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ADVERTISEMENT. 

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

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

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

manners engender bold and original conceptions, and these produce poetry 

characterized by natural, imaginary, graphic, and sublime descriptions, and an 

irresistible power over the passions. It is in this stage, that the song commemo- 

rative of prowess and moral worth has the effect of promoting and enlarging the 

virtues it celebrates. 

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

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

of ancient composition. 

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

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

of the people with whom those beautiful productions originated, and by whom J 

they have been preserved, to be of a high order. 

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

in part; and, although none could ever equal the renowned son of Fingal, many ! 

exhibit surprising talent and genius. 

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

noblemen and gentlemen connected with the Highlands, as well as to gratify the 

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

from the native bards, both ancient and modern, known and unknown to the 

public at large—is now undertaken. 

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

believed, are well known to his countrymen. He has had peculiar facilities for 

the preparation of the present work. Pursuing the subject for many years, he 

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



ADVERTISEMENT. 

*•- f- ' 

ii 

preserve many fine pieces, which, he has reason to believe, are now wholly lost 

among the people. Respecting the bards—he is in possession of a large collec- 

tion of curious and interesting particulars, known to few others. An Introduction 

is also given which is devoted to a history of their privileges, and the influence of 

their compositions on the state of society. 

The work comprises, besides the lives of the poets, and numerous illustra- 

tions and historical notes in the English language, the best pieces of ancient and 

modern composition, properly classified. 

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

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

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

may consult the lives and notes with much advantage, the antiquary and philo- 

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

by the compositions of the Cliar-Sheana-chain, or the Songsters of the ancient 

tax, a class of the improvisatori hitherto unnoticed, but who exercised great 

influence throughout the Highlands. 





Man cuairtbiodh lii-chleas nan laogh. 
Ri taobh nan sruth, no air an leirg. 
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INTRODUCTION. 

Those who compose the poems and melodies which stimulate or mollify the passions of 

mankind, possess a much greater influence in society than can be readily conceived. 

If national airs, in ages of refinement and artificial feeling, are found to have so strong 

a power over the mind, as in the “ Ranz des vaches,” or “ Erin gu brath,” how much 
j more forcibly must the bold chanting of heroic verse—the plaintive tones of injured inno- 

cence—the impressive notes of impassioned exhortation, or the keen touch of satiric spirit, 

have affected a people like the Gael, imbued with all the fervour of unaffected nature, and 
who paid ardent devotion at the shrine of freedom ? How highly must an order have 

oeen venerated, which possessed an influence, the effects of which were so deeply and so 

universally felt, and how greatly must the general applause have fanned the flame which 
burned so ardently in the poet’s heart ? The deference paid to the professors of poetry 
and music, was prompted by a sense of the utility of their labours, and by enthusiastic 
approbation. 

The retention of the Celtic Language and Manners by the unmixed descendants of the 
most ancient people of Europe, is a singular phenomenon in the history of mankind ; and 

not the least remarkable trait in the character of the race, is their genius for the sister 
arts of poetry and music. The patriarchal system, as incompatible with an altered state of 
society, has been broken up, and much indeed of national characteristic has been lost since 
its abolition. The different condition of the Highland population has lowered the Bardic 

profession from its former high standing. The powerful stimulus of “ the man of song,” 
is no longer required to animate the clansmen for the battle field, or to preserve by his 

captivating recitations, the memory of the days of old. His useful services as the Laureat, 

moral preceptor, and historical instructor, are not now rewarded by the free possession of 
a good farm, and other rights, but the innate love of poetry has still preserved the un- 
broken generation of Bards. The people yet highly appreciate the poet’s lays, and the feel- 

ings of unabated delight with which the Highlander continues to cherish the Song, show 
that the ancient spirit has not decayed. 

The numerous collections of Gaelic pieces which have from time to time appeared, 

evince the national taste, and display the poetical acquirements of the writers, but how 
a 
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small a proportion these bear to the stores yet floating in oral record, selections from which 

are now submitted to the public! The following pieces will give natives a more extended 

idea of the value of poetic treasure in their rugged and romantic country, while to the 

reader who is a stranger to the language in which the immortal Bard of Selma formed his 

imperishable compositions, the varied lives of so many remarkable and talented individuals, 
must prove an interesting novelty. 

An appropriate introduction to the Beauties of the Gaelic Poets, appears to be a brief 

account of that long descended race, which so justly demands regard, and of which they 
ever formed so important a class. Connected with this is a demonstration that the lan- 

guage in which the following poems appear, is that handed down to their authors from 

ancestors the most remote. 

The Celtic race were the first known inhabitants of Europe, which was occupied 

throughout by various tribes or clans. The appropriate name which this remarkable 

people gave themselves was Cel tee, but the terms Calatse, Galatse, or Gallatians, and Galli, 
or Gauls, were adopted by the Greeks and Romans, and were the appellations by which 

in later ages they were usually distinguished.* 

Various etymological conjectures are advanced as explanatory of these designations. A 

name descriptive of locality does not appear reasonably applicable to nations spread over 
an extensive continent and its numerous islands ; they could neither be described as living 

in woods, nor on the hills, nor beside the waters, with any propriety, either by themselves 
or by others.t A more probable derivation is from the fair complexion by which the 

ancients characterized the race. This is the etymon given by Greek scholars, as if the j 

body was “ Galactoi,” milky coloured; and as G and C are commutable letters,it must be 

confessed that the Gaelic Gealta or Cealta, has the closest possible resemblance to Celta. 

The original seat of the human race was undoubtedly the fertile plains of Asia, but 
when the Celtic stream first rolled from that productive storehouse of nations, is never 

likely to become known, j; Successive waves of migratory hordes must have flowed from 
the east, impelled by a want of food or a thirst for conquest, long before the Trojan war, 

when the Keltoi were first known to the Greeks, or when Herodotus, the father of history, 

informs us they inhabited to the farthest west.§ Their daring enterprise and mighty con- 

quests had shaken the well-settled empires of Greece and Rome, when these nations were 

yet unacquainted with the regions whence issued the overwhelming hosts, and scarcely 

knew their terrific foes, save through the disturbed vision of a frightened imagination.il 

Various sections of the dense population of western Europe came alternately under 
historical notice, as their power and influence brought them more prominently into view'. 
The Cimmerii, or Cimbri, the Gette or Goths, the Scythae or Celto-Scyths, the Germanni, 

* Appian. Pausanias. 
•j* A host of original writers, British and foreign, have exercised their ingenuity to give this word a 

satisfactory signification. 
J Prichard demonstrates their eastern origin from the language. See many curious analogies with the 

Hebrew &c., in Maclean’s Hist, of the Celtic Language—1840. 
§ Book IV. c. 3. he nourished 500 years, A. C. 
|| Livy, Appian, Plutarch, on the Cimbrian war, Ac., &c., &c., show what frightful beings fear had painted 

| these formidable invaders. 
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the Teuton!, and the three divisions of Gallia proper; the Celts, Belgs, and Aquitains, 
successively occupy a predominant share in the eventful page of history. From the testi- 

mony of numerous ancient authorities, these appear rather subdivisions of an identic race, 

than different nations. If Celtse gave place to Galli, Scythae became Germanni, &c. The 

name Lochlin and Lychlin was applied by the British tribes to Germany, and they con- 

sidered it the same country as Gaul.* 

There can be no doubt, that local position, commerce, and other circumstances, will, 
in process of time, occasion so much difference between branches of an original race, that 

they will appear, and may be justly considered different nations. Thus, the Greeks and 

Barbarians so closely resembled each other, previous to the time of Homer, that no dis- 

tinction in manners or language appears to have then existed, j- 

When continental Europe had become fully peopled, emigration to the British isles 

must have speedily taken place, and the obvious route was from the opposite coast of 

Gaul, to South Britain, but at what period the first adventurers arrived, can only be 

matter of conjecture. Some part of the maritime population were known to the Romans 

as mercantile settlers from the continent, but those who inhabited the interior, had lost 

all tradition of their origin, and, like their Gaulish ancestors, believed themselves the 
indigenous possessors of the island.J To the early Greeks and Romans it was unknown, 

but the assertion has been reiterated that the Phoenicians had established a commercial 
relation with the natives upwards of 2,800 years ago, and carried on a lucrative trade 

with them in lead and tin.§ 

The author of the Argonautica, writing nearly 600 years before our era, speaks of lernis, 
which, signifying the western island, [lar-innis,] would apply to either Britain or Ireland, 

and Aristotle, who flourished two centuries and a half later, calls the former both Albium 

and Brettania. These and other scanty notices of a certain island opposite Gaul, are 

more curious than satisfactory or important; the fact of an early colonization is proved 
by the numerous population at the period of the Roman advent, 55, A. C.,|| and the 

whole was composed of various tribes represented as arriving at different times from the 

continent, forcing back the previous settlers and presenting those great divisions, in the 
illustration of whose descent, historians have so laboriously employed themselves. 

The Welsh or Cumri, from their general appellation of Ancient Britons, are considered 
as the original inhabitants,** but it is admitted by their own antiquaries, and shown by 
others, that the Gael, or in their own lingual form, the Gwyddel must have preceded 

them.ff The Welsh authorities preserve the names of other colonies which arrived at 

uncertain periods. The Lloegrws came from Gwasgwn or Gascony, and were the pro- 

genitors of those who possessed England, and the Brython, from Lhydaw or Bretagne, who 
it is said gave name to the island, both being of Cumraeg descent. 

* Welsh authorities, and the Highland Society’s Report on the Poems of Ossian, App. 309. 
■}■ Thucydides. J Csesar, of the Gallic wars, book. V. chap. 12. 
§ The Cassiterides, or Tin islands, are believed to be the Scillies. See various authorities cited “ Scottish 

Gael,” 1. 34. 
|| Csesar, Diodorus Siculus. ** Welsh Triads and other authorities. 
•ft Edw. Lhwyd, &c. Talliesen. Whittaker. 
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The Romans found the southern coasts occupied by tribes of Belgic origin, who are 

supposed to have arrived three or four centuries before the birth of Christ. Successive 

emigrations forced the inhabitants westward, and to the north, but certainly nothing is 

recorded to warrant the belief, that the whole were not of Gaulic origin.* Scotland was 

possessed by a Celtic people, divided into twenty-one tribes, some of whom became at 
times conspicuous from more daringly contending with their ambitious foes, or being 

chosen to direct the national confederations, but the collective inhabitants were, as they 

have ever been, denominated by themselves and their brethren in Ireland, Albanich, 
Albanians ; natives of Alban or Albion, a name of which they still are justly proud, thus 

vindicating their claim to be considered the primordial race. 
Several of the great divisions lost their names in the fluctuations of a predatory and 

unsettled state of society and were ultimately incorporated with more powerful neigh- 

bours. The Mseate, (Magh-aitich,) dwellers on the plain, whose situation between the 

prsetentures, a sortof debateable land, exposed them more particularly to the devastations 

of war, but gave ample scope for the acquisition of military renown, lost their prominence 
when the Romans succeeded in forming their territories into the province of Valentia, 

and when the legions were finally compelled to leave the island, the Meats, losing their 

consequence, were quickly amalgamated with the general body. The Caledonii who 
W'ere the ruling tribe in the great confederation which Galgacus led to battle at the Gram- 
pians, ceded their ,warlike pre-eminence to other branches who came into power. The 

term by which they were distinguished, whatever may be its precise meaning, displays in its 

composition Gael or Gael, the appropriate name of the most ancient inhabitants of both 

Albion and Erin, and it still subsists, if not the native, yet the classical appellation.f The 
redoubted Piets themselves were at last embodied with their more successful countrymen 

the Scots, but long retained the evidence of their descent in the designation of Gaelwe- 
dians, and Galloway is still applied to a greatly reduced portion of their ancient kingdom. 

No more prolific subject of literary contention has offered itself to the national contro- 
versialists,, than the lineage of the Pictish nation, that powerful division which so long 

shared thq sovereignty of the kingdom. A prevailing tradition from most early ages, 

held themls3s the original inhabitants the Roman writers identified them with the 
Caledonians,'^ and in later ages they were recognised as Scots. || One opinion has many 

able advocates: it is that they were a Cumraeg nation, using that branch of the Celtic lan- 

guage, but were expelled by the Gael. Certainly we look in vain for a proof of this in the 
names which remain, even in the territories of the Strathclyde Welsh, which are believed 

to have extended to Cumberland—all are Gaelic.^ But reverting to another opinion 
not less keenly supported: were the Piets of Gothic extract ? It is not probable, that at 
so early an epoch, the Scandinavian wastes could furnish such a force as would be sufficient 

to expel the Celts and supplant their language, for except there was a very considerable 
number of colonists, the strangers would inevitably lose their own tongue in mixture with 

the natives. Language, like manners, is liable to change from many operating causes, 

* Chalmers’ Caledonia. I. + Upwards of twenty etymologies are given of this name. 
J Bede. See the arguments of Innes. Crit. Essay. § Eumenius, &c. || Galfridus Monumutenais. 

■*[ Pinkerton,—Betham. 
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and differences in one which is widely spread, especially when unwritten, will greatly in- 

crease by the long estrangement of the branches, who own a common descent. Gram- 
marians raise the polished structures, but the simple vocables attest the kindred alliance. 

The affinity of languages most certainly evinces the ancient connexion of nations, that in 

course of time become very widely separated. The Greek and Gothic have satisfactorily 

displayed to the learned their common parentage, and we know that Gallic words pre- 

dominated in the Latin, derived through that most ancient Celtic race, the Umbri, who 
were the aborigines of Italy, and this classic tongue in grammatical construction, bore 

close resemblance to the Gaelic.* 

The assertion has been confidently repeated, that the Belgic portion of the British 
tribes. Gothic as the Piets, like them, obtruded a different language, which in the form of 

Saxon and English has superseded in the greater portion of Britain, the primeval tongue. 

How far this argument can be supported, it will be satisfactory to inquire. Do the 

names applied to natural objects on record, and as yet preserved in those parts which the 

two nations inhabited, favour the assumption, or do the Roman historians, our only guides, 

afford their evidence in its favour ? Caesar describes the South Britons as being in all 
respects like the people of Gaul, from which country he says they vvere.f Tacitus in- j 
forms us, the Gothinian was the Gaelic, and he particularizes two distinguished Belgic 

tribes, the Cimbri and JUstii, as using the proper British language^ 

The Gothic tribes came to the west of Europe, long after the Celtic migrations had 

spread population over the land, but the Get® were Scyths, and these retained the name 

of Celto-ScythsJ when their ancient brethren and precursors, the Kelt®, had fixed i 

themselves far distant in the west. The Gothic first prevailed in England, and a striking 

evidence of the progressive change of language among nations of dissimilar pursuits, is the 
fact related in the Sagas, that wddely different as the present English is from the northern 

tongues, a Saxon could converse so easily with a Scandinavian, in the 10th century, that | 
he could not discover him to be a foreigner.! The Gothic did not become the language of [ 

the low country of Scotland, until comparatively recent times. The whole inhabitants were j 

originally of one race, whatever shades of difference may have been observable in separate 

districts, of which a clear demonstration is afforded by the entire coincidence of local 
names, personal appellations, similar modes of interment, and relics of superstition | 

throughout the whole extent of the country ; that this race was Celtic, is satisfactorily 
proved by the terms being significant in the Gaelic language, and in no other. In the years 

547 and 650, the kings of Northumberland ravaged the southern districts, and seizing the 
country between the Forth and Tweed, filled the province with their Anglo-Saxon vassals, 

thus first inducing the adoption of the Anglo-Saxon language; and the events of the 

Norman conquest, 1066, when the royal family, the nobility and their followers were com- 
pelled to seek the protection of Malcolm III., mightily assisted in the introduction ; for the 
kingdom became so filled with them, that there was not a farm-house or cottage in the south, 
which did not contain English men and women servants !1T The refugees were located 

* Quintilian. Appendix to Report on the Poems of Ossian. 263. -f- De Bello Gallico. 
X De moribus Germanorum. § Aristotle, Strabo, Plutarch. || Ghmlaug saga, &c. 

Simeon Dunelmensis, L. II. c. 34. 
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on the borders and east coast by the policy of our kings, as a good means of defence against 

the English and Danes, and it may not have been so practicable to plant them in the in- 
land, the Highlanders bearing such intruders no good will. Moreover, the enterprise of the 

Saxons led them to prefer the east coast, where the powerful stimulus of commercial ad- 

vantage, hastened the adoption of their speech ; finally, the Scottish kings, from Malcolm 

Cean-mor to Alexander II., spent part of their lives in England, where they acquired the 

language, and married princesses of that country, and when the seat of government was 
removed from the Highlands, theirs became the court language, which gradually extended 

in the maritime parts. In the heights and distant isles, the pastoral and agricultural 

population clung with increased tenacity to their original tongue, the patriarchal institu- 

tions of Clanship being peculiarly calculated to prevent any disturbance of their social state. 

Another portion of the inhabitants remains to be noticed, which had the fortune to 

preserve its appropriate name, and impart it to the whole. The appellation Scoti or 

rather Scuite, is apparently a modification of Scyth, the name by which the great unsettled 

branch of the continental Celts were distinguished, and is descriptive of the wandering 

life which a large portion of the inhabitants led through their predatory habits, and for 

the easy pasturage of their numerous flocks.* Those who had store of herds, possessed 

the only riches of the pastoral state. In Ireland, which was inhabited by the Britons,^ 

who were forced over, as we are told, on the arrival of the Belgs in England,f the Scots 

were the dominant and noble class, the natives or aborigines being considered an inferior 
order.§ The epithet w7as adopted by the monkish writers, but does not appear to have 

been acknowledged by the Gael, at least in Scotland, where they have stedfastly adhered 

to their national distinction. 
In Erin as in Albion, the Scotic people were named the Pictish, and were known also 

as Cruthenich, a name indicative of peculiar habits. j| The close connexion between the 

Scots of both countries, was such as became nations owning a common origin, in which they 

had an equal pride. The Dalriadic Kinglet, which the county ol Antrim nearly represents, 

was long subject to the Scottish line, but at last the regal seat was removed to Argyle, 

and from this little sovereignty came the race of princes who crushed the vigorous inde- 

pendence of the Pictish throne, and so long ruled over the united Gael. This transfer of 

the dynasty, whatever may have been the motives which swayed the minds of those 

who favoured it, was not accomplished without a display of “ the high hand. IT 

Did the Dalriadic colony, as a different people, bring to Scotland their own language, 
and become the first disseminators of the Gaelic, vulgarly called Erse? This has been 
rashly asserted, but after what has been said on the subject of language, it seems unne- 
cessary to devote more time in disproving an evident absurdity.** The Gaelic, the pri- 

mordial tongue used by the whole inhabitants of both countries, has gradually given way 

* “ The wandering nation” of the Seanachies and “ restless wanderers” of Ossian. Ammianus, Dio, &c. 
attest the vagrant habits of the Scots; Herodotus, Horace, Ammianus, &c., of the Scyths. 

*f Diodorus Sic., Dionysius Periegetes. Ricard. Cirencestrensis. § Bede. 
[] u Eaters of corn.” MacPherson. It is not improbable that this is the term Dhraonich, Agriculturists. 

Grant's Thoughts on the Gael. "T The Albanic Duan. 
** See the authorities quoted. Ritson’s Annals of the Scots, Piets, &c. 
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on tbe south and east sides of Scotland. In Garrick it was only lately extinguished: in 

Galloway it was spoken in the reign of Queen Mary 1542—1566,* and during the same 

reign we find it the common language in the Gariach district of Aberdeenshire, from the 

| upper parts of which it has receded in our own memory.+ This much is to be observed, 

that within the Garbh-Criochan, or boundaries of the Highlands, where the recession of 

the Gaelic has not been in consequence of Saxon settlements, the manners of the people 
j I are essentially Gaelic, and they retain at home and abroad the predilections of their 

birih, particularly cherishing a just admiration of the bardic art, and possessing the char- 

acteristic taste for national melody. 
The foregoing opinions are not newly formed : the writer of these pages having in 

another publication, some years ago, gone at greater length into the subject, is happy to 

find that his views are now generally adopted. 

The Celts, from whom it was reluctantly acknowledged by both Greeks and Romans, 
that they had derived many of the useful arts and sciences, nay, even their philosophy,!: 

were distinguished by very remarkable habits and customs, many of which still charac- 
terize their descendants; and their personal appearance offered a striking contrast to that 
of the inhabitants of Italy and Greece. To whatever cause is to be attributed the general 
mixture of dark-complexioned individuals among the Gael, inducing the assertion, so often 

repeated, that they display the genuine Celtic hue, nothing is more particularly noticed 

than the fairness of skin, the blue eyes and the yellow hair of all branches of the race. 

So anxious were the Gauls to improve the glowing brightness of their flowing locks, that 

in the desire to heighten, by frequent washing and other artificial means, its natural 

colour, they hit on the manufacture of soap.§ The general appearance of the Celts must 

have been very peculiar to excite the notice of so many writers,|l and their aspect must 

have been a matter of ostentation, when its preservation was an object of national carc.^J 

The bardic effusions have always extolled the golden ringlets as imparting beauty to both 
sexes, comparing them to the gracefulness of flowing gold—to the loveliness of the golden- 
haired sun; while one of an opposite colour is alluded to as an exception. The Welsh 

are perhaps the darkest of the race, for they called the others Gwyddil coch, the red- 
haired Gael. The careful arrangement of the hair, was one of the most particular 

duties of a Celtic toilet, and the practice of trimming or “ glibbing” it, was put down 
in Ireland as an anti-English practice, by act of Parliament. 

The comeliness and great stature of the Celts were acknowledged ; the Britons and 
Caledonians, particularly exhibiting that stately appearance which in early society 

would be an object of pride, and a favourite theme for bardic compliment. The com- 
manding figures of the Fingalian heroes, and those of later date, are always kept in view. 

The dispositions of a people are however more worthy of consideration, personal ap- 
pearance being dependent on physical causes, while the mental affections and moral feel- 
ings are influenced by other circumstances. 

* Buchanan, &c. -f- Chalmers’ Caledonia, vol. 1. + Diogenes Laertius. § Pliny, xxviii. 12. 
|1 Herodotus, Ca;sar, Strabo, Lucan, Livy, Silius, Diodorus, Tacitus, Pliny, Isidorus, &c., all describe 

the Celts as fair. ®{ Amm. Marc, xxvii. 1. Tacitus, &c. 



X INTRODUCTION. 

On the ministers of religion devolve the care of forming the morals, and on legislators 

the regulation of society by the enaction of laws, the coercion of the wicked, and en- 

couragement of the virtuous. These two important functions, so naturally allied, were 

combined in one individual among the early Celts. That highly interesting and venerable 

order the Druids, who presided over a religion the most ancient, included the singularly 

important class, the Bards, the disseminators of knowledge, or rather as some maintain, 

they were in truth the body, of which the Druids formed a part, if more exalted in rank, 

certainly not a more numerous nor popular division. 

Britain seems to have been the hyperborean island alluded to by Heeatseus, a very 
ancient writer, who describes it as lying opposite to Gaul, and being as large as Sicily, 

j The inhabitants led the most happy lives, spending great part of their time in playing on 

the harp, and worshipping the gods in groves and circular temples.* It is certain that in 

! Britain was the grand seminary for Druidic learning, to w'hich the youth from Gaul re- 

sorted to complete their course of education, and to which reference was made in all cases of 

controversy or doubt. In the southern province, therefore, we find the wondrous remains of 

the stupendous works of Avebury and Stonehenge, with many other circular erections of 

the Clachan mor of less note throughout England and Wales. In Anglesea was the 

sacred fane and last retreat of the British druids, while seeking to escape the Roman 

sword. In Ireland the great Feis, or bardic convention, was held on the hill of Tara, 

(Teamhair) in Meath, and the science studied in different seminaries. In Scotland, besides 
other consecrated precincts, was Elian Druinich, now’ Iona, the isle wherein the chief 

establishment of bards was placed, which the celebrated Colum or Columba supplanted by 
a college of the scarcely less famous Christian order of Culdees, as he did with that sacred 
grove where now stands the town of Derry in Ireland.t To this latter country the 
bards are supposed to have been first introduced by the colony of Danas, and the name, 

believed to have come from Dan a song, is noticed as a corroborative proof. They 

would no doubt accompany the first Celtic settlers, and in all probability held their appro- 

priate place among the Milesian adventurers. 
Legislation—the services of religion, and the poetic art, were blended in primitive 

society, and the united duties performed by one person ; the priests, the historians, and 
j the lawgivers, were consequently of the bardic order. Although it cannot be admitted as 

true that “ poetry preceded prose,” yet it is not paradoxical to assert that verse was an- 
terior to prose as the medium of record. It was used in intercession with the Deity, and 
was the vehicle of all praise. The ethics of antiquity were delivered and orally preserved 
in pithy rhymes ; in this way, the earlier decrees of Greece were promulgated, and re- 
mained for ages ere they were engraven on tablets in the public ways, and even then the 

metrical form was not abandoned, nor did the people find another word for law than verse.t 
Strong indeed was the attachment to oral record, but still stronger w'as the predilection 

for rhyme ; even after waiting had come into use, the form of versification was fondly 
retained. The Brehons or Gaelic judges delivered their decrees in sententious poetry, and 

* Diodorus. *t* Hence the name, from Darach, an oak. 
J Wood on the genius of Homer. The Spartans would not permit their laws to be written* 
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Columba, who is himself believed to have been of the bardic order, and other early 

ecclesiastics delivered their moral precepts, as no doubt was the common practice, in 

impressive verse.* It was in this style of composition, that the Gaelic genealogies of the 
Scottish kings, repeated by the seanachies at coronations were formed.f In Wales, 

numerous moral triplets are confidently ascribed to the Druids: in the Highlands, many 

such apothegms, handed down from the Sean’ir, or men of antiquity, are of similar origin. 

The Druids, like the Pythagoreans, a similar sect, were most careful to exercise the 
j memory, and it was a positive law that there should be no written record; the first devia- 

tion from which appears to have been, as far as respected religion, but the poems were too 

mystical to be understood, save by the initiated, and it was not permitted to speak openly 
of the ceremonials or secrets of their profession; to sing in heroic verse the praises of 

illustrious men, was the unrestricted and most congenial duty of the bard. How admi- 

rably fitted for the assistance of recollection was the use of poetry—how well adapted for 

diffusing throughout the community, a knowledge of the laws by which foreign and inter- 

nal relations were directed; of the misfortunes which depressed, or the successes which 

brightened the national prospects;—the song kept alive the memory of transactions 
w hich gained the friendship of neighbours, or exalted military renown—it transmitted to 
succeeding generations the nistory of illustrious individuals—the woes and calamities of 

| the unfortunate ! How little even now, are the people in general indebted for their 

acquaintance with events, to the pages of the historian ? It is the record of vocal song 
which so long preserves among the illiterate the remembrance of bygone transactions, 

j There is much truth in what has been observed on this sort of vehicle for the convev- 

| ance of opinion ; “ songs are more operative than statutes, and it matters little who are 

j the legislators of a country, compared with the wrriters of its popular ballads.” With the 

Celts the statutes were really poems, and the observation of Maepherson is just: “ The 
moral character of our ancestors owed more to the compositions of the bard, than to the 

precepts of the Druids.”+ The druidic injunction for cultivating the pow’er of recollection, 
long affected the national character, and in the Highland districts, it cannot be said to 

have altogether ceased as a popular object. The Gael frequently met for the purpose of 
friendly contest in the repetition and singing of their ancient poems, and poetic talent 

was one of the most respected accomplishments. In Wales, its possession elevated one 
to rank. A Highland amusement wdnch Johnson describes, is illustrative of the poetic 

spirit. A person enveloped in a skin enters the house, when the company affecting to be 

frightened, rush forth ; the door is then closed, and before they are admitted, for the 
honour of poetry, says the doctor, each must repeat, at least a verse. The young men 

who celebrate the festival of Colain, or bringing in of the new year, are obliged to re- 

cite an extempore rhyme before they are admitted to any house. The Dronn, or rump, 
was called the bard’s portion ; w hoever received it, was obliged to compose a verse; and 
many a humorous couplet has the present elicited. This is called Beanneachadh Bhaird, 

* Dr Macpherson’s Dissertation, 215. 
+ The last repetition of a Gaelic genealogy was at the coronation of Alexander III., in 1249. 
J Introduction to the Hist, of Britain. 
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or the Bard’s Blessing, and it was customary to give a metrical salutation as a mark of 

respect; a composition in praise of one whose kindness or hospitality had been experienced, 

was an equally common effort of the muses. Dr Donald Smith, speaking of MS. poems of 

Ossian, and those collected by Duncan Kennedy, which scarcely differed, observes, “ The 

test which such an agreement affords at a distance of almost three hundred years, of the 

fidelity of tradition, cannot but seem curious to such as have not had an opportunity of 

observing the strength which memory can attain, when unassisted by writing, and 

prompted to exertion by the love of poetry and song.”* 

The Fear Sgeulachd or reciter of tales in Ireland, although now perhaps reduced to 

an itinerant mendicant, was formerly a personage whose entertaining and instructive 
rehearsals always procured becoming respect. These men were walking chronicles, the 

depositaries of what wras old, and the disseminators of passing novelties. A favourite 

pastime among the Gael was recitations of the old poems in manner of dramas, for 
which they were excellently adapted, if not originally so intended. 

The chief object of the Celts in the nurture and education of their children, being to 

promote hardiness of constitution and corporeal strength, and to instil into the mind a 

sense of justice, and the highest notions of freedom and of warlike renown, their institu- 

tions were of a serious and martial cast.f The population were stimulated by the bardic 

exhortations from early childhood, to contemn inglorious ease and death itself, and to 

emulate the heroic virtues for which their ancestors were so highly extolled, as the only 
means by which they could attain distinction here and happiness hereafter. The labours 

of those national preceptors were eminently successful, and the bloody and protracted 
wars which they so intrepidly sustained in Gaul, against the conquerors of the world, 
tarnishing their arms, before unsullied,+ bear ample testimony to the love of freedom. 

In our own country, was the influence of those patriots less strong ? “ Neither by 

Romans, Saxons, Danes nor Normans, could they ever be conquered, either in Britain or 

Ireland; but as they could not successfully resist the overwhelming numbers, and superior 

j discipline of their enemies in the plain country, they retreated with the highest spirited 

j and most intractable of their countrymen, into the mountains, where they successfully 

j defied the legions of the Roman and Saxon barbarians. For more than a thousand years 

they maintained their country’s independence in the mountains of Wales and Scotland, 

11 whence they constantly made incursions upon their enemies. Here it was, where, with 

their native wild and beautiful music, and in poetry which would not disgrace a Homer, 

j being the production of passion not of art, their venerable Druids deplored their country’s 

misfortunes, or excited their heroes to the fight.” These are the words of a Saxon 

writer, who made the history of the Druids, and their mysterious religion, subjects of the 

j most profound research.§ 
An order which possessed the power of inflaming their countrymen to the fiercest re- 

sistance of invasion, and unextinguishable passion for liberty, was subjected to the direst 

* Report of the Committee of the Highland Society of Scotland, on the authenticity of Ossian, p. 302. 
Tacitus, &c. J Ibid. c. 53. Amm. Marc. c. xxxi. Lucan. 

§ Higgms’ History of the Celtic Druids, 4to. p. 270. 
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persecution of their implacable enemies. The cruelty with which the Romans accom- 

plished the slaughter of the British Druids, even in the sacred isle of Mona, had only a 

parallel in the massacre of the Welsh bards, by Edward the first of England. The 

indomitable spirit of resistance to aggression, which these illustrious patriots so effectually 
cherished in their countrymen, aroused the sanguinary vengeance of their ambitious foes, 

and the same policy, wdth a subdued severity, animated Queen Elizabeth, and Henry the 

Eighth, in their proscriptive legislation for the natives of Ireland. 

Many instances are on record of the extraordinary power of music, which was always 
in ancient times an accompaniment to the song. Tyrtaeus, by the chanting of his heroic 

verses, so inspirited the sinking Lacedemonians, that, rallying, they gained a triumphant 
victory, and saved the state. Terpander succeeded in appeasing a seditious outbreak, by 

singing an appropriate composition to the sound of his lyre, and Alcaeus rescued his 

country by the same means. The bards not only inflamed the martial zeal of the people, 

rousing them to arms in defence of all they held dear, but they accompanied the armies 

to the field, and their persons being held inviolable by friend and foe, they employed 

themselves in moving about, sustaining the courage of the troops in the heat of battle; 

charging them to acquit themselves like men, and thereby obtain the approbation of their 
country, assuring them of ample fame on earth, and a joyful existence hereafter, should 

they bravely fall. “ Ye bards, raise high the praise of heroes, that my soul may settle 
on their fame !’’ was an appropriate Celtic ejaculation. To die without this fame was a 

misfortune felt beyond the grave ; the spirit rested not, when nothing had been done on 

earth to ensure its posthumous meed of praise. 

The bards w ere also the heralds who summoned the clans to the strife of arms, a duty 
which was afterwards effected by the fleet bearers of the Crann taradh, and that important 

official in the establishment of a chief, the Piobair-mor. An instance occurs in the poem 

of Temora where a bard performs the ceremony; he proceeds to the hall of Shells, where 

the chiefs were assembled, and raising aloud the song of war, he calls on the spirits to 
come on their clouds, and be witness to the heroism of their descendants. The bards 

were in fact called upon by the leaders, as those on whose well-directed exertions rested 

the fate of battle, to rehearse the glorious exploits of former heroes, and by urging 

every motive to exertion, endeavour to carry the day by esprit du corps, not unlike the 
way in modern times of calling on the pipers—seid sues, play up ? But they stood in no 

need of command ; they acted in their vocation con amore, and they could excite or 

appease the warlike passions at their will; nay, with such awe were these men of song 

regarded, that they would step between armies which had drawn swords and levelled 

spears for immediate action ; and the ireful combatants, as if their fury had been tamed 
by a charm, instantly dropt their arms.* The shaking of the “ Chain of silence” by the 

Irish bards, produced the same effect.t 

Their prophetic character added greatly to their influence ; for they professed to foretell 

the fate of wars, and the destiny of individuals. So nearly allied are the gifts of poetry. 

* Diodorus. 'j' Walker’s Hist. Ir. Bards. 
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and prophecy, that the same individuals were professors of both, and hence it is that we 

find the Romans using the terms indiscriminately, especially with reference to those in 

their Gaulish provinces. Of the prophecies of the Gauls, many instances are related; they 

were held in much, estimation for their auguries and predictions, and were consulted by 
even the emperors of Rome. Those soldiers who were in their armies, perhaps from 

their national gravity, and dark and figurative manner of expression,*compared with their 

Italian comrades, were looked on as seeing more clearly into futurity than others. The 

spirit descended on their successors in the British isles. In the Principality, the faculty 

in the bardic order was tacitly acknowledged, and Irish history affords many proofs 

of the conjunction, whilst among the Scottish Gael, the ability to prognosticate unerr- 
ingly, was repeatedly claimed, and respectfully conceded. Fingal himself, by concurrent 

tradition, is allowed, with other attributes of one so illustrious, to have possessed in an 

eminent degree, the ability to predict coming events. The court poets, about 1323, 

delivered a prophecy respecting King David, which was fully credited.! 

Numerous proofs of the unabated influence of bardic exhortations on individuals, clans, 

and confederated armies, could be adduced. When the orator, standing on a cairn or 

other eminence, harangued the assembled host, in energetic verse, descanting in glowing 

terms on the well earned glories of the race—their heroism and other virtues, reminding 

them that on present exertions depended their country’s fate—their own, their wives and 

children’s safety ; that the freedom w’hich their sires bequeathed, it was for them to 
maintain and faithfully transmit to following generations ; and w’hen he warned them that 

the shades of their noble ancestors hovered near to witness their prow ess, and bear them 

to the realms of bliss, if they bravely fell, the climax was attained, and in the paroxysm I 

of generous resolution, with a simultaneous shout, the whole rushed forward to the melee. 

Those who survived, were welcomed by the fair with the songs of praise; the bards ex- 

tolling their exploits in the most laudatory strains. 

The War Song of Gaul in the fourth book of Fingal, shows the usual style of the 

Prosnachadh cath, which is the name applied to it, corresponding to the Irish Rosgacath, 

and the Welsh Arymes prydain.i The address of that intrepid chief of the Caledonian 

confederation, Galgacus, delivered to his troops previous to the great battle of the Gram- 

pians, is highly interesting for its antiquity, the eloquence it displays, and the light it 

throws on the sentiments of that unconquerable race, to whom the Britons of the south 

alleged the gods themselves were scarcely equal. The famed Caractacus would animate 
his forces in a similar manner ; and it is probable both delivered their harangues in 

verse, and may indeed have been of the bardic order. The strife was truly “ kindled by 

the songs of the bards.” “ Go Ullin—go my aged bard! remind the mighty Gaul of 

battle—remind him of his fathers—support the yielding fight; for the song enlivens war,” 

says the king of Morven. 

It is unnecessary to multiply examples : the practice wras retained as long as clanship 

was entire. The Brosnachadh cath Gariach, composed by Lachlan Mac Mhuireach, the 

* Diod. Marcel. f Fordun, xiii. 5. J Cambrian Register. 
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bard of Donald of the isles, at the bloody field of Harlaw in 1411, is a specimen, curious 

for the subject and the strict alliteration in its composition. It has been observed as 

scarcely credible, that a bard could compose and deliver such lengthened exhortations in 

the battle field, and impossible to preserve such effusions afterwards, except he was 
“ attended by a secretary !” These, and many similar objections to the authenticity of 

the ancient remains of Gaelic bards, have been offered by the late Rev. Edward Davies, 
author of “ Celtic researches,” in a very rare work, entitled, “ The claims of Ossian 

considered.” This writer, whose remarks we shall have occasion again to allude to, is the 

most severe assailant of the venerable bard who has yet appeared, and it is to be regret- | 
ted, that the asperity, promoted by ignorance of the subject, which is evinced throughout 

his inquiry, tarnishes much the fame he acquired by his other learned productions. The 

bards doubtless studied the subject of their compositions, previous to rehearsal, and I 

polished or perfected them afterwards. Ossian was as capable of composing Fingal and 

Temora, as Homer was to form the Iliad, and the deep misfortune, of being “ blind, 

palsied, destitute, broken-hearted and illiterate,” p. 53. and the last of his race, was | 

rather favourable to his poetic genius, while it imparted a melancholy spirit. He might 
not be provided with an “amanuensis,” but he had zealous admirers, and attentive auditors 

to his frequent repetitions ; and although Malvina might be 80 years of age, by Mr 

Davies’ chronology, she could well store her memory, less disturbed by the passions of 

youth, with those affecting songs, which it delighted the hoary bard to repeat. 

A striking instance of the irresistible impression of these vigilant monitors occurs in 

Irish history. The primate of Ireland, in a conference with Fitzgerald, succeeded in 

convincing him of the folly and the guilt of a contemplated rebellion, when Nelan, the 

bard, lifting up his voice with his harp, poured forth a touching effusion, commemorative 

of the heroism of that noble’s ancestors—of their wrongs and the inestimable value of 

freedom, and evoking quick revenge ; the gallant Thomas rushed forth and flew to arms. 

When aid was sought from neighbouring clans, the bard was the fitting messenger to 

arouse the sympathy of friends. In late and altered times, the poets exercised, by means 
of their compositions, a power scarcely inferior to that of their predecessors, in the days 

of Druidism. If they could not command the favour of a chief, they could neutralize his 

efforts by their songs, which took the desired effect on the less politic clansmen. Iain j 

Lorn and others performed wonders by the power of verse, and respect for their profes- 

sion. Rob Donn was more useful by the effect of his cutting poems, in favour of Prince | 

Charles, than his chief was prejudicial in his operations with an unwilling clan. 

It is necessary here to notice, with attention, the religious tenets maintained by the j 

Druids, that celebrated priesthood, which held unlimited power over a mighty race— 

which instilled for many centuries of uninterrupted sway, those generous precepts, that 

not only operated on the mental faculties of the bard, himself so important a member of 

the community, but formed a national character, which is not even yet effaced. The pro- 

gress and fall of a system are to be traced, which became like other institutions, corrupt 

and injurious, through the venality of the professors of poetry, who had survived the re- 

ligion whence they emanated, which had long been abandoned by the human race, but 
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which left much, long entwined with the holy faith wre nowr maintain, strongly imbuing 

the poetic genius of the Gaelic bards. The wild imaginations of the enthusiastic Celts, 

led them to indulge in many superstitious ideas, but if, like other Pagans, they openly and 

emblematically admitted a plurality of Gods; the belief in one supreme disposer of human 

events was the fundamental creed of the bardic hierarchy ; and if the people were 

persuaded of the truth of metempsychosis, or transmigration of spirits into other bodies, 

the more enlightened portion believed the immortality of the soul, in a state of happiness 

or misery. In the work of that intelligent Roman soldier and historian, Marcellinus, who 

was well acquainted with the Gauls, he thus speaks : “the Druidse of a higher polish and 

imagination, as the authority of Pythagoras decreed, being formed into societies or fellow'- 

ships, were addicted wholly to the consideration of matters of divine and hidden import, 

and despising all human things, they confidently affirmed that the souls of men were im- 

mortal.”* The simple and sublime doctrines, if it is permitted so to designate them, 

which the Druids taught, were to reverence the Deity—to abstain from evil, and to be- 

have with bravery; and they enforced their observance with unremitting energy. To the 

Almighty being, they paid adoration under the open canopy of heaven, esteeming it un- 

becoming to confine within a covered edifice, the worship of Him who created all things. 

At His mysterious shrine—circular, as the type of eternal duration,—they invoked divine 

favour, under the striking symbol of the resplendent sun, the apparent source of universal 

life. The appellations, Be ’il and Grian, or Granais were applied to the glorious lumi- 
nary, and they are still used by the Gael, although they do not attach to them those 
unchristian ideas, which darkened the mind of his ancestors, or perhaps being at all aware 

of the origin of terms formerly repeated with feelings of gratitude and veneration.f Many 
superstitions which yet maintain a hold on his imagination, are traceable to the mysterious 

dogmas of Druidism. Feelings carried along from ages the most remote, imbued the 

minds of the Gaelic poets who indulged the fond persuasion, that the aerial spirits of 

departed friends hovered near their earthly relatives, rejoicing in their success and happi- 

ness, warning them of impending misfortunes, and ready when meeting death, to bear their 

spirits on clouds to a happier region. This cannot be called a debasing belief. 

The only names which the Gael yet apply to Heaven and Hell, proclaim their origin 
in days of Paganism. The ideas concerning Flath-innis, the island of the brave or noble, 

which was supposed to lie far distant in the Western Ocean, and Ifrinn, the cold and dis- 

mal isle in which the wicked were doomed to wander, in chilling solitude, so inconsistent 
with, and diametrically opposed to the Christian faith, could never have been imbibed 

from the sacred records of divine will. The numerous imaginary beings, w ith which the 

Celts filled earth, air, and water, were admirable accessories to the poetic machinery ; 

they were perhaps originally deified, and although not yet discarded from popular belief, 

they are reduced to the less awful forms of phocas, fairies, beansiths, Glasligs, &c. 

By all people, heaven has been pictured as an indescribable refinement, of all that im- 

parts pleasure to the inhabitants of earth; and it is otherwise impossible to form any idea 

* Book xv. ch. 9. -J The Romans, or Romanized Celts, raised altars to them. 
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of the joys awaiting the righteous, the reality of which “it hath not entered the heart of 
man to conceive.” With the Gael, all the amusements in which they took delight, whilst 

dwellers in the lower world, were pursued without alloy in their aerial abode. All descrip- 
tions of the Celtic paradise, must fall short of their own conception of its glories, but the 

following effort of an ancient bard to impart some notion of its imaginary excellence, is 

highly interesting, abounding as it does in that hyperbolic style, which is impressed on 

all similar compositions. It gives also a curious picture of one of the Celtic sages. “In 

former days, there lived in Skerr, a Druid of high renown. The blast of wind waited 
for his commands at the gate; he rode the tempest, and the troubled wave offered itself as 

a pillow for his repose. His eye followed the sun by day ; his thoughts travelled from 

star to star in the season of night. He thirsted after things unseen—he sighed over the 

narrow circle which surrounded his days. He often sat in silence beneath the sound of 

his groves ; and he blamed the careless billows that rolled between him and the green 

Isle of the west.” One day as he sat thoughtful upon a rock, a storm arose on the sea: a 
cloud, under whose squally skirts the foaming waters complained, rushed suddenly into 

the bay ; and from its dark womb at once issued forth a boat, with its white sails bent to 

the wind, and around were a hundred moving oars: but it was void of mariners ; itself 
seeming to live and move. An unusual terror seized the aged Druid: he heard a voice, 

though he saw no human form. “ Arise ! behold the boat of the heroes—arise, and see 

the green Isle of those who have passed away !” He felt a strange force on his limbs ; he 

saw no person ; but he moved to the boat. The wind immediately changed—in the bosom 

of the cloud he sailed away. Seven days gleamed faintly round him; seven nights added 
their gloom to his darkness. His ears were stunned with shrill voices. The dull mur- 

mur of winds passed him on either side. He slept not, but his eyes were not heavy : he 

ate not, but he was not hungry. On the eighth day, the waves swelled into mountains ; 
the boat rolled violently from side to side—the darkness thickened around him, when a 

thousand voices at once cried aloud,—“ The Isle, the Isle!” “The billows opened wide 

before him ; the calm land of the departed rushed in light on his eyes. It was not a light 

that dazzled, but a pure, distinguishing, and placid light, which called forth every object 

to view in its most perfect form. The Isle spread large before him, like a pleasing 

dream of the soul; where distance fades not on the sight—where nearness fatigues not 

the eye. It had its gently sloping hills of green; nor did they wholly want their clouds : 

but the clouds were bright and transparent, and each involved in its bosom, the source 

of a stream; a beauteous stream, which wandering down the steep, was like the faint 

notes of the half-touched harp to the distant ear. The valleys were open and free to the 
ocean; trees loaded with leaves, which scarcely waved to the light breeze, were scattered 
on the green declivities and rising grounds. The rude winds walked not on the moun- 

tain ; no storm took its course through the sky. All was calm and bright; the pure 

sun of autumn shone from his blue sky on the fields. He hastened not to the west for 

repose ; nor was he seen to rise from the east. He sits in his mid-day height, and looks 

obliquely on the Noble Isle. In each valley is its slow-moving stream. The pure waters 

swell over its banks, yet abstain from the fields. The showers disturb them not; nor are 
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they lessened by the heat of the sun. On the rising hill, are the halls of the departed— 

the high-roofed dwellings of the heroes of old.”* 

There is here none of the barbarous ideas which distinguished the Scandinavians. The 
Celts never dreamt of such joys as were found in Odin’s Hall, or of carrying vindictive 

feelings beyond the grave—no quaffing beverage from the skulls of enemies, and other 

marks of ferocious minds. There is here no purgatorial state—no such horrid passage, 

as led to the Elysium of the Greeks—the transit of the spirit from earth, is on clouds 

accompanied by those of relatives long before removed. There was indeed an intermediate 

position, occupied by the shades of those who had escaped the more awful penalty, but 

had no position in the abode of the virtuous. So difficult is it to control the vicious pro- 

pensities of mankind, that the Druids not only were empowered to pass a sentence, of the 

most strict excommunication, rendering it highly criminal in any to show the smallest 

favour to the proscribed, but they carried their pretensions farther, and debarred them 

from entering Flath-innis. For those who were guilty of venial crimes, or had shown 

“the little soul,” by coming short of the standard of goodness, through cowardice, in- 

justice, &c., which did not incur the severer ban, it was impossible ever to reach the 
island of the brave. Their sluggish spirits heard no song of praise ; they were doomed 

to hover in miserable solitude, beside fens and marshes, tormented by unavailing 

regrets. 

To a northern people, as warmth is of all sensations the most desirable, so cold is the 
most to be avoided. Exposure to chilling winds, and a state of intense and continued 

frigidity, is a calamity, which those who were ill clad, must have dreaded even more than 

the want of food. It wras therefore with them a natural imagination, that the place of 

final punishment should be wrapt in an atmosphere of everlasting frosts. Ifrinnj- was 

therefore contemplated with feelings of horror, and the dread of being consigned for ever- 

more to its indescribable rigour, operated as a powerful check on the unworthy passions. 

Besides piety to the objects of their worship, and unflinching bravery in the battle field, 

Druidic morality required the exercise of other duties, to merit the beatitude of the Isle 

of the exalted. The profession of bardism ensured a becoming degree of respect and 

awe, towards itself; while the patriarchal feelings of clanship bound closely the followers 

to their natural chiefs and protectors. 
Hospitality is a virtue of primitive society—its exercise was a positive law among the 

Gauls and Germans of old.J It continued unrestricted among the Gael, while their 

ancient system remained entire, and it is now only cooled, where modern civilization and 
refinement have intruded on the unsophisticated manners of an open-hearted race. “ The 

red oak is in a blaze ; the spire of its flame is high. The traveller sees its light on the 
dusky heath, as night spreads around him her raven wings. He sees it, and is glad; 

for he knows the hall of the king. There,” he says to his companion, “ we pass the 

night; the door of Fion is always open. The name of his hall is the stranger’s home.” 

The feast is spread—the king wonders that no stranger from the darkly heath is come. 

* Macpherson’s Introduction, 190. + I fuair fhuinn, the isle of the cold atmosphere or climate. 
X Tacitus. 1. Diodorus, 5. 



SAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH; 

Oil 

THE BEAUTIES OF GAELIC POETRY, &c. 

MO 

A’ Cheud Barkan.* 

Am beil thus’ air sgiathan do luathais, 
A ghaoth, gu triall le t-uile neart? 
Thig le cairdeas dh’ionnsuidh m’ aois— 
Thoir sgriob aotrom thar mo chraig. 
Co-aois m’ oige ghlac an t-aog, 
’S uaigneach m’ aigne ’n uamh mo bbroin ; 
’S mdr mo Icon fo lamb na h-aois. 
Osag tha ’g astar o thuath, 
Na dean tuasaid rium, ’s mi lag. 
Bha mi uair gu’n robb mo cheum 
Cho aotrom riut fein, a ghaoth ; 
Mo neart mar chraig a Chruaidh-mhill, 
’S iomadh cath’s na bhuail mi beum; 
’S trie taibhse mo naimhdean ag astar, 
Le ceum lag, o bheinn gu beinn. 
Ach thig am do bhroin-sa, ghaoth, 
’N uair dhireas tu ’n t-aonach gu mall. 
Cha’n imrich thu neoil thar coill, 
’S cha liib a choille fo d’ laimh, 
'S cha gheill am fraoch anfhann fein.— 
Ach togaidh gach geug an ceann. 
Bi-sa baigheil rium-s’, a ghaoth, 
Oir tha ’n aois ort fein ro theann. 

Cuir lasair ri geug do’n ghallan, 
A shealgair coire’s aille snuadh. 
Tha 'n oidhche siubhal o’n ear, 

* The Author of this Poem, whose name is Douthal, 
was both a Chief and a Bard of great repute. The accounts 
which tradition gives of him are various; but the most 
probable makes him the Poet of Mordubh, King of the 
Caledonians. A fragment of this Poem has been published 
in Gillies* Collection, in two Parts, consisting of the First, 
and nearly half the Second Part It is now given in three 
Parts entire ; and differs not materially from the Transla- 
tion given in “ Clark’s Caledonian Bards"—a small Volume 
published in the last century. 

UBH. 

Tha ghrian a’ critheadh's an iar. 
D’fhosgail eilean Fhlaitheis sa’ chuan, 
Tri uairean dorsan nan nial, 
A glaodhaich, “ Dean cabhag thar a chuain 
Le d’ chuach-fhalt aluinn, a ghrian.” 
Tha neoil dubh siubhlach na h-oidhchc, 
Gun aoibhneas air chul nan tonn ; 
’S trie iad ag amharc do thriall, 
A ghnuis aluinn tha *g astar o’n ear. 
Ach eiribh le ’r sgiathan o’n chuan, 
A neoil dhorch nan iomadh gruaim. 
Tha sgailean nan sonn o shean, 
Tabhairt cuireadh do’n ghrein gu flath innis.* 

Beannachd le ribhinn chiuin do ruin, 
Buaidh le d’ shaigheid air gach beinn, 
A shealgair, tha tabhairt dhomh tredir, 
’S mi leointe fo laimh na h-aois’! 
Ach suidh thusa ann am uaimh, 
A’s eisd ri tuasaid ghaoth a’s chrag ; 
Innsidh mi dhut sgeul is mor brigh, 
Air suinn tha sinte fo’n lie: 
’S taitneach na smaointean a thriall; 
’S miannach dreach nam bliadhna dh-fhalbh ! 
Pill thusa, m’ oige, le t-uile ghniomh, 
A's feuch do m’ anam bliadhn’ mo neirt; 
Feuch gach cath’s na bhuail mi beum, 
A’s airm nan laoch bha treubhach borb, 
Thugaibh suil o neoil ’ur suain. 
’Fheara bha cruaidh aims gach cath, 
Cluinnidh ’ur clann fuaim ’ur c.liu, 

* The Sun was supposed to sleep in Flath.innis, //if Isle 
of Heroes, in the western ocean. The human mind has 
been in every age ambitious of obtaining a happy here- 
after. The Kelts, indulging in this pleasant presentiment, 
sent the ghosts of their departed friends to this imaginary 
paradise. 
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’S ting sileadh an sul gu lar. 
Tha m’ anam a soillseachadh le gniomh, 
Nam bliadhna dh-fhalbh, a’s nach pill. 

Dh-fhalaich a ghealach a ceann, 
Bha cadal reulltan air chul neoil; 
Cabhag ghaoth a’s chuan o chian, 
Bu gharbh an cath ’bha edar stuaidh, 
A’s sileadh ghailbheach nan speur, 
N uair dh’ eirich co-shamhla Shailmhoir,* 
O leabaidh fhuair sa’ gharbh chuan ; 
A siubhal air bharraibh nan stuagh, 
’S a ghaoth’ cur meanbh chath mu'n cuairt, 
Dh’ eirich mac an aoig air sgiath 
Nah-osaig, gu gruaidh Chraigmhoir; 
’S bha anail fhiadhaich nan nial, 
Ag eiridh ma shleagh gun ghuin. 

| Ag amharc anuas o leabaidh fhuair, 
| Bu mhor a bridh a bha ’na ghuth : 

“ Duisgibh ! chlann Alba nam buadh, 
! ’S garbh colg “ ur naimhdean o thuath ; 
j A’ gluasad air bharraibh nan toun, 
J Tha clanna Lochluinnj- nan lom long. 
I Eiribh ! chlann Alba nam buadh, 

’S mor neart ur naimhdean o thuath.” 
Air sgiath na h-osaige fuair’ 

I Dh-fhalbh mac na h-oidhche gu luath. 
Lub an darach garbh fo chasan, 
’S chrith gach gallon roi’ fheirg. 
“ Tionailibh mo shuinn o’n t-seilg,” 
Thubbairt Ceann-feadhna na h-Alba, 
“ Soillsichibh srad air Druim-Feinne, 
A’s thig mo laoich o ghruaidh gach beinne.” 
Labhair Mordubh, Righ nan srath, 
’S lionar crag tha ’g innseadh sgeil. 
Chuala clann a chath am form, 
A’s leum iomadh lann ghlas amach. 
Dh’ eirich a mhadainn san ear, 
A’s dh’ iarr 1 air sian gailbheach gluasad. 
B’ aluinn, maiseach, fiamh na greine 
Tigh’nn amach gu ciuin o’n chuan; 
’ Boillsgeadh a gathan air airm 
Nan laoch mdr-bhuadhach arms gach cath. 

Air adhart dh’ eirich Ciabh-ghlas treun, 
A’s iomadh sleagh air chul Cheann-aird. 
Tha Treunmor a tional a shluaigh ; 
’S c’uim’am hi Mordal air dheireadh. 
Labhair Ciabh-ghlas, bu mhor aois, 
“ Co chunnaic Sunar o thuath ? 
Am beil e togail iomadh sleagh ? 

* Tradition says that Salmor was drowned in passing 
from the mainland tohisown house in one of the Hebrides, 
on hearing that his wife was taken prisoner, and his lands 
laid waste by Tuthmar, a Chief of Norway, whose father 
Salmor is said to have killed in battle. 

-f The Lochlins, signify in Gaelic The Descendant of 
the Ocean, and comprehend all the Northern Nations who 
invaded the Caledonians. 

Thug mi fein am dig air buaidh. 
Ge fann mi’n diugh anns a chath, 
Bha mi’n sin gu neartar cruaidh. 
“ Ni m’ beil a d’ neart, no d’ chi liadal femn.” 
Thuirt Mac-Corbhui bu bheag cliu, 
“ ’S treun meamnach, Sunar o thuath. 
Tha gathan na greine a leum 
Mu’n cuairt a dh’ eideadh an t-scoid. 
Tha suinu gharbh neartar ri thaobh, 
Is ard a choille tha liibadh fo chasan. 
Tha creagan Thir-mhoir beag fo cheum, 
’S trom colgar, gailbheach righ Lochluinn, 
’S cha toir Siol Alb’ air buaidh.” 

Ciabh-Ghlas. 

“ Imich thus’ a ghealtaire chlaoin 
Gu aiseiridh shamhach nam ban. 
Tha t’ anam air chrith mar dhuille uaine, 
A ghluaiseas roimh anail nan speur, 
Mar thuiteas i roi’ fhuachd a gheamhraidh, 
Teich thusa o na naimhdeau borb : 
Ach is ioma’ craobh gharbh sa bheinn so 
A sheasas ’n uair is gailbheach sian. 
Is trie thainig naimhdean o thuath, 
Ach buannachd cha tug iad riamh. 
Imich thuse mhic gun chliu, 
Gu aiseiridh chuil nan daoiue crion’. 
Mur biodh aige-san tha gun chliu, 
Naimhdean nach bu mho na thu, 
B’ aobhar eagail nach b’ fhiil dha 
Airm a rusgadh sa chath. 
A feith air Clainn Lochluinn o thuath, 
Bi ’n cruaidh lannan fuilteach o’n taobh. 
Chualas t’ fbacail bu bheag sta, 
A mhic an ardain tog do ghath.” 

Dh’ eirich da shleagh gu h-ard— 
Bha rusgadh lann air gach taobh. 
Dhuisg anis neart na h-Alba, 
Chum garbli chath thabhairt dh’i fein : 
Ach, thainig sgiath laidir an t-sluaigh, 
Righ aluirm Albainn a nuas, 
Le corruich mhor, ’s le trom ghruaim, 
Dh’ amhairc e air na suinn Ian fuath. 
Bha shuil gu dadhaich ag siubhal, 
Gu dubhach o fhear gu fear; 
Air eagal gu tuiteadh an sluagh, 
Borb luath ag imeachd bha ghuth : 
“ Na ruisgeadh lann a chloinn na fairge, 
Na canaibh gu leag sibh sinn. 
Is trie dh’ eirich sleagh nr ’n athraiche ; 
Is lionar an cill air ar traigh ; 
Ach’s aoibhinn duibhs’, a chlann Lochluinnr 
Leagar Alba le h-airm fein !” 

Lan maslaidh bho fheirg an righ, 
Shiubhail na laoich a dhuisg an stri; 
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Mar dha neul tha siublial air cam, 
’Nuair shiubhlas a ghrian air min dhriuchd : 
Dubbach bha na glinn roi ’n ceum, 
Ag amharc an tighinn an deoir nan speur. 
Cha ’n fliiii ieo an cnocan crion, 
Tha triall chum gruaidh Ard-chraig. 
Mar sin a shiubhlas na suinn, 
An coinneamh a naimhdean herb. 
Air adhart tha ceum righ Alba, 
Mar gharbh chraig an aghaidh tuinn mhoir, 
’N uair chruinnicheas na stuaidh, 
A tabhairt garbh chath do thullte. 

Mar ghaoth oidhche shiubhlas air speur, 
Thainig claim Lochluinn nan sleagh ; 
Cha siubhail osag na h-aonar, 
’S ann comhla tha dubh ghruaim nan sian. 
Dh’ eirich airm Albainn gu h-ard, 
Mar thairneanach tha gairm nan cnoc ; 
Mar thuiteas da chlach o bheinn aird, 
’S iad tachairt air urlar a ghlinn’. 
Mar sin bha toiseach garbh a chath’, 
Js iomadh namh a thuit leinn. 
Bha uamhann a bhlair air an fhraoch— 
Bha tuilte fala mu shleagh Cheann-ard ; 
B’ iomadh creubhag a lot Mordal— 
Bu chruaidh, borb, flathail, gach fear. 
Ach co b’ urrainn seasadh roi’ cheud ? 
Chunnaic an Righ ar ceum air ais; 
Las anam a ghaisgich le feirg, 
’S allt dearg a leanailt a shleagha ; 
Bha taibhsean a naimhdean mu'n cuairt, 
Ach fad’ uaith fein bha na laoich. 
Thainig e mu dheireadh nan deigh, 
Mar thonn a tuiteam o’n chreig ; 
’S trie a dh’ iarr an fhairg air direadh — 
S trie a thilg an stuadh e bho bhonn ; 
Tha garaich a chomh-stri garg, 
’S am barr glas briseadh’s a ghaoith, 

C’ uime tha thu gruamach’s an iar, 
A ghrian aluinn ag astar nan nial ? 
Cha b’ anfhann na suinn— 
Cha do theich sinn roi ’n mheata. 
’S trie chuir neoil dhorch smal ort fein, 
An aimsir ghailbheach nan sian. 
Ach ’n uair theid fdgradh air a ghaoith, 
’S theid caonnag nan speur gu taobh ; 
’N uair bheir thu smachd air na neoil, 
’S a ghlacas a ghaoth air do laimh ; 
’N uair sheallas tu oirne nuas, 
’S do ehuach fhalt aluinn a sniomh ; 
’N uair bhios fiamh ghair air do ghnuis, 
’S mdr aoibhneas ’g eideadh gach enuie— 
’S aighearach leinn do bhuaidh ’s na speuran, 
A’s beannaichidh sinn do ghathan, a ghrian. 
Imich gu d’ leabaidh le cedi, 
Thusa tha ineasg nan reulltan mdr ; 

Bheir sinne buaidh fathasd, 
Ged’ tha sinn a nochd fo ledn. 

An Dara h-Earrann. 

Tri uairean chrath an oidhche 
A sgiath dubh, chedthach, ’s an ear; 
Tri uairean sheall na reulltan, 
Mar neoil ghruamach nan speur. 
Bha osnadh thamailtc nan laoch, 
’S a ghaoith ag astar nan earn ; 
Bha co-shamhla nan sonn o shean, 
Le corruich ag siubhal nam beann. 
Chualas trom osnaidh nam marbh, 
'S b’ anfhann an guth’s na neoil; 
Chuimhnich sinne gaisg’ an lamh, 
A’s ghabh sinn tamailte mhdr. 

Air ard-chraig dh’ amhairc an righ, 
’S lionar gaisgeach bha fo ghruaim ; 
Bha ’n smaointean soillear dha fein, 
A’s labhair e le hriathraibh cruaidh. 
Air cuis ’n uair laidheas gruaim, 
Theid fuadach an cridhe crion, 
'S theid fir fhann gu luath fo dhion ; 
Togaidh an calma cheann roi ’ghailleann; 
’S cha bhi fiamh taise na ghnuis. 
Tha ceuman nan sian’s an doire, 
’S cha liib an darach a ghlun. 
Abraibh sibhse Chinn-fheadhna, 
An tainig sinn o dhaoine crion ! 
An ann do gheuga fann ar sleagh ? 
O dharach Alba nam mor ghniomh, 
’S trie thainig naimhdean o thuath, ♦ 
’S c’uin a theich ar sinnsir gun bhuaidh ? 
An geill sibhse do chloinn na fairge, 
Far am b’ abhaist taibhse nan naimhdean 
Leum bho osaig gu h-osaig, 
Le trom osnadh bhrdin nam marbh ? 
Tha chlach ud le mdintich liath 
A cumail cuimhne air treun laoich, 
Ag radh, “ Cha do theich ar n’ athraiche riamh, 
Fhearanh leanaibh dian an lorg !” 

Ag eisdeachd ri briathran an righ, 
Bu dubhach bha na suinn mu’n cuairt. 
Ag amharc claidheamh, sgiath, a’s sleagh, 
’S le facail gun bhrigh ann a chluais. 

Sheas Morcheann, Triath Allt-duibh, 
Tri uairean chrath e sgiath, 
Tri uairean bhuail e an darach ; 
“ Ainmic bha mo bhuillean fann. 
Ainmic fhuair mo naimhdean buaidh ; 
Ge d’ thug bliadhn’ air falbh mo neart, 
Ni'm beil gealtachd am ghruaidh. 
Shaoil learn gu’n togadh mo mhac 
Mo leac, ’s gu caireadh e mo cheann. 
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Chaoidh ni ’n togar sgiath, no leac 
Le oigear flathail nan deas lann, 
Bha cheum air adhart sa cbatb : 
Ach d’ fhaillig gach caraid mu ’n cuairt. 
Bha iomadh namhaid na stri ; 
’S thuit an laoch roi’ mhile sluaigh.” 
“ Beannacbd” ars ’an righ, “ do’n laocbj 
Ach na aonar ni’m faod e falbh ; 
Theid Ceann-feadhna nocbd na lorg ; 
’S dorch do choigrich tamh nam marbh.” 

Ghlac Ogan Mac-Chorbuidh a sgiath, 
An diomhainn duinn gu eiridh grein’ 
Nan’ dean sibh feathamh da’r luchd mi-ruin ? 
An sin do labhair Ceannard treun, 
’S trie thug siol Albainn an t-slige chiuin ; 
Ach c’ uin a thainig has air coigrieh, 
’N uair a thachair iad le muirn ? 
Is treubhach, maiseach, linn Lochluinn, 
A’s buinig sinn fos ar cliu. 
Ciod uime thuiteamaid mar neul, 
Thig le sgleo bho linne bhuirn, 
A snamh as air bharraibh nam beann, 
’N uair chaidhleas a ghealach fo shuain, 
’S a chrathas gailionn clachan trom’, 
’S fiamh eagail air rionnag nan sian ? 
Crathaidh mhadainn a ceann’s an ear, 
’S eiridh a ghrian le cuach-t’halt ciuin ; 
Biodh solus a gath' air gach sgiath, 
'S has a gearradh airm gach suinn. 

A cur air sgiath Dhunairm, 
Deir Morfhalt,* fanaibh gach laoch, 
Air an tog lamh mhin-gheal leac, 
Ach laidhidh mise nochd air fraoch. 
Cha bhi deoir air gruaidh am dheigh— 
Cha ’n eirich clach le mo chliu— 
Cha ’n abair athair—“ mo mhac,” 
No gruagach—“ mo chreach, mo ruin !” 
Lot mo shaighead uchd na ribhiun, 
Bha tlachdar thar mhile mna. 
Bha fuil mo chairdean ag cur smtiid, 
Dheth na h-airm dhu’-ghorm ’n am laimh ; 
Bu naimhdean a dh’-Alba, m’athraiche, 
Aig High Lochluinn, b’ ainmeil iad. 
B’aite learn siubhal na fairge, 
Thog sia gaisgich bhorb mo bhreid. 
Thainig gaoth le cabhaig o thuath, 
’S thog na stuaidh le feirg an druim ; 
Bha meanbh chathadh g-eiridh mu'n cuairt, 
S neoil ghruamach ag astar os-cinn. 
Dh’ eirich Albainn air bharr tuinn, 

* Morfhalt was a Scandinavian. His history, as given 
by himself, is full of the most affecting incidents. His 
character is distinguished by valour in the highest degree, 
and unshaken fidelity, to the Chief of Dunarm, whoso j 
hospitably received him on landing in Scotland, and to [ 
whom he occasioned the greatest misfortune—the loss of 
his family 1 

'S chrath gach doir’ an ciabh le failte. 
Bha sleibhtean gdrm gu ceolmhor, binn, 
Le cathadh min bho cheann ar bare. 
Be Dunairm ceann-uighe nan coigreach, 
A’s shin an Ceannard gasd’ a lamh. 
*S e beatha clann Lochluinn an Albainn, 
’N uair bhios meirg fiochaidh air an lamh 
’S lionar ar f'eidh, a’s lan ar sligean ; 
’S tha cliu a’s misneach ’n ar sgeul; 
’S c’uime chitear gruaim air coigreach ? 
Chaidh surd le solas air cuirm ; 
B’ aoibhinn leinn cdmhradh ar sith ■ 
’S bheannaich sinn naimhdean ar tir ! 

Mar ghath greine air madainn chiuin, 
’N uair chromar le driuchd gach geug, 
Bha Min-bhas an talla na muirn, 
A’s ioraadh laoch toirt suil na deigh ; 
Ach, thug i a run do Mhorfhalt. 
Agam cha robh sliabh no suinn ; 
Bha mi am aonar sa chath, 
Thuit naimhdean Lochluinn le m’ laimh- 
Thuit, ’s cha d’ eirich mo chliu. 
Imich thusa, ars’ an oigh, 
Gu cathaibh righrean eein ; 
Eireadh do chliti-sa fad as, 
A’s cluinnidh Min-bhas an sgeul. 
Raineas righ Eirinn nan sleagh, 
A’s thuit a naimhdean le m’ lainn ; 
Sheinn am bard, as tad’ thar chuan 
Chualas m’ iomradh gu fial. 
B’ fhaoilidh oighean Innse-fail, 
Le ’n lamhan min-gheala caoin, 
Romham gu furanach fial, 
Ach ni ’n d’ fhuair a h-aon mo ghradh. 
’N tra thraoigh fearg, ’s a phill sith, 
Phill mi gu digh nam has min. . 
’N uair dh’ eirich Dunairm gu h-ard, 
Bha ghrian na tamh an cluain seamh, 
’S a ghealach a siubhal gu luath 
O nial gu nial le baoisge geal— 
Thainig guth air osaig na h oidhiche, 
O chirb an doire ud thall, 
Mar ghuth na maidne cubhraidh, 
Air aiseag gu m’ chluais gu min mall: 
“ Imich, ’s ma thuiteas tu ghraidh, 
Mo shuilean bi’dh silteach gach tra.” 
Chrith m’anam le eagal am cliabh, 
Blar nach robh e roimhe riamh. 
Chunnacas Min-bbas nan gaol 
Le armunn gasda ri taobh. 
Lub mi ’n tiubhar, ag radh— 
“ A shaighead ruig cridhe na ceilg” 
Nior rachadh an laoch an cein, 
A bhuidhean cliu do chridhe ’n ardain. 
Ilainig an guin nimhe a taobh, 
A s chlaon an oigh-mhin air tom. 
Bha cuach-fhalt dearg le fuil, 
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A’s dh’imich a h-osnadh air osaig na h-oidhche. 
Cion a thainig guin an aoig?” 
Thuirt an laoch, le guth ard, 
“ O laimh an fhir nach bu tais,” 
A’s thog mi an t-sleagh am laimb. 
A mhacain na h-oidhche uaignidh, 
Thuirt an t-6g le mor ioghnadh, 
“ Tha neart a d’ laimh, a ghaisgioh 
’N uair is faoin do namh. 
Nior thog an gaisgeach a shleagh, 
Le cridhe gun adhadh, gun ghean. 
Falbhaidh do thaibhse duaichnidh, 
Le macaibh na gaoithe duibh’; 
Far nach tog do lamhan lann, 
'S nach guin do shaighead cridhe gaoil.” 

B’ fhad a ghreis thug sinn, 
Cha chualas Min-bhas le gair airm ; 
Thuit a shleagh o laimh mo namh ; 
A’s chlaon e fadheoigh air an fhraoch. 
Thainig a ghealach o neoi! ; 
A’s chunnacas mo charaid na fhuil. 
“ An do thuit thu, bhrathair ghaoil ?” 
Thuirt an oigh, ’s an t-aog na beul 
“ ’S nach faic t-athair thu pilleadh o n t-seilg?” 

O ! Mhorfhuilt an tir chein, 
C’aite an eirich do shleagh ? 
Cha chluinn thu guth mo bhrathar fein, 
Cur failt ort tille le d’ chliu. 
Ach uair eiginn thig an laoch, 
A’s togaidh e ’n uaigh da ruin. 
Tharuinn mi ’n t-saighead o’n chreuchd— 
S a h-uchd min-gheal air a lot! 
A’s shil mo dheoir le braonaibh fala 
Na h-ighinn, ’s a suilean a plosgadh 
N uair chun' i lamh Mhorfhuilt na t'uil, 
’Sgread i mar thannasg, a’s theich 
A taibhse air neulaibh na gealaich. 
Ceithir chlachan le ’n coinnteich Hath 
Thogadh sud mu uaigh an laoich : 
Ga choir sin an suain na tamh, 
Tha ’n ribhinn bu ghile taobh. 

Sileadh oighean deoir a bhroin ; 
A’s seinnidh na h-eoin gu tiamhaidh 
Mu dhoire nan neultan dorcha. 
Re na h-oidhche ag eisdeachd na gaoith’, 
Bha neoil dhubh dol tharum luath ; 
A’s clann an adhair, gu d’ theich 
Le mdr gheilt, toirt dhomh-sa fuath! 
Tha Ceannard Dhunairm na onar, 
Ri bron, ’s a sileadh dheur ; 
Air uairbh thig e gan coir; 
A’s cluinnear a leon air a ghaoith. 
Cha tog es-an a shleagh ni’s mo, 
Ach coinnichidh a namh ma shleagh. 
Thuit Mac Dhunairm le m’ laimh— 

Thuit Min-bhas fo dhaillre na gealaich. 
An re na gealaiche nuaidh, 
Theid mi an caramh an t-sluaigh. 
Cha ’n eil muirn an talla Dhunairm, 
Theid mi, a righ ; ach ni’m pill ; 
Siubhlaidh mi mar ghruaim nan speur, 
A sheideas gu cruaidh air an raon, 
’N tra sheargas na luibhean maoth, 
Le anail fhuar na h-eigh-reotha. 
Laidh an damh aig steigh na carraige ; 
’S tha eunlaidh luath gun cheol. 
Tha’ n darach gun duilleach uaine. 
Tha cirb an doire ri crathadh ; 
A’s sian an adhair ga ghluasad. 
Theid an duine ga theach, 
O fhearg na doinione fuair’; 
Ach seallaidh athair na soillse 
Air na raoin, \s iad brdnach. 
Dearsaidh a chiabhan le maise ; 
A’s fograidh se namhaid nan luibh ; 
Crathaidh na cnuic an gruaim air falbh, 
’S ni faille ris a dol seach. 

Suidhibh sibhse so gu la, 
A Cheann-feadha nan slogh, 
A’s tuitidh mise am aonar, 
A measg ur naimhdean is geur colg ; 
Nach abrar, “ Nach toir sibh buaidh. 
Chionn gu’m beil mi fhein na’r measg.” 

“ ’S muladach do sgeul r’a luadh, 
A Mhorfhuilt,” se thuirt an Righ, 
“ Ach ni ’n tuit thu ad’ aonar sa chath, 
’S clann Alba an so na'n suain. 
Mar dhealan thu an am na stri, 
Ach coigil do chairdean a Mhorfhuilt, 
Tuitidh fadheireadh an treun, 
Treigidh samhradh an aidh, 
’S thig geamradh le ghruaim gun bhaidh. 
Bha Min-bhas am madainn a h-dige, 
Mar dhed greine am barraibh ogain ; 
'S co dheanadh cdmhrag na fheirg, 
Ri mac Dhunairm a bha garg? 
Cha do laidh e gun a chliu, 
Anns a chria’-thaigh chumhann chaol. 
Gu b’ iomraiteach a ghaisge, ’s an dan, 
Sheinn na baird gu blasda binn. 
Ach tha sleagh t-athar, a Mhorfhuilt, 
Fo smal an ad’ lamh sa ’n uairs’ ; 
Cha tog thu i ’n aghaidh ar namh— 
Cha bhi fuil t-athar air do chruaidh.” 

’S i sleagh Cheannaird Dhuinairm, 
A tha dearg le fuil a namh. 
Cha togar ma lann sa chath, 
Tha 1 *sinte Ihimh’ ri m’ ghradh. 

