannach coin luthmhor 
Dol a shiubhal nan stuc-bheann, 

’S an gunna nach diultadh reh-ord. 
Si do lamh nach robh tuisleach, 
Dol an coineadh a chuspair, 
Led’ bhogha cruaidh ruiteach deagh-neoil. 

DH’ FHAG THU MI FO BHRON. 
Thou hast left me melancholy. 

THE WEE WEE GERMAN LAIRDIE. 

F.N M l 



IAIN MAC ’IC FHIONAGHAIN.* 

“John M'Kinnpn’.’ 
Adagio. 

Is* pai't to be played slow and solemn with emphasis on the long notes. 
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Comic song. 
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SEISI):—Iain Mac 'ic Ehionagliain, 
(CHORUS) Ghleidh e'n urram air na hli ami; 

Dliannsadli e,leumadh e, 
Dli eireadh e, fhuair e 'n urram; 
Dliannsadli e, leumadh e, 
Ghleidh e'n urram air na bli ann. 

1. Ri linn Banrigh Mairi 
’S a’blilair a bha ’n Sliabh an t-Siorraim, 
Clia’n fhaca mi saiglidear 
A dli fhaighneachdeadh romliad ann. 

Iain Mac 'ic Fliionagliain, 8?c. 

2. Sgiobair air a bli'at’ thu 
A b’ fhearr a bha riamh an Lunnain; 
Deas lamh air an stiiiir thu: 
Gur ciiramacli am fear crom. 

Iain Mac’ic Fliionagliain, tfc. 
3. Fleasgach’san taigh-bsd thu, 

Clio spbrsail ’sa th’ ann an Uidhist, 
Cha’n fhoghnadh an st op leat, 
Ach botul air sgbrnan nad laimh. 

Iain Mac ’ic Fliionagliain, S’c. 

THE MAIDS OF ARROCHAR. 

AN ORIGINAL GAELIC AIR 

* I am indebted to the Revd. Jfr. 3fc. Rury Snizort, Skye,for this characteristic song. 
K.N.M.l 
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OCH NAN OCH, MO LEIR CHRADH.* 

Slow,with expression. 
Lament for Iain Garb Gille Calam Raasay 

by Mairi Nighean Alisclair Ruaidh. 
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(CHORUS) Hu-a ho, io ho, hug orin o, 
Hu-a ho, io ho, iu ri o, 
Ho ro, io ho, hug orin o. 

l.Och nan och mo leir chradh, 
Mar dh-eirich do'n ghaisgeach! 
Cha’n eil sealgaer na shine, 
'N diugh a frith na ’in beann casa. 

Hu-a ho, S’c. 

2. Bhu mi uair nach do shaoil mi, 
Ged is faoin bhe ga agradh, 
Gu’n rachadh do bhathadh, 
Gu brath air cuan farsuinn. 

Hu -a ho, S“c. 
3. Fhad sa sheusadh a stiuir dhi, 

’S tu air cul a buil bhearte, 
Dh-aindeon anradh nan duillean 
Agus ubraid na mara. 

Hu -a ho, S’c. 

4. Fhad sa fhanadh ri cheile 
A dealean’s a h-achuinn, 
’S b-urrainn di geilleadh, 
Do d’laimh threin air an aigeul. 

Hu-a ho, S’c. 

Words by AN NOCHD GUR FAOIN MO CHADAL DOMH.** 

AIR FONN:—“A nochclgurfaoin ?no chadaldonifu 
’S uain’ an fhoid fo’n d’ adhlaic iad 

An ainnir chaomh’s an iiir, 
Le sdbhraichean,’s le neoineinean, 

Am measg nam feoirnein dliith; 
Ach spiolam ’nuas an fheanntag so, 

Cho coimheach, feanntaidh, gnii,— 
Cha shamhladh air an ainnir thu, 

’G an robh an aigne chiuin. 
Cha shamhladh air an ainnir thu 

’G an robh an aigne chiuin, 
Nach deanadh lochd,’s nach tugadh beum, 

Nach nochdadh end no tnii;— 
Bha seirc,’us gradh,’us baighealachd 

Gu h-ailidh ann ad ghniiis. 
Co ’chunnaiC thu gun ghaol thoirt duit? 

Co’bhruidhneadh ort gun chliii? 

> S trom an diugh mo smaointinean, 
A cuimhneachadh aig d’ uaigh, 

l Am feasgar ciiiin a dhealaich sinn 
Le beannachdan’g an luaidh; 

Cha robh lochd’n ar conaltradh, 
No brosgal, cleith,no cluain; 

Ach seirc,’us gradh,le ceanalas, 
’Us carantachd le stuaim. 

£ Bu ghearr an iiin’ ’n a dheigh sin 
i’N uair thainig sgeul a’bhrbin, 

Nach fhaiceamaid ri’r maireann thu 
Air thalamh anns an fheoil; 

Tha do chre’s an duslach,— 
Tha mis' an so gun trebir, 

| Am dhuine tuisleach, euslainteach, 
Am sheasamh crom aig d' fhbid. 

Am sheasamh crom a’ dearcadh 
Air na leachdan’tha mu-n cuairt, 

Le m’ chiabhan Hath air tanachadh, 
’S a’ghailionn air mo shnuadh; 

Tha’n Aois a’ teachd am fagus dhomh, 
A’ bagradh orm gu truagh, 

Le mile gaoid’us an-shocair, 
’G am theannadh ris an uaigh. 

Chi mi thar a’ mhonaidh ud 
Air coimhead os mo chionn, 

An duibhre air na mullaichean, 
'S an rionnag a' tighin dliith; 

Tha dealt na h-oidhch’ a’ tearnadh orm,— 
Cha leir dhomh nis, fo m’ shiiil, 

Cho uain’ 's tha’n fhbid fo’n d' adiilaiceadh 
An ainnir chaomh’s an iiir. 

* Jain Garbh Mac Gille - Challam of Raasayy who was drowned at ffesgair, has been the subject of several laments. One traditional story says 
tiiat he was bewitched. When the witch was rocking a basin of milk in which there was a clam shell to represent his boat, a crow alighted on the 
gunwale and in trying to Kill it with his sword he cut the boat to the waters edge when it immediatchy sank. 

**■ Mrs. Mac Donell Keppoch's sets. 

K.N.M.l 
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MO CHRUINNEAG DHONN. 

Air modified from^'S Truagh a RighV 
l8.1 set. 

’Sami thug mi’n gaol do’n cruinneig dhonn, 
Tlia fuireaeh thall ’San Eudan-Bhun, 
Thoir Soiridh bh’uam do’n rihhinn chaomh, 
Na mala caoil’s nan Suilean Math. 
Mo chaileag ghrinn, gur tu mo rim, 
Gha treig mi thu a chaoidh gu brath, 
O’n thachair sinn an coill’ nan cno, 
Ri taobh an eas fuidh’h drochaid ard. 
Sann’s a’ choill ’san robh na h-eoin 
A ceileireachd,’s a’ cleas le spors, 
'Shiudh mi dluth fuidh’n dealtan chiuin, 
’G eisdeach seisd ro-bhinn an ceoil. 
Bha’n t Aingeal - Gaoil* ’n shuidh air geig, 
Os ar ceann,’s e sealltinn oirnn 
’S gun chuir e saighead troimh mo thaobh, 
A sgealb mo chri’s a rinn mo Icon. 

"■Cupid. 

Ach bha mi uair a dheanain sealg 
Air muir’s air tir’s air bearradh ard, 
Air Blath-Bheinn mhoir,air Sgur’s air Storr, 
Far’m biodii na feidh nan treud a" tamh. 
Ach nis o’n fhuair mi mhaighdean og, 
Don d’ thug mi gaol.’s cho mhor mo ghradh, 
Cha d’ teid mi shiubhal bheann no frith 
’Sann’s bhi sinnt ri m cruinneag mhald. 
Tha beannachd Neimh air gaol’s air ceol, 
’Se’n Cruithfhear fein a dli ordich iad, 
De’n aisinn bha an taic a chleibh 
Dhealbh e bean a reir a mhiann. 
Mo cruinneag dhonn nan suilean Math, 
Tha cairdeas’s baigh na d-aodan chiuin, 
Ged bhithinn thairis thall air chuan, 
Bhiodh do dhealbh’s do Shnuadh am shuil a chaoidh 

MO CHRUINNEAG DHONN. 

Air modified from^’S Truagh a High” 

THE THISTLE AND THE RUE.* 

* Modern name, “My Love is like a Red, Red Rose.” Achaius, King of Scotland, having gained an alliance with Charlemange, signed at his castle of 
Lochiel, considered himself so mighty that he took for his device the Thistle and the Rue, the latter denoting his wisdom in peace, and the former, 
by its guardian thorns, allusive of his power in war.—K. N. M. 

K.N. M. i 
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CRODH CHAILEIN 
Colins Cattle. 

Slow. 

2rld set. 
Harmonized by G.F. Graham Esq? 

* “The name of this air originated from Prince Charlie having been entertained by John Roy Stewart at the Castle of Mingarrie (or Mingarry), in Moidart, 
in 1745, then in a desolate condition.”—K. N. M. 

K.N.M.l 
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Words by 
WILLIAM GLEX GLASGOW. 

WAES ME FOR PRINCE CHARLIE. 
E.M.M. 

Words by 
JOHN J/? LEAN TIREE. 

HI ORO’S NA HORO EILE! 

I8.1 set. 

SEISD:—Hi oro's na horo eile 
(CHORUS) Hioro’sna horo eile 

Hi oro’s na horo eile 
Gur tu mo luaidh ri’m bheo cha cheil mi. 

Nuair a hha mi’m chaileig ghoraich, 
Thug mi gaol’us gradh do’n digear 
Aig am bheil a! phearsa bhdidheach; 

'S cha ghradhaich mi ri’m bhed fear eile. 
Hi ord’s na horo eile, etc. 

Chaidh mi choill nan crann’s nan gallan; 
Chuir mi siiil am fiuran maiseach  
B" aim an Glasacho nam buthan 

A thug mi run do’n diiilnach fearail. 
Hi orb’s na horo eile, etc. 

Meur a’s grinn’air peann a sgriobhas, 
’S a chuir gleus air teudan fidhle;. 
’S e do chedl a thogadh m’ inntinn 

An uair a bhithinn sgith fo smalan. 
Hi orb’s na horo eile, etc. 

Do chill dualach, cuachach,bdidheach; 
Fait do chinn mar item lon-duibh; 
Do dha ghruaidh air dhreach nan rdsan, 

’Us iad fo dhealta ced na maidne. 
Hi ord’s na horo eile, etc. 

Tha do chalpa cuimir, direach, 
Mar bhradan aimhne ruith gu fior-ghlan; ’S gura fior gu’n d’ thug mi’ luaidh dhuit 

Am measg na bheil de shluagh air thalamb. 
Hi orb’s na horo eile, etc. 

Ach tha mise’n diiil’s an dbchas 
Gu'n tig an la ’sam bi sinn cdmhla; 
S ma bhios tusa dileas ddmhsa, 

Cha ghradhaich mi ri’m bheb fear eile. 
Hi ord's na horo eile, etc. 

AE FOND KISS. 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever! 

< Ae fareweel, and then, for ever! 
Deep in heart-wrung tears I’ll pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I’ll wage thee! 
Who shall say that Fortune grieves him, 
While the star of hope she leaves him? 
Me,nae cheerfu’ twinkle lights me. 
Dark despair around benights me. 
I’ll ne’er blame my partial fancy, 
Naething could resist my Nancy; 
But to see her was to love her, 
Love but her, and love for ever. 
Had we never loved sae kindly, 
Had we never loved sae blindly, 
Never met_ or never parted, 
We had ne’er been broken-hearted. 
Fare-thee-weel, thou first and fairest! 
Fare-thee-weel, thou best and dearest! 

| Thine be ilka joy and treasure, 
Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure! 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever! 

( Ae fareweel, alas! forever! 
Deep in heart-wrung tears I’ll pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I’ll wage thee! 

ROBERT BRUNS 

* Said to have been Composed by blind Roderick, bard and harpist to Me. Leod of Me. Leod. 
K.N.M. 1 
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HI ORO ’S NA HORO EILE. 

SEISD:—Bho’n tha mi gun sUnnd,’s is diith dhomh mulad, 
(CHORUS) Cha tog mi mo shuil ri sugradli tuille; 

Clia teid mi le muirn gu cuirt nan cruinneag, 
’S mo run am Muile nam mor-bheann. 

Am Muile nan craobh tha mhaighdean bhanail, 
D’an d’thug mi mo ghaol’s mi faoin am bharail; 

’S ma chaidh e fo sgaoil’s nach faod mi’faighinn 
Gu’n taobh mi caileagan Chomhail. 

Tha maise a’s uaisle, suairceas a’s ceanal, 
A’ direadh a suas an gruaidh mo leannaiii; 

Ma bheir thu dhomh fuath,’s nach buan do ghealladh 
Ni uaigh a’s anart mo chomhdach. 

Bho’n tha mi gun sunnd, Sfc. 
Tha maise no dha ri aireamh fhathast 

Air bean a’ chuil bhain nam blath-shul meallach; 
Ma bheir thu do lamh,gu’m fas mi fallain, 

’Shu shlaintemhaireann do phog dhomh. 
Bho’n tha mi gun sunnd, Sf e. 

Do shlios mar an fhaoileann, taobh na mara, 
Do ghruaidh mar an caorann, sgaoilt’air mheangan; 

Siiil ghorm is glan aoidh, fo chaoin-rosg thana 
’S tu’n high a mhealladh gach bigear. 

Bho’n tha mi gun sunnd, $c. 

\ Tha smuaine no dha an trath-s’ air m’ aire; 
Cha’n innis mi’chach ceann-fath mo ghalair ; 

! Ged laidheas mi trath,cha tiunh dhomh cadal, 
’S do ghradh ga m’ sgaradh an cbmhnuidh. 

Bho’n tha mi gun sunnd, Sfe. 
I Gur math ’thig an gimn o’n bhiith doui ainnir, 
| ’S an fhasan is hire’n cuirt nan Gallaibh;* 
| Troidh ghloin am broig uir —’s i duint’ le barr-iall — 

Nach lub air faiche am febirnein. 
Bho’n tha mi gun sunnd, c. 

| Do chul mar an lion’n a mhile camag, 
Nach greannach fo chir, a’s siod’ ga cheangal- 

[ Do dheul mar na disnean, dionach, daingean-, 
\ Beul binn a ghabhail nan bran. 

Bho’n tha mi gun sunnd, £fc. 
’S e’sgar mi o m’ chiail ro mhiad do cheanail, 

’S o-n chaidh thu do'n t-sliabh, nach b’ fhiach leat m’ fharaid; 
!; ’S e d’ aogas a’s d’ fhiamh ’chuir pian am charaibh, 
| ’S cha mhiann a bli’ again air stbras. 
[ Blio’n tha mi gun sunnd, #c. 
( Lowlanders. 

Words by 
Revd. DONALD MC- EAR LEWIS. 

Slow and tender. 

I0RRAM NA H-IMRICH CHUAIN * 

The Emigrants. 
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Chaidh sinn-e gu traigh, 
A choimhideachd chaich; 
Cha till iad gu brath 

An taobh so. 
Long iaruinn fo’m bonn, 
A’ sadradh nantonn, 
Tha feadhainn am fonn, 

’S cuid tuirseach. 

Claim bheaga ri gair’; 
Am mathair fo phramh; 
Fir mhbra an sas 

’S iad ciurrta; 
Eras - shileadh nan deur 
Gu tosdach, ach geur; 
A sealltainn’nan deigh, 

Le curam. 

lad fein’dol an iar, 
’S antalamh dol siar; 
Cha’n fhaicear leb sian 

Ach Muirneag. 
Seall! Muirneag’dol uap' 
’Dol fodha’sa chuan- 
Fir'us mnathan gun tuar, 

’Ga h-ionndrainn. 

Beir an t-soraidh so uam, 
Gu America Tuath, 
Thun caoraich’us sluagh 

Mo chiiram. 
’N deadh Bhuachaill’ e fein, 
Biodh rompa ’s’nan deigh, 
G’an dion 0 gach beud: 

Sin m’ iirnuigh. 

lonndrainn eiT ac’ ma ta, 
’Toirt cridh" goirt ’us cnamh, 
Luchd an gaoil ’us an daimh, 

'Toirt ciil doibh. 
Dh’ fhag siod iad ’nan deigh, 
Ni nach fagar ’s nach treig, 
Comunn Math lath a Dhe 

’S a’ chiibaid. 

Composed on the occation of the embarkation of the Galston Crofters ut Carloway 32 years ago. originally harmonised by W If. Murray 
K.N.M.l 
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AN T-AILLEAGAN 

The thing of beauty. 
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Love song. 

& 
' ^ mm w- 

m i m m 

m 
WZZZM 

w 

4 

0 Soruidh slan do ’n Ailleagan 
Bha’n so mu’n trath-sa an de 
Gu’ n lot i mu na h-airnibh mi 
’S mi craitealach a d" dheidh; 
Ma’s teachdair tha o’n bhas thu 
’S nach slanuich mi gun leigli, 
Gu’n tugas gaol o’m chridlie. 
Do dli oig nighean nan rosg reidh. 

} 0 thu mo smuaintean eairiseach, 
i 0 dhealuch sinn Dia-luan, 
| Gheug ur na’n glaca min bhasach, \ 
; A leannain chaoimh gun ghruaim f 
' Ma tha buaidh mu’n t-sugradh ort, f 
( ’S nach lub thu le mend stuaim, 
\ Do ghaol a leasaich m’ iomagain 
| ’.S a chuir an giorrad m’ uair. 

’S min, tairis, ciuin a labhraidh tu, 
Gheug ur nach gann mu’d cheill; 
Air mach-thir no air Gaidhealtachd 
’S tearc samhla bean do bheus; 
Cha’n iongnadh cliu bhi fuaighte riut 
’S gun d' fhuaras thu gun bheud 
Do sliiol na fala connspuilluich 
L’ suaimhneas eeann an fheidh. 

Dli fhalbh thu’n de mu’n trath-sa uain 
’S tha mi fo chradh’s fo leon 
’S e'n gaol a thug mi’n ciad la dhuit, 
A dhruigh air nr fhuil’s air m’ fheoil, 
Ach chi mi’n diu’ cha d’ thainig thu, 
’S air’n aile cha b’i choir; 
Tha m’ osna trom an uaiganeas, 
Ag smuain air bean do neoil. 

Se chuir an uair an taiche rium, 
Gu’n ghlac thu’n cleachdadh ur, 
Gu’n d’ rinn thu’n guiomh nach b’ abhaist ‘ 
Mo ghradhsa chuir air chill: 
Cha d" aithnich mi riamh failing ort \ 
0 chairich mi ort iul, 
Gu h-uasal, bannail, baruigeach, 
Min tairis, cairdeil, ciuin. 

’S min, soitheamh, seamhuidh, suaimhneasach, 
An ribhinn nasal og: 
Gur lionar cis a bhuainaichd thu 
Nach d‘ fhuaras riamh cho mor. 
Do dha ghruaidh dhearg co taitneach, 
Do shlios mar shneachd an loin 
Do shuilibh mealla, miogach 
Mar ghrian air tionntadh neoil. 

GUR TROM LEAM AN AIRIDH.* 

’S TROM learn an iiiridh,’s a’ ghair so a h-innt’. 
Gun a phairtinn a dh’ fhag mi, bhi ’n drasd air mo chinn, 
Anna chaol-mhalach, chich-chorraeh, shliobcheannach,chruinn 
Is Iseabail a’ bheoil mhilis, mhanranach, bhinn. 
Heich! mar a bha,air mo chinn, 
A dh’ fhag mi cho craiteach,’s nach sta dhomh bhi ’g inns’. 
Shiubhail mis’ a’ bhuaile, ’s a suas feadh nan craobh, 
’S gach ait anns an b’ abhaist bhi pagadh mo ghaoil; 
'N uair chunnaic mi’m fear ban’s e manran r’ a mhnaoi, 
B'fhearr learn nach tiginn idir, laimh riu, no'n gaoith. 
'S e mar a bha, air mo chinn, 
A dh’ fag mi cho craiteach,’s nach sta dhomh bhi’g inns’. 
O’n chualas gu’n gluaiseadh tu uam leis an t-Saoir, 
Tha mo shuain air a buaireadh le bruadraichean gaoil; 
De’n chairdeas a bha sud,cha'n fhair mi bha saor, 
Gun bharnaigeadh laimh riut, tha ’n gradh dhomh’n a mhaor. 
Air gach tra, ’s mi ann an stri, 
A feuchainn r’ a aicheadh, ’s e fas rium mar chraoibh. 