* The ancient custom of laying the implements of war, 
and of the chase, in the grave with the fallen hero, has 
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Bu ladair an lamh a liobh 
An t-sleagh so a th’ again fliein ; 
Ach tha e coimhead an taibhse, 
A threig uaith air raon na nial. 
’S an toir a naimhde buaidh, 
Air athair an ]ai a shean aois ? 
Cha toir—’s e na chiabhan liath, 
O righ, ’n tra thogam-sa shleagh. 

A's tog e a laoich le buaidh, 
Arsa Ceannard bu mhdr cliu, 
Ach, eisd ri truaighean is md. 
Bha mo thuireadh sa faraon, 
Airson Ainnir a chaidh aog ; 
Ach ni’n toir acain, no brdn, 
Air ais dhuinn an dream tha f'o’n fliod. 
Bu mhaiseach air sliabh Culaluinn, 
Ainnir nan lamh geala, caoin ; 
Dubh mar fhitheach bha a fait, 
’S bha brolach mar eal’ air caol. 
Thigeadh smal air dearsadh, gach digh’, 
An lathair nigh’n Shonmhoir nan rath 
Gu’m b’ aluinn mathair mo chloinne! 
A bha fonnar an talla a chiul. 
Thainig nighean Aonair nan Sleagh, 
Da’n robh mo run an tus m’ oige ; 
’S ghabh a suil bu mhor goin, 
Culaluinn, am maise mna. 
Na h-aonar fhuair i mo run, 
A’s labhair i rithe am foil; 
Nach ionmhuinn siubhal’ an Id, 
’S cubhraidh’ Chuilaluinn am beith. 
Tha tir na seilg air beanntaibh cian ; 
Thraigh a mhuir fada null, 
Fagail a carraige sa ghaoith bhlath. 
A nighean Shailmhoir nam bas min 
Rachamaid siar gun dail. 
Chaidh iad tro choille nan crann, 
’S fo charraig aird mu’n iadh an cuan, 
Chaidil Culaluinn bu gheal snudh. 
Cheangail a ghuineid mhna 
A fait amlagach grinn, 
Na dhuail ri feamainn nan tonn ; 
A's thill i uaipe, cridhe ba! 
Le h-aighear mu gniomh nach adh. 
Thain an fhairge tonn air thonn, 
A’s dhuisg Culaluinn a suain, 
A’s b’ ioghna’ lea ceangal a gruaige. 
O fuasgail mo leadan, a ghraidh ? 
Nach truagh ieat fheiu mi, digh ! 
C’ uime bhuin thu rium cho ba, 
’S mo mhacain aillidh am dheigh ! 
Ehreagair mac talla nan creug, 

been observed here by Moralt. Abandoned to despair, he 
probably regarded his spear as of no further use to him ; 
and, as the only proof he could give of his affection for the 
deceased, who so unfortunately fell by his hand, he laid 
it in her grave. Dunarm, being weak through age, gave 
him his own spear, and made him his adopted son. 

Ach bha nighean Aonair uaithe cian. 
Thainig tonn baiteach thar sgeir, 
’S na dheigh cha chualas a h-eigh. 
D’fhagadh i na cddaibh-eun, 
’N tra threig a bhuinn’ an sgeir ; 
Tri trathan dh’i bhi mar neul, 
Air aigeal na mara ud shios. 

Ach ni’n tearmunn dhut gu brath, 
A Ghuineid, do bhrathair baoth. 
Thuit an laoch le’m gheur lann, 
Ged’ dhlon e mi aon uair sa chath. 
Laimh ris ann an suram suain, 
Laidh thusa a b’ uabhraiche gniomh ; 
Is minig an aisling na h-oidhche, 
Thig do thaibhse le droch fhiamh. 
Ach a Chuil-aill an fhuilt duibh, 
Is ionmhuinn leam thus’ am shuain ! 
Thig thu gun chith, gun cholg, 
’S cha shettn fear cuairt do chomhnaidh, 
’N tra dh’ eireas gealach gun smal. 
Is mhiig a chluinnear do ghuth. 
Roi’ thighinn na doinionna ghairbh’. 
Cluinnidh am maraich’ an eigh, 
A’s gabhaidh tamh fo sgeith na creige ; 
A coimhead nan tonn gun bheud, 
Is caomh leis eigh nam boghannan, 
Ged’ eireadh iad ard san duibhre ! 
Amhuil a thuit mo chaomh, a Mhorfhuilt, 
A’s dh’ eirich mo shleagh le buaidh ; 
Cha mbaireann aon ghradh air thalamh, 
A’s leagar mor ghaisgeach san uaigh. 

Dh’ aithris Ceannard sgeula bhrdin, 
’S am feachd bha tosdach trom ! 
Bhruchadh osnaidh a’ chleibh, 
’N tra dh’ aithris e sgeula na truaighe. 
’S an doire dhaillreach bha thamh, 
Cha d’ ghluais an osag am fraoch min ; 
Cha do shiubhail na neoil thar bheiun, 
’S ni ’n robh sian an ciabh nan crag ; 
Bha gach crann a’s lus an sith, 
A’s laidh a ghaoth a sios gu grad. 
Ciod tha dearsadh san ear, 
Faoin chruth le faite gaire? 
Tha ghealach na cadal gu seamh, 
’S ni’m beil a ghrian a tighin air faire. 
’S i oighe an uchd chreuchdaich a th’ ann, 
Le mile solas tighin’ na deann. 
Min-bhas gu Mhorfhalt an tir chein, 
A tha giulan sgeith a h-athar. 
Ni’m beil a h-imeachd am feirg, 
Is caomh i air an leirg gu h-ai‘d. 
Cuir fuadach fo smalan na h-oidhche, 
Tha *reull na maidne na dearna ; 
A tighin’ mar dhearsadh am moch thra, 
Toirt fios duinn mu eiridh na greine. 

* Moidearg-mhadne. 
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C uime tha t-imeachd cho luatli, 
Ainnir shuairce’s gile gnuis ? 
Ach dh-fhag thu rabadaiiin dg ’na t-aite, 
Is caomh leth-dhealrach do chvuth ; 
Thar bhadan ceathaich na leirge, 
A dh-fhalbhas ro’ eiridh na greine. 

An Treas EARRAN. 

Bha briseadh na faire’s an ear, 
’S theich duibhre air sgiathan luathais : 
Dh’ imich na reulltan fad as ; 
’S bha ghrian a togail a cinn aidh, 
’N tra thog am bard a ghuth. 

Chuir Sunar, Ceann-feadhna nan laoch, 
Tha treun mar charraig nan tonn, 
Mar chnoc air thir-mor nach gluaisear, 
Mise thugaibh, shiol nam beann. 
Tha fhireun air sgiathan ro threun ; 
’S tha sheobhaig ma cheum gu luath ; 
Bha fhithich ma ioma long ! 
Air imeachd nan cuaintean mdr. 
An tabhair ceannard na tir’ 
A shuinn dhaibh mar chlosaich ? 
Na ’n tuit e sios do’n ghaisgeach, 
Ag tabbairt feidh a shleibhtean ard ? 
Uaibhse, theich o’n chath, 
Tha Siol Lochluinn nan sleagh geur’, 
Ag iarraidh freagairt gu grad. 

’S ard guth Shunar gun ag, 
Fhilidh dhan nan ciabhan liatha : 
Tha bhriathran labhar neo-mheat’, 
A chionn nach eil a naimhdean lionmhor. 

Ach, suidh thus’ air an fhraoch, 
A mhacain nam fonn is binn’; 
A’s theid an t-slige lan mu’n cuairt; 
Cha ’n eil ar fuath air clann nam fonn; 
A’s pill a rithisd, gu foil, 
Gu Righ Lochluinn, a ghloir nach adh ■, 
Innis dha gu’m beil eunlaidh nan sliabh, 
Air sgiath an deis an creich fein. 
Thigeadh e le mhiltean sloigh ; 
Tha neart n’ar cridhe-ne ’ta mdr 

Chual am bard briathran an Righ, 
A’s dh-fhalbh e ’n ardan a chri : 
Bha aithris nan taibhse na chuairt, 
O’n chunnaic e ’n sluagh a thuit.* 
Mar thig an doireann hho thuath, 

* The bard, leaving the adverse host, reflected on the 
high spirit of either army, and inferred the effects that 
would naturally ensue. Being inspired with such thoughts, 
he looked forward with a prophetic eye, and pronounced 
the fall of the people. Hence often the ground of belief 
in the second sight. 1 

Le gaoth luath a’s nialta fliuch, 
A tuirlinn o ghruaidhean nam bcann, 
Nuas air aonach, ghlinn, a’s shlochd— 
Mar sin thainig Sunar le shuinn. 
Bha ’n sgiathan mar nialaibh na h-oidhche— 
Bha ’n aghaidh mar reulltan a’ lasadh, 
’S na plathanaibh duibhreach, nialach. 

Chaidh neart na h-Alba air adhart, 
Mar ghaillbheann thonn le gair, 
Tha g’ imeachd an neart nan sian, 
Tha gluasad o chian gu h-ard. 
Cluinnidh am maraiche an toirm, 
’S le fiamh theid e na dhail, 
O nach urr’ e nis a sheachnadh, 
Tha ’g iomairt air aghaidh na bharc. 

Cia mar dh’aithriseam fein 
Gniomhan euchdach ’ur n-arm ? 
A shealgair Choirre-nan-stiic, 
Chunna’ do shuil Mor-chreag— 
A tha togail a chinn gu h-ard, 
’S a gabhail nan nial na chiabh, 
O mhulach tha toirleum a nuas, 
Le tailmrich o ghruaidh na craig, 
Sruth laidir, tha siubhal gu luath, 
Gu cuan, o aonach a’s ghleann, 
’S a tuasaid ri buinue na fairge; 
Ach hu ghaire, a shealgair, an trod. 

Mar lubas a chuiseag fhann, 
Fo dhoinionn na h-aibheis.fuair’, 
’N uair bhios buaireas thaibhse dian, 
’S na siantan uile fo ghruaim. 
Lub Siol Lochluinn gu luath 
Roimh Righ Alba nan sluagh air. 
Chunnaic Sunar e tighin— 
A’s chrath e tri uairean a shleagh. 
Ach crathaidh tu i gu faoin, 
A mhic Lochluinn a ghuth aird. 
Mar charraig roi’ dhoineann garbh, 
Tha ceann-feadhna na h-Alba an teas. 
Am buinne tha neartar, mear, 
Teichidh roimh aghaidh gun chail. 

“ Ach an do theich mise riamh,” 
’S e labhair Righ Lochluinn nan cliar. 
“ Mar dhoinionn an adhair mo laimh, 
Cha seas na beanntan fein le’n coill, 
’S le’n stacaibh cragach, am lathair. 
Air an fhairge thug mi buaidh, 
N uiiir le feirge do sgaoil an cuan, 

Mu fhearann a’s fhonn, ag eigheach, 
Is bheum gach rutha, a’s sgeir hheucach. 
Ach’s faoin a labhair thu, chuain, 
Bhuirb nan stuadh-ghlasa baoth? 
Nach tug mi fein ort roimhe buaidh ? 
’S an seas Ceannard ant-sluaighsorim’ thaohb ?' 



8 SAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH. 

Sin samhuil do bhriathraibh an laoich. 
Ach, chrithnich an talamh mu’n cuairt, 
’N tra thog iad an sleaghan ard; 
Thuit craobhan le m’ freumhach buaint’, 
’S chrith creagan fo chasan nan treun ? 
A’s leum iad o’n leabaidh thaimh. 
’S iomadh cruaidh a bha a truaill, 
A’s saighead a siubhal a b-iubhar. 
Bha seoid ag amharc an stri, 
’S da righ a gleac’ gu borb. 
Thuit sgiath Shunair gu lar, 
’S thar a shloigh thuige le fiamh ; 
Thog Mordubh a shleagh gu h. ard, 
Ach chun’ e uchd a naimh gun sgiath, 
Bha smaointean air gniomhan euchd, 
A’s ghleidh e laimh air ais. 

Bha Morfhalt air aghaidh’s a ehath— 
Leis thuit laoch air gach buille 
Sheas Ceann-feadhna bho thuath an cein ; 
Bha airde mar chraoibh fo bla. 
Dh’aom clann Alba air an ais, 
O sgeith laidir mar stuadh o charraig, 
Amhuil darag aosda nan ard, 
’S na siantan ri comhstri dhian. 
Ach togaidh tu do cheann le buaidh 
Tha maiseach, gun bheud o’n stoirm : 
Mu d’ thimcheall tha dion gach uair ; 
’S thig an sealgair o’n fhuachd a d’ dhluthas, 
A’s gheibh e dion o’n iunnrais fhuair : 
Mar sin tha sgiath an laoich da shluagh. 
Thog Morfholt a shleagh gu euchd, 
A’s ghabh e’n cddhail a ghaisgich, 
’S bu ghabhaldh cdmhrag nam fear borb ; 
Fhreagair mac-talla nan creag 
Do dh’ flmaim an lannan glas’ geura— 
Chuir iad coill a’s fraoch a bun, 
Le Ti casan air uilinn an t-sleibhe— 
A’s chrithnich clanna nan crion, 
Ag coimhead ri gniomh nan treun-(hear 

Is mor a ghreis a thug na seoid, 
’S na sloigh a coimhead an euchdan ; 
Ach chlaon iad araon air an fhraoch, 
’S fuil chraobhach a ruith o’n creuchdaibh. 

Sin labhair Morfholt na mor ghniomh, 
Cha’n eirich mo shleagh ni’s md ; 
’S cha ruisgear mo chruaidh’s a chath. 
Tha aon bhrathair agam fds, 
Mas’ a bed e, Solbha treun, 
Sealgair an fheidh air Bunar : 
Ma thuiteas tu leis gheibh thu cliu— 
Oir cha tnu an t-dg gun mheang. 

An do thog mi mo lamb, ’s mo lann, 
A Mhorfhuilt, a t-aghaidh, mo bhrathair? 
A sheol an tils dhomh cleasan lugh ; 
Ach, ni ’n t-sleagh ni’s md. 
Faram lamh mo bhrathair chaoimh, 
’S gu ’n caram an so e ri m’ thaobh. 
Theid sinn le cheile air chuairt, 
Gu teach ar n’ athraichean thug buaidh; 
Biodh ar leabaidh’s an nial, 
An ionadan sian nan taibhse. 

Chual an sluagh balbh a ghloir, 
’S bu mhor am brdn air son an laoich. 
Theich Siol Lochluinn g' an cabhlach, 
A’s shil deoir Mhordhuibh mar bhraon ; 
Fhill e air ais a shuinn— 
Thog iad leac-lighe gu h-ard, 
A’s sheinu am bard cliu an t-seiod. 
Tha darag aosda na choir, 
’S na mhenraibh mdr tha sranna ghaoth— 
Tha dealan an adhair mu’n cuair, 
’S cha tig fear turais na dhail— 
Seachnaidh e ’n t iuil nach adh, 
An aimsir nan reulltan cian— 
Tha da thaibhse mu’n cuairt an cdmhnaidh, 

i Le acain bhrdn tha siubhal air siantaibh. 
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COLLATH. 

Tha acain am aisling neo-chaoin !* 
An cadal do laogh, athair? 
Is eagal leamsa doiniotin chraidh ; 
Tha toirm gun adh air na flathaibh. 

Ciod e, Chollaith, fa t-acain ? 
Arsa Aosar a ghuth bhinn. 

Chunnacas, deir c-san, slige gu h-dl, 
Do fhuil namh o dhortadh lanu. 
B’ uamhann do in’ anam an gniomh ! 
Ciod c bhrigh, a shiol nan rann? 

Ach’s faoin so aisling na suain? 
Is faoin neo-bhuan gach uile nl. 
Tuitidh an gaisgeach treun na threis, 
A’s aillteachd gach cruth gu crion. 
Alar shruthas bla na coill— 
Mar thig neul daillreach air a ghrein— 
Is amhuil sin beatha nam beo ! 
Cha choigil’s cha chaomhain sinn seud. 
Ach, an comhnuidh dhomhs’ am thamh ? 
A mhic Chollaith, mo ghraidh, ca' bail tbu ! 
Aona mhic mo cheile chaoimh ! 
A t-aonar am beil thu air lear ? 
Fair an lann ud air an eallachainn, 
Alac-samhailt do dhealan nan cath. 
Thog Oglaoch an lann so g’a liobh— 
Lann m’ athraichean an gniomh nan rath. 
Is iomadh cath a's cdmhrag eruaidh 
Is cuimhne learn a bhi le buaidh. 

Fhreagair an sin Aosar nan dan, 
A churaidh, a Chollaith nam buadh, 
C’uime—ma bitheadh t-inntinn fo phramh— 
Bha Oglaoch mar athraichean treun, 
Curaidh treubhach e’s a chath, 
A’ mosgladh air faiche nan cruaidh. 
’S e bheireadh buaidh thar mhile Hath. 

A’s aosda lag mi nis fo bhron, 
Thuirt Collath, ’s a dheoir a ruith ! 

* Fonar, the Author of this Poem, belonged to the 
illustrious and once powerful family of Collath. He ac- 
companied his young friend, in his last expedition, to res- 
cue Annir, the betrothed bride of Oglach, and only child 
of Rutha, whom Ardan, a chief of a distant isle, carried 
off in the absence of her friends. Her exquisite beauty 
gained her many admirers. She preferred the Son of 
Collath. By their marriage the two most powerful 
families of Caledonia would have been united. But these 
hopes were never to be realised. The Poem opens with a 
vision of Collath, and concludes with a lament of the fall of 
the race of Collath, chief of Carrig. It is partly dramatic. 

Tha tuilte dol tharuinn gu dlu, 
A c’ ait’ am beil m’ annsachd fein an diugh. 
Gu b’ ionmhuinn thu Oglaoich threin, 
Mo leanabh fein a b’ aille cruth ! 
Bha thu fann roimh imeachd do namh, 
’S an triall mar thoran thar Mealldubh j 
A’s thig an la gun teach, gun uigh, 
Gun talla, gun fhlathaibh, gun chedl, 
’S am bi Siol Armuinn fo sprochd, 
Alar fhaileas ruiteach tro’ neoil. 
Ach’s diomhain mo thuireadh gu leir ! 
Ciod so’m fa mu’m beil mo chri 
Fo bhruaillean le aisling chruaidh ? 
A bualladh gu critheach, gun fhois, 
Mar dhuilleach roi dhoinionn’s na cluanaibh. 

Fhreagair mi fhein gu seamh, 
A’s tioma bhrdin ga’m chlaoi ! 

“ Am fanam-sa so am thamh,” 
Thuirt Oglaoch, “’s mo ghradh am dhi ? 
Cha chaill mi, ars’ e-san, mo chliu, 
Ann am madainn chaomh na h-oige. 
B’ eug-samhuil na h-arrauinn threuna, 
M’ athraiche feile, gun ghiomh : 
’S ni’m fanamsa so gun adh, 
Alar gheug gun duille gun bhla; 
Bheir mi buaidh air ardan fein, 
Neo theid mi eug, ’s e chual 
Mi, as tartar a cheum 
A ruighinn gu h-eutrom mo chluas. 
Tha ’ cruth caoin mar dheo greine, 
’S deirge beul no bilibh rdis ; 
Tha h-anail ni’s cubhraidh na’n suth, 
’S a guth binn mar inneal ceoii 
’S i’s aille dealbh de’n t-sluagh, 
Bheireamsa buaidh da trid ! 
Aiteal sul is glaine snuadh, 
Ainnir shuairce’s igheann righ. 
Mar torch air mi ’n oigh le m’ lainn, 
Ni mi cddhail rithe thall. 
Mo chridhe tha ’g eiridh neo-throm, 
A leumnaich le aiteas am chom ! 
O thaibhse nan treun fhear, a threig, 
C’ ait an comhnuidh dhuibh o’n eug? 
An comhnuidh d’ ur n’ anma an adh, 
Gun ched na Lanna, no blar? 
Gach fiitran le digh gun smal, 
Neo-ionan a’s sine ri gal.” 
Thog e ri crannaibh na seoil, 
A’s dhomhlaich uime a shluaigh ; 
Ri comh-stri ghailbheach nan tonn. 
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Bha fonn a ghaoil ann a bheul. 
Cha mheata, am feasd, a chri, 
A’s Ainnir da dhi’s an iuil ; 
’S an oidhche fhearthuinncach gu Id, 
Ag udal cuain an aghaidh shian, 
“ Fagamaid acain a’s brdn,” 
Thuirt Oglaoch, “'gu clanna nan crion, 
Taosgar gach boinne de m’ fhuil. 
Mu’n leigear leo an digh.” 
Dh’ eirich leinne cairdean treun, 
Thar lear a thorchar cliu— 
Dh’ eirich leinn Eilean nan laoch— 
Dh’ eirich leinn Fraoch a’s a shluagh. 
A chaitheadh ar slighe’s a chuan, 
Ghabh sinn an sin duan mu seach ; 
Sin sheinn duinn filidh nam fonn, 
’S a ghuth bha ard thar tuinn a’s lear. 

Biodh anam aidh ag taomadh, 
Mar chaochan ann an nualan ciuil, 
Is eibhinn le m’ chinas an torraghan trom ! 
Mar chabhlach nan caomh fo shiuil. 
Is ion’ le m’ chri an t-aiteas ard. 
Tha ’g eiridh adhmhor a steach ! 
Mar chlaraibh an talla nam fonn, 
Mar chuileann an sonn nach meat, 
Mar fhlath-innis mhile bard, 
Biodh smaointe graidh a chri! 
lonmhuinu gach sile, gach braon, 
lonmhuin maraon a’s Beul-bl, 
Caoin chruth geal nan ioma dual, 
O shiol na cathraiche nuaidh, 

| Cair gheal a chamhair a cneas, 
j ’S a leaca min mar na rdis ; 

Amhuil i’s an t-sobhrach bhan, 
Reull nan ioma b’ aille snuadh ; 
Bha i mar aiteal na greine, 
’S a mhadainn ag eiridh gun ghruaim. 
Ach tuitidh fathasd luibh an raoin ; 
Seargaidh a caoin chruth’s a dreach ; 
“ Sruthaidh a blatban gun bhuain,” 
'S e deir Mac Nuaith is geire beachd. 

Thug i ceisd, a’s a gaol trom 
Do Shonn dg a chaidh thar lear ; 
A’s dh’eirich doinionn nan lann 

| Mu oigh chaoin gheal nan cleachd, 
Tha aigne ’n laoich mar aiteal speur, 
No lasair dhein air aonach ard ; 
Co thraoghas a bhuirb ghair ? 

A chlanna fial nan armunn fiuidhidh, 
Eiribh gu duthaich fad as, 
Gu taomadh oirn mar dhoinionn ghairbh, 
Ni h-aoibhinn an fheirg a tha las’. 
Ach mairidh cliu nan saoidh gach ial, 
A ghleachdas ri truaighean gun mheath. 
A laochraidh nan sleagh liobhaidh geur, 

Togadh oirbh, mear, leumnach, garg, 
Mor—uaibhreach—borb, 
Le uamhann cith agus colg ! 
Fheid gathaibh leoin tre ’n cridhe; 
(Is aoibhinn fulang nan treun !) 
Buirbe nan gaisgeach’s an stri, 
Coigil a d’ chleibh a’s a d’ shuain. 
Lamh nan treun gu cath biodh leat, 
’S an arach fo lamh gu sguab. 
’N tra thraoghas gailbheinn na h-aibheis, 
Mar an t-anrach claoite sgith ; 
Seallaidh gnuis an iunrais caoin, 
Amhuil laoich n’ tra philleas slth. 
Ach e-san a thuiteas le buaidh, 
Tha e faighinn caochladh nuadh ; 
A mhealtuinn ionmhas nan saoidh, 
Nach ionmhuinn a chaoi, a chomhnuidh ! 

Thainig tioma air mo chri, 
Ri cuimhne na chunna’ mi fhein ! 
Gualann-chatha nach bu tim, 
Flathaibh fuileach bha ri m’ linn. 
Nach eil a h-aon din am shean aois? 
Nach b’ eibhinn a bhi leo seach leinn ? 
Chunnacas sonn mor nam buadh, 
Curaidh uaibhreach nan gniomh garg: 
Lubadh nan cathan fo lainn, 
’N uair a mhosgladh e am feirg. 
’S e aigne an laoich a bha ard— 
Bha bhoile mar chaoiribh chruach. 
Cha robh e riamh ann an sith, 
’N uair ruisgeadh na lannan san stri; 
Bha imeachd mar thoran tro ghleann, 
Mar dhealan an adhair bha dheann. 
Ach threig an gaisgeach o chian, 
Carraig-chatha a chridhe fhial; 
’S chaidh mar aon ris iomadh cdmhlnn, 
Cha n-e mo shdias nach eil e buan. 
Ach teirigidh sinn uile fa-dheoidh, 
A’s chi an 16 sinn smal’ san uaigh.* 

Ach mairidh gu suthain’s an dan, 
Gniomhan alloil aidh nan saoidh : 
’N uair chrionas a cholluinn gu smur. 
Mar an iiir an comhdach criadh ; 
Mar cheathach tra noin air an t-sliabh, 
Triallaidh an deo ag imeachd uainn. 
Far nach teirig grian, no gradh— 
Far a maireanu adh nan sonn. 

Ach, Oglaoich, is deacair trom, 
Sean aois a chromas an t-ard, 
A chaochaileas cruth nam flath, 

* Fonar, who was a warrior as well as a bard, recites past 
events, in which he, together with the aged chief, whose 
mind is soothed with a recital of the deeds of former days, 
acted a part: and his own state frequently and naturally 
occurs to him. 
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’S a dhallas fradharc chail nam bard. 
Cia mar sheinneas mi dhut cedi, 
A laoich oig, am chiabhan liatb ? 
’S e labhair mi f'ein ris an t-saoidh, 
Ceannard dg nam mile cliar. 

Chunnacas renll bn dealrach dreach, 
A soillse tro’ dhuibhre na h-oidhehe ; 
A’s shoillsich a ghealach a ris, 
’S na neoil ag imeachd gu luath. 
“ Mar aiteal nan reull ud gu h-ard, 
Tha maise Ainnir,” ars’ an laocb, 
“ A lionadh m’ anam do ghradh ; 
Ged' tha thusa balbh ad’ dheoir ! 
Com is meuchaire, mhine, ghile, 
Taomadh gaoil mar dhearsa na h-didhche !' 
A lionadh anam de shdlais, 
Is binne guth no fuaim nan clar, 
Is aille dreach no cruth cubhraidh, 
An noinein bhain fo dhealt nan speur. 
Is anmhor an t-aiteas so am chliabh ! 
Ciod so an solas diamhair, 
A tha ga’m lionadh gun fhoghnadh ? 
Tha m’ aigneadh a’ leumnaich a ghna, 
Le buaidh a’s mor ghradh na h-oighe. 
Air an t-sleagh so ann am laimh, 
Pillidh sinn o’n ar le buaidh ! 
1’illidh, no tuitidh le cliu, 
Air son an ruin a tha bhuainn. 
Pillidh mar aon a gaol 
Ro chaoin, mar ri caochladh cath. 
Tha m’ aigneadh a’ leumnaich gu cdmhrag. 
Is ionmhuinn le oighean mac rath. 

Aithris dhuinn fhilidh nan dan, 
Thuirt mi fhein am briathraibh ciuin. 
Mar bha oigh na h-iomair bhaigh, 
Re a latha an reull iuil. 
Beul-bi,* solus mhile cri, 
Maise mna a bhil bhi ; 
Ighean ghaoil bu bhlasda ceol, 
A fait mar fhitheach, dubh mar smeoir. 
Bha maise a’s gradh le cheil’ na sealladh, 
A mala crom mar ite ’n loin ; 
A com seamh, finealta, fuasgailt’, 
Cha lubadh a ceum am feoirnean. 
Bu chruth ionmholt an ribhinn; 
Ach ciod am fa mu’n robh sa ’g radh ? 
Gach aona bhuaidh do bhi air finne, 
Bha sud air dunach nan laoch, 
A thuit mar ghallan nan gleann, 
Mar sgathar fiuran nan crann. 

» The history of Belvi is introduced here with great 
propriety. The injured are apt to think their own case 
without a parallel, and the burden of the afflicted becomes 
lighter, when they are assured that others suffer the like, 
or greater hardships. 

Ach dh-fhailig mor mhais’ a ghaoil, 
Chaochail ’ cruth aiilidh gu h-aog ! 
’N uair bhuail lann Chonnlaoich uchd Dhonna- 

ghaill, 
’S a ruith fhuil na thonnan bla ! 
Chlaon e air uilinn an t-armunn, 
An gath nimhe chaidh tro’ airnean ; 
Gath geur guineach nan trx cholg, 
Os ceann imleig shath na bholg. 
Bha tosga tiugha nam beum luatha, 
A reubadh feoil, a’s cnai’ ga’m bruasgadh. 
Gach lann, mar dhealan an adhair, 
Mar fhalaisg air.sliabh na lasair, 
Dh’aom na flathaibh fo mbaoim: 
Bu dearg gach sruthan san raon. 
Thuit e mu throma ghr idh na h-oighe ! 
Mar chobhar sruth bha fhuil a dortadh, 
’S a ruith—’s e fuil a chridhe bh’ ann, 
A briicadh tro’ chreuchdan nan lann. 
Uaith sin, chluinte caoiran na h-oigh’:— 
“ Och, mo dhorainn, agus m’ acain ! 
Nach deachaidh mi eug o chian, 
Mu’n d’fhuair aon fhleasgach mo ghaol ! 
Thuit mo roghainn, thuit mo rim, 
Ach ma thuit e, fhuair e chliii. 
Och ! nach robh sinn, ruin ghil cdmbla, 
Po’n fhdd ghrom a gabhail comhnaidh ! 
Theireadh iad, an sin n’an tamh, 
Tha dg-fhlath nam buadh, ’s a ghradh, 
An ceangal buan, an glais a bhais. 
Thuit iad mar luibhean an raoin, 
Le’n uile bhla, ’s a mhadainn chubhraidh, 
’S an dealt a boillsgeadh le gath greine.” 

Mar sin, thar sinn chuige gu seamh ; 
Bha ar caoimh a tighin’ san duibhre ; 
Thamh sinn car ghreis air an leirg, 
Gu briseadh faire na maidne. 
Bha’n cuan siar mar lainnir, 
Le soillse adhmhor o’n ear ; 
A’s dealt nan speur air gach bla, 
Gu foineil tla mar an lear. 
Chaidh sinn f’ar n’ armaibh gu leir ; 
’S chaidh mosgladh fa eilean nan stuadh. 
“ Rachadh, thuirt Oglaoch, ard, mear, 
Romhainn a nis’ teachdair luath.” 
Chuir sinn romhainn Ldghmhor 6g, 
Le fios gu Ardan, gun adh ! 
“ E chur chugainn Ainnir na mais’, 
’S gu’m pilleadh ar feachd ga’n cabhlach.” 
’S e thuirt Ardan a chridhe bhuirb, 
“ Sinn fein a philleadh gu grad, 
Air neo gu sguabadh e gach saoidh 
Gu lear, mar fhaileas roi’n ghaoith 
Gu lubadh e Oglaoch fo lann, 
Mar mheangan an doire nan crann.” 
Dhomhlaich an sin na sloigh 
Air an fhaiche gu h-ard, 

t 
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A’s thar sinn a suas nan codhail 
Gun fhiamh, ge b’ iomadh na laoich. 

Bhuail na saoidh air a cbeile, 
A s chrith an learg fo’n casan, 
Thainig Ardan, mar bhuinne borb ; 
Ag iarraidh Oglaoich gu cdmhrag, 
E-san sheas roimhe gu treun, 
Mar charraig roimh eiridh nan tonn : 
Bu chruaidh am buillean’s bu gharg, 
’S an chridhe leumnaich nan com. 
Mar thuiteas taosgadh a chuain, 
’S a dh’islicheas buirbe nan tonn, 
Roimh Oglaoch nam beuma nacli cii, 
Bha Ardan a fannach’ ’s an stri. 
“ Am meanglan mi nis a lubas 
Fo d’ laimhse, churaidh gun adh ? 
C’uirne nach leigeadh tu learn 
An digh a thug thu thar tuinn? 
Ainnir nam meall-shuilean mine, 
’S an domh fhin a thug i gradh !” 
“ Cha leiginn leat an oigh chaoin, 
No le aon laoch ann ad t-fheachd. 
Is cian a shiubhail mi ’n cuan, 
Is eileanan stuadh-ghlasa sail’, 
’S cha 'n fhacas a samhla fo ’n ghrein, 
’S cha sgar o cheile sinn ach has.” 
Sin mar labhair na suinn. 
An cruai’-ghleachd’s am buinn ga ’n stai'c; 
Bha aigneadh an armuinn nach bu chll 
Ag eiridh air bhoile’s an stri. 
Thug e iarraidh dheacair threun, 
A’s shath e chruaidh an cridhe Ardain. 
Thuirlinn na cathaibh gu domhaii, 
’S bha Oglaoch am meadhon a namh. 
Thainig Fraoch nan sonn ga cbomhna, 
’S bha abhainn fala do! seach. 
Mar dhealan an adhair bha ’n lannaibh— 
An tartar mar thdran adhair,— 
Shin a’s thar iad gu cheile, 
A’s thuit na treun-fhir sa’ bhlar. 
Cha robh Ceanna-bheirt na dhidinn— 
Cha robh roinn gun reuba fuileach ! 
Mar sin bha iomairt nan laoch, 
Gus an do theich na h-iomadh. 
Thug sinn ar n’aghaidh gu lear ; 
A’s thog sinn leinu Oglaoch creuchdach, 
A’s Fraoch, a’s iomadh fear treun, 
A charadh fo lie an cois na traghad : 
A’s Ainnir a tharuinn nan dail, 
Fhuaradh ise urad siar, 
A cruth a caochladh mar neul! 
A's sleagh saithaite na cliabh— 
A com caoin bu ghile snuadh, 
Air caochladh le dile fala !— 
A fait am-lubach cleachdach 
Na dhualaibh a falach a taobh — 
Bha h-acain leoin fadheoidh, 

Mu Oglaoch caomh a graidh ! 
Thog sinn da lie le ’n cdinntich, 
A’s sheinn an filidh an cliu ; 
’S am fuigheal brdnach a mhair, 
Thog sinn thar lear ar siuil !* 
Bha sinn latha sgith air chuan, 
Air udal seach stuadhan ard, 
A seoladh gu muladach trom, 
As eagais an t-suinn’s a ghraidh. 

“ A’s dh-fhag sibh mo laogh an cein,” 
Arsa Collath, ’s a dheur a ruith ; 
“ Bu gheal an cridhe bha na chom, 
’S bu chaoine no deo grein a chruth. 

| Shaoileam, Oglaoich threin, 
Gu biodh tu leam fhein an diugh, 
Mar neart dhomh am shean aois, 
A’s feasgar mo la dhomh dlu, 
Is gearr an re a fhuair 
Thu, Ogain a b’uaisle gniomh ! 
Bu mhor treoir do lamh’s do lainn : 
A’s thuit thu, Oglaoch nach bu chli ! 
Ach mairidh do chliu ’san dan, 
A’s triallaidh raise gun dail a d’ dheigb, 
Gu cilean nan flath san iar, 
’S mo ghrian a laidhe air lear. 
’S neo-aoibhinn a sealla an tras— 
Fhilidh dhan nach eil i’m bron ?” 
“ Tha,” thuirt Binn-ghuth gu cadin ; 
“ Ach duisgidh 1 thall ud a cedl.f ” 
’N uair thr'eigeas i sinne car seal, 
Cha bhi gal air saoidh tha thall, 
“ Ach Fhonnair, aithris do sgeul,” 
Arsa Collath fein, an sin. 
“ Eilean mo ghaoil, ’seat’ ann,” 
Arsa’m Filidh, ar fear iuil. 
“ An t-eillean mu’n iadh an cuan ard, 
A togail a chinn gu cur’ ! 
Togail a chinn tro cheo-allaidh, 
A’s neul a folach gach stuadh. 

Mo chean ort fein, ge d’ is cian, 
Caraid fhial bu mhor gradh ! 
De shiol fhlathaibh nad ceud chath, 
Thainig oirn’ an la nach adh ! 
Fhuit na gaisgich, thuit na saoidh. 

’S truagh an laoidh a tha na ’r beul! 
A caoidh sliochd Chollaith nan gradh ; 
A’s fbla an itutha a thuit uaith cian. 
O fhinne gaoil a tha gun mhairg, 
’S e mo chreach ! an fhairg tha steach. 

* This description of the heroine is beautiful and affect, 
ing. On the fall of Ardan she was set at large, and sought 
her friends in the midst of danger ; a spear pierced her 
side—they found her like a pale cloud, inquiring for the 
youth of her love with her latest breath ! 

t See Note, Mordubh, page 1. line 39, 
t Annir, daughter of Armin, Chief of Rutha, poetically 

called “ The bloom of beauty.*' 
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; 

Anns a cheitein urar, bhla, 
Bhiod dreach is aill’ air gach slios. 
is gorm badanach am fraoch. 
Am faigheadh na saoidh an suain ; 
’S gur deacair, diamhair, cluain an fheidh, 
’S am biodh Collath treun, ’s a shluagh. 
Bba ’n t-am sin, arsa an Ceannard fein, 
Mar la grain ghil, cubhraidh, caoin ! 
Ach thainig feasgar an la sin ro luath, 
A’s threig mo shluagh, mar dliealt f'o grain, 
’N uair thainig du’-neoil o na speur, 
’S a h-dr-fhalt fein bha sgaoilt’ gu h-ard, 
Sguabadh gu h-am-lubach air faibh, 
’S cha robh a dealbh air cnoc no sliabh. 
Ach, ’ ghrian, thig la do bhroin, 
N uair nach laidh thu le cedi ’san iar, 
S nach eirich thu’s an ear le treoir, 
Ach mall mar mis’, am chiabhan liath.” 
Bhiodh cneas Bhrai-shealla ri grain 
Shamhraidh, fo gach feur a’s cneamh ; 
An ealabhuidh’s an noinean ban, 
’S an t-sobhrach an gleann fas nan luibh ; 
Anns am faigheadh an leighe liath,* 
Furtachd tiach do chreuchd a’s ledn ! 
Olla shiol nan sleaghan geur, 
l)a’n comhnidii o chein an t-Sroin. 
’S traugh nach robh e san ar, 
’N uair thar sinn gu traigh fad as! 
’S bheireadh e na saoidh o’n bhas, 
’S bhiodhmaid mar bu ghnath air iear. 
’S iomadh iomart bha ri m’ linn, 
Cruai’ bheumach air chinnt gach uair; 
A’s shileadh ar deoir mar fhras nan speur, 
’N tra thuiteadh gaisgich threun nam buadh. 

’S arm mar sin, a Chollaith, bha sinn, 
Hi linn na threig a’s nach pill, 
’N uair thuit do chdlan treun, 
Ceannard Rutha, nach bu tiom. 
Thuit an crann a b’ urar fas, 
A faillean mo graidh san fhonn ; 
Mar mhaoim sleibh, no dealan speur, 
Leagadh Ceann-feadhna nan cath. 
An dh-fhag e ach am meanglan 6g? 
Ainnir nach bed leinn an nochd ! 
’S arm o d’ fhreumhach fein a bha iad, 
’S ni’m beil a lathair dhiu mac rath. 

Goiridh a chomhachag a creig, 
A’s freagraidh guth airt-neul a h-uaimh ; 
Mar sin ar guileag blirdin ro lag, 

* The belief was common among the Caledonians, that 
for all the diseases to which mankind is liable, there 
grows an herb somewhere, and generally not far from the 
locality where the paiticular disease prevails—the proper 
application of which would cure it. 

A nis a tuireadh gu truagh. 
Thar sirm mar so leis an oidhche, 
Gun aoidh, gun chuilm, gun chedl; 
Laidh smal air gach fonn a’s feur, 
A’s dhorchaich na reulltan fo bhrdn. 
’S faoin carraig Chollaith a nochd— 
Is faoin tha Innis fa sprochd, 
Leth dhoilleir ameasg nan nial, 
A’s saoidh nan rath air anradh cian. 
Thainig cii* le bural brdin, 
Bha’n gaothar tiamhaidh truagh ! 
FJach cianail a nis am bruth, 
A's Rutha nan stuc arm an gruaim ! 
Gun laoch aig baile ni sealg; 
Gun chuilm, gun mhuirn, gun choin. 

Sian leibh a bhearmaibh mo ghaoil, 
Anns am faighinn maug a s damh ; 
Soraidh le Armuinn a threig, 
Ni h-eibhinn nan deigh ar seal. 
“ Tha birmeas,” arsa Collath, “a d’ bhrdn, 
’N tra dhuisgeas tu smaoin mu’r n-dig’ le gean. 
Beannachd leibh uile gu Id 
’San cbdhail sinn thall o’n eug, 
Far nach liobh gaisgeach a iarm, 
F’ar an dealrach digh gun fheall. 
’S am biodh Oglaoch a’s Ainnir 
Mar reulltan soillseach nan speur— 
An anma ag lasadh le gaol, 
Mar dheo grein’ an aghaidh gun smal, 
Mar so biodh aisling mo shean aois, 
’N uair dh’eireas mo ghuth gu brdn binn ! 
’S nach dirich tni Creubh-bheinn an fheidh, 
Ach mall air larach a ghlinn’. 
Beannachd a’s ctad soraidh slan 
Le beanntaibh mo ghraidh’s mo ruin, 
O’n sgar an aois sinn san am, 
’S mi gun sleagh, gun lann, gun iugh. 
Biodh tuireadh na h-eala ’na m’ bheul, 
A’s i ’san leig an deis a ledn ! 
Air a fagail faoin lea fein, 
’S e sud m’ acain, eigh mo bhrdin ! 

Dh-fhailig mo spionnadh’s mo threis, 
Chaochail mo mhothach’s mo bhlas, 
Ni’m beil e ionmhuinn na their, 
Tha m’ intirm gun chail, air meath, 
Tha m’ eibhneas uileadh air faibh 
Le blianaibh calma na h-dige. 
Is ciannail fuireach air traigh 
Sean aois, gun m' aiseag a null; 
S mo thdgradh ga m’ ghreasad gu luath, 
Gu Flath-innis shuas gu brath.” 

* The dog, of all animals the most sagacious and 
attached mourns the absence or death of his master. 
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O caraibh mi ri taobh nan allt, 
A shiubhlas mall le ceumaibh ciuin, 
Fo sgail a bharraich leag mo cheann, 
’S bi thus’ a ghrian ro-chairdeil rium, 

Gu socair sin’s an fheur mo thaobh, 
Air bruaich nan dithean’s nan gaoth tla, 
’Sino chas ga sliobadh’s a’ bhraon mhaoth, 
*S e lubadh tharais caoin tro’n bhlar. 

Biodh sdbhrach bhan is aillidh snuadh, 

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

Briseadh tro chreag nan eidheanu dlu, 
Am fuaran ur le torramam trom, 
’S freagraidh mac-talla gach ciuil, 
Do dh’ fhuaim srutha dlu nan tonn. 

Freagraidh gach cnoc, agus gach sliabh, 
M’an cuairt do’m thulaich is uain’ fo’ dhriuchd, Le binn-fhuaim geur nan aighean mear; 
’S an neoinean beag’s mo lamh air cluain, N sin cluinnidh mise mile geum, 
’S an ealabhuidh’ aig mo chluais gu h-ur. A’ riuth m’an cuairt domh ’n iju* san ear. 

* Perhaps it is impossible, at this day, to decide with 
any certainty to what part of the Highlands the Aged Baku 
belonged, or at what time he flourished. Mrs Grant of 
Laggan, who has given a metrical version of the above 
poem, says, “ It was composed in Skye,” though upon what 
authority she has not said. The poem itself seems to fur- 
nish some evidence that at least the scene of it is laid in 
Lochaber. Treig* is mentioned as having afforded drink 
to the hunters. Now Loch Treig is in the braes of Loch- 
aber. We know of no mountain which is now called Ben- 
ard or Scur.eilt. Perhaps Ben-ard is another name for 
Ben-nevis. The great waterfall, mentioned near the end 
of the poem, may have been Eas-bhcL% near Kinloch-leven 
in Lochaber. The following is almost a literal translation 
of the above poem :— 

THE AGED BARD’S WISH. 
O place me near the brooks, which slowly move with 

gentle steps; under the shade of the shooting branches 
lay my head, and be thou, O sun, in kindness with me. 

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

Let the primrose pale, of grateful hue, and the little 
daisy surround my hillock, greenest when bedewed; my 
hand gently inclined, and the ealvi f at my ear in its fresh- 
ness. 

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

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

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

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

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

* We likewise find Treig spoken of in “ Oran no. comhaehaig,*1 

where the author of that piece says, “ Olaidh mi a Treig mo theamshath.” 
f An herb called St John’s wort 

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

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

Then methinks I see the hound that attended me early 
and late, the hills which I was fond of haunting, and the 
rocks which were wont to re-echo the lofty horn. 

1 see the cave that often hospitably received our steps 
from night; cheerfulness awaked at the warmth of her 
trees ;* and in the joys of her cups there was much mirth. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

Be thou by the summits of the mountains, the mourn- 
ful tale of thy love in thy mouth, O swan, who hast tra- 
velled from the land of waves; and may I listen to thy 
music in the heights of heaven. 

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

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

* Allusion is here made to a fire of wood. 
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M’an cuairt bioilh lu-chleas nan laogh, 
Ri taobh nan sruth, no air an leirg. 
’S am minnean beag de’n chomhraig sgith, 
’N am achlais a’ cadal gu’n cbeilg. 

Sruthadh air sgeith na h-osaig mhin, 
Glaodhan maoth nan crd mu’m chluais, 
’N sin freagraidh a mheanmh-spreigh, 
’Nuair chluiun, an gineil, is iad a ruith a nuns. 

A ceum an t-sealgair ri mo chluais ! 
Le sranna ghath, a’s chon feagh sleibh, 
’N sin dearsaidh an dig air mo ghruaidh, 
’N uair dh*eireas toirm air sealg an fheidh, 

Duisgidh smior am chnaimh, ’nuair chluinn, 
Mi tailmrich dhos a’s chon a’s shreang, 
Nuair ghlaodhar—“ Thuit an damh !” 
Tha mo bhuinn, a’ leum gu bed ri ard nam beann. 

’N sin chi mi, air leam, an gadhar, 
A leanadh mi an-moch a’s moch; 
’S na sleibh bu mhiannach leam ’ thaghall. 

i ’S na creagan a’ freagairt do’n dos. 

Chi mi ’n uamh a ghabh gu fial, 
’S gu trie ar ceumaibh roi ’n oidhch’; 
Dhuisgeadh ar sunnd le blathas a crann, 
’S an solas chuach a bha mdr aoibhneas. 

Bha ced air fleagh bharr an fheidh 
An deoch a Treig ’san tonn ar cedi, 
Ge d’ sheinneadh taisg’s ge d’ ranadh sleibh, 
Sinnte’s an uaimh bu sheamh ar neoil. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Now the sound has ceased ; her smooth white breast 
heaves to the breast of her love ; and her lips, fresh as the 
unstained rose, are pressed close to the lips of her love. 
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Chi mi Beinn-ard is aillidh fiamh, 
Ceann-feadhna air mhile beann, 
Bha aisling nan damh na ciabh, 
’S i leabaidh nan nial a ceann. 

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

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

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

’S trie i ’g astar thar a chuain, 
Gu asraidh fhuar nan ioma’ ronn, 
Far nach togar breid ri crann, 
’S nach sgoilt sron dharaich tonn. 

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

O! eirich thus’ le t-6ran ciuin, 
’S cuir naigheachd bhochd do bhrdin an ceill. 
’S glacaidh mac-talla gach ciuil, 
An guth tursa sin o d’ bheul. 

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

Hast thou forsaken me, O pleasant dream ? Return 
yet—-one little glimpse return: thou will not hear me, 1 

alas! I am sad. O beloved mountains, farewell. 

Farewell, lovely company of youths! and you, O beau- 
tiful virgin, farewell. I cannot see you. Yours is the joy 
of summer; my winter is everlasting. 

O place me within hearing of the great waterfall, with 
its murmuring sound, descending from the rock; let a 
harp and a shell be by my side, and the shield that de- 
fended my forefathers in battle. 

Come with friendship over the sea, O soft blast that 
slowly movest; bear my shade on the wind of thy swift- 
ness, and travel quickly to the Isle of Heroes, 

Where those who w'ent of old are in deep slumber, deaf 
to the sound of music. Open the hall where dwell Ossian 
and Daol. The night shall come, and the bard shall not 
be found. 

But ah ! before it come, a little while ere my shade 
retire to the dwelling of bards upon Ardven, from 
whence there is no return, give me the harp and my 
shell for the road, and then, my beloved harp and shell, 
farewell. 
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Tog do sgiath gu h-ard thar chuan, 
Glac do luathas bho neart na gaoith, 
’S eibhinn arm am chluais am fuaim, 
O’d chridhe leoint’—an t-oran gaoil. 

Co an tir on gluais a’ ghaoth, 
Tha giulan glaoidh do bhroin on cbreig ? 
Oigeir a chaidh uain a thriall, 
*Sa dh fhag mo chiabh ghlas gu’n taic, 

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

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

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

I 
An sin thig tbu O ! aisling chiuin, 
Tha ’g astar dlu measg reull na h-didhch’, 
Biodh gnoimh m’ oidhche arm ad cheol : 
Toirt aimsir mo mhuirn gu’m chuimhn’. 

O ! m’anam faic an ribhinn 6g, 
Fo sgeith an daraich, righ nam flath, 
’S a lamh shneachd ’ measg a ciabhan oir, 
’Sa meall-shuil chiuin air 6g a graidh. 

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

Nis threig am fuaim, ’s tha cliabh geal min, 
Ri uchd’s ri cridhe gaoil a’ fas, 

’S a bilibh ur mar ros gun smal, 
Ma bheul a gaoil gu dlu an sas. 

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

’N do threig thu mi aisling nam buadh ? 
Pill fathast—aon cheum beag—pill! 
Cha chluirm sibh mi Ochoin ! ’s mi truagh. 
A bheannaibh mo ghraidh—slan leibh. 

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

O ! cuir mo chluas ri fuaim Eas-mor 
1 Le chronan a’ tearnadh on chreig. 

Bi’dh emit agus slige ri’m thaobh, 
’S an sgiath a dhian mo shinnsir sa’ chath. 

i Thig le cairdeas thar a chuain, 
Osag mhin a ghluais gu mall, 

j Tog mo ched air sgiath do luathais, 
j ’S imich grad gu eilean fhlaitheis. 

I Far’m beil na laoich a dh-fhalbh o shean, 
i An cadal trom gun dol le cedi, 

Fosglaibh-sa thalla Oisein a’s Dhaoil, 
Thig an oidhche’s cha bhi’m bard air bhrath. 

Ach o m’an tig i seal m’an triall mo ched, 
Gu teach man bard, air ar-bheirm as nach pill. 
Fair emit’s mo shlige dh-iunnsaidh ’n rdid, 
An sin; mo chruit, ’s mo shlige ghraidh, slan leibh. 

Note.—This is a curious and valuable relic of antiquity. 
It affords internal evidence that the doctrines of Chris, 
tianity were either wholly unknown to the poet, or had no 
place in his creed. The Elysium of bards upon Ardven, 
the departure of the poet’s shade to the hall of Ossian and 
Daol, his last wish of laying by his side a harp, a shell full 
of liquor, and his ancestors’ shield, are incompatible with 
the Christian doctrine of a future state. 

That it is a composition, however, long subsequent to 
the times of Ossian, is evident from the change which the 

! manners of the Caledonians had iq the interim undergone; 
I for in the poems of that bard there is scarcely an allusion 

to the pastoral state. At any rate, the art of taming and 
! breeding cattle was certainly not practised by the FingaU 

ians. Hunting and war seem to have been their sole occu- 
pations. Our aged bard, however, lived in the pastoral ! state of society ; a state which many poets have made the 

j subject of that species of poetry denominated pastoral. 
Our bard exhibits tender senses, and describes happy 

situations. He paints the beauties of nature with the hand 
of a master, and expresses the warmth of his feelings in 
glowing numbers. His style is nervous, his manner chaste. 
His fancy wears the native garb of purity and simplicity : 
and true taste will recognise his composition as the genuine 
offspring of nature—as real poetry. 

The poet has enumerated those rural occupations which 
afforded him delight in the vigour of life. He has arranged 
and drawn forth to view rural objects, attended by such 
circumstances as had made the most pleasurable and last- 
ing impression upon his own mind; and he seems, at the 
same time, to have been highly sensible of the beauties of 
nature, and capable of producing those strokes of fancy 
which evince poetic merit. 

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

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

“ ’S co’-aoise mise do’n daraig, 
Bha na faillean ann sa’ choinntich, 
’S iomadh linn a chuir mi romham, 
’S gur mi comhar.hag bhochd na Srdine. 

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

“ Cha d’ rinn mise braid' no breugan, 
Cladh na tearmann a bhristeadh 
Air m’ fhear fein cha d’ roinn mi iomluas, 

| Gur cailleach bhochd ionraig mise. 

Chunnacas mac a Bhritheimh chalma, 
Agus Feargus mor an gaisgeach, 
As Torradan Hath na Srdine, 
Sin na laoich bha domhail, taiceil.” 

Bho ’na thdisich thu ri seanachas, 
A’s eigin do leanmhuinn ni’s faide, 

j Gu ’n robh ’n triuir bha sin air foghnadh, 
Ma ’n robh Donnaghall ann san Fhearsaid. 

“ Chunnaic mi Alasdair Carrach, 
An duin’ is allaile bha ’n Albainn, 
’S mmig a bha mi ga eisteacbd, 
’S e aig reiteach nan tom sealga. 

Chunnaic mi Aonghas na dheigh, 
Cha b’ e sin raghainn bu taire, 
’S ann’s an Fhearsaid a bha thuinidh, 
’S rinn e muillean air Allt-Larach,” 

* This poem is attributed to Donald Macdonald better 
known by the cognomen of DdmhmiU mac FhiiUlaidh nan 
Ddn—a celebrated hunter and poet. He was a native of 

i Lochaber and flourished before the invention of fire-arms. 
According to tradition, he was the most expert archer of his 
day. At the time in which he lived, wolves were very 
troublesome, especially in Lochaber, but Donaid is said to 
have killed so many of them, that previous to his death, 
there was only one left alive in Scotland, which was shortly 
after killed in Strathglass by a woman. He composed 
these verses when old, and unable to follow the chase ; and 
it is the only one of his compositions which has been 
handed down to us. 

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

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

“ ’S ann a bha cuid mhor de m’ shiiinstr, 
Eadar an Innse a’s an Fhearsaid, 
Bha cuid eile dhiu’ ma’n Deaghthaigh ; 
Bhiodh lad ag eigheach ’sa'n fheasgar. 

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

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

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

’S binn na h-iolairean ma bruaeban, 
’S binn a cuachan, ’s binn a h-eala, 
A’s binne na sin am blaoghan, 
Ni an laoghan meaua-bhreac, ballach. 

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

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

and decrepit with age, his “crooked rib” seems to take 
a pleasure in tormenting them. Fear, rather than respect 
might possibly protect Donald himself, but she neither 
feared nor respected the poor dog. On the contrary, she 
took every opportunity of beating and maltreating him. 
In fact, “ like the goodman’s mother,” he “ was aye in the 
way.” Their ingenious tormentor one day found an old 
and feeble owl, which she seems to have thought would 
make a fit companion for the old man and his dog: and 
accordingly brought it home. The poem is in the form ot 
a dialogue between Donald and the owl. It is very un- 
likely that he had ever heard of iEsop, yet he contrives to 
make an owl speak, and that to good purpose. On the 
whole it is an ingenious performance and perhaps has no 
rival of its kind in the language. Allusion is made to his 
“ half marrow,” in the 57th stanza. 
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’S siubhlach a dh’-fhalbhas e raon, 
Cadal cha dean e sa’n srnuir, 
B’ fheaiT leis na plaide to’ tbaobh, 
Barr an fhraoich bbadanaich uir. 

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

Eilid bbinneacb, mheargant, bballach, 
Odhar, eangacb, uchd reidh ard, 
Damh togalach, croic cheannach, sgiamhai b, 
Cronanach, ceann-riabhach, dearg. 

Gur gasd’ a ruitheadh tu suas, 
Ri teachduinn chruaidh a’s i cas, 

| Moladh gach aon neach an cu, 
Ach raolams’ ’n trup tha dol as. 

Creag mo cbride-sa cbreag mhor, 
’S ionmbuinn an Ion tlia fo ceann, 
’S anus’ an lag a th’ air a cul, 
Na machair a’s mur nan gall. 

' 
M’ annsacbd beinn sheasgaich nam fuaran, 

An riasgach o’n dean an damh ranan, 
Chuireadh gadhar is glan nualian, 
Feidh na’n ruaig gu Inbhir-Mheorain. 

B’ annsa’ learn na durdan bodaich, 
Os ccann leic ri eararadh sil, 
Buirean an daimh 'in bi ghne dhuinnead, 
Air leacann beinne’s e ri sin. 

’N uair bhuras damh Beinne-bige, 
’S a bheucas damh Beinn-na-craige, 
Freagraidh na daimh ud da cheile; 
’S thig feidh a’ Coirre-na-snaige. 

Bha mi o’n rugadh mi riabh, 
Ann an caidridh fhiadh a’s earb', 
Ch’an fhaca mi dath air bian, 
Ach buidhe, riabhach, a’s dearg. 

Cha mhi-fhin a sgaoil an comunn, 
A bha eadar mi ’sa Chreag-ghuanach, 
Ach an aois ga’r toirt o cheile, 
Gur grathuun an fheil’ a fhuaras. 

!S i creag mo chridhe-S* a Chreag-gbuanach, 
A chreag dhuilleach, bhiolaireach, bhraonach, 
Na ’n tulach ard, aluinn, fiarach, 
Gur cian a ghabh i o’n mhaorach. 

Cha mhinig a bha mi 'g eisdeachd, 
Re seideadh na muice-mara, 
Ach’s trie a chuala mi mdran, 
De chronanaich an daimh allaidh. 

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

’S eibhinn an obair an t-shealg, 
S ait a cuairt an aird gu bcachd, 
Gur binne a h-aighear’s a fonu 
Na long a’s i dol fo bheairt. 

Fad ’sa bhithinn bed no maireann, 
Ded dhe ’n auam an am chorp, 
Dh-fhanainn am fochar an fheidh, 
Sin an spreidh an robh mo thoirt. 

C’ait’ an cualas cedi bu bhinne, 
Na molhar gadhair inhoir a’ teachd, 
Daimh sheannga na’ ruith le gleann, 
Miol-choin a dol annt a’s ast’. 

’S truagh an diugh nach bed an fheoghainn, 
Gun ann ach an ced de’n bhuidheann, 
Leis’m bu mhiannach gloir nan gadhar, 
Gun mheoghail, gun dl, gun bhruidhinn. 

Bratach Alasdair nan Gleann, 
A srdl fathrumach ri crann, 
Suaicheantas shoilleir shiol Chuinn, 
Nach do chuir suim an clann ghall 

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

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

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

Raonull Mac-Dhomhnuill ghlais, 
| Fear a fhuair fdghlum gu deas, 
j Deagh Mhac-Dhomhnuill a chuil chais, 
j Ni’m bed neach a chdmhraig leis. 

Alasdair cridhe nan gleann, 
| Gun e bhi ann mor a’ chreach, 
j ’S trie a leag thu air an tom, 
i Sliochd nan sonn leis a chd ghlas. 

Alasdair mac Ailein mhdir, 
’S trie a mharbh sa’ bheinn na feidh, 
’S a leanadh fad air an tdir, 
Mo dhoigh gur Domhnuliach treun. 
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Ma dh-fhagadh Domhnull a muigli, 
Na aonar a’ taigh na’ fleagh, 
S gearr a bhios gucag air bhuil, 
Luchd a chruidh bi’dh iad a staigh. 

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

Chi mi na Du-lochain bhuam, 
Chi mi Chruach, a’s Beinne-bhreac, 
Chi mi Srath-Oisein nam Fiann, 
Chi mi ghrian air Meall-nan-leac. 

Chi mi Beinn-Neamhais gu h-hrd, 
Agus an carn-dearg ri bun, 
A’s coire beag eile ri taobh, 
Chit’ as monadh faoin a’s muir. 

Gur rimheach an coire dearg, 
Far’m bu mhiannach leinn bhi sealg, 
Coirre nan tulaichean fraoich, 
Innis nan laogh’s nan damh garbh. 

Chi mi braidh Bhtdean-nan-dos, 
’N taobh so bhos do Sgurra-lidh, 
Sgurra-chdinntich nan damh seang— 
lonmhuinn learn an diugh na chi> 

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

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

Soraidh gu Beinn-allta bhuam, 
O’n’s i fhuair urram nam beann, 
Gu slios Loch-Earrachd an fh6idh, 
Gu’m b'ionmhuinn learn fein bhi ann. 

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

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

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

’S buan an comunn gun bhristeadh, 
Bha eadar mise’s an t-uisge ; 
Siigh nam mor bheann gun mhisgc, 
’S mise ga 61 gun trasgadh. 

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

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

Ccad is truaighe ghabhadh riabh, 
Do ’n fhiadhaich bu mhor mo thoil, 
Cha ’n fhalbh le bogha fo m’ sgeith, 
’S gu la-bhrath cha leig mi coin. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

O'n’s mi-fhin a b’ fliearr an airidh. 
Air mo bhogha ro-math iubhair, 
No thusa aois bhothar, sgallach, 
Bhios aig an teallach ad shuidhe. 
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Labhair an aois a rithist; 
“ ’S mo’s ruighinn tha thu leantainn. 
Ris a bhogha sin a ghiulan, 
’S gur mor bu obuibhe dhut bata.’’ 

Cha leiginn mo bhogha leatsa, 
Do mhathas no d’ ar, eigin. 

Gabh thusa bhuamsa’m bata, 
Aois granda chairtidh na pleide, 

“ ’ S iomadh laoch a V fhearr no thusa, 
Dh-fhag mise gu tuisleach anfhann, 
’N deis fhaobhachadh as a sheasamh, 
Bha riomhe na fhleasgach meamnach.” 

MAIRI NIGHEAN ALASDAIR RUAIDII. 

The real name of this poetess was Mary M‘Leod, though she is more generally 
known among her countrymen by the above appellation. She was born in Itoudal, in 

Harris, in the year 1569, and was the daughter of Alexander M‘Leod, son of Alasdair 

Ruadh, who was a descendant of the chief of that clan.* 

It does not appear that Mary had done any thing in the poelic way till she was 

somewhat advanced in life, and employed as nurse in the family of her chief: neither is 
there any evidence that she could write, or even read. Her first production was a song 

made to please the children under her charge. 

“ An Talla 'rn bu ghnd le Mac-Leuid" was composed on the Laird being sick and 
dying. He playfully asked Mary what kind of a lament she would make for him ? 

Flattered by such a question, she replied that it would certainly be a very mournful 

one. “ Come nearer me,” said the aged and infirm chief, “ and let me hear part of it.” 

Mary, it is said, readily complied, and sung, ex tempore, that celebrated poem. 

“ Hithill uthill agus ho” was composed on John, a son of Sir Norman, upon his 

presenting her with a snuff-mull. She sometime after gave publicity to one of her songs, 

which so provoked her patron, M'Leod, that he banished her to the Isle of Mull, under 

| the charge of a relative of his own. 

It was during her exile there that she composed S mi 'm shuidh' air an Tulaich," 

or “ Luinneag Mhic-Ledid.” On this song coming to M‘Leod’s ears, he sent a boat 

for her, giving orders to the crew not to take her on board except she should promise to 

make no more songs on her return to Skye. Mary readily agreed to this condition of 

release, and returned with the boat to Dunvegan Castle. 

* There was another, though inferior poetess, of the family of Alasdair Ruadh, who is some- 
times confounded with our authoress. Her name was Flora M‘Leod. In Gaelic she is called 
Fionaghal Nighean Alasdair Ruaidh. This poetess lived in Troterness, and was a native of Skye. 
She was married, and some of her descendants are still in that country. All that we have been 
able to meet with, of Flora’s poetry, is a satire on the clan Mac-Martin, and an elegy on M‘Leod 
of Dunvegan. We have the authority of several persons of high respectability, and on whose 
testimony we can rely, that Mary M‘Leod was the veritable authoress of the poems' attributed to 
her in this work. 
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Soon after this, a son of the Laird’s had been ill, and, on his recovery, Mary com- 

posed a song which is rather an extraordinary composition, and which, like its prede- 

cessors, drew on her devoted head the displeasure of her chief, who remonstrated with 

her for again attempting song-making without his permission. Mary’s reply was, “ It is 

not a song ; it is only a crdnan,”—that is, a hum, or “ croon.” 
She mentions, in a song which we have heard, but which was never printed, that she 

had nursed five lairds of the M‘Leods, and two of the lairds of Applecross. The song 

ends with an address to Tormod nan tri Tdrmod.* She died at the advanced age of 

105 years, and is buried in Harris. She used to wear a tartan tonnag, fastened in front 

with a large silver brooch. In her old days she generally carried about with her a 

silver-headed cane, and was much given to gossip, snuff1, and whisky. 
Mary M‘Leod, the inimitable poetess of the Isles, is the most original of all our poets 

She borrows nothing. Her thoughts, her verse, her rhymes, are all equally her owrn. 
Her language is simple and elegant; her diction easy, natural, and unaffected. Her 

thoughts flow freely, and unconstrained. There is no straining to produce effect: no 
search after unintelligible words to conceal the poverty of ideas. Her versification runs 

J like a mountain stream over a smooth bed of polished granite. Her rhymes are often 
repeated, yet we do not feel them tiresome nor disagreeable. Her poems are mostly 

composed in praise of the M'Leods ; yet they are not the effusions of a mean and mercen- 
ary spirit, but the spontaneous and heart-felt tribute of a faithful and devoted dependant. 

When the pride, or arbitrary dictate of the chief, sent her an exile to the Isle of Mull, 

her thoughts wandered back to “the lofty shading mountains,”—to “the young and 

splendid SirTortndd." During her exile she composed one of the finest of her poems: 

the air is wild and beautiful; and it is no small praise to say that it is worthy of the 
verses. On her passage from Mull to Skye she composed a song, of which only a frag- 

ment can now be procured: we give a few stanzas of it:— 

“ Theid mi le’m dheoin do dhilthaich Mhic-Ledid, 
M* lull air a mhbr luachach sin, 
Bu chbir dhomh gum bi m’ eolas san tlr 
Leddach, mar pill cruadal mi, 
Siubhlaidh mi ’n iarr, tro dh&lachd nan sian, 
Do’n tdr g’am bi triall thuath-cheathairn ; 
On chualas an sgeul buadhach gun bhreug, 
Rinn acain mo chleibh fhuadachadh. 

“ Siol Tdrmoid nan sgiath foirmealach fial, 
Dh* eireadh do shluagh luath-lamhach ; 
Dealradh nam pios, tbrman nam piob, 
’S dearbh gu’m bu leibh ’n dualachas ; 
Thainig teachdair do’n tlr gu macanta min, 
’S ait learn gach nl chualas leam, 
O Dhun-bheagan nan steud’s am freagair luchd-theud, 
Bheir greis air gach sgeul buaidh-ghloireach. 

“ Chi mi Mac-Lebid *s prlseil an t-6g, 
Rlmheach gu mbr buadhalach, 
Bho Ollaghair nan lann chuireadh srblaibh ri crann ; 
*S Lebdaich an dream uamharra. 
Eiridh na fuinn ghleusd air na suinn, 
’S feumail rl am cruadail iad, 
*Na fiuranaibh gharg an am rusgadh nan arm, 
'S cliutach an t-ainm fhuaras leibh. 

** ’Nuair chuireadh na laoich loingheas air chaol, 
Turas ri gaoith ghluaiste leibh, 
O bharraibh nan crann gu tarruinn nam ball, 
Teannachadh teann suas rithe, 
lomairt gu leoir mar ri Mac-Lebid, 
Charaich fo shrbl uain-dhait’ i, 
Bho arois an fhion gu talla nam plos, 
Gu’m beannaich mo Rlgh ’n t-uasal ud.” 

* We knew an old man, called Alexander M‘Rae, a tailor in Mellen of Gairloch, whom we 
have heard sing many of Mary’s songs, not one of which has ever been printed. Some of these 
were excellent, and we had designed to take them down from his recitation, but were prevented by 
his sudden death, which happened in the year 1833. Among these was a rather extraordinary 
piece, resembling M‘Donald’s “ fiiilinn” composed upon occasion of John, son of Sir Norman, 
taking her out to get a sail in a new boat. 

L 
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MAIM NIGIIEAN ALASDAIR RUAIDII. 

FUAIM AN T-SHAIMH. 

Rl fuaim an t-shaimh 
’S uaigneach mo ghean, 
Bha mis’ uair nach b’e sud m’ abhaist, 

Bha mis’ uair, &c. 

Ach piob nuailanach mhdr, 
Bheireadh buaidh air gach cedi, 
’Nuair gbluaist’ i le meoir Ph&druig.* 

’Nuairt ghluaist’ i, &c. 

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

’S trio a chaochail e, &c. 

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

Ann am madain, &c. 

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

Nach tug e, &c. 

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

Far’m biodh, &c. 

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

Far beil aighear, &c. 

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

F'oirmeil o thus, &c. 

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

Teach farsuinn, &c. 

Bhiodh tional nan Cliar, 
Re tamul, a’s cian, 
Dh-fhios a bhaile’m biodh triall chairdean. 

Dh-fhios a bhaile, &c. 

* The celebrated Pannoio mbr Mac Crulmein, one of 
the family pipers of Mac-Leod of Dunvegan. 

’Naile chunna’ mi uair, 
S glan an lasadh bha d’ ghruaidh, 
Fo ghruaig chleachdaich nan dual ar-bhuidb, 

Fo ghruaig, chleachdaich, &c. 

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

’S e gun mhi-ghean, &c. 

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

Claim fhirinneach, &c. 

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

Nach eil pearsa, &c. 

Ann an treine, ’s an lugh, 
Ann an ceutaidh’s an cliu, 
Ann am foil’ ’s an gnuis naire. 

Ann am foil, &c. 

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

Ann am maise, &c. 

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

Ann an uaisle, &c 

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

Susbaint gach, &c. 

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

Bu tu ’n t-ubhal, &c. 

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

Cha bu thoiseach, &c. 

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

’Nuair bu, &c. 

* King Charles II. 
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Sian Ghaeil no Ghaill 
Cha’ dh-fhuaras oirbh foill, 
Uh-aon bhuaireadh g’n d’l'inn ur namhaid. 

Dh-aon bhuireadh, &o. 

Locbluinnich threun 
Toiseach ur sgril, 
Sliochd solta bho freurah MhanuU. 

Sliochd so'ita, &c. 

Thug Dia dhut mar ghibht, 
Bhi gu morghalach glic, 
Cbriusd deonaich’ dba d’shliochd bhi adhmhor. 

Chriosd deonaich’, &c. 

Fhuair thu fortan o Dhia, 
Bean bu shocraiche ciall, 
’S i gu foisteineach fial narach. 

’S i gu foisteineach, &c. 

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

’S i gu h-iriosal, &c. 

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

’S a h-dlachd, &c. 

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

Nighean Oighre, &c. 

ORAN 
DO D» IAIN MAC SHIR TORMOD MHIC-LEOID.* 

LUINNEAG. • 
H-ithill uthill agus o, 

H-ithill o h-bireannan 
H-ithill uthill agus b, 

H-ithill b-h-b h-bireannan 
H-ithill uthill agus b 

H-ithill b h-briunnan 
Faillill b h-ullill b, 

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

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

Aig ro mheud na tuile, 
’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, Sfc, 

* For the air, see the Rev. Patrick Macdonald's Collec- 
tion of Highland Airs, pages 28—KB. 

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 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, Sfc. 

Ach a mhic ud Shir Tdrmod, 
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 dhuraehd 
Dol nan run mar bu mhiannach leam. 

H-ithill, kc. 

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

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, 8fc. 

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 chuachagan teud-bhuidhe, 

Sin a's urla glan, suairce, 
Cha bu tuairisgeui 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, 
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Sir cheannard air trup thu, 
Nail cuirte leat feum orra. 

H-ithill, 8fc. 

Gur aluinn am marcach 
Air each an glaic diollaid thu, 

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

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

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

H-ithill, fyc. 

AN TALLA ’M BU GHNA LE 
MAC-LEOID. 

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

Righ' gur, &c. 

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

Taigh mor, &c. 

Tha do thalla mor priseil, 
Gun fhasgadh gun dian air, 
Far am facallti mi’m fion bhi ’ga dl. 

Tha do thalla, &c. 

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

Och mo dhiobhail, &c. 

/ 
Chi mi ’n chliar a’s na daimhich, 
A’treigsinn na fardaich, 
On nach eisd thu ri faille luchd-cedil, 

Chi mi ’n ohliar, &c. 

Shir Tdrmad nam bratach, 
Fear do dhealbh-sa bu tearc e, 
Gun sgeilm a chujr asad no bdsd. 

Shir Tdrmaid, &c. 

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

Fhuair thu teist, &c. 

Leat bu mhiannach coin lugh-mbor, 
Dol a shiubhal nan stuc-bheann, 
’S an gunna nach diultadh re h-drd. 

Leat bu mhiannach, &c. 

’S i do lamh nach robh tuisleach, 
Dol a chaitheadh a chuspair, 
Led’ bhogha cruaidh, ruiteach, deagh-neoil. 

*S i do lamh nach, Sic. 

Glac throm air do shliasaid, 
An deigh a snaitheadh gun fhiaradh, 
’S barr dosrach de sgiatban an eoin. 

Glac-thorm, &c. 

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

Bhiodh ceir ris, &c. 

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

’Nuair a leigte, &c. 

’Nam dhut tighinn gu d' bhaile, 
’S tu bu tighearnail gabhail, 
Nuair shuidheadh gach caraid mu d’ bhdrd. 

’Nam dhut tighinn, &c. 

Bha thu measail aig uaislean, 
'S cha robh beagan mar chruathas ort, 
Sud an cleachdadh a fhuair thu tfaois dig. 

Bha thu mcasail, &c. 

Gu’m biodh farum air thaileasg, 
Agus fuaim air a chlarsaich, 
Mar a bhuiueadh do shar mhac Mhic-Ledid. 

Gu’m biodh farum, &c. 

Gur h-e b’ eacbdraidh ’na dheigh sin, 
Greis air uirsgeul na Feinne, 
’S air cuideachda cheir-ghil nan crdc. 

Gur h-e b’ eachdraidh, &c. 

CUMHA DO MHAC-LEOID. 

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

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

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

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

Ach a Ruairidh mhic Iain, 
’S goirt leam fhaighinn an sgeul-s’ ort, 
’S e mo chreach-sa mac t-athar, 
Bhi na laidhe gun eiridh, 
Agus Tdrmod a mhac-sa, 
A thasgaidh mo cheille ! 
Gur e aobhar mo ghearain, 
Gu’n chaiiieadh le cheii’ iad. 

Nach mdr an sgeul sgriobhaidh, 
S nach ionghnadh leibh fein e, 
Duilleach na craoibhe, 
Nach do sgaoileadh am meanglan, 
An robh cliu, agus onair, 
Agus moladh air deagh-bheairt, 
Gu daonachdach, carthannach, 
Beannachdach, ceutach. 

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

Gur ro bheag a shaoil mi, 
Ri mo shaoghal gu’n eisdinn, 
Gun cluinneamaid Leddaich, 
Bhi ga’m fogradh o’n dighreachd, 
’S a’n cdraichean glana, 
’S a’m fearann gun deigh air 
’S ar ranntanan farsuinn, 
Na’n rach-te ’n am feum sud. 