Ach Anna bhuidhe’n Dbmhnuill, na’m b' eol duit mb ni, 
’S e do ghradh gun bhi paight’ leag a mhan uam mo chli; 
Tha e dhomh a t’ fhianuis, cho gniomhach’s ’n uair chi,  
Diogalladh, ’s a’ smusach, gur ciiirrtach mo chridh’. 
Nis, ma tha, mi ga do dhith, 
Gu’m b’ fheairde mi pag uait, mus fiigainn an tir. 
Ach labhair i gu faiteagaeh, ailghiosach rium, 
Cha’n fhair thu bhi laimh rium, do charadh mo chinn-, 
Tha siathnar’g am iarruidh o bhliadhna do thiom, 
’S cha b’ araidh le each thu, thoirt biirr os an cinn. 
Ha, ha, ha! an d’ fhas thu gu tinn, 
’N e’n gaol-s’ a bheir has ort? gu’m paigh thu d’ a chinn! 
Ach cionnus bheir mi fuath dhuit, ged dh’ fhuaraich thu rium, 
’N uair’s feargaich’ mo sheanchas, mu t’ ainm air do chill, 
Thig t’ iomhaigh le h-annsachd,’n a shamhladh'n am iiigh, 
Saoilidh mi an sin gu’n dean an gaol sin an turn. 
’S theid air a rath, gu h-as-iir, 
Is fasaidh e’n tra sin, cho arda ri tiir. 

ORAN GAOIL. 

K.N.M. l 

A favourite melody in Skye early in the present century. It was first noted down by the author of ‘Albyn’s Anthology" from the singing of Mr. Donald 
Nicholson of Scorrybreck in 1815.—K.N.M. 
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S MO CHEIST AN GILLE DONNf 

SEISD:— Hithill-en na hillean i 
(CHORUS) Hithill-en na hillean 6 

Faill-ill eil-e’s horo i 
Mo thruaighe mi mur faigh mi thu. 

'Se mo cheist an gille donn, 
Theid do chrannaibh ard nan long, 
'S ged bhiodh tu gun ni gun fhonn, 
A t’aodach lorn gu’n gabhainn thu. 

Hithill-en, etc. 
M’ eudail, m’ aighear,’us mo luaidh, 
'Sebladh ard air druim a’ chuain, 
Saoilidh mi an ceann gach uair, 
Gu’n tig thu nuas g’am amharc-sa. 

Hithill -en, etc. 
Gur e mise tha gu truagh, 
’S caolas eadar mi’s mo luaidh, 
Na’m biodh e ’na rathad cruaidh 
Gu’n ruiginn uair ’san t-seachdain thu. 

Hithill-en, etc. 

I Tha mi ’n so mar dhruid an crann 
’S ise’n deigh a h-ebin a chall, 
Seacharan air dol a’m cheann, 
’S ged thig an t-am cha chaidil mi. 

Hithill-en, etc. 
Cha b’e airgiod s cha be or, 
Air an robh mi bg an tbir, 
Ach na dh’ falbh air long nan sebl, 
’S a chaoidh ri’m bheb nach fhaigh mi thu 

> Hithill-en,etc. 
Tha mi gun airgiod us gun or, 

[ Cha’n e so a rinn mo leon, 
Ach nach fhaic mi thu ri’m bheb 
A sebladh taobh an fhearainn so. 

Hithill - en,etc. 

AN TALL’ AM BU GNA DO MHAC LEOID.** 

* My choice is the auburn haired lad. 
R.N.M.l 

** Lament for Sir Norman McLeod of Bernera, Brd son of Sir Roderick McLeod (Rory Mohr ) ofDunvegan, Skye, who was knighted by James YI.—K. N. M. 
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Hail beautiful morar. 

FONN:— Heitirin air in, ohoro; 
Heitirin airin, ho-rd. 

FAILT’ ort fhein, a Mhorthir bhoidheach, 
Anns an 6g mhios Bhealltainn. 
Grian-thir bhdidheach’s uaine cota, 
’S froidhneadh ros ri ’h-alltaibh. 
Le biadh’s le dibh ag cur thairis — 
Cha teid earrach teann oirr? 
S fainneach, lurach, slios a tulach, 
S duilleadh m mullach chrann innt’. 

^ Uisge fallain nan clach geala, | 
^ Ruith romh baile-geamhraidh. | 
\ ’S loinneil a fir a’s a bannal, 
[ ’S eiabhach, barrfhionn clann innt’. 
c Mnathan aoibhinn, mothar, caoimhneil, c 
[ Lan de loinn’s de bhainndeachd. 
| Meoir chaola’s grinn’ air anart, 
; ’S iad cho glan ri baintighearn. 
| ’S urail, aluinn, geal, dearg, blath-mhor | 
| Daoine arsaidh’s clann xnnt’. 

S bainneach, bailceach,braonach, glacach, 
Bruachan tacrach Ailleart. 

A fir buadhach, ’m marsal uasal, 
Meara, cruaidh’s a’ champa. 
Fo lan-eideath, le ’n toigh feileadh— 
Mo ghradh fhein blii cainnt riu. 
Seirceach, caidreach, gun dad sladaehd, 
Saor bho bhraid’s bho anntlachd. 
Cho lan rioghalachd a’s dilseachd 
Ri ubh bridein samhraidh. 
Pailt de chreideamh a’s de dh-eagnachd, 
’S iad ri ’n eaglais— stannte. 

CO-THU THO-GAINN FONN MO LEANNAIN.” 



LE DONNACHADH BAN MAC-AN-T-SAOIR. 
Bha mi’n ,de’m Beinn-dorain, 

’S na coir cha robh mi aineolach, 
Chunna mi na gleanntan 

’S na beanntaichean a b’aitline dhomh; 
Be sin an sealladh eibhinn 

Bhi jg imeachd air na sleibhtibh, 
Nuairbhiodh a ghrian ag eiridh, 

’Sa bhiodh na feidh a langanaich. 
’S aobhach a ghreidh uallach, 

, ’Nuair ghluaiseadh iad gu farumach, 
S’ na h-eildean air an fhuaran, 

Bu chuannar na laoigh bhallach ann; 
Na maoisichean’s an ruadh-bhuic, 

Na coilich dhubh a's ruadha, 
’S e’n ceol bu bhinne chualas 

’Nuair chluinnt’ am fuaim ’sa chamhanaich. 
’S togarach a dh’ fhalbhainn 

Gu sealgaireachd nam beallaichean, 
Dol ’mach a dhireadh garbhlaich, 

’S gu’m b’ana-moch tigh’nn gu baile mi; 
An t-uisge glan san t-aile 

Thar mullach nam beann arda, 
Chuidich e gu fas mi; 

’Se rinn domh slainnt a’s fallaineachd, 

Fhuair mi greis de’m arach 
Air airidhean a b’ aithne dhcmh, 

Ri cluiche, ’s mire’s maran, 
An caoimhneas blath nan caileagan; 

Bu chuis an aghaidh naduir 
G’um maireadh sin an drast ann, 

’S b’ eigin bhi ga’m fagail 
’Nuair thainig trath dhuinn dealachadh 

Nis o’n bhuail an aois mi, 
Fhuair mi gaoid a mhaireas domh 

Rinn milleadh air mo dheudach, 
’S mo leirsinn air a dalladh orm; 

Cha’n urrainn mi bhi treubhach, 
Ged’ a chuirinn feum air, 

’S ged bhiodh an ruaig am’ dheigh-sa, 
Cha dean mi ceum ro chabhagach. 

Ged’ tha mo cheann air liathadh, 
’S mo chiabhagan air tanachadh, 

’S trie a leag mi mial-chu 
Ri fear fiadhaich ceannartaich; 

Ged’ bu toigh learn riamh iad, 
’S ged’ fhaicinn air an t-sliabh iad, 

Cha teid mi ’nis g’an iarraidh 
O’n chaill mi trian na h-analach. 

Ri am dol anns a bhuireadh, 
Bu durachdach a leanainn iad, 

’S bhiodh uair aig sluagh na duthcha, 
Toirt drain ura’s rannachd dhaibh; 

Greis eile mar ri cairdean, 
’Nuair bha sinn anns na Campan, 

Bu chridheil anns an^am sinn; 
’S cha bhiodh an dram oirnn annasach. 

’Nuair bha mi’n toiseach m’ dige, 
’S i ghdraich a chum falamh mi; 

’S e fortan tha cuir oirne 
Gach aon ni coir a’ ghealladh dhuinn; 

Ged’ tha mi gann a storas, 
Tha m’ inntinn lan de shdlas, 

O’n tha mi ann an ddchas 
Gu’n d’rinn nigh’n Dhedrs’ an t-aran domh. 

Bha mi ’n de ’san aonach, 
’S bha smaointean mdr air am’ aire-sa, 

Nach robh 'n luchd-gaoil a b’abhaist 
Bhi siubhal fasaich mar rium ann, 

’Sa bheinn is beag a shaoil mi, 
G’un deanadh ise caochladh; 

O’n tha i ’nis fo chaoirich, 
’S an thug an saoghal c&r asam. 

Nuair sheall mi air gach taobh dhiom, 
Cha’n fhaodainn gun bhi smalanach, 

O’n theirig coill’ a’s fraoch ann, 
S na daoine bh’ann, cha mhaireann iad 

Cha’n ’eil fiadh r’a shealg ann, 
Cha’n eil eun no earb ann, 

’M beagan nach ’eil marbh dhiubh, 
’Se rinn iad falbh gu baileach as. 

Mo shoraidh leis na frithean, 
O’s miobhailteach na beannaibh iad, 

Le biolair uainne a’s fior-uisg, 
Deoch uasal rimheach, cheanalta, 

Na bharran a tha priseil, 
’S na fasaichean tha lionmhor, 

O’s ait a leag mi dhiom iad, 
Gu brath mo mhile beannachd leo! 

Words by 
William Ross. 

CUMHA BAIRD AIR SON A LEANNAN.* 
“The Bard’s Lament for his Sweetheart.” 

Slow and solemn. 
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CUMHADH A’BHAIRD AIR SON A LEANNAIN. 

LE UILLEAM ROS. 
AIR FONN— “Farewell to Lochabei\” 

l ’S e do mharan bu mhiann leam, 
’S e tigh’n’ gun fhiabhras gun ghruaim, 

• Mar ri bfasdachd na h-draid, 
’S e bu chedl-bhinne fuaim: 

s Dh’eireadh m’ inntinn gu h-abhachd, 
f Ri linn bhi ’g aireamn gach buaidh, i A bha co’-streup ri mo leannan 
^ Baindidh, farsada, suairc’. 
| Seinn eibhinn, #c. 
I ’S gur gile mo leannan 
f Nan eaf air an t-snamh, 
f Gur binn’ i na’n smedrach, , . . , Am barraibh rd chrann sa mhaigh, 
( Gur e geamn’achd a beusan, 
f ’S i gun eacoir na cail, 

A liib mise gu geilleadh 
Air bheag eigin na gradh. 

Seinn eibhinn, #c. 
Gu’m beil maise na h-eudann, 

Nach feudainn-s a luaidh, 
Tha i pailt ann an ceutaidh, 

’S an ceill a thoirt buaidh, 
Gun a coimeas ri featainn 

Ann an speis, san taobh-tuath, 
M’ dg mhin-mhala bhaindidh, 

Thogadh m' inntinn o ghruaim, 
Seinn eibhinn, <Sre. 

0 0 

Ged is socrach mo leabaidh, 
Cha’n e’n cadal mo mhiann, 

Leis an luasgans’ th’air m’aigneadh, 
0 cheann fad’ agus cian, 

Cu m beil teine na lasair, 
Gun dol as na mo chliabh, Tabhairt brosnachadh gdur dhomb, 
Gu bhi ’g eiridh ’sa triall. 

CO’-SHEIRM. 
SEISD:— Seinn eibhinn, seinn eibhinn, 

Seinn eibhinn an dail, 
Seinn eibhinn bhinn eibninn, 

Seinn eibhinn, gach la, 
(CHORUS) Seinn eibhinn, binn eatrom, 

Seinn eibhinn, do ghna 
Seinn eibhinn, seinn eibhinn, 

Chuireadh m’ easlain gu lar. 
Tha mi edrr a’s tri bliadhna, 

Air mo lionadh le gaol, 
’S gach aon la dhiu stiuireadh, 

Saighead ur ann mo thaobh; 
Cia mar a leir dhomh ni taitneach, 
Dh’aindeoin pailteas mo mhaoin? 

’S mi as eugmhais do mharain, 
Bhiodh gun ardan rium saor, 

Seinn eibhinn, <Src. 
Ge bu righ mi air Albainn, 

Le cuid airgeid a’s spreidh 
B’e mo raghamn mho mhin-mhaT, 

Thar gach ribhinn dhomh fein. 
Cha bu shuaimhneas gu bits domh N’aon aite fo ’n ghrein, 
’S mi as eugmhais do mharain, 

Gus mo thearnadh o bheud. 
Seinn eibhinn, 5rc. 

Ach mosg'leam tharais a mi ghean, 
’S cuiream difh air mo ghruaim, 

Bed ni's faide,cha bhi mi 
Gun mo mhin-mala shuairc! 

Cha dirich mi bealach nan ard Le suigeart mar bha mi’n tos, 
Ach triallam a chadal gu brath 

Do thalla nam bard nach bed! 

S ge do bhithinn an eugail, 
Agus leigh air toirt duil, 

Nacn biodh furtachd an dan domh. 
Ach am bus an gearr fan’, 

Chuireadh eugas mo mhin mhal, 
Mo mhi-ghean air chul, , 

Ghlacainn mnneas na smeoraich 
A’s gheibhinn solas as ur. 

Seinn eibhinn, <9rc. 
Ge binn cuach’s ge binn smedrach, 

’S ge binn coisir, ’s gach crann, 
Seinn ciuil dhomh 'n coill smiidain, 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, 8?c. 

Nuair a bhithinn-’s’s mo mhin mhal’, An gleannan rimheach na euaich, 
No ’n doire fasgach na smedraich, 

Gabhail sdlais air chuairt; 
Cha mhalairtinn m’ eibhneas 

0 bhi ga h-eugmhais car uair, 
Air son stdras rhir-stata, 

Dh’ aindeoin airdead an uaili 
Seinn eibhinn, <Src. 

‘Lochaher no more" 
of Balhaldie. 

is sung to this air. Mr. Fraser Mr. Intnsh says it was composed in honour of Jean Cameron of Lochiel by Me. Gregor of Drummond 
K. N. M. 1 



C’AITE ’N CAIDIL AN RIBHINN?! 
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Jffjrds from 
SINCLAIR'S ORANAICHRl' 

Slow with expression. 

“Where will the maiden sleep?” 
A Skye emigrant’s song. 
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C’AIT’AN CAIDIL AN RIBHINN? 

Tha ’ghaoth a‘ seideadh oirnn o’n deas, 
’S tha mise deas gii seoladhj * | 
'S na’n rohli thu leam air bharr nan stuadh, 
A luaidh, cha bhithinn bronach. <; 

SEISD:— 0 c’ait’ an caidil an ribhinn an nochd? 
0 c'ait’ an caidil an ribhinn? > 

(CHORUS) Far an caidil luaidh mo chridh, 
Is truagh nach robh mi fhin aim. | 

Bha mi deas ’us bha mi tuath, 
'S gu trie air chuairt ’sna h-Innsean, 
"S beann t’aogais riamh cha d-fhair mi arm, 
No samhladh do mo nigh’naig. 

0, c’ait' an caidil, etc. 1 

’S ann ort fein a dh’ fhas a' ghruag 
Tha bachlach, dualach, riomhach, 
Fiamh an dir a’s boidhche snuadh, 
’S e dol ’na dhuail ’sna cirean. 

0, c’ait’ an caidil, etc. 
Cha tog fiodhall, ’s cha tog dran, 
’S cha tog cedi na pioba, 
’S cha tog briodal nigh’naig dig 
Am brdn ’tha ’n diugh air m’ inntinn. 

0, c’ait’ an caidil, etc. 

’S e dh’iarrainn riochd na h-eala bhain 
A shnamhas thair a’ chaoiais, 
’Us rachainn fein troimh thonnaibh breun 
A chur an ceill mo ghaol dhuit. 

0, e’ait’ an caidil, etc. 
Tha nis gach ni a reir mo dhedin, 
Grach acfhuinn’s sedl mar dh’ iarrainn, 
’S gun mhaille theid mi air a tdir, 
Us pdsaidh mi mo nigh’nag. 

0, c’ait' an caidil, etc. 

’S TU MO LUAIDH NAM FAIGHINN THU. 

“My Love_, if I could win thee.” 

Slow, with expression. 

* This song is beautifully harmonised by Afr. Archibald Ferguson in the“St. Columba Collection of Gaelic Songs?’ 
K. N. M. 1 



BHANNARACH DHONN A CHRUIDH? 
"The Brown Dairy Maid!’ 

SEISD: — A bhanarach dhonn a’ chruidh, 
Chaoin a’ chriiidh, dhonn a' chruidh; £ 

(CHORUS) Cailin deas, donn a’ chruidh, 
Cuachag an fhasaich. 

A BHANARACH mhiogach, 
’S e do ghaol thug fo chis mi; 
’S math thig lamhainnean sioda 
Air do mhin-bhasan bana. ( 
’S mor bu bhinne bhi’d eisdeachd, 
’hT am bhi bleoghann na spreidhe, 
Na ’n smeorach’s a’ cheitein, 
’M barr geig’ann am fas-choill. 
Ceol farasda, fior-bhinn, 
Fonnmhor, farumach, dionach, 
A sheinn an cailin donn, finealt, 
Bheireadh biogadh air’m airnean. 
Ged a b’ fhonnmhor an fhiodhal, 
’S a teudan an righeadh: 1 
’S e bheireadh danns’ air gach cridhe, < 
Cedi nighean na h-airidH. 

CUACHAG AN FHASAICH. 
Tha deirg’ agus gile, 
Gleachd an gruaidhean na fine; 
Beul min mar na t-sirist, 
Do am milis thig gaire. 
Detid snasta na rimhinn’, 
Snaidhte, cruinn, mar na disnean; 
Gur h-i n donn-gheal ghlan, smideach,. f 
Is ro-mhiog-shiiileach faite. 
Chuireadh moill’ air do leirsinn. 
Ann am madainn-dhriuchd cheitein, ) 
Na gathannan greine 
Thig bho tend chul cas, fainneach. 
’S ciatach nuallan na gruagaich’, 
Ri bleoghann cruidh ghuaillfhinn, 
A toirt tormain air cuachaig, 
’S bodhar-fhuaim aig a claraibh. 
S taitneach siubhal a cuailein, 

’G a chrathadh mu cluasan, 
A toirt muidh air seid-luachrach 
An tigh-buaile n gleann-fasaich. 

A muineal geal, boidheach, 
Mu ’n iathadh an t-6mar; 
A dath fhein air gach seorsa, 
Chiteadh ’ddrtadh tromh braighe. 
Da mhaoth-bhois bu ghrinne, 
Fo ’n da ghairdein bu ghile, 
’N uair a shint’ iad gu h-inealt’ 
Gu sinean cruidh fhasgadh. 
Gu’m bu mhothar mo bheadrach 
Teachd do "n bhuaile mu eadradh, 
Seamh, suit chorpach, beitir, 
’S biiarach ’ghreasad an ail aic’. 
Glac gheal a b’ ard gleadhar, 
Stealladh bainne ’n cuaich bhleoghainn, 
Seinn man luinneag bog, seadhach 
Ann an gobhal na blaraig'. 
’N uair a thogadh tu bhuarach, 
Cuach a’s currusan na buaile, 
B’ao-coltach do ghluasad 
Ri guanaig na sraide. 

MOR NIGHEAN A GHIOBARLAIN.** 

"Marion, the Knab’s Daughter.” 