Gu’n eireadh na t-aobhar 
Clann-Raonuill, ’s Claim-Ddmhnuill, 
Agus taigh Mhic Tlleain, 
Bha daingheann ’n-ur sedrsa, 
Agus fir Ghlinne-Garaidh, 
Nall tharais a Cndideart, 
Mar sud, a’s Clann Chama-Shroin, 
O champ Inbhir-Ldchaidh. 

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

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

’S e mo ghaols’ an sliochd foirmeil, 
Bh’air sliochd Ollaghair, a’s Ochraidh, 
O bhaile na Boirbhe, 
’S ann a stoidhleadh thu’n tdiseach ; 
Gur ioma fuil mhorgha, 
Bha reota sa chorp ud, 
De shliochd armunn Chinntire, 
lari’ 11’, agus Rois thu. 

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

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

* Stewart of Appin was married to a daughter of Mac- 
Leod of Dunvegan, which made the Mac-Leods afraid 
that he should claim a right to the estate, on account ol 
Mac-Leod having left no male heir. 
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M ARBH-R ANN 
DO DH-FHEAR NA COMRAICH. 

Tha mise air leaghadh le brdn, 
O’n la dh-eug thu’s nach bed, 
Mu ra’ fhiuran faighidneach, coir, 
Uasal, aighearach, dg, 
’S uaisle shuidhe mu bhdrd, 

Mo chreach t-fhaiginn gu’n tredir eiridb. 

’S tu’n laocb gun laigse, gun ledn, 
Macan min-geal gun sgled, 
B’ fhearail, finealt an t-dg, 
De shliochd nam fear mdr, 
D'a bu dual a bbi coir, 

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

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

Ach thu lion-te de dh-ardan euchdach, 

A ruairidh aigeantaich aird, 
O Chomraich ghreadhnaieh an aidh, 
Mhic an fhir bu mhor gair, 
Nan lann guineach, cruaidh, garg, 
Ort cha d'fliuaradh riamh ccarb, 

lar-ogha Uilleam nan long breid-gheal. 

Fhuair mi m’ ailleagan ur, 
’S e gun smal air gun smur, 
Bu bhreac min dearg do ghnuis, 
Bu ghorm laoghach do shuil, 
Bu ghlan sliasaid, a’s glim, 

Bu deas, dainghean, a liib gbleust thu. 

A lub abhoil nam buadh, 
’S mairg a tharladh ort uair, 
Mu ghlaic Fhionnlaidh so shuas. 
Air each crodhanta luath, 
Namhaid romhad na ruaig, 
Air dhaibh buille cba b’uair cis e. 

Ach fhir a’s curranta lamh, 
Thug gach duine gu cradh, 
’S truagh nach d’l'huirich thu slan, 
Ri uair cumaisg no blair, 
A thoirt cis dheth do namh, 

Bu leat urram an la cheudaich. 

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

Sgeul mo chreiche ! so shil do chreuchdan. 

Stad air m’aighear an de 
Dh’fhalbh mo mharcanta fein, 

Chuir mi’n ciste nan teud, 
Dhiult an gobha dhomh glens, 
Dhiult sud mi’s gach leighe 

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

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

’S mo chreach ! bhuinig am bas treun ort. 

'N am suidhe na d’ sheomar, 
Chaidh do bhuidhean an drdugh, 
Cha b’ann mu aighear do phosaidh, 
Le nighean larla Chlann-Ddmhnuill, 
As do dheigh mar bu choir dh’i, 
’S ann chaidh do thasgaidh san t-srdl ghle-gheal. 

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

Mo chreach, t-fhagail ri uair m’fheime. 

Ach fhuair mi m’ailleagan 6g, 
Mar nach b’abhaist gun chedl, 
Saoir ri caradh do bhord, 
Mnai ri spionadh an fhedir, 
Fir gun tailisg, gun chedl, 

Gur bochd fulang mo sgedil eisdeachd. 

’Nuair a thionail an sluagh, 
’S ann bha’n tioma-sgaradh cruaidh, 
Mur ghair sheillean am bruaich, 
An deigh na meala thoirt uath, 
’S ann bha’n t-eireadh bochd truagh, 

’S iad ma cheannas an t-sluaigh threubhaich. 

MARBHRANN DO DH’ IAIN GARBH 
MAC’ILLECHALUM RARSAIDH.* 

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

’S nach faicear gu brath thu’ n Rarsa. 

Bu tu’m fear curanta, mor, 
Bu mhath cumadh, a’s tredir, 
O t’ uilean gu d’ dhdrn, 
O d’ mhullach gu d’ bhrdig, 
Mhic Muire mo leon, 
Thu bhi ’n innis nan rdn, 

’S nach faighear thu. 
* This celebrated hero was drowned while on a voyage 

between Stornoway and liaasa. 
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’S math lubadh tu ptc 
O chul-thaobh do chinu, 
’Nam rusgadh a ghill, 
Le ionnsaidh nach pill, 
’S air mo laimh gu’m bucinnteach saighead uat. 

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

’S na chaitheadh tu. 

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

A dheanadh riut euchd flathasach. 

Spealp nach dibreadh, 
An cath, nan stri thu, 
Casan direach, fad’ finealt, 
Mo chreach dhiobhail 
Chaidh thu dhith oirn, le neart sine, 

Lamb nach dibreadh caitheadh orr\ 

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

Dheagh mhic Chalum nan tijr a Ilarsa. 

CHUMHA MHIC-LEOID. 

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

Sgeul ur ait ri eisdeachd. 

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

Cha teid mi. 

Mo neart's mo threoir, 
Fo thasgaidh bhord, 
Sar mhac ’Ic-Ledid, 
Nan bratach sroil, 
Bu phailt’ ma'n dr, 
Bu bhinn-caismeachd sgeoil; 
Aig luchd-astair 

A’s cedil na h-Eireann. 

Co neach ga’n edl, 
Fear t-fhasain bed, 
Am blasdachd beoil, 
’S am maise neoil. 
An gaisge glois, 
An ceart san edir; 

Gun airceas na sgled feiie. 

Och ! m’ fheudail bhuam. 
Gun sgeul sa’ chuan, 
Bu ghle mhath snnadh, 
Hi grein, ’s ri fuachd, 
’S e chlaoidh do shluagh, 

Nach d’ fheud thu ’n uair a ghabhail orr’. 

Mo bheud, ’s mo bhrdn. 
Mar dh’ eirich dhd 
Muir beucach, mor, 
Ag leum mu d’ bhdrd, 
Thu fein, ’s do shedid 
’Nuair reub ’ur sedil, 
Nach d’fhaod sibh tredir 

A chaitheadh orr. 

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

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

Dealbhach rd-ghlan t-eagaisg. 

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

An armuinn euchdaich. 

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

Cruadail’s smacbd gun eucoir. 
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’Uaill a’s aiteis, 
’S an bhuat gu faighte, 
Ri uair ceartais, 
Fuasgladh facail; 
Gun ghruam gu lasan ; 

Gu suairce, snaiste, reusant. 

Fo bhuird na ciste, 
Chaidh grunnd a ghliocais, 
Fear fiughant, misea', 
Cuilmeach, gibteil, 
An robh cliu gun bhriseadh ; 

Chaidh iiir fo lie air m’ eudail. 

Gnuis na glainne, 
Chuireadh siinnd air fearaibh, 
Air each eruidheach ceann-ard, 
’S lann ur than ort, 
Am heart dhlu dhainghinn : 

Air cull nan clann-fhalt teud-bhuidh. 

’S iomadh fear aineoil, 
Is aoidh’s luchd eallaidh, 
Bheir turnais tamul, 
Air crilin a mhalairt, 
Air iuil’s air ainne, 

Bu chluith gun aithreis bhreug e. 

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

Luchd inns’ air annas sgeula. 

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

Gun diultadh air mal dheirceach. 

Thu shliochd Ollaghair 
Bha mor morgha, 
Nan sedl corra-bheann, 
’S nan corn gorm-ghlas, 
Nan ceol drghan 

’S nan seod bu bhorb ri eiginn. 

Bha leath do shloinnidh, 
Ri siol Cholla, 
Nan cise tromadh, 
’S nam pios soilleir, 
Bho cboig-amh Coinneach, 

Bu lion-mhor do luingeas breid-gheal 

’S iomadh gair dalta, 
'S mnai bhas-bhuailt, 

Ri la tasgaidh, 
Cha ’n fhath aiteis, 
Do’d chairdinn t-fhaicinn 
Fo chlar glaisde, 

Mu thruaidh ! chreach an t-eug sinn. 

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

Nuair a shealladh i’n ghnuis a ceile. 

Si fhras nach ciuin, 
A thainig as ur, 
A shrac air siuil, 
Sa bhrist ar stiiiir, 
’S ar cairt mhath iuil, 
S ar taice cuil; 
’S air caidridh ciuil, 

Bhiodh againn’na d’thur eibhinn. 

’S mor an iunndrain tha bhuainn, 
Air a dunadh’s an uaigh, 
Air cuinneadh’s ar buaidh ! 
Air curam’s ar ’n iiaill; 
’S ar sugradh gun ghruaim 
’S fad air chuimhne 

Na fhuair mi fein deth. 

LUINNEAG MHIC-LEOID. 

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

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

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

I hurabh o, $"c. 

Gun caint’ ann’s gach fearann, 
Gum b’ airidh fear t-ainm air ; 
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Fear do cheille, ’s do ghliocais, 
Do mhisnich, ’s do mheanmainn. 
Do chruadail, ’s do ghaisge, 
Do dhreach, ’s do dhealbba; 
Agus t-61achd as t-uaisle, 
Cha bu shuarach ri leanmhuinn. 

1 h-urabh o, §'c. 

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

J h-urabh o, Sfc. 

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

I h-urabh o, S^c. 

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

I h-urabh o, Sfc. 

Clann Ruairidh nam bratach, 
’S e mo chreach-sa na dh-fhalbh dhiu’ ; 
Ach an aon fhear a dh’ fhuirich, 
Nir chluinnean sgeul marbh ort. 
Ach eudail de dh-fhearaibh ; 
Ge do ghabh mi bh’uat tearbadh ; 
Fhir a chuirp’s glan cumadh, 
Gun uircasaidh dealbha. 

I h-urabh o, &'C. 

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

1 h-urabh o, §-c. 

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

I h-urabh o. fyc. 

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

I h-urabh o, Sfc. 

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

I h-urabh o, .Vc. 

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

1 h-urahh o, §*c. 

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

1 h-urabh o, Sfc. 

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

I hurubh o, ^ c. 
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AN CRONAN. 

An naigheaehd so ’n de 
Aighearacb i, 
Moladh do ’n leigh, 
Thug maileart d’am cheil 

’Nis teannaidh mi fein ri cronan, 
Nis teannaidh &c. 

Beannachd do ’n bheu], 
Dh-aithiis an sgeul 
Cha ghearain mi fein 
Na chailleadh’s na dh-eug 

’S mo leanabh na dheidh comh-shlan 
’S mo leanabh, &c, 

Nam biodh agamsa fion 
Gum b’ait learn a dhiol, 
Air slainnte do thighinn, 
Gud chairdean’s gud thir. 
Mine armuinn mo ghaoil, 
Be m’ ardan’s mo phiis, 

Alach mo righ thogbhail 
Alach mo righ, &c. 

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

’S binne no gleus drgain, 
’S binue no glus, &c. 

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

Leis a mhacan da’n ainm Tdrmod, 
Eels a mhacan, &c. 

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

Bhiodh gu fiughantach flail foirmeil, 
Bhiodh gu flugheautach flail, &c. 

Gu Dun turaideach ard, 
Be sud innis nam bard, 
’S nam fllidh ri dan, 
Far bu mhinig an tamh, 

Cha b’ionad gu’n bhlhs daibh sud, 
Cha b’ionad gu’n bhlathas, &o. 

Gu aros nach crion 
Am bidh gaiaich nam piob 
’S nan clarsaeh a ris 
Le dearsadh nam pios 
A’ cuir saradh am fion 

’S ga leigeadh an gniomh dr~cheaird, 
'S ga leigeadh an gnoomh, &c. 

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

Ruaineach an neart Leodach 
Ruaineach an neart, &c. 

Fiuran a chluain, 
Duisg san deagh uair, 
’S du dhut dol suas, 
'N eliil’s aim am buaidh, 
’S diichas do’m luaidh, 

Bhidh gu fiughantach suaire ceol-bhinn 
Bhidh gu flughantach suaire, &c. 

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

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

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

Neart-mhor an deigh tbireachd 
Neart-mhor an deigh, &c. 

Siochd Ollaghair nan lann, 
Thogadh sroiltean ri crann, 
Nuair a thoisich iad ann, 
Cha bu lionsgaradh garni, 
Fir a b’ fhirinneach bann, 
Priseil an dream, 

Rioghail gun chall cdrach. 
Rioghail gun chall, &c. 

Tog colg ort a ghaol, 
Bi ro-chalma’s gu’m faod, 
Gur dearbhta dhut laoich, 
Dheth na chinneadh nach faoin, 

Thig ort as gach taobh gad chonadh, 
Thig ort as gach taobh, &c. 

Uasal an treud, 
Deas, cruadalach, treun, 
Tha’n dual'chas dhut fein, 
Theid ma d’ ghuaillibh ri t-fheum, 
De shliochd Ruairi mhoir fheil, 

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



MAI HI N1GHEAN ALASDAIK RUAIDH 31 

Tha na Gaeil gu leir, 
Cho cairdeach dliut lein, 
’S gur feaird thu gu t-fheum. 
Sir Domhnull a Sleibht, 
Ceannard nan ceud, 

Ceannsgalach treun ro ghlic, 
Ceannsgalach treun, &c. 

’S math mo bhaireil’s mo bheachd, 
Air na fiurain as leat, 
Gu curanntach ceart, 
’S aim de bharraehd do neart, 
Mac-’lc-Ailein’s a mhac 
Thig le tarum am feachd, 

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

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

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

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

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

’S goirt an naigheachd's gur cruaidh, 
Mac 'lllean bhi bhuainn, 

Gun a thaighradeas suas. 
Bha do cheanghal ris buan, 

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

B’iomadh gasan gun chealg, 
Bu deas faicinn fo arm, 
Bheireadh ceartachadh garbh, 
Is iad a chlaistinn ort t'earg, 

Kadar Br&cadal thall as Brolas. 
Eadar Bracadal, &c. 

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

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

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

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

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

Da’n robh caoimhueas air bharr sblais, 
Da’n robh caoimhneas air bharr, &c. 
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IAIN lom; 

OR, 

JOHN MACDONALD, THE LOCHABER DOET. 

This celebrated individual, a poet of great merit, as well as a famous politician, was 
commonly called Iain Lom, literally, bare John ; but so named from his acuteness, and 

| severity on some occasions.* He was sometimes called Iain Manntach, from an impedi- 

ment in his speech. He was of the Keppoch family; lived in the reigns of Charles I. 
and II., and died at a very advanced age about the year 1710. 

We know little of the early education of the Lochaber bard. Of him it might be said, 
“ poet, a nascitur non fitbut from his descent from the great family, Clann-Raonaill na 

Ceapach, a sept of the MT)onalds, he must have seen and known more of the men and 

manners of those times than ordinary. His powers and talents soon rendered him a dis- 

tinguished person in his native country; and subsequent events made him of importance, 

\ not only there, but likewise in the kingdom. 

The first occurrence that made him known beyond the limits of Lochaber, was the 

j active part he took in punishing the murderers of the heir of Keppoch: the massacre 
was perpetrated by the cousins of the young man, about the year 1663. The poet had 

[ the penetration to have foreseen what had really happened, and had done all he could to 

[ prevent it. He perceived that the minds of the people wrere alienated from the lawful 

j heir in his absence: he and his brother being sent abroad to receive their education dur- 

ing their minority, and their affairs being intrusted to their cousins, who made the best 

use they could of the opportunity in establishing themselves by the power and authority 
thus acquired in the land. Although he could not have prevented the fatal deed, he was 

not a silent witness. He stood single handed in defence of the right. As he failed in 

his attempt to awaken the people to a sense of their duty, he addressed himself to the 

most potent neighbour and chieftain Glengarry, who declined interfering with the affairs of 

a celebrated branch of the great Clann-Dughaill; and there was no other that could have 

aided him with any prospect of success. Thus situated, our poet, firm in his resolution, 
and bold in the midst of danger, was determined to have the murderers punished. In 

! his ire at the reception he met from Glengarry, he invoked his muse, and began to praise 
Sir Alexander M'Donald. 

Nothing can give us a better idea of the power of the Highland clans, and of the state 

of the nation at this period, than this event, which happened in a family, and among a 
people, by no means inconsiderable. M'Donald of Keppoch could bring out, on emer- 

gency, three hundred fighting men of his own people; as brave and as faithful as 
ever a chieftain called out or led to battle, that w'ould have shed the last drop of 

* Some say he was called Iain Lom because he was bare in the face, and never had any beard. 
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their blood in his cause, and yet he had not an inch of land to bestow upon them. The 

M'Donald of Keppoch always appeared at the head of his own men, although only a 

branch of the great clan. He might have got rights, as he had just claims to land for 

signal services: but “ would he care for titles given on sheep skin?* he claimed his rights 

and titles by the edge of the sword!” 

The kingdom of Scotland, as well as other nations, often suffered from the calamities 
that have been consequent on minorities. The affairs of Keppoch must have been 
in the most disordered state, when a people, warlike and independent in spirit, were 

trusted to the care, and left under the control of relations—selfish, and, as they proved, 

unworthy of their trust. The innocent, unsuspicious young men were sacrificed to the am- 

bitious usurpation of base and cruel relatives. Our poet alone proved faithful; and, after 
doing what he could, it was not safe for him to rest there. The cause he espoused was 

honourable; and he was never wanting in zeal. Confiding in the justice of his cause, and 
his own powers of persuasion, (and no man better knewr howr to touch the spring that 

vibrated through the feelings of a high-spirited and disinterested chieftain,) he succeeded. 
Being favourably received by Sir Alexander M'Donald, he concerted measures for pun- 

ishing the murderers, which met his lordship’s approval, and indicated the judgment and 

sagacity of the faithful clansman. 
A person was sent to North Uist with a message to Archibald M'Donald (An damn 

Mabach,) a poet as wrell as a soldier, commissioning him to take a company of chosen 
men to the mainland, where he would meet with the Lochaber bard, who would guide 

and instruct him in his future proceedings. 
The usurpers were seized and beheaded. They met with the punishment they so richly 

deserved ; but the vengeance wras taken in the most cruel manner; and the exultation and 

feelings of the man who acted so boldly, and stood so firmly in the defence of the right, 

have been too ostentatiously indulged, in verses from which humanity recoils. How dif- 
ferent from his melting strains, so full of sympathy and compassion for the innocent young 
men whose death he avenged! 

The atrocious deed has been palpably commemorated, in a manner repugnant to huma- 
nity, by “ Tubar nan Cearin” 

Sometime thereafter the poet and Glengarry were reconciled. The chief well knew 
the influence of the “ man of song” in the country, and had more policy than to despise 
one so skilled in the politics of the times—who made himself of more than ordinary conse- 

quence by the favour shown him by Sir Alexander M'Donald. No one of his rank could 
command greater defference. There might have been found votaries of the muses that 

poured out sweeter strains, but he was second to none in energy and pathos, in adapting 
his art to the object in view, and in producing the desired effect. He was born for the 
very age in which he lived. To the side he espoused he faithfully stood, and exerted all 

the energies of his mighty mind in behalf of the cause which he adopted. We shall not 
say that he was always in the right: in the one already related, he undoubtedly was ; in 

a subsequent and greater cause he made one of a party. A poet is often led away by 

* Alluding to vellum. 
C 
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feeling, by passion and prejudice, when not left to cool reflection, or to the exercise of a 
better judgment. But Iain Lom entered on his enterprise with heart and zeal. A wider 

scene of action opened to his view. Usurpation, family feuds, and intestine troubles, 

| gave way to civil war; and the vigilant seer became an active agent in the wars of 

Montrose. 

One trait in the character of our poet, though not common, yet is not singular, and 

may be worthy of a remark or two. He was no soldier, and yet would set every two by 

the ears. Men of influence in the country, as well as chieftains at a distance, knew this, 

and dreaded him. An instance will put this in clear light. In the active scenes of those 

intestine troubles, a great politician and a famous bard was a person not to be neglected. 

He became an useful agent to his friends, and he received a yearly pension from Charles 
II. as his bard. 

The Lochaber poet was the means of bringing the armies of Montrose and the Argyle- 

shire men together, at Inverlochay, where the bloody battle that ensued proved so fatal 

to so many brave men, the heads of families of the Campbell clan. 

It will be unnecessary to follow here a history so well known. The Argyleshire men, 
1 on learning the intentions of their enemies to make a second descent on their country, 

marched north in order to divert their course, and save Argyleshire from another devas- 

i tation. John M'Donald’s eyes were open to all that was passing. He hastened to the 

| army of Montrose with the intelligence that the Campbells were in Lochaber. Mr Alex- 

ander M'Donald, (better known by his patronimic, Alasdair Mac Cholla,') who commanded 

the Irish auxiliaries, took John as guide, and went in search of the Campbells. He, 
after search was made, and finding no trace of them, began to suspect the informer of some 

sinister motive; and declared, “ if he deceived him, he would hang him on the first tree 

he met.” “ Unless,” answered the poet, who was well informed of the fact, “ you shall find 

the Campbells all here, for certainly they are in the country, before this time to-morrow, 
you may do so.” The enemy at length appeared, and they prepared to give them battle. 
« Make ready, John,” says the commander to the poet, “you shall march along with me 

{ to the fight.” The poet, as has been asserted of the greatest of orators, was a coward ; 

yet he too well knew his man to have altogether declined the honour he offered him ; 
for Mr Alexander was not the man to be refused. The other was at his wits end. A 

thought arose quicker than speech ; and it was fortunate for him. “ If I go along with 

thee to-day,” said the bard, “and fall in battle, who will sing thy praises to-morrow? 
Go thou, Alasdair, and exert thyself as usual, and I shall sing thy feats, and celebrate thy 

prowess in martial strains." “ Thou art in the right, John,” replied the other; and left 
him in a safe place to witness the engagement. 

From the castle of Inverlochay, the poet had a full view of the battle, of which he gives 
a graphic description. The poem is entitled The Battle of Inverlochay. The natives 
repeat these heroic verses, as most familiar and recent ones. So true, natural, and 

home-brought is the picture, that all that had happened, seem to be passing before their 
eyes. The spirit of poetry, the language, and boldness of expression, have seldom been 

equalled, perhaps never surpassed; yet, at this distance of time, these martial strains are 

| rehearsed with different and opposite feelings. 
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The changes which afterwards took place produced no change in the politics of our bard. 
He entered into all the turmoils of the times with his whole heart, and with a boldness 
which no danger could daunt, nor power swerve from what he considered his duty. 

He became a violent opposer of the union, and employed his muse against William and 
Mary. It mattered little to him of what rank or station his opponents were if they 

incurred his resentment. He treated his enemies with the same freedom and boldness 

whether on the throne, at the head of an army, or in the midst of a clan on whose 

fidelity the chief might always depend. But his friends who were of the party which he 

espoused were spared, while he made the nicest distinction between the shades and traits 
of character. How ingeniously he revenged himself on Glengarry in the praises 

bestowed on Sir Alexander M‘Donald! Yet, would he suffer a hair of the head of any 
of his clan to be touched? No truly. 

But how severe was he against a neighbouring clan that was always in opposition to his 
own. The Campbells he always lashed with the sharpest stripes of satire. The marquess 

of Argyle, who, on the score of heroism might have shaken hands with himself, felt the 

influence of the satire and ridicule of the popular bard and politician so much, that he 
offered a considerable reward for his head. The conduct of M'Donald on this occasion, 

indicates well the manner in which the character of a bard was respected and held 
sacred. 

The poet repaired to Inverary, went to the castle, and delivered himself to the mar- 
quess, demanding his reward. We have already given an instance of his cowardly spirit. 

No one would accuse him of rashness ; for he proved his prudence, caution, and foresight, 

from the long experience and trials he had in troublesome times. It was, therefore, on 

the safety granted to the office of hardship that he depended. Nor did he trust too much. 

He was perfectly safe in the midst of his enemies; even in the very castle of their chief 
who offered a reward for his head. The marquess received him courteously, and brought 
him through the castle; and on entering a room hung round with the heads of black 

cocks, his Grace asked John:—“Am fac thu riamh Iain, an uiread sin de choilich 

dhubha an aon uitef1'—‘‘ Chunnaic," ars Iain. “ C'aite. ?"—“An Inbher-Ldchaidh.'' 
—“A ! Iain, Iain, cha sguir thu gu brack de chagnadh nan caimbeulach ?"—“'Se 's 
duilich learn," ars Iain, “ nach urradh mi ga slugadh." i. e. “ Have you ever seen, John, 

so many black cocks together?” “Yes,” replied the undaunted bard. “ Where?” 
demanded his grace. “ At Inverlochay,” returned the poet, alluding to the slaughter 

of the Campbells on that memorable day. “ Ah! John,” added his grace, “will you 
never cease gnawing the Campbells?” “ I am sorry,” says the other, “ that I could not 
swallow them.” 

He was buried in Dun-aingeal in the braes of Lochaber; and his grave was till of late 
pointed out to the curious by the natives. Another bard, Alexander M'Donald of Glen- 

coe, composed an elegy to him when standing on his grave, beginning thus:— 

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

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

MORT NA CEAPACH. 

’S tearc an diugh mo chiiis ghaire, 
Tigh’n na raidean so ’niar ; 
’G amharc form Inbher-laire, 
’N deigh a strachdadh le siol; 
Tha Cheapach na fasacb, 
Gun aon an d oirre’s fiach ; 
’S leir ri fhaicinn a bhraithrean, 
Gur from a bharc oirxm an t-sion. 

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

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

’S ann di-sathuirne gearr uainn, 
Bhuail an t-earrchall orm spot ; 

-’S mi caoidh nan corp geala, 
Bha call na fala fo’m brot; 
Bha mo lamhansa croabhach, 
’N deigh bhi taosgadh ’ur lot; 
Se bhi ga V cuir ann an ciste, 
Turn as miste mi nochd. 

B’ iad mo ghraidh na cuirp churaidh, 
Anns’m bu dlu chur na’n sgian ; 
’S iad na ’n sineadh air urlar, 
’N seomar ur ga ’n cur sios; 
Fo chasan shiol Diighaill 
Euclid a spuilleadh na ’n cliabh ; 
Dh’ fhag alach am biodag 
M ur sgaile ruidil ’ur bian. 

C’ aite ’n robh e fo ’n adhar, 
A sheall n’ur bhathais gu gear, 
Nach tugadh dbuibh athadh, 
A luchd ’ur labhairt’s ’ur bheus ; 

Mach o chlainn bhrathair n-atbar, 
Chaidh’m baiun an aibhisteir threin ; 
Ach mu rinn iad bhur lotsa. 
’S trom a rosad dhaibh fein. 

Tha sibh 'n cadal thaigh duinte, 
Gun smuid deth gun died ; 
Far ’n d’ fhuair sibh ’n garbh dhiisgadh, 
Thaobh ’ur chuil a’s ’ur broil ; 
Ach na’m faigheadh sibh uine 
O luchd ur mhi-ruin bhi beo; 
Cha bu bhaile gun surd e, 
Biodh air’ air muirn’s air luchd-ceoil. 

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

Tha mulad air m’ inntinn 
Bhi ’g innseadh bhur beus 
’S ann a ghabh iad am fath oirbh 
’N uair ebuaidh ’ur fagail leibh fein 
’Sa chuir sibh cungaidh ’ur casaibh, 
Ann an Aros na ’n tend ; 
’S ’ur buachaillean bath-chruibh, 
Ann an garadh nam peur. 

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

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

Gur h-iom’ uganach sgaiteach, 
Lub bhachlach, sgiath chrom ; 
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Eadar drochaid A1U Eire, 
’S Rugha Shleibhte nan tonn ; 
A dheanadh leat eiridh 
Mu’m biodb do chreuchdan lan tholl ; 
’S a rachadb bras ann a t-eirig, 
Dheagh Shir Sbeumais nan long. 

Chuir Dia oirnn craobh shio-ehaint, 
Bha da ’r dionadh gu leoir ; 
Da ’in bu choir dhuinn bhi striochdadh, 
Fhad ’sa ’n cian bhiodhmaid bed ; 
Mas sinn fhein a chuir dith oirr’, 
B' ole an dioladh sin oirnn ; 
Tuitidh tuagh as na Haitheas, 
Leis an sgathar na inedir. 

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

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

A BHEAN LEASAICH 
AN STOP DHUIN.* 

A bhean leasaich an stop dhuiun, 
’S lion an cupa le solas, 

Mas a branndai no beoir i, tha mi toileach a h-dl 
’N deochs’ air Captain Chlann-Domhnuill, 

’S air Sir Alasdair dg thig on chaol. 

’M fear nach duirig a h-dl 
Gun tuit ’u t-shuil air a bhord as, 

Tha mo dhurachd do’n digear, 
Crann curaidh Chlann-Domhnuill, 

High nan dul bhi gad chonadh fhir chaoimh. 

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

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

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

* This song was composed on account of the laird of 
Glengarry refusing his aid in apprehending the Keppoch 
murderers; and in order to provoke the chief, the poet 
began by singing the praises of Sir Alexander M'Donald 
of Mate, and Sir James his son. 
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Sliochd a ghabhail nan steud thu, 
Dh’ fhas gu flathasach feile, 

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

Ged a fhuair an claidhe’s an teug oirbh sgriob. 

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

Dol a shiubhal nan stuc-bheann, 
Ann ’san uighe gun churam, 

Leis a bhuidheann ro ’n ruisgte na gill. 

’S tha mo dhuil ann’s an Trianaid, 
Ged thainig laigsinn air t-fhion fhuil, 

Slat den chuillean bha ciatach, 
Dh’ fhas gu furanch flalaidh, 

Sheasadh duineil air bial-thaobh an righ. 

’S an am dhut gluasad o ’ t-aitreamh, 
Le d’ cheol cluais’ agus caismeachd, 

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

Gam bu shuaineas barr gaganach fraoich. 

’Nuarathairte fo luchd i, 
Bhi tarruinn suas air a cupaill, 

Bord a fuaraidh’s ruidh chuip air, 
Snaim air fuathail a Much bhuird, 

’Sruth mu guailibh’s i suchta le gaoith. 

’S’nuar a chairte fo sedl i, 
Le crainn ghasda’s le corcaich, 

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

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

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

Gabhail failte le caithream, 
As na clarsaichean glana, 

Do mhnaoi dig nan teud banala binn. 

Sliochd nan cuiridhean talmhaidh, 
Leis an do chuireadh cath garabhach, 

Fhuair mi urrad gar seannachas. 
Gun robh an turas ud aiumeil, 

Gun ro taigh’s leath Alba lo’r cis. 

’S ioma neach a fhuair coir uaibh, 
Ann sann am ud le’r gdraich. 

Ban diu Rothaich’s Rdsaich, 
Mac-Choinnich’s Diuc Gordon, 

Mac-’Illeain o Dreolain’s Mac-Aoidh. 

Be do shuaicheantas taitneach, 
Long, ’s leoghan, ’s bradan, 

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

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



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

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

S gheibhte teagasg na Cleir’ uaibh le sith. 

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

A ghlac an fheile’s a mhaise, 
O cheann ceile do leapa. 

Cum do reite air a casan, 
Bi gu reusanta, macanta, min. 

Sliochd na milidh’s nam fearabh, 
Na srol ’$ nam pios’s nan cup geala, 

Thogadh sioda ri crannaibh, 
Nuair bu rioghal an tarruinn, 

Bhiodh piob rimheach nam meallan da seinn. 

Gum bu slan’s gum a h-iomlan, 
Gach ni tha mi g-iomradh, 

Do theaghlach righ-Fionghall, 
Oighre dligheach Dhun-Tuilm thu 

Olar deoch air do chuilm gun bhi sgi. 

ORAN DO SHIOL DUGHAILL.* 

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

’S trom’s gur, &c. 

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

Mi ga m’, &c. 

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

Mi ga in’, &c. 

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

Mi ga in’, &c. 

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

Mo ni a’s, &c. 

O nach d’ fhas mi’m fhear morta, 
Gu bhi sathadh mo chuirce, 
Mur bha na cairdean curta’s taigh mhor. 

O Nach d’ fhas, &c. 

* After the murder of Keppoch, the Poet was persecuted 
by the murderer : this song was composed on that occasion. 

Fuil a taosgadh o lotan, 
Dh-fhaoite thogail le copan, 
Ruith na caochan ma bholtaibh am brdg. 

Fuil a taosgadh, &c. 

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

A rugh ropach, 

Cleas na binne nach maireann, 
Bha ’n sgire Cille-ma-cheallaig,* 
’Nuair a dhit iad an gearran ’sa mhdd. 

Cleas a bhinne, &c. 

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

Lagh cho, &c. 

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

Cleas dana, &c. 

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

A bhean choite, &c. 

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

’Nuair bha, &c. 

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

Faodar, &c. 

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

Ach na’m, &c. 

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

Mire shrutha, &c. 

* Women were the judges in this case, and a thief who 
was brought before them for stealing a horse, was allowed 
to escape while the horse was condemned to be hanged. 
The occasion was this Some time before the present 
action was raised, the same culprit had stolen the same 
horse and was prosecuted ; but had the good fortune 
to get off in consequence of its being his first offence. It 
seems, however, the horse had found the thief so much the 
better master that he soon after “ stole himself” away and 
returned, for which, poor fellow he had to suffer the above 
reward. This story is often referred to among the High- 
landers when law and justice are evidently different things, 
they say—“ Cha tugadh an CiUe-ma-chcallaig breath bu 
chlaome." 
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’Nuair a lagadh a ghaoth oirnn, 
Bhiodh seal air pasgadh a h-aodaich, 
’S buidheann ghasda mo ghaoil ri cuir bbdd. 

’Nuair a lagadh, &c. 

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

Raimh, &c. 

Buird ur air a totaibh, 
’S i na deann thun na cloiche, 
Muir dhu-ghorm a’ sgolltadh m’a bord. 

Buird ur air, &c. 

AN CIARAN MABACH. 

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

O rb rb seinn, cb nam b'dil leibh ? 
O rb rb seinn, cb nam b'dill leibh ? 
Call abhar-inn o, calman-codhail : 
Trom orach as o, cb nam b’dill leibh ? 

Sir Seumas nan tur’s nam baideal, 
Ghcibh luchd muirne cuirm a’ t-aitreabh, 
Ge do rinn thu ’n dusal cadail, 
’S eibhinn learn do dhusgadh madainn’. 

O ro ro sin, fyc. 

* “ After the murder of the children of Keppoch 
Iain Manntach, the poet, had to flee for his life to Uoss. 
shire, where he got a place from Seaforth in Glensheal, 
where he and his family might reside till such time as the 
murderers could be apprehended, as Seaforth, at the poet’s 
request, had petitioned government for carrying that point 
into effect. This happened in the time of Sir James 
M‘Donald, sixteenth baron of Slate, anno ]6fl3. 

“The government finding it impracticable to bring those 
robbers to justice in a legal way, sent a most ampie com- 
mission of fire and sword (as it was then called) to Sir 1 

James M’Donald, signed by the duke of Hamilton, mar- [ 
quis of Montrose, earl of Eglinton, and other six of the 
Privy Council, with orders and full powers to pursue, 
apprehend, and bring in, dead or alive, all those lawless 
robbers, and their abettors. 

“ This, in a very short time, he effectually performed : 
some of them he put to death, and actually dispersed the 
rest to the satisfaction of the whole court, which contri- 
buted greatly to the civility of those parts. 

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

“ This letter is dated the 15th day of December, 1(165, 
and signed Hothes. Sir James died anno 1678.” Extracted 
from an unpublished Historical MS. of the M'Donalds. 

Sian fo d’ thriall, a Chiarain nihabaich, 
Shiubhladh sliabh gun bhiadh, gun chadal; 
I-'raoch fo d’ shin’ gun bhosd, gun bhagradh ; 
Chuir thu eed fo ’n roiseal bhradach. 

O ro ro sin, §'c. 

j Rinn thu mhoch-eiridh Di-ddmhnaich, 
j Cha V aim gu ’n aitreabh a chomhdach, 

Thoirt a mach nan cas-cheann ddite, 
Chur sradag fo bhraclaich na fedla. 

O ro ro sin, Sfc. 

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

O ro ro sin, Sfc. 

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

O ro ro sin, SfC, 

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

O ro ro sin, Sfc. 

Ach na’n cuireadh tu gach cuis gu aite, 
Mu ’n sgaoil thu t-itean air saile, 
’Nuair dh-eitich thu Inbfier-laire, 
B’ fheird do mheas e measg nan Gaiil. 

O ro ro sin, Sfc. 

’S aim learn nach bu chruai’ an ghaoir ud, 
Bh-aig mnaibh galach nam fait sgaoilteach, 
Bhi ’gan tarruinn mar bheul-snaoisein, 
Sealg nam boc mu dhos na maoilseach. 

O ro ro sin, Sfc, 

’S mairg a rinn fhoghlum san droch-bheirt, 
’N deigh am plaosgadb fhuair bhur ploicneadh, 
Claigneann ’g am faoisgneadh a copar, 
Mar chinn laoigh ’an deigh am plotadh. 

O ro ro sin, Sfc. 

ORAN AIR CRUNADH 
RIGH TEAREACH II. 

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

Mi ’n so air, &c. 

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

’S ge fad, &c. 
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O ’n blia sheanns’ orinn a chluinntinn, 
Ged bu teann a bha chuing oirnn ; 
Gu ’n do thiondai’ a chuibhle mar b’aill leinn. 

O 'n bha, &c. 

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

An ceum, &c. 

Gur h ole an nith dhuinn, 
Bhi stad am priosan, 
’N am theachd an righ g’a aite. 

Gur h-olc, &c. 

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

Thug Dia dhuinn, &c. 

’Sa Thearlaich oig Stiubhairt, 
Ma chaidhe an crun ort, 
Dia na fhear stiuiridh air t-fhardalch, 

’Sa Thearlaich, &c. 

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

Ma chuaidh, &c. 

’S thu thigh’n dhachaigh gu d’ rioghachd 
Mur a V oil le d’ luchd mi-ruin 
’N coinneamh ri mile ciad lailte. 

’S thu thigh’n, &e. 

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

’S ioma, &c. 

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

Luchd na ’n, &c. 

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

Cha b’ fhas, &c. 

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

Na mearlaich, &c. 

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

Leam is, &c. 

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

Cha robh, &c. 

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

’N am, &c. 

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

Le maighdeann, &c. 

I ’S ged’s e thus cha ’n e dheireadh, 
! Do luchd dhusgadh an teine, 

’S mar mo run do ’n chuid eile da chairdean. 
’S ged’s e, &c. 

| Mur bha Lusifer tamull, 
’N deigh air thus bhi na Aingcal, 
Chaidh sgursa’ le an-iochd a Pharais.* 

Mur bha, &c. 

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

Bidh tu nis, &c. 

* This poet was of the Roman catholic perauasion. It 
is said that he could not read himself; but that he was 
acquainted with the whole of the historical parts of Scrip- 
ture, his poems are a dear demonstration. 

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

’S ole an leasan, &c. 

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

’S mor a b’ fhearr, &c. 

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

Na thu fhein, &c. 

Na farabhalaich bhreaca, 
Bha tarruinn uainn arcuid beartais, 
Chuir an righ maeh a Whitehall dhuinn. 

Na farabhalaich, &c. 
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LATHA 1NBHER-LOCHAIDH.* 

LUINNEAG. 

H-i rim h-o-rd, h-d-rd hatha, 
H-i rim h-o-rd, h-d-rd hatha, 
H-i rim h-o-rd, h-d-rd hatha, 
Chaidh an latha h Clann-Ddmhnuill. 

An cuala’ sibhse ’n tionndadh duineil, 
Thug an camp bha ’n Cille-Chuimein ; 
’S lad chaidh ainm air an iomairt. 
Thug iad as an naimhdean iomain. 

H-i rim, fye. 
1 Dhirich mi moch madainn dhdmhnaich, 

Gu barr cairteil Inbher-Lochaidh, 
Chunna* mi ’n t-arm a dol an ordugh, 
’S bha buaidh an la le Clann-Ddmhnuill. 

H-i rim, fyc. 

Direadh a mach glun Chuil-eachaidh, 
Dh* aithnich mi oirbh surd ’ur tapaidh; 
Ged bha mo dhuthaich na lasair, 
’S eirig air a chus mar thachair. 

H-i rim, 8fC. 

Ged bhiodh larlachd a bhraghaid, 
An seachd bliadhna so mar tha e, 
Gun chur, gun chliathadh, no gun aiteach, 
’S math an riadh bho’m beil siun paighte. 

H-i rim, .yc. 

Air do laimhse Thighearna Lathair, 
Gc mor do bhosd as do chlaidheamh ; 
’S ioma oglaoch chinne t-athar, 
Tha ’n Inbher-Lochaidh na laidhe. 

H-i rim, fyc. 

’S ioma fearr goirseid agus pillein, 
Cho math ’sa bha riamh dheth d’ chinneadh, 
Nach d’ Ihoad a bhotann thoirt tioram, 
Ach f'aoghlum snamh air Bun-Neimheis.f 

H-i rim, <3fc. 

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

H-i rim, fyc. 

* This battle was fought between the M‘Donalds and 
the Campbells, on Sunday, February 2, 1 hIf). 

t When the Campbells were routed, they endeavoured 
to cross the river at the above-mentioned ford. To their 
astonishment, however, the task proved more it ksomethan 
they had anticipated ; for, some of them losing their foot- 
ing, their bonnets were carried down by the current. This 
event delighted and amused the poet; and, in order to 
make it at the same time ludicrous in itself, and galling to 
the poor Campbells, he began to address them as follows : 
—"A Dhuimhneacha Dhuimhncacha, cuimhnichibh 'ur boin- 
ridcan." 

’N latha sin shaoil leo dltol leotha, 
’S arm bha laoich ga ’n ruith air reothadb, 

j ’S ioma slaodanach mor odhar, 
| Bha na shineadh air ach’-an-tothair. 

H-i rim, fyc. 

Ge be dhireadh Tom-na-h-aire, 
Bu Honor spog ur aim air dhroch shailleadh, 
Neul marbh air an suil gun attain, 
’N deigh an sgiitrsadh le lannan. 

H-i rim, SfC. 

Thug sibh toiieal teith ma Lochaidh, 
Bhi ga’m bualadh ma na sronan, 

i Bu lion’or claidheamh clais-gborm comhnard, 
Bha bualadh an lamhan Chlann-Ddmhnuill. 

H-i rim, fyc. 

Sin ’nuair chruinnich mor dhragh na fhalachd, 
’N am rusgadh na ’n greidlein tana, 
Bha iongnan nan Duimhneach ri talamh, 
An deigh an luithean a ghearradh. 

H-i rim, fyc. 

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

H-i rim, fyc. 

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

H-i rim, SfC, 

Iain Mhuideartaich nan seol soilleir, 
Sheoladh an cuan ri la doillear, 
Oft cha d’ fhuaradh briste coinnidh, 
’S ait’ learn Barra-breac fo d’ chomas. 

H-i rim, 4'C- 

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

H-i rim, 4'C. 

An t-eun dona chaill a cheutaidh. 
An Sasunn, an Albainn, ’s ’n Eirinn, 
Is it e a curr na sgeithe, 
Cha miste learn ged a gheill e. 

H-i rim, Ofc. 

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

1 H-i rim, fyc. 
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Alasdair nan geur Jann guineach. 
Na’m biodh agad armuinn Mhuile; 
Thug thu air na dh’ fhalbh dhiu fuireaoh, 
’S retreut air prabar an duileisg. 

li-i rim, tyc. 

Alsdair Mhic Cholla gbasda, 
Lamb dheas a sgoltadh nan caisteal ; 
Chuir thu ’n ruaig air Ghallaibh glass, 
’S ma dh-ol iad cal gun chuir thu asd’ e. 

Jl-i rim, 8yc. 

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

U-i rim, fyc. 

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

Jl-i rim, 8fc. 

LATHA THOM-A-PHUBA1LL.* 

LUINNEAG. 
Ho-ru s fada, ’s gur fada, 
’ S cianfada gu leoir, 
O 'n a chaidh Ihu air thuras, 
Do bhaile Lunnainn nan cleoc ; 
Na 'n cluinneadh tu fatnunn, 
Lt rabhadh an coin j 
’ S gn ’n taogbladh tu ’n rathad, 
' S mi nach gabhadh dheth bran ! 

Air leith-taobh Beinne-buidhe, 
Sheas a bhuidheann nach gann ; 
Luchd dhearcadh an iubhair, 
’Sa chur siubhal fo chrann ; 
’S diombach mise d’ ur saothair, 
’Nuair a dh’ aom sibh a nail, 
Nach deach a steach air Gleann-Aora, 
Ghearradh braoisg nam beul cam. 

Ho ro 's fada, 8,'C. 

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

Ho ro ’s fada, fyc. 

Ach a Mhoir-fhear Chlann-Ddmhnuill, 
’S fad do chomhnuidh measg Ghall; 

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

A laoich aigcantaich phriseil, 
Oig rlmheich an aigh : 
Tha maise an fhioua, 
Ad ghruaidh direadh an aird ; 
’S tha thu shliochd nan tri Cholla, 
Ga’m biodh loingeas air sail. 

Ho ro ’s fada, Sf-c. 

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

Ho ro ’s fada, Sf-c. 

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

Ho ro ’s fada, Hyc. 

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

Ho ro’s fada, fyc. 

Tha pruip air do chul-thaobh, 
’S math a b’ fhiu dhut am faighneachd; 
Eoin Abrach o’n Ghiubhsaich, 
Cha toir cubair a ghreim deth ; 
’S Gilleasbuig a Bhraighe, 
Gu latha bhrath nach bi’m foill dut; 
Mac lain ’sa chinneadh, 
Gu ’n imicheadh an oidhch leat. 

Ho ro's fada, £yc. 

’S ioma marcaiche statail. 
Gar an air’ mi ach cuid diu ; 
Eadar geata bhraigh Acuinn, 
Gu slios Blair nam fear luidneach ; 
Mur ghabh sud a’s braigh Ard-dbail, 
Agus braighe Bochuidir; 
Ghabhadh leigeadh gu statail, 
’N eirig la Tom-a-phubaill. 

Ho ro ’s fada, fyc. 

’S ioma dganach guineach, 
Laidir, duilich, do-aithnicht; 
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Eadar braigh’ uisge Thurraid, 
’S caol Mhuile nan canach ; 
Ghearradh beum le ’n arm guineach, 
Ga ’n iomain do ’n fheamainn ; 
Ann an eirig nam muineal, 
Chaidh a chur sa ’n Aird-reanaich. 

Ho to 's fada, 

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

Ho ro ’s fada, t^'c. 

A High ! naeh robh iad an geambairn, 
Lan teampuill do shluagh ; 
Do luchd nam beul cama, 
’S cha b’ ainid sud nainn ; 
’S ioma claidheamh geur guineach, 
Laidii' fulangach cruaidh ; 
Th’ aig mo chinneadh ga’m feitheamh, 
’S aig Clann-’illeain nam buadh. 

Ho to 's fada, (Jc. 

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

Ho to’s fada, <Jc. 

Tha mo run air na gillean, 
Leis an cinneadh an t-sealg ; 
Dh-eireadh fearg orra's frioghan, 
Dhol an iomairt nan arm, 
Dhol a null thar an linne, 
Le gillean na Cairge ; 
’S ioma marbh bhiodh ri shireadh. 
Air am pilleadh do Chearara. 

Ho ro 's fada, cje. 

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

* See the sixth stanza of the foregoing Song. 

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

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

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

’S ard Liutenant o ’n righ thu, 
Thug thu sgriob do dh’ Earr’ghael, 
Bu leat Tairbeart’s Cinn-tlre, 
’S gach aon nith bh’anns an ait ud ; 
Agus He bheag riabhach, 
Mu ’n iath a mhuir shaile ; 
’S goirt a chnead a ta’m chliabh-sa, 
Fhad’s bha ’n t-iasad gun phaigheadh. 

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

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

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

Gur a h-ioma fear goirseid, 
Guana stoilte, ’s lann du-ghorra ; 
Le ’a gunnaiuhean caola, 
’S na daormuinn ga ’n giulan : 
Mac-Laomuinn’s Mac-Laehuinn, 
’S Mac-an-Ab o Ghleann-Dochart, 
Mac-Neachduinn, ’s Mac-Dhughaill, 
’S Mac-Iain-Stiubhairt o ’a Apuian. 

Cha ’a iongnadh thusa bhi fiamhach, 
’N taobh shios do Bhun-atha ; 
Ged theid Duimhnich gu ’a dicheall, 
’S gu dideann a chlaidheimb ; 
’S leat na thubhairt mi chianamh, 
Ceart cho direach ri saighead ; 
’S leat Mac-Ionmhuina an t-Stratha 
Agus da Mhac-’Uleaiu. 

’S fearr leam fhaicinn na chluinntinn, 
Gu ’a do stad a chuimh air am muineal ; 
Nis o ’a thionndaidh a cbuibhle, 
’S fad bhios Duimhnich gun urram ; 
Ged a Shaoil le Mac-Cailein, 
il bhi na bharraich air Muile ; 
B’ fhearr dha chumail na bh’aige, 
Na bhi ’g agradh air tuille. 

Na’m hiodh fear a bheoil mhoir ann, 
O nach doirteadh gloir bhreamais ! 
Naile chailleadh sibh geoigh ris, 
Nach b’ fhiach an rostadh ri teallaich : 
Fhuair sibh sgapadh nan caorach, 
Na’m biodh a dhaoine air an talamh ; 
’S ged a ghlac sibh le foill e, 
B’ e fheiu an saighdear bu ghlaine. 

Gur mairg a dh’ earbadh a cairdeas, 
Neach a dh-fhas dheth an t-sloinneadh, 
Na’m biodh cuimhn’ air an lath’ ud, 
Fhuair iad t-athair fo ’n comas ; 
Chuir iad smuid ri tur-arda, 
Chaisteil Bhlair gu gle shoilleir ; 
’S beag bha dhdcbas an la sin, 
Gu’m biodh iad paighte na ’n comainn. 

’S mor tha eadar dha latha, 
Ged bha e grathunn gun tighinn ; 
Chaidh thu ’n cuirt na bu leatha, 
’N deigh t-athar a mhilleadb ; 
Gun aon bhuille claidheamh, 
Gun satbadh biodaig no sgine ; 
Mur gu’m bathadh tu coinnlean, 
Chaill e ’n oighreachd ’sa ’n cinneach. 

BAUD GAELACH. 

’S beag a b’ fhiach do Mhac Mhoirich, 
Dhol n’ ur coinneamh ach ainneamh ; 
Na ghabhail mar chompach, 
Ach fear da ’n geallt’ bbi na charaid ; 
’N deigh a Choimisdair Stiubhairt, 
Thain’ sibh ’n tus air le h-an-iochd, 
Thugadh an ceaun deth gun sgrubadh, 
Ann an tir Lady Murray. 

Buail an tend sin gu sealbhach, 
’S na dean searbh i gun bhinneas ; 
’S na toir t-aghaidh neo-chearbhach. 
Do ’n fhear nach earb tbu do shlinnein ; 
Ma chuir an righ an t-slat sgiiirsaidh, 
’N glaic do dhuirn gun a sireadh ; 
Uair mu seach air an fhurnais, 
Mur bhuill’ iiird air an innein. 

Gloir do ’n Righ th’ air a chathair, 
’S mairg a ghabhadh mun chluiuneadh ; 
No ghuidheadh na bhreig e ; 
Gach ni dh-eirich sa chuunaic ; 
Mu’s ami 1c droch-bheart ludais, 
Dh-fhuaigh thu chliid air an Lunnainn ; 
Chaill thu ’n luireach’s na breidean, 
’S gach aon eideadh bha umad. 

’N cuala’ sibhse ’sa ’n duthaich, 
’N ranntar-buth bh’ aig na luchau ; 
’S iad a trusadh ri cheiie, 
Na ’n droch reisemeid churta ; 
’Nuair bba eagal a chait orr’; 
Chaidh droch sgapadh an cuid diu ; 
’Sa bheisd mhor ’sa ’n robh phlaigh dhiu, 
Sgrios gun agh oirr’ mar fhurtachd. 

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

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

’Nuair bha ’n ad oirbh n-uiridh, 
Bha sibh urranta mod bar ; 
Am blaidhna chaill sibh an currachd, 
’S eigiun fuireach gle shamhach: 
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Cljaill an t-Iarl air ’ur turas, 
Mheud ’sa bhuinig e mhal oirbh ; • 
Gar am b’ Chiach leis an duin’ ud, 
13hi ri cruinneachadh cnamhaig. 

B’ ole a V fhiach do dhiuc-Atholl, 
Dboll an coinne riut Eardsaidh, 
’N deigh latba Roinn-Liothunn ; 
Thug sibh ioc-shlaint mar earlais, 
Mheall sibh null thar an abhuinn, 
Marcus Atholl ’sa bhrathair ; 
Chuir sibh ’n laimh an toll-dubh iad, 
'S loisg sibh duthaich iarl Karlaidh.* 

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

ORAN AIR RIGH UILLEAM 
AGUS BAN-EIGH MAIBI. 

LtJNNEAG. 

Hi-rinn h-a rinn, ho ro h-o lha ho, 
Hi-rinn h-d rinn, ho ro h-o bha ho, 
Jiiodh gach duine agaibh bronach, 
Air son foirneart mo righ. 

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

’N’an cumadh e chasan— 
’S gu boidh an t-ath-egeul cho binn— 

Righ Seumas le farum, 
Cur a dharaich na still; 

O’n’s leat tiachdar na mara, 
Gluais a’s taruinn gu tir. 

Hi-rinn, Ac. 

Mhic Mhuire na h-dighe, 
Coimhead foirneart mo righ ; 

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

Faic a nis prionns Grans’, 
Cur na coir os a cinn ; 

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

Ili-rinn, fyc. 

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

Cum air aghaidh an ceartas  
An lagh seachranach pill: 

* A title formerly in Strathmore, now extinct. 

Faic luchd nam breid daite, 
Bhi gun dealt aim ri’n linn ; 

’S ma tha ’n eucoir nan aigneadh, 
Beum do shlat os an ciun. 

Hi-rinn, §c. 

’N uair a thainig thu Shasunn, 
’S tu rinn aiseag a bhreamais ; 

Sheilbh choir thoirt air eiginn, 
O athair ceile thug beau dut. 

Cha bi reul) nan duilean, 
Bha deanadh iuil dut ’san ain-eol; 

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

Hi-rinn, A c. 

Thug thu’m follais an t-Slan’ear, 
Sgeula grain do luchd teagasig ; 

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

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

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

Hi-rinn, S'C, 

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

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

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

Bi'dh gach full ’g eigheach am flaitheas, 
A d’ dheigh a latha ‘s a dh’ oidhehe. 

Hi-rinn, Ac. 

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

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

’S lionor lunn tha na teine, 
’S a ghrund *n do spealadh an grain-shop 

Ach, chi sinn fhathasd sud diolte, 
Mas’ a fior a ta ’n fhaistinn. 

Hi-rinn, <|'C. 

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

’S mi nach rachadh le pairti, 
Air mhire, bhathadh, na tdite. 

Mas’ a daoine rinn suas e, 
B’fhaoin an cruadal, ’s an seoltachd ; 

Cha ’n eil mi gearan—mo thruaighe ! 
Ach a lughad’s a fhuair dhiu an rdstadh 

Hi-rinn, Qc. 

Cha tig ach riicas a’s cealgan, 
O chruiteau cealgach an rabuill ; 

Cuiribh an t-aibhisdear saoil ris  
Biodh Dia a’s daoine ga aicheadh. 
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Cleas eud bean a chruiteir, 
Fhuair a cursadh ’n sgath garaidh ; 

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

Hi-rinn, 

Gu'm bu gbrannda na sgeoil sin, 
Thog na deombain ga dhibeirt! 

’S nach b’ urr’ iad ga dhearbhadh, 
Ach mar bhuille searbh da ’n luchd mi-ruin ; 

Gu ’n cuirte isean a ehlamhain, 
An nead clannach an fhireoin ; 

Mac muice a bhalaicb, 
Shalcha fala nan righrean. • 

Hi-rinn, Qc. 

’S mairg righ a rinn cleamhnas, 
Ri Diiitseach shantach gun trocair ; 

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

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

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

Hi-rinn, Ac. 

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

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

’N uair a sgaoileadh am blar sin, 
Thug Dia paigheadh na dhuais da ; 

’S o’n bu droch dhuine cloinn e, 
Chroch a choill air a ghruaig e. 

Hi-rinn, <|'C. 

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

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

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

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

Hi-rinn, cjc. 

Sgrios gun iarmad, gun duilleach, 
Cha ’n iarruinn tuille am dhan duibh ; 

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

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

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

Hi -rinn, ^c. 

Ach seun gun tuisleadh air Mairi, 
’S ole an lan tha na togsaid ; 

’N ar fhaicear laogh caraid, 
Nuas ga lar as a poca. 

Cha bhi ’n scan fhacail ciaoite, 
Air neo’s claon theid a thogail ; 

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

Hi-rinn, <|'C. 

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

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

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

'N ceann fhuadach deth mhuineai, 
Na cluais cuilein an radain. 

Hi-rinn, <|'C. 

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

’S coir an duilleag so thiondadh, 
Air a bhan-righ nach creid e. 

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

Na a ruitheachd le lannan, 
Air nighean Seanalair Huitsein. 

Hi-rinn, ^c. 

B’fhearr gu’m buaileadh e’n staiiise, 
Tus a bhdidse bu choir dha, 

N’am bu tuiteam ’sa ph)a>gh dhuinn, 
Mar fhuair righ Pharo, ’s a sheorsa ; 

Mar bha chomhairle bhreige, 
Chuir righ Seumas air fdgradh ; 

Aithris cleas nan droch righrean, 
Leis ’n do diiiteadh Righ-boam. * 

Hi-rinn, Qc. 

Sgeul buan e do’n mhearcaid. 
’S nach tog a mac a cuid oighreachd , 

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

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

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

Hi-rinn, <^c. 

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

Ma ghlacadh leis Monsai, 
Cha sgeul tum-sgeui ach ceartas, 

Bu inhath gu’m biodh an adbhan&a, 
Air a tiondadh gu Sasunn ; 

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

Hi-rinn, S^c. 

* Kehoboam, poetically. 
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Ach ma stad air an diuc sin, 
’S nach e a run tigh’n ni's fhaide; 

Leig e cadal do’n chirein— 
Stad a sgriob mar a chleacbd e ; 

Ma leig gach saighdear a ghleus deth : 
’N uair tha leigbeart mu’n chaisteal, 

B'fhearr gu'm faicinn an coileacb, 
No, gu’n gaireadh a chaismeachd. 

Hi-rinn, <J-c. 

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

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

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

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

Hi-rinn, <Jc. 

AN IORRAM DHARAICH. 
DO BHATA SIB SEUMAIS MHIC-DOMHNIULL. 

Moch, ’s mi ’g eirigh sa mhadainn, 
’S trom euslainteach m’aigne, 
’S nach eighear mi’n caidreamh nam braithrean, 

’S nach eighcar mi’n, &c. 

Learn is aith-ghearr a cheilidh, 
Rinneas mar ris an t-Seumas, 
Ris na dheaiaich mi’n de moch la Caisge. 

Ris na dheaiaich mi’n de, &c. 

Dia na stiixir air an darach, 
A dh’ fhalbh air tus an t-siuil mhara, 
Seal mu’n tug e cheud bhoinne de thraghadh. 

Seal mu’n tug e cheud bhoinne, &c. 

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

’S ann a shuidhinn an toiseach, &c. 

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

G’ ol na gucagau fion, &c. 

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

’Nuair a thogadh tu breid, &c. 

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

’S ioma gleann ris an cromadh, &c. 

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

Bu mhear riuth a chuain, &c. 

Cha b’ iad na Luch-armainn mheanbha, 
Bhiodh m’a cupuill ag eileadh, 
’Nuair a dh’eireadh mor shoirbheas le bairlinn. 

’Nuair a dh’eireadh, &c. 

Ach na fuirbirnich threubhach, 
’S deis a dh’iomradh. ’s a dh’eigheadh, 
Bheireadh tulg an tus cle air ramh braghad. 

Bheireadh tulg an tus cle, &c. 

’Nuair a d’fhalaichte na buird d’l, 
’S nach faighte lan siuil d’i, 
Bhiodh luchd taghaich sior lubadh nar alach. 

Bhiodh luchd taghaich, &c. 

’S iad gu’n eagal gun euslain, 
Ach ag freagradh dh’a chfiile, 
’Nuair thigeadh muir beucach’s gach aird orr’. 

’Nuair thigeadh muir beucach, &c. 

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

Gearradh shrutha gu cairidh, &c. 

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

Gu Uist bheag riabhach, &c. 

Cha bu bhruchag air meirg’ i, 
Fhuair a treachladh le h-eirbheirt, 
’Nuair a thigeadh mor shoirbheas le gabhadb. 

’Nuair a thigeadh mor shoirbheas, &c. 

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

Gur lionmhor lann iaruinn, &c. 

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

Buill chaineaba ri, &c. 

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

’S e do stoile fhuair cliu, &c. 

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

O’n Rugha d’an eighte, &c. 
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Og misneachail treun thu, 
(’S Math na brie ort san eudainn) 
Mur mist’ thu ro mheud’s a do nair innt. 

Mur mist’ thu ro mheud, &c. 

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

Mine an fhir leis an eireadh, &c. 

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

Gheibhte broic, agus feidh, &c. 

Dh’eireadh buidhean o Ruaidh leat, 
Lubadh iubhar mu'n guaiilean, 
Thig o Bhrughaichean fuar Charn-na-Lairge. 

Thig o Bhrughaichean fuar, &c. 

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

’S iad a rachadh san iomairt, &c. 

’S iomadh dganach treubhach, 
’S glac-crom air chiil sgeith air 
Thig a steach leat o sgeith meall-na-Lairge. 

Thig a steach leat, &c. 

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

’Nuair a chluinneadh iad fein, &c. 

MARBHRANN 
DO SHIR SEUMAB MAC-DHONUILL. 

Gua fad tha mi’m thamh, 
Thuit mo chridhe gu lar, 
Righ ! ’s deacair dhomh tamh’s mi beo. 

Gur fad tha, &c. 

’Se do thuras do ’n Diin, 
Dh-fhag snith’ air mo shuil, 
’Sa bhi faiciun do thur gun cheo. 

’Se do, &c. 

» Crois-titra" or “ crann-tilra" was a piece of wood, 
half burnt and dipt in blood, sent by a special messenger 
as a signal of distress or alaim. Uhe person to whom it 
was sent, immediately despatched another person with it 
to some one else; and thus was intelligence passed from 
one to another over immense distances in an incredibly 
short time. One of the latest instances of its being used, 
was in 1745, by lord Breadalbine, when it went round Loch 
Tay, the distance of thirty-two miles, in three hours. 1 he 
above method was used only in the day-time; for in the 
night, recourse was had to the “ Sgorr-thcine," a large fire 
kindled on an eminence. See Ossian’s “ Carrig-thura.” 
The last mentioned signal is spoken of by Jeremiah to de- 
note distress, chap. vi. 1. 

Tha do bliaile gun speis, 
Gun eich ga’m modhadh le srein, 
Dh-fhalbh gach fasan le Seumas 6g. 

Tha do bhaile, &c. 

’Nuair a rachadh tu strl, 
Ann an armailt an righ, 
Bhiodh do dhiollaid air mil-each gorm. 

Nuair a racha’, &c. 

’Nuair a rachadh tu mach, 
B’ ai d a chluinnte do smachd, 
Bhiodh Iain Muideartach leat’s Mac-Leoid. 

Nuair a, &c. 

’S leat Mac Pharlain na ’n cliar, 
Bh-aig fir t-ait-sa riamh, 
Mac-an Aba le chiad na dho. 

Fear chann, &c. 

Clann lain a nuas, 
’S fir a bhraighe so shuas, 
’S Mac Ghriogairo Ruadh-shruth chnd. 

Chlainn lein, &c. 

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

Clainn, &c. 

’S leat Mac-Dhomhnuill a ris. 
Na’m bratach ’s na’m piob, 
Crunair gasda na ’n righ bhrat sroil. 

’S leat, &c. 

Gu’m faiceadh mo Dhia, 
Do mhac air an t-sliabh, 
Ann an duthaich nan cliar’s mi bed. 

Gu ’in faiceadh, &c. 

Thig a Atholl a nios, 
Comhlau gbasda gun sgios, 
Ceannard rompa's e finealt dg. 

Thig a Atholl, &c. 

Coinnlean geala de ’n cheir, 
’S iad an lasadh gu geur, 
Urlar farsuinn mu ’n eighte ’n t-dl. 

Coiunlean, &c. 

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

Bhiodh do, &c. 

Uisge-beatba na’m pios, 
Rachadh ’n tairgead ga dhiol, 
Gheibhte ’n gloin e mar ghriog an dir. 

Uisge beatha, &c. 
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’S ann na shineadh ’sa ’n allt, 
Tha deagh cheann-taighe aa aigh, 
Ged a thuit e le dearmad leo. 

’S ann na, &c. 

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

Buidheann, &c. 

Buidheann eile mo ruin. 
Air nach cualas mi-chliu, 
Thig le Alasdair sunndaeh dg. 

Buidheanu, &c. 

Bhiodh mnathan dg an fhuit reidh, 
Gabhail dhan dhaibh le’m beul, 
Ann ad thalla gu ’n disde cedi. 

Bhiodh, &c. 

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

Fhir a, &c. 

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

Nis o ’u sgithich, &c. 

MARBHRANN 
DO DH1 ALASDAIR DUBH GHLINNE-GARAIDH. 

Mi 'g eiridh ’sa mhadainn, 
Gur beag m’ aiteas ri siigradh, 
O ’n dh’ fhalbh uachdran fearail, 
Ghlinne-Garaidb air ghiulan ; 
’S ann am flaitheas na faille, 
Tha ceannard aillidh na duthcha ; 
Sar choirnileir foinnidh, 
Nach robh folleil do ’u chrun thu. 

LUINNEA G. 

Ho-rb 's fada ’s gur fada, 
’S cianfada mo bhrbn, 
O ’n latha chdradh gu h-iosal, 
Do phearsa phrueil fo ’nfhbd, 
Tha mo chrid-sa ciuirte, 
Cha dean mi siigradh ri m’ bheb, 
O 'n dh-fhalbh ceannard na ’« uaisleant 
Oighre dualchas an t-Srbim. 

’S mairg a tharladh roi’d’ dhaoine, 
’Nuair thogte fraoch ri do bhrataich ; 

Dh’ eireadh stuadh an clar t-aodainn, 
Le neart feirg agus gaisgidh ; 
Sud am phearsa neo-sgathach, 
’N t-siiil bu bhlaithe gun ghaiseadh ; 
Gu’m biodh maoim air do naimhdean, 
Ri linn dut spainnteach a ghlacadh. 

Ho-ro ’s fada, <|'C. 

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

Ho-ro ’sfada, §c. 

Gur farsuinn do ranntaibh, 
Ri sheanachas’s ri shloinneadh ; 
Gur tu oighre ’n lari llich. 
Nach tug cis le gniomh foilleil ; 
Marcaich aid na ’n each cruitheach, 
Nan srian ur’s na ’n lann soilleir, 
Lamh threin ann an cruadal, 

j Ceannard sluaigh a toirt teine. 
Ho-ro ’sfada, tjc. 

Fhuair thu onair fir Alba, 
Bha meas’s ainm air fear t-fhasain ; 
Ann an gliocas ’sa geire, 
An cliu, an ceuaidh ’sa gaisge ; 
Thug Dia gibhtean le buaidh dhut, 
Cridhe fuasgailteach farsuinn; 
Fhir bu chiuine na mhaighdeann, 
’S bu ghairge na ’n lasair. 

Ho-ro’s fada, <|‘C. 

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

Ho-ro ’s fada, fc. 

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

Ho ro ’s fada, Sec. 
D 
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Chriosda dh-fhuilig am bas duinn, 
O 'n ’s tu ar patron urnaigh ; 
Cum an t-aog o dha bhrathair, 
Fhad ’sa b’ aill leinn le durachd ; 
Dheanadh treis do ’n alach, 
So dh-fhag e gun suilean ; 
’Sliochd an t-seobbaig ’sa 'n armuinn, 
Nach tugadh each an sgiath chuil deth. 

Ho-ro’s fada, Sfc. 

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

Ho-ro ’$ fada, Sfc. 

Cha robh lari ann an Albuinn, 
Gheibheadh carbsa na run riut; 
Gu’m biodh toiseach gaeh naidheachd, 
Gu lamhan a chilirteir ; 
Seobhag firinneach suairce, 
Choisinn cruadal gach cuise ; 
Ceannard nahaithean a’s uaislean, 
Aig an t-sluagh’s iad ga ghiulan. 

Ho ro's fada, Igc. 

Tha Sasunnaich ’g ar foireigneadb, 
’G ar creach', ’g ar mort’, ’s ’g ar marbhadb 
Gu ’n ghabh ar n-Athair fearg rinn, 
Gur dearmad dhuinn, ’s gur bochd. 

Mar a bha cloinn Israel 
Fo bhruid aig righ na h-Eiphit, 
Tha sinn air a chor cbeudna, 
Cha’n eigh iad riun aeh “siuc.” 

Ar righ an dels a chrunadh, 
Mu’n gann a leura e ur fhas, 
Na thaistealach bochd, ruisgte, 
Gun gheard, gun chuirt, gun choisd’. 

’G a fharr-fhuadach as aite, 
Gun duine leis deth chairdean. 
Mar luing air uachdar saile, 
Gun stiuir, gun ramh, gun phort. 

Cha teid mi do Dhun-eideann, 
O dhoirteadh fuil a Ghreumaich, 
An leoghann fearail, treubhach, 
’G a cheusadh air a chroich. 

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

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

Ho ro's fada, SfC. 

CUMHA MHONTROISE 

Mi gabhail Srath Dhruim-uacbdair, 
’S beag m aighear anna an uair so, 
Tha’n lath’ air dol gu gruamachd, 
’S eba’n e tha buain mo sproebd. 

Ge duilich learn, ’s ge diobhail, 
M’fhear cinnidh math bhi dhith orm, 
Cha’n usa learn an sgriobs', 
Thaining air an rioghachd bhochd. 

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

Deud chailc, bu ro mhath dluthadh, 
Fudh mbala chaoil gun mbugaich, 
Ge trie do dhail gam’ dhusgadh, 
Cha ruisg mi chach e nochd 

Mhic Neill,* a Asainn chianail, 
Na’n glacain ann am lionn thu, 
Bhiodh m’fhacal air do bhinn, 
’S cha diobrainn thu o’n chroich. 

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

• Bishop Wishart. 
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Nan tachrainns a’s tu fein, 
Ann am boglachan Beinn-Eite 
Bhiodh uisge dubh na fsithe, 
Dol troimh cheile a’s ploc. 

Thu fein as t-athair ceile 
Fear taighe sin na Teime, 
Ged chrochte sibh le cheile 
Cha b'eirig air ino lochd. 

Craobh riiisgt’ de’n Abhall bhreugach, 
Gun mheas, gun chliii, gun cheutaidh, 
Bha riamh ri murt a cheile, 
’N ar fuigheall bheum, as chore. 

Marbh-phasg ort a dhi-mheis, 
Nach ole a reic thu’m tirean, 
Air son na mine Litich 
A's da trian d’i goirt.* 

C U M H A 

DO SHIR DOMHNULL SHDEIBHTE. 

’S cian’s gur fada mi ’in thamh, 
’S trom leam’m aigne fo phramh, 
’S nach cadal dhomh seamh ’s tim eiridh. 

’S cian’s gur fada, &c. 

Laidh an aois orm gach uair, 
Dreach an aoig air mo ghruaidh, 
Is rinn eeudail bhochd thruadh da fein diom. 

Laidh an aois, &c. 

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

Tha liunn-dubh orm, &c. 

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

Tha gach urra dol, Sic. 

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

Chaill mi armainn mo stuic. 

Path mo mhire’s mo cholg, 
Thaobh gach iomairt so dh’fhalbh, 
Luathais air ’n imeachd air lorg a cheile. 

Path mo mhire, &c. 

A Damaged meal bought in Leith, was given to_ M‘I.c od 
of Assynt for betraying tlie duke of Montrose. 

Mhiich mo mheoghail’s mo mheas, 
Na daoil bhi cladhach bhur ilios, 
Chaidh mo raoghainn fo lie de leugaibh. 

Mhiich mo mheoghail, &c. 

Bhuail an t-earrach orm spot, 
’S trom a dh-fhairich mi lot, 
Chuir e liighad mo thoirt’s beag’m fheum air. 

Bhuail an t-earrach, &c. 

Bas Shir Lomhnuill bho ’n Chaol, 
Chuir mo chomhnaidh fa-sgaoil, 
Dh’fhag mi’m aonar sa ’n aois ga’m leireadh. 

Bas Shir DomhnuiH, &c. 

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

Sana ruit a labhrainn, &c. 

Tha iomad smuainte bochd truadh, 
Teachd air’m aire’s gach uair. 
Bho ’n la chaochail air snuadh fir t-eugais. 

Tha iommad smuainte, &c. 

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

Leoghann fiorachail, &c. 

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

Leig nan arm is nan each &c. 

Bha do chinneadh fo phramh, 
Do thuath’s do phaigbearan mail, 
Uaislean t-fhearainn’s gach lan-fhear-feusaig. 

Bha do chinneadh, &c. 

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

Bha mhnai bheul-dhearg, &c. 

Moch sa’ mhadainn dir-daoin, 
Thog iad tasgaidh mo ghaoil, 
Deis a phasgadh gu caol’s na leintean. 

Moch sa’ mhadainn, &c. 

An ciste ghiubhais nam bord, 
’N truaill chumhainn na’s leoir, 
’N deis a dhusgadh bho ’n t-srol air speicean. 

’N ciste ghiubhais nam, &c. 

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

Gu euglais Shleibhte, &c. 
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Dh- fhallih na spalpain a null, 
Bha fial farsuinn na’n grunnd, 
Cha b’iad na fachaich gun rum gun lend iad. 

Dh-fhalbh na spalpain, &c. 

Domhnull gorm bu glan gniiis, 
Fear bu mhin bba de ’n triuir, 
Cha bu chorr-cheann thu ’n cuirt righ Seurlas, 

Domhnull gorm bu, &c. 

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

Chunnaic mis thu air, &c. 

Cha bhola phaididh do mhiann, 
’N a'm dhaibh falbh bhuat gu dian, 
’N cols na traghad ga’n lionadh reidh loat. 

Cha bhola paidhidh, &c. 

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

De dh-uisge-beatha, &c. 

Mu bhord gun time gun ghruaim, 
Le 61, ’s le iomart, ’s le sluadh, 
Is ceol bu bhinne na cuach ’s a cheitean. 

Mu bhord gun time, &c. 

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

Fhuair thu deannal, &c. 

Air Raon-Ruairidh nan strac, 
Far na bhuannaich thu’m blar, 
Chaill thu t-uaislean a’s t-armainn ghleusta. 

Air Raon-Ruairidh, &c. 

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

Air an talamh, &c. 

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

Bu neo chraobhaidh, &c. 

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

Cha dean mi run, &c. 

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

Dh-fhalabh thu fein. &c. 

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

’S blath an leab, &c. 

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

Thuirt mi ’n uraid, &c. 

v 
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AN CIARAN MABACH. 

NO, 

GILLEASPUIG RUADH MAC-DHOMHNUILL. 