* This was the first song composed by Alexander Me. Donald, 'Mac Mhaighstir Alastair,” the King of gaelic poets. 
** From Captain Frasers Collection. K. N. M. 1 



THA AN OIDHCHE ANN ’S CHAN FHALBH MI. 

“It’s Night, I won’t depart.” 

47 

Very slow. 
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LEWIE GORDON." 

* Relates to the third son of the Duke of Gordon, who declared for Prince Charles in 1745. The air is the original of “Tarry wool’ 
K. IV. M. 1 



CALUM A GHLINNE . “Malcolm of the Glen’’ 
Words by or 

J/r Keispzie. M0 CHAILIN BONN OG. “My bonnie brown maid’’ 

Mo chailin donn dg,’s mo nighean dubh thogarach, ^ 
Thogainn ort fonn,’s neothrom gu’n togainn, | 
Mo nigh’n dubh gun iarraidh mo bhriathar gu’n togainn, 
’S gun innsinn an t-aobhar nacheileas 'gad thogradh, Mo Chailin donn 6g! \ 
Gu bheil thu gu boidheach, bainndidh, banail, ( 
Gun chron ort fo ’n ghrein, gun bheum gun sgainnir; 
Gur gil thu fo d’ leine na eiteag na mara, 
’S tha choir agam fhein gun do cheile bhi mar-riut. 
Gur muladach mi, ’s mi ’n deigh nach math learn, 
Na dheanadh dhomh stath aig each ’g a mhalairt; 
Bitli dh d’athair an comhnuidh ’g 61 le caithream, 
’S e eolas nan corn a dh-fhage cho falamh. 
Na m bithinn ag 61 mu bhord na dibhe, 
’S gu’m faicinn mo mhiann's mo chiall a’ tighinn, | 
'S e ’n copan beag donn thogadh fonn air mo chridhe, 
’S cha tugainn mo bhriathran nach iarrainn e rithist. 

Bith’dh bodaich na dutch’ ri hurt’s ri fanaid, 
A cantainn rium fein nach geill mi dh-ainnis, 
Ged tha mi gun spreidh tha teud ri tharruing, 
’S cha sguir mi de ’n 61 fhad’s is beo mi air thalamh. 
’S ioma bodachan gnu nach duraig mi aithris, 
Le thional air spreidh, ’s iad ga threigsinn a’s t-earrach, 
Nach 61 anns a bhliadhna trian a’ ghallain, 
’S cha toir e fo n iiir na's mo na bheir Calum. 
Na’m bithinn air feill, ’s na ceudan mar-rium, 
De chuideachda choir a dh-61adh drama, 
Gu’n suidhinn mu’n bhord’s gu’n traighinn mo shearrag, 
’S cha d’thuirt mo bhean riamh rium ach—“Dia leat a Chalum” 
Ged tha mi gun stor, le 61’s le iomairt, 
Air bheagan de ni, le pris na mine, 
Tha m’ fhortan aig Dia, ’s e fialaidh uime, 
’S ma gheibh mi mo shlainte, gu’m paigh mi na shir mi. 

Ge mor le each na tha mi milleadh, 
Cha tugainn mo bhoid nach olainn tuillidh, 
’S e gaol a bhi mor tha m’ fheoil a’ sireadh, 
Tha’n sgeulud ri aithris air Calum a’ Glinne. 

SORAIDH SLAN LE FIONN-AIRIDH. 

Slow, with feeling^ 
Farewell to Fiunary.” 
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SEISD:— Birich agus tiugainn 
Mo shoraidh slan le Fionn-Airidh! 

(CHORUS) Eirich agus tiugainn 
Farewell, farewell, to Fiunary! 

Tha ’n latha math,’s an soirbheas ciiiin; 
Tha ’n uine’ruith’s an t-am dhuinn dluth; 
Tha’m bat’ g’ am fheitheamh fo a siuil, 

Gu m’ thoirt a null o Fionn-Airidh. 
Tha ioma mile ceangal blath 
Mar shaighdean ann am fein an sas; 
Mo chridhe’n impis a bhi sgainnt’ 

A chionn bhi fagail Fionn-Airidh. 
Bu trie a ghab mi sgriob learn fhein 
Mu’n cuairt air luchairt Fhinn an trein; 
’S a dh’ eisd mi sgeulachdan na Feinn’ 

’G an cur an ceill am Fionn-Airidh. 
Bu trie a sheall mi feasgar Mairt 
Far am biodh Oisean ’seinn a dhain; 
A’ coimhead grein aig ioma tra 

Dol seach gach la’s mi’m Fionn-Airidh. 

; Beannachd le beanntaibh mo ghaoil 
■ Far am faigh mi’m fiadh le Taogh,— 
| Gu ma fad’ an coilleach-fraoich 

A glaodhaich ann am Fionn-Airidh. 
c Ach cha ’n iad glinn us beanntan ard’ 
\ A lot mo chridh’s a rinn mo chradh, 
£ Ach an diugh na tha fo phramh 
■ An teach mo graidh am Fionn Airidh. 
c Bennachd le athair mo ghraidh; 
; Bidh mi ’cuimhneach ort gu brath; 
; Ghuidhinn sonas agus agh 
; Do ’n t-sean fhear bhan am Fionn-Airidh. 
^ Am feum mi siubhal uait gun dail? 
[ Na siuil tha togte ris a bhat’— 
| Soraidh slan, le tir mo ghraid, 
( Us slan, gu brath le Fionn-Airidh! 
f

( The wind is fair, the day is fine, 
f Swiftly, swiftly runs the time; 
■ The boat is floating on the tide 
f That wafts me off from Fiunary. 

| A thousand, thousand tender ties— 
: Accept this day my plaintive sighs; 
> My heart within me almost dies 
; At thought of leaving Fiunary. 

With pensive steps I’ve often strolled 
> Where Fingal’s castle stood of old, 
t And listened while the shepherds told 
[ The legend tales of Fiunary. 
I I’ve often paused at close of day 
; Where Ossian sang his martial lay, 
i And viewed the sun’s departing ray, 
' When wand’ring o’er Dun Fiunary. 
■ Farewell ye hills of storm and snow, 
\ The wild resorts of deer and roe; 
( In peace the heath-cock long may crow, 
? Along the bans of Fiunary. 
[ Tis not the hills nor woody vales 
[ Alone my joyless heart bewails; 
[ A mournful group this day remains 
\ Within the Manse of Fiunary. 

Can I forget Glenturret’s name? 
Farewell, dear father, best of men: 
May heaven’s joys with thee remain 

Within the Manse of Fiunary. 

Oh must I leave these happy scenes? 
See, they spread the flapping sails, 
Adieu! adieu! my native plains; 

Farewell, farewell to Fiunary! 

Words by the late Dr. N. Macleod, (“Caraid nan Gaidheal”) Gaelic translation by the late Mr. Archibald Sinclair, Glasgow. 
K. N. M. 'l 

(Chorus) Eirich agus tiogainn O ! 
Eirich agus tiugainn O ! 
Eirich agus tiugainn O ! 
Mo shoraidh slan le Fionn-Airidh ! 



Words by 
Akgus Fletcher Dunoon. 

Moderate. 

CLACHAN GHLINN DA RUAILf 
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SEISD-— , » /r,unDrT'tx Mo chaileag mhingheal mhealshuileach, 
^ K 7 A dh’fhas gu fallain, fuasgailt". 

Gur trom mo cheum o’n dhealaich sinn 
Aig Clachan Ghlinndaruail. 

Di-donaich rinn mi cholacHadh, 
Bean 6g a’s modhar gluasad; 

Tha ’guth, mar cheol na smeoraiche. 
’S mar bhil’ an rdis a gruaidliean. 

S caoin a seang-shlios furanach 
Neo-ehuraidh a ceum uallach; 

Tha 'gairdean han gle chumadail, 
’S deud lurach’n a beul guamach. 

’S ro fhaicilleach’n a comhradh i, 
Gun sgilm, gun sgleo, no tuaileas; 

Gur flathail coiseachd shraidean i, 
Air bheagan stait no guaineis. 

Ged bheireadh Scoras aite dhomh, 
Cho ard's a tha measg uaislean; 

Air m’ fhacal’s mor a b’fhearr leam, 
A bhi ’n Coire-chathaidh am bhuachaill’. 

0’s truagh nach robh mi’s m’ aillegan 
Air airidh cois nam fuar bheann! 

Bu shocair, seimh a chaidilinn, 
S i’m achlais air an luachair. 

Ach s eagal leam le m’ eheileirachd, 
Gu’n gabh an seisein gruaim rium; 

Ged fhogras iad do ’n Olaind mi, 
Ri m’ bheo cha toir mi fuath dhuit! 

Cha suaimhneas oidhcli air leabaidh dhomh, 
G a d’fhaicinn ann am bruadar; 

’S am Biobull fein cha laimhsich mi, 
Gun d’iomhaigh ghraidh ga m’ bhuaireadh. 

N uair b’ fhileant’ briathr’ a’ mhinisteir, 
A fiosrachadh mu’r truailleachd; 

Bha mise coimhead durachdach 
Na seirc tha’d shuil neo-luainich. 

Ged shuidheas cleir na tire leam, 
’S mi sgriobhadh dhaibh le luath-laimh, 

’S annbhios mo smuaintean diomhaireach, 
Air Sine dhonn a’ chuach-fbuilt. 

Words by 
Duncan Livingston, Grogan, Mull. 

MUILE NAM MOR BHEANN.** 

Mull of the Mountains. 2I!d set. 

FONN.— 0, hiriri, tha e tighin, 
0, hiriri, ’n righ tha bhuainn; 
Faigheamaid ar n-airm’s ar n-eideadh, 
’S breacan-an-fheilidh an cuaich. 

S eibhinn leam fhin, tha e tighinn, 
Mac an righ dhlighich tha bhuainn; 
Slios mor, rioghail do ’n tig armachd, 
Claidheamh a’s targaid nan dual. 

> Samhuil an Fhaoillich a choltas, 
| Fuaradh froise’s fadadh-cruaidh; 
| Lann thana ’n a laimh gu cosgairt, 
r Sgoltadh chorp mar choirc’ air cluain. 
■ Torman do phioba’s do bhrataich’, 
| Chuireadh spiorad bras’s an t-sluagh; 
| DN eireadh ar n-ardan’s ar n-aigne, 
l ’S chuirteadh air a’ phrasgan ruaig. 
| Tairneineach a’ bfiomb ’s a" chanain, 
^ Sgoilteadh e n talamh le chruas; 
| Fhreagradh dha gach beinn s gach bealach, 
f S bhodhradh a mhac-tall ar cluas. 

f Gur mairg do ’n eideadh’s an la sin, 
c Cota gnad’ de ’n mhadar ruadh; 
f Ad bhileach dhubh a’s cocade innt’, 
■ Sgoiltear i mar chal mu ’n cluais. 

0, hiriri, tha e tighin, 
| 0, hiriri, ’n righ tha bhuainn; 
| Faigheamaid ar n-airm’s ar n-eideadh, 
l Breacan-an-fheilidh an cuaich. 

♦The hamlet of Glen da Ruel. 
♦•Very good arrangements of this beautiful song are givtm in both “The Celtic Lyre”and“St Columba” collections o gaelic songs. 

♦♦♦Air by R He.. Intyre. K N> M \ 
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THE LAMENT OF FLORA MAC DONALD. 
From the Gaelic. 
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MACLEANS WELCOME." 

♦“Come o’er the stream, Charlie’.’ K.X M. 1 
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THE HILL OF LOCHIEL.* 

Slow. 
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FEADAG GHORACH AN T-SLEIBH. 
“The airy Plover of the heath!’ 

fPbrds by 
William Boss. 

CUACHAG NAN CRAOBH. 
“The Cuckoo of the Grove!’ 

Very slow and plaintive. 
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E. M. M. 
Love song by William Ross. 
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* Sung by an exile on returning to his native country. The air first appeared in Capt. Fraser's Collection. 

K.N. Ml 
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4. Thuit mi le d’ghath, mhill thu mo rath, £ 
Striochd mi le neart dorain 

Saighdean do ghaoil sait’ aims gach taobh, 
’Thug dhiom gaeh caoin co-lath, 

Mhill thu mo mhais, ghoid thu mo dhreach, 
’S mheudaich thu gal broin dhemh; 

’S mar fuasgail thu tra, le t-fhuran’s le t-fhailt’ 
’S cuideachd am has dhomh-sa. 

5. ’S cama-lubach t-fhalt, fanna-bhui’ nan cleachd | 
’S fabhrad nan rosg aluinn: 

Gruaidhean mar chaor, broilleach mar aol, 
Anail mar ghaoth garaidh- 

Gus an cuir iad mi steach, an eaoil-thaigh nan leac ^ 
Bidh mi fo neart craidh dheth, 

Le smaointinn do chleas, ’s do shiigradh ma seach, \ 
Fo dhuilleach nam preas blath’or. 

1. Chuachag nan craobh, nach trua’leat mo chadi’!’ 
’G osnaich ri didhch’ cheothar- { 

Shiubhlainn lem’ ghaol, fo dhubhar nan craobh, c 
Gu’n duin’ air an t-saoghal fheoraich, 

Thogainn ri gaoith am monadh an fhraoich, c 
Mo leabaidh ri taobh dorain _ 

Do chrutha geal caomh sinte ri m’ thaobh, 
’S mise ga’d chaoin phogadh. | 

2. Chunna’ mi fein aisling, ’s cha bhreug, | 
Dh-fhag sin mo chre bronach, 

Fear mar ri te, a pdgadh a beul, 
A briodal an deigh posaidh, 

Dh’ uraich mo mhiann, dh’ ath’ rich mo chiall, c 
Ghul mi gu dian, doimeach, 

Gach cuisle agus feith, o iochdar mo chleibh [ 
Thug iad gu leum eo’-lath! 

3. Ort tha mo gheall, chaill mi mo chonn, 
Tha mi fo throm chreuchdan, 

Dh’ aisigeadh t-fhonn slainte dom’ chom, 
Dhiuchdadh air lorn m’ eibhneas, 

Thiginn ad dhail chuirinn ort failt; | 
Bhithinn a ghraidh reidh riut_ 

M’ ulaidh’s mo mhiann, m’ aighear’s mo chiall, ^ 
’S ainnir air fiamh grein’ thu! 

6. ’S milis do bheul, ’s comhnard do dheud, 
Suilean air lidh airneig, 

’Ghiulaineadh breid, uallach gu feill, 
’S uasal an reul aluinn_ 

’Strua’ gun an t-eud tha’n uachdar mo chleibh, 
Gad bhualadh-s’ an ceud aite_ 

Na faighinn thu reidh posd’ on a chleir 
B’fhasa dhomh-fein tearnadh. 

7. ’S tu ’n ainnir tha grinn, mileanta, binn, 
Le d’ cheileir a seinn oran, 

’S e bhi na do dhall a dh’oidhche sa la, 
Thoilicheadh call m’ oige: 

Gur gile do bhian na sneachd air an fhiar, 
’S na canach air sliabh mointich, 

Nan deanadh tu ruin tarruinn rium dlu’ 
Dheanainn gach turs’ fhogar. 

8. Carair gu reidh clach agus ere 
Ma’m leabaidh-s’ a bhri t-uaisle_ 

’S fada mi ’n eis a feitheamh ort fein 
’S naeh togair thu gheug suas learn, 

Na b’thus a bhiodh tinn, dheanainn-sa luim, 
Mas biodh tu fo chuing truaighe, 

Ach’s goirid an dail gum faicear an la 
’M hi prasgan a’ tra’l m’ uaigh-sa! 

9. ’Mallachd an tus, aig a mhnaoi-ghluin’, 
Nach d’ adhlaic sa chuil beo mi! 

Mu’n d’ fhuair mi ort iiiil ainnir dheas ur, 
’S nach duirig thu fiii pog dhomh, 

Tinn gu’n bhi slan, dixisgt’ as mo phramh, 
Cuimhneachadh dan posaidh 

Mo bheannachd ad dheigh, cheannaich thu-fein, 
Le d’ leannanachd gle dg mi. 

Moderately slow. 

THA DUTHRACHD MO CHRIDHE DHUIT.* 
“You have my heart’s love!’ 

P p p 

LUINEAG:—Tha duthrachd mo chridlie dhuit 
Seach nighean tha fo ’n Ghrein 
Ciod e’m ball am bitheadh tu 
Nach bithinn ort an deidh? 
Gur binne leam do chomh-radh. 
Nan smeorach air gheig 
Gu ’m b’ aite leam bhith d’ phdgadh 
An seomor leinn feinn. 

Tha corp is gil’ nan eala ort 
Ag snamh air bharraibh thonn. 
’S cumhraidh’ leam bias t-analach 
Na’n canal is e donn 
A ghaoil na bith ’g am mhealladh 
0 tha m’ anam ort an geall 
Gu’m b’ annsa pog do d’ liopaibh 
Na Inbhir-neis an geall. 

’S moch a ghabh mi eolas 
Air ainnir 6g na feile, 
Ann sna bailtibh mora 
'S i foghlam na beurla, 
Mu ’n d’ fhead mi bhi lan eolach 
Air boichid a h eadain, 
Gun leir i mo chridh’ uam. 
’S a ris cha ’n fhaigh mi fhein e. 

Is ann am Baile-chaolais 
A tha mo ghaols’ a chomhnuidh 
Innis d’ i nach fhaod mi 
Bhi d’ aonan am onar 
Le mhead’s a thug mi ’m ghaol duit 
’S nach d’ fhead mi do phosadh 
Mur furtaich thu le d’ ghaol orm 
’Se ’n t-aog m’ aite eomhnuidh. 

Theid mi dh’ Inbhir-neis o 
Seachduin o’ m maireach, 
Theid mi gun amharus 
Gu faidhir na Feill-Aindreas 
Biaidh leann air na tulaichin 
I’s tunnachan gle lan d’e. 
’S gu dearbh ge d’ chost e ’n t dr dhamh. 
Gu’n dl mi do dheoch-slainte. 

* From Albyn's Anthology. A favourite song throughout the Grampians and Hebrides, and referable to the “olden time” of Gaelic song. 
K.N. Ml 
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GUR TU MO NIGHEAN BONN BHOIDHEACH.* 

Moderate. 
CHORUS. 
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SEISD:—lu horo hu o 
Our tn mo nighean donn bhoidheach 
In ho ro hu o. 
’S fhada’s gur a fada 
’S fhada o’n bha mi toir ort. 

In ho ro hu o. 
Thuair mi sgeul o’n tra so ’n de 
A leubh mi nach do chord rium. 

lu ho ro hu o. 
Sgeula nach do thaitinn rium 
Mo leannan dol a phosadh. 

lu ho ro hu o. 

Mise ’muigh air cul na totadh 
’S tusa stigh a’ cordadh. 

lu ho ro hu o. 
’Geisdeachd ris na deucanan 
A’ cur do chliu an ordugh. 

lu ho ro hu o. 
’Geisdeachd ris na larlachan 
Ag iarradh gus do phosadh. 

lu ho ro hu o. 
Cha robh fiosam de bu choireach 
I bhi foille dhomh-sa. 

lu ho ro hu o. 

Gus an d’thuair mi fin gun fhios dith 
An litir bha na pocaid. 

lu ho ro hu o. 
Rug mi orra’s thug mi bhuaithe i 
’S bha i ’n gruaim gu leoir rium. 

lu ho ro hu o. 
Bha na daoir bha ruith o suillean 
Drughadh air a c’ota. 

lu ho ro hu o. 
Do Dheud mar chaile is aille dreach 
Mo chreach nach d'thuair mi coir ort. 

lu ho ro hu o. 

Is ann a thug mi ’n gaol a chraidh mi 
'Nighean bhan an t-seompuir. 

lu ho ro hu o. 

HO CHA CHEILINN NACH TU B’ FHEARR LEAM.** 
“I can’t conceal that I prefer you.” 

BOTHAN AIRIDH ’M BRAIGHE RAINEACH. 
“The Shieling in the Braes of Rannoch’.’ 

Slow and pathetic. 

m 
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1 -fnr-- 

* Yon are my bonnie maiden. 
** First published by Capt. Fraser. K. N. M. 1 
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THE GATHERING OF THE CLANS. 

* Where the Duchess of Gordon resided in Badenoch. K >'. M 1 
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THE ROYAL CAPTIVE.’ 

Largo. 
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Air by Queen Mary. 
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HO CHA-N E’lL MULAD OIRNN.** 

“The Emigrants Adieu!’ 

* “Composed by Scotland^ unfortunate Queen at the period she was immured in Loch Leven Castle’l 1567. 
In Hogg's “Jacobite Relics” this song is called “Lenachan’s Farewell” said to have been an Appin song, and composed by one Mac Murich, but in Capt./Vaser'i' 
Collection it is attributed to John Mac Murdo or Mac, Rae of Kinta.il. K. N. M. 1 
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FAILTE PHRIONNSAJ1715) 

^Princes Salute” 
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Pipers will kindly note that in all these Pibrochs most of the grace notes so essential for the bagpipes have been omitted so as to simplify this beautiful 
class of music for pianoforte players. Some of them have also been curtailed for the same reason. Any one acquainted with the pipes can supply 
their own grace notes ad libitum.—K. N. M. K. ^. M. 1 
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^Doubling of Yar. II quicker. 
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0 ' ' '0"0 

wmmm cxr 

.—-p...p T -—^'P-—p=p=' - - -? ? -~F P P] 

1 p^ ■■■ cP ^ p^-p-3 

^ LIJ££f-£^S eff-£pr..q^ 

__ " ^ p 

MZE yy > yy - * 

nr^-w 1 

—•—• y -y 0 0 M - -M 

0-dJ~UI-^j 

f f . y • =rn» y 0-0 y 

P-J P> 

4 iP* tP* -• 

ppsP 
p ■p^ pj p-j pj piJ pJ p> 

K. N. M. 1 
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BODAICH NAM BRIGIS.(16?71 

“The Carle with the Breeks.” Lord Breadalbeane’s inarch to the 
battle fought between him and 

the Sinclairs of Caithness. 
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III. 

Mrs. .\fnc Don i'll of Keppochs set 
There is an interesting history of this pibroch in the “Celtic Monthly” for June 1895 page 169. 
The different versions of "Mhnathan a Chlinne so" “Hail to the Chief" etc. have been taken from this air. Tradition says that a raid by the Lochaber Cattle- 

lifters into Srcri>0<ibeine’n country gave to the bard the idea of applying the term'Mhnathan a Ghlinne" in irony to the Breadulbane men. 
K.N.M.1 
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VII. Quicker. 
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IX. Quicker double time. 

K N M 1 
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FAILTE THIGHERNA STHRUAIN. 

Struan Robertson’s Salute. 

Slow. 
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I. Moderate. 

K. N. M. 1 
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A GHLASS MHEUR. 

The finger lock. 

Adagio. 
By Raonuill Mac Aileain Oig. one 

of the MacDonalds of Morar. 
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The above is only about half of the original pibroch. The pace and difficulties increase "pari passu" to the end. 
K. X. M. 1 
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Doubling of Var. I a little Quicker. 
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Doubling of Var. II. Quicker. 
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THE MARCH OF DONALD LORD OF THE ISLES TO THE BATTLE OF HARLAW (1411). 

K.N.M.l 
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CRODH LAOIGH NAM BODACH. 

‘ The Spraith (or Plunder) of the Lowlands now graze in the glens.” 
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The first part should be repeated after each variation. 
K X M. 1 
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CUMHADH MHIC AN TOISICH, M9 INTOSHES LAMENT ABOUT 1526. 

K.N.M. 1 
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TO THE MEMORY OF NORMAN M? LEOD OF M9 LEOD 22”.d CHIEF 

OF THE M9 LEODS. AIR, “CHA TILLE MI TUILE:’ 
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A CHOLLA MO RUIN. 

“Colin,my Dear.” 
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CUMHA MHIC CRUIMEIN.(1745) 

'M Crimmon’s Lament. 
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All these pibrochs are much curtailed in order to popularise them, Editor. 
K.N.M.l 
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Slow., 
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M9 INTOSHES LAMENT (1526). 
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Violin only. 
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D.C. 
Some of the variations may be occasionally prolonged as the 5^ may be carried on from this mark * as under. 
//* ft' h‘ tr> w ^ 

And the 8^ from the same mark ** as under. 

K. X. M. i 
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Tuning- THE FINGER LOCK. 

A ghlas mheur. 
Very slow solemn. By MacDonald of Morar. 
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The notes in the first part, marked with two points over them are to be held out a little beyond their due time, and gradually diminished in strength. At every •% 
the first part is to be played once over. K N M 1 



CDMHA CHRAOBH NAN TEOD. ‘ 

The Lament for the Harp tree. 

79 

* Note. — This Piabairachd is, according to Mackay, of ‘very high antiquity.” His opinion was that “the lament for the harp tree,” or tree of strings, might 
have been a bardic expression for the instrument itself. In the north it is called “Bean Sith,” either from being the “fairy tune,” or from a noted hill in 
Sutherland distinguished as “the fairy mountain.” The Gaelic name seems to indicate that it is a lament for the tree of which harps were made. — K.N.M. 

K.N.M.l 
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Maestoso again. 
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D. C. Thema. 
K. N. M. 1 
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CUMHA DHOMHNUILL DHUGHUIL MHIC-AOIDH. 
“Donald Duaghal Mackay’s Lament’.' 

Adagio. By Donald Mor Me. Crum men in 1649. 
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PIOBAIREACHD DHOMHNUILL DUIBH. 
Black Donald Balloch of the Isles. 

Andante. March to the battle at Lnverlochy 1427. 
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S LEAM FEIN AN GLEANN. 

The Glen is mine. 
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Adagio. 
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THE MASSACRE OF GLENCOE. 
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A. 1). 1692. 
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M? LEOD OF RAASAY’S SALUTE. 
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Andante. 

£ r\ } O' 
By Angus Mack ay. 

o 
Jcr 

3=* 

c if E 

g-r--  g 

i M ilF^ 
* 

Hi 

i ^ .s ^ i ^ rs } r R o .« o 
 m—W\- 0 . -l .. _ *  -r-fez: _ | . V y " it >p :.jg:„ i ~ S"p , : 
i-f f D r f 'i»-K»._r JJ r f-JJ77 l^-J-T..igi:^ t. . 

-+0- 
iHmfci 

3 
E 

|ii 

O O' o o o o o o 

PS 

jg r £ 

p 

# 
t/r 

o 

*4 
o o 

Si 

o 
Sir 

o ^ 

PS 

PTZjE »•' _ * 
O 

V—_ 

i 

o 

P ■ # ' 

*4 

Thumb Variation on pipes. 
^ w O 0^0 

Sj 

o o o 

m 

O' 
fee: 

O 

;p§p 

gWNli 
« 5i 

f 
eE 

N ^ 
E E 

O. 
o 
~y~ 

O o o 
o 

p 
P-Nr 

o 

PS" 

i 

K.N.M. 1 



93 

Var. I. 



94 

ii 
4? m • .» 

m 

o 

i ttoJlf cj cr^-e ta=tE 

Doubling of Yar. I8.4 

J* 

in 

J ^3 J ^ J J ^"~ 

i 
0— * 

ml { 
fi m  *»-»--- •£: 

^ " ^ 

mguf 

j:.. | j-^lj | | t £ ^ ^ ^ ^ PJ IT? 

i?^ 
j>:«. •. 0 

I^FU; [^T 

i. £ r N ^ f 

uruu- 

Etf-J c+-£^g i 

O 
0. -fLm 

m 
HEmr i^ r ^ p ^-3— ^ 

/?. c' 

K.N. M.l 



95 

HEY! JOHNNY COPE. 

Battle of Preston pans 1745. 

i 

Moderate. 
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THE BATTLE OF KILLICRANKIE * 
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Slow. 
March. 
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THE HIGHLAND BRIGADE AT WATERLOO^ 

Slow march. By John Gow. 
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* The battle of Killicrankie was fought on the l?*!1 of July 1680 between the Highland clans under command of Janies Graham of Claverhouse 
(Viscount Dundee) and a Dutch English army commanded by General Mackay. The latter were instantaneously defeated with considerable slaugh- 
ter. 

There are several other variations in the original. 
K.N.M.l 
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DEIL TAK THE WARS.* 

Grand with expression. 
■■■■■■■■ m- -m 

March. 
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* "Deil tak the wars that hurried my Billie from me’,’ old Scotch song1. 
K. N. M. 1 
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THE BATTLE OF KILLICRANKIE.* 

Slow. March. 
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THE HIGHLAND BRIGADE AT WATERLOO!* 

Slow march. By John Gow. 

* The battle of Killicrankie was fought on the 17‘h of July 1689 between the Highland clans under command of James Graham of Claverhouse 
(Viscount Dundee) and a Dutch English army commanded by General Mackay. The latter were instantaneously defeated with considerable slaugh- 
ter. 
** There are several other variations in the original. 

K.N.M.l 
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DEIL TAK THE WARS.* 

Grand with expression. 
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March. 
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SEUMAS RUADH. 

“Jamie Roy’.’ 
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* ‘‘Deil tak the wars that hurried tay Billie from me’,’ old Scotch song. 
K. N. M. 1 
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CAPTAIN MONRO’S FAVOURITE R.42. 

March. 
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aWhat care I for the Minister’.’ 
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100 

MISS GRAHAM OF INCHBRAKIE’S. 
Very slow with expression. By Nath. Gow. 
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*) From William Morrison's Collection. 
**) Sir Robert Rick 42d Regt. was hero of the Hyder-Pass-India and received Knighthood for the same. 
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HE’S O’ER THE HILLS THAT I LO’E WEEL. 
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LOGANS BONNIE WOODS AND BRAES. 

March. 

DUNTULM.* 

Quick step. 

MARCH OF THE 92n.d HIGHLANDERS. 

or the Highland Plaid. 

♦Duntulm Castle, an ancient strong-hold of the Mac Donalds of the Isles. 
K N. M l 
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THE HIGHLAND WATCH, NOW THE W* REGT. 

OR ROYAL HIGHLANDERS. 
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THE HEIGHTS OF THE ALMA. March. 
By W1? Ross 42n.d R. H. 
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ROXBURGH CASTLE. Quickstep. 
By Alexander Givan. 
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LOCHEILS AWA TO FRANCE. Quick March. 
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*) or Lochiels farewell to Isla. 
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fingal's weeping. 

March. 

Moderately slow. 

* 

THE LASS OF GLENSHEE. 
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THE HILLS OF GLENORCHY. 

March. 

Slow. 
THE HIGHLANDER’S LAMENT.* 
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VAR. I. Quick March 

mg m 
M=V 

atat 

fei 
*r f *r: M I • hr* l-i. 

II. 

m m 

fel fei fei fei -fei fei 

in. 

In “Hogg’s Jacobite Relics” the curses in this Song are said to have been pronounced on two Skye Chiefs who departed so wofully from the tenets 
and loyalty of their fathers. It is “ ’N earn Gorm,” Cairngorm mountain, in Capt. Fraser’s collection. Also known as “The Irish Girl.” —K. N. M 

K. N. M. 1 



MAC PHERSONS LAMENT. 
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Slow March. 
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SLOW MARCH (1794): 
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Very slow. 
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LAMENT FOR RUARIDH MOR M? LEOD. 
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CUILFHIONN* 
Old Set. 

Slow March. 

r - f f :=— r m r f m--f  ~P"  ^ r  1* 

SCOTLAND FOR EVER.** 
Trumpet March. 

*0r Fingal’s weeping. 
** Or “Brave Scotland!’ K. N. M. 1 
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COMING THROUGH THE HEATHER. 

THE CALEDONIAN MARCH. OR MARCH OF THE DIE HARDS S?1.*1 REGT.* 

^ This march, believed to be of great antiquity, was a great favourite with Duncan MacDonald of Dalness, Colonel of the b?*.11 Regt. or “Die Hards,” one of the 
heroes of the Peninsular war K.N. M. 1 
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THE TURKISH MARCH." 

Slow. 

dSz^pazM i iTii 
m .0- ' m 

^-P-r \ i I r 

* Or Napoleon's Grand March. K.N.M.l 
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LAMENT FOR MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS. 
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THA AN CUAN A’ CHUR EAGAL AIR CLANN NAN GAIDHEAL? 

The Highlanders’ March going to America. 
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Turn the Cows, Duncan. March. 
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*) Mrs. Mac Donell of Keppochs set. K.N. M. 1 
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BUACHILL NAN GOBHAR A’S BUACHILL NAN CAORACH. 

The Goat Herd and Shepherd. 
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THE MACKAY'S MARCH. 
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BONNIE STATHMORE. 
March. 

Soft and slow. 
M9 GREGOR’S SEARCH. 
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Slow March. 
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GILLEAN AN DROBHAIR. 

The drovers lads. 

Highland March. 
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GILLEAN AN FHEILIDH. 

Lads in the kilt. 

Slowly. 
Quickstep. 
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THEID MI LEAM FHEIN. 

I shall wander alone. 
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Lively. 
Is.1 set. 
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THEID MI LEAM FHEIN. 

I shall wander alone. 

March Time. 
2n.d set. 
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THE BATTLE OF THE BOYNE. 
The Original Highlands set. 

K.N.M. 1 
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THE HIGHLAND BRIGADE’S MARCH TO THE BATTLE OF THE ALMA. 
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THE Me GREGORS GATHERING. 

Boldly 
March and song. 
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Lively. 
THE MACDONALDS OF PORTREE.' 

By James Mauchline. 

m, 0 

"if 

* . I t § § 
* . i 

P 

nsH^HP 

2. 
0 0 
i 

"if "if 

as S Lf t1 leJ* 
i ^ * * • * "»> 

THE MACLAUCHLINS MARCH. 
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♦ 
This fine march was composed by Mr. James Mauchline for 2 Skye gentlemen-viz., Messrs. Harry and George MacDonald, Viewfield, Portree. 
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HIGHLAND RORY. 
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THE BARREN ROCKS OF ADEN. 
By A. Mac Kellar 78^ Highlanders. 

Quickstep. 
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THE SEAFORTH HIGHLANDERS. 
“Hurichum Harichim’.’ 
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Quickstep. 

THE BRAES OF RANNOCH. 
Me. Kenzie’s Farewell to Sutherland. 

Quickstep. 
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SI o wish. 
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GLENGARRY’S MARCH.* 
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*) Gaelic name. “A Shean Bhe&n Bhochd:' ‘ Poor old woman 
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THE BACK OF BENNICHIE.*) 
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*) Where Gaudie runs. K.N. M.l 
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THE 72nd HIGHLANDERS/ 

Quickstep. 

Moderate. 
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THE WHITE COCKADE. 
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♦ “The Glen-Ogle Highlander’s March” Ross,. K. N. M 1 
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LORD PANMURE’S MARCH. 
By John Me. Donald. 
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THE 71th HIGHLANDERS. 
Quickstep. 
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THE 79th FAREWELL TO GIBRALTAR 1848. 
By John MacDonald. 

Pipe Major. 

THE 92'1'1 GORDON HIGHLANDERS MARCH. 
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JOY GAE Wr MY LOVE, 

Rather slow. Very old Highland air. 

SE MO CHAS CHRUBACH.* 

My lame leg kept me behind. 

Briskly 
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NAPOLEON CROSSING THE ALPS. 
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BUGLE HORN. 

Briskly Quickstep. 
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DUKE OF YORK;S MARCH. 
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PRINCE CHARLIE'S WELCOME TO THE ILSE OF SKYE. 

Marziale con brio. 

K. N M. 1 
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ROTHIEMURCHUS DAUGHTER. 
March. 
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TAOBH LOCH LAOIMEIN.* 

"Loch Lomond side.” 
March. 
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Communicated bv Mr. Ewan Mac Donald. K N. M. 1 
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THE CELTIC SOCIETY’S QUICKSTEP. 

THE DUKE OF ROXBURGH’S FAREWELL TO THE BLACK MOUNT/ 

* Miss Forbes Farewell to Banff. K y. M 1 
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CAPTAIN CAMPBELUS MARCH. 



135 

GILLEAN A BHAILE SO. 

“Tho Village Lads” or “The Bride is a Bonnie Thing. Quickstep. 
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THE COCK OF THE NORTH. 
March time. 

'S FHEUDAN DHOMH FHEIN A BHI FALBH. 
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THA BONAID BEAG BIORACH AIR ALASDAIR. 

THE MARCHIONESS OF TULLIBARDINE. 
March. 

K. IV. M. 1 
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DORNOCH LINKS. 
Moderate. 
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Boldly. 

IAIN CAIMBEUL A BHANCAr 

“John Campbell of the Bank.” March. 
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* “The Rock and wee pickle tow,” or “The Gordon’s March'.’ k. y. m i 
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THE HIGHLAND LADDIE. 

THE INVERNESS GATHERING. 
March. (Cullodon battle day.) 
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THE BALMORAL HIGHLANDERS MARCH. 

By Aug us Mackay. 
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NOTE. “A” and “G” octave alternately in the bass 2 sharps 7 and 6. Your ear will tell you when to change from “A” to “G.” 
K.N.M.l 
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THE GLENDARUEL HIGHLANDERS. 

March. 

THE STRATH HERRICK HIGHLANDERS. 
March. 
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Words by 
Archibald McDonald. 

AN DOCTAIR LEODACH’S BIODAG AIR.* 

‘DF Macleod wears a dirk.” 

OKAN FOCHAID DO’N DOTAIR LEODACH. 

Thugaibh tlmgaibli 6b 6b, 
An Dotair Leodach’s biodag air, 
Faicill oirbb an taobh sinthall, 
Mu’n toir e’n ceann a thiota dhibh. 

’N uair bha thu a’d’ fhleasgach 6g 
Bu mhorchehuiseach le claidheamh thu, 
Chaidh Ailean muillear riut a chomhrag, 
’S leon e le bloigh speala thu. 

Bha thu W do bhasbair corr, 
’S claidheamh mor an tarruing ort, 
An saighdear is mios’ aig Righ Deorsa 
Chomhraigcadh e Alasdair. 

Gu’m biodh sud ort air do thaobh 
Claidheamh caol’s a’ ghliocartaich: 
Cha’n ’eil falcag thig o’n traigh, 
Nach cuir thu barr nan itean d’i. 

Biodag’s an deach an gath-seirg, 
An crios seilg an luidealaich; 
Bha seachd oirlich orra mheirg, 
’S gur mairg an rachadh bruideadh dh’ i. 

A bhiodag is miosa ’san tir 
’S a bheairt-chinn air chrith orra, 
Chnamh a faobhar leis an t-suith, 
’S cha ghearr i dh’ im na dh' itheadh tu. 

Claidheamh agus sgabard dearg, 
’S cearbach sud air amadan, 
’Ghearradh amhaichean nan sgarbh, 
A dh’ fhagadh marbh gun anail iad. 

Cha ’n e deoch bhainne no mheig 
’S cinnteach mi rinn uesa dhiot, 
Ach biadh bu docha leat na’n t-im 
Giobainean nan gugachan. 

’S iomadh farspag rinn thu mharbhadh, 
’S sulair garbh a rug thu air, 
A bhliadhna sin mu’n deach thu’n arm. 
Chuir uibhean sgarbh cioch-shlugain ort. 

’N uair theid thu do’n chreig gu h-ard, 
Cluinnear gair nan iseanan; 
’S ma thig am fulmair a’d’ dhail 
Sathaidh tu do bhiodag aim. 

’N uair a theid thu’n chreig tha shuas 
Fuadaicheadh tu chlisgeadh iad, 
Le dearsa do bhutain ruadh, 
’So do bhucaill chruadh’ch’s a’ghliogartaich. 

’N uair a theid thu’s a’ chreig-bhain 
Cha mhor do stath’s na sgorrachan; 
Cha tig an eunlaith a’d’ dhail 
Le faileadh do chuid dhrogaichean. 

N uair a theid thu air an rop, 
A righ! bu mhor do chudthrom air 
Ma thig an cipean as a’ ghrunnd, 
Cluinnear plumb nuair thuiteas tu. 

Bu tu theannaicheadh an t-sreang, 
Cha bhi i fann mur bris thu i, 
Direadh’s na h-iseanan a’d’ sgeith, 
Thoir leam gu’m feum thu cuideachadh. 