Archibald M'Donald, commonly called Ciaran Mabach, was an illegitimate son of 
Sir Alexander M‘Donald, sixteenth baron of Slate. He was contemporary with Iain 

Lom, the Lochaber bard, and his coadjutor in punishing the murderers of the lawful heirs 

of Keppoch. 
In no one could his father more properly have confided matters of importance, requir- 

ing sagacity, zeal, and bravery, than in this son. Accordingly he made use of his ser- 

vices when necessary; and put the greatest dependence in his fidelity, prudence, and 
activity. Ciaran Mabach was no doubt amply requitted by his father, who allotted him 

a portion of land in North Uist. Grants of land were in those times commonly given 

to gentlemen of liberal education, but of slender fortune; where amid their rural occupa- 
tions they enjoyed pleasures unknown to those who in similar stations of life were less 
happily located. Of this our bard was very sensible during his stay in Edinburgh, as 

we learn from his poem on that occasion. 
It does not appear that our poet was a voluminous writer; and of his compositions there 

are very few extant. It is to be regretted that so few of his poems have been preserved, 
as his taste, education, and natural powers, entitle him to a high place among the bards 

of his country. Gentlemen of a poetical genius could have resided in no country more 

favourable to poetry than in the Highlands of Scotland, where they led the easy life of 
the sportsman, or the grazier, and had leisure to cultivate their taste for poetry or romance. 

B’ ANNSA CADAL AIR FRAOCH. 

Ge socrach mo leabaidh, 
B’ annsa cadal air fraoch, 

Ann an lagan beag uaigneach, 
A’s bad de’n luachair ri ’in thaobh. 

’Nuair dh’eirinn sa' mhadainn, 
Bhi siubhal ghlacagan caol, 

Na bhi triall than na h-Abaid, 
’G eisdeachd glagraich nan saor. 

’S oil leam caradh na frithe, 
’S mi bhi ’n Lite nan long, 

Eadar ceann Saileas Si-phort, 
A’s rutha Ghrianaig nan tonn, 

Agus Uiginnis riabhach, 
An trie an d’iarr mi damh-donn, 

’S a bhi triall thun nam bodach, 
Dha’m bu chosnadh cas-chrom. 

Cha’n eil agam cu gleusda, 
A’s cha’n eil feum agam dha, 

Cha suidh mi air bachdan, 
Air sliabh fad o chach, 

Cha leig mi mo ghaothar, 
Chaidh faogh’d an tuim bain, 

’S cha sgaoil mi mo luaidhe. 
An Gleann-Ruathain gu brath. 

11 
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B’iad mo ghradh-sa a ghraidh uallach, 
A thogadh suas ris an aird, 

Dh’itheadh biolair an fhuarain, 
’S air bu shuarach an cal, 

’S mise fein nach tug fuath dhuibb, 
Ged a b’fhuar am mios Maigh. 

’S trie a dh’fhuilig ml cruadal, 
A’s moran fuachd air ’ur sgath. 

Be mo ghradh-sa fear buidhe, 
Nach dean suidhe mu’n bhdrd, 

Nach iarradh ri cheannach, 
Pinnt leanna na beoir ; 

Uisge-beatha math dubailt, 
Cha be b’fhiu leat ri dl, 

B’fhearr leat biolair an fhuarain, 
A’s uisge luaineach an loin. 

B'i mo ghradh -sa a bhean uasal, 
Dha nach d’fhuaras riamh lochd, 

Nach iarradh mar chluasaig, 
Ach fior ghualainn nan cnoc, 

’S nach fuiligeadh an t-sradag, 
A lasadh r’i corp, 

Och ! a Mhuire mo chruaidh-chas, 
Nach dh’fhuair mi thu nochd. 

Bean a b’aigeantaich ceile, 
Nam eiridh ri driuchd, 

Cha’n fhaigheadh tu bend da, 
’S cha bu leir leis ach thu 

Sibh an glacaibh a cheile, 
Am tier eudainn nan stiic, 

’S ann am eiridh na greine, 
Bu ghlan leirsinn do shill. 

’Nuair a thigeadh am foghar, 
Bu bhinn learn gleadhair do chleibh, 

Dol a ghabhail a chrdnain, 
Air a mhointich bhuig reidh, 

Dol an coinneamh do leannain, 
Bu ghile teaman a’s ceir 

Gur h-i ’n eilid bu bhdiche, 
A’s bu bhrisge loghmhorra ceum. 

Note.—This song was composed in Edinburgh while the 
poet was under the care of a surgeon for a sprain in his 
foot. 

) 

MARBHRANN 
DO SHIR SEUMAS MAC-DHONUIL1,.* 

B' fhearr am mor ole a chluinntinn, 
Bhrigh iomradh na fhaicinn ; 
Dhomhsa b’ fhurasd’ sud innse, 
Rug air’m inntinn trom shac dheth ; 
O ’n is mi bba ’sa ’n fhulang, 
Bu chruaidh duilich ri fhaicinn; 
llainig croma-sgian o ’n aog mi, 
Cha do shaor i bun aisne. 

’S e dh’ fhag fodha dhomh ’n coite, 
Aon a mhoicbead a dhuisg mi, 

j ’S mi gun fhear air barr agam, 
Thogadh’m aigneadh a diisal ; 
’Nuair a bheum an sruth traigh orm, 
Rug muir baitht’ air a chul sin, 
Cha d’ Ihiosraich mi’m bas dut, 
Gus an dh fhag mi thu ’u cruiste. 

Path m’ acainn’s mo thursa, 
Nach duisgear le teud thu, 
Na le torgan na fidhle, 
Mo dhiobbail’s mo leir-chreach ; 
Fhir a chumadh i dionach, 
Dh’ aindeoin siontan ga ’n eiread, 
Thu ’n diugh fo leacan na h-urach, 
Gun mo dhuil ri thu dll’ eiridh. 

’S bochd an ealtainns’ thug so sgriob mi, 
Thug dhiom m’ earr agus m’ fheusag, 
’S geur’s gur goii t spuir an rasair, 
Thrusas cnamhan a’s feithean ; 
Dh-fhag sud mise dheth craiteach, 
Dh-aindeoin dail gu ro chreuchdach ; 
Cha dean ballan no sabh dheth, 
Mise slan gus an eng mi. 

Ge b’ e chuireadh dhomh ’n umhail, 
Do mhor chumha ga m’ lednadh, 
Na mo dhosan a liathadh, 
Coig bliadhna roimh’ ’n drdugh ; 
Tha mi ’n diugh a toirt paigheadh, 
A’ meud m’ ailleas as m’ dige, 
O ’n rug deireadh do bhais orm, 
Os cionn chaich cha b’e m’ drdugh. 

’S fhad tha mi’m Oisein gun mheoghail. 
As do dheaghaidh bochd ddlum, 
Osnadh fharbairneach, frithir, 
Tha m’ fheith-chridh’ air a lednadh ; 
Leigeam fios thun a bhreitheamh, 
Nach iarr slighe gu dd-bheart, 

* The poet’s brother. 
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Gur h-e “ Port Raoghuill uidbir,”* 
Mur nach bu dligheach is cedi doinh. 

’S bochd mo naidheachd r’a h-innse ; 
Ge b’ e sgriobhadh i ’n tath-bhuinn ; 
O ’n la rinn thu feum duinp, 
Gus’ n do chuireadh ’sa ’n lar thu ; 
Bha mo dheas-lamh dol sios leat. 
An cladhan criche mo chradh-shlad ; 
’S mor na b’ fheudar dhomh fhulang, 
Mo bhuan fhuireach o m’ brathair. 

’S bocbd an ruinnlgil fhuathais. 
Rug air uaislean do chairdean, 
’S goirt a bhonnag a fhuair iad, 
’N latha ghluaiseadh gu tamh leat; 
Ge b’e neach is mo buannachd, 
’N lorg luatbair a bhais so, 
’S raise pearsa’s mo tuairghe, 
’Sa ’nuair so th’ air t-aruinn. 

Cha chuis fharmaid mo lethid ; 
’S aim tha mi ’n deigh mo spuillidh ; 
Bhuin an t-eug dhiom gu buileach, 
Barr a’s iomall mo chuirte ; 
’S f'eudar tamailte fhulang, 
Gun dion buill’ air mo chul-thaobh, 
Stad mo chlaidheamh na dhuille, 
>S bath dhomh fuireach r’a rusgadh. 

* Uaoghull odhar was a piper. There is a story told about 
this worthy, to the following purpose:—He was a great 
coward ; and being in the exercise of his calling in the 
battle-field one day along with his clan, he was seized 
with such fear at the sight of the enemy, whom he thought 
too many for his party, that he left off playing altogether, 
and began to sing a most dolorous song to a lachrymose air, 
some stanzas of which had been picked up and preserved 
by his fellow soldiers ; and which, on their return from the 
war they did not fail to repeat. When an adult is seen crying 
for some trifling cause, he is said to be singing "Port 
Raoghnuill uidhir" “ Dun Donald’s tune and when 
a Highlander is threatening vengeance for some boisterous 
and uproarious devilment which has been played off upon 
him, he will say : “ Bheir mis art gu seinn thu ‘ Port Raog- 
huiU uidhir ie. “I will make you sing ‘ Dun Konald’s 
tune.’ ” The following are a few of the stanzas :— 

“ Be so an talamh mi shealbhach 1 
Tha gun chladach gun gharbhlach gu’n ch5s; 
Anns an rachainn da’m fhalacb, 
’S sluagh gun athadh a teannadh faisg oirn. 

Tha mi tinn lets an eagal, 
Tha mi cinnteach gur heag a bhios beb 
Chi mi lasadh anfhhdair, 
Chluinn mi sgailcadh nan du-chlach ri brd ! 

Fhuair mi gunna nach diult mi, 
Fhuair mi claidheamh nach Idb ann am clhorn, 
Ach ma ni iad mo mharbhadh, 
Ciod a feum a ni ’n armach sin dhomh-s’? 

Tha mi tinn, Sfc, 
Ged do gheibhinn-sa sealbh, 
Air lan a chaisteal de dh’ airgead’s de dh.5r, 
Oich ! ’ma ni iad mo mharbhadh 1 
Ciod a feum a ni ’n t-airgead sin domh-s’?” 

Tha mi tinn, \c. 

Bhuin an t-eug creach gun toir dhiom 
1 Dh’ aindeoin oigridh do dhuthcha ; 

Dh’ fhag e m’ aigneadh fo dhoruinn, 
’S bhuail e brdg air mo chuinneadh ; 
’S trom a dh’ fhuasgail e deoir dhomh, 
Bu mhor mo choir air an dubladh ; 
Mu cheann-uighe nan deoiribh, 
Bhi fo bhdrd ann an diinadh. 

Bu deas deile mo shior-ruith, 
’S gu’m bu dionach mo chlaraidh ; 
Bha mo chala gun diobradh, 
Ga mo dhion as gach saradh’; 
Riamh gus 'n tainig an dil orm, 
Dh’ fhag fo mhighean gu brath mi; 
’S ard a dh’ eirich an stailc-s’ orm, 
Chuir i as domh ma m’ airnean. 

Call gun bhuinig gun bhuannachd, 
Bha ga m’ ruagadh’ o ’n trath sin ; 
Cha V i ’n iomairt gun fhuathas, 
Deis ’n do ghluais mi mar chearrach ; 
’N cluich a shaoil mi bhi’m btiannachd, 
Dh’ fhaoite ghluasad air taileasg ; 
Thainig goin a’s cur suas orm, 
’S tha fear fuar dhomh na t-aite. 

O ’n chaidh maill’ air mo fhradharc, 
’S nach taoghail mi ’n ard-bheann ; 
Chuir mi cul ris an fhiadhach, 
Pong cha n’ iarr mi air clarsaich ; 
Mo cheol laidhe a’s eiridh, 
M’ osnadh gheur air bheag tabhachd ; 
Fad mo r& bidh mi ’g acain, 
Mheud ’sa chleachd mi dheth t-ailleas. 

Ach dleasaidh faighidinn furtachd, 
Nach faic thu chuisle ga luaithead ; 
Air fear na teasaich ’sa ’n fhiabhrais, 
’S gearr mu shioladh a bhruaidlein ; 
Muir a dh’ eireas ga bhraisead, 
Ni fear math beairte dh’ i suaineach ; 
Ach e dh’ iomairt gu tapaidh, 
Ceann da shiait thuig a’s uaitbe. 

’Nuair a bha mi am ghille, 
J 'S mi ’n ciad iomairt Shir Seumus, 
i Mar ri comhlau dheth m’ chinneadh, 

Seoladh air spinneig do dh’ Flirinn ; 
j ’S ann aig I Chalum Chille, 

Ghabh mi giorrag mu d’ dheighinn ; 
Chaill thu lan meise feodair, 
Air do shroin do ’n fhuil ghle dhearg. 

Luchd a chaitheadh nan cuaintean, 
’S modi a ghluaiseadh gu surdail, 
Le ’n alach chalpannan cruaidhe, 
Bu bheag roimh’ ’n fhuaradh an curam ; 
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Ba choma co dheth na h-uaislean, 
Ghlacadh gluasad na stiurach ; 
’S fear math bearit air a gualainn, 
B’ urrainn i’uasgladh gach cuise. 

’N am gluasad o thir dhuinn, 
Bu neo-mhiodhoir ar loistean, 
Cornach, cupanach, fionach, 
Glaineach, liontaidh a stopaibh ; 
Gu cairteach, taileasgach, disneach, 
’S tailc air uigh na'm foirnibh; 

Dhomh-sa b’ fhurasd’ sud innse 
Bu chuid do m’ gnoimh o m’ aois dige. 

Bu ro-eibneach mo leabaidh, 
’S bha mo chadal gle chomhnard, 
Fhad ’sa dh’ fhuirich thu again, 
An caoin chadal gun fhdtus ; 
Bu tu mo sgaith laidir dhileas, 
Ga mo dhion o gach dorainn, 
’S e cuid a dh’ aobhar mo leith-truim, 
Bhi ’n diugh a seasamh do chdrach. 

DIORBHAIL NIC A BHMUTHAINN; 

OR, 

DOROTHY BROWN. 

This poetess belonged to Luing, an island, in Argyleshire. It is uncertain when she was 
born; but she was cotemporary with Iain Lorn; like him was a Jacobite, and also em- 

ployed her muse in the bitterest satire against the Campbells. Indeed there must have 

been great pungency in her songs; for, long after her death, one Colin Campbell, a native 

of. Luing, being at a funeral in the same burying-ground where she was laid, trampled on her 

grave, imprecating curses on her memory. Duncan Maclachlan, of Kilbride, in Lorn, him- 

self a poet, and of whom the translator of Ossian makes honourable mention as a preserver 

of Gaelic poetry, being present, pulled him off her grave, sent for a gallon of whisky, 
and had it drunk to her memory on the spot. Her song to Alasdair Mac Cholla, was com- 

posed on seeing his birlinn pass through the sound of Luing on an expedition against the 

Campbells, in revenge for the death of his father, whom they had killed some time before. 

She is the only poetess who at all approaches Main nighean Alasdair Ruaidh as a suc- 
cessful votary of the muse. She composed a great many songs, but, not being much known 

out of her native island, perhaps, the following piece is the only thing of hers now extant. 

A tomb-stone, with a suitable Gaelic inscription, is about to be erected to her memory, in 
Luing, by a countryman of her own, Mr Artt M‘Lachlan, of Glasgow, a gentleman well 

known for his zeal in every thing tending to promote the honour of Highlanders, and the 

Highlands. 

ORAN DO DH’ ALASDAIR MAC COLLA. 

Alasdair a laoigh mo cbeille, 
Co churuiaic no dh’ fhag tbu ’n Eirinn, 
Dh’ fhag thu na miltean's na ceudan, 
’S cha d’ fhag thu t-aon leithid foin ann, 
Calpa cruinn an t-siubhail eutruim, 

Cas chruinneachadh ’n t-sluaigh ri cheile, 
Cha deanar cogadh as t-eugais, 
’S cha deanar sith gun do reite, 
’S ged nach bi na Duimhnich reidh riut, 
Gu ’n robh an righ mur tha mi fein dut. 
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E-ho, hi u ha, ru ho eile, 
E-ho, hi u ho, ’s i ri ri H, 
Ha hi H ro, o ha u eile, 
Mo dhiobhail tilth nan ceann-fheadhna. 

Mo chruit, mo chlarsach, a’s m’ fhiodhall, 
Mo theud chiuil’s gach ait am bithinn, 
’Nuair a bha mi dg ’smi’m nighinn, 
’S e thogadh m’ inntinn thu thighinn, 
Gheibheadh tu mo phdg gun bhruithinn, 
’S mar tha mi ’n diugh’s math do dhligh oirr’. 

E-ho i u ho, Qc. 

Mhoire’s e mo run am firionn, 
Clia bhuachaille bhd ’sa ’n innis, 
Ceaim-feadhna greadhnach gun ghiorraig, 
Marcaich nan steud’s leoir a mliire, 
Bhuidhneadh na cruintean d’a ghillean, 
’S nach seachnadh an toir iomairt, 
Gbaolaich na ’n deanadh tu pilleadh, 
Gheibheadh tu na bhiodh tu sireadh, 
Ged a chaillinn ris mo chinneach— 
Pdg o ghruagaeh dhuinn an fhirich. 

E-ho i u ho, tj'c. 

’S truagh nach eil mi mar a V ait leam, 
Ceann Mhic-Cailein ann am achlais, 
Cailein liath ’n deigh a chasgairt, 
’S a ’n Crunair an deigh a ghlacadh, 
Bu shunndach a ghelbhinn cadal, 
Ged a b’ i chreag chruaidh mo leabaidh. 

E-ho i u ho, Qc. 

M’ eudail thu dh’ fheara’ na dilinn, 
’S math’s eol dhomh do shloinneadh innse, 
’S cha b’ ann an cagar fo’s ’n iosal, 
Tha do dhreach mar dh’ drdaich righ e, 
Fait am boineid tha sinteach, 
Sar mhusg ort no cuilibhear, 
Gh’eighte geard an cuirt an righ leat, 
Ceist na’m ban o ’n Chaisteal Beach, 
Dorn geal mu ’n dean an t-dr sniamhan. 

E-ho i u ho, c|'C. 

Bomhnullach gasda mo ghaoil thu, 
’Scha b’ e Mac Dhonnchai Giilinne-Faochain. 
Na duine bha bed dheth dhaoine, 
Mhic an fhir o thur na faoileachd. 

Far an tig an long fo h-aodach, 
Far an dlte lion gu greadhnach. 

E-ho i u ho, <|-c. 

Mhoire’s e mo rim an t-digear, 
Fiughantach aigeanntach spdrsail, 
Ceannard da ceathairne moire, 
’S mise nach diultadh do chdmhradh, 
Mar ri cuideachd no am onar, 
Mhic an fhir o ’n innis cheolar, 
O ’n tir am faighte na geoidh-ghlas, 
’S far am faigheadh fir fhalamh stdras. 

E-ho i u ho, 4 c. 

Bhuailte creach a’s speach mhor leat, 
’S cha bhiodh chridhe tigh’n a t-fheoraich, 
Aig a liuthad larla a’s mdrair, 
Thigeadh atboirt mach do chdrach, 
Thig Mac-Shimidh, thig Mac-Lend ann, 
Thig Mac-Dhonuill duibh o Lochaidh, 
Bidh Sir Seumus ann le mhor fhir, 
Bidh na b’ annsa Aonghas dg ann, 
’S t-fhuil ghreadhnach fein bhi ga dortadh, 
’S deas tarruinn nan geur lann gleoiste. 

E-ho i u ho, 4'c. 

’S na ’n saoileadh cinneadh t-athar, 
Gu ’n deanadh Granntaich do ghleidheadb, 
’S ioma fear gunna agus claidheamh, 
Chotaichean uain’ ’s bhreacan dhathan, 
Dh’ eireadli leat da thaobh na h-amhunn, 
Cho lionmhor ri ibht an draighinn. 

E-ho i u ho, Qc, 

Mhoire’s iad mo run an comunn, 
Luchd na ’n cul buidhe a’s donna, 
Dheanadh an t-iubhar a chromadh, 
Dh’ oladh fion dearg na thonnadh, 
Thigeadh steach air mointich Thollaidh, 
’S a thogadh creach o mhuinntir Thomaidh. 

E-ho i u ho, Qc. 

Note.— As the air to which this piece is sung is rather 
a kind of irregular chant than a tune, the poetess was not 
necessitated to make all her stanzas of equal length. We 
know of other even good songs in similar style; and, per- 
haps, it is in some measure owing to this circumstance 
that the fertility of imagination, and raciness of language, 
so apparent in the compositions of some of our untutored 
bards is to be attributed. Marbhrann Jain ghairbh, at page 
26, is an instance of this* 
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SILIS NIGHEAN MHIC RAOWAILL. 

Cicely or Julian M'Donald lived from the reign of Charles II. to that of George I. 

She was daughter to Mac Ilaoghnaill na Ceapach, and of the Roman Catholic persuasion. 

Consequently she was an enemy to Protestantism, and hence devoted the earliest efforts 
of her muse against the House of Hanover. It is said that in her young days she was 
very frolicsome. She then composed epigrams, some of which are very clever, and in 

our possession. She was married to a gentleman of the family of Lovat, and lived with 

him in Morayhach Mhic-Shimidh, a place which she describes in a poem, as bare and 
barren in comparison to her native Lochaber. This celebrated piece begins with, “ yi 

theanga sin 'sa theanga shruil,” which was the first piece she composed after her marriage. 

During her residence in the North she composed “ Sian gu brack le cedi na cldrsaich,” 

as a lament for Lachlan M'Kinnon the blind harper. This harper was a great favourite 

of our poetess, and used to spend some of his time in her father’s family. He was also 

in the habit of paying her a yearly visit to the North, and played on his harp while she 
/ 

sung :— 

“ Nuair a ghlacadh tu do chlarsach, 
Sa bhiodh tu ga gleusadh lamh rium, 
Cha mhath a thuigte le umaidh, 
Do chuir chiul-sa,’s mo ghabhail dhan-sa.” 

During her residence in the North she composed several short pieces, among which is an 
answer to a song by Mr M'Kenzie of Gruineard called “An obair nogha." Her husband 

died of a fit of intoxication, while on a visit to Inverness. She composed an elegy on him 

which is here given. The song “ Alasdair a Glinne- Garaidh" is truly beautiful, and has 

served as a model for many Gaelic songs. After the death of her husband, she was nearly 

cut off by severe illness ; and upon her recovery, engaged her muse in the composition of 

hymns, some of which are still in use, as appears from a Hymn-book printed at Inverness 

in 1821. She lived to a good old age, but the time of her death is uncertain. 

MARBHRANN AIR BAS A FIR. 

’S i so bliadhna’s faid’ a chlaoidh mi, 
Gu’n cheol gu’n aighear gun fhaoilteas, 
Mi mar bhat air traigh air sgaoileadh, 
Gun stiuir, gun seol, gun ramh, gun taoman. 

O 's coma’ leamfhln na co dhiubh sin, 
Mire, no aighear, no sugradh, 
•JV diugh o shin mi r’a chunntadh, 
’ S e ceann na bladhna thug riadh dhiom dubailt. 

| ’S i so bliadhn' a chaisg air m’ aiileas, 
Chuir mi fear mo thaighe 'n caradh, 

! ’N ciste chaoil’s na saoir ’ga sabhadh ; 
O ! ’s mis tha faoin’s mo dhaoin’ air m’ fhagail. 

O’s coma’ leamfhin, Sfc. 

^ Chaill mi sin’s mo cbuilean gradhach, 
! Bha gu foinnidh, fearaii, aillidh. 

4 
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Bha gun bheum, gun leuin, gun ardan ; 
Bha guth a bheil mar theud na clarsaiuh. 

0 s coma leam fhin, 8fc. 

Ma's beag leam sud fhuair mi barr air 
Ceann mo stuic is pruip nan cairdean, 
A leag na ceud le bheum’s na blaraibh, 
Ga chuir fo n fhod le ol na graisge. 

O ’s coma’ leam fhin, Sfc, 

Ciod na creachan a thug bhuainn thu ? 
Thug do dh’ Inbheirnis air chuairt thu, 
Dh’ dl an fhiona las do ghruaidhean 
’S a dh’fhag thu d’ chorp gu’n lot gun luaidhe. 

O ’s coma’ leam fhin, S'c. 

’S mor a tha gun fhios do d’ chairdean 
San tir mhoir tha null o ’n t-saile, 
Thu bhi aig na Gaill ga d’ charadh 
’S do dhuthaich lain ga mort’ le namhaid. 

O ’s coma’ leam fhin, cjc. 

Bu tu ’n Curaidh fuilteach, buailteach, 
Ceannsgalach, borb, laidir, uasal, 
Na’m b’ ann am blar no ’n spairn a bhuailt’ thu, 
Gu’m biodh dip chairdean a’ tair-leum suas orr’. 

O's coma’ leam fhin, Sfc. 

Curaidh gasta, crodha, fumail, 
Tionnsgalach, garg, beodha, euchdach ; 
’N Coille-chriothnaich’s Ih an t-sleibhe, 
Bu luath do lann’s bu teann do bheuman. 

O’s coma’ leam fhin, Sfc, 

Mo chreach long nan leoghann garga, 
Nam brataichean srdil’s nan dath dearga, 
Gur trie an t-eug gu geur g’ur sealg-sa 
Leagail bhur crann-siuil gu fairge. 

O's coma’ leam fhin, fyc. 

Nise bho na dh’fhalbh na braithrean 
’S nach eil ach Uilleam dhiu lathair, 
A righ mhoir, ma’s deonach dail da, 
Gus an diong an t-oighre t-aite. 

O’s coma’ leam fhin, Sfc, 

Ach a righ mhoir tog’s an aird iad, 
Mar chraoibh ubhlan, mheulair mhiaghair, 
Mar ghallan ur nach liib droch aimsir, 
Mar phreasa fiona's lionmhor leanmhuinn. 

O’s coma’ leam fhin, Sfc. 

O’s e so deireadh ’n t-saoghail bhrionnaich 
Aird-righ dean sinn orsta cuimhneach ; 
An deigh an latha thig an oidhche 
’S thig an t-aog air chaochladh Staidhle. 

O’s coma’ leam fhin, <|c. 

MARBHRANN 
DO DH’ ALASTAIH DUBH GHMNNE-GARAIDH. 

ALASDA1R a gleanna-garadh, 
Thug thu ’n diugh gal air mo shuilean, 

’S beag ioghnadh mi bhi trom creuchdach, 
Gur trio g’ar reubadh as ur sinn, 

’S deachdar dhomhsa bhi gun ’n osnaidh, 
’S meud an dosgaidh th’air mo chairdean, 

Gur trie an t-eug oirn a’ gearradh, 
Tagha nan darag is airde. 

Chaill sinn ionnan agus cdmhla, 
Sir Domhnull, a mhac, ’sa bhrathair, 

| Ciod e’m feum dhuinn bhi ga ghearan ? 
Dh-fhan Mac-Tc-Ailein sa bhlar bhuain, 

Cbaill sinn darag laidir liath-ghlas, 
Bha cumhail dion air a chairdean, 

Capull-coille bbarr na giubhsaich, 
Seobhag sul-ghorm, lugh-mhor, laidir. 

Dh-fhalbh ceann na ceille’s na comhairl, 
Ann’s gach gnothach am bi ciiram, 

Aghaidh shocrach, sholta, thaitneach, 
Cridhe fial, farsuinn, mu’n chuineadh ; 

i Bu tu tagha nan sar-ghaisgeach, 
Mo ghualainn thaice-’s,—mo dhiubhail; 

j Smiorail, fearail, foineamh, treabhach, 
Ceann-l’eadhna chaill Seumas Stiubhart. 

Na b’ ionnan do chach’s do ghoill, 
Mu’n dh-imich an long a mach, 

Cha rachadh i rithist air sail, 
Gun ’n fhios cia lath a thug i steach, 

Ach ’nuair chunaig sibh an trath sin, 
A bhi g ar fagal air faonthragh, 

Bhrist bhur cridheachan le mulad, 
| ’S leir a bhuil cha robh sibh saogh’lach. 

Bu tu’n lasair dhearg g’an losgadh, 
’S bu tu sgoilteadh iad gu’n sailtean, 

Bu tu gualann chur a chatha, 
Bu tu’n laoch gun atha laimhe, 

Bu tu’m bradan ann san fhior-uisg, 
I Fior-eun on ealtainn is airde, 
| Bu tu’n leoghann thar gach beathach, 

’S bu tu damh leathann na craice. 

Bu tu loch nach faighe thaomadh, 
j ’S tu tobar faoilidh na slainte, 

’S tu Beinn-Neamhais thar gach aonach, 
Bu tu chreag nach fhaoite thearnadh, 

Bu tu clach mhullaich a chaistail, 
Bu tu leac leathann na sraide, 

Bu tu leig loghmhor nam huadhan, 
1 Bu tu clach uasal an fhaine. 
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Bu tu’n t-iubhair as a choille, 
Bu tu'n darach dainghean laidir, 

Bu tu’u cuilearm bu tu’n dreaghunn, 
Bu tu’n t-abhall molach blath-mhor, 

Cha robh meur annad do’ chritheanu, 
Cha robh do dhlighe ri fearna, 

Cha robh do chairdeas ri leamhan, 
Bu tu leannan nam ban aluinn. 

Bu tu ceile na mna priseil, 
’S oil leam fhin ga dith an drasd thu, 

Ge d’ nach ionnan dhomhsa is dhi-se 
’S goirt a tha mi-fhln ma caradh, 

H-uile beau a bhios gun cheile, 
Guidheadh i Mac Dhe na aite, 

O 's e’s urrainn bhi ga comhnadh, 
Anns gach leon a chuireas cas oirr’. 

##«**** 
****** 

******* 
* * * * * # + 

Guidheam do mhac bhi na t-aite, 
’An saibhreas an aiteas’s an curam, 

Alasdair a Gleanna-Garadh, 
Thug thu ’n diugh gal air mo shuilean. 

THA MI AM CHADAL &c. 
DO D» FHEACHD HIGH SEUMAS. 

Gur diombach mi ’n iomairt, 
Chuir gach fin’ air fdgradh ; 
Tha mi am chadal’s na duisgibh mi 
Gun aighear gun eibhneas, 

, f The above four lines are lost. 

’S gu’n reiteach o Dhedrsa ; 
Tha mi am chadal’s na duisgibh mi. 

Gur h-ioma bean uasal, 
Tha gu h-uaigneach na seomar, 
Gun aighear gun eibhneas, 
’S i ’g eiridh na h-onar, 
Sior chaoidh na ’n uaislean, 
A fhuair iad ri phosadh ; 
Tha mi am chadal’s na duisgibh mi. 

Mo thruaighe a chlann, 
Nach robh gann na ’n curaisde ; 
Tha mi am chadal’s na duisgibh mi, 
’N am bualadh na ’n lann, 
An am na’m buileanan ; 
Tha mi am chadal’s na duisgibh mi. 

Ge d’ tha sibh ’sa’n am, 
Feadh ghleann a’s mhunainean, 
Gu nochd sibh ’ur ceann 
’N am teanndachd mar churaidhnean, 
’Nuair thig Seumas a nail, 
’Si bhur lann bhios fuileachdach. 
Tha mi am chadal’s na duisgibh mi. 

’S e righ na muice, 
’S na Cuigse, righ Dedrsa; 
Tha mi am chadal’s na duisgibh mi, 
Mu ’n tig oirnn an t-samhainn, 
Bidh amhach's na cdrdaibh ; 
Tha mi am chadal’s na duisgibh mi; 

Na ’n eireadh sibh suas, 
Le cruadal a’s duinealachd, 
Eadar islean a’s uaislean, 
Thuath agus chumanta, 
’S gu’n sgiursadh sibh uaibh e, 
Righ fuadain nach buineadh dhuinn ; 
Dheanainn an cadal gu sunndach Icibh. 
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NULL MAC-MHUIRICH. 

Neil Mac Vurich, the family bard and historian of Clanronald, Mac-Dhonuill, Mhic- 

\ 'Ic-Ailein, was born in the beginning of the seventeenth century. He lived in South 
Uist, where he held a possession of land which is known to this day, as marked out and 

designated Baile-bhdird, i. e. the bard’s farm. He was of a succession of poets that 
| the illustrious family kept to record the history of their ancestors, and to fill the station 

j so indispensably requisite in those days, in the halls of chiefs of renown. There 

| were several poets of the name of Mac-Mhuirich, lineal descendants of the same man, who 

! were distinguished from each other in various ways, as specified in the brief account 

given of Lachunn mor Mac-Mhuirich Albannaich; Neil was simply, if not emphatically, 
called Niall Mac-Mhuirich, Clanronald’s Seanachaidh, or family historian. 

He had written, in the Gaelic language, the history of the great clan whose records he 

kept, and the strains in which distinguished individuals were commemorated for their 

talents and prowess. But he satisfied not himself with writing what related to the family 

that honoured him with the office of bard: he likewise had written ancient poetry, and 

the history of past times.—See the Highland Society’s account of the Red Book. 
While this celebrated bard was most careful in recording every thing worthy of pre- 

servation, it is to be regretted that so little of his own history and works have been pre- 

served. This has been often the case with men of genius. Very few Gaelic bards were 

at the trouble of writing their own productions: they trusted too much to memory; 
seldom reflected on what might happen in the lapse of time; never apprehended that 

succeeding generations would be indifferent about what seemed to them to be of the 

greatest moment. Neil M'Vurich, while be adopted the best method of handing down 
to posterity the invaluable relics of antiquity, might not think it worth his trouble to 
write his own poems, or record any anecdotes concerning himself. These, like many 
others, have been lost, with the exception of the two pieces given in this work. He 
lived to a great age, and was an old man in 1715. 

To throw more light on the history of this tribe of poets, we beg to give the following, 
which is a copy of the declaration of Lachlan M'Vurich, a son of the bard, written in 

Gaelic, and addressed to Henry M'Kenzie, Esq., at the time he was writing the High- 
land Society’s report of Ossian :— 

Barra, 9<A August, 1800. 

Ann an taigh Phadruig Mhic-Neacail an Torluim goirid o Chaisteal Bhuirghi ann an 
Siorramachd Inbhernis, a naoidhamh latha de chiad mhios an fhoghair, anns an da fhichead 

bliadhna agus naoidh-deug d’a aois, thainig Lachlunn mac Neill, mhic Lachluinn, rahic 
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Neill, mhic Dhomhnuill, mhic Lachuinn, mhic Neill mhoir, mhic Lachuinn,* mhic Dliomh- 
nuill, do shloinne chlann Mhuirich, ann an lathair Ituairidh Mhic Neill tighearna Bhara, 

thabhairt a chodaich, mar is fiosrach e-san, gar e fein an t-ochdamh glun deug o Mhuireach 
a bha leanmhuinn teaghlaich Mhic-’Ic-Ailein, ceannard Chlann-Raonuill, mar bhardaibh. 

* This is Lachunn mor Mac Mhuirich Ai-bannaich, or Lachlan mur MacVuirich of Scot- 
land, the second of this famous tribe of bards. 

Where there are several individuals of the same name, it is necessary to have some marks to 
distinguish them. This has been always attended to by the Gael though in various ways. It is 
common to call persons by their patronimics; and among clans, where many have the same name 
and surname, they could not be distinctly called and recognised otherwise: instead of saying 
Alexander M‘Donald, where two, three, or four were found of the same name, in the same place, 
they called one, Alexander, the son of Allan, the son of John ; another, Alexander, the son of 
Donald, the son of Neil; and another, the son of Rory, the son of Dugald, &c. 

The Gaelic language being susceptible of describing beings and objects most minutely; in- 
dividuals are frequently distinguished and described from their appearance, or qualities external 
and internal. Thus our author has been called Lachlann Mor, in contradistinction to another of 
the same name who was less. Mbr signifies great in respect of one’s person or mind. Its 
literal meaning is magnitude, and this is the sense in which it has been applied here. But there 
is another mark by which this bard was distinguished, namely, by his country, Albanach, or of 
Scotland. Irish bards, or minstrels, were once no strangers in Scotland, and especially the 
Highlands; for Albainn, the Gaelic term for Scotland, had been particularly applied to the 
Highlands. The cognomen, Albannach, had been given Lachlan mbr MacVurich emphatically, 
being the great poet of his day. The language of the two countries being the same, the Scottish 
Highlanders and Irish understood each other ; and there was frequent intercourse between them, j 
They, in fact, were originally the same people; and, instead of disputing about the origin of the 
one or the other, historians ought to regard them as one and the same, removing from the one 
kingdom to the other as occasion or necessity required. Of the works of this famous poet, all 
now extant is an extraordinary one—a war song, composed almost wholly of epithets arranged 
in alphabetical order, to rouse the Clan Donuil to the highest pitch of enthusiasm before the 
battle of Harlaw. This poem is entitled in Gaelic:—“ Brosnacha-catha Le Lachunn Mor 
Mac Mhuikich Albannaich Do Dhomhnull a Ile Righ-Innse-gai.l agus Iarla Rois Latha \ 
Machraich Chath-gairiach.”* The piece has a part for every letter in the Gaelic alphabet till 
near the end consisting altogether of three hundred and thirty-eight lines. It would occupy 
to much space to print it in this work. Here follow the two first, and also the thirteen last lines 
of the poem :— 

A chlanna Cuinn cuimhnichibh, 
Cruas an am na h-iorghuill. 

* # * # # # 
Gu ur-labhrach, ur-lamhach neart-mbor, 
Gu coisneadh na cath-Iaraeh, 
Ri bruidhne ’ur biubhaidh, 
A chlanna Chuinn cheud-chathaich, 
’Si nis uair ’ur n’aithnaichidh. 

This poem is very valuable in two respects ;— First, It is the best proof that could be given of a 
language, so copious and abounding in epithets, that the number poured out under each letter 
is almost incomprehensible. What command of language! How well deserved our bard the 

» This battle was fought, anno HI 1, at a small villiage called Harlaw, in the district of Garioch, within ten miles 
of Aberdeen. The cause of it was this:—Walter Lesly, a man nobly born, succeeded to the Karldom of Ross, in 
right of his lady, who was daughter of that house. He had by her a son, who succeeded him, and a daughter, who 
was married to the Lord of the Isles. His son married a daughter of the duke of Albany, son of Robert 11, at that 
time governor of Scotland ; but dying young, left behind him only one child. It is said that she was somewhat de- 
formed, and rendered herself a Religious. From her the governor easily procured a resignation ot the Earldom of 
Ross in favour of John earl of Buchan, his second son, to the prejudice of Donald lord of the Isles, who was grand- 
son of the said Lesly, and supposed the nearest heir. He claimed his right accordingly, but finding the governor, 
who probably regarded him already as too powerful a subject, not inclined to do him that justice he expected, he im- 
mediately raised an army of no less than 10,000 men within his own isles, and putting himself at their head, a 

descent on the continent, and, without opposition, seized the lands of Ross, and after increasing his army with the 
inhabitants, he continued his march from Ross until became to Garioch, within ten miles ot Aberdeen, ravaging 
the countries through which he passed, and threatening to enrich his men with the wealth of that town. But before 
he could reach that place, his career was stopped by Alexander Stewart, the grandson ot Robert 11., and ear! of 
Marr. For this brave youth, by orders from the governor, drew together, with great expedition, almost all the 

A chuileanan chonfhadach, 
A bheirichean bunanta, 
A leoghainnean lan-ghasta 
Aon-chonnaibh iorghuilleach 
De laochaibli chrodha, churanta 
De chlannaibh Chuinn cheud-chathaioh 
A chlanna Chuinn, cuimhnichibh 
Cruas an am na h-iorghuill. 
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agus o an am sin gu robh fearann Staoileagairi agus ceithir peigbinean do Dhriomasdal 
aca mar dhuais bardachd o linn gu linn, feadh chuig ghluin-deug : Gu’n do chaill an 

siathamh-glun deug ceithir peighinean Dhriomasdail, ach gu do ghleidh an seachdamh glim 
diu fearann Staoileagairi fad naoi bliadhna deug de dh’ aimsir, agus gu robh am fearann sin 
air a cheangal dhaibh ann an coir fhad’s a bhiodh fear do Chlann-Mhuirich ann, a chumadh 

suas sloinneadh agus seanchas Chlann-Domhnuill; agus bha e mar fhiachan orra, ’nuair 

nach biodh mac aig a bhard, gu tugadh e foghlum do mhac a bhrathar, no dha oighre, 

chum an coir air an fhearann a ghleidheadh, agus is ann a reir a chleachdaidh so fhuair 

Niall, athair fein, ionnsachadh gu leughadh, sgrlobhadh, eachdrai agus bardachd, o 

Dhomhnull mac Neill mhic Dhomhnuill, brathair athar. 
Tha cuimhne mhath aige gu robh “ Saothair Oisein” sgriobht’ ar craicnean ann an 

gleidhteanas athar o shinnsiribh ; gu robh cuid dheth na craicnean air an deanamh suas mar 

leabhraichean, agus cuid eile fuasgailt o cheile, anns an robh cuid do shaothair bhard eile, 

bharachd ar “ Saothair Oisein.” 

Tha cuimhne aige gu robh leabhar aig athair ris an canadh iad an “ Leabhar dearg,” 
de phaipeir, a thainig o shinnsiribh, anns a robh mbran do shean eachdraidh nam fineachan 

Gaelach, agu§ cuid de “ Shaothair Oisein” mar bha athair ag innseadh dha. Chan eil a h-aon 

de na leabhraichean so r’a fhaotainn an diugh, thaobh is ’nuair a chaill iad am fearann, gu do 
chaill iad am misneach agus an durachd. Cha’n eil e cinnteach ciod e thainig ris na 

craicnean, ach gu bheil barail aige gun tug Alasdair mac Mhaighstir Alasdair Tc-Dhomh- 

nuill ar falbh cuid diubh, agus Raonull a mhac cuid eile dhiubh; agus gum fac e dha no tri' 

dhiubh aig taileirean ga ’n gearradh sios gu criosan tomhais : Agus tha cuimhne mhath aige 

gu tug Mac-Tc-Ailein air athair an “ Leabhar dearg” a thabhairt seachad do Sheumas Mac 

Mhuirich a Baideanach; gu robh e goirid o bhi cho tiugh ri Bioball, ach gu robh e na b’ 

fhaide agus na bu leatha, ach nach robh urad thiughaid sa chomhdach; gu robh na 
craicnean agus an “ Leabhar dearg” air an sgriobhadh anns an laimh anns an robh Giiclig 

airasgriobhadh o shean an Albainn agus ann an Eirinn, mu’n do ghabh daoine cleachdadh air 

sgriobhadh na Gaelig anns an laimh Shasunnaich; gum b’aithne dha athair an t-sbean lamh a 

leughadh gu math ; gu robh cuid de na craicnean aige fein an deigh bais athar, ach a thaobh 

is nach d’ ionnsaich e iad, agus nach robh aobhar meas aig’ orra, gu deach’ iad ar chall. 

Tha e ag radh nach robh h-aon de shinnsiribh air a robh Pall mar ainm, ach gu robh 

dithis dhiubh ris an canadh iad Cathal. 
Tha e ’g radh nach ann le h-aon duine a sgriobhadh an “ Leabhar dearg,” ach gu robh 

adnomen Albanach ! He lived in the fifteenth century. He could not be ignorant of letters. 
He was well acquainted with all the idioms of his native language, and had the greatest command 
over its powers and energies. Nor was he ignorant of the genius of the people whom he addressed. 
Clann-Domhnuill was the most powerful of the clans in his time. They were foremost in battle, 
and entitled to take the right in the field ; which was never disputed, till the battle of Culloden, 
which proved so fatal to many. Our poet, therefore, exhausted the almost exhaustless copia 
verborum of the language, for the purpose of infusing the spirit of the greatest heroism and love 
of conquest into the breasts of the warriors. 
nobility and gentry between the two rivers Tay and Spey, and with them met the invader at the place above men- 
tioned, where a long, uncertain, and bloody battle ensued ; so long, that nothing but the night could put an end to 
it ; so uncertain, that it was hard to say who had lost or gained the day ; so bloody, that one family is reported to 
have lost the father and six of his sons. The earl of Marr’s party, who survived, lay all night on the field of battle ; 
while Donald, being rather wearied with action than conquered by force of arms, thought fit to retreat, first to Uoss, 
and then to the Isles—Abercromby's Hiit. 
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e air a sgrlobhadh o linn gu linn le teaghlach Chlann-Mhuirich, a bha cumail suas seana- 
chas Chlainn-Dbmhnuill, agus ceannardan nam fineaehan Gaelach eile. 

An deigh so a sgrlobbadh, chaidh a leughadh dha, agus dh-aidich e gu robh e ceart, ann an 

lathair Dhomhnuill Mhic-Dhomhnuill, fear Bhaile Raghaill; Eoghain Mhic-Dhorahnuill, 

fear Gheara-sheilich; Eoghan Mhic-Dhomhnuill Fear Ghriminis; Alasdair Mhic-Ghill - 
eain, fear Hosier, Alasdair Mhic-Neacail, ministear Bheinne-bhaoghla; agus Ailein 

Mhic-Chuinn, ministear Uist-a-Chinne-lual/i, a fear asgriobh a seanachas so. 

(Signed) LACHUNN X MAC-MHUIMCH. 

RUAIRIDH MAC-NEILL, J.P. 

TRANSLATION OF THE ABOVE. 

In the house of Patrick Nicolson, at Torlum, near Castle-Burgh, in the shire of Inver- 

ness, on the ninth day of August, compeared in the fifty-ninth year of his age, Lachlan, 

son of Neil, son of Lachlan, son of Neil, son of Donald, son of Lachlan, son of Neil Mor, 

son of Lachlan, son of Donald, of the surname of Mac Vuirich, before Roderick M'Neil, 

laird of Barra, and declared, That, according to the best of his knowledge, he is the 
eighteenth in descent from Muireach, whose posterity had officiated as bards to the family 

of Clanronald ; and that they had from that time, as the salary of their office, the farm 

of Staoiligary and four pennies of Drimisdale during fifteen generations; that the six- 
teenth descendant lost the iom pennies of Drimisdale, but that the seventeenth descend- 

ant retained the farm of Staoiligary for nineteen years of his life. That there was a right i 
given them over these lands as long as there should be any of the posterity of Muireach 

to preserve and continue the genealogy and history of the Macdonalds, on condition that 

the bard, failing of male issue, was to educate his brother’s son, or representative, in order j 

to preserve their title to the lands; and that it was in pursuance of this custom that his 

own father, Neil, had been taught to read and write history and poetry by Donald, son 

of Neil, son of Donald, his father’s brother. 

He remembers well that works of Ossian, written on parchment, were in the custody 
of his father, as received from his predecessors ; that some of the parchments were made 

up in the form of books, and that others were loose and separate, which contained the 

works of other bards besides those of Ossian. 
\ 

He remembers that his father had a book which was called the Red Book, made of 
paper, which he had from his predecessors, and which, as his father informed him, con- 
tained a good deal of the history of the Highland Clans, together with part of the works 

of Ossian. That none of these books are to be found at this day, because when they (his 
family) were deprived of their lands, they lost their alacrity and zeal. That he is not 
certain what became of the parchments, but thinks that some of them wTere carried away 

by Alexander, son of the Rev. Alexander Macdonald, and others by Ronald his son; 
and he saw two or three of them cut down by tailors for measures. That he remembers 

well that Clanronald made his father give up the red book to James Macpherson from 
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Badenoch; that it was near as thick as a Bible, but that it was longer and broader, 

though not so thick in the cover. That the parchments and the red book were written 

in the hand in which the Gaelic used to be written of old both in Scotland and Ireland 

before people began to use the English hand in writing Gaelic ; and that his father knew 
well how to read the old hand. That he himself had some of the parchments after his 
father’s death, but that because he had not been taught to read them, and had no reason 

to set any value upon them, they were lost. He says that none of his forefathers had the 
name of Paul, but that there were two of them who were called Cathal. 

He says that the red book was not written by one man, but that it was written from age 
to age by the family of Clan Mhuirich, who were preserving and continuing the history 
of the Macdonalds, and of other heads of Highland clans. 

After the above declaration was taken down, it was read to him, and he acknowledged 

it was right, in presence of Donald McDonald of Balronald, James M‘Donald of Gary- 
helich, Ewan Mac Donald of Griminish, Alexander Mac Lean of Hosier, Mr Alexander 

Nicolson, minister of Benbecula, and Mr Allan Mac Queen, minister of North-Uist, who 

wrote this declaration. 

(Signed) LACHLAN X MAC VUIRICH. 

RODERICK MAC NIEL, J.P. 

ORAN. DO MHAC-MHIC-AILEIN.* 

Gur e naigheaclid na eiadain, 
Rinn mo chruitheachd a shiaradh. 
Le liunn-dubh, ’s le brdn cianail, 
Gu’n dhruidh i trom air mo chriochaibb, 
Mo sgeul duilic.h nach iarr, 

Mi ’ur comhradh. 
Mo sgeul, &c. 

M’ uaildh, m’ aighear, is m’ aiteas, 
Tha fo bhinn aig fir shasuinn. 
Ar tighearn’ 6g maiseach, 
An t-ogh ud larla nam bratach, 
Mac an fhir thug dhomh fasga 

’Nuair b’ dg mi. 
Mac an fhir, &c. 

’S truagh gu’n mise bhi lamh ruit, 
’Nuair a leagadh’s bhlar thu, 
Gu cruaidh curanta laidir, 
Agus spionnadh nan Gael, 

* The bard composed this song when a very old man, 
hearing that his master was Wounded at Shirrifflnuir. 

Naile dhiolainn do bhas, 
Dheanainn tedlach, 

Naile dhiolainn, &c. 

Uidhist aighearach, eibhinn, 
Dhubhach, ghalanach, dheurach, 
Nis o rug ort am beurn so, 
’S goirt r’a fhulang ni’s eiginn, 
Liuthad fear a tha ’n deigh air 

Mac-Dhomh nuill. 
Liuthad fear, &c. 

Cha ’n e ’n Domhnull sin roimhe, 
Ach mac sin Dhomhnuill ogh lain, 
Ailean aoibhinn an aigheir, 
Urram feile ; righ fiatha, 
Ceannard meaghreach gu caitheamh 

Na mdr-chuis. 
Ceannard, &c. 

’Nuair a chiaradh am feasgar, 
Gum biodh branndaidh ga losgadb, 
Fion Frangach ga chosg leibh, 

r. 
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Coinnlein ceire gan losgadh, 
Sar Cheann-feadhna ’toirt brosnachadh, 

Cecil duibh. 
Sar Cheann-feadhna, &c. 

Gura biodh fidheall ga rusgadh ; 
Buidheann thaitneach air urlar , 
Piob a ’sgala nan sionnsar, 
Fuaim talla r’a chul sin, 
’G iomairt chleas air chrios cuil 

Nam fear dga. 
’G iomairt chleas, &c. 

M’ ulaidh m’aighear am fiuran, 
An t-Ailean aighearach aoidheil, 
Bha gu macanta miunte, 
Dh-fhas gu h-aigeantach uiseil, 
Fhuair mi aoibhneas a d’ chuirt, 

Cha be’n ddlum, 
Fhuair mi, &c. 

Bu tu m’ urram is m’ annsachd, 
Cha seinn mi eachdraidh do bhais ort, 
Aig eagal droch fhaisneachd, 
’N duil gum faiceamsa slan thu, 
Mar a faic gun toir Ghelig, 

Ni’s mo bhuain. 
Mar a faic, &c. 

Tha mi sgith’s gu’n mi ullamh, 
S mi ’n deigh mo chuire, 
Gu’n duil ri sud tuille ; 
B’fhearr nach bitheadh na h-urrad, 
O’n la chualas gu’n chuireadh 

Do leon ort. 
O’n la, &c. 

MARBH-RANN MHIC-’IC-AILEIN. 
A MHAHBHADH SA BHLIADHNA 1715. 

Ocu ! a Mhuire mo dhunaidh, 
Thu bhi d’ shineadh air t-uilinn, 

An taigh mor Mhoirear Drumad, 
Gun ar duil ri d’ theachd tuille, 

Le faiite’s le furan, 
Dh-fhios na duthcha da'm buineadh, 

A charaid larla Choig-Ulainn, 
’S goirt le ceannard fir Mhuile do dhiol. 

’S goirt le ceannard, &c. 

Dh-fhalbh Ddmhnull nan Domhnull 
A’s an Raonull a b’ oige, 

S Mac-Tc-Alastair Chndideart, 
Fear na misniche moire, 

Dh.fheuch am beireadh iad beo ort, 

Cha ro'n sud dhaibh ach gdrraich, 
Feum cha robh dhaibh nan toireachd, 
’S ann a fhuair iad do chdmhra gu’n chli. 

’S ann a fhuair iad do chdmhra, &c. 

Mo chreach mhdr mar a thachair, 
’S e chuir tur stad air m’ aiteas, 

T-fhuil mhdrghalach reachdar, 
Bhi air bdcadh a d’ chraiceann, 

Gun sedl air a casgadh ; 
Bu tu righ nam fear feachda, 

A chum t-onoir is t-fhacal, 
’S cha do phill thu le gealtachd a nios. 

’S cha do phill thu le geallachd, &c. 

Mo cheist ceannard Chlann-Raonuiil, 
Aig am biodh na cinn-fheadhua, 

Na fir ur air dheagh fhoghlum, 
Nach iarradh de’n t-shaoghal, 

Ach airm agus aodach, 
Le ’n cuilbheirean caola, 

Sheasadh fad air an aodann, 
If inn iad sud is cha d’fhaod iad do dhiou. 

Rinn iad sud, &c. 

’S mdr gair ban do chinnidh, 
O’n a thdisich an iomairt, 

An sgeul a fhuair iad chuir tiom orr’, 
T-fhuil chraobhach a’ sileadh, 

’S i dortadh air mhire, 
Gu’n seol air a pilleadh, 

Ge d’ tha Raonall a d’ionad, 
’S mdr ar call ged a chinneadh an righ. 

’S mdr ar call ge do chinneadh, &c. 

’S trom puthar na luaidhe, 
’S goirt’s gur chumhaun a bualadii, 

Nach do ruith i air t-uachdar, 
’Nuair a dh-ionntrain iad uath thu, 

Thug do mhuinntir gair chruaidh asd ; 
Ach’s e ordugh a fhuair iad, 

Ceum air ’n aghaidh le cruadal, 
’S a bhi leantainn na ruaig air a druim. 

’S a bhi leantainn na ruaig, &o. 

Dheagh Mhic-Ailein mhic Iain, 
Cha robh leithid do thaighe, 

Ann am Breatunn r’a fhaighinn ; 
Taigh mor fiughantach, flathail, 

’M bu mhdr sugradh le h-aighear, 
Bhiodh na h-uaislean ga thaghaich, 

Rinn iad cuims’ air do chaitheamh, 
Ann an toiseach an latha dol sios. 

Ann an toiseach an latha, &c. 

’S iomadh gruagach’s breideach, 
Eadar Didhist is Sleibhte, 

Chaidh am mugha mu d’ dheibhinn, 
Laidh smal air na speuraibh, 
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Apus sneachd air na geugailih, 
Ghuit cunlaith an t-shleibhr, 

O’n la chual iad gun d' eug thu, 
A cheann uidhe nan ceud bu mhor ]uis. 

A cheanu-uidhe nan ceud, &c. 

Gheibht’ a d’ bhaile ma fbeasgar, 
Smuid mhor, ’s cha b’ e ’n greadan ; 

Fir ur agus fleasgaich, 
A’ losga’ fudair le beadradh, 

Cuirn is cupaichean breaca, 
Piosan oir air an dealtradh, 

'S cha b’ aim falamh a gheibht’ iad, 
Ach gach deoch mar bu neart-mhoire brigh. 

Ach gach mar bu, &c. 

’S iomadh clogaid a’s targaid, 
Agus claidheamh chinn airgeid, 

Bhiodh mar coinneamh air ealachuin, 
Ghomhsa b’ aithne do sheanchas, 

Ge do b’ fharsuinn ri leanmhuinn, 
Ann an eachdraidh na h-Alba ; 

Raonuill dig dean beairt ainmeil, 
O’n bu dual dut od’ leanmhuiun mdrghniomh. 

O’n bu dual, &c. 

’S cha bu lothagan cliata, 
Gheibht’ ad stabuill ga’m biathadh ; 

Ach eich chruidheacha shrianach, 
lihiodh do mhiol-choin air iallaibb, 

’S iad a’ feitheamh ri fiadhach, 
Ann sna coireanaibh riabhach, 

B’ e mo chreacha nach do Hath thu, 
M’ an tainig tcachdair ga d’ iarraidh on righ. 

M’ an tainig teachdair, &c. 

SEANACHAS SLOINN1DH 

NA PIOBA BHO THUS. 

Aodroman muice ho ! hd ! 
Air a sheideadh gu h-ana-mhdr, 
A cheud mhala nach robh binn, 
Thainig o thus na dilinn. 
Bha seal ri aodromain mhuc, 
Ga lionadh suas as gach pluic, 
Craiceann seana mhuilt na dheigh sin, 
Re searbhadas agus ri durdail. 
Cha robh ’n uair sin ann sa phlob, 
Ach seannsair agus aon Hop, 
Agus maide chumadh nam fonn, 
Oa’m b’-ainm an sumaire. 
Tamull daihh na dheigh sin, 
Do fhuair as-innleachd innleachd, 
Agus chinnich na trl chroinn innt, 
Fear dhiu fada, leobhar, garbh, 
Ri durdan reamhar ro shearbh. 

Air faighinn an durdain soirbh, 
Agus a ghothaich gu loma leir, 
Chraobh-sgaoil a chrannaghail mar sin, 
Ri searbhadas agus ri ruchdail. 

Piob sgreadanach lan Mhic-Artair, 
Mar eun curra air dol air ais, 
Ban ronn’s i labhar luirgneach, 
Com galair mar ghuilbneich ghlais 
Piob Dhdmhnuill do chedl na Cruinne, 
Crannaghail bhreoite’s breun roi’ sbluagh> 
Cathadh a muin tro mala grodaidh, 
Bo ’n tuil ghrainnde robaich ruaidh : 
Ball Dhdmhnuill is dos na pioba, 
Da bheist chursta ’ chlaigeinn mhaoil, 
Seinnidh Corra-ghluineach a ghathuinn 
Fuaim truileach an tabhainn sheirbh. 

Do-chedl do bhi ’n ifrinn iochdrach, 
Faobnar phioban nan dos cruaidh, 
Culaidh a dhiisgadh nan deamhan, 
Liiigail do mheoir reamhair ruaidh. 
Air fheasgar an earraich min. 
Mar gheum main cadile teachd gu tlus, 
Thig sgreadail a chroinn riabhaich, 
Mar bhr. . . tdine ’n di  duibh. 
Chuir Venus a bha seal an Ifrinn, 
Mar dhearbhachd sgeul gu fir an Domhain. 
Gur h-e corranach bhan is piob ghleadhair, 
Da leannan ciuil cluas nan Deamhan. 
****** 
****** 

. Faileadh a ch . . dheth na mhala 
’S faileadh a mhala dheth ’n phiobair. 

Note The Author of this piece is Niall fr.br Mar. 
Mhuirich. We have heard the following anecdote, in 
illustration of this poem. Neil had lately returned to his 
father’s house from the bards’ college, in Ireland, from 
whence, along with the stores of genealogical and other 
lore with which he had stored his head, he had in addition, 
brought over a back-burden of the small-pox, and was lying 
asleep, on a settle bed, at the back of the house near the 
tire, when John and Donald M‘Arthur, two pipers, 
camein, and, sitting down on thebed-stock, began tuneing 
their pipes preparatory to playing. The horrid and dis- 
cordant sound of the pipes roused the bard, who, burst- 
ing with indignation, in the true style of his profession, 
began to inveigh against the pipers, in the following 
mock genealogy of the bag-pipe. It would appear from 
this, as well as from hints in other poems, that the bag-pipe 
was never a favourite with the bards ; but was rather re- 
garded by them as trenching on their province. The poem 
was evidently intended to resent the intrusion of thepipers 
on the bard’s slumbers. Nor did it fail of the desired effect; 
for, the pipers it seems, had intended to make good their 
quarters for the night; but, on hearing the odd and ludi- 
crous invective against their favourite instrument, enun- 
ciated from behind them, they started from their seats 
with astonishment looking round for an explanation. But 
when the swollen and pocky countenanceof Neil met their 
view, wrought up we may suppose with no ordinary excite- 
ment, terror added wings to their feet, and they fled in the 
utmost consternation. Neil’s father on hearing the poem 
to the end exclaimed “ Mafh thufein a vihic, tha mifaicinn 
nach bu thuras caillt' a thug thu dh’ F.irinn i c. “ Well 
done my son, I see your errand to Ireland has not been 
lost.” 
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IAIN DUBH MAC IAIN MC-AILEIN. 

John M'Donald, commonly Iain Dubh Mac Iain 'Ic-Ailein, i. e. John of black locks, 

son of John, the son of Allan, was a gentleman of the Clanronald family, and was born 

about the year 1665. He received all the advantages of education, together with the 

opportunities that the times in which he lived offered to a man of observation. He was 

immediately descended from the Maer family—a great branch of the Clanronalds—of 
whom many individuals were highly distinguished for prowess, wit, and poetical powrers. 

He resided in the island of Eig, on the farm of Grulean. 
Mr M'Donald wras not a poet by profession, although he was considered by good 

judges not inferior to any bard of his age. He lived in easy circumstances. Amid his 

rural pursuits, he had ample time to woo the muses, or pass his leisure as inclination 
or opportunity occurred. He, therefore, put himself under no restraint, but sung when 

inspired, and made observations on men and manners ; and his remarks W'ere generally 

allowed to be shrewd and just. Fewr anecdotes can be expected of a man who passed a 

quiet life in such circumstances. He always held a respectable rank in society. His 
poems display taste and elegance, and his compositions, occasional and gratuitous as they 

were, must have been numerous. 

ORAN DO MHAC-MHIC-AILEIN. 

A Bhliadhna gus an Aimsir so, 
Gu’m b’ fhoirmeil sinn an Ormaicleit, 

’N ciiirt an leoghainn mhearcasaich, 
Ge fear-ghalach ro mhorghalac.h, 

Ge smachdail, reachdail calmar’ thu, 
’S ro-anamanta neo morchuiseach, 

Am beul o’m blasd’ thig argamaid, 
’S tu dhearbhadh le ceart tolas j. 

Gur h-e fhad’s o’n dh’ fhalbh thu uainn, 
Dh’ fhag ime-chelsteach an comhnaidh sinn, 

Gu’m b’ fhearr leinn thu bhi sealgaireachd, 
Air talamh garbh na mor. thire, 

Thu fein's do bhuidheann ainmeineacb, 
Na n eireadh farragradh fdpa-san, 

Bhiodh sunndach lughor arm-cleasach, 
Sluagh garbh- bhuilleach, garg, combragach. 

Gu’m hi fid a gheala-bhratach, 
’S neo-chearbach an tus comb-stri i, 

Tha chuis ud ar a dhearbhadh leibh, 
Aig ro mhiad fearrdha’s crddhalacbd, 

A liuthad oigear barrcaideach, 
A bhuaileadh tailm le strdic-Iannabh, 

O Sheile ghlas nan geala-bhradan, 
Gu Inbbear gainmhich Mor-thire. 

Tha Cana’s Eig a’ geilleachdainn, 
Do ’n treun fhear ud mar uachdaran, 

O’n’s aim leatsa dh’ eireas iad, 
Deun fein gach treud dhiu’ bhuachailleachd, 

Am fiubhaidh gasda threubhach sin, 
Nach labhar beuirtean truaillidh leo, 

An laochraidh thaitneach gheur-lann^ch, 
A theid air ghleus gu fuathasach. 
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A Uidhist thig na ceudan ort, 
Fir bheur’ areubadh chuainteannan, 

Nach gabhadh sgrearnh no deistinne, 
Koimh fhrasan geur a cruaidh-shneachda, 

Bhur samhail riabh cha d’ eirich dhuibh, 
An lathair feum no cruaidh-chuise, 

Gu cnoidheach, lotach, beumanach, 
Gu fuilteach, creuchdach, luath-lamhach. 

’S mor a bbuaidh’s na tiolaicean, 
’S an inntinn ata fuaighte riot, 

Tha gradh gach duine chi thu ort, 
Cha ’n edl dhomh fhin fear fuatha dhut, 

Fear sgipidh, ineasail, firinneach, 
Fear sithmalte, seamh, suairceil thu. 

Fear sunndach, rauirneach, briodalacli, 
Sar cbuirteir gu’n ghniomh buathanta. 

Fear borb rd-gharg do-chaisgt tbu, 
Na’n eireadh stri no tuasaid ort, 

Do bhuirb ri t-fheirg ga miadachadh, 
’S tu ’n leoghann neimneach, buan-tbosgacb, 

Mar bhuinne reothairt fior bhras thu, 
Mar thuinn ri tir a bualadh thu, 

Mar bharr na lasrach fior-loisgeach, 
’S tu an dreagan ri linn cruadh-chogaidh. 

Mo chionsa an t-armunn priseil ud, 
Mo sheobhag fior-ghlan uasal thu, 

An onoir ghleidh do shinnsireachd, 
’S e miad an gniotnh a fhuair dhaibh i, 

Gu’n d’ fhag iad daingheann sgriobht agad, 
Fo lamb an righ le shuaicheantas, 

Bhiodh t-ard fhear coimheid dilis air, 
’N uair dh fhas an rioghachd tuair-shreupach. 

Cur ro glan na friamhaichean, 
’S a fhion-fhuil as ’n do bhuaineadh tu, 

Mo Raonullach bras mileanta, 
Cruaidh cinnteach de mhein-chruaghach thu, 

Ar caraig dhaighean dhileas thu, 
Cha ’n ann gu’n stri’ theid gluasad ort, 

Ar ceanna-bheairt’s ar sgiath dhidein thu, 
’S ar claidhearah direach buan-sheasach. 

Bu biath ann am na siochthaimh thu, 
’S bu phriunnsalach ma t-uaislean thu, 

Air mhiad’s ge ’n cosg thu chisin ris, 
Cha ’n fhaic thu dith air tuathanach, 

Do bhanntraichean’s do dhileachdain, 
Gur h-e do ni-sa dh’ fhuasgladh orr’, 

Deanamaid urnaidh dhichealiach, 
Gu ’n cumadh Criosda suas dhuinn tbu. 

MARBHRANN 
no MHAC MHIC-AILEEV. 

A bhliadlina leuma d’ar miileadh, 
An coig-deug’s a mil’ eile, 

’S na seachd ceud a roinn imeachd, 
Chaill sinn ur-ros ar finne, 

’S geur a leus air ar cinneadh ra’m beo. 
’S geur a leus air, &c. 

Mo sgeul cruaidh’s mo chradh cridhe, 
Ar triatb Raonullach dlitheach, 

Dh-ordaich Dia dhuinn mar thig beam’ 
Gu la-bbrath nach dean tighinn, 

’S tu ’n Inbhir-Phephri fo’ rithe na’m bdrd, 
’S tu ’n Inbhir-phephri, &c. 

Marcach sunndach nam pillein, 
Air each cruidbeach nach pilieadh, 

Nach d’ ghabh curam no giorag, 
An am diiblachaidh ’n teine, 

Mo sgeul geur bha do spiorad ro-mhor, 
Mo sgeul geur, &c. 

Cuirtear aigeantach, mlleant’ 
Muirneach, macnasach, fior-ghlic, 

Ga ’n robh cleachdadh gach tire, 
Agus fasan gach rioghachd 

Teanga bhlasda ri innse gach sgedil. 
Teanga bhlasda, &c. 

Leoghann tartarach, meanmnach, 
’S cian’s as fad a chaidh ainm ort, 

Beul a labhradh neo-chearbach, 
Bu mhor do mheas aig fir Alba, 

’S tu toirt brosnachadh calma do’n t-shlogh. 
’S tu toirt brosnachadh, &c. 

Fiuran gasda, deas, dealbhach, 
’Sgathan tlachdar na h-Armailt, 

’N uair a dh eireadh an fhearg ort, 
B’ ann air ghile’s fiamh dearg oirr, 

Cha riiin pillidh bba meamna ’n laoich oig. 
Cha ruin pillidh, &c. 

Bha thu teom ann’s gach fearra-ghniomh, 
Bu tu sgiobair na fairge, 

Ri la cils’s i tighin gailbheach, 
’N uair a dheireadh i garbh ort, 

’S tu gu’n diobradh an t-anabhar ma bord. 
’S tu gun diobradh, &c. 

’N am siubhal a gharbhlaich. 
Bututaghadh an t shealgair, 

As do laimh bu mhor m’earbsa, 
Air an fhiadh bu tu ’n cealgair, 

’S tu roinn gaoith’ agus talmhuinn ma shroin. 
’S tu roinn gaoith, &c. 
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Oirnne dh’ imich.lin fuathas, 
An sgriob so thainig o thuath oirnn, 

Tba ar cabaill air fuasgladh, 
Chaidh ar n-eirtbire sguabadh, 

A’s sinn mar chuileanan cuaine gu’n tredir. 
A’s siim mar chuileanan, &c. 

Cbaill sinn reulla nan dualamh, 
Chaidh ar riaghaiit a gbluasad, 

Ar cairt-iuil air falbh uainne, 
Bhrist ar stiuir ; mo cheud truaighe, 

Sinn mar luing aim a’ chuan’s i gu’n scdl. 
Sinn mar luing, &c. 

Sinn mar linne gun mhathair, 
Mar threud gun bhuachaille gnathaicbt 

Sinnfobhruid aig ar namhaid, 
II-uile fear a’ toirt fair dhuinn, 

’S na coin luirge gach la air ar tdir. 
’S no coin luirg, &c. 

Dhuinn’s nco-shubhach an geamhradh, 
An ruaig a thug sinn gu Galltachd, 

Cha bu bhuannachd ach call dhuinn, 
Nis mar cholainn gun cheann sinn 

O roinn Raonull a’s t-shamhradh uainn falbh. 
O roinn Itaonull, &c. 

A gnnuis a b’ aillidh ri sirreadh, 
An t-shuil bu bhlaithe gu’n tioma, 

An leoghann ard air dheagh-oilean, 
'Nach d’ chuir viigh an gniomh foiileil, 

Ach an riogbalachd shoilleir gu’n ledin, 
Ach an rioghalachd, &c. 

’S oil learn caradh do cheile, 
’S bean na h-aonar a’d’ dheidh i, 

’N deigh a sgaradh o ceud-gradh, 
IVlhic ’Ic-Ailein o’n dheug thu, 

Fhir a leanadh an fheisd mar bu choir. 
Fhir a leanadh, &c. 

Ach fhir thug Maois as an Eupbaid, 
’S a sgoilt a mhuir na clar reidh dhaibh, 

Thug an triuir as an eigin 
O bhidaghadh an creuchdan ; 

A High nan righ na ieig eucoir da’r coir. 
A High na’n righ, &c. 

MARBHRANN 
DO SHIR IAIN MAC-ILLEAIN TRIATH DHUBHAIRT. 

Iom raich mo bheannachd, 
Gu Bainn-tighearna Thamair, 

Bean ’sam beil barrachd, 
De cbarantachd naduir ; 

Chunaic mise gu dligheil, 
A suilean ri snithe, 

’S i ’g aireamh mar mhi-adb, 
Sior lain da fagail: 

Bha ddrainn a cridhe, 
Cho mdire ga ruighinn, 

’S mar gu’m biodh e air tigbinn, 
O dhearbh nighean a mathar : 

Gu cronachadh sgeula, 
Bhiodh fada ’na dheigh sin. 

Thug Mairiread na feile, 
Spor gheur do’n fhear-dhana. 

Nach ionghnadh ri chlaistin, 
Gu m beil mise o cheann fada, 

Ann an turcadaich cadail, 
Agus m’ acaid ro-chraiteach ; 

Tha cneidh air mo ghiulan, 
S mi leisg air a dusgadh, 

Air eagal le ’ burach, 
Gun uraich i’m bas dhomh, 

Gidheadh cha sgeul ruins, 
Ach sgeula's mor curam, 

Sir Iain gu’n dusgadh, 
An dlu chiste chlaraibh ; 

B’e so an fhras chiuraidh, 
A mhill ar n-abhall’s ar n-ubhlan : 

Roinn ar dosgainn a chrunadh, 
Fhrois am tlur bharr a gharaidh. 

B’e fein ar crann dosrach 
A cbomhdaich le choltas 

Gur d coilltichin solta 
’N dh-fhas toiseach a fhreamha 

Gu’n dreadhunn gu’n chrlonach, 
Gun chritheann gu’n chrin-fhiodh, 

Ach geugan ro phriseil, 
Do dh-fhion-fhuil na Spaine, 

Bha fios aig luchd leubhaidh, 
’S aig seanachaidhean geura, 

Air ar teachd o Ghathelus, 
As an Euphaid a thainig, 

Sliochd mhilidhean treuna, 
Fhuair ceannas na h-Eireann, 

Mar bha fir na feile, 
Agus Eirimon dana. 

O’n ghin sibh o Scota, 
Bha bhuaidh air bhur cordai, 

A' dearbhadh’s a cdmhdach, 
Am pdr as an d’ fhas sibh. 

Far an gabhadh sibh cdmhnaidh, 
Bu leibh ceannas na foid sin, 

I.e iomadaidh cdrach, 
Agus moran a bharr air, 

Ciad nighean Mhic-Domhnuill, 
Mar mhairiste pdsda, 

B’e n seanaileir cdmbraig, 
’N ciad Thdisich a’s armainn. 
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O’n shuidhich sibh lii-chairt, 
Bha dh-aileachd ’nar n-urais, 

Gur h-iomarcach duthaich, 
Bh’air an cuinneadh le pairt dhibh, 

Bha de dh-airde ’nar giubhsaich, 
’S nach tugadh each puic dhibh, 

’S nach bu trie le luchd diumba, 
Ar lubadh le taire, 

Ach ’sen rud a thug sgiurs oirbh, 
Gu’m bu chinne le erun sibh, 

'S gu’m b’e dligh bhur duthchais, 
Bhidh san iuil dheth’m biodh iadsan, 

Ge d’ bha sin ann sa tim sin, 
Na mhios’s na mhor mhislcan, 

Tha e nis gu truagh lionte, 
Daor tri-fillte paighte. 

Tha seann-fhacal eil ann, 
Tha cho fior’s mar a their iad, 

Ge b’e neach air am beir e, 
Bi’dh chneidh dheireannach craiteach, 

Ge d’ tha sinne ri achdain, 
Na dh-fhalbh o cheann fad orinn, 

Bhiodh ar duil ri bhi’ beartach, 
Na m biodh againn na dh-fhag sin, 

Aeh tha ar nadur cho truaighe, 
’S nach faic sinn ar buannachd, 

“ Cha leir math an fhuaraiu, 
Gus an uair sin an traigh e,” 

Tha e nios na ni’ soilleir, 
Da’r nabuidhean comuinn, 

Gun do bhristeadh mar phronnaig, 
Gara’-droma nan Gael. 

Fear gasda gun chrine, 
Bha ainmeil san rioghachd, 

Cha bu trie a luchd mi-ruin, 
Ri n innseadh no ’n aireamh, 

Bu chompanach righ thu, 
Am fear meamnach mor fir-ghlic, 

Cha ’n fhaicte e fo dhiobradh, 
Ach am prisealachd stata, 

Ann an cogadh luchd strithe, 
Cha robh masl’ air ri innse, 

Ghleidh e onoir a shinnsridh, 
’S ann a mhiodaich e n-ardachd, 

Cha robh e, cha b’ fhiach leis, 
Bhi falbh fo hhrat fillte, 

Eadar e bhiodh na mhin-fhear, 
Agus finid a laithean. 

Bha e mor ann a miadachd, 
Bha e mor gu bhi rioghail, 

Bha e mor ann an gride, 
Ann am firinn’s an cairdeas, 

Bu mhor e ri fhaiinn, 
Bu mhor air gach achd e, 

Bu mhor e na phearsa, 
Na ghastachd’s na ailleachd, 

Bha e mor air son diulaoich, 
Bha e mor gu bhi sugach, 

Bha e mor an dheagh ghiiilan, 
Ann an cuirteannan arda, 

Bha e mor ann a misnich, 
Bhae mor ann an gliocas, 

Bha e mor gun cheist idir, 
’S sar ghibhteannan ndduir. 