Cha mharbh thu urrad ri each, 
Ge leathunn laidir mogur thu; 
’S t’ airm cha dean a bheag a stath, 
Mur sgriobar clar no praisean leo. 

RUIDHLE MO NIGHEAN DHU.** 

“The Dark Maid’s Reel.” Song and Reel. 
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* Df Mac Lead was an eminent Skye Physician. ‘‘Ruidhle mo Nighean Dhu” is the proper reel after this tune. 
** CommTxti\.e.ntv.dL \iy MVSMac Donald Viewfield, Skye. 

K.N. M.l 
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MUNLOCHY BRIDGE. Strathspey. 
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“The boat leaking.” 

• a 

rerTTf 

Reel. 

a :z:a 

m 

0—0- 

& BE a ,y' 

.• a _a _ 

pH 

s.. r ir'»r»^=^ 
«■ ^ itfttr- ^ d.al ..a iz: 

—h- 
a 

-0- -0 
0 0- 

a a 
aa i :-5= j r-^ 

-r -0 w 0 * a 

£ • i- 

f 
a—-a 

a^=^ 

ir^ ; i 

p^frf^ggrf-rfT^ 

f 

* or “I’ll hap ye in my pladdie.” K.N.M.l 



THEID MI’N CEANN LOCH ALUINN.* 
Pipe tune Reel. 
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Mr.s RA HARRIS. 
Strathspey. 
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* fli go to Loch Aline head. Original pipe set. K.N.M.l 
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GIN I HAD A BONNIE LASSIE. 

M rui i b i. » 

Reel. 
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GLENDARUEL. 
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Strathspey. 
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MISS MENZIES OF MENZIES. 
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FEAR A' CHOIRE.* 
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Thug Fear a’ Ciioire’ fraoch air, 
Thug Fear a’ Choire’ monadh air, 
Thug Fear a’ Choire’ fraoch air, 
’S gu’m hi na coin an comaidh ris. 

CHORUS: U bhi il, Fear a’Choire, 
U bhi il, Bonaparte, 
U bhi il, Fear a’ Choire, 
Bidh na coin an comaidh ris. $e. frc. 

Mr.s DRUMMOND OF LOGIEALMOND’S REEL. 
By Neil Gow. 
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* Fragment of a Song composed by Gilleasbaig-Aotrom, a noted eccentric Skye character, for the late Alex. M'Kin-n'm, Esq. of Corry. 
K.N. M. 1 
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THE LADY MAC DONALD OF THE ISLES. 

MISS ANNIE MAC DONALD ORD. Strathspey. 
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MISS CORBETT’S REEL. 

* Nearly the same tune as the Duke of Gordon’s reel, by J/ex. J/f Glashan. 
** Almost the same tune as ‘Aleor. Dvff' by the late-2>. Campbell. 

K. N.M.l 
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Mrs MAC DONALD DUNACH. 
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Strathspey. 
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SUAS LEIS A BHAGALAIS. 

The Kilt is my delight. 
Strathspey or Reel. 

k. N. M. i 
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Strathspey. Pipe tune. 
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CHA TOIR IAIN MOR A NIGHEAN DHOMH. 

SEISD:_ Mo run air a cliomuim ud 
(CHORUS) Cha somolta neo-tliomadach. 

Mo dhiirachd do’n chomunn-ud Ann am Paehd-ulla gu h-ard 
Gun biio gun bholla ganndoibli. A'g na traigh iad angar. 

Mo riin air, ^ c. 

An cuala’ sibhs’ a bhainnis bhan ’Nuair a thainig iad a nios 
Bh’aig Eohban Mac-Dlxiighail di-mairt Rinn iad ath-chuinge re Brian. 

lad a bhi uille co-liath, 
Re ciabhag Fhir nabainse. 

Mo run air, #c. 
Labliair Fear na bainse fein 
Tlia dath airgid oirn’ gu leir, 
Ciod an cron tha oirn fu ’n gbrein 
Mar dean fear-beurra rann oirn. 

Mo run air, fife. 

Thuirt Paul Mac-Mhuirieh gu foil 
Agam-su ta bhratach slroil 
Is mar sguir am Bard ga sgleo 
Mar tlia mi beo theid sreang air. 

Mo run air, fife. 

(The remaining' five verses are in a similar strain.—EDITOR.) 
* If Charlie would only co me. 

** When played as a Strathspey both measures are to be repeated twice. Mc Pherson Strathmashie. a gentleman and scholar equal to the best gaelic bards, was born 
about 172°. K.NiU1 
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LADY MARGARET STEWART. 

ii' Reel. 
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THA GAOL AG AM AIR AN NIGHEAN. 
“I love the girl.” 
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THE BANNER OF ST. ANDREW.** 
Reel. 
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* Communicated by Jf* Barry Mac Donald. 
** Moderi) name “Appin House.” K.N.M. 1 
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COLONEL ALEXANDER MAC DONALD’S STRATHSPEY. 

THE SKYE VOLUNTEERS. 

With animation. 

K.N.M. 1 



152 
REEL OF TULLOCH. 

Miss Stuarts set. 
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RUIDHLE THDLLACHAIN* 
“Reel of Tulloch’.’ 
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Strathspey 
By John MacGregor. 
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THE SAME AS A REEL. 
Lively. Old Pipe set. 

* This very old tune is known throughout the Highlands as “Righ na Port”— the king of tunes. Several authorities agree in attributing it to John Gear McGregor 
of Glenlyonj but Mr Alex.Troup of Ballater informs me that it is claimed for the Grantown-on-Spey district, the “Tulloch” being six miles above that town,and 
that the graves of two of the victims of the massacre are still shown there, as well as the ruins of the barn where McGregor escaped to from a St Fillans mar- 
ket held at Killin. See Logan’s Scot. Gael.,vol. II., p. 259.— K. N. M 

K. N. M. 1 
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SE MO GHAOL AN GILLE DUBH. 

“My charming dark lad. 
(I would not give my sandy lad.) Reel. 
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GILLE CALUM. 
The sword dance. 

Strathspey and Reel. 

K. N. M. 1 
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LADY LOUIS HAYS STRATHSPEY 
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CAILLEACH LIATH RARSAR. 

The grey old lady of Raasay. 

1 

Reel 
by John-Dali Mackay. 

AN GILLE CRUBACH ANNS A GHLEANN.* 
“The cripple lad of the glen.” 
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Appendix to “The Gesto Collection.’ K.N.M.l* Engraved ^ Printed at Leipzig by OscarBrandstetter. 
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M-s COLT. 

Strathspey, 
by James Mauchline. 

SLEEPY MAGGIE. 

Reel. 

NEIL GOWS FIDDLE. Strathspey, 
by Nath Gow. 

K.N.M.l* 



MISS DUNDAS OF ARNISTONS REEL. 

by Nath. Gow. 

K.jy.M.i* 
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THE ORIGINAL SET OF THE BRAES OF MARR. 
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THE BRIDGE OF DEE. 
Reel by Jas. Young. 
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Words by 

Corporal ALEX. MAC KlNNON. 
AN DUBH-GHLEANNACH.* 

Moderate, with expression. 
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Latha dhomh’s mi’n cois na triighad 
Chuala mi caismeachd nan Gael, 
Dh’ aithnich mi meoir grinn a Blirathaich, 
Air siunnsair ur bu liighor gairich. 
A’s thuig mi gu’n a ghluais an t-armunn, 
Fear thogail nan tiir nasal,**statoil. 

vSi’n Dubh-Ghleannach a bh’ ann! 
Ho ro ghealladh, na co clmireadh i, 
—Trom oirre ’seinn 

Bu mhiann learn sunnt nam port eallanta, 
Bu chonnabhallach iirlar a’s gearraidliean, 
Dionach, lughor, dlii, neo-mhearachdacli— 
Tionndadh nan siubhlaichean caithreamacli, 
Dhuisgeadh lugh na smuis ’s na carraidean, 
Duthchas nan lann dii-ghorm tana dhuibh. 

Si’n Dubh-Ghleannacli, #c. 
Dhirich mi’m bruthach le h-eibhneas, 
Dli’ eisdeachd ri failte righ Seumas, 
Cliunra’ mi’n Druimineacli dhubh, ghleusda, 
Ouir fa-sgaoil a h-aodaich breid-ghil, 
Air machair mhin, sgiamhach, reidhleach, 
Mar steud cruitheach—’s i’ cuir reise. 

Si’n Dubh-Ghleannach, i>>c. 
Chunna’ mi’n Druimineach dhubh, dhealbliach, 
Long Alasdair ghlinnich nan garbh-chrioch, 
Mar steud rioghail air bharr fairge, 
Togail bho thir le sioda balla-bhreac, 
Suaicheantas rioghail na h-Alba, 
Gliluaiseadli na miltean gu fearra-ghleus. 

Si’n Dubh-Ghleannach, dec. 
’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, 
Dli’ eignich i Corran an diarrais, 
\S leum i air iteig mar ian as! 

Si’n Dubh-Ghleannach, tyc. 
’Nuair gheibheadh i cliathaich fo t'hars’ neachd, 
Soirbheas na sliasaid ga brosnachd, 
Mar shin ’ladh mial-chii bras-astrach, 
Na ruith air sliabh a’s fiadh air thoiseach, 
I direadh nan tonn Hath’s ga’n sgoltadh, 
Shnaitheadh i iad mar iarunn locrach. 

Si’n Dubh-Ghleannach, #c. 
Mhionnaich Neptune agus Aeolus, 
Bho n’ chaidh gaoth a’s cuan fo’n ordugh 
Nach do mhaslaicheadh cho mbr iad 
Bho linn na h-Airc a bha aig Noali, 
Gu robh ’n righ is airde comhnadh, 
Dion’s a sabhaladh Chloinn Dbmhnuill! 

Si’n Dubh-Ghleannach, tyc. 

Bha Neptune agus ^olus eudmlior — 
Dh-iarr iad builg nan stoirm a sheideadh 
Dh brdaich iad gach bbrd dh’i reubadh, 
’S na siiiil a stracadh na’m breidean, 
Le borb-sgread a’s fead na reub-ghaoith, 
’Cuir siaban thonn na steoll ’s na speuran. 

Si’n Dubh-Ghleannach, fife. 

Thoisich iir-spairn chruaidh mar dh’iarr iad, 
Chruinnich neoil dhubha na h-iarmailt, 
Na’n trom-luirichean dlii iargalt’, 
’S iad a trusadh surd ’sa lionadh 
Mar dhbrch smuid a fuirneis iaruinn, 
Gu bruchadh stoirm bha garbh a’s fiadhaich. 

Si’n Dubh-Ghleannach, fife. 
’N earalas fo laimh air gabhaidh 
Chuir sibh an ceann i gu dana; 
Gach cupall a’s stagh’s an robh failinn — 
Sparradh buill thaghta n’an aite; 
Slabhraidhean canach air faraidh, 
Theannaich sibh gu daingean laidir. 

Si’n Dubh-Ghleannach, fife. 
Bheartaich 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 bha Neptune saoithreach, stoirmeil, 
Mhaslaich an saobh-shruth ’s an dorch e! 

Si’n Dubh-Ghleannach, fife. 
Nochd an dubhair gniiis gun chaoimhneas, 
Sgaoileadh ciiirtearan na h-bidhche; 
Sgioba na h-iubhraich an gainntir 
On’ chiad duil gu cur Dun-aoibhneis 
Phaisg iad trian gach siiiil gu teann-chruaidh, 
A’s las iad ri cairt-iuil na coinnlean. 

Si’n Dubh-Ghleannach, fife. 
lomradh slitn do Chaiptein Alasdair, 
Le sgioba tabhachdach, bearraideach, 
Bumhiann learn failt’ ur cairdean dealai’ dhuibh, 
Calla seamh bho ghabhadh mharanan, 
Coinnidh bhaigheil bhlath gach caraid dhuibh, 
Pog bhur mathar, mhna’s bhur leannan duibh. 

Si’n Dubh-Ghleannach, fife. 
Chaidh righ nan soirbheas gu dhiilan, 
Aig miad na strannaraich’s na h-iipraid; 
Dh-fhosgail na builg air an ciilthaobh, 
Mun gann a fhuair iad an diinadh, 
Bha Maighdeann nam Mor-bheann cuirteil, 
An acarsaid fo shroin na diithcha! 

Si’n Dubh-Ghleannach, fife. 

* From jVc. Kenzies beauties of gaelic poetry. 
Alexander Me. Kinnon was born in Morar district of Arisaig in 1770 and died at Fortwilliam in 1814. He served with distinction at the battle of Alex- 
andria. The Editor considers the above the finest nautical song in the gaelic language. a 
** This song was composed on the pleasure-boat of Alexander M’Donald, Esq., of Glenaladale, who endeared himself to his countrymen by the ceno- 
taph he erected for Prince Charles Stuart in Glenfinnan. 

K.N.M.i* 
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BRAIGH LOCHIALL. 
‘’The Braes of Lochiel!’ 

BRAIGH 
SEISD: — 111 obha ho, [ 

CHORUS Ho iriri u 0, | 
E. hoiriunn og u, | 
0 irriri u 0. | 
111 obha ho. 

0 theid, c’ nim’ nach teid, 
Naile theid mi thairis 
Gu innis nam bd \ 
Far an ceolmhor ainnir. 

Ill obha ho, ^fc. ^ 

Gu innis nam bd - 
Far an cedlmhor ainnir. 
Gu braigh Lochiall. 
’N dean am fiadh am langan 

111 obha ho ifc. !• 

’Us eurbag nan stuchd, 
Gu luthar eangarra, 

111 obha ho Sfc. 

A bhean an fhuilt reidh 
Guidheam fein mo bheannach dhuit \ 

111 obha ho dfc. | 
Mo bheannach a’d dheigh, 
O’n’s eudar dealachadh. 

Ill obha ho fife. c 
’S math thig breid ban 
lar u charadh beannachort. 

Ill obha ho fife. [ 

LOCHIALL. 

Mu aghaidh gun sgreing 
Nan gorm-shul meallanoch. 

Ill obha ho fife. 

Is minic a bha mi 
’N airidh ghleannaich leat: 

111 obha hd fife. 

Am bothan beag dluth 
’Us diinadh barraich air 

111 obha hd fife. 

Lamh thogail an ail 
Bha"tlaths riut ceangoilte. 

Ill obha hd fife. 

’N am gabhail mu thamh 
Chu bu chuamhan teallafth dhuinn 

111 obha hd fife. 

Mo lamh fo d’ cheann 
’S do lamh gheal tharam, 

111 obha hd fife. 

Mo thaobh ri d’ thaobh 
’S sinn maoth-chri’ch tairis 

111 obha hd fife. 

'S TRUAGH NACH ROBH MISE AN TIR MHIC LEOID. 

K.N M l* 
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AN GILLE DUBH. 

MO GRILLE DUBH. 

ORAN LUADHAIDH! 
“Waulking Song? 

2. ’S tim dhomh ’nis bhi’triall gu baile-, 
Hi ri ri ri i huo 

3. Ghis am faic mi ’ghaol ort aealladh. 
0 boro hi ri huo hu hiio horo 

4. Air la fuaraidh urail earrach; 
Hi ri etc. 

5. Muc ga sgriobadh’s mart ga feannadn 
0 lioro etc. 

Moderate. 
Verse. 

ORAN LUADHAIDH!* 

“Waulking Song?’ 

Chorus. 

I 
£ W 

ei-le.Faillill Dh’ eirich mi mochmadainn 
r 

Cheitein. Faillill 6 hill u ill 6, Hiuraibh 

ml W 

6 ho-ro 

m 

6 hill ii ill 

* Pm- 

ORAN LUAHHAIDH. 
Dli eirich mi modi madainn Cheitein, 

SEISD.— Faill ill 6 hill ii ill 6, 
Hiurabh 6 ho-ro eile, 
Faill ill 6 hill u ill 6. 

’S chuala mise sgeul bha eibhinn. 
Faill ill o, etc. 

Gu’n robh gaisgich dheas air eirigh. 
Faill ill o, etc. 

A chur beatha’n cainnt na Feinne. 
Faill ill o,etc. 

Gu cinnteach cha bu bheag a feum air. 
Faill ill o,etc. 

Chaidh iad cruinn an ceann a cheile. 
Faill ill o, etc. 

Thuirt iad gu’n robh chanain feumail, 
Faill ill o, etc. 

Anns an sgoil,cho math ri Beurla. 
Faill ill o,etc. 

Sud an duine a rinn feum dhuinn. 
Faill ill o,etc. 

Friseal-Mac-an-Toisich gleusda. 
Faill ill o,etc. 

Togaibh luinneag agus seisd dha. 
Faill ill o, etc. 

Ardaichear e gus na speuran. 
Faill ill o,etc. 

Leis na Gaidheil’s gach aite’n teid e. 
Faill ill o, etc. 

The choruses are sung alternately. 
^From Sinclairs Oranaiche. K.N.M.l* 
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AN GILLE DUBH SUGACH . 

“The Merry dark lad.” 

AN GILLE DUBH SUGACH. 
CHORUS Faill ill othoro, hu-o-ro, 

Faill ill othoro, hu-o-ro, 
Faill ill othoro, hu-o-ro, 
Gur h-e mo ghille dubh sugach thu. 

Mo ghille dubh,gaolach, uallach, aigeanach, 
Sunndach, suairc’, gun ghruaim air t-aigneadh, 
Leam bu mhiann do choradh falaich, 
Gun siubhlainn fada bho’m dhaoine leat. 

Faill ill othoro, ^c. 
Bha mi soillear a measg ghruagach, 
Goal mar noeinein air Ion fuarain, 
Ach on rinn do ghaol’ mo bhualadh, 
Threig gach snuagh a’s faoilte mi. 

Faill ill othoro, fire. 
Dh’fhalbh thu fasach airidh ghlinne, 
Fhuair thu dhiom na bha thu sirreadh, 
Gur h-e dh’ fhag mo shuilean silteach, 
Gun chuir do mhire bho siigradh mi! 

Faill ill othoro, fire. 

Tha mi cheist an Gael greannar, 
Se do bheul is suairce labhras, 
Ge do dhiultainn cuirteir Gallda, 
Dh’ fhalbhainn gleann a’s aonach leat, 

Faill ill othoro,fi“c. 
Ged do chuir thu mise suarach, 
’S te' eile bhi diugh ga luaidh riut, 
Bi' dh mi ort an nochd ri bruadar, 
’S tu mo luaidh’n uair dhuisgeas mi. 

Faill ill othoro,firc. 

Words by Alex. Mac Donald. 
a a Moderate. 

HO RO MO BHOBUG AN DRAM. 
“The favourite dram” 

m 

a Highland Bumper. 

0 

mm 

MO BHOBUG AN DRAM. 
AIR FONN—“The ducket you want'.' 

LUINNEAG. 
Ho ro mo bhobug an dram, 
Ho ri mo bhobug an dram, 
Ho ro mo bhobug an dram, 
’S e chuireadh an sodan na nr cheann. 

Fhearabh ta’r suidhe ma’n bhord, 
Le’r glaineachean cridheil n-’ar dorn, 
Na leanamaid ruidhinn air 61, 
Ma mill sinn ar bruidhinn le bol. 

Ho ro mo, fire. 
Na tostachan sigeanta fial, 
’Ga’n aiseag gu ruige mobhiall, 
Bu mhireagach stuigeadh, a’s triall, 
Am mar sal le ciogailt tro’ m’ chliabh. 

Ho ro mo, fire. 
’S tu chuireadh an cuireid’san t-sluagii, 
’N am cogaidh ri aodainn man ruag, 
Gun olamaid sgaile dhiot gu luath, 
Ma sguidseamaid slacain a truaill’. 

Ho ro mo, fire. 
’S tu dh’ fhagadh sinn tapaidh san toir, 
N am tarruinn man glas-lann ri sroin, 
’Nuair thilgte nabreacain de’n t-slogh, 
’S a truaill, bheirt a mach claidhe mor. 

Ho ro mo, fire. 
Ge tu mo leannan glan ur, 
Cha phog mi gu dilinn thu’n ciiil; 
Ach phogainn,a’s dheodhlainn thu riiin, 
Nuair thig thu’s Jacobus na d’ghniiis: 

Ho ro mo, fire. 

< An t-ainm sin is fearr ata ann, 
Ainm Sheumais a chuir air do cheann; 
’S e thogadh an sogan fo m’ chainnt, 
’S a dh-fhagadh gu blasda mo dhram. 