Na m biodh e ri fhuasgladh, 
O n bhas a thug buaidh air, 

Gur a h-iomadh laoch cruadail, 
A ghluaiseadh ’na fhabhar. 

An t-ainm coithcheanta mor sin, 
Ui’n gairte Clann-Ddinhnuill, 

O thoiseach an edrdais, 
’S iad bu phdr da chiad mathair, 

Agus uaislean nan Leddach, 
Thaobh fala agus feola, 

Mur lanain ur phdsda, 
Leis’m bu deonach bhi’ gradhach, 

Chunnacas mar phuthar. 
An gruaidhean air dubhadh, 

Mar gun deanadh Ian phiuthar, 
Geur chumha ma brathair. 

Cia ma ’n fagainn an diochuimhn’, 
Dream eile da dhislean ? 

Bha na cinn bu mho pris dhiu, 
Ro dhileas am pairt dhut, 

Fir ghasda gun chrine, 
Bha ainmeil’s an rioghachd, 

Mar bha’n cinneadh mor priseil, 
So shiolaich o Bhancho, 

O thoiseach an dualchais, 
Cha robh smal air an cruadal, 

Ach’m beagan beag suarach. 
So fhuair iad an drasda, 

’S e n tahhar a lot sinn, 
Nach e gniomh a bha lochdach, 

Ach an dearbha mhi-fhorton, 
Bha’n toiseach’s an abhar. 

Na m b’aithne dhomh innse, 
Bha e mor ann san rioghachd, 

Ann am fala gun isle, 
’S ann an llonmhoireachd chairdcan, 

Le seanachas ri firinn, 
O thoiseach an linne, 

’S e fein’s larla-Shi-Phort, 
Sliochd direachd da brathar, 

Agus triath Ghlinne-Garaidh, 
Ann an dlu-cheangal fala. 
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E cho teann air a cheanga!, 
S nach e sgaradh a b’aiil leo, 

’S e leantainn o’n tim sin, 
Gu’n mhiosguinu gu’n mhi-ruin, 

’S nach gluasear le innleachd, 
Gu dilinn’s gu brath e. 

Bn chcart sheannachas, ’s cha tagradh, 
Thaobh falachd is caidreamh, . 

Dhut Caiptin Chlann-ra’uiil, 
Bha mar riut, sa' ghabhadh 

Do chois-nabhaidh taitneach, 
’S do chompanach leapa, 

N am marcachd a’s astair, 
’S ’nuair stadadh am mavsal, 

Bha thu ad t-fhianais air sileadh, 
A chreuchdan, cho-mire, 

Ri bras easraich pinne, 
’S a spiorad ’ga fhagail, 

Agusuaislean a dhuthcha, 
Ri caoidhearau tursach, 

’S an cridh air a chiurradh, 
Ma mhuirneinn nan Gael. 

Thaobh dligh’ agus dualchais, 
Bu daimheil ma d’ ghuailibh, 

Mac-Neill o na cuaintaibh, 
’S a dhaoin’ uaisle gu’n taire, 

’Nuair a dheireadh oirbh trioblaid, 
’S ann da iunnsaidh a thigeadh, 

Le iarrtas cho bige, 
Ri Litir a laimhe, 

Chunnaic each e cho soilleir, 
Teachd le cabhlaichin troina, 

De luchd nan gath loma 
Na choinnidh do dh-Aros, 

’N uair a thachradh e riu, 
Mar Thriath’s mar cheann-uidhe, 

Dheanadh fhiontan iad subhach, 
’S bu bhuidheach ’n am fhagail. 

Mar choir bho na fhlaitheas, 
Bha ranntanan mhathl, 

Mac lonmhuinn an t-Shi'atba; 
’S cha ghabhadh e fath air: 

Ann an aimsir na ruaige, 
’N uair a ruigeadh luchd fuath e, 

Ba ghasda an ceann sluagh e, 
’N uair a ghluaiste leis armuinn : 

Bha e-san’s an tim sin, 
Gu’n mhasla, gun mhi-chliii, 

Ann am fochar a shinnsridh, 
Le gniomharadh dana; 

Nis o chaochail iad cleachdadh. 
As an aite bu cheart daibh, 

Chluinn sibh fein mar a thachair, 
Dhaibh ann an cath Mhara. 

Ach’s e raghainn a ni mi, 
Bbeir mi gldir so gu finid, 

’S nach gliocas no criondachd, 
Dhomh mhiad’s tha mi ’g raite, 

Gur h-e Fionnaehd san tim sibh, 
Ann an aireamh no ’n innseadh, 

’N uair a bha sibh gu'n diobradh, 
’N-ar miad is ’n-ar airde, 

Eadar Sgalpa’s caol-lle, 
Ge do b’ fharsuinn na criochan, 

Bha roinn do gach tir dhiu 
Fo chis duibh a’ paigheadh, 

Nis o thuit na stuic fhion-fhuil, 
Ris an abairt na righrean, 

Tha na geugan bu dils’ dhaibh, 
Air crionadh ’na'n aobhar. 

ORAN 
NAM FINEACHAN GAELACH. 

’S i so ’n aimsir a dhearbhar 
An targanach dhuinn, 

’S bras meamnach lir Alba 
Fo ’n armaibh air thus ; 

’N uair dh’ eireas gach treun-laoch 
Nan eideadh glan iir, 

Le run feirg’ agus gairge 
Gu seirbhis a chruin. 

Theid mathaibh na Gaeltachd 
Gle shanntach sa chuis, 

’S gur lionmhor each scang-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 uair dh’ eireas Clann-Domhnuill 
Na leoghainn tha garg. 

Na beo-bheithir, mhdr-leathunn, 
Chonnspunnaich, gharbh, 

Luchd sheasamh na cbrach 
G'an drdugh lamh-dhearg, 

Mo dhoigh gu’m bu ghdrach 
Dhaibh toiseachadh oirbh. 

Tha Rothaich a’s Rosaich, 
Gle dheonach teachd ’nar ceann, 

Barraich an treas sedrsa, 
Tha chomhnaidh measg Ghall ; 

Claim Donachaidh cha bhreug so 
Gun eireadh libh’s gach am, 

Mar sin is clann Reabhair 
Fir ghleusta, nach eisd gu’n bhi aunt. 

’S iad Clann-an-Nab an sedrsa 
A theid boidheach nan triall, 

’S glan cdmhdach nan comhlainn 
Luchd leonadh nam liadh ; 



lad f'ein a’s Claim-Pharlain 
Dream ardanach, dian, 

’S aim a V abhaist gan aireamh 
Bill’m f'abhar Shiol-Chuiim. 

Na Leodaich am por glan 
Cha b’ t'hdlaeh ’ur siol, 

Dream rioghail gun fhdtus 
Nan gdrsaid, ’s nan sgiath, 

Gur neartmhor, ro-eolach 
’ Ur n-oig-thir, ’s ’ur Hath, 

Gur e crudal ’ur dualchas 
A dh’ f'buasgail sibh riamh. 

Clann lomnhuinn o’n Chreithich 
Fir ghle ghlan gu’n smiir, 

Luchd nan cuilbheirean gleusda 
Nam feuma nach diult; 

Thig Niallaich th’ air saile 
Air bharcaibh nan sugh, 

I>e ’n cabhlach luath lan-mhor 
O Bhaghan nan tur. 

Clann-lllean 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 
Le cruadal ’ur lann, 

Dream uasal ro uaimhreach, 
Bu dual bhi san Fhraing, 

’S ann o Dhiarmad a sbiolaich 
For lionmhor nach gaim. 

i 
Tha Stiubhartaich ur ghlan 

Nam fiurain gun ghiomh, 
Fir shunndach nan lii-chleas 

Nach tionndaidh le fiamh, 
Nach gabh curam roi mhuiseag 

Cha b’ fhiu leo bhi crion, 
Cha bu shiigradh do dhu-ghall 

Cuis a bhuin dhibh. 

Gur lionmhor lamh theoma 
Aig Eoghann Loch-iall, 

Fir cholganda, bhorganda, 
’S oirdheirce gniomh, 

Jad mar thuilbheum air chorra-ghleus, 
’S air chon-fhadh ro dhian 

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

Clann-Mhuirich nach soradh 
A chonnspairn ud ial, 

Dream fhuilteach gun mhdr-chuis 
Ga’n coir a bhi iial, 

Gur gaisgeil fior-sheolta, 
Ar mor thionail chiad, 

Ni sibh spdltadh air fedlach 
A strdiceadh fo ’n ian. 

Tha Gi'anndaich mar b’ abhaist 
Mu bhraidh uisge Spe, 

Fir laidir ro-dhaicheil 
Theid dan arms an streup, 

Nach iarr cairdeas no fabhar 
Air namhaid fo’n ghrein ; 

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

Tha Frisealaich ainmeil 
Aig seanachaibh nan crioch, 

Fir gharbha ro chalma, 
’Ur f'earg 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-cheathairn 
Le’m buailtibh de ni; 

Thig sluagh dumhail gu’n churmta 
A duthaich Mhic-Aoidh. 

Nis o chuimhnieh mi m’ iomrall, 
’S fath iunntraichinn 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’-bharr. 

Thig Gdrdanaich, ’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 leam gum bi ’n eucoir 
’Nuair dh’ eighte sibh sios. 

Siosalaich nan geur-lann 
Theid treun air chiil arm. 

An Albainn’s an Fiirinn 
B’ e ’ur beus a bhi garg, 
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An am dol a bhualadh 
B’ e ’n cruadal ’ur calg, 

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

Nam biodh gach curaidh treun-mhor 
Le cheile san am, 

lad air aon inntinn dhirich 
Gun t'hiaradh, gun chain, 

lad cho cinnteach ri aon fhear, 
’S iad titheach air geall, 

Dh’ aindeoin muiseag nan du-Ghall, 
Thig cuis thar an ceann. 

CROSDHANACHD 

FHIR NAN DRUIMNEAN. \ 

Tha bith ur an tir na Dreollainn, 
’S coir dhuinn aithris, 

Tha moran deth tigh’n am biochionnt’ 
Ri gnas Shasuinn, 

Ni’m beil duin’ uasal, no iosal, 
No fear fearainn, 

Leis nach aill, gu moran buinig, 
Ceird a bharrachd. 

Tha ceird ur aig fear nan Druimnean, 
Th’ air leinn tha cronail; 

B’aill leis fein a dhol an aite 
Mhaisteir Sgoile, 

An t-6ide sin fein a rinn fhoghlum, 
Le gloir Laideann, 

Ghlacadh leis, gun chead a chairdean, 
A cheaird a bh’aige. 

Labhairt—’S e an t-aobhar a thug do dhaoine 
aire thoirt do shannt an sgoileir so, ’nuair a mh- 
iannaich se cheaird do bhi aigoide foghluim, nach 
laimhsicheadh e i, mar laimhsicheadh an t-oide 
foghluim fein i. Oir ’nuair a ghabhadh an t-oide 
foghluim air a dhaltachan, ’s aim a ghabhadh e 
air na leanabanan, ach ’s aim a ghabhadh an 
sgoileir sanntach so air na daoine arsaidh mar an 
ceudna. ’Nuair ghabhadh an t-oide foghluim 
air a dhaltachan, ’s aim a ghabhadh e air na 
ciontaich, ach ’sann a ghabhadh an sgoileirsaimt- 
ach air na neo-chiontaich. ’S aim uaith sin a 
dubhradh—“ Saoilidh am fear a bhios na thamh, 
gur e fein a’s fearr lamh air an stiuir,” ach cha 
mho gur h-e. 

Cha’n ionnsaich e clann, no leanabain, 
Mar bu choir dha, 

Gus am bi iad na’n daoin’ arsaidh 
Fo ’n lan fheosaig, 

Cha tugadh an Cillmocheallaig 
Breath bu chlaoine,* 

No ni rinn an ceann a b’ aird’, 
A’ mas ’ga dhioladh. 

Gabhail do chrios an aois arsaidh, 
Air mas sean-duin’, 

’S fada ma’ii ionnsaich an gniomh sin 
Ciall do theangaidh, 

Ge be labhras ris an fhear ud, 
Coir, no ea-coir, 

Gabhar air a ghiort’ de stracaibh, 
Le crios feilidh. 

Labhairt—Agus b’fhior do’n duine sin, cha 
d’fhuaireadh riamh rud a dh’ionnsachadh teanga 
droch mhuinte, bu mheasa na gabhail air na 
masan aim an aobhar na teanga, agus an teanga 
thuigsinn gur h-ann na h-aobhar fein a fhuair am 
mas am mor-ghleusadh sin. Mar deanadh sin a 
ciall ni bu mheasa, cha deanadh e idir ni b’fhearr 
i. Uaith sin a dubhradh—“ Am fear nach ionn- 
saich laimh ri ghlim, cha’n ionnsaich laimh ri 
uilean.” 

A chuideachd da’m bu choir bhi diamhair, 
’S a ghna’m falach, 

Cha d’fhagadh da’n dion bho chunnart, 
Sion de dh’ earradh, 

Bha iad aon uair an lathair iianais, 
An taigh greusaich. 

Dubhairt nighean Shomhairlef 
Le rabhart, sa gnas siomhailt, 

’S coir gu’m beauuaich siuu gu saibhear, 
Cuid gach Criosduidh. 

B’fhearr learn ge nach eil mi maoineach, 
No luach gearrain, 

Gu’m biodh coltas do thriuir 
Gu turn aig Calum4 

habbairt—’S e aobhar thug do’n mhnao. 
bheusaich, cheart, choir, so a radb, a run deagh 
chneasta, chum gu’m biodh aig a fear fein a 
leithid, sa bhiodh aig a nabaidhean ; ’s nach suil 
ghoiute, no lombais, a bh’ aic air cuid a coimh- 
earsnaich. Mar bh’aig Gillebride Mac-an- 
t-Saoir aim an Ruthaig, an Tiritbe, a mhort 
an ceithir-tichaid cearc le aon bheum-sula, ’s a 
bhris long mhdr nan cuig crannag, a dhaindeoin 
a cablaichean sa h-acraichean. Uaith a sin a 
dubhradh—“ Sann de’n cheaird a chungaidh.” 

Tha bith ur an tir na Dreollainn, 
A thog am Baron, 

Air gach aon fhear a labhras buna-chainnt, 
Rusgadh feamain, 

Ma sgaoileas air feadh gach tire, 
Am bith thog Tearlach, 

« See note, page 38. + The shoemaker’s wife. 
J The shoemaker who had no children. 
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’S teann as nach t’eudadh ri h-uine, 
K-fein bhi paighte. 

Ma rigeas an gearan so Seumas, 
Breitheamh skr-mhath, 

Cha tog e dochair mu dheibhinn, 
Ach glag mdr gaire. 

Labhairt—Agus bha aobhar na dha aig an t- 
Siorramh choir air gair a dheanadh, tliaobh 
gu’n d’rug timchioll-gbearradh airsan, lecoimh- 
earsnachd ban-Spaintich do thachair ris. ’S 
aim uaith sin a dubhradh, “ An duine ni teine 
math deanadh e-fein a gharadh ris. 

Note —The laird of Druimin kept an old school- 
master in his house, in the double capacity of tutor to his 
children and goer of errands. The dominie was one day 
sent to a shoemaker who lived on the laird’s grounds, with 
a message ordering a pair of new shoes for his master. 
The souter declined the honour intended him, alleging as 
a reason that it was a standing rule with him, “ never to 
make a pair of shoes for any customer till the last which 
he had got were paid for.” But there was another, if 
not rather a piece of the same, reason of the shoemaker’s 
unwillingness to make the shoes—the laird was a drench 
payer; one, in fact, who would run on an account to any 
conceivable length without ever thinking it time to settle 
it. Well, the wielder of the ferula returned, and reported 
to his master the ipsissima verba of the son of St Crispin. 
The laird was so exasperated at the insolence of his re- 

tainer, that he immediately determined to be revenged on 
the souter; and, lest he should have the hardihood to 
deny his own words, he took the schoolmaster along with 
him. Now, the souter was a regular lickspittle; a mean, 
cringing, fawning, malicious, yet cowardly wietch; for, 
when the laird said to him, “ Did you say to this gentle- 
man,’.' pointing to the dominie, ” that you would make 
no more shoes for me till I had paid for the last I 
got ?” “ Oh no, no, Sir,” said the shoemaker, with an air 
of surprise, “ most willingly would I convert all the 
leather in my possession into shoes for your honour. I 
have but too much time to work for those who are not so 
able to pay me, and am therefore n/uwrys at your service.” 
The poor dominie was thunder-struck at the barefaced 
impudence of the “ fause loon;” but, ere he had time to 
utter a word in explanation, the laird had not only laid 
the flattering unction to his own soul, but seizing the 
preceptor by the throat, placed his head between his 
own knees in a twinkling, and clutching Crispin's foot- 
strop in the one hand, and lifting the dominie’s phila- 
beg with the other, he therewithal plied him on the 
bare buttocks, so hotly and heavily, that he bad well 
nigh expended the “wrath” which he had so carefully 
been “nursing” for the rascally souter. How many 
stripes the wight received deponent hath not said, but 
true it is, the number far exceeded that prescribed by 
the law of Moses. Indeed it is doubtful whether “the 
man of letters” might not have lost his “ precious spunk,” 
if the shoemaker's better-half had not flown to his rescue. 
Gentle dame! well have I designated thee thy churlish 
husband’s “ 6t’£/e?'-half!” for though the poor schoolmaster 
was both disgraced and pained through his default, his 
eyes were blind and his heart hard as the “ nether mill- 
stone.” And though it may be that no grey stone points 
out the place of thy sepulture, yet h^s the bard embalmed 
thy name in his song. 

AN T-AOSDANA MAC-MHATHAIN. 

This poet flourished in the seventeenth century. He lived in Lochalshe, Ross-shire, 

where he had free lands from the Earl of Seaforth, and was called his bard. He was a 

poet of great merit, and composed as many poems as would occupy a large volume ; 
but as they were not committed to writing, they suffered the same fate with the 

productions of Nial Mac-Mhurrich, and were lost by being trusted to memory alone. 
The two pieces given here is all that can now be found of his works. “ Cabar Feigh" 

was not composed by him, as stated by some collectors of poetry. The first song given 

here was composed on the Earl of Seaforth, on his embarking at Dorny, of Kintail, for 
Stornoway. It has been imitated in English by Sir Walter Scott. 

ORAN DO’N I AREA THUATHACH 
TRIATH CHLANN-CHOINNICH. 

Deoch slainte’n larla thuathaich, 
A thriall an de thar chuaintean bhuain, 
Le sgioba laidir luasganach, 
Nach pilleadh cas na fuathas iad, 
Muir gaireach air gach guallainn dh'i; 
Air clar do liiinge luaithe, 
Gabb mi cead dhiot is fhuair ini ’n t-dr. 

Gu’n cumadh Dia bho bhaoghal thu, 
Bho charraid cuain’s bho chaolasan, 
Bho charraig fhuair gun chaomhalachd, 
Seachd beannachd tuath is daonachd dhut, 
Buaidh larach ri do shaoghail ort, 
Fhir ghaoil ga t-fhaicinn bed. 
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Gur gaoth a deas a dh-eighiim dhut, 
Gu’n chruas gu’n tais a sheideadh rith’. 
Fear bearta beachdail, geur-chuiseach, 
Gu sunndach, bras, neo-eisleanach, 
Bhi fuasgladh pailteas eudaich dh’i, 
Ga bhreideadh air gach bord. 

Gu'n innsinn gniomh do stiuireadair, 
Fear cuimhiieach, ciallach, curamach, 
’Dh’ aithnicheadh fiamh a chulanaich, 
A chuireadh srian ri cursaireachd, 
Mu'm bristeadh trian a chuirneau oirr’, 
A inhuchadh e fo srdin. 

T-fhear eolais laidir, fradharcach, 
Ueas labhracb, gaireach, gleoghairaoh, 
Min chiunteacb, seolta, faighidueach, 
Crann geadha ’na’d laimh adhairtaich, 
Mac Samhail rasg mhic-fraoire, 
Sud mar thaghainn dhut na seoid. 

Ma chaidh thu null thar chuainteanan, 
Air darach naomh a ghluaiseadh tu, 
Fir bhuille saoir a ’dh f'huaigheas i, 
Bidh barrantas dhaoin’ uaisle leat, 
Bidh beannach bhochd, a's tuatha dhut, 
Cha ’n eagal baoghal fuadaich dhuibh, 
Bidh Dia ma ’n cuairt da d’ sheol. 

Mu sheol thu bare air f'airge bhuainn’, 
Thu fein’s do choirneal Calamanach, 
Fhuaircliu’n cuirt na ’n Albannach, 
Gur h-iomadh turn a dhearbhadh leat. 
Be sud an leoghunn ainmeil, 
Bu mhor seanachas air gach bdrd. 

Gur tagha calla dh-innsinn dhut, 
’N deidh na mara Si-phortaich, 
Thu dhol gu fallain, firineach, 
Do Steornabhaidh bho linnteantan, 
Bithidh ro-fhial gheala teinteannan, 
Aig fir’s aig mnai’s toil-inntinn orra, 
Hi linn thu theachd gu ’n cors. 

Gur h-iomadh sruthan firinneach, 
Tha ’n linntichean an t-Sl-phortaich, 
Tha triath na h-Earradh dileas dhut, 
Le ’n connspainn fhearail innsgineach, 
A Lochlainn thig na miltean, 
Air chuan-sgith gu teach Mhic-Leoid. 

’Nuair cruinneicheas na Sailcich leat, 
S do chinneadh neartmhor tabhachdach, 
Bidh mire, ’s cliiich, isgaireachdaieh, 

Sa’n ionnad arm an tarladh sibh, 
Cha ’n ioghnadh thu bhi ardanach, 
Sa liuthad iion-fhuil aluinn, 
A tha cairdeach ga do phdr. 

Bidh Tormod bg na shiubhal leat, 
Siol-Lebid nan rb-seol uidheamach, 
Fhir stblta, chomhnart, shuidhichte, 
Bidh 61 gu leoir nam suidhe dhaibh, 
Bidh fion is beoir le siibhachas, 
Air piosaibh buidhe oir. 

MARBHRANN 

DO DH1 ADASDA1B DUBH GHLINNE-OARAJDU. 

Fhuaib mi sgeula moch di-ciadain, 
Air laimh fheuma bha gu creuchdach, 
’S leoir a gheurad ann sa ’n leumsa, 
A nail o’n treud bha buaghar. 

O Dhun-Garannach ur allail, 
Na’n turp meara, ’s nan steud seanga, 
Nan gleus glana, ’s ceutach sealladh, 
Beuchdail, allaidh, uaimhreach. 

Gur dtibhach, deorach, tha Clann Domhnuill, 
Mu chreach Chnoideirt neart nan roiseol, 
Gaisgich ebrodha, nach tais 'n am comhraig, 
Mo chreach mhor’s mo chruadal. 

Gur goirt an sgaradh tha’n Gleann-garadb, 
O’n dh’ fhalbh leannan nan arm glana, 
Da ’in b’ ainm Alasdair, ceann nam beannachd, 
Glac nan geal lann cruaghach. 

Bu chall curaidh do dh’ Alb’ uile, 
O dh’ fhalbh cuilein, nan arm guineach, 
Bu gharg turas, ’n sealg nan cunnart, 
’N am dha bhuille bhualadh. 

’S an rioghachd so fein bu fhlathail t-fheum, 
’S bu sgathail beum do chlaidheimh geir, 
Do shamhailt fein cha’n fhac o’n dh’ eug thu, 
Ghaisgeich euchdaich, bhughaich. 

Ge b’e dhuisgeadh t-ain-iochd, 
Bu dluth dha carraid, ’n tus tarruinn 
Kusgadh lannan, surd air ghearradh, 
Bruchdan fal air ghuaillean. 

’S tu ’n Donullach dian, connspunn nan triath, 
Morghalach fial, ro lodraich nan cliar, 
Leis an oilte fion, agus or ga dliiol, 
Ann an aitribh nan crioch sluaghail. 
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A shliochd rlgh Fionnaghaill, 
Nan corn geala-ghlaic’s nan srol balla-bhreac, 
’M por nach cearbach, dol fo ’n armaibh, 
’N am nan garbh-chath ruaidhneach. 

Ach buaidh a’s slainte an fhir a dh-fhag thu, 
Duinei], braithreil, cinneil, cairdeil, 
Gaol bho namhaid, gradh bho chairdoan, 
A shliochd nan annunn nasal. 

AN T-AOSDANA MAC-’ILLEAN. 

Hector Maclean, commonly called Eachann Bacach an t-Aosddna, lived in the 

seventeenth century, and was poet to Sir Lachlan M‘Lean, of Duart, from whom he had 

a small annuity. After much inquiry, we have not been able to procure any particulars 
of his life worth publication, or seen any more of his productions than are published in 
this work. The following elegy attracted the particular attention of the late Sir Walter 

Scott, and he has published an imitation, or free translation, which is every way worthy 

of that great bard. 

MAItBHRANN DO SHIR LACHUINN MAC-GH1LLEAIN 

TRIATH DHUBH-AIRD. 

Thriall ar bunadh gu Phara, 
Co b’urrainn da sheanchas? 

Mac-Mhuirich,* .Mac- Fh cargo is, 
Craobh a thuinich re aimsir, 

Fhriamhaich bun ann an Alba, 
Chuidich fear dhiu’ cath-Gairiach, 

Fhuair sinn ullaidh fear t-ainme theachd beo. 
Fhuair siun, &c. 

Cha chraobh chuire cha phlannta, 
Cha chnodh bho’n uraidh o’n d’ fhas thu, 

Cha bhla chuirte ma bhealltainn, 
Ach fas duillich a’s meanglain, 

A iniar m’ullaich so dh’ fhag sinn, 
Cuira Chriosd tuilleadh an aite na dh' fhalbh. 

Cuir a Chriosd, &c. 

’S mor putliar an raith-se, 
’S trom an dubhadh-sa dh’fhas oirnn, 

Gur ro cumhann leinn t-ardach, 
’N ciste luthaidh na’n claran, 

’S fad is cuimhne leinne caradh nam bdrd, 
’S fad is cuimhne, he. 

* Clerk-Register of Icolurakill. 

Chaidh do chiste 'n taigh geamhraidh, 
Cha do bhrist thu chno shamhna, 

Misneach fear innse-Gall thu, 
’S mor is miste do ranntaidh, 

Nach do chlisg thu roi’ naimhdean, 
Fhir bu mheasail an campa Mhontroise. 

Fhir bu mheasail, &c. 

Fhir bu rioghaile cleachdadh, 
’S tu bu bhioganta faicinn, 

A dol sios am blar machrach, 
Bhiodh na miltin ma d’ bhrataich, 

Chuid bu phriseile ’n eachdraidh, 
Luchd do mhi-ruin na’n caist ort, 

’S ann a dh’ innste leo t-fhasan, 
’Nuair bu sgi leo cuir sgapaidh na’m fedil. 

’Nuair bu sgith, &c. 

Cha bhiodh buannachd do d’ namhaid, 
Dol a dh’ fhuasgladh bhuat iamhuinn, 

Bha thu buadhach’s gach aite, 
Cha b’e fuath mhic a mhaile, 

Fear do shnuadh theachd na fhardaich, 
Cha dath uaine bu bhia dhut, 

’Nuair a bhuaileadh an t-ardan ad phor. 
’Nuair a bhuaileadh, &e. 
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Gu’m b’ aithriseach t-fheum dhaibh, 
’N am nan crannan a bbeumadh, 

Chum nan deannal a sheideadh, 
Bhiodh lann thana chruaidh, gheur ort, 

*S tu fad la air an t-sheirm sin, 
Cha tigeadh lag-bhuile meirbh bho do dhorn. 

Cha tigeadh, &c, 

’N aile ohunaic mi aimsir, 
’S tu ri siubbal na sealga, 

Cha bu chuing ort a’ gharbhlach, 
Pic de’n inbhar cha d’ fhas i, 

Chuireadh umhal na spairu ort, 
Cha bhiodh fuithil a tarruinne, 

’Nam biodh lutha na crannaghail, 
Chuireadh siubhal fo earr-ite ’n coin. 

Chuireadh siubhal, &c. 

Glac chdmhnart an caradh, 
’M bian roineach an t-sheana bhruic, 

Cinn storach o’n chcardaich, 
Cha bhiodh oirleach gu’n bhathadh, 

Eadar smeoirn agus gaine, 
Le neart cdrcaioh a Flanras, 

Cha bhiodh feolach an tearmad, 
Air an seoladh tu’n crann sin ad dheoin. 

Air an seoladh, &c. 

Cha b’e sin mo luan-Caisge, 
’Nuair a bhuail a ghath bais thu, 

’S truagh a dh’ fhag thu do chairdean, 
Mar ghair sheillein air laraich, 

’N deigh a mealunnan fhagail, 
No uain earraich gu’n mhathair, 

’S fada chluinnear an garaich mu'n chi d. 
’S fada chluinnear, &c. 

Gu’m bu mhath do dhiol freasdail, 
’N taigh mor am bial feasgair, 

Uisge beatha nam feadan, 
Ann am piosan ga leigeil, 

Sin a’s clarsach ga spreigeadh ri cedi. 
Sin a’s clarsach, &c. 

Bhuineadb dhinne na ur-ros, 
Fear ar taighe's ar crun air, 

Ghabh an rathad air thus uainn, 
Liuthad latha ri chunntas, 

Bh’aig maithibh do dhuthcha, 
Miad an aighear’s a muirnc, 

Bha mi tathaich do chuirtc, 
Seal mu’m b’ aithne dho ’n turlar a dh’fhalbh 

Seal mu'm b’ aithne, &c. 

B’edl dhomh innse na bh’aca, 
Gu'm ba’nn do mhiannan Shir Lachuinn, 

Bhiodh ’g dl fiona ’n taigh farsainn, 
Le mnaidh rimheach ned-as-caoin, 

Gldir bhinn agus macnais, 
Ann ’san am sin’m bu ghna leibh bhi poit. 

Ann ’san am sin, &c. 

’N am na faire bhiodh glasadh, 
Bhiodh chhirsach ga creachadh, 

Cha bhiodh cedi innte an tasgaidh, 
Ach na medir ga thoirt aiste, 

Gu’n Icon laimhe gu’n laige, 
Gus ’in bu mhianach leibh cadal gu fdill. 

Gus’m bu mhianach, &c. 

Bhiodh na cearraich ri braise, 
lomairt thaileasg ma’n seach orr', 

Fir fdirne ri tartar, 
Toirm a’s mathadh air chairtean, 

Dolair spainteach a’s tastain, 
Bhi’ ga’n dioladh gu’n lasan na’n Idrg. 

Bhi ga’n dioladh, &c. 

Thug each teist air do bheusan, 
Bha gradh a’s eagal mhic Dhe ort, 

Bha fath seirce ga d’ chcill ort, 
Bha adigh deiseach a’s deilbh ort, 

Cha robh ceist ort mar threun fhear, 
Bhiodh na sgriobhtair ga’n leubhadh, 

Ann ad thalla ma’n eireadh do bhdrd. 
Ann ad thalla, &c. 

Ge bu lionmhar ort frasachd, 
Chum thu direach do d’ mhacabh, 

Do bhreid rimheach gu’n srachdadh, 
Cha do dhiobair ceann slait thu, 

O’n’s e Criosd a b’ fhear beairt dhut, 
’Sin an Ti a leig leat an taod-sgdid. 

’Sin an Ti a leig, &c. 

A mhic mo ghlacas thu’n stiuir so, 
Cha bu fhlathas gun diichas, 

Dhut bhi’ grathuinn air h-urnaigh, 
Cuir da caitheamh an triuir oirr, . 

Cuir an t-Athair aim tus oirr’, 
Biodh a Mac na fhear iuil oirr’, 

An Spiorad Naomha ga giulan gu nos. 
An Naomha, &c. 
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ORAN 

DOLACHUNN MOR MAC GILLEOIN 

TRIATH DHUHH-AIRD. 

Spantach ladair, fulangach, 
’N laimh a churaidh chliutaich, 

’S a ’n sgiath bu trie an taisbeanadh, 
Air ghaoirdean deas nan lii-chleas. 

A Lachuinn oig gu’m faic mi thu, <Jc. 

A lachuinn dig gu’n innsinn ort, 
Sgeul is binn ri aireamh, 

Nis o rinn e craobh-sgaoileadh, 
’S na bheil an taobh so dh’fhairge, 

Tha thu lan do dh’ fhinealtachd, 
Cho ceart sa dhinnseadh seanchas, 

Gur mac lain Ghairbh darireamh thu, 
An am dol sios an garbh-chath. 

A Lachuinn dig gu’m faic mi tha. 
Mar treigeadh bord na bds mi, 

Gum faic mi fo cheann. bliadhn’ thu, 
Mar glac am fiabhras drd mi, 

A ghnuis sholta, ’s am beul o’n sochdrach gdire, 
Do dheud gun stbir o’m binn thig glbir, 

O’n faighinn pbg a’s faille. 

’Se Ceannard Chlan-’llleain, 
Dh’fhas flathasach le cruadal, 

Sgaoil e feadh gach tighearnais, 
Gu’n ghleidh thu dligheil t-uaisle, 

Ach’s iomadh neach bu shugradh leis, 
Crubadh aim an truailieachd, 

Ach rinn thu beairt bu cliutaiche, 
Air an duchas mar ba dual dhut. 

A Lachuinn big gu’m faic mi thu, Qc. 

’S e na chuir mi dh’edlas ort, 
Dh’ fhag an ced ma m’ shuilean, 

Aig a mhiad sa fhuair mi dheth, 
Gu’n leig mi ruaig an tiis ort, 

Dh’ aithnichinn air an fhaiche thu, 
A lub nan cas-chiabh ur-ghlan, 

Gu’m b’ ursann-chath air gaisgeich thu, 
Na’n tigeadh creach a d’ dhuthaich. 

A Lachuinn oig gu 'mfuici mi thu, !fc. 

B’ e sid an gasan leis bu taitncach, 
Picean dait’ a lubadh, 

’N t-iubhar nuadh ga lagh gu chluais, 
’M beatha bhuat bu shiiibhlach, 

Ceir a’s rdsaid dlu fo t-dvdaig, 
Ite an edin gu h-ur-ghlan, 

j\lu chul an fheidh ma’n gearr e leum, 
Bbidh fhuil na leine bruite. 

A Lachuinn oig gu’m faic mi thu, rf(C. 

Sid na h-airm a ghlacainn dut, 
A dhol air sraid an fhudair : 

Cuilbhair a ghleis shniamhanaich, 
A bheul o’n cinnteach cuimse. 

Mo ghaoil a’m fear caiteanach, 
A leubh a chairt’s rinn gual d’i, 

Deis an eireadh na brataichean, 
! A’s teach o ghlaic nam fuar-bheann, 
’N am dusgadh as an cadal daibh, 

Gu’n d’ bhuail thu pais ma’n chluais orr’, 
’S thilg thu steach an teachdaireachd, 

’S an ceart air bhachd an guaile. 
A Lachuinn oig gu ’mfaic mi thu, tfc. 

’S iomadh bratach shuaicheanta, 
’N robh smuais a’s cruas a's cairdeas, 

Eadar rutha Chuirteirnis, 
Gu Dubh-airt thun a Garbh-lead, 

Dh’ eireadh fir Aird-ghobhar leat, 
j Fir fhoghainteach neo-sgathach, 
Dhearbhainn fhin gu’n geileadh dhut, 

Fir ghleusta bho Bhra’-charnaig. 
A Lachuinn oig gu'm faic mi thu, $fc. 

Ghluaiseadh leat s na h-eileanan, 
Dream nach ceil an gradh ort, 

Thigeadh ort a mor-lnnis, 
A bhratach ledghannt’ laidir, 

Clnte sid gu follaiseach. 
Fir fhoinnidh aim an Aros, 

Na fir ura nach diultadh, 
Sgiurs thoirt air an namhaid. 

A Lachuinn oig gu ’mfaic mi thu, 

j Dh’ eireadh sedid o’n Mhuidhe leat, 
Nach cuireadh bruthach spairn orr’, 

J Nan ceanna-bheairtean glana, 
Nan lannan geal’s nan targaid, 

| Nan cuilbheirean caol acuinneach, 
Aig gaisgich nan gniomh gailbheach, 

A dheanadh luath a chaisleacha, 
’N uair dh’ eireadh srad bho theanachair. 

A Lachuinn oig gu ’m faic mi thu, ^c. 

Bratach aig Clann-Ddmhnuill, 
'N a’m biodh ad choir gu’m b’ fheairrde, 

Dh’ fhas gu seasmhach, cruadalach, 
’N uair ghluaiseadh iad na’n armadh, 

Ann an gliocas firinneach, 
Cho math sa sgriobh an seanachas, 

S!d an dream bba innsgineach, 
Iti ’n innseadh nach robh leanabail. 

A Lachuinn oig gu ’m faic mi thu, d[c. 
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LACHUNN MAC THEARLAICH. 

Lachlan M'Kinnon, alias Lachunn Mac Thearlaich Oig, flourished about the middle of 

the seventeenth century. He was a native of Strath, Isle of Skye, and a lineal descendant 

of the Ceann-taighe of the M‘Kinnons of that place. His parents w'ere in comfortable 

circumstances, and although we have no data to ascertain the extent of his scholastic 

acquirements, it is obvious from a cursory glance at his productions that he w'as not un- 

lettered,—while the purity and critical correctness of his Gaelic, furnishes ample proof 

that he studied and understood the structure of that language. He was an excellent 

musician, and was in the habit, when a young man, of carrying his violin about with him 

from place to place—more for recreation and amusement, than for any sordid considera- 

tions of pecuniary remuneration. The habits and predilections of his countrymen, their 

excessive fondness of poetry, music and dancing, always secured for such gifted indivi- 

duals as M'Kinnon, the warmest grasp of hospitality’s right hand wherever he went. He 

seems, however, to have discontinued the practice—in consequence of a low, unmanly 

attack upon his character and motives by a w'andering bard of the name of M‘Lennan. 

Talents and genius are very seldom bestowed upon any individual without a copious 

mixture of impulses, that too often seek their gratification in improper indulgences. Burns 

j and Byron were constituted after this manner. Lachlan M'Kinnon happened at one time 

to be perambulating the Main land, in the district of Lochalsh, where he put up for the 

night in the house of a respectable farmer. After supper, one of the daughters wrent out 

| to prepare a bed for the cherished stranger in an out-house or barn. She was accom- 
panied by a little favourite pug called Coireal, and the poet soon followed. Fairly 

ensconced with the fair and artless maid, and privacy favouring his designs, Lachlan 

yielded to the impulses of his heart, and the result was an illegitimate daughter, who- 

seems to have inherited the broad humour and poetic genius of her father. Many of her 

repartees and witticisms have descended to us by oral recitation, but space remonstrates 

against our noticing but one, which may serve as a specimen of the whole. Some time 

I after her father married, her stepmother was going from home, and meeting her about the 

door accosted her thus:—“ You’re my first-foot, and pity you if you are not lucky to 

meet with 1” “ Ask my father,” rejoined the young woman, “ and he will tell you that I 

am the most unpropitious omen that could come in your w'ay.” “ Dear me ! how that ?” 
eagerly inquired the stepmother. “Because,” continued the other, “ I was the first per- 

son he himself met, while on his way to marry you, and God know s it was the most un- 

lucky journey he ever made!” But we are digressing, and had almost forgot to say, that 

during M'Kinnon’s struggle to deflower the farmer’s daughter, little Coireal sounded so 

loud an alarm, that he seized it by the hind legs, and dashed out its brains against the 

wall! This has been made the subject of a very merry song, in which our author comes 
in for a pretty round flagellation. 

Lachlan M'Kinnon died at a good old age, and was buried in his native parish, where 

some of his grandchildren are still living and much respected. 
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LATHA’ SIUBHAL SLEIBHE. 

Marbhphaisg ort a mhulaid, 
Nach do dh'fhuirich thu nochd uam 

’S nach do leig thu cadal domh, 
S an oidhche f'ada, fuar, 7 I 

Ma’s ann a dh’iarraidh cunntais onn, 
A lunn thu air mo shuain, 

Bheir raise greis an drasda dhut 
Air aireamh na tha bh’uat. 

Latha’ siubhal sleibhe dhomh 
’S mi falbh learn fein gu dlu, 

A chuideachd aims an astar sin 
Air gunna glaic a’s cu, 

Gun thachair clann rium ann sa’ ghleann 
A’ gal gu farm chion iuil: 

Air learn gur h-iad a b’aillidh dreach 
A chunnacas riamh le m’ shuil. 

Gu’m b’ioghnadh learn mar tharladh dhaibh 
Am fasach fad air chul, 

Coimeas luchd an aghaidhean 
Gu’n tagha de cheann iuil, 

Air beannachadh neo-fhiata dhomh 
Gu’n d’fhiaraich mi:—“ Co sud ?” 

’S fhreagair iad gu cianail mi 
A’m briathraibh mine ciuin. 

“ lochd, a’s Gradh, a’s Fiughantas, 
’Nar triuir gur h-e ar n-ainm, 

Clann nan uaislean curamach, 
A choisinn cliu’s gach ball, 

’Nuair phaigh an fheile cis d’an Eug 
’S a chaidh i-fein air chall, 

’Na thiomnadh dh’fhag ar n-athair sinn 
Aig mathaibh Innse-Gall. 

“ Tormod fial an t-shugraidh, 
Nach d’fhas m’a chuinneadh eruaidh, 

A bha gu fearail fiughantach, 
’S a chum a dhuthchas suas ; 

’S ann air a bha ar taghaich, 
O’n thugadh Iain bh’uainn, 

’S beag m’ fharmad ris na feumaich 
O’n a bheum na cluig gu truagh ! 

“ Bha’n duin’ ud ro fhlathasach, 
’S e mathasach le ceill, 

Bha e gu fial fiughantach, 
’S a ghiulan math ga reir ; 

Ge farsuinn eadar Arcamh, 
Cathair Ghlas-cho’s Baile-Bhoid : 

Cha d’ fhuaras riamh oid-altrum ann, 
Cho pailt’ ri teach Mhic-Leoid. 

“ Chaidh sinn do Dhun-Bheagain 
A’s cha d’iarr sinn cead ’na thiir, 

Fhuair sinn, failte shuilbheara, 
Lc furbailt a’s le muirn: 

Gu’n ghlac e sinn le acarachd 
Mar dhaltachan ’nar triuir, 

A’s thogadh e gach neach againn 
Gu macant’ air a ghliin. 

“ Fhuair sinn greis ’gar n-arach, 
Aig Mac-Ledid a bha san Dun, 

Greis eile gle shaibheir 
Aig a bhrathair bha’n Dun-Tuilm 

Sin ’nuair labhair fiughantas 
Dalt uiseil Dhomhnuill ghuirm : — 

“ Bu trie leat a bhi sugradh rinn, 
’S cha b’ fhasan ur dhuinn cuirm. 

“ N am eiridh dhuinn neo-airtneulach 
’S biadh maidne dhol air bdrd, 

Gheibhte gach ni riaghailteach, 
Bu mhiannach leat ga d’ choir ; 

Cha d’ chuir thu duil am priobairtich, 
Cba V fhiach leat ach ni mdr; 

Bu chleachdadh air do dhitheid dhut 
Glain’ fhiona mar ri cedi. 

* Alluding to an Irish Harper of the name of Cailcan 
Corniac, who, in consequence of a misunderstanding, left 
his master and fled to Scotland, at that time the saving ark 
of refugees, whether children of prose or verse. During 
his peregrinations in the hyperborean regions of Caledonia, 
he visited, according to the custom of the times, many of 
the Highland Chieftains and families of distinction, whose 
ears were not yet sufficiently refined to disrelish music, 
and who, consequently, appreciated his ahiiities and per- 
formances. Among others in whose families the Hibernian 
minstrel was well received, was that of the Laird of Apple- 
cross. On the day of his departure, Applecross, whose 
generosity was worthy of his country and high rank, gave 
Cormac a handful of gold pieces out of his right hand, and 
a similar quantity or silver ones out of his left. Such a 
splendid instance of genuine Highland liberality, could not 
but awake sentiments of the most lively gratitude in the 
naturally feeling bosom of the minstrel; who. upon his 
arrival in the Emerald Isle, lost no opportunity of trum- 
peting forth the praises of his benefactor. The tide of his 
quondam employer’s rage having now subsided, and a 
reconciliation having been effected between the parties, 

“ Am fear a bh’ air a Chomraich 
Bu chall soillear dhuinn a bhas 

Ann an cuisibh diulanais, 
Cha b’ iudmhail e’ measg chaich 

Lamh sgapaidh dir, a’s airgeid e 
Gu’n dearmad air luchd dhan, 

A’s mhionnaicheadh na clarsairean 
Nach e bu taire lamh.* 
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“ Thug sinn ruaig gu’n soradh 
Gu Mac-Choinnich mdr nan cuach, 

Be’n duin’ iochd-mhor, teo-chridheaoh, 
S bu leoghannt e air sluagh, 

Bha urram uaisl’ a’s ceannais aig’ 
Air fearaibh an taobh-Tuath ; 

Cha chuirt’ as geall a cbailleadh e 
Ge d’ fhalaich oirn e ’n uaigh ! 

“ O'n rinn an uaigh ’ur glasadh orin, 
’S nach faic mi sibh le’m shuil ; 

’S cumhach, cianail, craiteach, mi, 
’S neo-ardanach mo shurd, 

’S mi cuimhneachadh nam braithrcan sin 
A b'aillidh dreach a’s gnuis, 

Gur trie a chum sibh coinnidh riutn 
Aig Coinneach anns a’ Chuil. 

“ Ailpeanaieh mhath chiar-dhuibh, 
’Gam bu diithchas riabh an Srath, 

D’an tigeadh airm gu sgiamhach 
Ge bu riabbach leinn do dhath, 

Bu lamh a dheanamh fiadhaich thu, 
Gu’n dial bu bhiatach math, 

’S a nise bho na thriall thu bh’uainn, 
Cha’n iarrair sinn a staigh. 

“ Bu chuimir glan do chalpannan, 
Fo shliasaid dhealbhaich thruim, 

’S math thigeadh breacan cuachach ort, 
Mu’ii cuairt an fheile chruinn, 

’S ro mhath a thigeadh claidheamh dhut, 
Sgiath laghach nam ball grinn, 

Cha robh cron am fradharc ort, 
’Thaobh t-aghaidh’s cul do chinn. 

“ Nam togail mail do dhuthchannan, 
’S ga ’n dliithachadh riut fein ; 

Bhi’dhmaid air ’nar stiubhartan 
’S ’nar triuir gu’m bi’dhmaid reidh, 

Cha do thog sinn riabh bo Shamhna dhut, 
No Bealltainn cha b’e’r beus, 

Cha mho thug oich air tuathanach, 
Bu mho do thruas ri fheum. ” 

Bha’n duin’ ud na charaid dhomh, 
’S cha char dhomh’ chliu a sheinn, 

Mas can each gur masgall e, 
Leig tharais e na thim ; 

Do bhas a dh-fhag mi muladach, 
’S ann chluinnear e’s gach tir, 

Cha b’ioghna’ mi ga t-iondrann, 
Ann am cunntais thoirt’s an t-shuim. 

his master asked Cormac :—Creid i *n lamh bo fheile do 
fhuair tu *n Albainn ?" i. e. which was the most liberal 
hand you found in Scotland ? To which he replied:— 
“ Lamh dheas fhir na Comraich ”—The right hand of 
Applecross.—“ Creid i ’n ath te !" which was the next ? 
 “ Lamh chlith fhir na Comraich” or the left hand of 
Applecross, was the minstrel’s prompt and quaint reply. 

’S mi smaointeach air na saoidheann sin 
’S a bhi ga’n caoidh gu truagh, 

’S amhuil gheibh mi bhuinig ann, 
Bhi taghaich air luirg fhuair, 

An taobh a chaidh iad tharais, 
’S ann tha dachaigh uil’ an t-shluaigh, 

Dh’eug lannraic priunsa Shasuinn ; 
’S cha duisg e gu la-luain ! 

Note.—This beautiful and pathetic song was composed 
by Mackinnon after the death of some of his relations. 11 
would appear that while they lived, and while his own cir- 
cumstances continued prosperous, he was much respected 
throughout the country, and was not unfrequently the 
guest and companion of the best gentry in the Highlands. 
No sooner, however, had death deprived him of his friends, 
and misfortune had robbed him of his gear,» than he began 
to experience, from the world and his former patrons, the 
bitter indifference and coldness which poverty too often 
brings in her train. This he experienced in an especial 
manner, when, on a Christmas evening having gone to the 
Castle of Dunvegan, where the rest of the country gentry 
were, as usual on such occasions, enjoying the hospitality 
of the chief, poor Mackinnon was not only unnoticed and 
neglected, but repulsed from the hall, where, in worthier 
days, and under a worthier laird, he and his fathers were 
wont to be welcome guests. In consequence of this un- 
handsome treatment, the indignant bard returned instantly 
to Strath. While pursuing his homeward journey through 
the lonely glen, beneath the towering Culeens, and while 
the fever of his resentment still burned within his bosom, 
he met, or imagined he met, Generosity^ Love, and Liber- j 
ality, outcasts, like himself, from the hearts and halls of 
highland lairds, and bitterly inveighing against the tyranny 
that thus exiled them, unfed and unclothed, from the 
abodes where they were accustomed to reign and revel. 
At length having reached his home, he went to bed, pro- 
bably supperless, and gentle sleep not deigning to woo him, 
but in its stead the weeping muse, he composed, and, for 
the first time, sung this song. It was highly esteemed by 
the Highland bards and seanachais. the latter of whom 
entitled the tune to which it is sung, “ Tri-amh Fonn na 
h-Alba,” or the third best air in Scotland ;—we have not 
been able to ascertain what airs were considered the first 
and second. In reference to the time and place whore it 
was first sung, we may mention that it was a custom of the 
old highlanders, when they could not sleep, to sing on | 
their beds, and that loud enough to waken all the inmates 
of the house, who, if the song was good, never grudged 
their slumbers being thus musically broken. 

ORAN 
DO N1GHEAN FHIR GHEAMBAIL, 

Moch sa’ mhadainn mi's lan airtneii, 
Tha mi ’g achdain m’ iunndrainn, 

An aite cadail air mo leabaidh, 
Carachadh sa tiunntadh. 

Na’m faighinn cead, gun rachainn grad. 
Am still gu’n stad, gu’n aon-tamh ; 

A dh’ fhios an ait’ am fiosrach each, 
Gu’m beil mo ghradh-sa ’n Geambail. 

* Lest this statement may be mistaken, it is only to be 
inferred that his predecessors had been obliged to dispose 
of their lands, but that he still had some of the proceeds 
upon which he lived ; but funds in cash, even if consider- 
able, were not regarded in those days so honourable as 
even a very limited competency arising from a paternal 
estate. 
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'S ge fad air chuairt, mi’s tamull bh’uam, 
An aisling bhuan so dbuisg mi; 

Thu bhi agam, ann am ghlacaibh, 
Bhean bho ’n tlachd-mhor sugradh. 

A dhainean buinig’s fada m’ fhuireach, 
Ann an iomal duthcha, 

O choin a chiall! gu’m be mo mhiann, 
Bhi ’n diugh a trial! ga t-iunnsaidh. 

Air t-iunnsaidh theid mi ’n uair a dheireas, 
Mi gu h-eatrom sunndach ; 

Gach ceum de’n t-shlighe, dol ga d’ ruidhinn, 
Bi dh mo chridhe sugach 

Mo mhiann bhi ’n ceart-uair air bheag cadail 
Ann ad chaidridh greannar ; 

Mo dhuil gun chleitb, le durachd mhath, 
Gur h-e mo bheatha teann ort. 

Ac.h oigh na maise’s 6r-bhuidh fait, 
’S do ghruaidh air dreach an neionein ; 

Tha eideadh grinn, mu dheud do chinn, 
’S do beul bho’m binn thig oran. 

Rosg thana chaoin, fo d’ mhala chaoil, 
’S do mheall-shuil, mhin ga sedladh ; 

j S i’n t-sheirc tha t-eudainn ghreas gu eug mi, 
Mar toir cleir dhomh coir ort. 

Gu’n choir air t-fheutainn, digh na feile, 
Ghreas mi fein gu an-lamh ; 

Fhuair thu ’n iosad buaidh bho Dhiarmad, * 
Tha cuir ciad an geall ort. 

Ciochan geala, air uchd meallaidh, 
Miami gach fir ’n am sealltain ; 

Do chion fallaich th’ air mo mhealladh, 
’S e na eallach throm orm. 

Tha ruin nam fear, fo d’ ghun am falach, 
Seang chorp, fallain, sunndach ; 

Slios mar eala, cneas mar chanach, 
Bho cheann tamull m’ iuil ort. 

Bho bharr do chinn, gu sail do bhuinn ; 
’S tu dhamhsadh grinn air urlar ; 

Bhi ga t-aireamh’s gu’n tu lathair, 
Ghreas gu lar mo shugradh. 

Mo shugradh cheil’s duil ruit mar bhean, 
Oigh nan ciabh glan faineach ; 

T-aon bhroilleach geal, trom-cheist nam fear, 
’S uasal an t-ion ban-righ. 

j Tha seirc, a’s beusan, tlachd, a’s ceutaidh, 
Mar ri cheile fas riut; 

Do ghaol gach Id so rinn mo ledn, 
Cho mor’s nach col dhomh aireamh. 

Cha ’n eol domh aireamh, trian de t-ailleachd, 
Gus do’n bhas gun geill mi; 

* Rba’m “ Bad.seirc” ann an gruaidncan Dhiarmaid. 

Ceillidh, cliutach, beusach, muirneach, 
Ceud fear ur tha ’n deidh ort. 

Bi’dh airnean bruit aig pairt de ’n chunntais, sin, 
Dha ’n diult thu caoimhneas ; 

Bi’dh slaint’ as ur, le faille chiuil, 
Aig fear ni lub san roinn ort. 

SG1AN DUBH 

AN SPROGAIN CHAIM. 

Dh’ innsinn sgeul mu mhalairt duibh, 
Na’m fanadh sibh gu foill, 
Mur dh’ eirich do ’n chall bhreamais domh, 
’Nuair chaidh mi do Dhun-gledis ; 
Air bhi thall an Sgalpa dhomh, 
Air cuirm aig Lachunn dg ; 
Fhuair mi bhiodag thubaisteach, 
Le a caisein-uchd’ bha mdr. 

Bu mhath a chuirm a bh’an’, an sin, 
’S mo bheannachd-sa na deigh ; 
’N fhear ud dune chunnaic i, 
A dhi-mol i gu leir ; 
Ach fhuair mi fhin bloidh biodaig ann 
Nach tig an la ni feuin, 
A’s stiallaire mor fedsaig oirr’, 
Mur fhear d’a sedrsa fhein. 

Mas oil ieibh an athais ud, 
Gu ’n robh i agabh riamh ; 
Loinidean a’s dghnaichean, 
An cdnuidh dhuibh bu bhiadh ; 
Ged’ dheanadh sibh cruiuneachadh, 
Tuilleadh a’s coig ciad ; 
’S tearc fear gun chaisein-uchd aige, 
Cho gharbhe ri torc-fiadh. 

Chuir an tir so ’n duileachd mi, 
’Nuair chunnaic iad mur bha ; 
Bha gach neach ga choisrigeadh, 
Roimh ’n dos a bh’air ’a barr; 
Bha sgonn do mhaide seilich hint; 
Bu gheinneanta rinn fas ; 
Bheireadh saor neo chronail aisde, 
Crosg da’n loinid bhain. 

Chuir Mac-Ionmhuinn bairlinn, 
An trath so mach sa ’n tir, 
Chuir e na soachd barranntais, 
Gu Donnacha Mac-a-Phi; 
Gabhail gu caol Arcaig leo, 
Mu ’n ghabh i tamh sa ’n tir, 
’Sa muinntir fein thoirt coiune dh’ i, 
’S gur soilleir i do m’ dliith. 



Cha ’n ion-raholaidh ghrath-bhat sin, 
Thug thu steach thar chaol, 
An t-arm a bha gun chaisrigeadh, 
’Sa b’ ole leam air mo thaobh ; 
’S mairg sliasaid air am facas i. 
A bbiodag phaiteach mbaol ; 
B’ iomlaideach air bhordaibh i, 
Sgian dubh a sgornain chaoil. 

B’ i sud an bhiodag rosadacb, 
A b’ ole leam air mo chliath’, 
’Si ruadh-mheirg uile’s coltas d’ i, 
Fo dhos de db’ fhionnadh liatb, 
Bha maide reamhar geinneaeh innt’ 
’S car na h-amhaieh fiar 
Cha ghearradb i sgiath cuileige, 
Be buille no le riaob. 

’Nuair chaidh mi dh’ iarraidh breathanais, 
Cha d’ fhuair mi leithid riamh ; 
Sin nuair thuirt an Saileanach, 
(’Nuair chairieh e rium biasd ; 
Mathall do chuirc Mhdr-thirich, 
Da’m beil an roibein Hath ; . 
Duirceall dubh gun fhaobhar, 
’N am taobhadh ris a bhiadh.) 

“ Bu mhath sa bhruthainn ehaorainn i, 
’Sa’n caohnag nam fear mor ; 
’S e Fionn thug dh’i an latha sin, 
An t-ath-bualadh na dhorn ; 
Thug e na brath-mhionnan sin, 
Naeh dh’ fhag i duine bed ; 
’S naeh robh neach ga’m beanadh i, 
Naeh gearradh i’ gu’ bhrdig.” 

Tbuirt mi fhin cha’n fhior dhut sin, 
’S aim ehaill thu d’ ciall le aois ; 
Coid a chuimhne’s faid’ agad, 
On stad i gu blii maol; 
Chaidh mi air mo ghlun d’ i, 
Mu ’n do ruisg i rium a taobh ; * 
’S thug i na seachd sgairtean aisd, 
Gus ’n tug Mac-Talla glaodh. 

Bu cheithir bliadhna-fichead d’ i, 
Bhi ’n eitsein mhorair-Gall ;f 
’S fhuair i urram cdcaireachd, 
Thar moran de na bh’ aim ; 
Bha Mac-Aoidh ga teachdaireachd, 
Mu ’ll deach e chdmhraig theann, 
’S b’ fhoirmeal aims a chogadh i, 
Sgian dubh an sprogain chaim. 

Ged thigeadh Clann-Domhnuill, 
’S na sedid a tha mu thuath, 
Mac-Aoidh an tus feaehda leo, 
’S garbh bhratach an taobh tuath ; 
’Nuair thig a bhratach Cheann-Saileach. 
’S a thairnnear ridhe suas ; 
* Fulling it out of the sheath. + Lord Caithness. 

’S tearc fear gu’n chaisein gaoiseid air, 
Bho smeig gu mhaodail sios. 

Note The poet happened to be one of a party at the 
, house of Lnchunn Og, a relative of his own, when, upon the 

company “getting fou an’ unco happy,” they fell to 
playing at a sort of game called lomlaid bhiodag. The 
manner in which it is played is this :—The lights are ex- 
tinguished, and every man casts his dirk under the table. 
The dirks are then shuffled with a staff, after which a 
person, having his right hand, tied to his side, and a glove 
on his left, is blindfolded and put under the table to hand 
out one by one in rotation to every man who had cast a 
dirk in : and every body had to keep the dirk which fell to 
him in this way. M’Kinnon’s dirk was by far the best in 
the whole collection, but he lost it in the lottery, and got 
in its stead an old coarse dagger belonging to a Kintail 
man who was present. This person was one of those 
termed " Clann 'Ic Rath Mholach,” i. e. Hairy M’Raes. 
M’Kinnon was far from pleased with his lot, and he com- 
posed this song on the occasion. 

CURAM NAM BANTRAICHEAN. 

LUrXNP.AO. 

Hug hoireann ho-rb hura-lho, 
Bi’dh curam air na bantraichean, 
Hug hoireann hb-rb hkra-bho, 
Bi’dh curam air na bantraichtan. 

Bidii curam air ua mnathan oga, 
’S moran air ua bautraichean, 

Hug hoireann ho-ro, tS c. 

Bi’iih curam tim an Earraich orra, 
Gu’n bi ’ll t-aran gann aca, 

Hug hoireann ho-ro, $c. 

Bi’iih curam mor a’s eagal orra, 
Theagamh nach bi claim aca, 

Hug hoireann ho-ro, ijc. 

’Nuair bhios cacli gu cuirealdach, 
Bi’dh iads a cumh ’an t-shean-duinc, 

Hug hoireann ho-ro, £(C. 

’Nuair shineas tu air mireadh riudh’, 
Silidh iad mar alltanan, 

Hug hoireann ho-ro, <5.c. 

Bi’dh ’n dosan siar san’m breidean fiar, 
Air cualan Hath nam bantraichean, 

Hug hoireann ho-ro, Qc. 

Bi’dh dealg a’m bun an fheamain ac, 
’S breamanach a dhamhsas iad, 

Hug hoireann ho-ro, <J'C. 

Ged bhidhiim fhin gun or gu’n spreigh, 
Bu bheag mo speis do sheann te dhubb, 

Hvg hoireann horo, &, c. 

Note.—This song was composed on M’Kinnon hearing 
that a friend of his was about to marry a rich old widow. 
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AN CLARSAIR CALL. 

Roderick Morison, the far-famed harper and poet, commonly called An Cldrsair Dali 

was born in the Island of Lewis*, in the year 1646. His father wras an Episcopalian 

Clergyman in that place, a man of great respectability and goodness of heart, and a de- 

scendant of the celebrated Britheamh Leoghasach. He had other two sons, Angus and 

Malcolm. At an early age, the three, who were all designed for the pulpit, were sent 

to Inverness to their education. They were not long there, when the small-pox 

made its appearance in the town with great virulence ; our three pupils were seized with 

it, and although the best medical skill was in requisition, so severe was the malady, that 

Roderick lost his eye-sight, and had his face—otherwise a very fine, open and expressive 

one,—dreadfully disfigured and contracted by it. His brothers were more fortunate,— 

they followed up their clerical aspirations, and having gone through the curriculkrn of 
their order, Angus got a living in the parish of Contin, and Malcolm was appointed to 

the Chapel of Poolewe, in the parish of Gairloch, Ross-shire. Balked in his juvenile 

i anticipations, and now incapacitated for any active, civil, military, or other profession, | 
Rory directed his attention to the study of music, for which nature had furnished him j 

with a first-rate genius. In this divine science he greatly excelled, and although he was j 

no mean performer on other musical instruments, the silver-toned harp seems to have been 
his favourite. On this instrument, he left all other Highland amateurs in the rear. 

His superiority as a musician, and his respectable connexions soon served him as a pass- 

! port to the best circles in the North. He was caressed and idolized by all who could 
appreciate the excellence of his minstrelsy. Induced by the fair fame of his fellow-harp- 
ers in Ireland, he visited that country, and probably profited by the excursion. On his 

return to Scotland, he called at every baronial residence in his way ; the Scotch nobility 

and gentry were at the time at the Court of King James in Holyrood-House—Rory 

* The Messrs Chambers of Edinburgh, in their Journal, Number 451, of Saturday, September 
19th, 1840, say, on the authority of Mr Bunting, that blind Rory was an Irishman. This is in- j 
correct. We know how much Journalists are at the mercy o»f others, and how easily they are mis- ! 
led ; but without at all expecting any thing like omniscience in the Messrs Chambers, we think, 
that before lending the weight of their columns to give currency to the mis-statement, they ought j 
to have informed themselves of the facts. 

Of Mr Bunting, we know nothing or almost nothing ; but we sympathize with him in his liter- 
ary researches, and attempts to resuscitate the musical spirit and ancient melody of his country. 
We protest, however, against his robbing us of our sweetest minstrel—not for the world would we j 
accord to Hibernia the honour of having given birth to Rory Ball—-and for this one reason, that 
he was bona fide born and brought up in the Highlands of Scotland ; and, if a man must be born j 
a second time, it does not necessarily follow, that that event must take place in Ireland. Mr 
Bunting’s blind Rory, goes by the sonorous name of O’Cahan,—we have no objection to this; 
neither do we lay claim to any of the estates which descended to the said Rory O’Cahan as his 
patrimonial inheritance, but we claim for ourselves the honour of consanguinity with Roderick 
Morison, the blind harper. We have given his birth and parentage ;—we have pointed to the 
manses of his two brothers,—we have given his own history as a poet, harper, and farmer, and 
until these facts are disproved, the Irish historian must rest satisfied with his own Rory, and the 
Messrs Chambers must understand that such things as erroneous statements can be imported over 
the Irish channel, much easier than a Ross-shire Highlander can be made an Irishman. 
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wended his way to Edinburgh, where he met with that sterling model of a Highland 

Chieftain, John Breac M‘Leod of Harris, who eagerly engaged him as his family harper. 

During his stay under the hospitable roof of this gentleman, he composed several beautiful 

tunes and songs, and, among the rest, that fascinating melody—“ Feill nan Crann," which 

arose out of the following circumstance : Rory, sitting one day by the kitchen fire, had 

chanced to drop the key of his harp in the ashes which he was raking with his fingers, as 

M'Leod’s lady entered and inquired of one of the maids—“ God e tha dhith air 

Ruairidh ?” (iMhuire! tha a chrann—chaill e san luath e," was the reply—“ Ma ta 

feumair crann eile 'cheannach do Ruairidh continued Mrs M'Leod ; and the gifted 

minstrel, availing himself of the forced or extended meaning of the word crann, forth- 

with composed the tune, clothing it in words of side-splitting humour, and representing 

the kitchen maids as ransacking every mercantile booth in the land, to procure him his 

lost implement l 

Shortly after this period, we find our author located as a farmer at Totambr in 

Glenelg, at that time the property of his liberal patron M' Leod, who gave him the occu- 

pancy of it rent-free. Here he remained during his friend’s life, and added largely to the 

stock of his musical and poetical compositions. 

An Clarsair Rail was fondly attached to his patron, whose fame he commemorated in 

strains of unrivalled beauty and excellence. The chieftains of the clan M'Leod possess- 

ed, perhaps, greater nobleness of soul than any other of the Highland gentry; but it must 

be observed, that they were peculiarly successful in enlisting the immortalizing strains of 

the first poets in their favour—our author and their own immortal Mary. Rory’s elegy 

on John Breac M'Leod, styled, “ Creach nan Ciadan,” is one of the most pathetic, 

plaintive and heart-touching productions we have read, during a life half spent amid the 
flowery meadows of our Highland Parnassus. After deploring the transition of M'Leod’s 

virtues, manliness and hospitality from the earth, he breaks forth in sombre forebodings 

as to the degeneracy of his heir, and again luxuriates in the highest ingredients of a 

Lament. Oran mor Mhic-Leoid, in which the imaginative powers of the minstrel con- 

jure up scenes of other days, with the vividness of reality, is a master-piece of the kind. 

It comes before us in the form of a duet, in which Echo (the sound of music), now ex- 

cluded like himself from the festive hall of M'Leod, indulges in responsive strains of 

lamentation that finely harmonize with the poignancy of our poet’s grief. 

This last song was composed after his ejectment from his farm, and while on his way to 

his native Isle of Lewis. It is not true, as stated by Mr Bunting, that Rory Dali was a 
wandering minstrel. He indeed occasionally visited gentlemen’s houses, but that was 
always under special invitation—he wras born a minister’s son, and did not require to earn 

his bread by wandering from place' to place. Rory Dali was much respected in his age 

and country for those high musical powers which have contributed so much to the plea- 

sure and delight of his countrymen—talents w'hich have obtained for himself the imperish- 

able tame of being one of the sweetest and most talented poets of our country. He died at 

a good old age, and was interred in the burying ground of I, in the Island of Lewis. Peace 

be to his manes! never we fear, shall the Highlands of Scotland again produce his like. 
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A CHI AD DI-LUAIN DE’N RAID IIH. 

A chi ad di-luain de’n raidhe,* 
Ge d’ bha mi leam fhln, 

Cha d’ fhuair mi duine an ia sin, 
A thaiuig am ghaoith, 

Dh-fhiaraich cia mar bha mi, 
Na’m bail leam dhol sios, 

An Tota-mor so fhagail, 
Nach b’ kite dhomh e, 

’Soillcir dhuinne thar chacli uile, 
Nach robh duin’ a’s tir, 

A chumadh fear mar chach mi, 
Mar b’ abhaist dhomh bin. 

Sin ’nuair chuala Fearachar, 
Mi’n dearmad aig each, 

Thainig e na m’ ehddhail, 
On b’ edl dha mo ghnas, 

Thug e leis air sgdid mi, 
Gu sedmar a mhna, 

Anna lion an stop dhuinn, 
’S na sor oirn’ a lan, 

Ge d’ tha e falamh’s ro mhath ’n airidh, 
’Ghlaine fo thoirt dha, 

’S gu’m faigheadh e luchd eolais, 
Na m bioidh a phdea Ian. 

Labhair a bhean choir sin, 
Gu banail eoiach glic, 

Fhaic thu ’n t-uan gu’n mhathair, 
An clarsair gu’n chruit, 

An leabhar gu’n leubhair, 
’S c bheus a bhi druit, 

S’ an dorlach gu’n fhuasgladh, 
A suaineach a bhruic, 

Ge d’ tha thu falamh’s ro mhath ’n airidh 
Ghlaine so thoirt dhut, 

’S gu’n dlamaid a dha dhiu’ 
Air slainte an fhir bhric. f 

An ti so tha mi ’g iomradh, 
’S a ’g iomagainn do ghna, 

Cha cheil mi air do mhuinntir, 
Gaoh puing mar ata, 

* The Highlanders had a practice in the olden times that 
is still partially observed in certain parts even at the pre- 
sent day, and that tended to keep alive and fan those habits 
of hospitality and friendly feelings among the inhabitants 
of particular districts for which they are so justly cele- 
brated. The custom to which we allude, was to meet at an 
appointed house, on the first Monday of every quarter, to 
drink a bumper to the beverage of the succeeding, and 
wish it better or no worse than the present. 
f John Breac Macieod. 

Ge h-eibhinn leam r’a chluinntiun, 
An saoidh a bhidh slan, 

Sgeul nach taitneach leamsa, 
Ma dh’ iomalaid thu gnas, 

Fath mo ghearain a bhi falamh, 
’S mi tamull o d’ laimh, 

“ ’S faide ’n fhead no t-eigheach, 
’S an fheusag air fas.” 

Ge d’ fhuiligear gach ni’s feudar, 
’S neo-eibhinn le m’ run, 

Thusa bhidh ’n clar-sgithe, 
’S mi ’n tir air do chul, 

Le m’ fhedsaig leathuinn ledmaich, 
Gu rdibeineach dlu, 

’S thusa a’ giiilan malaid, 
A ghna ann san Dun, 

Fhir bhric bhallaich, meall na bharail, 
’M fear a thuirt o thus— 

“ ’S fad o’n chridhe cheudna, 
Na’s cein bho bheachd sul.” 

Ge d’ tha mise an drasda 
Da m’ arach fad uat, 

Sloinnidh mi mo phairt, 
Ris gach nabaidh m’an cuairt, 

Ma’s beag ma’s mor a dh’ fheudas mi, 
Spreidh A chuir suas, 

Bioidh sid fo iochd nan sar-fhear, 
Nach saraich am fuachd, 

Ri la gaillionn an ard hheannahh, 
’S iad nach gearain uair, 

’S trie, an siubhal sealbhach, 
Air shealg do ’n taobh-tuath. 

Tha fir ghasda bhedghant’, 
Aig Edghann Loch-iall, 

Nach seachnadh an toireachd, 
’N am tdgbhail nan triath, 

Rachadh iad gu’n sdradh, 
An cddhail nan ciad, 

’S math am fulang ddrainn, 
’S tha crddhachd nan gniomh, 

Fir ro ghasda nach ’eil meata, 
Nach d’fhuair masladh riamh, 

Mhathas mo chuid dhdmh. sa, 
’S mi ’n ddchas gur fior. 

’S iad Clann-Mhic-Tll-Ainmhaidh, 
’S oirdheirce gniomh, 

Luch shiubhal a gharblaich, 
’S a mharbhadh nam fiadh, 
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Cha d’ fhuair iad aobhar oilbheum, 
Mar falbhadh iad sliabh, 

Cha dean iad a bbeag ormsa, 
’S nach lorgair mi’s fiach, 

Mo chreach ma ’n coinnidh’s i fo’n comraic, 
’B’e an comunn mo mhiann, 

Buachaillean mo threud, 
’N uair nach leir dhuibh a ghrian. 

Tha sliochd Iain Mhic-Mhartainn,* 
Gu tabhachdach treun, 

Raghainn air an naimhdeas. 
An cairdeas, gu’n bhreug, 

Cha bhuin iad ri tal-bheairt, 
Mo lamhsa nach speis, 

“ Far an isi’ an garadh, 
Cha ghna leo a leum,” 

Na fir ghasda gu’n bhi meata, 
’S iad nach seachainn strcup, 

Le ’n toirear buaidh’s gach spairne, 
Ann’s gach aite dha ’n teid. 

Clann-a-Phi •]• ri’ n seanachas, 
’S neo-leanabaidh na sedid, 

Buidhean nan sgiath balla-bhreac 
A dhearbhadh an giedis, 

’S iad nach seachnadh fuathas, 
’N am bhualadh nan srdn, 

Ge b’ e chuireadh f'earg orr’ 
Cha b’ fharmadach dhd, 

’N am tarrainn nan lann tana, 
Caisgear carraid led, 

w Buille ’n corp cha bhuail” iad, 
Tha uaisle nam pdr. 

Tha Clann-’Ille-Mhaoil mhuinte, 
Bha cliix orra riamh, 

Buidhean tha do-cheannsaiclit, 
Is ceannsgalach trial!, 

Ri faicinn an naimhdean, 
’S neo-sgathach an triath, 

B’ annsa ieibh ruaig shunndach. 
No tionntadh le fiamh, 

Laochraidh guineach nan arm fuileach, 
’S mairg ri ’n bhuin sibh riamh, 

Tha nimh a’s neart ’n-ar naimhdeas, 
’S ’ur cairdeas gu'n t'hiar. 

Tha aig Colla cdmtilainn, 
Nach conn-iapach gleus, 

Luchd nam feudan dubh-ghorm, 
Nach diultadh ri feum, 

’N-am na graide dhiisgadh, 
Gu ’n dubladh bhur feum, 

Bha fios aig Mac-an-Tdisich, 
Nach sdradh iad ccum, 

* Dochanassie men, a very brave little clan at that time, 
f Locbarkaig men, followers of Locheil. 

Dol na choinnidh sa’n la shoilieir, 
’S gu’n iad coimeas cheud, 

B' annsa dol da bhualadh, 
No buaile ’n fir theud. 

’S iad sliochd Cholla chls-mhoir. 
Da rireadh a th’ ann, 

Nach leigeadh le muiseag, 
An cuis thar an ceann, 

Misneach cha do threig sibh, 
’N streup chlanna Ghall, 

Cha bu dual daibh mio-sta’ 
No mi-thurachd ghann, 

Na fir churanta fhuair urram, 
Re h-am iomairt lann, 

O minig luchd an aobhair, 
Gu craobhach a call. 

Maille ris gach suairceas, 
Bha fuaite ri’r gne, 

Tharrainn sibh mar dhualchas, 
An uaisle ’n ar cleith, 

Gu creachadh cha do ghluais sibh, 
Cha chuala mi e, 

B’ annsa leibh eun cluaise, 
Thoirt uam le m’ thoil fein, 

Na mo chreachadh’s an dol seachad, 
’S mi na m’ airc mu’m spreidh, 

’S mi gu’n eagal tuairgnidh, 
’S mo bhuaile fo’ r mein. 

Tha Gleann-Garadh ceannsgalach, 
Connspunnach, cruaidh, 

Chumadh ri luchd aimhreit, 
A chonnspaid ud suas, 

Na’m tharrainn gu sanntach, 
An lann as an truaill, 

Bu mhath do’r luchd gamhlais, 
San am ud bhi bhuaibh, 

Biodh ceum cridheil air reang tri-ear, 
Cha gleidh bruinne buaidh, 

Aig buidheann a mhoir cheann-aird, 
Nach teann mo chuid bhuam. 