Ho ro mo, fire. 
Fadamaid teine beag shios, 
Na lasraichean ciuin a ni grios, 
A gharas ar claigeann’s ar cri’, 
’Sa dh-fhogras ar n’ airteal,’s ar sgios. 

Ho ro mo, fire. 
| Gur tu mo ghlaineag ghlan lorn, 

Mo leannan is cannaiche fonn; 
Ged rinneadh thu dh’ fheamain nan tonn, 

( Gur mor tha do cheanal na d’ chom. 
\ Ho ro mo, fire. 

0 fair a ghaoil channaich do phog, 
Leig clannadh d’ a t-anail fo’m’ shroin, 
Gur cubhraidh leam fannal do bheoil, 
No this agus mire na h-E6rp. 

| Ho ro mo, fire. 
0 aisig a ghlaine do phog! 
Cuir speirid n’ ar teangaidh gu ceol; 
An ioc-shlainte bheannaichte choir, 
A leasaicheas cnamhan a’s feoil! 

Ho ro mo, fife. 

K. N. M. 1* 
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HUGAIBH AIR NIGHEAN BONN NAM MEALL-SHUIL. 

“The Bewitching eyed brown maid? 

Moderate 

NIGHEAN BONN NAM MEALL-SHUIL. 

Hiigaibh air nigh’n donn nam meall-shuil, 
’S trom mo cheum an deigh mo leannain; 
Hiigaibh air nigh’n donn nam meall-shuil! 

Mo nighean donn nam mala caola, 
’S misde mi na thug mi ’ghaol dhuit; 
Cha d’ fhuair mi dhuit cron no aobhar, 

Ach cho aomach’s bha do ghealladh. 
Hiigaibh, etc. 

’S mo nighean donn nam meall-shuil blatha, 
’S misde mi na thug mi’ ghradh dhuit. 
Learn nach b’ aithreach suidhe lamh riut-, 
Thug thu dhomh do lamh’s do ghealladh. 

Hugaibh, etc. 

Gur a lionmhor mais a’ fas ort, 
Bho mhullach do chinn gu d’ shailtean-, 
Leis gach beus cha leir dhomh d’ fhaillinn-, 
Thug thu barr air each le ceanail. 

Hugaibh, etc. 

Do phears’ aotrom, aoidheil, sunndach, 
Fonnmhor, gun bhi trom air urlar, 
Seang-chorp fallan, gun bhi diimhail, 

Cho math’s gu’n tig giinn bho’n cheannach. 
Hugaibh, etc. 

’S iomadh sruthan mear mu d’ ghuaillean, 
| Lachannaich, da thaobh Choir-uanain, 

Griogaraich nan lann bho’n Ruadh-shruth, 
| D’ am bu dual an ruaig a leanailt. 
i Hugaibh, etc. 

Meur is foghlumt’ air cur greis thu, 
Beul is binne,’s grinne leughas, 
’S tu mar smebrach aims a’ cheitein 

’Gabhail bheus air gheugan barraich. 
Hugaibh, etc. 

Moire’s i mo ghaol an ribhinn! 
Cas is deise’theid roimh’n ruidhle. 
Mala chaol mar it’ an fhior-eoin, 

Deud geal ibhri, dionach, daingean. 
Hugaibh, etc. 

So mo litir’s giiilan bhuam i 
Chum na ribhinn thug mi luaigh dhi, 
’S innis dhi nach toir mi fuath dhi, 

Gus an dean an uaigh mo sgarradh. 
\ Hugaibh, etc. 

’S iomadh latha chaidh mi’n cheardaich, 
’S mi’n diiil gu’n deanainn do thaladh, 
’S bho’n thug d’ athair aghaidh-nair’ dhomh, 

Bidh mi ’fagail agad beannachd. 
Hugaibh, etc. 

K.N.M. l* 



Words by 
James Munro. 

AM FIADH * 
The Deer. 

11 

AM 
0! Gait’am facas, 
A' falbh air faiche, 
A" siiiblial leacuinn, 
No ’g astar sleibh-,— 
Le bhian dearg maiseacli 
Le sheang-chruth bras-mhear,— 
Bu bhoidhche pearsa 
Na mac an fbeidh? 

A chuinnean fiata 
’S a’ ghaoith’, ’s e ’dian-ruith 
Feadh thorn an riabhach 
Nan cian bheann ced; 
Le ’ard-uchd aluinn, 
Le ’chabar cracach, 
S le eangaibh sar-chlis 
An am na. toir ? 

Gur binn am chluasaibh 
An langan uaiblireach 
A thig o’n rua-ghreigh 
O n chruachan ard; 
Gur grinn air fuaran 
An eilid chuannda 
’S a laogh mu’n cuairt d’i 
Hi luaineis bhath. 

FIADH. 
An cluas— gu claisteachd— 

\ An sail—gu faicinn — 
An cinn s an casan — 
Co-ghrad gu leir! — 
B ’i n obair uasal 
A bhi g an cuartach, 
’S a" caitheamh luaidhe 

; Le buaidh ’nan deigh. 
* 

Gur trie a dh eirich mi 
’Shiubhal sleibhe 
Roi shoillse greine, 

| 'S a rinn mo lamh 
An lan-damh nuallach 
A chur na thuaineal, 
’S ii thoirt gu h-uallach 
O n f huaran bhlar 

IAch, nis, on gheill iad,— 
Mo neart’s mo speirid — 
S nach dean mi eirigh 
Ach mall, gu triall; 
Cha tog mi aonach 

■ Le gaodhar aotrom; 
’S cha dean mi faobhach 
Air sraod nam bian! 

AN OLD SKYE AIR. 

* See “'Am FilidlT published in 1840. K.N.M.l* 



CRONAN. 
A mournful tune or pathetic ode. 

m 
^5* 

m* i 
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LAOIDH DHIARMAID. 
The lay of Diarmid. 

Slow. 

tei 
^ * m 

PZJ 

LAOIDH OSGAIR. 
The lay of Oscar. 

i • p r*- 
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LAOIDH FHRAOICH. 

K N.M.l* 



CNOC MHARTAINN.* 

Lively ^ 

ur^- I m m: m M m 

A child’s dancing song. 

Sis 

“ 

,y ^ 

~r~'9 

ii ar. m 

Words by FAIGH A NUAS DHUINN AM BOTUL. 
AileanDall or Blind Allan. Bring down the bottle. 

ORAN DO MHAC-’IC-ALASDAIR GHLINNE-GARAIDH. 
LE AILEAN DALL. 

Faigh a nuas dhuinn am botul, 
S theid an deoch so mu ’n cuairt, 
Lion barrach an copan, 
Cum socrach a chuach; 
Tosda Choirneil na feile 
Leis an eireadh gach buaidh, 
Oighre Chnoideart a bharraich, 
’S Ghlinne-garaidh bho thuath. 

Thig ort measair a’s adharc, 
Agus taghadh nan arm, 
Le d’ mbiol-choin air lomhainn, 
’S iad romhad a falbh: 
’Nuair tLeid thu do ’n mhonadh, 
Bidh full air damh dearg; 
Cas a shiubhal an fhirich, 
Leat ’chinneadh an t-sealg. 

Faigh a nuas, Sfc. 
S tu marbhaich’ a choilich, 
’S moch a ghoireas air chrann, 
Bhuic bhioraich an t-seilich 
Agus eilid nam beann: 
S trie a leag thu na luath’s 

A chaol-ruaghag s a mang, 
Nuair a ruigeadh do luaidhe 
Cha ghluaiseadh iad eang. 

Faigh a nuas, #c. 

| ’S tu namhaid na h-eala, 
iLamh a mhealladh a gheoidh; 

B’ fhearr leat ’fhaicinn’s an adhar, 
Na na laidhe air Ion, 
Air iteig ga chaitheamh 
S luaidhe neimh’ air a thoir 
Bho ghunna beoil chumpaich. 

£ ’S cha bhiodh uin’ aige bed . 
Faigh a nuas, #c. 

Lean do chruadal, ’s do ghaisge, 
’S am fasan bu dual 
A bhi colgarra, cosant' 
Gu brosnachadh sluaigh: 
Gu h-armailteach, treubhach, 

[ Gu geur lannach, cruaidh, 
’S .tu shliochd nam fear treuna, 
Nach geilleadh’s an ruaig. 

Faigh a nuas, fire. 
Tha'n naidheachd so fior 
Aig luchd innse nan duan, 
Gur sgeul e ro chinnteach, 
Air do shinnsir bha buaidh; 
Nach do dhibir an deas-lamh, 
Ach seasamh’s gach uair 
'S i bhuidhneadh a chis 
Ri uclid strithe le fuaim. 

Faigh a nuas, fife. 

¥ The round hill forming- one side of Gesto Bay. K.N.M.l* 
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I iim indebted to Allan Me. Donald, Esqr. younger of Waternish, Skye, for the above photographs of women waulking cloth which is now rapidly dying 
out. The eldest or best singer leads with the verse and all join in the chorus. Editor. 

K.N.M.1* 
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HO RO, HUG 0, HUG 0! Also the air of ‘‘Am bron binn’" 
and "Laoidh a choin duibh1' 

Ho ro, hug o, hug 6 ! 
Lath chaidh Ri lir a gh 61! 

Thugaihh i o! Sint’ thugaihh i! 
Hha n tigh mhor e fhein sa bhean. Ho ro, ^c. 
Snagadaireachd ghearre mheur, 
Dhochainn e’n fheoil gu cnaimh glas. Horo^c. 
An t-eagal a ghabh e mu mheur, 
Chaidh an anail na eeo as. Ho ro, ^rc. 

Chruinnich a chair dean mu’n cuairt, 
Gus a thoirt gu uaigh gun stad. Ho ro, fire. 
Thug a bhean na mionnan mora, 
Nach rachadh ise far an lie. Ho ro, fire. 
Gus an d’rachadh a cuir sios — 
Fo n fhod, i fhein, sa fear. — Ho ro, fife. 

THA SNEACHD AIR NA BEANNAIBH DIDRACH. 
There is snow on the mountains of Jura. 

Rowing time. 

s 

SOLO. 
r—r— 

mm 

i 

rt 

i P 

m 
FONN. 

: ' 

(Oran luadhaidh.) 
Waulking song. 

rH+- 

i 

3: 

Tha sneachd air na beannaibh Diurach! 
f 0, hi u, bhi o! 

FONN. ; 0 hor ibh 6, ro hug eile. 
CHORUSi 0, hi u,bhi 6! 

Oha tromaid dhoibh sud a ghiulan. 0, hi u,bhi o! 
Cha toir ceo na uisge dhiit e. 0, hi u, bhi 6! 
Struagh nach mise bh’ air an ciil-thaobh. 0, hi u,bhi 6! 
Chuirinn calb an fheidh na spriiiraibh. 0, hi u, bhi 6! 
’S earbag bheag na meanbh-chas luthor. 0, hi u, bhi o! 
An eala cha tig slan o n t-fhudar. 0, hi u,bhi o! 
S a chearc-liath air bharr stixcaibh. 0, hi u,bhi o! 
Coileach dubh a’s binne tuchan. 0, hi u, bhi 6 ! 
Leagte bian dubh’us bian ruadh learn. 0, hi u,bhi o! 
S ron-leith an cois an t iiibhraich. 0, hi u, bhi 6! 
Nighean a chinn duibh na biodh gruaim ort! O, hi u,bhi 6! 
Cha chum lughad do storais bhuam thu. 0, hi u, bhi 6 ! 
Tha do thochradh annad ghruaidhean. 0, hi u, bhi 6! 
’Sa chuid eil’ am barr a chuailein. 0, hi u, bhi d! 
Tha port air gillean mine Eachain. 0, hi u,bhi 6! 
Cha phort tha ann ach cion aisig. 0, hi u, bhi 6 ! 

* 1 am much indebted to Miss Frances Tolm.ie of Skye for all the following waulking songs, and most of the other airs, many of which would have been 
lost, had she not preserved them as sung of old. Editor. 

** Struagh nach robh sainnseal bhuam aca. 
K.N.M.l* 
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AILEAN, AILEAN 'S FAD AN CADAL. 

. Allan, Allan, long is the sleep. 
Lively. 

| J ~ * 

-r-r $ r * i 
r 

$ 

r * 

(Oran luadhaidh.) 
Waulking song. 

*; 
r 

7?. ^7. 
AILEAN, AILEAN,’S FAD AN CADAL! 

(ORAN LUADHAIDH) MAR A DHEANADH MUIME. 
CHORUS— Sinf thugaibh i, n aill leibh i, 

0 ho, thugaihh i q! 
Ailean, Ailean s fad an cadal! 

0 ho, thugaihh i o! 
Tha n uiseag gairm’s an lath air glasadh! 
Tha n ced air sgaoileadh air an leachdainn. 
’S fad o n chairich mi do leaba. 
’S cha b’ ann air lie luim a thladaich. 
Air clairibh do iuinge faide. 

0 ho thugaibh i 6! 
0 ho tliugaibh i d! 
0 hd thugaihh i d! 
0 hd thugaibh i d! 
0 hd thugaibh i d! 

[ ( 
Chunnacas bat’ dol seach an rudha 
Chrath mi fhein mo bhreacan riutha 
’Us cha b’ ann air ghaol am fuigheall, 
Air ghaol dg, an dr-fhuilt bhuidhe, 
Dhireadh beann’s a thearnadh bruthach, 
Dh’ fhagadh calb an fheidh na spriuraibh, 
’Us eala bhan na spdga dubh, 

0 ho thugaibh i o! 
0 ho thugaibh i o! 
0 ho thugaibh i o* 
0 ho thugaibh i o! 
0 ho thugaibh i o! 
0 ho thugaibh i o! 
0 ho thugaibh i o! 

CHAIDH MIS’ DHA’N TRAIGH. 
I went to the Shore 

Slow measure. 

5 

(Oran luadhaidh.) 
Waulking song. 

i i 

iPT •- I 
pm 

Ailean duinn nach till thu’n taobhsa 
0 hd, hi ri ri u o! 

Ailean duinn nach till thu n taobhsa 

AILEAN DUINN. 
Ailean duinn a bhroillich shoillear 
Shuibhlainn coiH’ us doire dluth leat. 

Ailean duinn #c. 

Ailean duinn, a laoigh ’sa thasgaidh. 
’Strom an sachd tha air mo ghiulan 

Ailean duinn #c. 

OCH, MAR THA Ml. 
(ALAS FOR ME.) 

Och, mar tha mi,’s mo chridhe trom. < Mo chridhe craiteach,a caoidh mo chairdean 
S cianail tha mi, ’s cha tog mi fonn, \ S gur t^uagh a dh fhag mi mo nighean donn. 

* Same air as “An t-eilean Muileach“ with words by Dougald Mc.Phail. See “the Celtic Lyre” translation by Fionn. 
K. N.M.l* 



Andante. 

CUMHA MHIC GILLE-CHALUM A B' OIGE. 
Lament for Me. Leod, younger of Raasay. 

/Cn 
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CUMHA MHIC GILLE-CHALUM A B’OIGE. 

S mi nam shuidh air an fhaoghlainn, 
Gun fhailte gun fhuran, 
Cha tog mi fonn aotrom, 
Bho Dhi-h-Aoine na dunaich. 

Hill 6, hill d ho, hill d, 
0 ro hu d rill d hd, hu ill d hd,hill d. 

Cha tog mi fonn aotrom 
Bho Dhi-h-Aoine na dunaich, 
Ach ri tuireadh’s ri caoineadh, 
Tha mo dhaoine’s na grunnaibh. 
Gille Calum a b’ dige 
’S Iain Mor mo sgeul duilich. 

Sud na fir a bha laidir 
Gus na sharaich a mhuir iad. 
Gun sidd air an cluas-aig, 
Ach fuarachd natuinne. 
Ann an goirtean na trathad, 
Tha mo ghradhsa bho’n uiridh. 
Gun mhire,gun mhanran, 
Gun Taileasg ga iomairt, 
Gun do mhial-choin air iallach, 
Gu bhi triall cho ’n a mhunaidh, 
Gu fireach na seilge. 
Na gu garbhlach a Chuilinn. Hill d, #c 

DOMHNULL NAN DOMHNUILL. 

1 Dughallan dubh Diighallan! 
FONN.? Dughallan dubh tha mi sireadh. 

< Dughallan dubh Dughallan! 
Dughal a direadh’s a tearnadh. 
Mu dha thaobh’s mu bhraigh a ghlinne. 

Dughallan dubh, Sfc. 
Dughal dualach Dughal fainneach. 
Dughal nan cuach tha mi sireadh. 

Dughallan dubh, Sfc. 

Dughallan dubh, air a bhath-adh. 
Cha n fhaic mi mo ghradhan tilleadh. 

Dughallan dubh, #c. 
Cha leig mise rim’ bheo, 
A bhuachailleachd nam bd thu tuilleadh. 

Diighallan dubh, 5rc. 

K.N.M.l* 
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Word# by the 

“ClABAN MABACH" 
„ ii Andante. 

B’ ANNSA CADAL AIR FRAOCH. 
’T were better on heather to sleep. 

: 
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A fairy’s lullaby. 

3§E± 

Andante. 
CAIDIL THUS’ A GHAOIL! 

Sleep,thou love. 

as 

m ♦ S 
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l 

Caidil thus’ a ghaoil! 
Caidil thus’ a ghaoil! 
Oaidil thus’ a ghaoil! 
’N leaba chaol nan clair. 

Words and air by 
Murdoch Mac Kenzie. 

CAIDIL THUS’A GHAOIL! 
ORAN NA BRAN SHITHEADH. 

I Cha bhi mise bhuat, 
| Cha bhi mise bhuat. 
\ Cha bhi mise bhuat, 
f Mach air uair na dh'a. 

AN LAIR DHONN. 

Caidil thu o! 
Caidil thu o! 
Caidil thu b! 
Dean o! tamh! 

in 133 122 
i 
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AH LAIR DHONN. 
LE MURCHA MOR MAC MHIC MHURCHAIDH EAR AICHEALAIDH. 

Tha mise fo ghruaim, 
’S gun mi n caidridh a chuain, 
Cha chaidil mi uair air choir. 
Tha mise fo ghruaim, 5fc. 
Ge socrach mo ghleus, 
Air capull na leum, 
Cha chaisgear leam m’ fheum le treoir. 
Loth philleagach,bhreun, 
Fo phillin’s fo shrein, 
Aon ghille na deigh bu lod; 
Cha tugadh i ceum, 
Ach duine’s i-fein, 
’S gu’n cuireadh i feum air Ion. 
Na’n gabhaidh i sgios, 
’S e b’ fheudar dol sios, 
’S a treigsinn ge b’ fhiamh an tdir; 

Cha b’ ionnan’s mo lair, 
Air linne nam bare, 
Bi’dh gillean a ghna cuir bhod. 

lubhrach shocrach a chuain 
Dha’n cliii toiseach dol suas, 
’S croinn dhosrach nam buadh fo shebl, 
Air bharrabh nan stuadh, 
’Cuir daraich na luaths, 
’S buill tharuinn nan dual ’n am dhbrn. 
’S i b' aighirich ceum, 
Dha’m faca mi-fein, 
’S cha chuireadh i feum air Ion; 
Cha n iarradh i moll, 
No fodar, no pronn, 
Ach sodradh non tonn fo sroin. 
Reubadh mara le surd 
Fo bheul sgair agus siiigh, 
Deis a barradh gu dlu le brd; 
Ruith chuip air a clar, 
S i druite fo shal, 

’S bu chruit leam a gair fo sheol. 

i Be sud m’ aighear’s mo mhiann. 
Ged ghlasaich mo chiabh, 
S cha shlat agus srian a'm" dhbrn; 

l Ged thigeadh an ruaig, 
Le caitheamh a chuain, 
Cha laidheadh oirn fuachd no lebn. 
Fhir a dh’im’ cheas an lar, v 
Bho nach cinnteach mo thriall; 
Bi g’ innse gur bliadhn’ gach lb; 
’S heir an t-soraidh so null, 

? Air fad oir thir an fhuinn, 
Far am faighte na suinn a’g bl. 

\ Gu Innis an fheidh, 
Gu eirir an eisg, 
Far nach diolar leam feich air lbn; 
Gu eilein nan tonn, 
Nam ban alluinn’s nan sonn 
Bu mhileanta fonn mu bhbrd. 

Gu comunn mo ruin, \ S sinn gun ardan gun stri, 
Nach cromadh an t-shuil, [ Gun aireamh air ni 
’N am tromachadh dhuinn air pbit, f ’Cuir saradh am fion’s ga bl. 

* For words see Me. Kenziex Beauties p. 53. K.N.M.l* 
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THOG AM BATA NA SIUIL. 

The boat hoisted the sails. 

With spirit. (Rowing time.) 

(Oran luadhaidh.) 
Waulking song. 
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THOG AM BATA, NA SIUIL 

Thog am bata na siuil! 
I ri u, i u! 

Mach a Colla gu Rum! 
I ri u, i u! 

Hi ri ri ibh o, ho hi ibh 6 
Ho ro hu ribh, o ho ro, 
Mach a Colla gu Rum, 

I ri u, i u! 

Gu Hirt nan eun fionn. 
Bha mo leannans’ air an stiuir, 
Fear a s gile cul diiirn, 
Fear a’s guirme da shixil, 
Fear a’s clannaiche cul. 
Struagh nach robh mi’s mo ghradh 
Air eilean maradh nach traigh 
Nach ruig curach na bat. 
Na coit an da ramh 
Gun edlas air snamh. 

ORAN NA GRUAGAICH* 

Chaorain nach dean thu solus dhomh! 
E ho hi ri ri ibh o ho! 

Gus am faic mi fear ard a bhroillich ghil. 
E ho hi ri ri ibh o ho, 
Hi ri, ho rann 6. 

Buachaille luaineach mu bhruachan a ghlinne s’ thu. 
Air an d’ fhas a ghruag na clannaibh air! 
’S mis’ a bhean bhochd tha gu bronach, 
’S mi’n sa ghleannan so nam onar! 
’S mis’ a bhean bhochd tha gu craiteach, 
’S mi ’g ad chaireadh laoigh do mhathair. 
’S mi gun phiuthar, ’s mi gun bhrathair, 
Righ nan Hul! Bi teachd lamh rium. 

ORAN CADAIL. 

Co ni bhiiirich! 
Ni crodh h-Uinis — 

Co ni ’n citheaman? \ Co ni gheumnaich? 
Ni crodh Shnitheasord, l Ni crodh Gheus-do. 

The “Gruagach’,’ or long-haired one, was a good being who presided over the cattle folds, and while alluded to as if he were a young woman, was a beautiful youth 
with long golden hair and a shining white bosom. He carried a rod in his hand, with which he would smite anyone who was ungentle with the cattle. The song is 
the lament of a woman whose daughter having said a “bad word” to a cow, the "Gruagachy though invisible, struck her, and she died. The mother laid out the body 
and sat watehing all night by the fire, while the “Gruagach” was leaning over the roof of the hut and gazing at her till day-break, when he vanished away. 

K.N.M.l* 



20 Words from 
Sinclairs oranaiche. FAILL-ILL-0 AGUS HO-RO FILE. 

SEISD Faill ill o, agus horo eile, 
Hao ill o, agus horo eile, 
Faill ill o, agus horo eile, 

A fhleasgaich dhuinn nach ann duinn a dli eirich. 
0, nan tachradh tu’s an fhraoch orm, 
A fhleasgaich dhuinn an leadain chraohhaich, 
Luidhinn fhein leat air bheagan aodaich, 
Ged’bhiodh an sneachda g’a chur’s an aonach. 

Air faill ill o, #c. 
S thug mi gaol dhuit s cha ’n fhaod mi aicheadh, 
Nach tug piuthar riamh d’a brathair, 
S nach tug bean d’a leanamh raidhe, 
’S nach tug bo riamh d’a laogh air airidh. 

Air faill ill o, #c. 
S thug mi gaol dhuit, ’s cha tug mi fuath dhuit, 
’S tha mo chairdean uile ’n gruaim rium, 
’S mairg a dh iarr e riamh nach d’ fhuair e — 
Uisge blath’thoirt bho leachdan fuara. 

Air faill ill o, dfc. 

S trom an cudtrom air built mo bhrogan 
’Dol do’n chlachan air Di-domhnaich, 
Dh’ fheuch am faic mi ann an t-digear, 
An giullan donn sin a gheall mo phdsadh. 

Air faill ill o, 8fc. 
Thuirt mo mhathair gu cairdeil, ciuin rium, 
A chaileag narach na cuir diu ann, 
’S cia mar’s urrainn mi ri ghiulan, 
’S gu’m bheil do phdg learn air bhlas nan ubhlan? 

Air faill ill o, dfc. 
Thairg m athair mile n dr dhomh, 
’S gheall mo mhathair buaile bhd dhomh, 
Ged gheibhinn sucl a’s an saoghal cdmhl’ ris, 
’S mor gu’m b’ annsa learn fein an t-digear. 

Air faill ill o, #c. 
S a phiuthar ghaolach, dean gu reidh rium, 
Na cum an crodh a’s na laoigh o cheile, 
’S ged a bhithinn-se air an deirce, 
Na cumaibh uam-sa run mo cheile. 

Air faill ill o, dfc. 

ORAN AN T-EACH UISGE-NUAIR THEICH A BHEAN BHUAIDH. 

The "each-uisge” could take any form and was once married in the likeness of a man, to a woman called Morag— who fled,when she discovered what he really was, 
leaving him behind to nurse her child— and he was singing to the child— while he hoped at the same time to induce the Mother to return. 

ORAN AN T-EACH UISGE. 

Mhor a ghaoil! Mhor a shdgh! 
Till gu d’ mhacan. t 
S gheibh thu’m bradan breac o’n loch! i 

A ho hi, a ho hi, | 
A ho ho an, a ho ho an, a ho ho an, _ ? 

A ho hi, a ho hi! [ 

Tha ’n oidhche nochd gu fliuch frasach, 
Aig mo mhac sa ri sgath chnocain, 

A ho hi, die. 
Gun teine, gun tuar, gun fhasgadh. 
S tu sior chomh-ran. 

A ho hi, dfc. 
Mo sheana-chab Hath ri d’ bheul beag baoth, 
S mi seinn phort dhut, a m Beinn Frochdi* 

A ho hi, dfc. 

IORRAM DO DHOMHNULL GORM OG.** 
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Grave. 
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’N AILL LEIBH 0 HI! 
Ge lionmhor duille, 
N aill leibh o hi! 
Air an droigheann, 
N aill leibh o ho. 
Na sguab cheanna-bhuidh’ 
Air achadh foghair. 
Tha n cuirt Dhomhnuill 
Sgiath its ejaidheamh 
Tha’n cuirt Dhomhnuill 
Na fir mheamnach. 

Asad gu ’n cuirinnse 
Fhein mo sheana-gheall, 
Ge b’ e cala’m — 
Bheil thu ’n Alba! 
Gu’m bi mir’ ann 
Ceol’us dannsa. 
An aill leibh buaidh thapaidh leibh 
A ghaisgich na Feinne? 
N uair a theid mac mo 
Righsa deiseil — 

Gu robh neart Chuchullan leat 
Agus neart na Feinne. 
Neart Oisein bhig 
Agus Oscair threuna! 
Neart an daimh dhuinn 
A’s airde leumas. 
Neart an fhairge throma threubhach, 
S gu ’n robh neart na cruinne leat 
Agus neart na Greine! 

’S maith learn gur h i. 

* Beinn Frochdi between Gesto and Portee. 
** Boat song to young Donald Oorm of Duntulm and Sleat by his foster mother. 

K.N.M.l* 
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AN TALL’ AM BU GHNATH LE MAC-LEOID.* 

The hereditary Hall of Me. Leod. 

Andante. 
Mairi nigh ’n Alasdair Rhuaidh. 

m i 
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rif. 

OISEIN RI MHATHAIR.^ (Oran luadhaidh.) 

COMHAIRL’ OISEIN RI MHATHAIR. 
THE CHILD OSSIAN WARNING HIS MOTHER TO AVOID DANGER FROM DOGS. 

(ORAN LUADHAIDH.) 
Ma’s tu mo Mhathair ’s gur Fiadh thu! 

Bheir mi 6 hb rann b hb 
Eirich moch mu ’n eirich Grian. 

Bheir mi hb rann b hb 
E hb i ri, ri ibh ag, 6 ho, 

Ohi, oho, ho rb! 
Bheir mi b hb rann, b hb! 
Siubhail sliabh mu ’n eirich teas! 

Bheir mi hb, $c. 
’N aire dhut bho ghiomh nan Con! 

Bheir mi hb, ^c. 
Ma theid thu air beanntaibh arda 
’N aire dhut bho chlann-nan-Cearda,+ 
Chlann-nan-Cearda ’s an cuid chon, 
D'a-chu-dheug air lodhainn aca, 
’S a ch'u fhein air laimh gach fear. 
Ma theid thu a ’n gleanntaibh losal, 
’N aire dhut bho chlann-na-fritheadh, 
Chlann-na-fritheadh’s an cuid chon, 

Da-chii-dheug air lodhainn aca, 
’S a chii fhein air laimh gach fear. 
’Nuair theid thu n gleanntaibh domhain, 
’N aire dhut bho chlann-a-Ghobhainn, 
Chlann-a-Ghobhainn’s an cuid chon, 
Da-chii-dheug air lodhainn aca, 
’S a chii fhein air laimh gach fear. 

Bheir mi b hb, #c. 

With spirit. 

CHAIDH NA FIR A SGATHABHEIG++ 
The men went to Scavaig. 
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(Oran luadhaidh.) 
Waulking song. 
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CHAIDH NA FIR A SGATHABHEIG. 
Chaidh na fir a Sgathabheig, 

Fail] ill o ho rb 
Tha n lath ’n diugh fuar_ a.c’ 

0 hi ho rionn o ho 
Hi ri ri o ro hog u 

Faill ill o ho rb. 
Chaidh fear mo thfgheas ann. Faill ill, fife. '< Sealgair an rbin teillich thu, Faill ill, fife. \ 'Us na circeige duinne thu, Faill ill, fife. 
Caol mhala gun ghruaman. 0 hi, fife. \ Agus na circeige ruaidhe. 0 hi, fyc. i Ni a nead sa luachair. 0 hi, fife. 

* Miss F. Tohnies set. Words in ‘'Mc Kenzies Beauties,” p. 24. 
** Ossiaris warning to his mother. 

*** The first 3 bars are arranged for that line alone. The tunc begins at the -b on the next round, 
t Moaning those who tilled the ground. 

ft The entrance to the famous loch Coruisk in Skye. K N.M l* 



AN RAOIR CHUNNA MI ’N AISLING. 
The dream I saw last night. 

Moderate 

(Oran luadhaidh.) 
Waulking song. 
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AN RAOIR CHUNNA MI ’N AISLING. 
(DC fhear bhalaidh le mhuime.) 

An raoir chunna mi ’n aisling. 
0 hi ri ri d 

Hd eile, hd ro ho 
0 hi ri ri d. 

’N am dusgadh cha cheart i 0 hi #c. 
Thus ’a ghraidh a thighinn dhachaidh. 0 hi ^rc. 
Ogh’ Shir Sheumais nam bratach 0 hi fyc. 
Leatsa thogta na ereachan 0 hi fyc. 
Leatsa dh’ eireadh na h-eachruidh 0 hi tyc. 
Leatsa dh’ dlta fion frasach! 0 hi fyc. 
Righ! na cum a ghaoth laidir. 0 hi fyc. 
Cum an soirbheas ciiiin samhach. 0 hi fyc. 
Air choir ’s gu ’n tigeadh na h-armainn! 0 hi fyc. 

CHAIDH MIS’ DHA ’N TRAIGH. 
I went to the shore. (lorram agus oran luadhaidh.) 

CHAIDH MIS’ DHA ’N TRAIGH. 
Chaidh mis’ dha ’n traigh s cha d’ rinn mi maorach, 
Sged nach d’ rinn, gu ’n d’ rinn mi caoineadh. 

Hbrionn d ho e d 
Hao ri ri u i u 
Hdrionn d hd e d. 

’S mis’^atchunnaic an diugh an-t-ioghnadh 
’S a mhaduinn mhoich ’s mi’giarraidh chaorach. 
Chunnacas long dol seach’ an fhaoghlainn, 
Ceathrar orr’ ’us fear ga taomadh 
Bean na toisich’s i sior ghlaodhaich 
Bean na deireadh’s i sior chaoineadh 
’Sgu ’n d’ fheoraich mi ciod e b’ aobhar. 

Cha b’ e bas nan gamhn’ le caoile 
’S cha b’ e bledghann a ehruidh-laogh e 
Ach mo thriiiir bhraithrean marbh gun fhaotainn. 
Chaidh mi gu cnoc ard na buaile, 
Chir mi mo cheann’s gu ’n d’ fhag mi ghruag ann, 
Shil mo shiiil’s gu ’n d’ ruisg mo ghruaidhean 
Chunna mi triuir dol seach a bhuaile. 
Coltas Eoghann agus Ruaraidh 
Shaoil learn fhein gu’ m b’ e daoin-uaisl’ iad 
S cha robh unnd ach balaich shuarach 

Gabhail gu dorus na h-uamhach 
Bha mo bhraithrean fhein nan suain ann 
’S chuir iad unnd na sgeanan fuara 
Bha ’n fhuil a reothadh anns an luachair 
B’ e mo bhasan fhein bu chuach dhomh 
T’arruinn burn a lodan fhuar dhoibh 
A erathadh sud air an guaillean 
Feuch an tugainn learn a nuas iad 
’Scha do charaich, ’s cha do ghluais iad. 

Hdrionn d ho e d. 

FACA TU ’N G0BH7 (Oran Talaidh.) 

FACA TU 
SFaca tu ’n Gobh’? 

Cha u le leibh ho rd ho 
Na in faca tu ’n Gobh’? 
Cha u lo -ho ro -i. 

’N GOBH’? 
I Cha teid mi a Mhuile 

Cha dean mi ann fuireach 
Gus an aisig mi uile 
Mo ghrunnan beag spreidh. 

Faca tu ’n Gobh’? 

K.N.M.1*. 
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Words by ALEX. MAC DONALD. 

North uist. 

With spirit. 
V 

EOGHAN OG.* 
Young Ewen. 
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UAMH AN OIR! 
’S iomadh maigMeann dg fo-ceud bharr, 
Theid a null! theid a null. 
Mu’n till mise, mu’n ruig mise 
A Uamh an dir, a Uamh an dir ! 

Mo tbaobh fodham’s m fbeoil ga breothadh. 
Daol nam shuil! daol nam shuil. 
Mu’n till mise! mu’n ruig mise 
A TJamh an dir, a Uamh an dir! 

IS FADA MI M ONARAN. 
LUINNEAG. 

Is fada mi’m dnaran 
’S fada mi,’s mi learn fhin, 
’S cian o thir m’ edlais mi’, 
’S fada mi m’ dnaran. 

Is fad’ tha mi o chaol-Muile, 
Am bi na luingis a’ sedladh air, 

Is fada mi, fire. 
’S mi m’ shuidh’ air an tulaich, 
Lion mulad ro bhrdnach mi. 

Is fada mi, 5fc-. 
B1 fhearr tamh aig a’ bhaile, 
Na Mhachair, ge cdmhnard i. 

Is fada mi, #c. 
Tha a sluagh gu neo-charant; 
’S cha’n aithnich a h-dighean mi. 

Is fada mi, #c. 
’S mi gun fhiodhall, gun chlarsach, 
'G eisteachd bairich nam bd-thighean. 

Is fada mi, #c. 
Mi gun bhoineid, gun suaineach, 
’S am fuachd air toirt ledh orm. 

Is fhda mi, #c. 

Ann am bothan beag barraich; 
Cha tig caraid ’g am fhedraich ann. 

Is fada mi, dfc. 
Ach nam bithinns’s an Apuinn, 
Gheibhinn caraid’s fear edlais ann. 

Is fada mi, Sfc. 
Far am bi na mna’n breid-gheal 
La-feille,’s gur boidheach iad. 

Is fada ml, dfc. 
A bheinn ghorm ud, m’ am choinneamh, 
Learn is soilleir do nedineinean. 

Is fada mi, dfc. 
’S tu cur am chuimhne, le t-ailleachd 
Far amb' abhaist mo chdmhnuidh bhi. 

Is fada mi, dec. 
’S mi air airidh a’ ghlinne, 
‘Gr eisteachd binneas nan smebraichean. 

Is fada mi, dfc. 

* Alexander Me.Donald or "an Dali mbr” as he was called owing to having become blind, was a native of north Uist and contemporary of John Me. Codrum. Editor. 
** Miss F. Tolmies set: This song was originally published in Albyns Antholtfgy. K N M 1* 
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MO NIGHEAN DONN A CORNAIG 

MO NIGHEAN DONN A CORNAIG. 
Mo nighean donn a Cornaig 
Gu’n robh thu buidhe bdidheach — 
Mo nighean donn a Cdrnaig. 

Mo nighean bhuidhe bhadanach, 
Bha fir a bhail an tdir ort, Mo nighean donn Sfc. 
’S truagh nach mi bha ’n taice ris _ 
Na balaich rinn an do-bheart, Mo nighean donn dfc. 

N’am bitheadh claidheamh ruisgf agam 
Gu’m feuchainn liis mo dhorn orra, Mo nighean donn dfe. 
An leann a bha gu d’bhanais, s ann 
Aig d1 fhalaire a bha e, Mo nighean donn drc. 

A ST. KILDA SONG** 

*** AIR FONN“Gur tu mo bhean chomuinril 
Gur moch rinn mi dusgadh, ’s an ur mhaduinn cheit’, 
'S a dhirich mi’m bruthach gun duih ach mi fein,— 
Tha’ghrian air a turas a' siubhal troimh’n speur, 
Dealt na h-oidhche a1 tiiirlinn thar iir dhos nan geug. 
A direadh an aonaich ri aodan a’ chuirn, 
’S binn torman a’ chaochain a’s aoidheala burn, 
Le ’rdis air gach taobh dheth ag aomadh fo’n druchd, 
’S e ri dearrsadh na greine ag eiridh ’n a smuid. 
’S binn na h-edin feadh nam preasan gu leadarra ’seinn; 
Tha ’n uiseag lan sdlais ri cedi os mo chionn; 
Na ba laoigh anns a’ gheumnaich air an reithlein ud thall, 
’S mac-talla nan creagan ’g am freagairt air ball. 

’S aluinn trusgan a’ ghlinne suas gu binnein nan stuchd; 
’S cubhraidh bdltrach nan luibhean n am chuinnein mar thins; 
Ged’s bdidheach gach doire anns a’ choillidh’s a’ bhruchd, 
Ged tha’m barrach cho urail cha diiisg e mo shunnd. 
An so air faobhar a mhullaich gur muladach mi, — 
Ceann-aobhair mo thuiridh learn gur duilich r’a inns’* 
Nach dirich mi tuilleadh ri munadh’s an tir— 
Nach dean mi ciiis-ghaire’n gleann aillidh mo chridh’. 
Cha-n ’eil gleannan cho aoidheil ri ’fhaotainn mu-n cuairt, 
Le d’ bheanntainean arda ’cuir sgath ort o’n Tuath; 
Ann an dudlachd a’ gheamhraidh gun ghreann ort, gun fhuachd; 
Mo sgaradh’s mo chradh-lot a bhi d’fhagail cho luath. 

* Cornaig is in Tiree. The subject of the song was murdered by Pirates on her marriage day. 
** First published in "the Scots musical museum” in 1787. 

Longfellow's beautiful poem of Hiawatha can be sung to this air by selecting six lines according to fancy for each verse. Editor. 
*** There are eight more verses in the original. Editor. K.N. M.l* 



MAC GRIOGAIR A RUARO * 
Mao Gregor of Roro. 
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A Foster Mother’s warning to her Son. 

GRIOGAL CRIDHE. 

’S ioma h-oidhche fhliuch’us thioram, 
Side na seachd sian, 
Gheitilieadh. Griogal dhornhsa creagan, 
Ris an gabhainn dion. 

Obhan, obhan^ bbhan i ri, Obhan i ri 6, 
Obhan,bbhan,bbhan i ri, 
’S mor mo mhulad, ’s mor ! 