Tha ’n taic na laimhe. 
An Ceann-taile so thall, 

Fir ghasda neo sgathach, 
Ga’m b’abhaisd bhi teann, 

Ri faicinn a namhaid, 
Nach failinnach greann, 

Is trie a fhuair buaidh larach, 
Le abhachd an lann, 

Neart a chlaidhe be air raghainn, 
Nach dh-fhas fathast fann, 

Coille’s i gu’n chrionach, 
Gur lionmhor a claim. 
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’S iad marcaich na Moidhe, 
Fir chro nam buadh, 

’M beil aithn’ agus edlas, 
Nach soradh an duals, 

Clann-Choinnich nan ro-seol, 
Na’n crodh’ mhilean sluaidii, 

Na beathraichean beodha, 
Ga coir a bhi cruaidh, 

Dream gu’n laige ri am troide 
Ceann a chabraich suas, 

Aig luchd na gorm lann naimhdeach, 
Nach sanntaich mo bhuar. 

Note.—When the harper composed this song, he was re. 
siding in Tota-Mdry in Glenelg, as a farmer, and the few 
of the clans he alludes to were people that he had good 
reason to fear would rob him, or, in other words, carry 
away his cattle—a very prevalent practice in those days. 
As, therefore, he had little or no means of defending him- 
self, he immediately called his harp and his muse to his 
aid, and composed this song, in which those dreaded ene- 
mies are invested with all the attributes of honour, honesty, 
and good neighbourhood ; and, as far as the bard was con- 
cerned, they always acted towards him in the characters 
his muse was willing to believe they actually possessed. 

ORAN 

DO DH-1A1N BREAC MAC-I.KOID. 

Tha moran, moran mulaid 
An deigh tuineachadh am chdm, 

Gur bliadhna learn gach seachduin, 
Bho nach facas lain donn ; 

Na ’n cluinninn ged nach f'aicinn, 
Fear do phearsa thigh’nn do ’n fhonn, 

Gu’n sgaoileadh mo phramh ’s m’ aivsneul. 
Mar shneachd 6g ri aiteamh trom. 

Their mi hb-r& ghealla beag, 
’ S’ na hb-rb challan h-i. 

Their mi ha ri) ghealla beag, 
’ S na hb-rb challan h-l; 

Challan hi ho hu-rd bhb, 
’ S na hb-rb challan hi, 

Gurfada bho na trdthan sin, 
Nach robh mo ghrddh san tir. 

A luchd comuinn so, na ’n eisdeadh sibh, 
Ri cuid de m’ sgeul, gu’n mheang, 

'S mi caoidh an uasail bheadaraich, 
Tha bhuam an fheadhs’ air chall; 

Cha robh cron ri fhaotainn ort, 
Ach thu bhi faoilidit ann, 

Bho ’n fhuair mi gu h-ur eibhinn thu, 
’N Dun-eideann, a measg Ghall. 

Their mi ho-ro, c^c. 

Thug mi ionnsaidh fhada, 
As do dbeigh’s mi ’n cladach cruaidh. 

Thug mi ionnsaidh bhearraideach, 
’S a chamhanaich Di-luain ; 

Cha d’fhuaras an t-6g aigeantach, 
Bu mhacanta measg sluaidh, 

’S cha ’n fhaodainn a mhisg aicheadh, 
’S do dheoch-siainte dol m’ an cuairt. 

Their mi ho-ro, Ac. 

Thug mi ionnsaidh sgairteal, 
As do dheigh an cladach doirbh, 

Ged nach tug mi capull learn, 
Na agair mi na lorg ; 

Gu ’n robh mo choiseachd adhaiseach, 
’S an rathad a bhi dorch, 

Le breisleich mhic-nan-cliathan,* 
’S do lamh filial ga dhioladh orm. 

Their mi ho-ro, Qe. 

Fhir so tha mi g’ iomradh ort, 
Ga t-ionndrain tha mi bh’ uam, 

Sron ardanach an fhiughantais, 
Cha b’ fhiu leat a bhi crion ; 

Na 'n cluinninn fein’s gu ’n tigeadh tu, 
Fhir chridhe dhios nan crioch, 

Gu’n olainn do dheoch-siainte, 
Ga do phaighinn i, de dh’ fhion. 

Their mi ho-ro, §c. 

Beul macanta, ciuin, rabhairtach, 
’N uair tharladh tu’s taigh-dsd, 

A dh’fhas gu seirceil, suairce, 
Gaol na’m ban, ’s nan gruagach dg ; 

’S iomadh maighdeann cheutach, 
A bha deigheil air do phdig, 

Le’m b’ ait bhi cunntadh spreidhe dhut, 
’8 a deas-lamh fein le deoin. 

Their mi ho to, c^c. 

Cha robh fuath na greathachd ort, 
Ri t-amharc bha thu caoin, 

Saighdear foinnidh, flathail. 
Air an gabhadh gach neach gaol ; 

Euchdach, treubhach, urramach, 
Bha ’n curaidh glan gu’n ghaoid, 

Gu fearail, meanmnach, measail, 
Air nach faighte an tiotal claon. 

Their mi ho-ro, fyc. 

Saighdear fearail, fuasgailteach, 
F’ear cruadalach, gu’n mheang, 

Ceann-feadhna air thus na brataich e, 
Ga taisbeanadh san Fhraing; 

Thig airm air reir a phearsa, 
Air an laoch bu sgairteil greann, 

’Nuair dh’ eireadh airde lasrach ort, 
’S mairg a’ chasadh riut san am. 

Their mi ho-ro, <£c. 

* An t-uisge-beatha. 
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Thig claidheamh socrach, stailinn dhut, 
De ’n t-sedrs as fear sa bhuth, 

’S e fulangach bho bharra-dheis, 
Gu ’n ruig a cheanua-bheairt duirn; 

Faobhar air a gheur chruaidh sin, 
Nach gabhadh leum na liib, 

Laim air dhreach na daolaig’, 
’S i air taobh deas-Iaimh mo ruin. 

Their mi ho-ro, ijj'c. 

’S e sud an t-airm a thaghainn dut, 
’S tu ’n deigh an retreut, 

As paidhir dhag nach diultadh, 
Agus fudar gorm da reir ; 

Do ghunna ’n deigh a falmachadh, 
’S tu marbhtach air an treud, 

Ann san laimh nach greagara, 
’S tu leantainn as an deigh. 

Their mi ho-ro, <|*c. 

’S fhada learn a chomhnaidh so, 
Th’ aig Eoin a measg nan Gall, 

Cha ghiorra leam an oidhche, 
Bhi ga chuimhneachadh’s gach am : 

Db’ fhaoiltichinn na’m faicinn thu, 
Tigh’nn seaebad arm sa ghleann, 

Cha ghabhinn fein bonn faiteacbais, 
Ge d’ ghlacadh tu mo gheall. 

Their mi ho-ro, <|c. 

Corr agus tri raidhean, 
Tha thu d’ chadal samhach bh' uain, 

Gu’n t-fhaicinn bho na dh’fbag thu sinn, 
’S ar cridhe ghnath fo ghruaim ; 

A nis bho ’u chuir thu cul ruinn, 
’Sa laidh smurnein air do ghruaidh, 

Mar sholas and deigh dorachadais, 
Tha Tdrmod mar bu dual. 

Their mi ho-ro, Sfc. 

’S e Tormod 6g mo shubhaehas. 
Air bhuidheachas shiol-Leoid, 

Ma’s mac an ait’ an athar thu, 
Thig fathast gu bhi mdr; 

Ann san Dun gu flathail, 
’N robh do chinneadh roi bed, 

Mac-ratha dhuisgeas eibhneas domh, 
Le aighear threig mi brdn. 

Their mi ho-ro, <|'C. 

Ma thuirt iad ogha Thdrmoid riut, 
B’ i sud an fhoirm fhuil ghlan, 

Ma thuirt iad iar-ogha Ruairidh riut, 
B’ i ’n ard-fhuil uaibhreach mhear ; 

’S ogha ’n Eoin gun truailleadh, 
Thug suairceas air gach neach, 

Mac an fhir nach b’fhuathach leam, 
An nochd thog suas mo ghean. 

Their mi ho-ro, Ac. 

CRE ACH-NA-CIADAIN.* 

Tha muld, tha mulad, 
Lion mulad ro mhdr mi, 

’S ge d’ is eigin domh fhulang, 
Tha tuille’s na’s leoir orm ; 

Thromaich sac air mo ghiulan, 
Le dumhladas dorainn, 

Dh’ amais dosgaich na bliadhn orm, 
Creach-na-Ciadain so leou mi! 

Creach-na-Ciadain so leon mi, 
Dh’ fhag mi bredite gu’n fhiabhras, 

A dh’fhdgair mo shlainte, 
’S tearc mo bhrathair’s na criochan ; 

Agam glaodh an loin bhrdnaich, 
’N deigh a h-eoin’s i ’ga iargainn, 

Dh’ fhalbh gach solas a b’ abhaist, 
’S dh’ fhuirich caillein a m’ fhiacail. 

Dh’ fhuirich caillein a m’ fhiacail, 
So i bhliadhn’ a thug car dhomh, 

Dh’ fhag puthar fo m’ leine, 
Nach faothaich leigh tha air thalamh, 

Mo leigheas cha’n fheudar, 
Cha re domh bhi fallain, 

Fhuair mi dinneir la Caisge, 
’S cha b’ fheairrde mo ghoin i. 

Cha b’ fheairrde mo ghoin i, 
Ge do bha mi mu’n chd’roinn, 

’N diugh gur buan domh ri aithris, 
Gu’n bhuail an t-earrach so brdg 'orm ; 

Mi mu'm maighsteir gle mhath, 
’S fad a leus orm nach bed e, 

Ge do racha mi seachad, 
Cha’n fhaigh mi facal dheth chdmhra. 

Cha’n fhaigh mi facal dheth chdmhra, 
Chleachd mi mdran deth fhaotainn, 

’N diugh dh’ fhaodas mi raite, 
Gur uan gu’n mhathair san treud mi, 

’S arm is gna dhomh bhi tursach, 
Gu'n bhrath furtachd as eugais, 

’S o’n a chaochail e abhaist, 
’S tearc a chaoidh mo ghair dibhinn. 

’S tearc a cbaoidh mo ghair eibhinn, 
Cha bhcus domh bhi subhach, 

Ghabh mi tlachd ann bi tirrsacb, 
Chuir mi uigh ann bi dubhach, 

Mu’n ti tha mi ’g iomradh, 
Chuir an cuimhne mo phutar, 

Nis o’n fhuair an uaigh e-san, 
Chaidh an caisead mo bhruthaich. 

* This lamentation was composed on the death of John 
Breac Macleod. 
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Chaidh an caisead mo bhruthaich, 
’S mi fo chumha da direadh, 

Dol an tmimead’s an airde. 
An diugh a thainig mo dhiobhail : 

Dh’ fhalbh mo laitbeichean cibhinn, 
O'n a threig sibh Clar-sgithe, 

Tha mo thaic ann sna h-Karadh 
’N deigh fhalach ’na aouar. 

’N deigh fhalach ’na aonar, 
Bi’dh e daonnan ’an uaigneiia, 

Sgeul mu’n gearanach daoine, 
’S mnai chaointeach nan luath-bhos, 

'S iad a’ co-stri r’a cheile, 
Ceol gun eibhneas seachd truaighe ! 

Leum mo chridhe ’na spealtaibh, 
M’ an chaismeachd ’□ uair chualas. 

Gur h-i chaismeachd so chualas, 
A luathaich orm tioma, 

Dh’ fhag to m’ osnaich full bhruite, 
A’ sior-dhruthadh air m’ innigh, 

’S fhaide seachduin na bliadhna, 
O’n a thriall sibh thair linne, 

Le fiiamhach na fialachd, 
Bh’ann san lion-bhrat air fhilleadh, 

’S ann san lion-bhrat air fhilleadh, 
Dh’ fhag mi spiounadh nan aufhann, 

Ceann-uidhe luchd-ealaidh, 
Mar ri earras luchd-seanachais. 

Agus ulaidh aos-dana, 
Chuir do bhas iad gu h-imcheist; 

’S o’n a chaidh thu sa chiste, 
Cha bu mhis a chilis fharmaid. 

Cha bu mhis a chilis fharmaid, 
Ghabh mi tearbadh o’n trend sin, 

Far an robh mi a’m mheanbh-ghair, 
’An toiseach aimseir mo cheiteiu, 

’S ann an deireadh a Cjiarbhais, 
A dhearbhadh ar feuchain 

Chaill mi ’n ur-ghibht, a chreach mi, 
Ann an seachduin na Ceusda. 

Ann an seachduin na Ceusda, 
Diciadain mo bhristidh, 

Chaill mi iuchair na h-eudail, 
Cha mhi aon neach is mist e, 

Gu’n bhrath faighinn gu brath oirr’, 
Sgeul a sharaich mo mhisneach ; 

’S ann fo dhiomhaireachd m’ airuean, 
A tharmaich mo niosgaid. 

A tharmaich mo niosgaid, 
Cha’n fhaidh mise bhi slan deth, 

Se fear tinn a chinn-ghalair, 
A ni’n gearan bochd craiteach, 

’S ann air ata ’n easlaint, 
Nach d’ fhiosraich a nabaidh, 

’S cha mho dh’ fhairaich e thinneas 
Leis ’n do mhilleadh a shlainte. 

Far ’n do mhilleadh mo shlaint-s’, 
’S ann a tharmaich dhdmh m’ easlaint, 

Gu’n d’ chuir aimsir na Caisge, 
Mi gu brath fo throm airsneal, 

Gheibh gach neach do na dh’ fhag thu, 
Rud ’an aite na bh’ aca, 

Ach mis agus Mairi, 
A chuir a brathair ’an tasgaidh. 

Chaidh do bhrathair ’an tasgaidh, 
’Se mo chreach-sa gur fior sud, 

’S ann an diugh tha mi ’g acain, 
Mar tha mhac na mhaol-ciarain, 

Agus ise bochd brdnach, 
’N deigh a leonadh o’n chiadain, 

Thug mo mlraighstir math uamsa, 
Leis ’n do bhuaiueadh mo phian-bhron. 

Mo phian-bhron a Mhairi, 
Mar tha thu fo chumha, 

Nach faic thu do Bhrathair, 
Mar a b’ abhaist gu subhach, 

An sean-fhacal gnathaichte, 
An diugh’s fior e mar thubhairt : — 

“ Cha robh meoghail ga miad, 
Nach robh na deigh galach, dubhach.” 

Nach robh na deigh galach, dubhach, 
’Se’m fear subhach am beairteas, 

Cha’n fhaigh piuthar a brathair 
Ach gheibh bean aluinn leth-leapach, 

Thainig ar air an diithaich, 
Dia a dhubladh an carta, 

’S ga cumail an uachdar, 
Gus am buadhaich do mhac e. 

Gus am buadhaich do mhac e, 
’N deigh a ghlasadh le gruagaich, 

Lan saibhris is sonais, 
Ann san onair bu dual dut, 

Lean ciiis’s na bi leanbail, 
’S na bidh marbh-ghean air t-uaislean, 

Cum an coimeas ruit fein iad, 
’S na toir beum dha t-ainm Ruairidh. 

Ruairidh reachdar, run-meanmach, 
Tartach, toirbeartach, teannta, 

Do shi-seanair o’n tainig, 
Cha b’ion do namhaid dol teann air, 

’S Ruairidh gasda ’na dheigh, 
Cha b’e roghainn bu taire, 

’San treas Ruairidh fa dheireadh, 
Cha b’e'n gainneanach fas e. 
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An treus Ruairidh de’n dream sin, 
A choisinn geall’s cha b’ e michliu, 

Cba b’ e ’n coilleanach gann e, 
Ach an ceannsgalach mileant’ 

Ma’s tusa ruinn suas, 
An ceathramh Rauiridh, na dearmad, 

Lean ri sinnsireachd t-aiteam, 
'S n a toir masladh dha ’n aium sin. 

Na toir masladh dha ’n ainm sin, 
’S cuir leanabas fo d’ bhrdgan, 

Na biodh daoin’ ann am barail, 
Ge d’ tha car aig an dig ort, 

Bidh gu fiughantach smachdail, 
Rianail, reachdmhor, ’n triath Leddach, 

“ Na faic frid an siiil bridean,” 
Cha chuis dion do Mhac-Ledid e. 

Cha chuis dion do Mhac-Ledid, 
A bhi ddlum’s rud aige. 

Lean an duthchas bn choir dhut, 
’S biodh mdr-chuis na t-aigneadh, 

Ach ma leigeas tu dhiot e, 
Bi’dh na ciadan ga t-agairt, 

’G radh gur crann shlatag chrion thu, 
’N ait’ a ghniomharaich bheachdail. 

Maide dh’ fhas na chraoibh thoraidh, 
Fo bhla onarach aluinn, 

Ann an lios nan cranu euchdach, 
Bha tlachd nan ceud arm ’s gach ait’ air, 

Lean an duthchas bn chathair, 
A mhic an athar a chraidh sinn, 

Na bidh ad chrionaich gu’n duilleich, 
Ann ’san ionad ’n do thamh thu. 

ORAN M O R MHIC-LEOID. 

[EADAB AN CI.ARSAIR AGUS MAC TALLA.] 

Miad a mhulaid tha’m thaghall, 
Dh’ fhag treoghaid mo chleibh gu goirt 

Aig na rinn mi ad dheighidh, 
Air m’ aghairt’s mo thriail gu port. 

’S ann bha rAis’ air do thoir, 
’S mi meas robh coir agam ort; 

A dheagh mhic athar mo ghraidh, 
B tu m’ aighear, ’s m’ adh, ’s m’ ole. 

Chaidh a chuibhle mu’n cuairt, 
Gu’n do thiunndaidh gu fuachd am blathas, 

Naile chuna’ mi uair, 
Dun flathail nan cuach a thraigh. 

Far biodh taghaich nan duan, 
ioma’ mathas gu’n chruas, gu’n chas; 

Dh’ fhalbh an latha sin bhuain, 
’S tha na taighean gu fuaraidh fas. 

Dh’ fhaibh, mac-tall’ as an Dun, 
’N am sgarachdainn duinn r’ ar triath ; 

’S ann a thachair e rium, 
Air seacharan bheann, san t-shliabh. 

Labhair e-san air thus— 
“ Math mo bharail gur tu ma’s fior, 

Chunna’ mise fo’ mhuirn, 
Roi ’n uiridh an Dun nan cliar.” 

A Mhic-talla, nan tur, 
’ Se mo bharail gur tusa bha, 

Ann an teaghlach an fhion’, 
’S tu g-aithris air gniomh mo lamh : 

“ ’S math mo bharail gur mi, 
’S cha b’ urasd dhomh bhi mo thamh ; 

G-eisdeachd brosluim gach ceoil, 
Ann am fochar Mhic-Ledid an aigh.” 

A Mhic-talla so bha, 
Anns a bhaile ’n do thar mi m’ iuil ; 

’S ann a nis dhuinn as leir, 
Gu’m beil mis’ a’s tu fein air chul. 

A reir do chomais air sgeul, 
O’n’s fear comuinn mi-fein a’s tu ; 

’M beil do mhuinntearas buan, 
Aig an triath ud, da’n dual an Dun ? 

“ Tha Mac-talla fo ghruaim, 
Anns an talla’m biodh fuaim a chedil; 

’S ionad taghaich nan cliar, 
Gu’n aighear, gu’n mhiagh, gu’n phoit. 

Gu’n mhire, gu’n mhuirn, 
Gu’n iomracha dlu nan corn ; 

Gun chuirm, gu’n phailteas ri daimh, 
t Gu’n mhacnas, gu’n mharan beoil. 

“ ’S mi Mac-talla, bha uair 
’G eisdeachd fathrum nan duan gu thigh ; 

Far bu mhuirneach am beus, 
’N am cromadh do’n ghrein san t-sruth. 

Far am b’ fhoirmeal na sedid, 
’S iad gu h-dranach, ceolmhor, diith ; 

Ged nach faicte mo ghniiis, 
Chluinnt’ aca sa’n Dun mo ghuth.” 

“ ’N am eiridh gu mocb, 
Ann san teaghlaich, gu’n sproc, gu’n ghruaim i 

Chluinte gleadhraich nan dos, 
’S an ceile na’ cois on t-suain : 

’Nuair a ghabhadh i lan, 
’S i gu’n cuireadh os n-aird na fhuair; 

Le meoir fhileanta bhinn, 
’S iad gu ruith-leumach, dionach, luath.” 
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“ Bhiodh a rianadair fein, 
Cuir an ire gur h-e bhiodh aim ; 

’S e g-eiridh na measg, 
’S an eibhe gu trie na cheann. 

Ge d’ a b’ ard leinn a fuaim, 
Cha tuairgneadh e sinn gu teanu ; 

Chuireadh tagradh am chluais, 
Le h-aidmheil gu luath, ’s gu mall. 

’Nuair a chuirt’i na tamh, 
Le furtachd na fardaich i'ein ; 

Dhomh-sa b’ fhurasda radh, 
Gu’m bu ehuraideach gair nan tend. 

Le h-iomairt dha lamb, 
A cuir a binneas do chach an ceill ; 

’S gu’m bu shiubhlach am chluais, 
A moghunn lughar le luasgan mheur. 

“ Ann sa’ fheasgar na dheigh, 
N am teasa na grein tra ndin ; 

Fir chneataiu ri clair, 
’S mnai’ freagairt a ghna cuir led. 

Da chomhairleach ghearr, 
A labhairt’s gu’m b’ard an gloir ; 

’S gu’m bu thitheach an guin. 
Air an duine gu’n fhuil, gu’n fheoil.” 

“ Gheibhte fleasgaich gu’n ghrain, 
Na do thalla gu’n sgraig, gu’n fhuath ; 

Mnai’ fhionna ’n fhuilt reidh, 
Cuir buineis an ceill le fuaim. 

Le ceileireachd beoil, 
Bhiodh gu h-ealanta, h-ordail, suairc ; 

Bhiodh fear-bogha ’nan coir, 
Ri cuir meo-ghair’ a mhedir nan cluais. 

“ Thoir teachdaireachd bhuam, 
Le deatam, gu Ruaridh 6g ; 

Agus innis dha fein, 
Cuid de chunnard ged 'se Mac-Ledid. 

E bhi’g amharc na dheigh, 
Air an Iain* a dh-eug, s’ nach bed; 

Ge bu shaibhir a chliii, 
Cha’n fhagadh e ’n Dun gu’n chedl.” 

i 
No/e.—This song was a favourite with Sir Alexander 

M’Kenzie, of Gairloch, who paid a person to sing it to 
him every Christmas night. One of Sir Alexander’s ten- 
ants went to him one day to seek a lease of a certain farm. 
The laird desired him to sit down and sing Oron Mbr 
Mhic.Ledid till he should write the document. The ten. 
ant remarked that he certainly set great value on that 
song. “ Yes.” was his reply, ** and I am sorry that every 
Highland laird has not the same regard for it.” 

* John Breac MT.eod was one of the last chieftains 
that had in his retinue a bard, a harper, a piper, and a 
fool,—all of them excellently and liberally provided for. 
After his death, Dunvegan Castle was neglected by his son 
Roderick, and the services of these functionaries dispensed 

C U M H A 

DO DH-FHEAR THAI,ASGAIR.* 

Dh-fhalbh solas mo latha, 
Dhbrchaich m’ oidhche gu’n aighear, 
Cha ’n ell lanntair na m’ radhad, 
’S gu’n mo chainnlean a’ gabhail, 
Tha luchd’m foineachd na’n laidhe sa’n uir orr. 

Bas an Eoin so ma dheireadh, 
Rinn ar lednadh gu soillear, 
Sa chuir ar solas an gainnead, 
Dhuisg e brdn an Eoin eile, 
Dh-fhag e doirt-thromach eire mo ghiulain. 

I 
Co chunnaic no chuala, 
Sgeul’s truime sa’s truaidhe ? 
Na’m beum guineach so bhuail oirnn, 
Sa dh’ fhag uile fo ghruaim siun, 
Eadar islean a’s uatslean do dhuthcha. 

Se siol Leoid an siol dochair, 
Siol gu’n solas, gu’n sochair, 
Siol a bhroin a’s na bochain, 
Siol gu’n chedl a’s gu’n bhroslium, 
An siol dorainneach’s goirt a rug sgiurs orr. 

Se’n clar-sgith an clar ro sgith, 
Clar na diobhail’s na ddsgainn, 
Clar gu’n eibhneas lann osnaidh, 
Clar nan deur air na rosgaibh, 
An clar geur, an clhr goirt, an clar tursach. 

Cneidh air chneidh ’sa chneidh chraiteach, 
Na seana chneidhean ga ’n arach, 
Na ’n ur chnamhain an drasta, 
Sgriob gach latha gar fasgadh, 
Gur trie taghaich a bhais a toirt spuill dhinn. 

Tha mi ’graite le ceartas, 
Thaobh aobharachd m’ acaid, 
Nach “ fearr e ri chlaistinn 
An t-olc craiteach na fhaicinn,” 
’S claon a dh-fhag an sean-fhacal o thus e. 

with to make room for grooms, gamekeepers, factors, 
dogs, and the various ei ce/eras of a fashionable English 
establishment. We here beg the reader to note, that we 
have not said Rory was an English gentleman, but only 
hinted that he aped the manners of one. Eight stanzas of 
this song are purposely omitted, as we think their inser- 
tion would be an outrage on our readers’ sense of pro- 
priety. 

* Mr John M’Leod, son of Sir Roderick M'Leod. 
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AM PIOBAIRE BALL. 

John M‘Kay, the celebrated piper and poet was born in the parish of Gairloch, Ross- 

shire, in the year 1666. Like his father, who was a native of Lord Reay’s Country, he 

was born blind, but with perhaps the exception of a slight shade on their eyes, it would 

be difficult to the most acute observer to perceive that they had not their sight. When 
John had acquired the first principles or elementary parts of music from his father, he 

was sent to the College of Pipers in Skye, to finish his musical studies under the auspices 

of the celebrated Mac-Criummein. There were at this time no fewer than eleven other 

apprentices studying with this celebrated master-piper ; but in the articles of capacity and 

genius so superior did Iain Dali prove himself to his fellow-students, that he outstripped 

them all in a very short time. This superiority, or pre-eminence naturally gained him 

the envy and low-souled ill-will of the others, and many anecdotes have traditionally come 
down to us illustrative of their rivalry and wounded pride. On one occasion as John and 

another apprentice were playing the same tune alternately, in the highest key of rivalry, 
Mac-Criummein reprimandingly asked the other, “why he did not play like Iain Dali ?" 

to which the chagrined aspirant replied, “ By Mary, Fd do so if my fingers had not 
been after the skate 1”—alluding to the conglutinous touch of his fingers on the chanter- 

holes after having forked at some of that fish at dinner. Hence originated the taunt 
which the north country pipers, conscious of their own superiority, are in the habit of 

hurling at pipers of the more Southern districts—“ Tha rnhedirean as deighe na sgaitf” 

Genius is never at a loss for developing itself, and where there is actually no casus, its 
fertility of invention finds abundant materials to work upon. Our youthful piper, it 

appears, was somewhat unfortunate in the appointment of his bed, during the early period 

of his apprenticeship; in short, he was infested with certain marauders, which detracted 
from his comfort and sleep. This circumstance he commemorated in the composition of a 

piobaireachd appropriately called “Pronnadh nam Mial," which, although his first effort, 

both as regards its variations and general structure, is equal to any thing of the kind. 

One of the Mac-Cruimmeins, a celebrated musician known by the cognomen of Padruig 
Caogach, owing, we suppose, to his inveterate habit of twinkling or winking with his eyes, 

was about the time composing a new pipe tune. Two years had already elapsed since 

the first two measures of it became known and popular; but owing to its unfinished state, 

it was called “Am port Leathach." Some of the greatest poets have experienced more 

difficulty in supplying a single line or couplet than in the structure and harmonization of 

the entire piece musicians,too, have experienced similar perplexities—■dXi&Padruig Caog- 
ach had fairly stuck. The embryo tune was every where chanted and every where ap- 
plauded, and this measure of public approbation tended to double his anxiety to have it 

finished—but no ! the genius of composition seemed to exult at a distance, and to wink at 

Caogach's perplexity. Tender of his brother’s reputation, our blind author set to work, 

and finished the tune which he called, “ Lasan Phadruig Chaogaich"—thus nobly re- 



AM PIOBAIRE BALL. 95 

nouncing any share of the laudation which must have flovved upon the completion of the ad- 

mired strain. Patrick, finding his peculiar province usurped by a blind beardless youth, 

became furiously incensed, and bribed the other apprentices to do away with his rival’s life! 
This they attempted one day while walking together at Dun-Bhorraraig, wdiere they 

threw their blind friend over a precipice of twenty-four feet in height! John alighted 

on the soles of his feet, and suffered no material injury : the place over which he was 

precipitated was shown to us, and is yet recognised as Leum an Doill. The completion 

of “Lasan Phadruig Chaogaich" procured great praise for our young musician, and gave 
rise to the following well-knowrn proverb—“ Chaidh an fhdghluim os-ccann Mhic- 

Cruimtin." i. e. “ the apprentice outwits the master.” 

After being seven years under the tuition of Mac-Cruimmein, he returned to his native 

parish, where he succeeded his father as family-piper to the Laird of Gairloch. He was 

enthusiastically fond of music, and the florid encomiums which every where flowed in 
upon him, gave his inventive powers an ever-recurrent stimulus. During his stay in this 

excellent family, he composed no few'er than twenty-four piobaireachds, besides numberless 
strathspeys, reels and jigs—the most celebrated of which, are “ Cailleach a Mliuillear 

and “Cailleach Liath Rasaidh." 

Finding himself ultimately in comfortable circumstances, he married, and had twTo child- 

ren, a son and a daughter—the former of whom was a handsome man. His name was 

Angus, and he was equal to any of his progenitors in the science of music. When our 

author became advanced in years, he was put on the superannuated list, with a small but 

competent annuity ; and he passed the remaining part of his life in visiting gentlemen’s 

houses, where he was always a welcome guest. His visits or excursions were principally 

in the country of Reay and the Isle of Skye. It was during one of these peregrinations, 

that, hearing in the neighbourhood of Tong, of the demise of his patron, Lord Reay, he 

composed that beautiful pastoral “ Coire an-Easain," which of itself might well immortalize 
his fame. It is not surpassed by any thing of the kind in the Keltic language—bold, ma- j 

jestic, and intrepid, it commands admiration at first glance, and seems on a nearer survey 
of the entire magnificent fabric, as the work of some supernatural agent. 

After the death of Sir Alexander M‘Donald of Slate, John paid a visit to his old ren- 

dezvous, now occupied by his friend's son. The aged bardic-piper soon experienced the 

verification of the adage—new kings, new laws—instead of being honoured with a seat in 

the dining-room as usual, he was ushered into the servants’ hall immediately below—an 

indignity he was by no means disposed to pass sub silentio. As the young chief w'as 
taking dinner, a liveried servant made his appearance in the hall, and addressing John 
said—“ My master wishes you to play one of those tunes he often heard his father 

praise”—“ Go back to your master,” replied Iain Dali warmly, “ and tell him from me, 
that when I used to play to his father it was to charm and delight his ears, and not to 

blow music up in his a •!” 

Having returned to Gairloch, he never again went from home. He died in the year 

1754, being consequently 98 years of age, and was buried in the same grave with his 

father, Ruairidh Dali, in the clachan of his native parish, Gairloch. 



96 SAR-OBAIll NAM BAUD GAELACH 

BEANNACHADH BAIRD DO SHIR ALASDA1R MAC-CHOlNNICH, 

TR1ATH GHEARR-LOCH; AIR DHA NIGHEAN THIGHEARNA GHRANND A POSADH. 

Gu’m beannaiche Dia an teach’s an tur 
'S an ti thainig ur ’n-ur ceann, 
Geug shonna, sholta gheibh cliu, 
’Ni buannachd duthcha’s nach call. 

A gheug a thainig’s an deagh uair, 
Dha’m buadhach muirn agus cedi 
Ogha Choinnich nan run reidh, 
’S Bharoin Shrath-Spe nam bd. 

O larla Shi-pbort an tds 
Dhiuchd an digh is taitneich beus 
’S o’n tuitear Shaileach a ris. 
A fhreasdaileadh an righ na fheum. 

’S bithidh Granndaich uime nach tim, 
Bu treubhaich iomairt's gach ball. 
O Spe a b’ iomadaich linne, 
A’s feidh air lirichean ai d, 

’S ann o na Cinnidhean nach faun, 
Thainig ami digh is glaine ere, 
Gruaidh chorcair, agus rosg mall, 
Mala chaol, chain, ’s cul reidh, 

Tha h-aodann geal mar a chailc, 
’S a corp sneachaidh air dheagh dhealbh, 
Maoth leanabh le gibtean saor, 
Air nach facas fraoch no fearg. 

Tha slios mar eala nan sruth, 
’S a cruth mar chanach an fheoir, 
Cul cleachdach air dhreach nan teud, 
No mar aiteal grein air dr, 

Bu cheol-cadail i gu suain, 
’S bu bhuachaill’ i air do-bheus 
Cainneal sholais feadh do theach, 
A frithealadh gach neach mar fheura. 

Gu meal thu-fein t-ur bhean dg, 
A Thriath Ghearr-Loch nan corn fial 
I.e toil chairdean as gach tir, 
Gu meal thu i’s beannachd Dhia, 

Gu meal sibh breath, agus buaigh, 
Gu meal sibh uaill, agus muirn, 
Gu meal sibh gach beannachd an cein, 
’S mo bheannachd fein diubh air thus. 

’S iomadh beannachd agus teist, 
Th’aig an digh is glainne slios, 
’S beannachd dha’n ti a thug leis, 
Rogha nam ban an gne, sa meas. 

DAN COMH-FHURTACHD. 

DO SHIR ALASDAIR MAC-DHOMHNUILL SHLEIBHTE. 

[Air dha thighinn dhachaigh a Lunnainn do chaisteal 
Armadail sa’n Kilean Sgiathanach, agus a Bhain-tighearn' 
dg mhaiseach a bhi marbh a staigh, air chinn da thighinn. 
Tharladh dha na phlobaire dhall a bhi staigh aig an am, 
agus sheinn e 'n dan a leanas na dhdil, a nuchdadh dha gu'n 
chaill iomadh treun a’s Hath an ceud ghradh, d’a b'eigin 
fadheoigh solas a ghlacadb.J 

Beannachd dhut o’n ghabh thu ’n t-am, 
O chrich nan Gall gu do thlr, 
Duthchas tha ri slios a chuain 
’S trie a choisinn buaigh dha’n righ. 

Do bheatha gu do thir fein, 
’Dheagh Mhic-Dhomhuuill nan seud saor, 
’S ait ie maithibh Innse-Gall, 
Do ghluasad a nail thar chaol. 

’S ait le fearaibh an Taobh-tuath, 
Gu’n bhuannaich thu mar bu choir 
Trotairnis uil’ agus Sleibhte, 
Uidhist nan eun a’s nan rdn. 

’S ait le fearaibh an Taobh-deas, 
Gu’n shuidhicheadh tu ceart gu leor, 
’S tu sliochd nan rirean o shean, 
Dha’n robh miagh fainear air cedi. 

Ach ’sann dhomh-sa b’aitbne’m bens, 
Na ghabh rium fein diu’ o thus, 
Croinn-iubhair le brataichean srdil, 
Loingeas air chdrs a’s rds-iuil. 

Long a’s leoghann a’s lamh-dhearg, 
Ga’n cuir suas an ainm an righ, 
Suaicheantas le 'n eireadh Heart, 
’N uair thigeadh ’ur feachd gu tir. 
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Na ’n tarladh dhuibh’ bhi air leirg, 
I'u mheirgh’ dha’m biodh dearg a’s ban 
Gu maiseacb, t'aicilleach, treun, 
Chuireadh sibh ratreat air each. 

Gu h-armach, armailteach, dg, 
Keo-chearbach an toir nan ruag, 
’S gach aite n croinadh an ceann, 
Bn leo na bbiudh aim, ’sa luach. 

B'aithne dhomh Sir Seumas indr 
’S b’edl dhymh Ddinhnull a inhae, 
B’edl dhomh Ddmhnul) eile ris, 
Chumadh to chis na sldigh eeart. 

B’edl dhomh Ddmhnull nan tri Ddn’ull 
’S ge b’dg e, bn mhdr a chliu, 
Bhi’dh fearaibh Alb’ agns Eirinn, 
A ’g eiridh leis arms gach cuis. 

B’eol domh Sir Seumas na ruin, 
T-athair-sa mhic-chliutaich fein, 
’S tus a nis an siathamh glun 
Dhordaich High nan dul na’n deigh. 

Na’n tuiteadh m’ aois cho fad a mach, 
’S do mhac-sa theachd air mo tbim— 
B’e sin dhomh-s’ an seachdamh glun, 
’Tliainig air an Dun ri’ in’ linn. 

’S cha ’n iongbadh dhomh-sa bhi crion, 
A’s mo chiabhag a bhi liath 
’S gach aon din’ le cridhe mdr 
Toirt dhomh airgeid a’s dir riamh. 

’S gach aon din’ ga m’ arach cluth, 
Thuigeadh iad uam guth nam incur, 
’S tha iadsa sabhailt an diugh, 
Anns a bhruth am b’eil iad fein. 

’S tha mis’ air fuireach sa’n ar, 
’S mi cuir a bhlair mar bha riamh, 
’S mo chridhe ’g osuaich na’n deigh, 
Mar Oisian an deigh, nam Fiann ! 

Gu meal thu t-oighreachd, ’s do chliu, 
Dheagh Mine Dhomhnuill nan ruin reidh, 
’S ged dh’imich uat t- ur bhean dg 
Na biodh ort-sa brdn na deigh. 

’Sa liughad digh thaltneach gun di, 
Tha eadar Clar-sgith a’s Mon-rds 
’S ma dha thoobh Arcamh a chuain 
Deas a’s tuath, thall sa bhos. 

Agus iad uil’ ort an deigh 
Bheireadh dhut iad-fein's an cuid, 
Oighean taitneach nam beul binn, 
Nam meur grinn, ’s nam broine buig. 

Chaill righ Bhreatainn, a’s ba bheud, 
A leabaidh fein leug a ghaol 
’S o na tharladh sud na char, 
B'eigin dha bhi seal gu’n mhnaoi. 

Mac-righ Sorcha * sgiath nan arm 
Gur h-e b’ainm dha Maighre borb, 
Chaill e gheala-bhean mar ghein, 
’S dh fhurich e-fein na deigh bed! 

Chaill r’gh na h-Easpailt a bhean, 
An ainnir gheal nigh’n righ Greig, 
’S gach aon diubh gabhail a null, 
’S dh’imich o Fhionii a bhean fein. 

On tha’n saoghal-so na ched, 
’S gur doigh dha bhi dol mu’n cuairt ; 
Bidh’maid subhach annain fein 
’S beannachd leis gach ni chaidh uainn. 

* As Myro, son of the king of Sora,* was one day 
sailing in his little barque along the Irish coast, he came 
to a bay, remarkable for its beautiful seclusion. As his 
eye wandered here and there over every part of the 
smooth expanse, it at length rested on a group of nymphs 
desporting themselves, as they thought unseen, and en- 
joying the cool of a fine summer’s eve among the waters. 
For a time, he fancied them mermaids, or daughters of 
the sea, and continued to gaze on them with admiration 
and awe; but observing, as he drew nearer, that their 
forms were entirely human, he made all sail to ascertain 
who they were ! On observing his approach, they darted 
like lightning to conceal themselves in the crevice of an 
adjoining rock, whither fear and modesty compelled them 
to seek a hasty retreat. Determined to make captive of 
the fairest, whosoever she might be, he moored his sktlf, 
and went in pursuit. He soon pounced upon them in 
their concealment, and carried off the most handsome. 
Awed with terror, and suffused with tears, she on her 
knees imploied him for liberty,—telling him that her 
name was Fuhie~Soluis," i. e. beam ot light, and that 
her father was king of that part of Ireland. Unmoved 
by her entreaties, he conveyed her to his boat, and bore 
her off to his own country, where she lived with him 
for some time, as the partner of his bed. To her, how. 
ever, Sora was a place of torment,—for the thoughts of 
kindred and of home embittered every hour of her exist, 
enec. Goaded to despair, she formed the resolution of 
attempting her escape, and, having sallied forth one day, 
as had been her custom, to the beach, she observed 
Myro’s curach afloat, and no one within view, which 
she unmoored, and committing herself to the mercy of 
the elements, nimbly leaped onboard. Spreading all sail, 
and a favourable breeze having sprung up, she was soon 

I driven upon the coast of Scotland, at a spot where Fingal 
j and his attendants were refreshing themselves after the 
' fatigues of the chase. Her eyes beamed with joy as she 
| recognised the hero. After mutual salutations, she in. 
I formed the king of Morven of what had happened; and, 

imploring his protection, as her husband was in pursuit, 
she assured him of her determination to die rather than 
return. Fingal promised her his aid; but, hardly had 

! her troubled minu composed itself to rest, when the prince 
of Sora landed in the bay, and demanded his wife from 
him. The hero, true to his plighted promise, refused. 
The prince of Sora drew his sword, and menaced defiance. 

* The island of Snreha is frequently mentioned in the poems of 
Ossian. It is uncertain where it lay, but it seerns to have been 
nuted for the cruelty of its inhabitants.—Dr Smilh* 

G 
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CUMHA CHOIR’-AN-EASAIN. 

Mi ’n diugh a’ fagail na tire, 
’Siubhal na frith air an ]eath>taobh, 
*8 e dh’fhag gun airgeid mo phoca, 
Ceann mo stoir bhi fo’ na leacan. 

*S mi aig braige ’n alltain riabhaich, 
A ’g iarraidh gu beallach na featha, 
Far am bi damh dearg na croice, 
Mu Fheill-an-roid a dol san damhair. 

^ mi ’g iarraidh gu Coir’-an-easain, 
Far a trie a sgapadh fudar, 
Far am bi’dh miol-choin ga ’n teirbeirt, 
Cuir mac-na-h-eilde gu dhubhlan. 

Coire gu’n easbhuidh gu’n iomrall, 
’S trie a bha Raibeart ma d’ chomaraieh, 
Cha n’eil uair a ni mi t-iomradh, 
Nach tuit mo chridhe gu troma-chradh. 

Upon which, Gaul, the son of Morni, stepping forth, 
encountered the stranger. But, valiant as was the arm 
of Gaul, he had well nigh been overpowered. Oscar, 
however, the son of Ossian, taking advantage of an ex. 
ception to the Fingalian law, “ not to aid either party in ! 
single combat with the right hand” hurled a dart at the | 
young chief of Sora with his left; but which, missing its 
aim, unhappily pierced Fiiine-Soluis to the heart. Con- 
founded at the sight, Myro became unnerved, and was 
overpowered and bound by Gaul. Faine-Suluis was buried 
where she fell, and the young chief returned to Sora. The 
episode concerning the Maid of Craca, in the third book 
of Fingal, is to be regarded as another version of the same 
story, though perhaps the following poem, entitled “ Cath | 
Mhaighre mhuir mhic righ Sorcha” is the more correct. 
There are indeed several editions of this piece, all of 
which are good, but this, in our judgment, is the best It 
furnishes internal evidence of its antiquity. 

La do Fhionn le beagan sluaigh 
Aig Eas-ruadh nan eubha mall, 
Chunnacas a’ sebladh o’n lear 
Curach ceb agus bean ann. 
*S b’ e sin curach bu mhath glcus 
A* ruith na steud air aghaidh cuain, 
Clos cha d’ rinneadh leis no tamh 
Gus an d’ rainig e ’n t-Eas-ruadh. 
*S dh’ eirich as maise mna, 
B* ionann dealradh dh’i’s do’n ghrein, 
*Sa h-uchd mar chobhar nan tonn, 
Le fliuch-osnaich trom a cleibh. 
Is sheas sinn uil* air an raon, 
Na flaithean caoin a’s mi fein; 
A bhean a thainig thar lear, 
Bha sinn gu leir roimpe seimh. 
“ ’S mo chomraich ort ma’s tu Fionn,” 
(’S e labhair ruim am maise mna) 
“ ’S i d’ ghnitis do’n anrach a ghrian, 
*S i do sgiath ceann-uighe na baigh.” 
*S a gheug na maise fo dhridchd brbin, fS e labhair gu fbil mi fhein, 
Ma’s urra gorm-lannan do dhion, 
Bidh nr crl nach tiom d’an reir. 

“ ’S e sin mise Coir’-an easan, 
Tha mi m’ sheasaidh mar a b’abhaist, 
Ma tha thu-sa na t-fhear ealaidh, 
Cluinneamaid annas do laimhe.” 

An aill leat mis’ a rusgadh ceoil dut, 
’S mi *m shuidhe mar cheo air bealach, 
Gu’n speis aig duine tha bed dhiom, 
O’n chaidh an Cdirneil fo’ thalamh. 

Mo chreach ! mo thursa, ’s mo thruaighc ! 
Ga chuir san uair-s’ dhomh an ire, 
Mhuinntir a chumadh rium uaisle, 
Bhi’n diugh ami san uaigh ga m’ dhi-sa. 

Na’n creideadh tu uam a Choire, 
Gur h-e doran sud air m’ inntinn, 
’S cuid mhdr a ghabhail mo leisgeil, 
Nach urrainn mi seasamh ri seinn dut. 

“ Measar learn gur tu mac Ruairidh, 
Chunna mi mar ris a chdirneal, 
’N uair a bha e bed na bheatha 
Bu mhiann leis do leathaid na shedmar. 

“Tbrachd a ta orms’ air muir, 
Laoch is mbr guin air mo lorg, 
Mac righ Sorcha sgiath nan arm, 
Triath d’an ainm am Maighre borb.” 
*S glacam do chomraich a bhean, 
Ro aon fhear a th’air do th!; 
*Sadh’ aindeoin a Mhaighre bhuiib, 
Bidh tu am bruth Fhinn aig slth. 
Tha talla nan creagaiglaimh, 
Aite taimh clanna nam fonn, 
Far am faigh an t-annrach baigh, 
A thig thar bharca nan tonn. 
’Sin chunnacas a tighinn* mar steud 
Laoch a bha mbeud thar gach fear, 
A caitheamh na fairge gu dian 
An taobh ciand’ a ghabh a bhean. 
B’ ard a chroinn, bu gheal a shiflil, 
Bu mhire ’n t-iuil na cobhar sruth ; 
“ Thig a mharcaich nan steud stuadhach 
Gu cuilm Fhinn nam buadh an diugh.** 
Bha chlaidhe trom toirteil nach gann 
Gu teann air a shlios gu reidh, 
Sgiath dhrimneach dhubh air a leis, 
*S e ’g iomairt chleas air a cl£. 
Thug Goll mac Morna *n urchair gheur, 
As air an treun do thilg e sleagh j 
B’ i ’n urchair bu truime beum, 
D’a sgeith do rinn si da bhlbidh. 
Dh’ eirich Oscar *s dh’ eirich Go'll 
Bheireadh losga 15m’s gach cath, 
*S dh’ eirich iad uile na slbigh 
A dh’ amharc cbmhrag nam Hath. 
Sin thilg Oscar le lan-fheirg 
A chraosach dhearg le laimh chll, 
Do mharbhadh leis bean an fhir 
*S mor an cion do rinneadh l’i. 

Thiodhlaiceadh leinn aig an Eas, 
Falne-Solais bu ghlan lith, 
*S chuir sinn air barraibh a mebir, 
Fain bir mar onair gin righ. 
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“ Bu lion’av dc nohaithean na h-Eireann, 
Thigeadh gu m’ reidlilean le h-ealaidli, 
Sheinnead Huairidh dall dhomh faille, 
Bhiodh Mac-Aoidh’s a ehairdeau mar ris.” 

O’n tha thus' a’ caoidh nan armunn, 
Leis am b’ abhaist bhi ga d' tbagball, 
Gu’n seinn mi ealaidh gu’n duais dut, 
Ge fada bhuam 's mi gu’u fhradharu. 

’Slionmhor caochla teachd sa’n t-saogbal, 
Agus aobhar gu bhi dubhach, 
Ma sheinneadh sau uair sin dut failte, 
Seiunear an tra so dhut cumha. 

“ ’S e sin cedi is binne thruaighe, 
Chualas o linn Mhic-Aoidh Dhdmhnuill, 
’S fada mhaireas e am chluasan, 
Am fuaim a bh’aig tabhunn do mhedirean. 

“ Beannachd dhut agus buaidh-lurach, 
Ann’s gach aite ’n dean thu seasaidh, 
Air son do phuirt bhlasda, dhionach, 
Sa ghrian a’ teaunadh ri feasgar.” 

’S grianach t-ursainu fein a choire, 
’ti gun fheidh a’ tearnadh gu d’ bhaile, 
’S iomadh neach da m’ b’ fhiach do mholadh, 
Uochliathchorrach, bhiadhchar, bhainneach. 

Do chiob, do bhorran, do mhilteach, 
Do shlios a Choire gurlionach, 
Lubach, luibheach, daite, dionach, 
’S fasgach do chuile’s gur fiarach. 

Tha t-eideadh ml’ air dhreach a chanaich, 
Cirein do mhullaich cha chrannaich. 
Far ’in bi’ na feidh gu torrach, 
’G eiridh farumach ma t-fhireach. 

Sleamhuinn slios-fhad do shliochd araich, 
Gu’n an gart no’n cal mu t-iosal, 
Manngach, maghach, adhach, tearnach, 
Graidbeach, craiceach, fradharc frithe. 

Nedineineach, gucagach, mealach, 
Ldnanach, lusanach, imeach, 
’S bdrcach do ghorm luachair bhealaich, 
Gu’n fhuachd ri doinionn ach cidheach. 

Seamragach, sealbhagach, duilleach, 
Min-leacach gorm-shleibhteach, gleaunach. 
Biadhehar, riabhach, riasgach, luideach, 
Le ’n diolta cuideachd gun cheannach. 

’S cruiteal learn gabhail do bhraighe, 
Biolaire t-uisge ma t-innsibh, 
Miodar, maghach, cnochdach cathair, 
Gu breac blath-mhor an uchd min-fheoir. 

Gu gormanach, tolmanach, aluinn, 
Lochach, lachach, dosach, crai-ghia'ch, 
Gadharach, faghaideach, braidheacb, 
G-iomain na h-eilde gu namhaid. 

Buireineach, dubharach, bruachach, 
Fradharcach, crdichd-cheannach, uallacb, 
Fedirneanach uisge nam fuaran, 
Grad ghaisgeant’ air ghasgan cruadhlaich. 

Colg-shuileach, faileanta, biorach, 
Spang-shronach, eangladhrach, corrach, 
’S an anmoch is meanbh-luath sireadh, 
Air mhire a’ direadh sa Chdire. 

’Sa mhadainn ag eiridh le’r miol-choin, 
Gumuirneach, maiseach, gasda, gniomhach, 
Lubach, leacach, glacach, sgiamhach, 
Cracach, cabrach, cnagach, liamhach, 

’N am da’n ghrein dol air a h-uilinn, 
Gu fuilteach, reubach, gleusda, gunnach, 
Snapach,armach, calgach, ullamh, 
Hiachach, marbhach, tarbhach, giullach. 

’N am dhuinn bhi’ tearnadh gu d’ reidhlean, 
Tinnteach, cainteach, cainnleach, ceireach, 
Fionach, cdrnach, cedlar, teudach, 
Ordail, edlach, ’g dl le reite 

Sguiridh mi nis’ dhiot a Choire, 
O’n tha mi toilicht’ dheth do seanachns, 
Sguiridh mise shiubhal t-aonaich, 
Gus an tig Mac-Aoidh do dh’Alba 

Ach’s e mo dhiirachd dhut a Choire, 
O’n ’s mdr mo dhuil ri dol tharad, 
O’u tha sinn tuisleach sa mhonadh, 
Bi’dh’mid a’ teannadh gu baile. 
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ALASDAIR MAC MHAIGHSTIR ALASDAIR. 

Alexander M'Donald, commonly called Alasdair Mac Mhaighstir Alasdair, was 

born in the beginning of the eighteenth century. His father resided at Dalilea, in 

Moidart, and was Episcopalian clergyman at Ardnamurchan. He always travelled on 

foot, there being no roads in that rugged country, in his time, and returned the same 

day. He was a man of great bodily strength, which his weekly labours and travels 

required. His strength was, however, sometimes necessarily exerted on other occa- 

sions. In his time the people of Moidart and Suainart often met at interments in Eilean- 

Fionain, then the common burying-ground of both districts; and, as wTas the custom in 

former ages, consumed an anchor or two of whisky, and then fought. The presence of 

the clergyman was often required ; and it was not seldom that his strength also was 

exhibited in parting the combatants. His character and prowess were so well-known 

that few men dared dispute his right as umpire. All were obliged to succumb to the 
pacificator ; but the Suainart men alleged that he generally laid a heavy hand on them, 

the Moidart men being his own friends and relatives. 

The Rev. gentleman had a large family of sons and daughters. The latter all died 

of the small-pox, after they had families of their own. An anecdote is still related con - 
cerning them. The small-pox raged in Moidart when his children were young, and Mr 

M'Donald removed with them to Eilean-Fionain, (not the burying-place but another 

island farther up in Loch-Sheil,) that they might escape the contagion that proved fatal 

to so many. And they did then escape. But nothing can more clearly evince our want 

of foresight and utter incompetency to judge of what is best than the result of the Rev. 

gentleman’s care—that is, even taking it for granted that it was a consequence ; for his 

daughters all died of the very malady from which he had been so anxious to guard them, 

and that at a time which to superficial thinkers would seem to have rendered the calamity 

awfully more distressing—when their death left several families of motherless children. 

The distress, we are but too apt to think, would have been greatly lessened if they had 
been taken away when their father consulted their safety by flight. But the ways of 

Providence are inscrutable to our dim vision! 
Four of Mr M‘Donald’s sons lived to a good old age. Angus, the eldest, and his 

descendants, continued tacksmen of Dalilea for a century. Alexander, the subject of 

this memoir, was the second. His two younger brothers w'ere settled in Uist as tacks- 

men. 

The Clanronald of that day countenanced young men of merit. He wished young 

Alexander, of whom early hopes were entertained, to be educated for the bar. His 

father wished him to follow his own profession, and gave him a classical education. But 
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our poet, like many a wayward genius, followed his own inclination—and disappointed 

both his chief and his father. His abilities and qualifications fitted him for any calling ; 

yet there seems to be a kind of fatuity attending those who woo the Muses, which often 

prevents them from adopting the most prudent and advantageous pursuits. 

When attending college, it is certain, however, that he did not neglect his studies, as 

he was a good classical scholar. His genius was not of that kind which too easily indulges 

in the indolence and inactivity of life. His powers were great; and his energy of mind 

adequate to any task in which his will inclined him to act. But he was inconsiderate, or 

improvident. He entered into the married state beiore he had finished his studies, and 

soon found it necessary to attend to other avocations. * His marriage gave rise to the 

vulgar error, that he was intended to have been made a priest; but that, disliking the 

office, he disqualified himself by that rash step; whereas, he was a protestant of the 

English church. 

As teaching is the usual and most proper occupation of students who must do some- 
thing towards their own support, the poet, whose studies had been interrupted by his 

marriage, betook himself to that most useful, but arduous labour. It is said that he 

was at first teacher to the Society for propagating Christian knowledge. 

We find him afterwards parochial schoolmaster of Ardnamurchan, and an elder; 

consequently a presbyterian. He lived on the farm of Cori-Yullin, at the base of 

Ben-Shiante, the highest mountain in that part of the country, and adjacent to the 

noble ruins of Castle Mingarry, a romantic situation on the Sound of Mull, directly 

opposite to Tobermory, whose rural scenery aided the frequent inspirations of the bard ; 
for, while he wielded the ferula, he neglected not the muses. There many a scene 

witnessed their delightful amours. He might have devoted more of his time to them 

than could be well spared from the labours of the farmer, and the duties of the in- 

structor ; yet the poet would have his own W’ay, as well as please his own mind. As 

might have been expected, complaints were preferred against him ; and the Presbytery 

appointed a committee to examine the school. His best friends must have allow’ed that 
there w'as just ground of complaint; yet, the examinators were not inclined to be rigor- 

ous. To give a specimen of the progress the scholars were making, the schoolmaster 

called up a little boy f who had entered the school at the preceding term, and then com- 

menced to learn the alphabet. He read now the Scriptures fluently and intelligibly. 

The Reverend gentlemen were well pleased with the specimen, and gave a favourable 

report of the school. 

* “ He was married to Jane M'Donald, of the family of Dail-an-eas, in Glenetive. He com- 
posed a song on her, which is not remarkable for tenderness or affection, but cold and artificial, 
when compared with his lofty and impassioned strains in praise of Mdrag.”—Mer.ioir prejixed to 
the Glasgow edition of 1839. 

j Duncan M‘Kenzie, Kilchoan, who lived to the great age of ninety-four ; and, in 1828, com- 
municated tons this information. He also told us that in the ensuing summer he was taken from 
school to attend cattle ; and that some time thereafter Mr M‘Donald left his school and farm and 
joined the Prince. “ Poor man,” added he, “ he lost his all.” He also mentioned that the country 
was in an unsettled state for some time, and that he lost the opportunity of getting any more 
education. 

PA.W-' 
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A bard was, even in our poet’s time, a conspicuous character, and that not only as the 
“ man of song he was highly esteemed in war and in peace. He was first in council; 

consulted in all matters of importance as a man of acknowledged talent; as being 

shrewd, cautious, and intelligent. An anecdote will show the opinion entertained of 

our bard even in the eighteenth century. One day the clergyman and he met. They 

went to have a drink, and some conversation. “ There is little public news, and what 

is the private?” enquired the clergyman. “ Very little,” was the answer. “ Have you 

heard of any Ihing at all in my parish that is worth relating, or any thing the reverse?” 

“ Nothing.” “ Then,” said the minister, “ I have a piece of news for you.” “ We 

shall hear it.” “ Yes; and it is, that one of my elders has got his nurse in the family 

way.” “ Is it possible!” “ I understand that it is very true.” The poet wondered 

that he had not heard of it. “ How can any thing be known in the country, and I 

ignorant of it ?” said he to himself. They parted. The poet felt chagrined: could 

not get over it. When he went home, he mentioned to Mrs M‘Donald the piece of 

intelligence communicated by the minister, but could not think who the elder was. 

She smiled, and told him it was himself,—she being in the family way, and nursing, i 

Of the changes and troubles of the year 1745, our author had his share. He laid 

down the ferula and took up the sw'ord; abandoned his farm, and lost his all,|Tn a cause 

which to cool reflection must have appeared hopeless^ Prince Charles must have esteemed 

him as a highly accomplished scholar and a soldier, enthusiastic in his cause, so much 

attached to his interest, but, above all, as a bard. He was the Tyrtaeus of his army. 

His spirit-stirring and soul inspiring strains roused and inflamed the breasts of his men. 

His warlike songs manifested how heartily he enlisted in, and how' sanguine he was in the 
success of the undertaking. He received a commission. 

He not only changed his profession, and put all he had on the chance of the Prince’s 

success, but he also changed his religion: he became a Roman Catholic. Vfe need not 
wonder at this, as he was now among his friends and countrymen of that persuasion,— 

especially as he was given to changes. He was brought up a member of the Church of 

England ; he was a member of the Church of Scotland when parochial schoolmaster and 

elder; and he became a member of the Church of Rome among his own clan and rela- 

tions. The Mull bard, his constant antagonist, hit upon the true cause of his last 

change when he says:— 

“ Cha be ’n creideamh ach am brosgul, 
Chuir thu ghiulan crois a phapa.” 

After the year 1745, the bard and his elder brother, Angus, a man of a diminutive 

size, but of extraordinary strength,* escaped the pursuit of their enemies, and concealed 

* Some good anecdotes are still current in Moidart about this great little man. He is called 
Aonghas beag iliac M/iaighstir Alusdair. We deem the following worth preserving : — Colla ban 
M'Donald, of Barasdale, came one day to a ford of the Lochie which he was meaning to cross, 
and found Angus sitting on a stone taking off his shoes and stockings preparatory to going over 
also. The river was considerably swollen at the time, and Barasdale, who was a strong and tall 
man, accosted-Angus as follows :—“ My little fellow, keep on your shoes and stockings, as they 
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themselves in the wood and caves of Kinloch-na-nua, above Borradale, in the district of 

Arisaig. Their local knowledge of the country, and the care and attention of friends, 
enabled them to elude all search, surmount difficulties, and endure privations to which 
many fell a sacrifice. 

T~ A well-authenticated anecdote of the poet and his brother demonstrate the courage of 
the soldier and the spirit of the times. One day, as they were removing from one place 
of concealment to another, Angus, observing that his brother’s hair was grey, (the side 

of his head next the ground, cold and frozen, became quite grey the night before,) con- 

temptuously declared him an old man. “ I should not wonder,” replied Alexander, “ were 
it not a dwarf that called me ‘ a poor old man.’ ” Angus, turning instantly round, dared 
him to repeat his words. They were in imminent danger. The least noise or indication 

of persons concealing themselves might have betrayed the place of concealment, and it 

would not have been safe for them to remain any longer in that part of the country. 

Regardless of the situation and critical circumstances, the poet could not pass over an 
occasion of cracking a joke, and the spirit of the manikin was too high to suffer any con- 

tempt. The fear, however, of provoking the resentment of the redoubtable hero, 

made the bard observe silence. 
After this eventful period, Alexander M‘Donald lived poor. He was invited to Edin- 

burgh by Jacobitical friends, residing in the metropolis, to take charge of the education 

of their children, and where he had a better opportunity of finishing the education of his 
own. From Edinburgh he returned to the Highlands, being disappointed of the expected, 
encouragement, and took up his residence in Moidart. He and Mr Harrison, the priest, 

lived not on the best terms, and therefore he removed to Knoydart, and resided at 
Inveraoi.* He latterly returned into Arisaig, and resided at Sandaig till his death. 

will make you wade the better, and make haste come over with me and keep in my wake ; I will 
break the force of the stream, which will enable you to get over with the greater ease.” Angus 
knew him, and thanked him for his goodness ; he did also as he was hidden. When they were in 
the most rapid part of the stream, Barasdale was like to he overpowered by the current, and was 
for returning; which Angus dared him on his peril to do ; and, placing himself between Coll and 
the stream, dragged him by sheer force to the other side. Then said Angus to him, “ You called 
me ‘little fellow' on the opposite side of the water ; who, think you, might with greater propriety 
be called ‘ Utile fellow' on this side ? Take advice: Never call any man little till you have proved 
him ; and always try to form your estimate of a man’s character by something more substantial 
than mere appearance. Remember, also, great as you are, that had it not been for a greater man 
than yourself you might have been meat for all the eels in the Lochie.” 

* He composed a number of songs after this : and one of them, entitled “ lomraich Alosdair d 
Eigneig do dh' Inner-aoidh,” displaying curious traits of the irritable and discontented temper that 
embittered his life when in Eigneig. While there, he represents all things, animate and in- 
animate, rocks and thorns, thistles and wasps, ghosts and hobgoblins, combining to torment and 
persecute him. He speaks of Mr Harrison as follows :— 

' Am fear 
Dheanadh as-caoin-eagtais chruaidh orm, 
Mu’n cluinneadh a chluais trl chasaid.” * 

On the other hand, he represents Inveraoi, in Knoydart, a place like paradise,—full of all good 
things, blooming with roses and lilies, and flowing with milk and honey,—free of ghosts, hob- 
goblins, and venomous reptiles. How long he remained in this rocky paradise is not known ; but 
he appears to have lived some time in Morror, as he composed a very elegant song in praise of that 
country. 

* For this song see the Glasgow edition of 1839, page 88. 
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He died at a good old age, and was gathered to his fathers in Eilean-Fionain, in Loch- 

Sheil. 

- Like most men of genius, who make some noise in the world, Mac-Mhaighstir Alas- 

dair has been much lauded on the one side by the party whose cause he espoused, and 

as much vilified, and, in some instances, falsefied, by the other party. Mr Reid, in his 

book, “ Bibliotheca Scoto-Celtica,” seems to have had his information from the last men- 

tioned source. We have taken our account of him from undoubted authorities. We 

have seen individuals who knew and were intimate with him ; and have been acquainted 
with many of his relatives, and some of his descendants^? Let us now proceed to his 

works. The first given to the public was his “ Gaelic and English Vocabulary,” pub- 

lished under the patronage of the Society for propagating Christian knowledge in the 

Highlands and Islands of Scotland,—a work of acknowledged merit and great usefulness 

in the schools, and which is very creditable to the author. It appeared in 1741, and 

was the first Vocabulary or Dictionary of the language ever published in a separate 

form. It is not alphabetically arranged, but divided into subjects. His poems were first 

published at Edinburgh, in 1751, and but for their being in Gaelic must certainly have 

brought on their author the vengeance of the law agents of the crown, for it is scarcely 

possible to conceive of language more violent and rebellious than that of many of his 

pieces. The longest and most extraordinary of his poetical productions is his “ Birlinn 

Chlainn Raonuill.” “ He has in his £ Birlinn,’” says Mr Reid, “ presented us with a 
specimen of poetry which, for subject matter, language, harmony, and strength, is almost 

unequalled in any language.” He must have had the greatest command of the Gaelic 

language to have composed on a subject that would exhaust the vocables of the most 

cogious,^ 
^rom 1725 to 1745 he composed his descriptive poems, &c. “ Alt-an t-Siucair" is 

an ignoble stream passing between the farm he occupied and the next to it, which he 

immortalizes in flowing strains. As a descriptive poem, it is perhaps unequalled by any 

in the language. Every object which the scene affords is brought to bear upon, and 

harmonize with, and give effect to the picture with a skill and an adaptation which 

bespeak the master-mind of the artist. Nowhere does poetry seem more nearly allied to 

painting than in this admirable production of our bard. His “ Oran an t-Sam/iraidh,” 

or “ Ode to Summer,” in which he is said to be delightfully redundant in epithets, like the 

season in its productions which he describes, he composed at Glencribisdale, situated on 

the south side of Loch-Suainart, in the parish of Morven. He came there on a visit 

the last day of April; and rising early next morning, and viewing the picturesque scenes 
around, was powerfully impressed with the varied beauties of nature, displayed in such 

ample profusion. His “ Ode to Winter” is longer, and indicative of even greater powers 
of genius. The reason why this poem is not so popular as the forementioned is probably 

because it contains so many recondite terms and allusions. If it were as generally under- 
stood it would doubtless be as well appreciated. It was composed in Ardnamurchan, 

as well as many others in which scenes and events have been described which enable 

us to point out the locality and relate the circumstances that gave occasion to them. But 
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after leaving Ardnamurchan, a subject presented itself that required all his energy, 

exertion, and enthusiasm,—and he was not wanting in either of them. His powers, both 

bodily and mental, were roused to action. His soul was fired with the prospect in view. 

He invoked the Muse, and she was auspicious. The few that remain of his Jacobite 

poems and songs are known to excel all other productions of this mighty son of song. 

The “ Lion’s Eulogy” breathes Mars throughout: so does the Jacobite song, sung 
to the tune of “ Waulking o the Fauld," beginning A chomuinn rioghail runaich." 

The song entitled “ Am Breacan Uallach" is equally spirited and warlike. 

We have good authority for saying that a tenth of these poems and songs have not 

been given to the world. His son Ronald had them all in manuscript ; but having pub- 

lished a collection of Gaelic poetry, and not meeting with much encouragement for a 

| second volume, he allowed his MS. to be destroyed. Dr. M'Eachen, a friend and con- 
nexion, had the mortification of seeing leaves of them used for various purposes through 
the house. 

Mr McDonald could bear no rival. He often selected indifferent subjects to try his 

own powers. For instance, “ The Dairy Maid,” and “ The Sugar Brook.” But, while 

j as a poet he merits the highest praise, he is not to be excused for his immoral pieces, 

which of course are excluded from the “ Beauties oe Gaelic Poetry.” 

MOLADH AIR AN T-SEANA CHANAIN GHAELACH. 

Guit h-i’s crioch aniid 
Do gach cainnt fo’n ghrein, 
Gu ar smuaintean fhasrnhor 
A pliairteachadh r’a cheil’ ; 
Ar n’ inntinneau a rusgadh, 
Agus run ar cri, 
Le 'r gniomb, ’s le ’r giulan, 
Surd chuir air ar dith. 
’S gu laoidh ar beoil 
A db’iobradh Dhia nan dul, 
’S c h-ard chrioch mhor, 
Go bi toirt dosan cliu. 
’S e’n duine fein, 
’S aon chreutair reusant aim, 
Gu’n tug toil De db’a, 
Gibht le bheul bbi cainnt: 
Gu’n chum e so, 
O’n-uile bhruid gu loir ; 
O ghibht mhor phriseil-s’ 
Dhealbh na iomhaidb loin ! 
Na’m beirte balbh e, 
’S a theanga marbh na cheann, 
B’i n iarguin shearbh e, 
I?’ fhearr bhi marbh no arm. 

’S ge h-iomadh canan, 
O linn Bhabel fhuair 
A’sliochd sin Adhamh, 
’S i Gha'elig a thUg buaidh. 
Do’n labhradh dbaicbeil, 
An t-urram ard gun tuairms’, 
Gun mheang, gun f'hailinn, 
Is urrainn each a luaigh. 
Bha Ghaelig, ullamh, 
Na gloir fior ghuineach cruaidh, 
Air I'cadh a ebruinne 
Ma’n thuilich an Tuil-ruadh. 
Mhair 1 fos, 
’S cha teid a gloir air cball 
Dh’ain-deoin go, 
A’s mi-run mhor nan Gall. 
’S 1 labhair Alba, 
’S Galla-bhodaiche fein ; 
Ar flaith, ar priunnsai, 
’S ar diucannan gun eis. 
An taigh-comhairl’ an rigb, 
’Nuair shuidheadh air beinu’ a chub t, 
’S 1 Ghaelig liobhta, 
’Dh’ fhuasgladh snaim gach cuis. 
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’S i labhair Calum 
Allail! a chinn-mhoir, 
Gach mith, a’s raaith, 
Bha ’n Alba beag a’s mor. 

’S i labhair Gaill, a’s Gaeil, 
Nro-chleirich, a’s cleir 
Gach fear a’s bean, 
A ghluaiseadh teang’ am beul. 
’S i labhair Adhamh, 
Ann a Parrais fein, 
’S bu shiubhlach Gaelig 
O bheul aluinn Eubh’. 
Och tha bhnil aim ! 
’S uireasach gann fo dhkh, 
Gldir gach teanga 
A labhras cainnt seach i. 
Tha Laideann coimhliont’, 
Toirteach, teann ni’s leoir; 
Ach sgalag thrailleil e 
Do’n Ghaelig choir. 
Sa’n Athen mhoir, 
Bha Ghreuguis cor na tim, 
Ach b'ion d’ i h-drdag 
Chuir fo h-dr chrios grinn. 
’S ge min, slim, bdidheach, 
Cuirteil, rd bhog liobht’, 
An Fhraingeis Idghmhor, 
Am pdiiis mdr gach righ ; 
Ma thagras each orr’, 
Pairt d'an ainbhfheich’ fein, 
’S ro bheag a dh’ fhagas 
lad de dh-agh na ere. 

’Si ’n aon chanan 
Am beul nam bard’s nan eisg, 
’S fearr gu caineadh, 
O linn Bhabel fein. • 
’S i’s fearr gu moladh 
'S a’s torrunnaiche gleus, 
Gu rann no laoidh, 
A tharruinn gaoth tro’ bheul. 
’S’s fearr gu comhairl’, 
’S gu gnodhach chuir gu feum, 
Na aon teang’ Edrpach, 
Dh’ ain-deoin hdsd nan Greug. 
’S’s fearr gu rosg, 
’S air chosabh a chuir dhuan ; 
’S ri cruaidh uchd cosgair, 
Bhrosnachadh an t-sluaigh. 
Ma chionneamh bar, 
’S i’s tabhachdaich bheir buaidh, 
Gu toirt a bhais 
Do ’n eucoir dhaicheil, chruaidh. 
Cainnt laidir, ruithteach, 
Is neo-liotach fuaim ; 
’S i seadhail, sliochdmhor, 
Brisg-ghloireach, mall, luath. 

Cha’n fheum i iasnd, 
’S cha mho dh’iarras bhuath’; 
O ’n t-sean mhathair chiatach, 
Lan do chiadamh buaidh ! 
Tha i-fein daonnan, 
Saibhir, maoineach, slan ; 
A taighean taisge. 
Dh’fhaclan gasda lan. 
A chanain, sgapach, 
Thapaidh, bhlasda, ghrinn ! 
Thig le tartar, 
Neartmhor, o beul cinn. 
An labhairt shiolmhor, 
Lionmhor, ’s milteach buaidh. 
Sultmhor, brighor, 
Fhir-ghlan, chaoidh nach truaill ! 
B’ i’ n teanga mhilis, 
Bhinn-fhaclach’s an dan ; 
Gu spreigeil, tioram, 
loraltach, ’s i lan 
A chanain chedlmhor, 
Shdghmhor, ’s gldrmhor bias, 
A labhair mdr-shliochd 
Scdta s Gha'eil ghlais. 
’S air reir Mhic-Comb, 
An t-ughdar mdr ri luaigh ! 
’S i’s freumhach dir, 
’S ciad Ghrdmair gldir gach sluaigh ! 

MOLADH M O R A I G. 

Ala fonn—“ Piobaireachd.” 

Urlar. 
’S truagh gun mi’s a’ choill 

’N uair bha Mdrag aim, 
Thilgeamaid na croinn 
Co bu bhdich’ againn? 
Inghean a chuil duinn, 
Air am beil a loinn, 
Bhi’maid air ar broinn 
F'eadh na rdsanan ; 
Bhreugamaid sinn-fhin, 
Mireag air ar blion, 
A buain shobhrach min bhui’ 
Nan cdsagan : 
Theannamaid ri stri 
’S thaghlamaid san fhrith 
’S chailleamaid sinn fhin 
Feadh nan srdineagan. 

Suil mar ghdrm-dhearc driuchd 
Ann an ced-mhadainn ; 
Deirg’ is gil’ na d’ ghnuis 
Mar bhla dirseidin. 
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Shuas cho m5n ri pi ur : 
Shins garbh mo chulaidh-ehiuil; 
Grian nam planad curs, 
A measg oigheannan ; 
Reulla ghlan gun smuir 
Measg nan rionnag-iuil; 
Sgathan mais’ air fiura 
Na boichid thu ; 
Ailleagan glan ur, 
A dhallas ruisg gu’n cul ; 
Ma's ann de chriaghaich thu 
’S aobhar mdr-ionghnaidh. 

O’n thainig gne de thur 
O m’ aois oige dhornh, 
Nir facas creutair dhiu, 
Ba cho glbrmhoire; 
Bha Malli dearbha caoin, 
’S a gruaidh air dhreach nan caor ; 
Ach caochlaidheach mar ghaoith, 
’S i ro bran ach ; 
Bha Pegi fad an aois, 
Mar be sin b’i mo ghaol ; 
Bha Marsaili fir aodrum, 
Lan nebnachais; 
Bha Lili taitin rium, 
Mar be a ruisg bhi fionn ; 
Ach cha ba sha buirn-ionnlaid, 
Do’u Mhbraig-s’ iad. 

Siubhal. 
O ! ’s coma learn, ’s coma learn, 

Uil’ iad ach Mbrag ; 
Ribhinn dheas chulach 
Gun uireasbhuidh foghlum ; 
Cha’n fhaighear a siunnailt, 
Air mhaise no bhunailt, 
No’m beusan neo-chumant’, 
Am Muile no’n Leoghas. 
Gu geamnuidh, deas furanach. 
Duineil gnu mhbr-chuis ; 
Air thaghadh na cumachd, 
O mullach gu brbgan ; 
A neul tha neo-churaidh, 
’S a h-aghaidh ro lurach ; 
Go briodalach, cuireideach, 
Urramach, seblta. 

O guili-gag ! guili-gag ! 
Guili -gag Mbrag! 
Aice ta chulaidh 
Cu cuireadh nan bigear ; 
B’ e’n t-aighear ’sa sulas, 
Bhi sinte ri t-ulaidh, 
Seach daonnan bhi fuireach 
Ri munaran posaidh. 
D am phianadh, ’s d’am ruagadh 
Le buaireadh na feola ; 
Le aislingean-connain 
Na colla d’ am leonadh ; 

'Nuair chidh mi ma m’ choinneamh, 
A ciochan le coinneil, 
Theid m’aigneadh air bhoile, 
’S na theine dearg sblais. 

O fair-a-gan ! fair-a-gan ! 
Fair-a-gan! Mbrag ! 
Aice ta chroiteag 
Is ioite san Eorpa ; 
A ciochan geal criostoil, 
Na faice’ tu stoit’ iad, 
Gu’n tairrneadh gu beag-nair’, 
Ceann-eaglais na Rbimhe. 
Air bhuigead’s air ghilead, 
Mar lili nan ibintean ; 
’Nuair dheana tu’n dinneadh 
Gu’n ciuneadh tu deonach ; 
An deirgead, an grinnead ; 
Am minead, ’s an teinnead ; 
Gu’m b’asainn chur spionnaidh, 
Agus spioraid am feoil iad. 

Vrlar. 
Thogamaid ar fonn, 

Anns an bg-mhadainn ; 
’S Phabus’ dath na’n tonn, 
Air fiamh brensin; 
Fa’r ceill cha bhiodh conn, 
Ar sga’ dhoir’ a’s thorn, 
Sinn air daradh trom 
Le’r cuid gbr-aileis; 
Direach mar gu’m biodh 
Maoiseach’s boc a frith, 
Crom-ruaig a cheile dion 
Timcheall bganan ; 
Chailleamaid ar cli 
A’ gaireachdaich linn-fhin, 
Le bras mhacnas dian sin 
Na h-bgalachd. 

Siubhal. 
O dastram ! dastram ! 

Dastram, Mbrag! 
Ribhinu bhuidh bhastalach, 
Leac-ruiteach rbsach ; 
A gruaidhean air lasadh, 
Mar lasair-chlach dhaite, 
’S a deud mar an sneachda, 
Cruinn-shnait’ an dlu brdugh. 
Ri Bhenus cho tlachdmhor, 
An taitneachdainn fheol’or; 
Ri Dido cho maiseach, 
Cho’ snasmhor’s cho cbrr r’i; 
’S e thionnsgan dhomh caitheamb, 
’S a iaodaich mo rathan, 
A bhallag ghrinn laghach, 
Chuir na gathan-sa m’fheol-sa. 

’S mar bithinn fo ghlasaibh, 
Cruaidh phaisgte le pbsadh, 
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Dh’iobrainn cridhe mo phearsa, 
Aix- an altair so Mdrag, 
Gu’n liubhrainn gun airsneul, 
Ag stolaibh a cas e ; 
’S mar gabbadh i tlacbd dhiom, 
Cha b’ fhada sin beo mi. 
O ’n t-urram ! an t-urram ! 
An t-urram ! do Mhdraig! 
Cha mhor nach do chuir i; 
M’fhuil uil’ as a h-6rdugh ; 
Gu’n d’rug orradb ceum-tuislidh, 
Fo iomachd mo cbuislean, 
Le teas agus murtachd, 
O mhoch-thra Di-ddmhnaich. 

’S tu reulla nan cailin, 
Lan lainnir gun died ort ; 
Fior chomhnart gun cbarraid, 
Gun arral, gun bhedlam ; 
Cho min ri doidh-eala, 
’S cbo geal ris a ghaillionn ; 
Do sheang sblios seamh fallain, 
Thug barrachd air mdran. 
’S tu ban-righ nan ainnir, 
Cha sgallais an cdmhradh ; 
Ard foinnidh na d’ ghallan, 
Gun bhaileart, gun mhbr-chuis; 
Tba thu coimbiiont’ na d’ bbailabb, 
Gu h-innsgineadi athlamb ; 
Caoin, meachair, farasd, 
Gun fharum, gun rdpal. 

XJrlar. 

B’fhearr gu bithinn sgaoilt’ 
As na cordamhsa, 
Thug mi tuiile gaoil 
A’s bu choir dhomh dhut; 
Ciu ’n tig fa dbuine taom, 
Gu droch ghniomh biiios claon, 
Cuireadh e cruaidh-shnuim 
Air o’n ghdraich sin : 
Ach thug i so mo chiall, 
Cile bhuam gu trian ; 
Cba’n fhaca mi riamh 
Siunnailt Mdraig-sa, 
Ghoid i bhuarn mo chri, 
’S shlad i bhuam mo chli, 
’S cuiridh i ’san chili, 
Fo na fddaibh mi. 

Siubhal. 

Mo cheist agus m’uliaidh 
De'n chunnaic mi d’ shedrs thu, 
Le d’ bhroilieach geal-thuraid, 
Nam mullaichean bdidheadi ; 
Cha’n fhaigh mi de dh’f huras, 
Na ni mionaid uat fuireach, 
Ge d’ tha buarach na dunach 

D’am chumail o d' phdsadh. 
Do bheul mar an t-sirist, 
’S e milis ri phdgadh, 
Cho dearg ri bhtrmillian, 
Mar bhileagan rdsan : 
Gu’n d’rinn thu mo mhilleadh, 
Le d’ Chupid d’am bhioradh, 
’S le d'shaighdan caol, biorach, 
A rinn ciorram fa m’ ciidta. 

Tha mi lan mulaid, 
O’n chunnaig mi Mdrag, 
Cho trom ri clach-mhuilinn, 
Air lunnan d’a sebladh : 
Mac-samhail na cruinneig, 
Cha’n eil aims a chruinne ; 
Mo chri air a ghuin leat, 
O’n chunna’ mi t-dr-chul 
Na sblamagan bachallaeh. 
Casarlach, cdrnach ; 
Gu faineagach, cleachdagach, 
Dreach-lubach, gldrmhor ; 
Na reullagan cearclach ; 
Mar usgraichean dreaclimiior, 
Le fudar san fhasan 
Grian-lasda, ciabh dr-bhuidh. 

Do shlios mar an canach ; 
Mar chaineal do phdgan ; 
Ri Pheonix cho aineamh ; 
'S glan lainnir do chbta : 
Gu muirninneach banail, 
Gun ardan gun stannart ; 
’S i corr ann an ceanal, 
Gun ainnis gun fhdtus. 
Na faicte mo leannan 
’S a mhath-shluagh di-ddnaich, 
B’i coltas an aingeal, 
Na h-earradh’s na comhradh ; 
A pearsa gun talach 
Air a gibhtean tha barrachd ; 
A'n, Ti dh’ fhag thu gun aineamh, 
A rinn do thalamh rud bdidheach. 

Urlar. 
Tha ’n saoghal lan de smaointeannan feolar, 

Mamon bi’dh ’g ar claonadh 
Le ghoisnichean ; 
A choluinn bheir oir’n gaol 
Ghabhail gu ro fbaoin, 
Air striopachas, air craos, 
Agus strdthalachd : 
Ach cha do chreid mi riamh 
Gu’n do sheas air sliabh, 
Aon te bha cho ciatach 
Ri Mbraig-sa; 
A subhailcean's a ciall, 
Mar gu’m biodh ban-dia. 
Leagh an cri am chliamh 
Le cuid drrachan. 
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Siubhal. 
At comhairle na ceilibh orm. 

Ciod eile their no ni mi ? 
Ma’n ribhinn bu tearo ceileireadh, 
A sheinneadh air an fhideig : 
Cha’n fhaighear a lethid eile so. 
Air tir-mor no ’n eiieanan ; 
Cho iomlan, ’s cho eireachdail. 
Cho teiridneach, ’s cho biogail, 
'S ni cinnteach gur ni deireasach 
Mar ceileir so air Sine, 
Mi thuiteam an gaol leath-phairteach, 
’S mo cherenion ga m dhiobhail; 
Cha’n eil do bhurn a Seile sid, 
No shneachd an Cruachan eilideach 
Na bheir aon fhionnachd eiridneach 
Do’n teine th’ann am innsgin. 

’Nuar chuala mi ceol leadanach 
An fheadain a bh’aig Morag, 
Rinn m’aigneadh damhsa’ beadarach, 
’S e freagra dha le solas ; 
Seamh urlar, sochrach, leadarra 
A puirt, ’s a meoir a breabadaich ; 
B’e sid an dr-fhead eagarra, 
Do bheus nan creaga’ mdra, 
Ochdin ! am feadan baill-eughach, 
Cruaidh sgal-eughach, glan ceolmhor, 
Nam binn-phort stuirteil, trileanta, 
Ri min-dhionachd, bog rd-chaoin ; 
A marsal comhnardstaideil sin, 
’S e lughmhor grasmhor caiseamachd; 
Fior chrunluath, brig, spalpara, 
Fa clia-lu na bras-chaoin sporsail. 

Chinn prois, is stuirt, a’s spraichealachd, 
Am ghnuis ’n uair bheachdaich guamag, 
A seinn an fheadain ioraltaich, 
B ard iolach aim am chluasan ; 
A suain-cheol, sithe mir-anach ; 
Mear stoirmeil, pongail, mionaideach ; 
Na b’ fhoirmeile nach sireamaid, 
Air mhirid ri h-uchd tuasaid. 
O’n bailie meoir bu lomarra, 
Gu pronnadh a phuirt uaimhrich ! 
’S na h-uilt bu lughmhor cromainean 
Air thollaibh a chroinn bhuadhaich ! 
Gun slaod-mheoirich, gun ronnaireachd, 
Brisg, tioram, sochdair, colaideach ; 
Geal-ludag nan gearra-cholluinnean, 
Na craplu, loinneil, guanach ! 

Urlar. 
Chasgamaid ar n-iot 

Le glan fhion an sin, 
’S bhualamaid gu dian 
Air gloir shiomhalta: 
Tuille cha bhiodh aim, 
Gus an tigeadh am, 

A bhi cluich air dam. 
Air na tiodhan sin : 
Dh’dlaimaid ar dram, 
Dh’fhdgradh uainn gun taiiig, 
Gach ni chuireadh maill 
Air bhi miog-chuisearh ; 
Maighdean nan ciabh faun, 
Shniamhanach nan claim ; 
Mala chaol, dhonn, cham, 
Channach, fhinealta. 

An crunluath. 

Mo cheann tha lan de sheilleanaibh 
O dheilich mi ri d'bhriodal ; 
Mo shrbn tha stoipt’ a Ah-elebor 
Na deil, le teine dimbis ; 
Mo shuilean tha cho deireasach, 
Nach faic mi gne gun ielesgop, 
’S ge d’bhiodh meudach beinn’ aim, 
’S ann theirinn gur h-e frid i. 
Dh’fhalbh mo cheudfaidh corporra 
Gu docharach le. bruadar, 
’N uair shaoil mi fortan thor chairt domh, 
’S mi’m thorroichim air mo chlunsaig: 
Air dusgadh as a chaithream sin 
Cha d’fhuair mi ach aon fhaileas d’i, 
An ionad na maoin bearraideach 
A inheal mi gu seachd uairean. 

Ach, ciod thug mi gu glan fhaireachadh, 
Ach carachadh rinn cluanag : 
’S co so, o thus, bha Mhbrag ann, 
Ach Sine an i>r-fhuilt chuachaich ; 
’Nuair thur i gu'n do lagaich mi, 
’S gu feumainn rag chuir stalcaidh ann, 
Gu’n d'riim i draoidheachd-chadail domh, 
Rinn cruaidh fior rag de m luaidhe. 
Bha cleasachd-sa cho innealta, 
’S cho innleachdach ma’n cuairt d’i, 
Nach faodainn fhin thaobh si-mhaltachd, 
Gun dlighe crion thoirt uam dh’i ; 
Gu'n thiunndaidh mi gu h-ordail r’i ; 
’S gu’n shaoil mi gu’m b’i Mbrag i; 
Gun d’ aisig mi mo phogan du, 
’S cha robh d’a coir dad uaipe. 

Note.—This is one of the finest productions of the 
Keltic muse. The bard appears to have been really en- 
amoured, and he pours forth his elegant, rapid, and im- 
passioned strains in a torrent of poetry which has never 
been equalled by any of his contemporaries. Mbrag 
was a common country girl; and it is said that the 
poet’s wife became jealous of her rival. The bard had 
talked of the marriage ties with the greatest contempt, 
and regretted that he was fettered with the bonds of wed- 
lock. This raised a storm, and the bard sacrificed the 
mistress to appease the wife, and composed his 44 Mi. 
mholadh.” Here is an instance of his disregard to truth 
and common decency, as well as of moral and poetical jus- 
tice. As the praise was exaggerated and extravagant, the 
censure was cruel, unmanly, and undeserved. He first 
raised the object of his admiration to the skies, with the 
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most hyperbolical praise—and then, without any provoca- 
tion. he suddenly wheels round and overwhelms his 
goddess with the most slanderous, foul-mouthed and un- 
feeling abuse. His “ Mi-mholadh Mdraig’' is printed in 
the Glasgow complete edition of his works qf 1839. 

ORAN AN T-SAMH RAID1I. 

Am fonn—“ Through the wood, laddie." 

An dels dhomh diisgadh’s a’tnhadainn, 
’S an dealt air a chhill, 

Ann a madainn ro shoilleir, 
Ann a lagan beag doilleir, 

Gu’n cualas am feajlan 
Gu leadurra seinn ; 

’S mac-talla nan creagan 
D’a fhreagairt brbn bhinn.* 

Bi’dh am beithe deagh-bholtracb, 
Urail dosrach nan earn, 

Ri maoth-bhlas driuebd ceitean, 
Mar ri caoin-dbearsadh greine, 

Bruchdadh barraich tro gheugan, 
’S an mhios cheutach sa Mhhigh : 

Am mios breac-laogbach, buailteacb ; 
Bhainneacb, bhuaghacb, gu diiir ! 

Bi’dh gach doire dlu uaignidh 
’S trusgan uain’ ump a’ fas ; 

Bi’dh an snothach a direadh 
As gaeh friamhach a’s isle, 

Tro 'na cuislinnean sniomhain, 
Gu miadachadh bli.: 

Cuaeh, a’s smedrach’s an fheasgar, 
Seinn a leadain ’n am burr. 

» We have heard it broadly asserted, that the com- 
mencing stanza of this song is a mere translation of the 
first stanza of a certain song in “ Ramsay’s Tea Table 
Miscellany.” That there is a general similarity between 
these two stanzas, is admitted at once: and that M’Don- 
ald may have seen the ” Miscellany,” and also read the 
stanza in question, is likewise conceded. But that the 
similarity between the two is such as to warrant the con- 
clusion that he must have seen it, we cannot allow. As to 
its being a translation, if our opinion were asked, we 
would say at once “ It is not.” But we subjoin the fines 
from the “ Miscellany,” that the reader may have the 
better opportunity of judging 

” As early I wak’d, 
On the first of sweet May, 

Beneath a steep mountain, 
Beside a clear fountain, 

I heard a grave lute 
Soft melody play. 

Whilst the echo resounded 
The dolorous lay.” 

Ramsay's Tea Tabic Miscellany, Tel. I. 

A mios breac-uigbeach, braonach, 
Cieamhach, maoth-rosach, aidh ! 

Cbuireas sgeadas neo-thruaillidh, 
Air gach aite d’a dhuaichneaehd ; 

A dh’fhogras sneachd le chuid fuachd, 
O gheur-gbruaim nam beann ard ; 

’S aig meud eagail roi Phoebus, 
Theid’s na speuraibh ’na smiil. 

A mios lusanach, mealacb, 
Feurach, faileanach, blath ; 

’S e gu gucagach, duilleach, 
Luachrach, ditheanach, luracb, 

Beachach, seilleanach, dearcach, 
Ciurach, dealltach, trom, tha ; 

’S i mar chuirneanan daimein, 
Bhratach bhoisgeil air lar ! 

’S moch bhios Phoebus ag dradh 
Ceap nam mdr-cruach’s nam beann ; 

’S bi’dh ’san uair sin le solas, 
Gach eun binn-fhaclach boidheach. 

Ceumadh meur-buillean cedlar, 
Feadh phres, dgan, a’s ghleann ; 

A chorruil chuirteach gun sgreadan, 
Aig por is beadarraich greann ! 

’S an am tighinn do’n fheasgar, 
Co-f’hreasgradh aon am, 

Ni iad co’-sheirm, sheimh, f'liallain, 
Gu bileach, binn-ghobach, allail, 

A seinn gu lu-chleasach daigheanu 
A measg ur-mheaghain nan crann ; 

’S iad fein a beucail gu foirmeil, 
Le toirm nan brgan gun mheang. 

Bi’dh gach creutair do laigid 
Dol le suigeart do’n choill ; 

Bi’dh an dreadhan gu balcant’, 
Foirmeil, talcorra, bagant’, 

Sir chuir failt air a mhadainn, 
Le rifeid mhaisich, bbuig, bhinn ; 

Agus Robin d’a bheusadh 
Air a gheig os a chinn. 

Gur glan gall-fheadan Richard 
A seinn na’n cuislinnin grinn, 

Am barr nam bilicbean blathor, 
’S an dos na lom-dharag arda, 

Bhiodh’s na glacagan fa said) 
As cubhraidh faile na’m fion ; 

Le phuirt thriolanta shiubhlach 
Phronnair lughor le dion. 

Sid na puirt a’s glan gearradh. 
’S a’s ro ealanda roinn ; 

Chuireadh m’inntinn gu beadradh, 
Clia-lu t-fheadain ma’n eadradh, 
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’N am do’n chrodh bhi g’an leigeadh, 
An innis bheitir's a’ choill ; 

’S tu d’ leig air baideil ri cionthar. 
An grianau aon-chasach cruinn. 

Bi’dh bradan seang-mhear an fhior-uisg’, 
Gu brisg, slinn-leumnach, luath ; 

Nam bhuidhnean tarra-ghealach, lannach, 
Gu b-iteach, dearg-bhallach, earracb, 

Le shoillsean airgeid d'a earradh, 
’S min-bhreac iainnireach tuar ; 

’S e-fein gu crom-ghobach ullamh, 
Ceapadh chuileag le cluaiu. 

A bhealltuinn bhog-bhailceach, ghrianacb, 
Lidnach, lianach, mo ghraidh, 

Bhainneach, fhionn-mheagach, uachdrach, 
Omhanach, loinideach, chuaehach, 

Ghrutbach, sblamanach, mhiosracb, 
Mhiodrach, mhiosganach lan, 

Uanach, mheannanach, mhaoineach, 
Bhocach, mhaoiseach, lan ail! 

O ’s fior eibhinn r’a chluintinn, 
Fann-gheum laoigli aims a chrd 

Gu h-ural, min-bhallach, aluinn ; 
Druim-fhionn, gearr-fhionnach, faili, 

Ceann-fhionn, colg-rasgach, cluas-dearg, 
Tarra-gheal, guaineiseach, dg, 

Gu mdgach, bog-ladhrach, fasor, 
’S e leum ri baraich nam bo ! 

A shbbhrach gbeala bhui’ nam bruacbag, 
Gur fanna-gheal, snuagbar, do ghnuis ! 

Chinneas badanach, cluasacb, 
Maoth-mhin, baganta luaineach ; 

Gur tu ros is f'earr cruadal 
A ni gluasad a h- iiir ; 

Bi’dh tu t-eideadh as t-earrach 
’S c’ ch ri falach an siil. 

’S ciiraidh faileadh do mhuineil, 
A chrios-Cho-chulainn nan earn ! 

Na d’ chruinn bhabaidean riabhaeh, 
Lbineach, fhad-luirgneach, sgiamhach, 

Na d’thuim ghiobagach, dreaeh-mbln, 
Bharr-bbuidh, cbasurlaich, aird ; 

Timcheall tbulmanan diamhair 
Ma’m bi’m biadh-ianain a fits. 

’S gu’m bi froineisean boisgeil 
A thilgeas foineal ni’s leoir, 

Ar gach lu-ghart de iieoinein, 
’S do bharraibh sheamragan Idmhar ; 

Mar sin is leasachan soilleir, 
De dh-fheada-coille nan cos, 

Timcheall bhoganan loinneal, 
A’s trie an eilid d’an coir. 

’Nis treigidh coileach a ghucag, 
’S caitean brucach nan craobh, 

’S theid gu mullach nan sliabh-chnoc’, 
Le chire ghearr-ghobaicb riabbaicb, 

’S bi’dh’ga suiridh gu cuirteil 
Am pillein cul-gorma fraoich : 

’S ise freagra le tuchan :— 
“ Pi-hii-bu tha thu faoin.” 

A choilich chraobhaich nan gearr-sgiath, 
’S na falluine dui’, 

Tha dubh a’s geal air am miosgadh, 
Go ro oirdheirc na t-itieh ; 

Muineal lainnireach, sgipi, 
Uaine, slis-mhin, ’s trie crom ! 

Gob na’n pongannan milis 
Nach faict’ a sileadh nan ronn ! 

Sid an turaraich ghlan, loinneal, 
A’s ard coilleag air tom, 

’S iad ri bu-ra-rus seamh, ceutach 
Ann a feasgar bog ceitean ; 

Am bannal geal-sgirteacb, uchd-ruadb ; 
Mala ruiteach, chaol, chrom ; 

’S iad gu h-uchd-ardach, earra-gheal, 
Ghrian-dhearsgnaidh, dbruim-dhonn. 

Note The poet here uses a redundancy of adjectives, 
epithets and alliterations, with more pedantry than be- 
comes pastoral poetry: but, with all its faults, the poem 
contains many beautiful passages. The address to the 
primrose is peculiarly elegant and happy—the description 
of the love of the grouse is also very good—and the address 
to the black cock is lively and graphic, though it ends with 
an unlucky and far-fetched conceit. 

ORAN A G H E A M H R A I D H. 

Air fonn—“ Tweedside.” 

Tharruinn grian righ nam planad’s nan reull, 
Gu sign Chancer di-ciadain gu beacbd, 
A riaghlas cothrom ma’n criochnaich e thriall, 
Da mhios-deug na bliadhna ma seach ; 
Ach gur h-e ’n dara, di-sathuirn’ na dheigh, 
A ghrian-stad-shamraidh, aon-deug, an la’s laid ; 
’S a sin tiuntaidh e chursa gu seimh, 
Gu seas-ghrian a gheamhraidh gun stad. 

’S o dh’imich e ’nis uainn m’an cuairt, 
Gu’m bi fuachd oir’n gu’m pill e air ais, 
Bi’dh gach la dol an giorrad gu feum, 
’S gach oidhche do roir dol am fad : 
Sruthaidh luibhean, a’s coill, agus feur, 
Na fas-bheodha crion-eugaidh iad as ; 
Teichidh snodhach gu friamhach nan crann, 
Suighidh glaoghan an sugh-bheath’ a steach. 
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Seacbdaidh geugan glan cubhraidb nan crann, 
Bha’s an t-samhradh trom-strac-te le meas, 
Gu’n tbrr-leum an tovadh gu lar, 
Gu’n sgriosair am ban- far gach lios. 
Guilidh feadain a’s creachainn nam beaun, 
Sruthain chriostail nan gleann le trom sprocbd, 
Caoidh nam fuaran i'i meacuinn gu’n cluinn, 
Deoch-shuuuta nam maoiseach’s nam boo. 

Laidhidh brbn air an talamh gu leir, 
Gu’n aognaich na sleibhtean’s na cnuic ; 
Grad dubhaidb caoin uachdar nam blar, 
Fal-ruisgte, ’s iad faillinneach bochd 
Na h coin bhuchallach’ bhreac-iteach, ghrinn, 
Sbeinneadh basganta, binn, am barr dbos, 
Gu’n teid a ghlas-gbuib ar am beul, 
Gun bhodha, gun teud, ’s iad nan tost. 

Sguiridh buirdisich sgiathach nan spcur, 
D’an ceileiribh grianacb car grids, 
Cha seinn iad a’ maidnean gu h-ard, 
No feasgaran cbrabhach’s a’ phreas ; 
Cadal cluthor gu’n dean anus gach cos, 
Gabhail fasgaidh am frdgamh nan creag ; 
’S iad ag ionndrainn nan gathanan blatli, 
Bhiodb ri dealaradh o sgaile do tbeas. 

Cuirear daUacban grian-bhuidh nan rls 
| Bharr mhxn-chioch nan dr-dbithean beag, 

’S inghean gucagach lili nan Ion, 
Nam tlman, ’s gheal noincin nan eug ; 
Cha deogblair le beachan nam bruach, 
Crddhaidh fuarachd car cuairt iad na sgeap ; 
’S cha mho chruinnicheas seiliein a mbal, 
’S thar gheal-iir-ros chroinn garaidh cha streap. 

Tearnaidh bradan, a’s sgadan, ’s gach iasg, 
O t-iarguinn gu fia-ghrunnd nan loch ; 
’S gu fan air an aigein du dhonn, 
Ann an doimhneachd nam form a’s nan siochd. 
Na brie tharra-ghealach, earra-ghoblilacb shliom, 
Leumadh mearagant’, ri usgraichean chop, 
Nan cairtealan geamhraidh gu’n tamb, 
Meirbh, samhach, o thamh thu fo’n ghlob. 

Chas a’s ghreannaicb gach tulacb, ’s gach tom, 
’S dbite lorn chinn gach breach, ’s gacb glac ; 
Gu’n d’ obbraich na sitheanan feoir, 
Bu iusanach, feoirneanach brat; 
Thiormaich monainean, ’s ruadhaich gach form ; 
Bheuchd an fhairge ’sro tbonn-gbreannach gart; 
’S gu'n sgreitich an diilachd gach long, 
’S theid an cabhlach na long-phort a steachd. 

Neulaich paircean a’s miodair gu has, 
Thuit gach fasach, ’s gach aite fo bhruid ; 
Chiaraich monadh nan iosal’s nan aid ; 
Theirig dathanan grasmhor gach luig ; 

Dh.fhalbh am faileadh, am mvsg, a s am form ; 
Dh-fhalbh am mafse bharr iombair gach buig ; 
Chaidh an eunlaidh gu caoidhearan truagh, 
Uiseag, smedrach, a’s cuach, agus druid. 

A fhraoich bhadanaich, ghaganaich, uir, 
D am b'ola’s d am b’fhudar a nihil, 
B’i bhliith ghrian do bhalet's gach uair, 
Gu giullachd do ghruaige le sgil ; 
’S a mhadain iuchair ’nuair bhoisgeadh a ghnuis, 
Air bhuidhiunin driuchdach nan dril, 
B’fhior chubhraidh’s gu’m b’eibhinn an smiiid 
So dh’eireadh bharr chuirnein gach bil. 

Gu’n theirig suth-talmhuinn nam bruach ; 
Dh’fhalbh an cnuasach le'n trom-lubadh slat, 
Thuit an t-ubhall, an t-siris, ’s a pheur, 
Chuireadh bodha air a gheig arms a bhad. 
Dh-flialbh am bainne bho’n eallach air chul, 
Ma’m bi leanaba hi ciucharan bochd ; 
’S gu’m pill a grian gu sign Thaurus nam buadh, 
’S treun a bhuadhaicheas, fuachd, agus gort. 

Theid a ghrian air a thurus man cuairt, 
Do thropic C/iapricorit ghruamach gun stad, 
O’n tig fearthuinn chruinn, mheallanach, luath, 
Bheir air mullach nan cuairteagan sad ; 
Thig tein’-adhair; thig torunn na dheigh, 
Thig gaillionn, thig cireadh nach lag, 
’S cinnidh uisge na ghlaineacban cruaidh, 
’S na ghlas-leugaibh, min, fuar-licneach rag. 

A mios nuarranda, garbh-fhifasaeh dorch’, 
Shneachdach, cholgarra, stoirm-shiouach bith ; 
Dhisleach,dhall-churach,chathach,fbliuih,chruai, 
Bhiorach, bhuagharra, ’s tuath-ghaothach cith , 
Dheibheach, lia -rotach,ghlib-shleamhain gharbh, 
Chuireas sgiobairean fairge nan ruith ; 
Fhliuchach, fhuntuinneach, ghuineach, gun tlas ; 
Cuiridh t-anail gach eaileachd air chrith. 

A mios cratanach, casadach, lino, 
A bhios trom air an t-sonn-bhrochan dubh ; 
Churraiceach, chasagach, lachdunn a’s dhonn, 

j Bhrisneach,stocainneach,chom-chochlach,thiugh, 
Bhrbgaeh, mhiotagach, pheiteagacli bhan, 
Imeach, aranach, chaiseach, gun ghruth; 
Le miann bruthaiste, mairt-fheoil a’s cal ; 
’S ma bhios blath nach dean tair air gne stuth. 

A mios brotagach, toiteanach soigh 
Ghionach, strditheal, fhior ghedcach gu muic ; 
Liteach, Ihghanach, chabaisteach chbrr, 
Phoiteach, rbmasach, rdiceil, gu suit ; 
’.S an taobh-muigh ge do thugh sinn ar c’m, 
Air an fhaile gheur-tholltach gun tins, 
’S feudar dram 61 mar linnigeadh cleibh, 
A ghrad fhadas tein’-eibhinn’s an uchd. 
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Bi’dh grean’-dulih air cuid inor de’n Roinneorp, 
O lagaich sgeamh drdha do theas, 
Do sholus bu shMas ro mhdr, 
Ar fragharc a’s ar lochrann geal deas ; 
Ach ’nuair thig e gu Gemini a ris, 
’S a lainnir’s gach righeachd gu’n cuir, 
’S buidh soillsein nau coirean’g nam meall, 
’S riochdail fiamh nau fir-mheall air a mhuir. 

’S theid gach salmadair ball-mhaiseach ur, 
Ann an crannaig chraobh-dhlu-dhuillich chais, 
Le ’n seol fein a sheinn laoidh’s a thoirt cliu, 
Chiunn a phlanaid s’ a chiirsadh air ais ; 
Gu’m bi coisir air leth anus gach geig, 
An dusgaibh eibhinn air reidh-shiios nan slat, 
A toirt lag iobairt le’n ceileir d’an Triath, 
Air chaol chorraibh an sgiath arms gach glare. 

Cha bhi crcutair fo chupan nan speur, 
’N sin nach tiunndaidh ri ’n speurad’s ri’n dreaeh, 
’S gu’n toir Phoebus le buadhan a bhlais, 
Anam-fas daibh a’s caileachdain ccart 
Ni iad ais-eiridh choitcheann on uaigh 
Far na mhiotaich am fuachd iad a steach, 
’S their iad:—guileag-doro-hidola-hann, 
Dh-fhalbh angeamhra 's tha’nsamhradh air teachd. 

ORAN NAM FINEACHAN GAELACH. 

A chomuinn rloghail ruinich, 
Siir utnhlachd thugaibh uaibh, 
Biodh ’ur ruisg gun smuirttean, 
’& gach cri gun treas gun lub arm ; 
Deoch-slainte Sheumais Stiubhairt, 
Gu muirneach cuir ma’n cuairt! 
Ach ma ta giornh air bith ’n ’ur stamaig, 
A chiiileis naomh’ na truaill. 

Lion deoch.slainte Thearlaich 
A mheirlich ! straic a chuach ; 
B’i sid an ioc-shlant’ Muhin, 
Dhath-bheothaicheadh mo chaileachd 
Ge d’a bhiodh am biis orm, 
Gun neart, gun adh, gun tuar. 
A Righ nan dill a chuir do chabhlach, 
Oirn thar sMl’ le luathas. 

O ! tog do bhaideil arda, 
Chaol, dhionach, shar-gheal-nuadh, 
Ri d’erannai Ih bi-dhearg, laidir, 
Gu taisdeal nan tonn gaireach ; 

Tha JEolus ag raitinn 
Gu ’seid e rap-ghaoth chruaidh, 
O’n aird an ear ;’s tha Neptun dileas, 
Gu miueachadh a chuain. 

’S bochd ata do chairdean 
Aig ro mhead t-i'hardail uainn ; 
Mar iilach mhaotb gun mhathair ; 
No beachainn breac a gharaidh, 
Ag sionnach ’n deis a fasachd’. 
Air failinn feadh nam bruach. 
Aisig cabhagach le d’ chabhlach, 
’S leighis plaidh do shluaigh. 

Tha na dee ann an deagh rim dut; 
Greas-ort le surd neo-mharbh, 
Thar dhrormaig nan tonn dii-ghorm, 
Ohruim-robach, bharr-chas, shiubhlach, 
Ghlearm chlaghach. chearm.gheal, shir’.dhlu, 
Na mothar chul-ghlas, ghairbh ; 
Na cuan-choireau, grearmach, stuadh-thorthach. 
’S crom-bhileach, molach, falbh. 

Tha muir a’s tir cho-reidh dhut, 
Mar deann thu fein a searg ; 
Doirtidh iad na’n ceudan, 
Nan laomabh tiugha, treunna, 
A Breatunn a’s a Eirinn, 
Ma ^’standard breid-gheal dearg ; 
A ghasraidh sgaiteach, ghuiueach, rioghail ; 
Chreucbdach, fbior.luatb, gharg! 

Thig do chirmeadh fein ort, 
Na treun-fhir laomsgair gharbh, 
Na’m beitheiribh gu reubadh ; 
Na’n leogharmaibh gu creuchdadh ; 
Na’n nathraichean grad-leumneach, 
A lotas geur le ’n calg, 
Le’n gathan faobharach, rirm-bheurra 
Ni mor euchd le’n arm. 

’N hm bhrataichean lan-eideadh, 
Le dealas geur gun chcalg, 
Thig Dbmhnullaich, nan deigh sin ; 
Cho dileas dut ri d’leine ; ’ - 
Mar choin air fasdadh eile; 
Air chath-chrith geur gu sealg ; 
’S mairg namhaid do’n nochd iad fraoch, 
Long, leoghatm, craobh, ’s laimh-dhearg. 

Gu neartaich iad do champa 
! Na Caim-beulaich gu dearbh, 

An Diuc Earraghalach mar chearm orr’, 
Gu mbrghalach mear priormsail ; 
Ge b’e bheir air iunsaidh, 
B’e sid an tionsgnadh searbh, 
Le lannati lotach, du-ghorm, toirteil, 
Sgoltadh chorp gu’m balg. 

u 
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Gu tarbartach, glan, caiseamachd, 
Fior thartaraoh na’n ranc, 
Thig Cluainidh le chuid Pearsanach, 
Gu cuannda gleusda grad-bheirteach ; 
Le spaintichean teann-bheirteach 
’S cruaidh fead ri sgailceadh cheann ; 
Bi’dh full d’a dbrtadh, ’s smuais d'a spealtaali, 
Le sgealpaireachd ’ur lann. 

Druididh suas ri d’ mbeirghe, 
Nach meirbh an am an Mr, 
Clann’Illeoin * nach meirgich 
Airm ri uchd do sbeirbbeis ; 
Le’m brataichean’s snuadh feirg orra, 
’S an leirg mar thairbh gun sgiith ; 
A foirne, fearail, nimheal, arrail, 
’S builleach, allamh liimh ! 

Gun thig na fiurain Leddach ort, 
Mar sheochdain’s coin fo spuig ; 
Na’n tuireamh lann-ghorm, thinnisneach ; 
Air chorra-ghleus streup gun tiomachas ; 
An reiseamaid fior ionnalta, 
’S fath gioraig dol na dail ; 
Am bi iomadh bochdan fuilteach, foirmeil, 
Tbeid le stoirm gu bas. 

Thig curaidhnean Chlann-cham-shroin ort, 
Theid meanmnach sios na d’ spMrn ; 
An fhoireann ghuineacb, chaithreamach, 
’S neo-fhiamhach an am tarruinne ; 
An lainn ghlas mar lasair dealanaich, 
Gu gearradh cheann, a’s lamh ; 
’S mar luthas na dreige, ’s cruthas na cr8ige, 
Chluinnte sgread nan cnamh. 

Gur cinnteach dhuibh d’ar coinneachadh, 
Mac-Choinnich mor Chinn-Taile: 
Fir laidir, dh’tna, choimhneala, 
Do’n fhior-chruaidh air a foinneachadh, 
Nach gabh fiamh no somultachd, 
No sgreamh ro’ theine bhlar ; 
’S iad gu narach, fuileach, foinnidh, 
Air bhoil gu dhol na d’chas. 

Gur foirmeil, priseil, brdail, 
Thig Tdisichean nan rdnc. 
Am marsail statoil, cbmhnard ; 
Gu piobach, bratach, srbl-bhui ; 
Tha rioghalachd a’s mbrchuis, 
Gu’n sbradh anns’ n dream ; 
Daoine laidir, neartmhor, crbdha, 
’S iad gun glib, gun mheang ! 

Thig Granndaich gu ro thartarach, 
Neo fhad-bheirteach do d’ champ 

* Claim ’Illean. 

Air phrioblosgadh gu cruadal, 
Gu snaidheadh cheann, is chluas diu; 
Cho nimheil ris na tigeribh 
Lc feachdraidh dian-mhear, dim’, 
Chuireas iomad fear le sgreadail, 
’S a bhreabadaich gu lar. 

Thig a ris na Frisealaich, 
Gu sgipi le neart garbh ; 
Na sedchdaibh fior-ghian, togarrach, 
Le fuathas bhlar nach bogaicbear ; 
An cbmhlan fearradha, cosgurach, 
’S mairg neach do nochd iad fearg ; 
A spuir ghlas aig dlus an deirich 
Bi’dh nan eilean dearg. 

Nan gasraidh ghaisgeil, lasgurra, 
Thig Lachunnaich gun chiiird ; 
Na saighdean dearga puiscanda ; 
Gu claidheach, sgiathach, cuinnsearach ; 
Gu gunnach dagach, ionnsaichte, 
Gun chunntais ac’ air ar ; 
Dol nan deannamh ’n aodainn pheileir, 
Teachd o theine chiiich. 

Gabhaidh pairt do t-iorghaills’, 
Clann-Iomnhuinn’s oirdheirc ciiil; 
Mar thuinn ri tir a sior-bhualadh ; 
No bile lasrach dian.loisgeach ; 
Nan treudan luatha, fior-chonfach, 
Thoirt griosaich air an nitmh ; 
An dream chathach, Mhuileach, Shrathach, 
’S math gu sgathadh chnamh. 

’S mbr a bhio’s ri corp-rusgadh, 
Na’n closaichean’s a bhlar, 
Fithich anns a rocadaich 
Ag itealaich, ’s a cnocaireachd ; 
Ciocras air na cosgaraich, 
Ag bl’s ag ith an sath. 
Och’s tursach fann a chluinntir moch-thra, 
Ochanaich nan ar ! 

Bi’dh full is gaor d’a shuidreadh arm, 
Le lu-chleasan ’ur liimh ; 
Meangar cinn. a’s duirn dhiu ; 
Gearrar iiilt le smuaisridh ; 
Ciosnaichear am biiiidh, 
D’an dii-losgadh, ’s d’an cnamh ; 
Crunair le poimp Tearlach Stiubbart ; 
’S Frederic Prionns fo shall. 

Note This address to the Highland clans is a stately 
spirit-stirring martial poem, where the bard describes the 
various Jacobite clans coming forward in warlike array to 
place Charles on the throne, and leave the Hanoverians 
under his feet. The satirist {Airench Mhuile) represents 
the poet travelling through the country to excite the 
Highlanders to arms, and it is probable that this song was 
composed on that occasion. It was well calculated to rouse 
the warlike clans to the approaching conflict 
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ORAN. 

Ala roNK—“ Ctlle-chrarjaidh." 

Tha deagh shoisgeul feadli nan garbh-chrioch. 
Surd air armaibh oumhraig ; 
Uird ri dararaich deanamh thargaid 
Nan dual ball-chruinn boidheach ; 
Chaidh ar seargadh le cam earraghloir 
Sluaigh fior chealgach Shbrais, 
O’s sgeul dearbhta thig thar fuirge, 
Neart ro gharbh d' ar toirinn. 

Thig thar lear le gaoith an ear oirn. 
Toradh deal ar dbchais, 
Le mhilte fear, ’s le armaibh gcal, 
Prionns’ ullamh, mear, ’s e db-chaisgt ; 
Mac High Seumas, Tearlach Stiubhart, 
Oighre chruin th’air fbgar, 
Gu’n dean gach Breatuinneach lan umhlachd, 
Air an glim’ d’a mhbrachd. 

• 
Ni na Gkeil bheodha, ghasda, 

Eiridh bhras le srolamh ; 
lad nan ciadan uim’ ag iathadh, 
S coltas dian cuir gleois orr’ ; 
Gu’n fhiamh’s iad fiata, claidheach, sgiathach, 
Gunnach, riaslach, strbiceacb, 
Mar chonfadh leoghannaibh fiadhaich, 
’S acras dian gu feoil orr’. 

Deanamh ullamh chum ar turuis, 
'S bithibh guineach, deonach ; 
So an cumasg, am bi na builean, 
An deantar fuil a dhortadh ; 
Och a dhuin’ is lionmhor curaidh 
Is fior sturrail co-stri, 
A leigir fear eile mar chuileann, 
Dh’ fhaotainn fuil air Sebras ! 

’S iomadh neach a theid air ghaisge, 
Tha fior lag na dhbchus, 
Gus a nochdar standard brat-dhearg, 
An righ cheart-s’ tha birne, 
Ge do bhiodh e na fhior ghealtair, 
Gur cruaidh rag gu bhrdig e, 
Ceart cho gairge ris an lasair, 
A losgadh asbhuain eorna. 

Mhoir is sgairteil, foirmeil, bagant, 
Gkeil ghasda, chrodha; 
Gach aon bhratach sios do’n bhaiteal 
Le ’n gruaidh laisde rbsg-dearg ; 
lad gun fhiamh, gun fheall, gun ghaiseadh ; 
Rioghail, beachd-bhorb, prbiseal; 
Gu no-lapach ri linn gaisge, 
Spainnteach ghlas nan ddrnaibh. 

’S binn linn plapraich nam breid bhratach, 
Srannraich bras ri mbr-ghaoith, 
An glachdaibh gaisgeich nan ceum staiteil. 
Is stuirteil, sgairteil, mbision ; 
’S lann ghorm sgaiteach, do shar-shlacan 
Geur gu srachdadh shrbn’ aige, 
Air bac cruachain an fhir bhrataich, 
Gu cuir tais air fogradh. 

’S furbaidh tailceant, ’s cumta pearsa, 
Treun-laoch spraiceal, doid-gheal; 
Piob d’ a spalpadh, suas na achlais, 
Mhosglas lasan gleois duinn ; 
Caismeachd bhras bhinn, bhrodadh aigne, 
Gu dian chasgairt sldigh leis ; 
Chuireadh torman a phuirt bhaisgeil, 
Spioraid bhras ’n ’ar puraibh. 

Bithibh sunndach, lughor, beumach, 
Sgriosach, geur, gu feolach, 
’S bi’dh Mars creuchdach, cogach, reubach, 
Anns ’na speur d’ ar seoladh ; 
Soirbhichidh gach ni gu leir libh, 
Ach sibh-fein bhi deonach; 
Marsailibh gun dail, gu’n eislein, 
Lughor, eudrom, ceol-mhor. 

Marsailibh, gun fheall, gun airsneul, 
Gach aon bhratach bhoidheach ; 
Cuideachd shuaicheanta nam breacan, 
’S math gu casg na tbireachd ; 
’Nuair a ruisgeas sibh na claisich 
Bi’dh smuis bhreac feadh fedir libh ; 
Gaora’s eanachuinn na spadul, 
’S na liath-shad feadh mhointich. 

Sliocraich, slacraich, nan cruaidh shlacan, 
Freagra basgur sheannsair ; 
’Nuair a theid a ruaig gun stad libli 
Gur ro fad a chluinntear, 
Feadraich bhuillean, sgoltadh mhullach, 
Sios gu bun an rumpuill ; 
Ruaig orr’ uile mar mhoim tuile ; 
Chaoidh cha ’n urr’ iad tiunntadh. 

’S iomadh fear a dh’ oladh lionta, 
Slainte an righ-s’ tha oirne, 
Spealgadh ghlaineachan aig griosaich, 
’S e cur beinn air Sedras ; 
Ach’s onaraiche anis an gniomh, 
Na cuig-ceud mile bbla ; 
’S fearr aon siola a dh’lhuil’s an fhrlth 
No galoin fhion air bhbrdaibh. 

Dearbhaidh beachdaidh sibh bhi ceart d’a, 
Eirdh grad le ’r slbghaibh ; 
Gu’n ’ur mnathan, claim, no beirteas, 
Chuir stad-teaehd ’n ’ur dbchus; 
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Ach gluasad inntinneach, luath, cinnteach, 
Rioghail, liont’ de mhbr-chuis ; 
Mar an raineach a dol sios duibh, 
Sgriosadh dian luchd cleochdan. 

’Ur ceathairne ghruamacb, nimheil, 
Lan do mhire cruadail; 
’S misg dhearg chatha, gu barr rath orr’, 
!S craobh dhearg dhath nan gruaidhean ; 
lad gun athadh sios le ’n claidhean 
Ri sior sgathadh chnuachdan ; 
Lotar dearganaich le ’r gathan, 
’S le’r fior chi’athadh cruadhaeh. 

’S beagan sluaigh, a’s trie thug buaidh, 
An iomairt chruaidh a chlnnhraig ; 
Deanamaid gluasad gu’n dad uamhuinn, 
’S na hiodh fuathas oirne ; 
Doirtidh uaislean an taobh-tuath, 
Mac Shim nan ruag, ’s Uiue-Gordon ; 
Le mharc-shluagh is nuarrant gruaim ; 
’S ruaim aimhi fhuar nam pbramh. 

ORAN RIOGHAL A BHOTA1L. 

Air fonn—“ Lit us be jovial, Jill our glasses.” 

BionHMAin subhach, ’s blar deoch linn, 
Osnaich n ar fochar cha tamh, 

Na smaointicheamaid ar bochdainn, 
Fhad’s a bios an copan lan. 

LUINNEAG. 
Ilo-rb air fulldar-araidh 

Ho air m'alldar-ruraidh rb, 
Hb-rb air m’alldar-raridh 

Fulldar, ralldar, raraidh hb. 

Olamaid glainneachean lan’, 
Air slainte an t-Seumais ata uainn ; 

Cuireamaid da shlaint’ an caraid, 
Tosda Thearlaich straic a chuach. 

Ho-ro, (Jc. 

Ma ta stamac anns a chuideachd, 
Nach dean a chuidsa d’ ar miann, 

Siapaidh e ’inach as ar carabh, 
Mar an carran as an t-shiol. 

Ho.ro, 8[C. 

Cuircadh ar cupachan tharsta ; 
Aisig cas an corn m’an cuairt; 

Faicear eibhinneachd air lasadh, 
Le flor sgairt ’n ar beachd, ’s ’n ar gruaidb. 

Ho-ro, Sfc. I 

Biodh ar cridhachan a damhsa, 
Linn an drams’ a dhol na thruaill. 

Mar gu’m biodhmaid’s a cheart am-sa, 
Dol do ’n champ a dh’fhaotainn buaidh. 

Ho-ro, <| c. 

De’n dibh’ bhridhear neartar bhlasda, 
’S milse no mil bheach gu pbit, 

Lion an soitheach sin amach dhuinn, 
De ’n stuth bhlasdar ud ’san stop. 

Ho-ro, dj-c. 

’S-ioma fearsta, falachaidh, tlachdmhor, 
Tha’m mac-na-bracha r’a luaigh ; 

Rinn sin e na leannan do mhiltean, 
’S na mhilsein priseil do’n t-sluagh. 

Ho-ro, ij'c. 

Sgaolaidh e ghruaim far a mhuigein ; 
Ni e fiughantach fear cruaidh ; 

Ni e cruadalach fear gealtach, 
Gus an teid e feachd no ’n ruaig. 

Ho-ro, <§c. 

Ni e cainnteach am fear tostach ; 
Ni e brosgulach fear dur ; 

Ni e suireach am fear narach ; 
’S fiigaidh e dan’ am fear diiiid. 

Ho-ro, ^j c. 

Ni e pijgach am fear ailleant 
Nach fuiligeadh cailin ’na choir ; 

Sparraidh e damhs’ anns na casan, 
Nach d’ rinn riamh aon char d’ an deoin. 

Ho-ro, ijc. 

Fagaidh e neo shanntach acrach ; 
Toinnidh se cas am fear shorn ; 

Bheir e caitean air fear sleamhainn ; 
’S ni e spreadhail am fear tiom. 

. Ho-ro, §c. 

An t-airgead a bha d’a sticleadb, 
An sporan nan chripleach riamh, 

Bheir e furtachd dha a priosan, 
Le fuasgladh cruaidh-shnaim nan ia !. 

Ho-ro, <|-c. 

Ni e aoigheal am fear doichleach ; 
Ni e socharach fear teann ; 

Ni e duin’ nasal do’n bhalach ; 
Ni e fathrumach fear fann. 

Ho-ro, (J c. 

Ni e saor chridheach fear duinte, 
’S fabisididh e run a chri ; 

Saoilidh an lag gur h-e ’n laidir, 
Gus an dearbh e chail ’san stri, 

Ho-ro, bjc. 
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Tairrnidh e mulad gu aiteas ; 
Tiunndaidh e airsneul gu form ; 

Mionach nan sporan gu spiol e 
Le gliob biorach chriomas lom. 

Ho-ro, cjc. 

Thigeadh meanmna, ’s falbhadh airsneul 
Air chairstealan uainn do’n Ruimh ; 

Seinneam drain cheolmor, ghasda, 
Shunndach, bhras, nach lapach gloir. 

Ho-ro, cjc. 

’iN uair bheirear botul a stapul, 
’S a chromar ri cap a cluas ; 

’S eibhinn a ghogail lii earraich, 
Cogair searraig ris a chuaich ! 

Ho-ro, Qc. 

’S milse no ceilearadh smedraich, 
Le luinneag ceolmhor air geig, 

Creatraich shrideagach do sgbrnain ; 
Cratan’s bbiciie fo ’na ghrein ! 

Ho-ro, cjc. 

’S binne na luinneag eoin-biichainn, 
Bhiodh ri tuchan am barr thonn, 

Guileag do mhuineil a’s giuig ort; 
Cuisle-cbiuil a dhuisgeadh tbnn. 

Ho-ro, §c. 

’S binne no cluig-chiuil an Ghlaschor 
T-fhuaim le bastul dol’s a chbrn ; 

Sid an fhailt a ghleusadlr m’ aigne, 
Mac-na-brach a teachd le puig. 

Ho-ro, Qc. 

Lion domh suas an t-slige-chrcacbainn ^ 
Cha ’n ion a seachnadh gu dram ; 

’S math Ghaelig oirr’ an creathann ; 
An t-slig’ a cbreach sinne a t’ aim. 

Ho-ro, S[c, 

’S binne no ceol coilich choille, 
Bhiodh ri coilleig air an tom, 

Durdail a bhotail ri glainne ; 
Crbnan loinnteal thoilleadh bonn ! 

Ho-ro, c^c. 

Teicheadh liun-dubh as ’ur comuim ; 
Falbhadh gainne ;’s pailt ’ur n-tir ; 

Na biodh speuclair oirbh gu ganntar, ^ 
Fheadh’s a bhio’s an dram ’n ’ur sroin. 

Ho-ro, fyc. 

Biodh ’ur ceann-agaidh uile ’n ceart uair, 
Cho ruiteach ri dreach nan i ds, 

’Nuair a theid ’ur fuil air ghabhail, 
Le beirm laghach Mhic-au-Tdis. 

Ho-ro, c^c. 

Gur dionnsaireach, spinnsearach, t-fhailcadh, 
’S teas-ghradhach do shnag tro’m’ chliabh 

Fadadh blais air feadh mo mhionaieh ; 
Gur ro mhioragach do thriall! 

Ho-ro, dj c. 

Gur gucagach, coilleagach, brisg-gheal, 
Bruicheal, nco-mhisgeach do thuar, 

’N a d’ shlabhraidheau criostail a dbrtadh, 
Ri binn-chronanaich am chluais. 

Ho-ro, 

Sgaoileamaid o altair Bhachuis : 
A chleirich taisg a chailis uat ; 

Dh-fhalbh ar fuachd ; ’s ciod ’ta dhi oirn ? 
Thugamaid baig’ crion do ’n t-suain. 

Ho-ro, ijc. 

Ach freasdal sinn air ghairm na maidne, 
Le t-ioc-shlaint aghmhor lan bhuadh, 

’S-thoir dhuinn aon ghloic-nid ’n ar leabaidh 
A bheir crith-chlaigirm oirn m’an cuairt! 

Ho-ro, Qc. 

ALLT-AN-T-SIUCAIR. 

Air fonn—“ The Lass of Patie’s Mill.” 

A dol thar Allt-an-t-siucair, 
A’ madainn chubhraidh Cheit, 

’S paideirean geal dlu chnap, 
De ’n driiichd ghorm air an fheur, 

Bha richard’s robin, brii-dhearg 
Ri seinn, ’s fear dhiii na bheus ; 

’S goic moit air cuthaig chiil-ghuirm, 
’S gug-giig aic’ air a gheig. 

Bha smedrach cur na smirid dh’i 
Air bacan cuil le’ fein ; 

An dreadhann-donn gu surdail, 
’S a rifeid chiuil na bheul; 

Am breacan-beith’ a’s liib air, 
’S e ’gleusadh lugh a theud ; 

An coileach-dubh ri durdan ; 
’S a chearc ri tuchan reidh. 

Na brie a gearradh shurdag, 
Ri plubraich dhlu le cheil’, 

Taobh-leumnaich mear le lii-chleas, 
’S a bhurn, le muirn ri grein ; 

Ri ceapadh chuileag siubhlach, 
Le’m briseadh lughor fein ; 

Druim-lann-ghorm, ’s ball-bhrcac giuran ; 
’S an lainnir-chuil mar leig. 

L 
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Mil-dheoula sheillein strianach, 
Le crtman’s fiata srann, 

’N an dithibh baglaiih, riabhach, 
Ma d’ bhlathaibh grianach chrann ; 

Sraibb-dhriucain dbonna, thiachduidli, 
Fo shinean ciochan t-fhebir, 

Gun theachd-an-tir no bhiadh ac’, 
Ach faileadh ciatach rbs. 

Gur milis, brisg-gheal, burn-ghlan, 
Meall-chuirneanaeh, ’s binn f'uaiin, 

Bras-shruthain Uillt-an-t-siucair, 
Ri tonnau siubhlach luath ; 

Gach biolair, ’s luibh le ’n ur-rbs’ 
A cintinn dlu ma bhruaich ; 

’S e toirt dhaibh bbuadan sugbor, 
Ga ’n sui bheathacha in an ouairt. 

Burn tana, glan, gun ruadhan, 
Gun deathach, ruaim, no ceb, 

Bheir anam-fas, a's gluasaid, 
D’a chluanagan ma bhbrd. 

Gaoir bheachainn bhui’ ’s ruadha, 
Ri diogladh chluaran bir, 

’S ceir mheala d’ a chuir suas leo, 
An ceir-chuachagan 'nan stbr. 

Gur solas an ceol-cluaise, 
Ard-bhairich buar ma d’ chrb ; 

Laoigh cheann-fhionn, bhreaea, ghuanach 
Ri freagra’ nuallan bhb ; 

A bhanareach le buaraicb, 
’S am buacbaille fa cbir, 

Gu bleothan a chruidh ghuaillinn, 
Air cuaich a thogas crbic. 

Bi’dh Ibchrainn mheal’ a lubadh 
Nan srabh, 's bru air gach g<iig. 

Do mheasan milis eubhraidh. 
Nan ubhlan’s nam peur ; 

Na duilleagan a liiigadb, 
A’s fallas ciiil diu fein ; 

’S clann bheag a’ gabhail tbchaidb, 
D’ an imlich dlu le'm beul. 

B’ e crbnan t-easan srulaich, 
An durdail mhuirneach Mbaigh ; 

’S do bboirichibh daite, sgum.gbeal, 
Tiugh, fliiranach, dlu, tla ; 

Le d’ mhantul do dhealt ur-mhin, 
Mar dhura cuil ma d’ bbla ; 

S air calg gach fedirnein duir-fhe’ ir, 
Gorm neambnad dhriuchd a fas. 

Do bhrat lan shradag daoimein, 
De bhraon ni soills’ air lar ; 

A chapet’s gasda foineal, 
Gun cho-Jine ann a Whitehall; 

Ma d’ bhearra gorm-bhreac coillteacb, 
Ann chinn a loinn le h-al, 

Na sobhraichean mar choillean, 
Na 'n coilieiribh na d’ sgath. 

Bi’dh guileag eala tuchan, 
’S eoin bhiichuinn am barr tbonn, 

Ag inbhear Uillt-an-t-siucair, 
Snamh lii-chleasach le fonn ; 

Ri seinn gu moiteil, cuirtet], 
Le muineil-chiuil, 's iad crom, 

Mar mhala piob a’s lizb air ; 
Cebl tiamhaidh ciuin, nach trom. 

O ! 's grinn an obhair ghrabhail, 
Rinn nadur air do bhruaich, 

Le d’ lurachain chreabhach, fhasor, 
’S am buicein bhan orr’ shuas ; 

Gach saimeir, neoiriean, ’s masag, 
Min-bhreachd air lar do cbluain ; 

Mar reulltan rent an dearsadh, 
Na spangan aluinn nuadh. 

Bi’dh cruinn, ’s am barr mar sgarlaid, 
Do chaorran aluinn ann ; 

’S craobhan bachlach, arbbuidh, 
A faoisgneadh ard ma d’ cheann ; 

Bi’dh dearcan, ’s suithean sughor, 
Trom lubadh an luis fein, 

Caoin, seachdai, blasdadh, cubhraidh, 
A call an druis ri grein. 

’S co lan mo lios ri Fharrais, 
De gach enuas a’s fearr an coill; 

Na reidhlich arbhar fasaidh, 
Bheir piseach ard’s sgoinn ; 

Pbr reachdmhor, minear, fasor, 
Nach cinn gu fas na laom ; 

’S co reamhar, luchdmhor caileachd, I . , ’S gu sgain a ghran o dhruim ! 

Do thachdar mar’ a’s tire, 
Bu theachd-an-tir leis fein ; 

Na ’n treudan feidh ’n a d’ fhrithean ; 
’S na d’ chladach’s miltean eisg ; 

Na d’ thr.'.igh tha maorach lionmhor ; 
’S air t-uisge’s fior-bhras leus, 

Aig oganachaibh rlmheach, 
Le morgha’ fior-chruaidh geur. 
t 

Gur h-ui‘oil, sliocbdor, cuanda, 
Greidb-each air t-fhuarain ghorm, 

Le ’n iotadh tarruinn suas riut, 
Le cluiuntinn nuall do thoirm ; 

Bi’dh buicein binneach’s ruadhng, 
’S minn-mheanbh-bhreac, cluais-dearg, ig 

Ri h-ionaltradh gu h-uaigneach, 
’S ri ruideis luath ma d’ Ibn. 



ALASDAIR MAC MHAIGHST1R ALASDAIR. 119 

Gur damhach, adhach, laogharh, 
Mnugach, maoiseach, t-fhonn ; 

Do ghlinn le seilg air laomadh, 
Do gharbhlach-chraobh ’s do lom ; 

Gur h-aluinn barr-fhionn, braouach, 
Do chanach caoin-gbeal thorn, 

Na rahaibenibh caoin, mao-inhin ; 
Na d’ mhointich sgaoth-chearc donn. 

B’ e sid an sealladh eibhinn, 
Do bhruachan gle-dhearg rbs, 

S iad daite le gath greine, 
Mar bhoisgnich leug-bhui’ oir ; 

B’ ’iad sid an geiltre gle ghrinn, 
Cinn deideagan measg feoir, 

De bharraibh luibhean centach ; 
’S foirm bbinn aig teud gach eoin. 

O lili righ nam fluran ! 
Thug barr mais air ur-ros gheug, 

Na bhabagan cruinn, pluir mhin, 
’S a chrun geal, iir mar ghrein ; 

Do’n uisge ud Allt-an-t-siucair, 
’S e cubhraidh d’a o bheud 

Na rionnagan ma lubaibh, 
Mar reullan-iuil na speur. 

Do shealbhag ghlan’s do luaehair 
A bbrcadh suas ma d’ choir ; 

Do dhithein lurach, luaineach, 
Mar thuairneagan de’n !>r ; 

Do phreis lan neada cuachach, 
Cruinn, cuairteagach, aig t-eoin ; 

Barr bhraonan’s an t-sail-chuachaig, 
Na’n dos an uachdar t-fheoir. 

B’ e sid an leughas leirsinn, 
De luingeas brcid.gheal, luath, 

Na ’n sguadronaibh seoil-bhreid-chrom, 
A bordadh geur ri d’ chluais , 

Nan giubhsaichibh be'i ghleusda, 
’S an cainb gu leir riu shuas ; 

’S Caol-Muile fuar d’a reubadh, 
Le anail speur bho thuath. 

’S cruaidh a bhairlinn fhuair mi, 
O’n fhuaran’s blasda glbir, 

An caochan’s mb buadhan, 
Ata fo thuath’s an Edrp ; 

Lion ach am bbla suas deth, 
’S do bhranndaidh t'huair ni’s cbir ; 

Am puinse milis, guanach, 
A thairrneas sluagh gu cebl! 

Muim’ altrom gach pbr uasail, 
Nach meith le fuachd nan speur, 

Tha sgiath to ’n airde tuath oirr’, 
Dh’fhag math a buar, ’s a feur ; 

Fonn deas-oireach, fior uaibhreach, 
Na speuclar buan do’n ghrein ; 

Le spreidh theid duine suas aim, 
Cho luath ri each na leum ! 

’S aol is grunnd d’a dhailibh, 
Dh-fhag nadur tarbhach iad ; 

Air a meinn gu’n toir iad arbhar, 
’S tiugh, starbhanach ni fiis ; 

Bi’dh dearrsanaich shearr.t'hiaclach, 
D’ a lannadh sios am boinn, 

Le luinneagan binn nionag ; 
An ceol a’s misle, roinn! 

An Coir’ is fearr’s an duthaich, 
An Coir’ is sughor fonn ; 

’S e Coirean L’illt-an-t-siucair, 
An Coirean runach lom ; 

’S ge lom, gur molach, iirail, 
Bog miadar dlu a thorn, 

’M beil mil is bainn’ a bruchdadh, 
’S uisg’ ruith air siucar pronn. 

An Coire searrachach, uanach, 
Meannach, uaigneach aigh ; 

An Coire gleannach, uaine, 
Bhliochdach, luath gu dair ; 

An Coire coillteach, luachrach, 
An goir a chuach’s a Mhart; 

An Coir’ a faigh duin-uasal, 
Biast-dubh, a’sruadh ’na chai n i 

An Coire brocach, taobh-ghorm ; 
Torcach, laoilidh blath ; 

An Coire lonach, naosgach, r 

Cearcach, craobhach, graidh ; 
Gu bainneach, bailceach, braonach, 

Breacach, laoghach, blar ; 
An suitor mart, a’s caora, 

’ S a’s torach laomsgair barr! 

An Coire am bi na caoirich 
Na ’n caogadaibh, le ’n al ; 

Le ’n reamhad ’g gabhail faoisgnidh, 
A ’n craicnibh maoth-gheal tla ; 

B’ iad sid am biadh, ’s an t-aodach, 
Na t-fhaoin-ghleannaibh’s na t-ard ; 

An Coire luideach, gaolach, 
’S e lan do mhaoinibh grais ! 

An Coirc lachach, dracach 
’M bi guilbneich’s traigh-gheoidh dg; 

An Coire coileachach, lau-damhach, 
’S moch, ’s is an-moch spurs ; 

’S tlm dhomh sgur d’ an aireamh. 
An Coire’s fasor pdr 

Gu h-innseach, doireach, blarach, 
’S imeacach, caiseach bd ! 

XoU.—This piece is an animated and faithful descrip- 
tion of a beautiful scene in the country, on a summer 
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morning. The bard walks abroad and sees the dew glitter- 
ing on every leaf and flower—the birds warbling their 
songs—the animals grazing, and the bees collecting their 
stores—the fishes are leaping out of the water, and all 
nature rejoicing in the return of spring, or the luxuriance 
of summer! The very rivulet stems to partake of the 
common joy, and murmurs a more agreeable sound—the 
cows low aloud, and the calves answer responsive—while 
the dairy-maid is busily engaged at her task. The ground 
is bespangled with flowers of richer hues than the most 
costly gems. The horses gather together in groups to 
drink of the streamlet, and the kids are sporting and 
dancing about its banks. The ships, with all their white 
sails bent to the gentle breeze, are passing slowly along 
the Sound of Mull. The poet selects the most natural, 
lively, and agreeable images in the rural scene. All good 

] judges admit that there is not a descriptive poem, in 
I Gaelic or English, fit to be compared with this exquisite 

production. 

Sios na fheoirneinean ma d’ ghuaillean, 
Eeadan cuachagach na h-ainnir : 

Agus ho Mhorag, <§c. 

Do chill peuvlach, dr-bhui, luachach, 
Timcheall do chluasan ua chlannaibh. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <Je. 

A, Mhdrag ! gu beil do chuailean 
Ormsa na bhuaireadh gu’n sgainnear. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <|c. 

’S ge nach iarr ini thu ri d’ phitsadh, 
Gu’m b’ e mo ritin a blii mar riut. 

Agus ho Mhorag, (Jc. 

’S ma thig thu a rithist am lubaibh, 
’S e ’n t-eug a ruin ni ar sgaradh. 

Agus ho Mhordg, ^ c. 

CRAN JLUA1GHE NO FUCA1DH. 

LUINNEAG. 
Agus h'o Mhbrag, no ho-rb, 
’ S no ho-ri-ghealladh. 

A Mhorag chiatach a chuil dualaich, 
Gur h-e do luaigh a th’ air m’aire. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <|c. 

’S ma dh'imich thu null thar chuain uainn’, 
Gu ma luath a thig thu thairis. 

Agus ho Mhorag, cjc. 

’S cuimhnich thoir leat bannal ghruagach, 
A luaigheas an cld ruadh gu dainghean. 

Agus ho Mhorag, tjc. 

() ! cha leiginn thu do’n bhuala, 
Ma salaich am buachar t-anart. 

Agus ho Mhorag, cjc. 

De cha leiginn thu gu cualach ; 
Obair thruaillidh sin nan caileag. 

Agus ho Mhorag, r^c. 

Gur h-i Mdrag ghrinn mo ghuamag, 
Aig am beil an cuailean barr-fhionn. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <Jc. 

’S gaganach, bacblagach, cuachach, 
Ciabhag na gruagaiche glaine. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <|c. 

Do chirl peuchdach sios na dhualaibh 
Dhalladh e uaislean le lainnir : 

Agus ho Mhorag, (Jc. 

Leanaidh mi cho dlu ri d’ shailean, 
’S a ni bairneach ri sgeir mhara. 

Agus ho Mhorag, cjc. 

Shiubhail mi cian leat air m’ colas, 
Agus spailp de’n stroichd ar m’ ain-eol. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <§c. 

Gu leanainn thu feadh an t-saoghail, 
Ach thusa ghaoil theachd am fharraid. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <|'C. 

Gu’n chuireadh air mhisg le d’ ghaol mi ; 
’S mear aodrum a ghaoir ta m’ bhallaibh. 

Agus ho Mhorag, Qc. 

’S a Mhdrag’g am beil a ghruaidh chiatach t 
’S glan a fiaradh thar do mhala. 

Agus ho Mhorag, cjc. 

Do shiiil shuilbhear, shochdrach, mhddhar, 
Mhireagach, chomhnart, ’s i meallach. 

Agus ho Mhorag, S c, 

Deud cailce shnasdti na ribhinn, 
Snaite mar dhisn’ air a gearradh. 

Agus ho Mhorag, 

Maighdean bhoidheach, na’m bos caoine, 
’S iad cho maoth ri cloidh na h-eaht. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <Jc. 

Ciochan leaganach nan gucag, 
’S faileadh a mhusga d’a h-anail. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <|c. 

’S iomadh oigear a ghabh tlachd dhiot, 
Eadar Mor-thir agus Mannuinu, 

Agus ho Mhorag, d c. 
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’S iomadh gaisgeach do ghael, 
Nach obadh le m’ ghradh-sa tarruinn : 

Agus ho Mhorag, Qc. 

A reachadh le sgiath, ’s le claidheamh, 
Air bheag sga gu bial nan cannon : 

Ayvs ho Mhorag, ijc. 

Chunnardaicheadh dol nan drdaibh, 
Th'oirt do chorach, ’mach a dh’ ain-deoin. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <^c. 

’S iomadh armunn lasdail, treubhach, 
Ann an Dun-eideann, am barail. 

Agus ho Mhorag, cjc. 

Na faiceadh iad gne do dhuais ort, 
Dheanadh tarruinn suas ri d’ cbarraid. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <|'c. 

Mo chionn gu’n dheanadh leat eridh, 
Do Chaiptin fein Mac-’Ic -Ailein : 

Agus ho Mhorag, <^‘C. 
/ 
Gu’n theann e roi’ ro chach riut, 
’S ni e fasd e, ach thig thairis : 

Agus ho Mhorag, c^'c. 

Gach duine, tha ’n Uidhist a Muideart, 
’S an Arasaig dhu-ghorm a bharraich ; 

Agus ho Mhorag, <Jc. 

An Cana, an Eige, ’s am Morror;* 
Reiseamaid chore ud Shiol-Ailein ! 

Agus ho Mhorag, <|c. 

’N am Alasdair,f a’s Mhontrds’, 
Gu’m bu bhdchdain iad air Ghallaibh. 

Agus ho Mhorag, fyc. 

Gu’n d’ fhairich la Inbher-Ldchaidh, 
Co bu strdicicb ann le lannaibh. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <|c. 

AmPeairt, anCill-Saoidb,|’s an Allt-Eireann, 
Dh-fhag iad Reubalaich gu’n anain. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <^c. 

Alasdair mor Ghlinne-Cothann, 
’S bragad coimheach Ghlinne-garadh. 

Agus ho Mhorag, fyc. 

Mar sin is an t-Armunn Sleibhteach, 
Ge d’ a tha e-fein na leanamb. 

Agus ho Mhorag, c^c. 

* Mbr-Thir. f Alasdair Mac Cholla. t Kilsyth, 

Dh’eiridh leat a nail o’n Rudha, 
Anntrum lu’-cbleasach nan seang-each. 

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c. 

Dhruideadh, na Gael gu leir riut, 
Ge b’ e dh’eireadh leat no dh’fhanadh. 

Agus ho Mhorag, 

Shuatb, deich mile dhiu air cle dbuibb, 
An cogadh ri Seurlus nach maireann. 

Agus ho Mhorag, S^c. 

’S iomadh clo air ’n tug iad caitean, 
Eadar Cat-taobh agus Anuinn. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <Jc. 

Bha citch diultadh teacbd a luagh dhuibh, 
’S chruinnich iad-san sluagh am bannail. 

Agus ho Mhorag, <|'C. 

A ri ! bu mhath’s an luagh-lamh iad, 
’JSiuair a thairrneadh iad na lannan ! 

Agus ho Mhorag, ijc. 

H-uile cld a luaigh iad riamh dhuibh, 
Dh-fhag iad e gu ciatach daingheann ; 

Agus ho Mhorag, Qc. 

Teann, thigh, daingheann, file, luaite, 
Daite ruadh, air thuar na fala. 

Agus ho Mhorag, 4fc. 

Greas thairis le d’ mhnathan luaighe, 
’S theid na gruagaichean-sa mar riu. 

Agus ho Mhorag, c|c. 

I Note.—This song has been always highly popular, and 
is certainly the most spirited and elegant of all our Jaco- 

] bite songs. Charles is represented under the similitude of 
Mhrag—a young girl with flowing locks of yellow hair wav- 

j ing on her shoulders. She had gone away over the seas, 
and the bard invokes her to return with a party of maidens 
(r. e. soldiers) to dress the red cloth, in other words, to 
beat the English red coats. The allegory is kept with 
elegance and spirit, and the poet introduces himself as one 
who had followed Mdrag in lands known and unknown, 
and was still ready to follow her over the world if required. 

SMEORACH CHLOINN-RAONUiLL. 

LUINTtEAG. 
Holaibh o iriog h'oroll 6, 
Holaibh o iriag horo i, 
Holaibh o oriag horoll b, 
Smebrach le Clann-Raonuill mi, 

Gur h-e mis’ an smeorach chreagach, 
An deis leum bhair chuaich mo nidein, 
Sholar bidh do’m ianaibh beaga, 
Sheinneam ceol air bharr gach bidein 

Holaibh o iriag, ijc. 
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Smeorach mise do Chlann-DdmhnuilJ, 
Dream a dhittiicbeadh, ’s a leonadh, 
’S chuireadh mis’ an riochd na smeoraich 
Gu bhi seinn, ’sa cuir ri ceol duibh. 

Hulaibh o iriag, tjc. 

Sa chreig ghuirm a tbogadh mise 
An sgireachd Chaisteil duibh nan cliar 
Tir tha daonnan a’ cuir thairis 
Le tuil bhainne, meal’, a’s lion. 

Holaibk o iriag, <|c. 

Sliochd nan Eun o’n Chaisteil-thiream, 
’S o Eilean-Fhianain nan gallau, 
Moch, a’s feasgar togar m’iolach, 
Seinn gu bileach, milis, mealach. 

Jlolaibh o iriag, <|‘C. 

Tha mi de’n ghur rioghail, luachach, 
’S math eun fhaotainn a nead, nasal, 
Ghineadh mi gun chol, gun truailleadh, 
Fo sgiathaibh Ailein mhic Ruairidh. 

Holaibh o iriag, <|c. 

Cinneadh, glan gun smur, gun smodan 
Gun smal gun luaith ruaidh, no ghrodan, 
’S iad gun ghiomh, gun fheall, gun sodan, 
’S treum am buill’ an tiugh nan trodan. 

holaibh o iriag, Qc. 

Cinneadh rioghail, th’air am buaineadh, 
A meribh meara na cruadhach, 
’S daoimein iad gun spar gun truailleadh, 
Nach gabh stur, gne, smal, no ruadh-mheirg. 

Holaibh o iriag, $c. 

Cinneadh mor gun bhosd gun sparan, 
Suairce, siobhalta, gun rapal, 
Caomhail, cineadail ri’n cairdean, 
Fuilteach, faobharach, ri namhaid. 

Holaibh o iriag, <5fc. 

Raonullaich nan dr chrios taghach, 
Nan luireach, nan sgiath, ’s nan clogaid, 
A theid sios gu gunnach, dagach, 
Nu fir ghasda shunndach, chogach. 

Holaibh o iriag, fie. 

Sud na h-aon d.ioine th'air m’aire, 
Nach dianadh air spiiileadh cromadb, 
Dhianadh anus an araich gearradh 
Cinn ga’n sgaradh, cuirp ga'm pronnadh. 

Holaibh o iriag, S^c. 

Ach mur tig mo righ-sa dhachaigh 
Triallaidh mi do dh-uamhaig shlocaich, 
’S bithidh mi’n sin ri caoidh, ’s ri basraich, 
Gus am faigh mi bas le osnaich. 

Holaibh o iriag, <Jc. 

Ach ma thig mo phriunnsa thairis 
Cuirear mis’ an cliabhan lurach, 
’S bithidh mi canntaireachd gu buileach 
’S ann ’san arois ni mi fuireach. 

Holaibh o iriag, §c. 

Madainn cheitean am barr gach badain 
Sgaoileadh ciuil o ghlaic mo ghuibein, 
’S aluinn mo chruiteach, ’s mo ghlagan, 
Stailceadh mo dha buinn air stuibean. 

Holaibh o iriag, Ax'. 

Gur e mise cruit nan cnocan, 
Seinn mo leadain air gach bacan, 
’S mo chearc fein gam’ bheus air stocan, 
’S glan ar glocan air gach stacau. 

Holaibh o iriag, Qc. 