Dhirich mi dha n t-sebmar mhullach, 
’S their inn mi’n tigh lair, 
S cha d’ fhuair mise Griogal cridhe, 
Na shuidhe mu’n chlar. 

Obhan, bbhan, Sfc. 

Eudail mhbr a shluagh an dbmhain! 
Dhoirt iad d‘ fhuil o’n de$ 
S chuir iad do cheann air stob daraich; 

Tacan beag bho d’ chre; 
Obhan, bbhan, fire. 

’S truagh nach mis a bha nam dhorsair 
An dorus an tigh bhain, 
A chlach a b1 airde bhitheadh san oisean, 
Si b’ fhaisge dh' an lair. 

Obhan, bbhan, fyc. 

I B’ annsa a bhi le Griogal cridhe, 
iTearnadh chruidh le gleann, 

Na le Barainn mor na Dallaich, 
Sioda geal mu’m cheann. 

Obhan,bbhan, #c. 

■. Ged nach eil ubhlan idir again, 
[ ’S ubhlan Uil’ aig each, 

’S ann tha m’ ubhlan’s ciibh’r ri caineal, 
’S cul an cinn ri lair — 

| Obhan, bbhan, fife. 

'N uair a bhitheas mnathan bg a bhail’, 
An nochd’n an cadal saimh, 

| ' ’S ann bhitheas mis’ air bruaich do lie, a 
Bualadh mo dha laimh— 

Obhan, bbhan, Sfc. 

J/iss F. Tolmies set: For words see p.l of this volume. 
K.N.M.l* 



Slow with expression. 

NACH NEONACH MI ’G AD CHAOINEADH! 
By William Ross. 

(Is not my lamenting for thee strange.) 
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NAOH NEONACH MI ’O 
LE UILLEAM 

Nach neonaeh m ’g ad chaoineadh £ 
’S nach caoineadhtu mi! 
Nach neonach thug mi gaol dhut 
’S nach taohhadh tu mi, 
Ma toheir fear eile bhuam thu 
Nach truagh leatsa mi! 
O’ b’ fhearr a bhi ’san uaigh 
Bho Ohi-luain na'g ad dh'ith ! 

AD CHAOINEADH. 
ROSS. 

Mo chridhe cha’n eil eibhinn, 
Ged dh’eis-dinn ri cedi. 
M’ aigne cha ’n eil reidh.rium 
Ged’s fheudar dhomh bhi bed, 
Tha leann-dubh air m’ aodann 
’S mi daonnan fo bhrdn, 
O’b1 fhearr mu ’n d’ thug mi gaol dhut 
Bhi ’n caol chist nam bdrd. 

CUMHA DHIARMAID. 
Lament for Diarmid. 

(Oran luadhaidh.) 
Waulking song. 

CUMHA DHIARMAID:— [Le fear dhe mhuinntir fhein.) 
ORAN LUADHAIDH. 

Tha tucharan beag air m’ anail! 
Bheir mi d ho, rann d ho, 
Agus critheach na mo chliabh, 
Bheir mi d ho, rann d ho, 
E ho i ri, ri ibh ag,d ho, 
Ohi, oho, ho ro, 
Bheir mi d ho, rann d ho! 

Gu’n togadh Brian^dhiom an strannan, 
Mu’n cluinn mo leannan mo ghuth. 
’S coma leam ged thill an latha, 
’S coma leam ged chrom a ghrian, 
’S coma gach ni air an talamh 
Bho’ n a tha do chaidribh bhuain, 
Cha tog suiridhchean an suil 
Bho’n chaidh an uir thar do ghruaidh. 

Bu bhuidhe do chiabh’us dearg do leac, 
Agus maise ann ad ghniiis! 
Shiubhlainn leatsa tuath’us deas, 
Shiubhlainn leat o dheas gu tuath, 
Dhiarmaid bhdidheich leum do ghath, 
’S gu ’n do ledin thu mi air fad, 
Gu’n do ledin thu mi bho’n de, 
Cha robh do leithid anns an Fheinn, 

(Thubhairt Fidnn) — 
'‘Dhiarmaid nach tomhais thus ’an Tore, 
Co meud troidh bho shoe gu earr ?” 
’Nuair a thomhais thus' an Tore, 
Thuair thu ’n dochair ann ad shail 
Thuair thu sud’s gu n d' thuair thu'm Bas — 

Bheir mi 6 ho, rann d ho, ^rc. 

* The Is.' two bars are only sung the first time. 
* Brian as a name signified a divine being. K.N.M.l* 
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A LAMENT. 

ORAN MULAID LE UILLEAM ROS. 
Gurh-e mis’ tha fo mlmlad 
Mu ni nach urrainn mi inns’, 
Tha sachd trom air mo chridhe, 
Nach tog fiodhull na piob, 
Cha dean lithich bonn feum dhomh, 
Na dad fo’n ghrein ach aon ni. 
Mur faigh mi mo cheud-ghaol, 
’S mi call mo cheille ga dith 
Tho mo shuilean a sileadh 
Cheart cho mire ri allt, 
Tha mo bheul air fas tioram 
’S tha mo chridh air fas fann, 
Chaidh mo choiseachd a maille 
’S cha'n eil mo chadal ach gann 
O’struagh nach mi bha fo’n talamh. 
Anns a chlachan ud thall. 

CAIDIL MO NAOIDHEACHAN LAMH RIUM. 
Slumber, my Baby, beside me. 

K. N. M. 1* 
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Tender and soothing. 

AN SIUDAGAN I0MLAN. 
The universal lullaby. 
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THE GORDONS MARCH. 
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Moderate 
By Alexander Cameron. 
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Rather slow. 

AN GILLE GUANACH.* 
The lighthearted lad. 
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* As sung by Mrs.Mr.Donald, Rodel, Harris early in the century. “Seinn an Duan so” by Dr Me.Lachlan Rahoy is to the same air. Editor. 
K.N.M.l* 
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RINN M’EUDAIL MO MHEALLADH. 

RINN M’ EUDAL MO MHEALLADH. 
10 hi, ’s na hi u o, 

0 u,’s na ho ghealladh, 
Bheirinn h6,'s na ho eile 
Rinn ni endail mo nihealladh. 

Chuir mi teine nam shedmar, 
Le mdine gu d’ gharadh, 
Ged a rinn mi mar, a dli iarr thu. 
Bha car fiaraidh nad ghealladh. 
Ged a gheall thu mo phdsadh, 
Cha bu choir dhut mo mhealladh, 
'S ioma suidhe mdr uallach, 
Rinn thu suas a’n tigh m’ athair. 
La Nollaig am maireach, 
Nuair a bhios iad cluich camain, 
Cia-mar theid mi nan cbmhnadh 
Gun an t-oig-fhear aig baile? 

Bha thu nad shaor air ciil tal, (ads*) 
’S maith a shabhadh tu'n darach, 
Bheireadh an t-airgiod thar chuan 
La nach buala tu tarunn. 
Cha chreidinn bho chach e 
Ged a bha iad ga chanail. 
Gua am faca mi'm bata, 
Siul arda ri crannaibh. 
Thoir mo ahoraidh le durachd 
A dh' ionnauidh a mharaich, 
Fear do agiobair Victoria. 
Rinn sebladh do Mhaininn. (Isle of Man.) 
Gur h-e miae tha craiteach 
Cadal aamhach cha ’n fhaigh mi, 
'N uair a thilleaa tu Thearlaich 
Bi’ mi cnamh anna an anart. 

TRIG A SAMHRADH LE RUTHADH * 
Summer. 

With feeling. 
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TRIG A SAMHRADH LE RUTHADH. 
Thig a Samhradh le ruthadh, 
Thig a“Snag” anna a cheitein, 
Thig gach eun aa an ealltuinn, 
TJa thig a Chubhag ’a i ’g eubhach, 
Seinn chiuil air na crannaibh 
’S air bharraibh nan geugan, 
’Nuair tha mia1 ’us mo leannan, 
Dol nios fhaide bho cheile. 

Tha mo ghaol air an fhleasgach, 
Dhonn leadanach bhoidheach, 
’Stu dhe’n fhinne na atriochdadh, 
Do fhior fhuil Chlann Domhnuill. 
’S mor gu’m b’ fhearr learn do ghliocaa, 
Do thuigs’ agxis’d eolaa 
Na buaile chrodh gallda 
Le balach gun mhor-mheas. 

Ach ma chaidh thu orm seachad, 
’S nach leannan thu dhomhsa, 
Gu n cluinn mi bhi g’ aithris, 
Gur maith air do dhbigh thu! 
Le crodh, driom-fhionn,’us guaill-fhionn, 
Bhi air do bhuaile an brdan, 
Agua t-eile bhi ’g an cuallach, 
’S do bheansa fuaigheal na sedmar! 

* Communicated by Miss Isabel Cameron. 
K.N.M.l* 

« 
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OGANAICH AN OR- FHUILT BHUIDHE* 
“O’ youth with the golden hair.” 

Do Chaiinbalach a Chnuic 
Ann a Muile_ 
Le Mhuime _ 

IOganaich an or-fhuilt tohuidhe, 
Leis an cinneadh sealg’us sithionn. 
’S ann nad ghruaidhean a bha ruthadh, 
’Nuair a bhiodh tu siubhal ghleann. 

’Nuair chi mi na gillean 6g, 
Cha togair mi a dhol nan coir, 
Fhuair mi aobhar a bhi brbnach 
’Stric mo dheoxr a ruith mar allt. 

Na’m bitheadh e air m ordan, 
Bhiodh tu ’sa Chnoc an comhnaidh 
Mise marbh’us tusa bed do 
Thigh do cheile,’us do chlann. 

ORAN H-IRTEACH.* St.Kilda song. 
With chorus in imitation of the Birds. 
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A CHIALL, NAGH ROBH MIS’ANN AN EILEAN A FHRAOICH!* 

\figs Isabel Cameron’s set. K.N.M.l* 
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Words by 
Alex. Mac Donald. 

ALLT-AN-T-SIUCAIR.* 
The Sugar brook. 

With expression. 
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As sung in Minginish and Trotternish Skye 
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A’ dol that* Allt-an-t siucair 
Am madainn chubhraidh cheit, 
A’s paidirein geal dluth-chnap, 
De’n driucM ghorm air an fheur; 
Bha Richard’s Robin bru-dhearg 
Ri seiim,’s fear dhiubh’n a bheus; 
’S goic-mhoit air cutjiaig chul-ghuirm, 
'S gug-gug aic1 air a' gheig. 
Bha’n smeorach cur nan smiiid dh' i, 
Air bacan-euil leatK fhein^ 
An dreathan-donn gn surdail, ?S a rifeid-chiuil’n a blieul 
Am bricein-beithe’s lixb air 
’S e gleusadh luth a tbeud; 
An coileach-dubh ri durdan, 
'S a chearc ri tuchan reidli. 
Na brie ag gearradh shurdag, 
Ri plubraich dbluth le cheil’, 
Taobh-leumraich mear le lutb-chleas, 
'S a bhurn le muirn ri greiii; 
Ri eeapadh ehuileag sinbhlach, 
Le m’ bristeadh luthmhor fhein: 
Druim lann-ghorm,‘s ball-bhreac giuran, 
'S an lannair-chuil mar leig. 

Mil-dheoghladb sheillein srianach, 
Le eronan s fiata srann, 
Nan dithein baglach, riabhach, 
Mu d'bblaitbean grianach chrann, 
Sreath dhriuebdain dhonna, thiachdaidh, 
Fo shinean ciochan d’ fheoir 
Gun’theochd-an-tir no’bhiadh ac’. 
Ach faileadh ciatach rbs. 
Gur milis,brisg-gbeal, burn-ghlan, 
Meall-chuirneineach’s binn fuaim, 
Bras-sbruthain Ailt-an-t-siucair, 
Ri torman siubhlach, luath: 
Gach biolair’,’s luibh le’n iir-rois 
Ag cinntinn dluth mu'bhruaich; 
’S e toirt dbaibh bhuadhan sughmhor, 
’G an siigh bheathachadb mu 'n cuairt. 
Burn tana,glan, gun ruadhan, 
Gun deatbaich, maim, no ceo, 
Bheir anam fais a’s gluasaid 
D’a chluaineagan mu’bhord. 
Gaoir bheachan buidhe’s ruadha, 
Ri diogladh cbluaran-oir-, 
’S cir mheala ’g a cur suas leb 
’N ceir chuachagan ’n an stoir. 

THA MO BHREACAN FLIUCH FO’N DILE. Soldier's song. 

ITha mo bhreacan fliuch fo’n dile — 
Chu-n fhaod mi innse mar’tha e 
Tha mo bhreacan fliuch fo’n dile. 

Tha mo bhreacan gu fliuch fuarraidh 
Chu ghabh e cur suas am maireach. 

Tha mo #c. 
Tha mo bhreacan air a mhilleadh, 
Aig na gillean air a’ mhearsadh. 

Tha mo #c. 
Bidh mi’ maireach’ dol a shebladh, 
Cha-n ann air m’ eblas a tha mi. 

Tha mo 5fe. 
’Dol do dh-Eilean nan eun fiadhaich, 
Cha robh duine riabh a thamh ann. 

Tha mo #c. 
Thoir mo shoiridh do Ghleann-Lbchaidh, 
Far an robh mi 6g’gam arach. 

Tha mo Sfc. 
Soiridh eile do Ghleann-Urchaidh 
Nan tulmanan boidheach, fasaich _ 

Tha mo flee. 

Far am faighteadh gruagach bhoidheach, 
’G ioman bho gu bealach airidh. 

Tha mo fyc. 
Tha na nionagan an gruaim rium, 
On a fhuair mi’n cbta-sgarlaid— 

Tha mo fife. 
On a fhuair mi ’n ite pheucaig, 
Claidheamh,’us crios feilidh-Seardseinn. 

Tha mo fife. 
Fhuair mi paidhir bhrbgan ura, 
Boineid dhughorm’us coc-ad innt’ 

Tha mo fife. 
Mile mair ’sg air luchd ar mioruin, 
Cha b’iad Siom a’ dol do’n bhlar iad— 

Tha mo fife. 
Cha b’ ionann iad us Cbirneal-Friseil, 
A thoirt misnich do na Gaidhil 

Tha mo fife. 

There are 23 more verses. K.N.M.l’ 



SEINN 0 HO RO SEINN! 

SEINN 0 HO RO SEINN! 
£ Seinn o ho ro Seinn, 

FONN. | Seinn o ho ro leannain, 
? Seinn o ho ro Seinn! 

’S gur h-e mis 'a tha fo mhi-ghean, 
’S mi's an tir so air m’ aniul! 

Seinn o ho ro seinn, 5fc. 
’S gur h-e mis a tha gu bronach 
Dh’ fhalbh Domhnull o’n bhaile. 

Seinn o ho rb seinn, #c. 
Dh’ fhalbh Domhnull nan Domhnull 
Mac ic’ Dhomhnuill o’n bhaile. 

Seinn o ho rb seinn, $c. 
’S ged nach robh mi ga radh 
Thug mi gradh dhut’s mi’m leanabh. 

Seinn o ho rb seinn, 5fc. 
Gur minig a bha mis’ us tusa, 
Air airidh a chrodh-bhainne! 

Seinn o ho rb seinn, #c. 
Ann am bothag an t-siigraidh 
’S gun ga dunadh ach barrach 

Seinn o ho rb seinn, fife. 

’S bhitheadh mo lamh fo’d chul dualaich. 
’S cha bhitheadh gruaman air m’ aire. 

Seinn o ho rb seinn, fife. 
S bhitheadh na feidh anns a bhuireadh, 

’G ar dhsgadh le langan. 
Seinn o ho rb seinn, flfe. 

’S bhitheadh a Chuthag s gug-gug aic, 
Seinn a ciuil air bharr chrannaibh! 

Seinn o ho rb seinn, #c. 
Bu tu sealgair a ghebidh-ghlais, 
'Us lamh a lebnadh na h-eala, 

Seinn o ho rb seinn, #c, 
’Us na circeige duinne 
Dheanadh guir anns a roinich, 

Seinn o ho rb seinn, #c. 
’Us na circeige riabhaich 
Dha’m bu bhiadh a fraoch-mheangain. 

Seinn o ho ro seinn, fife. 

Slow and Plaintively^ 

CUMHA NAM BRAITHREAN.* 

> /O 
By the Revd.Duncan Mac Dougall. 
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CUMHA NAM BRAITHREAN. 
’S trie m’ inntinn ag’ ionndrain comunn riinach mo ghraidh, 
Leis an trie bha mi muirneach, nis an eul rium gu brath; 
Cuid dhiu sgapta feadh dhuthchannan,’s ciud fo dhuiseal a bhais, 
Tha ar sgaradh bho cheile mar na feithean o’n chnaimh. 

Mo bheannachd, mo bheannachd gu dluth’n’ur deigh 
Mo bheannachd dh’ur n-ionnsuidh gu diithchannan chein! 

FONN.£ Le durachd nam braithrean’s nan cairdean gu leir, 
Gu’n stiuireadh an Tighearn sibh’s an t-sligh’ anns gach ceum. 
Mo bheannachd, mo bheannachd gu dluth ’n'ur deigh 

Nuair theid mi ’n tigh urnuigh tha 'ur riim an sin fas. 
Cha’n fhaic mi na gniiisean’s trie a dh’uraich mo chail, 
Cha chluinn mi ’ur n-urnuigh leis an durachd bu ghnath. 
Far an trie an do thuirling oimn an t-ungadh bho’n aird. 

Mo bheannachd, 5rc. 
Mar eun air a spionadh feadh shleibhtean fo phraimh, 
’S e na bnrachdan cianail, bho ’n a thriall a chuid ail, 
’S gun a dh’ iteach no sgiathan na thriallas nam pairt’, 
Sud samhladh do m’ iargainn air a bhliadhna tha lath’r. 

Mo bheannachd, 5fc. 
♦Lament of a minister for the youth of his flock going out into the world. 

This beautiful song was rescued by the late Archibald Mac Donald, Esqr. Tobermory, a great authority on the sacred melodies and poetry of the Highlands 
K.N. M.l* 

Tha’ur s-gaoileadh ro dhuilich, cuid a' Muile-nam-Beann, 
Cuid a’n Cola,’s a’m Barraidh,’s cuid air Machair-nam-Gall, 
Ceann-loch-Gilb ’us Ceann-Tir thug iadh sgribb oirnn nach gann, 
’Us America-Thuathach, tir an f huachd’us nan crann. 

Mo bheannachd, #c. 
Ged nach faod mi bhur leantuinn feadh shrathan’us bheann, 
Bi’dh m inntinn’g’ur leantuinn le tairiseachd theann, 
'S mur a faodar leinn tachairt air an talamh so th' ann, 
Bi’dh ar suil ris an latha far nach dealaich sinn thall. 

Mo bheannachd, $c. 
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PORT DHOMHNAILL MHIC GUTHAGAIN.* 
“Donald Macguggans Tune.“ 

Reel. 

PORT DHOMHNAILL MHIC OUTHAOAIN. 
PORT-A-BEUL. 

Ibh id al a, h-6 ril)h a, 
U a irf-al-a! 
Bhi da la, h-6 ro bha, 
Ad-ail, id al, zi an. 

Calum beag mac Ruari mhaoir, 
Agus Ruari figheadair, 
Peadar agus mac Iain Bhain, 
Fleasgaichean mo dhuthchadh. 

Ibh id al a, 5?c 
Ceamar a ruidhleas mo nighean, 
’Us dithist anns a rathad orr1? 
Ceamar a ruidhleas mo nighean, 
’Us ceathrar air an urlar? 

Ibh id al a, #c. 

THA TOLL AIR A BHATA. 
The boat leaking. 

# 

Reel. 
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THA TOLL AIR A BHATA. 
PORT A BEUL. 

Tha toll air a bhata, tha toll air a bhirlinn, 
Tha toll air a bhata mhor, ’s cha chairich na saoir i. 

Tha aon orr’, tha dha brr^, 
Tha dha orr’, tha tri orr’ 
Tha ceithir, tha coig orr, 
Cha mhor nach ’eil naoi orr! 

* These “Port a beid” were practised since the time .of the Druids. They are sung in reel time. Editor. 
K. N. M. 1* 