Crith chiuil air m’ugan da bhogadh, 
’S mo chom tur uile lan beadraldh, 
Tein-eibhinn am uchd air fadadh, 
’S mi air fad gu damhs’ air leagail. 

Holaibh o iriag, (Jc. 

’Nuair chuirean goic air mo ghogan, 
’S thogain mo shailm air chreagun, 
Sann orm fein a bhiodh am frogan, 
Ceol ga thogail, 's brdn ga leagail. 

Holaibh o iriag, <|c. 

Eoin bhuchalach bhreac na coille, 
Le’n brganaibh drdail mar rinn, 
’S feadag ghlan am beul gach coilich, 
’S binn fead-ghuil air gheugaibh baraich. 

Holaibh o iriag, i|'c. 

’S mis an t-eunan beag le m’fheadan, 
Am madainn dhriuchd am barr gach badain, 
Sheinneadh na puirt ghrinn gu’n spreadan, 
’S ionmhuinn m’fheadag feadh gach lagain. 

Holaibh o iriag. ^c. 

Togamaid deoch-slainte na h-armailt, 
Dh-eirich le Tearlach o’n gharbhlaich, 
Na fir ghasda dheanadh searr-bhuain 
Air feoil’s cnaimhean nan dearg chot. 

Jlolaibh o iriag, §c. 

Olamaid fliuchadh ar slijgain, 
’S cuireamaid mu’n cuairt lan nogain, 
’Slainte Sheumais suas le suigeart, 
Tosta Thearlaich sios le sogan. 

Holaibh o iriag, §-c. 

Slaint’ an teaghlaich rioghail inbheich 
Olamaid gu sunndach, geanail. 
’S nigheamaid ar sgornain ghionaich 
Le dram milis, suileach, glaineach. 

Holaibh o iriag, $c. 
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Cuireamaid sios feadh ar mionaich 
Tosta nan curaidhnean rlannach, 
Uan colg gasda, sgaiteach, biorach, 
’S ro mhor sgil air cdmhrag lannach. 

Holaibh o iriag, <|c. 

O tha mi teannadh gu eir-thir, 
Ullaicheam m’acair gn cala, 
Tosta Mhuideirt ceanu nan Seilearli, 
’S an t-slaint eil’ ud triath nan Garracli. 

Holaibh o iriag, Qc. 

Lionaibh suas a’s olaibh bras i, 
Slainte Raonuill dig o’s deas i, 
Sguiribh dh’amharc thugaibh as i, 
Siabaibh leibh i as a teas i. 

Holaibh o iriag, <£c. 

Strac suas a ghlaine cbeudna, 
Cuimhnicheainaid slaint an t-Steibhtich 
Ridir 6g gasda naeireadh, 
L)ol le sgairt a shracadh bheistean. 

Holaibh o iriag, <|c. 

Slaint lari Antrum s’ tosta priseib 
’S na tha ’n Kirinn chlannaibh Milidh, 
Tha mo shile bathadh m’iataidh 
Chionn gu’m beil mo bheul lan mislein. 

Holaibh o iriag, Sfc. 

Diolamaid gu foirmeil, frasach, 
Slainte Bhaosadail mu’n stad sinn, 
Laoeh treun a dh’eireadh sgairtail, 
Chuir retreat air bheistean Shasuinn. 

Holaibh o iriag, <|c. 

Cion suas duinn glaine do’n Deasach, 
Learganaieh nan gorm lann claiseach, 
Laochraidh sgathadh cheann, a’s leasraidh, 
Na suinn sheasmhach, shundach, mhaiseach. 

Holaibh o iriag, ^ c. 

Co namhaid sin riu sheasadh, 
’S cruaidh ruisgte nan duirn gu slaiseadh ? 
Anns an ruaig nuair ghabhadh teas iad, 
Le lu-chleasan bhualadh shaiscan. 

Holaibh o iriag, Qc. 

Greasam gu finid gun stopadh, 
Ach cha mhiann leam a bhi bacach, 
Puirt chiuil na smebraich dosaich, 
Tostam fior sheobhac na Ceapaich. 

Holaibh o iriag, i'jc. 

Togamaid slainte nan Gleannach, 
O chothann nam bradan earraeh 
Bheireadh air bocanaibh pilleadh, 
Cha bu ghioracach iad air bealach. 

Holaibh o iriag, <£c. 

Cuireamaid mu’n cuairt gu toileach, 
Slainte Mhic Dhughaill o'n Bharraich, 
Cridhe rioghail, reamhar, solais, 
Tha na bhroilleach shios am falach. 

Holaibh o iriag, SfC. 

Clmimhnicheam Iain Ciar a Lathuirn, 
Aig nach robh an stoidhle cumhann, 
Gheibh e muirn, a’s onair fhathach, 
A’s caitheadh drais mar as cubhaidh. 

Holaibh o iriag, t^c. 

Ciod am fath dhaibh bhi ga’r tagradh ? 
’S nach urr’ iad chuir rinn cluigean, 
Sguiribh de’r boilich’s de’r splagain, 
’N rud tha agaiun, ’s Dia thug dhuinne. 

Holaibh o iriag, <|c. 

ORAN DO PHRIONNSA TEARLACH. 

LUINNEAG. 
O hi-ri-ri tha e tighinn, 
O hi-ri-ri, n righ tha uainn, 
Gheibheamaid ar n'airm’s ar n'eideadh 

’ S breacun-an-fheilidh an cuaich ! 

’S eibhinn leam fhin tha e tighinn, 
Mac an righ dhlighich tha uainn, 
Slios mor rioghail d’an tig armachd, 
Claidheamh a’s targaid nan dual. 

O hi-ri-ri, §c. 

’S ann a tighinn thar an t-shaile, 
Tha’m fear ard a’s aille snuadh, 
Marcaiche sunndach nan steud-each, 
Rachadh gu h-eutrom san ruaig. 

O hi-ri-ri, tfc. 

Samhuilt an fhaoillich a choltas, 
Fuaradh froise’s fada-cruaidh, 
Lann thana ’na ’laimh gu cosgairt, 
Sgoltadh chorp mar choirc’ air cluain. 

O hi-ri-ri, Sfc. 

Tdrman do phioba’s do bhrataich, 
Chuireadh spiorad bras san t-sluagh, 
Dheireadh ar n-ardan’s ar n-aigne, 
’S chuirt’ air a phrasgan ruaig ! 

O hi-ri-ri, <|c. 

Tairneanach a bhombh’s a channain, 
Sgoilteadh e’n talamh le’ chru’as, 
Fhreagradh dha gach beinn a’s beallach, 
’S bhodhradh a mhac-tall ar cluas ! 

O hi-ri-ri, Ac. 
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Gur mairg d’an eideadh san la sin, 
Cota granda ’n mhi dar ruadh, 
Ad bhileacli dhubh a’s coc-ard innt’, 
Sgoilteas mar an chal ro’n chruaidh. 

O hi-ri-ri, c|c. 

ORAN EILE 

DO PHMUNNSA TEABI.ACH. 

LUINNEAG. 

Thug hh-o, laill hb-o, 
Thug o-ho-rb 'n dill leihh, 
Thug hb-o, laill ho-b, 
Seinn o-ho-rb ’n dill leihh. 

Moch ’sa mhadainn’s mi dusgadh, 
’S mor mo shunnd’s mo cheol-gaire ; 
O’n a chuala mi’m prionnsa, 
Thigh’n do dhuthaich Chlann-Rh’ill. 

Thug ho-o, 

O’n a chuala mi’m prionnsa, 
Thig’n do dhuthaich Chlaun-Ra’ill; 
Grainne mullaich gach righ thu, 
Sian gu’m pill thusa Thearlaioh. 

Thug ho.o, 4'C. 

Grainne mullaich gach righ thu, 
Sian gu’m pill thusa Thearlaich ; 
’S arm tha ’n fhior-i’huil gun truailleadh, 
Anus a ghruaidh is mor naire. 

Thug ho-o, tjc. 

’S ann tha ’n fhior-fhuil gun truailleadh, 
Anns a ghruaidh is mor naire ; 
Mar ri barrachd na h-uaisle, 
’G eiridh suas le deagh nadur. 

Thug ho-o, fic. 

Mar ri barrachd na h-uaisle, 
’G eiridh suas le deagh nadur ; 
’S na ’n tigeadh tu rithisd, 
Uhiodh gach Tighearn’ na ’n idle 

Thug ho-o, <fc. 

’S na ’n tigeadh tu rithisd, 
Bhiodh gach Tighearn’ na ’n uite ; 
’S na ’n caraicht’ an crun ort, 
Bu mhuirneach do chairdean. 

2hug ho-o, $'c. 

’S na ’n ciiraicht a crun ort, 
Bu mhuirneach do chairdean ; 
’S bhiodh Loch-iall mar bu choir dha, 
Cuir an ordugh nan Gael. 

Thug ho-o, i^c. 

’S bhiodh Loch-iall mar bu choir dha, 
Cuir an ordugh nan Gael ; 
A’s Clann-Domhnuill a chruadail, 
Choisinn buaidh anns na blaraibh. 

Thug ho-o, fyc. 

A’s Clann-Dbmhnuill a chruadail, 
Chlftsiun buaidh anns na blaraibh ; 
’S iad gu ’n cumadh a cho-stri, 
Ri luchd chdtaichean madair. 

Thug ho-o, fyc. 

’S iad gu ’n cumadh a cho-stri, 
Ri luchd chdtaichean midair; 
Sud a chuideachd bhiodh foirmeil, 
Boinneid ghorm a’s coc-ard orr’. 

Thug ho-o, <S[C. 

Sud a chuideachd bhiodh foirmeil, 
Boinneid ghorm a’s coc-ard orr ; 
’S bhiodh am feileadh ’sa’n fhasan, 
Mar ri gartanan sgarlaid. 

Thug ho-o, <|c. 

’S bhiodh am feileadh ’sa’n fhasan, 
Mar ri gartanan sgarlaid ; 
Eile cuaich air bhachd easgaid, 
Paidhir phiostal’s lann Spainnteach. 

Thug ho-o, Qc. 

Eile cuaich air bhachd easgaid, 
Paidhir phiostal’s lann Spainnteach 
’S na’m faighinn mo dhurachd, 
Bhiodh an diuc air dhroch caradb. 

Thug ho-o, cjc. 

’S na’m faighinn mo dhurachd, 
Bhiodh an diuc air dhroch chradh ; 
Gu ’m biodh buidsear na feola, 
Agus corcach m’a bhraghad ! 

Thug ho-o, fyc. 

Gu’m biodh buidsear na teola, 
Agus corcach m’a bhn'ighad ; 
’S gu’n gibhtinn a mhaighdeann, 
Mar oighreachd d’a bhrathair. 

Thug ho-o, 4’C. 

’S gu ’n gibhtinn a mhaighdeann. 
Mar oighreachd d’a bhrathair— 
Ach slun gun tig thu’s gu ’n ruig thu, 
Slim gu n tig thusa Thearlaich. 

Thug ho-o, S(c, 
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FAILTE NA MOR-THIR. 

LUINNEAG. 
Jf-eitirin dirinn uirinn oth-h-o-rb, 
H-eitirin dirinn h-6-r\>. 

Failt’ ort fein a mhor-thir bhoidheach, 
Anns an Jjg-mliios bhealltainn. 

H-eitirin, fyc. 

Grian-thir 6r-bhuidh, ’s uaine cota, 
’S froinidh ros ri h-alltaibh. 

H-eitirin, At. 

Le biadh’s le dibh a’ cuir thairis, 
Cha teid Earrach teann orr. 

H-eitirin, §-c. 

’S ianach, lurach, slios a tulaich, 
’S duilleach ’mullach chrann innt. 

H-eitirin, Sfc. 

A choill gu h-uile fo lan-duilleach, 
’S i na culaidh-bainnse. 

H-eitirin, <£c. 

’S bainneach, bailceach, braonach glacach, 
Bruachan tacbdrach, Ailleart. 

H-eitirin, Sfc, 

Uisge fallain nan clach geala, 
Na do bhaile Geambraidh. 

H-eitirin, S(c. 

’Slionach, slatach, cuibhleach, breacach, 
Seile ghlas nan samhnan. 

H-eitirin, <J-c. 

Mor-thir ghlan nam bradan tarra gheal, 
’S airgeadach cuir lann orr’. 

H-eitirin, c^c. 

Tir lan sonais, saor o dhonus, 
Gun dad conais dranndain. 

H-eitirin, fyc. 

Seirceach, caidreach, gun dad sladachd, 
Saor o bhraid, ’s o anntlachd. 

H-eitirin, 

’S aluinn a beinnean, ’sa sraithean, 
’S eibhinn dath a gleanntan. 

H-eitirin, Qc, 

Greidbean dhearg a’ tamii mu fireacb, 
Eilid bhiorach, ’s mang aic. 

II-eitirin, cj-c. 

Boc air daradh timcheall daraig, 
’N deigh a leannain cheann-deirg. 

H-eitirin, fyc. 

Searrach bhuicin aims an l uicil, 
S e sior chruiteil dbamhsaidh. 

H-eitirin, S[C. 

Na meinn bheaga’s iad ri beadradh, 
Anns na creagan teann air. 

H-eitirin, S^c, 

Coilich choille, ’s iad ri coilleig, 
Anns an doire chranntail. 

H-eitirin, <^c. 

Cnothach, caorach, dearcach, braonach, 
Giasrach, raonach, aibhneach. 

H-eitirin, tf c. 

’S deiltreacb, laomach, meiltreach, caointeach, 
A fuinn mliaoiueach, leamhnach. 

H -eitirin, ^c. 

’S cubhraidh ’sutban, ’s badach luibhean, 
Ris a bhruthainn ann-teas, 

H-eitirin, Sfc. 

’S feurach, craobhach, luideacb, gaolach. 
An tir fhaoilidh sheannsaii. 

H-eitirin, Qc. 

Grian ag eiridh ’goradh sleibhe, 
’S beachan gheug ri srannraich. 

H-eitirin, c|c. 

Seiilein ruadha diogladh chluaran, 
’S mil ga buain le dranndan. 

H-citirin, Sj c. 

Breac le sulas leum a bhuinne, 
Ruidh nan cuileag greannar. 

H-eitirin, ifc. 

Barr gach tolmain fo bhrat gorm-dhearc. 
Air gach borrachan alltain. 

H-eitirin, Sfc. 

Lusan cubhraidh mach a’ briichdadh, 
’S cuid diubh ciil-ghorm bainn-dearg. 

H-eitirin, <J-c. 

’S ceolar, eibhinn, barr gach geige, 
’S an edin fein a damhs’ orr’. 

H-eitirin, tjc. 

Crodh air dair am barr an f hasaich, 
N fheoir nach d’fhas gu crainntidh. 

H-eitirin, Sfc. 

’S iad air theas a' ruith le’m buaraicb, 
’S te le cuaich gan teann-ruith. 

H-eitirin, <Jc. 
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’S miosrach, cuachach, lealiach, luachrach, 
Dol gu buaile’s t-samhradh. 

H-eitirin, fyc. 

’S omhnach, uachdrach, blathach, cnuachdacb, 
Lon nam buacbaill annta. 

H-eitirin, Sfc. 

’S imeach, gruthach, meogach, sruthach, 
An imirioh shnbhach, shlambach. 

H-eitirin, Sfc. 

Deoch gun tomhas dol far comhair, 
Gun aon ghlothar gainntir. 

H-eitirin, kc. 

IORRAM CUAIN. 

Gua neo-aoidheil turas faoillicb, 
Ge d’ bhiodh na daoine tabhachdauh, 

T/ia m’ fhearann saibhir hd-a /id, 
Ho-ri hi-rd na b' dile teat mi : 
Tha m'fhearann saibhir hd-a ltd. 

An fhairge molacb, bronnach, torrach, 
Giobhach, corracb, rapalach. 

Tha m fhearann, Sfc. 

’S cruaidh ri stiuireadh bial-mbuir duldaidli, 
Teachd 1c bruchdail charsanach. 

Tha m fhearann, Sfc. 

Clagh a chulain cba b’e ’n siigradh, 
’S e ri biiirein bachdanach. 

Tha m fhearann, S'c. 

An ciilanach fein cha n e’s fasadh, 
Agus lasan ardain air. 

Tha m'fhearann, Sfc. 

Teacbd gu dlii’ n deigbe cheile, 
Agus geumnaich diiir orra. 

Tha m'fhearann, Sfc. 

An fhairge phaiteach, ’sa bial farsuinn, 
Agus acx'as araidh oirr’. 

Tha m fhearann, Sfc. 

’S mairg a choimeas rauir ri mointich, 
Ge d’ bhiodh mor-shneachd strachd orra. 

Tha in f hearann, Sfc. 

Neoil a’ gealadh oidhche shalach, 
Gun aon chala sabhailte. 

Tha m'fhearann, Sfc. 

Dubh-ra-dorcha gun dad ghealaich, 
Oir-thir ain-eoil’ ard-chreagach. 

Tha m' fhearann, Sfc. 

Gaoth a’ seideadh, muir ag eiridh, 
’S fear ag eubhach ard ghuthach : — 

Tha m fhearann, fyc. 

“ Sud e’ tidhinn’s cha n’ann ruigbinn, 
Ooc-mhuir, friothar, basanach. 

Tha m'fhearann, Sfc. 

Cura ceann caol a fiodha direach, 
Ri muir diolain, dasunnach.” 

Tha m fhearann, Sfc. 

Ach dh’aithnich sinn gun sheol sinn fada, 
A raach san t-samh’s bu ghabhaidh sin. 

Tha m fhearann, Sfc. 

’S leag sinn a croinii a’s a h-aodach, 
’S bu ghniomh dhaoine caileachdach. 

Tha m' f heal ann, fyc. 

’S chuir sinn amach cliathan righne, 
Is bu ghrinn an alach iad. 

Tha m' fhearann. Sfc. 

’S shuidh orr’ ochdnar, theoma, throma, 
A’ sgoillteadh tonnan staplainneach. 

Tha m f hearann, Sfc. 

Hcig air chnagaibh, hug air mhuidean, 
’S cogall bhac air t- abhranaibh ! 

Tha m fhearann, Sfc. 

lad a mosgladh suas a cbeile, 
’S masgadh treun air sail aca. 

Tha m fhearann, Sfc. 

Sginean lochdrach rainh a Lochluiun, 
’Bualadh bhoc air bbairlinnean. 

Tha m fhearann, Sfc. 

lad a’ traoghadh suas na dile, 
Le neart fior-gharg ghairdeauan. 

Tha m' fhearann, Sfc. 

Catbadh mara’s marcachd-shine, 
’S stoirm nan sion, da ’n sarachadh. 

Tha m fhearann, /jfc. 

Lasraichean srad theine-shiunnachain, 
Dearg o’n iumradh chaileachdach. 

Tha m'fhearann, fyc. 

lad ag obair as an leintean, 
“ Hug a’s theid ’da ramh’ aca.” 

Tha m fhearann, fyc. 
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lorram ard-bhinn slmas aig Eair.un, 
Ann an cleith ramh braghada. 

Tha m' f hearann, Sfc. 

Aonghas Mac-Dbonnachaidh da reir sin, 
A ri! bu treun a tbairmeadh e. 

Tha m’ f hearann, iV(\ 

Donnacha Mao-Uaraig a luagh leo, 
’S b’ 1'hada buan a spalagan. 

Tha m f hearann, Sfc. 

Bha fuaim aon-mhaide air chleith ac’ 
Bualadb speicean tabifachdach. 

Tha m f hearann, Sfc. 

Raimh dam pianadh, ’s fir dan spianadh, 
’N glachdaibh iarnaidii ard-thonnach. 

2'ha m f hearann, fyc. 

Gallain ohiatach, leoghar, liaghacb, 
’S fuirbinean da’n sarachadh. 

Tha m f hearann, Sfc. 

Lunnan mine, ’s duirn da’n sineadh, 
Seile sios air dhearnainean. 

Tha m f hearann, Sfc. 

Muir ag osnaich shuas ma toiseach. 
Chuip-gheal, choip-gheal, ghair-bheuchdach. 

Tha m f hearann, Sfc, 

Suas le sguradh saoidh ri buirein, 
Le sior dhurachd sar iomaraidh. 

Tha m f hearann, Sfc. 

Slabhraidh chuirneineach ri duirdail, 
Shios bha stiur a t'agail ann. 

Tha m' f hearann, Ifc. 

Gaoth na deannan’s i ri feannadh, 
Na’n tonn ceann-fhionn rasanaeh. 

Tha m f hearann, fyc. 

Na fir lughmhor an deigh an rusgaidh, 
A’ cur smuid dbeth an alaichean. 

Tha m f hearann, fyc. 

Chaoidh cha mbiticheadh a misneach, 
Na fir sgibidh th. bhachdacii. 

Tha m f hearann, Sfc. 

Righ an eagail, Neptun ceigeach, 
Ri sior sgreadail—“ bathar sibh !” 

Tha m fhearann, Sfc. 

Gu’m b'fhad’ uamhuinn muir ri nualraich, 
’S catbadh cuain a stracadh orr’, 

Tha m f hear ann, frc. 

’Gbuidh an sgioba geur na diiilin, 
:S fhuair an urnaigh graf'adh diiaibh. 

Tha m f hearann, fyc. 

Smachdaich JEolus na speuran, 
’S a bhuilg sheidibh ard-ghaothach. 

Tha m'fhearann, Ifc, 

Gun d’ rinn Neptun fairge lomadb, 
Mar bhiodh giaine sgathain ann. 

Tha m’ f hearann, Sfc. 

Sgaoil na neoil bha tonn-ghorm ciar-dhubh, 
’S shoilsich grian mar b’ abhaist dh'i. 

Tha m’ f hearann, §'c. 

’S mhothaich an sgioba do dh’ fbearann, 
’S ghlac iad cala sabhailte. 

Tha m f hearann, Sfc, 

Ghabh iad pronn, a’s deoch, a’s leabaidh, 
’S rinn iad cadal samhach orr’. 

Tha m f hear am, fyc. 

A BHANARACH DHONN. 

LUINNEAG. 

A Bhanarach tlhonn a ’chruidh, 
Chaoin a chruidh, dhonn a chruidh i 

Cailin deas donn a cruidh, 
Cuachag an f hdsaich. 

A Bhanarach mhiogach, 
’S e do ghaol thug fo chis mi ; 

’S math thig iamhainnean sioda, 
Air do mhin-bhasan bana. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, Sfc, 

’S mor bu bhinne bhi t-eisteachd, 
An am bhi bleothan na spreidhe ; 

N’an smedrach sa’ cheitein, 
Am barr geig an am tas-choill. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, ifc. 

’Nuair a sheinne tu coilleag, 
A leigeil mairt ann an coille ; 

Thaladh eunlaidh gaeh doire, 
Dh’ eisteachd coireall do mharain. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, Sfc. 

Ceol farasda fior-bhinn, 
Fonnar, farumach, dionach : 

A sheinn an caillin donn miogach, 
A bheireadh biogadh air m’ airneann. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, Sfc. 



128 SAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH. 

’S ge V fhonnar an fhiodhall, 
’S a teudan an rithidh; 

’S e bheireadh damhs air gach cridhe 
Ceol nighin na h-airidh. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, fyc. 

Tha deirg agus giie, 
A gleachd an gruaidhean na finne’, 

Beni min mar an t-shirist, 
O’m mills thig gaire. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, Sfc. 

Dead snasda na ribhinn, 
Snaite, cruinn, mar na disnean ; 

Gur h-i ’n donn-gheal, ghlan smideach, 
’S ro mhiog-shuileach faite. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, Sfc. 

Chuireadh maill’ air do leirsinn, 
Ann am madainn cbinin cbeitein, 

Na gathannan greine, 
Thig bho teud-chul cas, fiiinneach. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, Sfc. 

’S ciatach nuallan na gruagaich, 
A’ bleothann cruidh ghuaillinn ; 

A’ toirt torroman air cuachaig, 
’S bothar 1'huaim aig a claraibh. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, Sfc. 

’S taitneach siubhal a cuailein, 
Ga chiathadh mu cluasan ; 

A’ toirt muigh air seid luachraich 
An taigh buaile, an gleanu fasaich. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, Sfc. 

A’ muineal geal boidheach, 
Mu’n iathadh an t-bmar, 

A’ dhath tein air gach sebrsa, 
Chile dortadh tre braghad. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, Sfc. 

Da mhaoth-bhois bu ghrinne, 
Fo ’n dh ghairdein bu ghile ; 

’N uair a shint iad gu h-innealt’, 
Gu sinean cruidh fhasgadh. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, Sfc. 

Gu’m bu mhothar mo bheadradh, 
Teachd do n bbuaile mu ead-thra, 

Seamh sult-chorpach beitir, 
’S buarach ghreasaid an ail aic’. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, fyc. 

Glac gheal a V ard gleodhar, 
A’ stealladh bainn’ an cuaich bleothainn ; 

A’ seinn luinneagan seadhach, 
An gobhal na blaraig. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, Sfc. 

’N uair thogadh tu bhuarach, 
Cuach a’s cui ru>au na buaiie ; 

B’ao-coltach do ghluasad 
Ri guanag na sraide. 

A Bhanarach dhonn, Sfc. 

ORAN, 

MAR GUM B’AKN EADAR AM PRIONNB’ AGUS NA GAEIL » 

Air fonn—“ Good night an' joy he wi’ you a'." 

AM PRIONNSA. 
Mile marbhaisg air an t-saoghal, 

’S carach baoghalach a dhail ; 
Cuibhl’ an fhortain oirn air caochladh, 
Cha do chleachd sinn moim ro’ chach ; 
Tha sinn a nis air ar sgaoileadh, 
Air feadh ghleann, a’s fhraoch-beann ai d; 
Ach teanailidh sinn fbs ar daoine, 
’N uair a dh’ fhaodas sinn gu blar. 

Misneach mhath a mhuinntir ghaolach, 
’S gabhaidh Dia dhuinn daonnan cas ; 

1 Cuiribh dbchus daingheanu, faoilteach, 
Anns an aonTini dhuin sta : 
’S buanaichibh gu righeil, adhrach, 
Traisgeach, uirneach, caoineacb, bid ; 
’S bi’bh dileas do chach a cheile, 
’S duinear suas ar creuchdan bdis. 

Ach’s feadar dhomhs’ a nis bhi falbh uaibh, 
{ A Ghhelibh calma mo gbraidh ; 
j Bu mhor m’ earbsa’ as ar fbnadh, 
! Ge do hd’ fhonadh dhuinn’s an ar, 
! ’S iomadh ana-cothrom a choinnich 
Sinn, ’s an choinnidh bha gun agh; 

i Ach gabhaidh mis’ a nis mo chead dhibh, 
Uine bheag : ach thig mi trath. 

Leasaichidh mi fbs ar callsa, 
Churaidhnean gun fheall, gun sgath ; 
A dhilse dhliodhach, righeil, threuna, 
A dheanadh euchd ri uchd nam blar; 
’S cinna’scoluinn chuir o cheilc, 
Sinn’, ’s sibh-fein a sgaradh fas ; 
Ach togaibh suas ar misneacb gleusda, 
’S cuiream fein r’ ar creuchdan plasd. 

NA GAEIL. 

j A Mhoire sinn th’ air ar ceusadh ! 
j Air dhi-ceille, sinn gun chail; 
J Tearlach Stiubhart Mac righ Seumas, 
i A bhi na eigiun aims gach cas ; 
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Gur h-e sin a rinn ar leireadh,, 
Gur h-e’s feudar dha gu’m fag ; 
Sinn na dheigh gun airm, gun eideadh, 
Faibh ’n ainm Dhe; ach thig a ghriiidh. 

Ar mile beannachd na d’ dheigh, 
’S Dia do d’ ghleigheadh aims gach ait'; 
Muir a’s tir a bhi cho reidh dhut: 
M’ urnaigh gheur leaf fein os aird ; 
’S ge do sgar mio-fhortan deurach 
Sinn o cheile, ’s ceuin ro'n bhas ; 
Ach soraidh leat a mhic righ Seumas, 
Shiigh mo cheille thig gun chaird. 

Chaill sinn ar stiuir, ’s ar buill-bheairte ; 
Thugadh uainn ar n-acair-bais ; 
Chaill sin ar compaisd’s ar cairtean, 
Ar reull-iuil’s ar beachd gach la ; 
Tha ar cuirp gun chinn, gun chasan, 
Sinn marr charcaisich gun stath ; 
Ach gabh thus’ a ghraidh do t-astar, 
Dean gleas tapaidh’s thig gun dail. 

AM PMONTtSA. 

Beannachd gu leir le Clann-Domhnuill, 
Sibh a dh’ fhoirinn orm na in’ chas, 
Eadar eileanan, a’s mhdr- thir, 
Lean sibh deonach, rium gach tra ; 
’S iomadh beinn, a’s muir, a’s mointeach, 
A shiubhail sin air chdrsa bais ; 
Ach theasraig Dia sinn air fuar-fhdirneart, 
Nan con srdn-ghaoth ’bha ri ’r sail. 

Sibh a rinn fo-laimh na Trianaid, 
Mis’ a dhion o mhi-ruin chaich ; 
Mo dhearg-naimhdean, neartmhor, lionmhor, 
Chuir an lion feadh ghleann a's hrd. 
A mhiad’s a thaisbean sibh d’ ar dilseachd, 
’S coir nach di-chuimhnich gu hrath ; 
A bharr, gur sibh is luaithe shin rium, 
Toic air tir’s an talamh-ard. 

NA GABIL. 

Ochan ! ochan ! cruaidh an dearmad, 
Bhi ’g ar tearbadh bhuat gun bhas; 
B’i ’n fhoir eibhinneachd, ’s am beirteas, 
Bhi d’ a t-fhaicinn gach aon la; 
Bi’dh ar ruisg lan tim a frasadh ; 
Ar cri lag-chuiseach gun chail, 
Gu’m pill thus’ a ris air tais oirn, 
Beannachd leat le neart ar graidh. 

AM PKIONNSA. 

O ! tiormaichibh a suas ’ur suilean, 
’Chomuinn riinaich ’fhuair ’ur cradh, 
Bi’dh sibh fas, maoineach, muirneach, 
N ’ur gard diibailt’ ma Whitehall, 

’Nuair a bhios an reubal lubacli, 
Ri bog chruban feadh nan earn, 
Gu’m bi sibhs’ an caithream cilirtc, 
Lasdail, lii-chleasach, lan iiidh. 

AM BREACAN UALLACH. 

LUINNEAG. 

He ’n cld-dubh, 
Hu ’« cld-dubh. 
He ’n cld-dubh, 
B'fhearr am breacan. 

B’ fhearr learn breacan uallach, 
Ma m’ ghuaillean, ’s a chuir fo m’ achlais, 
Na ged gheibhinn cbta, 
De ’n chib is fearr thig a Sasuinn. 

He ’n clo-dubh, fyc. 

Mo laochan fein an t-eideadh, 
A dh-fheumadh an crios d’ a ghlasadh, 
Cuaicheanach an eilidh, 
Deis eiridh gu dol air astar. 

He ’n clo-dubh, fyc. 

Eilidh cruinn nan cuachan, 
Gur buadhach an t-earradh gaisgeich ; 
Shiubhlainn leat na fuarain, 
Feadh fhuar-bheann ;’s bu ghasd’ air faich thn. 

He ’n clo-dubh, §~c. 

Fior chulaidh an t-saighdear, 
’S neo-ghloiceil ri uchd na caismeachd ; 
’S ciatach ’s an adbhans thu, 
Fo shranntraich nam piob’s nam bratach. 

He ’n clo-dubh, fyc. 

Cha mhios anns an dol sios thu, 
’Nuair sgriobar a duille claiseach ; 
Fior earradh na ruaige, 
Gu luaths a chuir anns na casan 1 

He ’n clo-dubh, frc. 

Bu mhath gu sealg an fheidh thu, 
’N am eridh do 'u ghrein air creachunn ; 
’S dh-fhalbhainn leat gu lodhar, 
Di-dbmhnaich a dol do’n chlachan. 

He n clo-dubh, Sfc. 

| Laidhinn leat gu cearbail, 
’S mar earbaig gu’m briosgainn grad leat, 
Na b' ullamh air m’ armachd, 
Na dearganach, ’s mosgaid ghlagach. 

He n clo-dubh, i(G. 
t 
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’N am coilich a bhi diii'dan, 
Air stucan am madainn dhealta. 
Bu ghasda t-fheum’s a chuis sin, 
Scnch mutan de thrustar casaig. 

He 'n do-dubh, fyc. 

Shiubhlainn leat a phdsadh, 
’S bharr feoirnein cha fhrosainn dealta ; 
B’ i sid a’ t-sunach bbuidheach, 
An 6g-bhean bha moran tlaclid dh’i. 

He 'n clo-dubh, Sfc. 

B’ aigeantach’s a’ choill’ thu, 
Dam’ choireadh le d’ bhlaths’s le t-fhasgath, 
Bho chathadh, a’s bho chrion-chur, 
Gu ’n dionadh tu mi ri frasachd. 

He ’n clo-dubh, Sfc. 

Air t-uachdar gur a sgiamhach 
A laidheadh a sgiath air a breacadh ; 
’S claidheamh air chrios ciatach, 
Air fhiaradh os-ceann do phleatan. 

He n clo-dubh, ifc. 

’S deas a thigeadh cuilbheir, 
Gu suilbbearra leat fa ’n asgaiil ; 
’S a dh-aindeoin uisg’ a’s urehaid, 
No tuil-bheum gu’m biodh air fasgath. 

He n clo-dubh, Sfc. 

Bu mhath anns an oidhch’ thu ; 
Mo loinn thu mar aodach-leapa ; 
B’ fhearr leam na ’in brat lin thu, 
Ispriseile thig a Glascho. 

He 'n clo-dubh, fyc. 

S’ baganta grinn bdidheach, 
Air banais a s air mod am breacan ; 
Suas an eileadh-sguaibe, 
’S dealg-gualainn a’ cur air fasdaidh. 

He 'n clo-dubh, tlfc. 

Bu mhath an 111’s an oidhch’ thu, 
Bha loinn ort am beinn’s an cladach, 
Bu mhath am feachd’s an slth thu ; 
Cha righ am fear a chuir as dut. 

He n clo-dubh, Sfc. 

Shaoil leis gun do mhaolaich, so 
Faobhar nan Gael tapaidh, 
Ach’s ann a chuir e geur orr’, 
Ni’s beurra na deud na h-ealltainn: 

He n clo-dubh, Sfc, 

Dh-fhag e iad lan mi-ruin, 
Cho ciocrasach ri coin acrach ; 
Cba chaisg deoch an iotadh, 
Ge b’ fliion i, ach fior fhuil Shasuinn. 

He n clo-dubh, fyc. 

Ged’ spion sibh an Cri asainn, 
’S ar broilleichean sios a shracadh, 
Cha toir sibh asainn Tearlach, 
Gu brath gus an teid ar tacadh ! 

He n clo-duhh, Sfc. 

R’ ar n-anam’ tha e fuaighte, 
Teaun, luaite cho cruaidh ri glasan ; 
’S uaiun cha’ n fhaodar fhuasgiadh, 
Gu’m buainear am fear ud asainn. 

He 'n clo-dubh, Sfc. 

Cleas na mnatha-siubhla, 
’Gheibh tuillinn mu’m beir i’ h-asaid : 
An ionad a bhi’n duimbh ris, 
Gun dubhail d’a fear a lasan. 

He 'n clo-dubh, tyc. 

Ge d’ chuir sibh oirne buarach, 
Thiugh, luaighte, gu ’r falbh a bhacadh, 
Ruithidh sinn cho luath, 
’S na s buaine na feidh a ghlasraidh. 

He ’n clo-dubh, fyc. 

Tha sinn’s na t-sean nadar, 
A bha sinn ro am an acta j 
Am pearsannan ’s an inntinn, 
’S ’n ar righealachd cha teid lagadh. 

He 'n clo-dubh, fyc. 

’S i 'n fhuil bha ’n cuisl’ ar sinnsridh, 
’S an inusginn a bha n’ an aigne, 
A dh-fhagadh dhuinn’ mar dhileab, 
Bhi righeil O! sin ar paidir ! 

He 'n clo-dubh, fyc. 

Mallachd air gach sebrsa, 
Nach dconaicheadh fds dol leat-sa, 
Co dhiu bhiodh aca cbmhdach, 
No cbmhruiste, 1dm gu ’n chraiceann. 

He n clo-duih, Sfc. 

Mo chion an t-dg fearragha, 
Thar fairge chaidh uainn air astar : 
Diirachd bllith do dhuthcha, 
’S an urnaigh gu lean do phearsa. 

He ’n clo-dubh, § c. 

’S ge d’ fhuair sibh lamh-an-uachdar, 
Aon uair oirn le sebrsa tapaig, 
An donus bliir ri bhed-sa, 

^ Ni febladair tuilleadh tapaidh. 
He ’n clo-dubh, ike. 
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TEARLACH MAC SHEUMAIS. 

Air fonn—“ Black Jock.'’’ 

O ! Tearlaich mhic Sheumais, 
Mhic Sheumais, mhic Thearlaich, 
Leat shiubhlainn gu h-eutrom, 
N am eubhachd 'bhi marsal, 
’S cha b’ aim leis a phlaigh ud, 
A tharmaich o ’n mhuic. 
Bheireadh creideamh a’s reusan 
Oirn eiridh mar b’ ibhaist, 
Leis an ailleagan cheutach, 
’Shliochd eifeachdach Bhancho; 
Mo ghr&dh a ghruaidh aluinn, 
A dhearsadh orm stuirt. 
Thu ’g iomachd gu surdai!, 
Air tiis a bhataili, 
Cha fhrosainn an driuchda, 
’S mi dlu air do shhilean ; 
Mi eadar an talamh 
’S an t-adhar a seoladh, 
Air iteig le aighear, 
Misg-chath, agus shoiais; 
’S caismeachd phiob’ mora, 
Bras-shrdiceadh am puirt. 

O ’n eibhinneachd ghlbrmhor, 
An t-sblais a b’ airde ! 
G’ ar iionadh do spionnadh, 
Air slinneinibh Thearlaich, 
Gu ’n calcadh tu ardan 
An caileachd ar cuirp ; 
Do lathaireachd mhbr-chuiseach, 
Dh-fhogradh gach fiiillinn, 
Gu ’n tiuntadh tu febdar 
Gach feola gu stailinn, 
’Nuair sheal’maid gu sunndach, 
Air fabhra do riiisg. 
Gu gnuis torrach de chruadal, 
De dh’ uaisle, ’s de naire, 
Nach taisicheadh fuathas, 
Ro’ luaidhe do namhaid ; 
’S mar deanadh fir Shasuinn 
Do mhealladh, ’s do threigsinn, 
Bhiodh au crun air a spalpadh, 
Le d’ thapadh air Seurlas, 
A dh-aindeoin na heist’. 
Leis an d’ erich na h-uile. 

Gu’m b’ fhoirmeil leam tormau 
Na ’n brghanan aluinn ! 
’S tein’-eibhinn a lasadh 
Gu bras-gheal air sraidibh ! 
’S na croisibh ri h iird-ghaoir, 
Mhoir Thearlaich ar Prionns’! 

Gach uinneag le foineal 
A boisgeadh le dearsadh, 
Le solus nan coillean, 
’S deas mhaighdeann d’an smiiladh ; 
’S gach ni mar a b’ araidh. 
’G cuir failt’ air le puimp ! 
Na canoiu ri biiirich, 
’S iad a’ sturadh an fhhilidh, 
A’ cuir crith air gach diithaich 
Le muiseag nan Gael ; 
Agus sinne gu lii’-ehleasach, 
Muirneach lan ardain, 
Am marsail gu miuinte, 
Ard-shundach m’ a shailean— 
’S gann bha cudrom’s gach fear dhuinn, 
Tri chairsteil a phuinnt! 

MO BHOBUG AN DRAM. 

Air fonn—“ The bucket you want.” 

I, UINNEAG.. 

Ho rd mo bhobug an dram. 
Ho ri mo blwbug an dram, 
Hd rd mo bhobug an dram, 
’S c chuireadh an sddan na m' cheann.* 

Fhkarabh ta’r suidhe ma ’n bhbrd, 
Le ’r glaineachean cridheil n-’ar ddrn, 
Na leanamaid ruidhinn air dl, 
Ma mill sinn ar bruidhinn le bul. 

Ho ro mo, fyc. 

Na tostachan sigeanta fial, 
’Ga’n aiseag gu ruige mo bhial ; 
Bu mhireagach stuigeadh, a’s trial), 
Am miirsal le ciogailt tro’m’ chliabh. 

Ho ro mo, Sfc. 

* The above chorus is not by Macdonald—it belongs to 
an old Uist song. Here are two stanzas of the original:— 

Cha teid mi’n taigh-bsd’ tha sud thail, 
Cha’n fliiach an sineabhar a th* aim, 
Ge d’ olainn am buideal le srann, 
Gu’n giulan mo cholainn mo cheann. 

Ho rd mo, fyc. 

Thuir cailleach cho libeasd’ sa bh’ ann, 
’Nuair fhuair i bias air an dram :— 
“ O! tairrnibh ’ur casan a chlann, 
’S bheir mise mo char air an oainhs’.” 

Ho rd mo, #c. 
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'S tu chuireadh an cuireid’ san t-sluagh, 
’N am cogaidh ri aodainn nan rung, 
Gun olamaid sgailc dhiot gu luath, 
Ma sguidseainaid slacain a truaill’. 

Ho ro mo, fyc. 

’S tu dh’ fhagadh sinn tapaidh san toir, 
’N am tarruinn nan glas-lann ri srdin, 
’Nuair thilgte na breacain de ’n t-sldgh, 
’S a truaill, bheii-t a mach claidhe mbr. 

Ho ro mo, fcc. 

Ge tu mo leannan glan ur, 
Cha pbdg mi gu dilinn thu ’n ciiil; 
Ach phbgainn, a’s dheodhlainn thu ruin, 
Nuair thig thu’s Jacobus na d’ ghniiis : 

Ho ro mo, fyc. 

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, fyc. 

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, tyc. 

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’ chbm. 

Ho ro mo, fyc. 

O fair a ghaoil channaich do phdg, 
Leig clannadh d’ a t-anail fo’m’ shrdin, 
Gur cubhraidh leam fannal do bheoil, 
No tuis agus mire na h-Eorp. 

Ho ro mo, Sfc. 

O aisig a ghlaine do phdg ! 
Cuir speirid n’ ar teangaidh gu cebl ; 
An ioc-shlainte bheannaichte choir, 
A leasaicheas cnamhan a’s feoil! 

Hu ro mo, 

MARBHRANN 

1)0 PHEATA CALUMAN, A MHAHBHADH LE ADHAU. 

’S tursach mo sgeul ri luaidh, 
’S gun chach gha d’ chaoidh, 

Ma bhas an fhir bu leanabail’ tuar, 
’S dii mheanbh ga chaoidh. 

’S oil leam has a Choluim chaoimh, 
Nach b’ anagrach gniis, 

A thuiteam le madadh d’a’m beus, 
Doran nan earn. 

’S tu’s truagh linn de bhas nan ian ; 
Mo chriidh nach bed, 

Fhir a b’ iteagach, miotagach triall, 
Ge bu mheirbh do threbir ; 

B’ fheumail’ do Noah na ciich, 
’N am bharcadh nan stuadh, 

Ba tu ’n teachdair’ gun seacharan d’ a, 
’Nuair thraigh an cuan ; 

A dh’ idreachdainn do dh-fhalbh an tuil, 
Litir gach fear ; 

Dughall is Colum gu’n chuir 
Deagh Noah thar lear ; 

Ach chaidh Dughall air seacharan cuain, 
’S cha do phill e riamh ; 

Ach phill Colum le iteagaich luath, 
’S a fhreagra na bhial. 

Air thiis, chad’ fhuair e ionad d’ a bhonn 
An seasadh e ann, 

Gus do thiormaich dile nan tonn, 
Thar mullach nam bpann ; 

’S an sin, a litir-san leugh an duine bha glic, 
Gu ’n thiormaich a bhaile, 

’Sgu’m faigheadh a mhuirichinn, cobhair na’n 
Agus fuasgladh na ’n airc, [teirc, 

Le neart cha spuilte do nead, 
Ge do thigte dha d’ shlad; 

Bhiodh do chaisteal fo bhearradh nan creag, 
Ann an dainghnichibh x-ag ; 

Bha do mhodh siolaich air leath bho chach, 
Cha togradh tu suas, 

Ach a durraghail an taca ri d’ ghradh, 
’S a cuir cagair ’n a cluais. 

Cha do chuir thu duil ann airgead no spreidh, 
No feisd am biodh siigh, 

Ach spioladh, a’s criomadh an t-sil le d’ bheul; 
’S ag bl a bhuirn ; 

Aodach, no anart, sioda, no srdl, 
Cha cheannaicheadh tu’m buth ; 

Bhiodh t-eideadh de mhin-iteacha gorm, 
Air nach druidheadh an driuchd; 

Cha do gbabh thu riamh paidir no creud, 
A ghuidh nan dul ; 

Giheadh, cha ’n eil t-anam am pein 
O chaidh tu ’null, 

Cha ’n e gun chiste no anart 
Bhi comhdach do chre, 

Fo lie anns an uir, 
Tha mise ge cruaidh e, ’g acain gu leir, 

Ach do thuitean le cii. 

Note This is the best of his smaller pieces, although it 
contains more of sparkling conceit than tenderness or 
pathos. It is probable that it was composed before he 
became a member of the Church of Home, as he says that 
the pigeon never repeated paternoster or Creed. 
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M O L A D H 

A CHAIM-BEULAICH DHUIBH. 

Ge beag orts’ an Caira-beulach dubh, 
Gur toigh leams’ an Caim-beulach dubh ; 
Biodh e dubh, no goal, no gris-fhionn, 
Gradh mo chri-s’ an Caim-beulach dubh. 

Ge h-ainnisgeach air an t-sedrs’ thu, 
Na’m b’ aithne dhomsa do phbrsa, 
Chuirinn moran fios do ’n dd-bheirt, 
’N an dubh dhlbiutibh fhdtusach, tiugh. 

’Suilean cuirpt’ bh’ arm an droch chriith, 
A fhuair oilbheim do ’n t'hear gheal-dhubh, 
Do ’n dream oirdheirc’s foirmeile fuil; 
’S duilich tolg a chuir ’n a chruaidh stuth. 

’S trie le madraidh bhi ri dealunn, 
An didhche redt’ ris a5 ghealaich ; 
B’ ionann sin, ’s eifeachd t-ealaidh, 
Air cliu geal a Cbaim.beulaich dhuibh. 

’S era mar fhuair thu dh’ aodann no ghnuis, 
Caineadh uasail gun mhodh, gun tlus? 
Fhior dhearc-luachrach ehinnich a lus ; 
Ma t-aoir bhacaich tachdam thu bhruie. 

Sgiiirsaidh mi gu gu’m bi thu marbh thu ; 
Cha bhi ach mo theang’ de dh’arm riut; 
A rag-mheirlich, bhradaich, a gharbhlaich, 
’Siomagharbh-mhartdh fheann thu le d’chuic. 

Do’n t-siol chruithneachd chuireadh gu tiugh ; 
Cha b’ e ’n fhideag, no ’n coirce dubh, 
Ach por priseil, ’s ro sgaoilteach cur, 
Feadh gach rioghachd air tir, ’s air muir. 

Gur iongantach leam, a dhuine, 
Mar robh mearan ort air tuinneadh, 
Ciod man do bhuin thu do ’n urr’ ad ; 
Curaidh ullamh, ’s cuireideach fuil ? 

Dream nan geur-lann gu reubadh cuirp, 
Cruaidh ’g a feachainn air beulamh trup ; 
S’ math’s is gleust’ iad gu bualadh phluic, 
’N am retreata dh’ eibheach le stuirt. 

Cha “ bhreac breun-loin” idir Cailean, 
Ach do dh’ fhion-fhuil ard Mhic-Cailein ; 
Teughlach uiseil Jarla-Bhealaich ; 
’S buadhach caithream ri uchd an truid ! 

’S cinnteach thiotadh gheibh thu do mhurt, 
Ma t-aoir chiotaich, mhiosguinnich churt; 
Ge do dh’ eirich gu robh ort stuirt, 
Bi’dh a bhiodag ridleadh do chuirp. 

Claigeann gun eanachainn, gun mheadrach, 
Sa faodadh na h-iolairean neadadh ; 
Cia mar fhuair thu ghnuis do sgiodar, 
Ghluasad idir an ionad puirt ? 

Eisg bhochd, cbearbaich, seargaidh mi tur, 
Do theanga chealgach a chearbaire dhuibh, 
Rinn an t-searbhag gun chair’ a muigh ; 
Asad dh’ earbinn “ cealgaireachd cruidh.” 

Cha fhior-ragair ge d’ bhiodh fearg air 
Do ’n d’ rinn thus’ a dhuin’ an t-searbhag ; 
Ach dg faighidneach gun earra-ghloir ; 
Lan do dh’ fearra-ghniomh, dhearbh e le ghuin. 

Bha thu mi-mhoil a toirt dh'a guth ; 
Crag a chobhair gu magradh gruth ; 
Ledbas odhar a ghlaimseadh suth, 
Deis dh’a leaghadh, 's e ruidh na shruth. 

Cha bu bheudagan gu sabaid 
Ach fior leoghanu stolda, staideil, 
Do ’n d’ rinn us’ an t-oran prabach ; 
Ach fior ghaisgeach ;’s am blur ’ga chur. 

Sparram cinnteach ort a ghlas-ghuib ; 
Losgadh peircill, corcadh, a’s cuip 
Air son ascaoin chealgach do bhuis ; 
B’ f’hearr gu’m bithinn-sa fagasg dhut. 

Ge do bhiodh tu caineadh ghael, 
Anns gach siorramachd a dh’ airinn, 
Seachainn muinntir Farra-ghael, 
’S gun a Cheblraidh fabharach dhut. 

’S mairg a dh’ eireadh ri siol an tuirc, 
Gasraidh ghleusda nach earadh cluich ; 
Cha bu bheus dhaibh bhi ris a mhurt, 
Ach cath treun, a’s cothrom r’ an uchd’. 

Ge beag ort-sa mile cuairt e, 
’S ioma sonn aigeanntach ullach, 
Eadar Asainn, ’s Cluaigh nan luath-long, 
A’s trom luaigh air Caim-beulach dubh. 

Suil na sedca, ’s ro bhedchail cur. 
An ceann rd-bhinn nam bachalag dubh ; 
Cha b’ i “ frdg-shuil, rdgair’ a chruidh 
Fior fhiamh seoid air cur ann an suit 

’S geal’s a’s dearg do leac, a’s t-aogas, 
Ge thubhuirt iad “peirceall caol riut;” 
Cha b’ ionann as sligeas-gaoisneach, 
’S fiasag-p**-laoigh ort nach eil tiugh. 

’S ge d’reachadh tu’s na speuraibh 
Chum a Chaim-beulach dhuibh eisgeadh, 
Tuitidh tusa mar a bheisteag, 
’N a t-ionad fein am buachar mairt. 

Thusa bhreinen, magaran cac ; 
E-san ghle-ghlan lomlan do thlachd ; 
Thus a dheistinn’s muig ort air at, 
Mar bu bheus do dhdran no chat. 

Aodann craineig, fharr-aodann tuirc; 
Com a chnaimh-fhi’ch, ’s nadur na muic ; 
Beul mhie-lamhaich, ’s faileadh a bhruic ; 
Spagan clarach ; sailean nan cusp’. 
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De dh’ oirlichean aoiridh b.irdail, 
Toiseam o d’ bhathais, gu d’ shail thu ; 
•S feannam do leathar a thraiil dhiot, 
Chioun gu’n chain’ thu’n Caim-beulacb dubh. 

Cha ’n fhear sgipi thus’ ach fior gblug; 
’S beairt gun teagamh bi'dh tu fobhruid ; 
T-iasag failidh, t-fhalt, a’s do ruisg; 
Tuitidh t-fhiaclan’s falbhaidh do thuigs’. 

’S coltach nach b’ aithne dhut mise, 
’Nuair a bha mi so gun fhios dut; 
Na’m b’ eol, cha ghlaeadh tu mhisneach, 
Rhine riobadh as an fhear dhubh. 

Note.—The Black Campbell was a cattle-lifter, and stole 
some cows from M‘Lean of Lochbuy- For this M‘Lean’s 
direachy or herdsman, composed the satire. At the end 
of the song he calls on all the bards to join him in lashing 
the thief. When M‘Donald heard this he composed his 
song in praise of Campbell and against the satirist—with- 
out any cause of love or hatred to either party. It is only 
an exercise of his wit; but it shows his usual talents and 
powers of invention, and felicity of language. After that 
the herdsman composed a very severe satire on M‘Donald 
himself. We give a few verses of the satire on Campbell 
as a specimen :— 

“ An Caim-beulach dubh a Cinn-taile, 
lar-ogh’ mhortair *s ogha ’mheirlich ; 
Am Braid-Alban fhuair e arach, 
Siol na ceilge’s meirleach a chruidh. 

*S obhar, ciar, an Caim-beulach dubh, 
*S oillteil, fiadhaich, amharc sa’ chruth ; 
*S lachdan liath-ghlas, dubh cha’n fhiach e; 

fear gu’n mhiadh an Caim-beulach dubh ! 

“ Cuiream tuath e, cuiream deas e, 
Cuiream siar e, cuiream sear e ; 
Cuiream fios gu baird gach fearainn, 
Gus an caill e ’n craiceann na shruth.” 

’S obhar, ciar, &c. 

MOLADH AN LEOGHATNN. 

Air fonn—“ Cabar Feidh.” 

Faii.t’ an leoghainn chreuchdaich, 
Is eugsamhuil spracalachd, 

’Nuair dheireadh do chinn-fheadna, 
Bu mheaghrach am brataichean, 

’Nuair chruinnicheadh gach dream dhiu, 
Gu ceannsgalach tartarach, 

Bhiodh pronnadh agus calldach, 
Air naimhdean a thachradh ribh ; 

lad gu h-oirdheirc air bharr corr-ghleus, 
Teinteach foir-dhearg, lasrachail, 

’S ard an stoirm air mhire-chonbhaidh, 
’S lainn nan dorn ri spealtaircachd, 

Le’n geur cholg ri stracadh bholg, 
A’ gearradh cheann is chorpunnan ; 

’S cha sluagh gun chrnaidh gun cheannsgal, 
Le’n iann bheireadh fosadh orr. 

Duisg a leoghainn euchdaich, 
’S dean eirigh gu farumacb, 

Air brat ball-dearg, breid-gheal, 
’S fraoch sleibhe mar bharau air; 

Tog suas do cheann gu h-eatrom, 
’S na speuraibh gu caithreaseach, 

’S theid mi-i'hin cho geire, 
’Sa dh’fheudas mi d’ arabhaig ; 

Togam suas do mholadh priscil, 
’S do cheann righeil farasda, 

Cha’n ’eil ceaun no corp san righeachd, 
An cruaidh-ghniomh thug baiTachd ort, 

An ceann cruadalach ard sgiamhach 
Maiseach, fior-dheas, arranta, 

’S trie thug sgairt ri h-uchd an fhuathais, 
Ri h-am luchd t-fhuatha tarruinn ruit. 

Co b’urrainn tiiir no di-bleachd, 
Gu dilinn a bharalacha ? 

No shamhlaicheadh riut mi-chliu, 
1 A righ nan ceann barrasach ; 

A chreutair ghasda, rimheich, 
’S garg fior-dheas do tharruinnse, 

! Air brat glan de’n t-sioda, 
! Ri min-chrann caol gallanach ; 

E ri plapraich ri crann-brataich, 
A’ stailce chas gu h-eangarra ; 

Is comhlain ghasda lan do ghaisge, 
Teanailt bras gu leanailt ris, 

Fearg gu casgairt ’nan gnuis dhaite, 
FTaoch a's Iras gu fearachas ; 

Bhi’dh sgrios a’s lannadh sios, 
Air luchd mi-ruin a bheanadh riut. 

Cha robh garta gledis, 
i Air an t-sedrsa o’n ghineadh tu, 

An dream rathail mhbr-chuiseach ; 
Chdmhragach, iomairteach ; 

} Bu ghunnach, dagach, br-sgiathach, 
Gbirseideach, nimheil iad ; 

Bu domhain farsuinu creuchdach, 
Cneidh euchdach am firionnach ; 

lad gu surdail losga’ fiidair, 
Toirt as smuid bho lasraichean ; 

Na fir ura, gheata, lughar, 
A ghearra smuais a s aisnichean ; 

Lannan du-ghorm, geura, ciil-tiugh, 
’N glaic nam fiuran aigeantach, 

A’ sgolta chorp a sios gu’n rumpaill, 
Surd le sunud air stracaireachd. 

'S foinni, fearail, laidir, 
Cuauda, daicheil, cinneadail, 

Sliochd nan Collaidh lamh-dhearg, 
’S iad lan do dh’ ard spiorad aunt. 

Cho dian ri lasair chrii-dheirg, 
’S gaoth Mhairt a’ cuir spionnaidh in 
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Gun mheang, gun mheirg, gun fhailiiu, 
’Nar caileachd ge d’ shirear sibh ; 

Na fir chogach theid’s na trodaibh, 
Nach biodh ro lotaibh gioragach ; 

Nach iarr brosna’ ri b-am cosgraidh, 
A pbronna chorp a’s mhionaichean, 

A’ sgatha cheann, a's lamb, a’s chas, diubh, 
Ann san toil le mire-cbath, 

Na fir bheurra, threin, fhearrdha, 
Gheur, armach, fhineadail! 

An cinneadh maiseach, treubhach, 
Nan reidh-chuilbheir acuinneach, 

Nach diultadh dol air ghleus, 
Ri h-am feuma gu grad-mharbhadh, 

Madaidh ri uird ghleusta, 
Gu beuma nan sradagau, 

A’ conas dearg ri cheile, 
A’ cuir eibhiean gu lasraichean. 

Frasan dealanach dearg pheileir, 
Teachd o’r teine tartarach, 

A’ spadadh, ’s a pronnadh, ’s a leadairt, 
Nan corp ceigeach, casagach. 

Lannan du-ghorm dol gan dulan, 
A gearra smuis is aisnicbean, 

Aig na treunaibh cruaidb, bheumnach, 
’S luath bhuala speachannan. 

Clann-Dbmhnuill tha mi ’g raite, 
’N sir chinneadh urramaeh, 

’S trie a fhuair’s na blaraibh. 
Air namhaid buaidh iomanach ; 

lad fearra. tapuidh, dkna, 
Cho Rn de nimh-ghuineadeach, 

Ri nathraicbean an t-slcibhe, 
Le’n geur-lannaibh fulangach. 

lad gu sitheach, gleusta, cos-luath, 
Runach, bos-luath, fulasgach, 

Cruas na craige, luathas na draige, 
Chluinnte fead am buillinnean ; 

Na fir dhana, liighar, narach, 
Fhoinnidh, laidir, urranda, 

Cho garg ri tuil-mhaoim sleibhe, 
No falaisg gheur nam munainean ! 

A ebarraig dhaingheann dhileant, 
Nach diobair gu’n acarachd, 

Gluais suas gu spdrsail righeil, 
Ro d mhilinibh gaisgeanda; 

’S iad mire geal na cruadhach, 
Gun truaille, gun ghaiseadh annt’, 

’S bocain a chuir ruaig iad, 
Bheir buaidh le ’n sluagh bras-bhuilleach. 

’S ioma fleasgach ciil-bhui dbid-gheal, 
Is garbh dorn is slinneinean, 

A dh’ eireas leat an tus na co’-stri, 
A ni comhrag min-bhuailteach, 

lad gu bonn-mhall, bas-luath, crbdha, 
Saitheach, strdiceach, iomairteacb, 

A’ dol a sios an am na teugbhail, 
’S leoghunn beuc air mhire aca. 

A leoghuinn bheucaich, ghruamaich, 
’Bheil cruadal air tuineacha, 

: Is trie a dhearbh an cruaidh chiiis, 
’S na buan ruagaibh cumasgacb. 

Nuair a spailpte suas thu, 
Le d’ bhuaidh ri crann fulangach ; 

Chile conadh ruaimleach, 
’An gruaidhean na h-uile fir. 

’S daingheann, seasmhach, rang do fhleasgach, 
’Nuair bhiodh deise tarruinn orr, 

Cha toir eagal namhaid eag annt, 
’S iad mar chreag nach caraicheadh. 

S glan am preas iad, chaoidh cha tcich iad, 
’S fiodh nacb peasg, de’n darach iad : 

S trie a fhuair sibh air ’ur namhaid, 
’S na blaraibh buaidh-chaithreamach. 

Nan tigeadh ortsa foirneart, 
Gu d’ leon o chrich aineolaich, 

Coigrich le run do’-bheirt, 
Gu d’ chbir thoirt a dh-aindeoin diot: 

’S iomad lan cheann-ileach, 
’S lainn liobhta’m beairt dhaingheann ann, 

A thairneadh suas ri d’ shioda, 
Dheth t-fhior-fhuil d’a t-anagladh. 

Fuiribin chomasach nach cromadh, 
Ro fhrois tholladh phearsunnan ; 

Nach biodh somult dhol air cholluin, 
’N am bhi sonnadh chlaigeannan. 

Crun-luath lomarra ’ga phronnadh, 
Air piob loinneich thartaraich, 

A chuireadh anam ann sna mairbh, 
A dhol gu fearr-ghleus gaisge leo. 

Stoc Chlann-Dbmhnuill dh’ eireadh, 
Le’n geugaibh ’s le meanganaibh, 

B’i sid a choille cheutach, 
A b’ eugsamhuil’s bu cheannardaich. 

’Nuair thairrneadh iad ri cheile 
Gach treubh dhiu gu fearachail, 

’S mairg a spiola feusag 
Nan leoghann, ga ghreannachadh. 

Bhiodh cinn is duirn ga sgathadh dhiubh-san, 
Ann an duiseal lannaireachd, 

Fuil ri feur-imeachd’s ri sriiladh, 
Feadh nan lub’s nan camhanan. 

Bhiodh lannan lotach du-ghorm, 
Cuir smuidrich de cheannaibh Ghall, 

Is caoidhrean cruaidh a’s ranaich, 
’S an araich gu gearanach. 

C’ ait am beil san righeachd, 
Am fear-ghniomh thug barrachd oirbh? 
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! Nam brosnaichte chum stri sibh, 
! A mhilidhnean barraideach ; 
j Na tuirin sgairteil priseil, 

De’n fhior-chruaidh nach fannaicheadh : 
D'am b’ abhaist a bhi dileas, 

’S nach diobradh na ghealladh iad, 
Gaodhair chatha theid mar shaigheid, 

Sios le’n claidhe’ dealanaich. 
Nach toir atha gun dad athais, 

Gus an sgath iad bealach romp ; 
Cuirp gan sgatha’s cruaidh ga crathadh, 

’S orra pathadh f'alanach ; 
Chluintear t'ead ar claidhean, 

Truagh ghair agus langanaich. 

Tha iomadh mile an Alba, 
De gharbh-fhearaibh fulasgach, 

Sliochd Gha'eil ghlais a Sc'ota 
Thig deonach m’ ar cularaibh. 

Gun tig iad le run cruadail, 
’S gum fuaigh iad gu bunailteach, 

Ri teanchair ghairg an leoghainn, 
’S ri spogaibh dearg fuileachdach. 

Togaibh leibh gun airc gun easbhuidh, 
Trom fheachd seasmhach cunnbhalach, 

De laochraidh dheise, shunndach, threiseil, 
Theid neo-leisg’s an iomairt sgleo. 

Cha’n fhacas riamh na suinn ’nan geiltibh 
Dol ’an teas nan cumasgan ; 

Teichidh iad o’r strMceadh, 
’S o’r srolaibh breac, duilleagach. 

BEANNACHA LUINGE, 

MAILLE RI BROSNACHA FAIROE, A RINNEADH DO 
SGIOBA BIRLINN THIGHEARNA CHLANN-RAONUILE. [ 

Gu’m beannaiche Dia Long Chlann- Raonuill, 
A cheud Ik do chaidh air sail’, 

E-fein, ’s a threin fhir ga caitheamh, 
Treun a chaidh thar mathas chaich ; 

Gu’m beannaich an Co-dhia naomh, 
An iunrais anail nan speur, 

Gu’n sguabta garbhlach na mara, 
G’ar tarruinn gu cala reidh. 

Athair a chruthaich an fhairge ! 
’S gach gaoth a sheideas as gach lord, 

Beannaich ar caol-bharc’s ar gaisgich, 
’S cum i-fein’s a gasraidh slim. 

A Mhic beannaich fein ar n-achdair 
Ar siuil, ar beirtein, ’s ar stiuir, 

’S gach droinip tha crochta r’ar crannaibh, 
’S thoir gu cala sin le t-iuil. 

Beannaich ar rachdan’s ar slat, 
Ar croinn’s ar taodaibh gu leir 

Ar stadh, ’s ar tarruinn cum fallain, 
’S na leig-sa ’nar caramh beud. 

An Spiorad Naomh biodh air an stiuir, 
Seoladh e ’n t-iuil a bhios ceart ; 

’S eol da gach long-phort fo’n ghrein, 
Tilgeamaid sinn fein fo bheachd. 

Beannuchadh nan Arm. 

Gu’m beannaiche Dia ar claidhean, 
’S ar lannan spainnteach, geur ghlas, 

’S ar luirichean tromamailleach, 
Nach gearr-te le faobhar tais; 

Ar lannan cruadhach, ’s ar gorsaid, 
'S ar sgiathan an-dealbhach dualach ; 

Beannaich gach armachd gu h-iomlan, 
Th’ air ar n-iomchar’s ar crios-guaile; 

Ar boghannan foinealach iubhair, 
’Ghabhadh lugha ri uchd tuasaid ; 

’S na saighdean beithe nach spealgadh, 
Ann am balgan a bhruic ghruamaich, 

Beannaich ar biodag, ’s ar daga ; 
’S ar n-eile gasd ann an cuaichean, 

’S gach trealaich cath agus comhraig, 
Tha’m bare Mhic-Dhdmhnuill san uair so. 

Na biodh simplidheachd oirbh no taise, 
Gu’n dol air ghaisge le cruadal, 

Fad’s a mhaireas ceithir biiird d i, 
No bhios carad shiith dh’i fuaighte ; 

’M fad’s a shnkmhas i fo ’r casan, 
Na dh’fhaineas cnag dh’i an uachdar, 

I A dh-aindeoin aon fhuathas gam faic sibh, 
Na meataicheadh gart a chuain sibh ; 

Ma ni sibh cothacha ceart, 
’S nach mothaich an fhairge sibh dibli, 

Gun islich a h-krdan ’sa beachd, 
’S gar cothacha sgairteil gu’n striochd i. 

Do cheile comhraig air tir, 
M’ ar faic i thu cinntinn tais, 

’S dach’ i bhoghachadh’s an stri, 
No chinntinn idir ni’s brais ; 

’S amhuil sin a ta mhuir mhor, 
Coisinnidh le colg’s le surd, 

’S gun umhlaich i dhut fa dheoigh, 
Mar a dh’ iirdaich High nan diil. 

Brosnachad/i iomraidh gu ionad sebla Ah. 

Gun cuirt an iubhrach dhubh-dhealbhach, 
An kite seblaidh, 

Sathaibh a mach cleathan righne, 
Liath-lom cbmhnard ; 

Ramhan min-lunnacha dealbhach, 
Socair, eutrom, 

A ni ’n t-iomradh toirteil, calma, 
Bos-luath, caoir-gheal; 
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Chuireas an fhairge ’na sradaibh, 
Suas’s ’na’n speuraibh, 

’Na teine-siunnacliam a’ lasadb, 
Mar fhras eibhlean ; 

Le buillean gailbheacha, tarbhach, 
Nan cleth troma, 

A bheir air bochd-thuinn tbonnaich, 
Lot le’n cromadh, 

Le sgionan nan ramh geal, tana, 
Bual a cholluinn, 

Air mullach nan gorm-chnochd, ghleannacb, 
Gharbhlach, thomach. 

O ! sinibh's tairrnibh, agus lubaibh, 
Ann sna bacaibh ! 

Na gallain bhas-leathunn, ghiubhsaich, 
Le lus ghlac-gheal. 

Na fuirbinean troma, treuna, 
A’ iaidhe suas orr, 

Le’n gaoirdeanaibh ddideach, feitheach, 
Gaoisneach, cnuachdaeh, 

’Thogas’s a’ leagas le cheile, 
Fe aon ghluasad, 

A gathan liath-reamhar, reithe, 
Fo bharr stuadhan ; 

lurghuilich garbh ’an tus cleithe, 
’G eubhaoh suas orr ; 

lorram dhuisgeas an speurad, 
Ann sna guaillean ; 

’Sparras a Bhirlinn le seitrich, 
Tro gach fuar-ghleann ; 

Sgoltadh na bdchd-thuinn a’ beucaicb, 
Le saimh chruaidh-chruim, 

Dh-iomaineas beanntainean beisdeil, 
Ro da ghaalainn. 

Hugan ! air cuan, nuallan gaireach, 
Heig air chnagaibh ! 

Farum le bras-ghaoir na bairlinn, 
Ris na maidibh ; 

Raimh gam pianadh, ’s bolgan fol’. 
Air bhos gach fuirbi ; 

Na suinn laidir gharba thoirteil, 
'S cop gheal iomradh, 

’Chreanaieheas gach bdrd dheth darach, 
Bigh a’s ia'rann ; 

’S lannan gan tilgeil le staplainn, 
Chnap ri sliasaid ; 

Foirne fearail, a bheir tulga, 
Dugharra, daicheil, 

’Sparras a chaol-bharc le giubhsaich, 
’N aodann aibheis, 

Nach pillear le fricgh nan tonn du-ghorm, 
Le lughs ghhirdein ; 

Sud an sgioba neartmhor, shiirdail, 
Air chul alaich, 

Phronnas na cuairteagan cul-ghlas, 
Le roinn rhmhachd, 

Gun sgios gun airtneal gun lubadh 
Ri h-uchd gabhaidh. 

An sin an deigh do na sia-fearaibh-deug, suidhe 
air na rdimh, a chum a h-iomradh,fo n ghaoith 
gu ionad seolaidh, do ghlaodh Calum Garbh, 
Mac-Raonaill nan Cuan, lorram oirre, ’s 
H air rdmh-brdghad, agus’s i so i:—- 

’S a nis o rinneadh ’ur taghadh, 
’S gur :oltach dhuibh bhi ’n-ar roghainn, 
Thugaibh tulga neo-chladharra daicheil. 

Thugaibh tulga, &c. 

Thugaibh tulga neo-chearbach, 
Gu’n airsneal gun dearmad, 
Gu f'reasdal na gaille-bheinne siiil-ghlais. 

Gu freasdal, &c. 

Tulga danarra treun-ghlac, 
A ridheas cnamhan a’s feithean, 
Dh-I'hagas soilleir a ceumannan blaich. 

Dh-fhagas, &c. 

Sgobadh fonnar gun eislein, 
Ri garbh bhi-osnacha cheile, 
lorram gleust aim bho bheul tir a braghad. 

lorram gleust, &c. 

Cogull ramh air na bacaibh, 
Leois, a’s rusgadh air bhasaibh, 
’S riiimh d’an sniomh aim an achlaisean ard- 

’S raimh, &c. Cthonn. 

Biodh ’ur gruaidhean air lasadh, 
Biodh ’ur hois gu’n ledb chraicinn, 
Fallas mala bras chrapa gu Fir dhibh. 

Fallas mala bras, &c. 

Sinibh, tairnnaibh, a’s luthaibh, 
Na gallain liath-leothar ghiubhais, 
’S dianaibh uighe tro shruthaibh an t-saile. 

’S deanaibh, &c. 

Cliath rbmh air gach taobh dh’i, 
Masgadh fairge le saothair, 
Dol ’na still ann an aodann na bairlinn. 

Dol ’na still, &c. 

lomraibh cd’-lath glan gleusta, 
Sgoltadh boc-thuinn a’ beucaich, 
Obair shunndach gun eislein gun fhardal. 

Gbair shunndach, &c. 

Buailibh co-thromach trein i, 
Sealltainn trie air a cheile, 
Duisgibh spiorad ’n-ar feithean gu laidir ! 

Duisgibh spiorad, &c. 
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Biodh a darach a’ collainn, 
Ris na fiadh-ghleannaibh bronnach 
’S a da shliasaid a’ pronnadh, gach barlainn. 

’S a da shliasaid, &c. 

Biodh an fhairge ghlas thonnach, 
Ag at 'na garbh mhothar lonnach, 
S na h-ard-uisgeachan bronnach ’sa gharaich. 

’S na h-ard-uisgeachan, &c, 

A ghlas-fhaii-ge sior chopadh, 
A steaeh mu dii ghualainn thoisich, 
Sruth ag osnaich a’ sloistreadh a h-earr-linn. 

Sruth ag osnaich, &c. 

Slnibh, tairrnibh, a’s lubaibh, 
Na gathain mhin-lunnach chul-dearg, 
Le iumaircidh smuis ’ur garbh ghairdean. 

Le iumaircidh smuis, &c. 

Cuiribh fothaibh an rugh’ ud, 
Le i'allas mhailean a' sruthadh, 
’S togaibh siuil ri bho L/idhist nan cra-ghiadh. 

’S togaibh siuil, &c. 

Dh-iomair iad an sin gu ionad seulaidh. 

An sin thar iad na seoil shithe, 
Gu fior ghasda, 

’Shaor iad na sia-raimh-dheug, 
A’ steach tro’ bacaibh, 

Sgathadh grad iad sios r’a sliasaid, 
Sheachnadh bhac-bhreid. 

Dh-ordaich Claim-Raonuill d’ an-uaislean, 
Sar-sgiobairean cuain a bhi aca, 

Nach gabhadh eagal ro fhuathas, 
No gue thuairgneadh a thachradh. 

Dh-urdaicheadh an deigh an taghadh na, h-uile 
duine dhol 'an seilbh a ghram draidh fein's 
na cho -lorg sin ghlaodhadh ri fear na stiurach 
suidh air stiiiir anns na briathraibh so : — 

Suitheadh air stiuir trom laoch leathunn, 
Neartar, fuasgailt’, 

Nach tilg bun no ban- na siimaid, 
Fairge bhuaithe ; 

Claireanach taiceil, lan spiunnaidh, 
Plocach, masach, 

Min-bheumnach, faicleach, 
Furachail, lan naistin ; 

Bunusaidh cutromach, 
Garbh, sdcair, seolta, lugh’or ; 

Eirmseach, faighidneach, gun ghriomhag, 
Rih-uchd tikilin ; 

’Nuair a chluinn e ’n fhairge ghiobach, 
Teachd le buircin, 

Chumas a ceann caol gu sgibidh, 
Ris na sughaibh ; 

Chumas gu socrach a gabhail, 
Gun dad luasgain, 

Sgod a’s cluas ga rian le amharc, 
Suil air fuaradh ; 

Nach caill aon dirleach na h.ordaig, 
Deth cheart chiirsa; 

’Dh-aindeoin biirr siimadain mara, 
Teachd le surdaig; 

Theid air fuaradh leatha cho daingheann, 
Mas a h-eigin, 

Nach hi lann, no reang ’na darach, 
Nach tdir eibh asd ; 

Nach taisich a's nach teid ’na bhreislich, 
Dh-aindoin fuathais, 

I Ge do dh-atadh a mhuir cheanna-ghlas 
Suas gu chluasaibh ; 

Nach b’urrainn am fuiribi chreauachadh, 
No ghluasad, 

O ionad a shuidh, ’s e tearainnte, 
’S ailm ’na asguil, 

Gu freasdal na seana mhara ceaiina-ghlas, 
’S gleann-ghaoir ascaoin, 

Nach crithnich le fuaradh cluaise. 
An taod-aoire, 

Leigeas leath ruith a’s gabhail, 
’S lan a h-aodaich ; 

Cheanglas a gabhail cho daingheann, 
’M barr gach tuinne, 

Falbh direach ’na still gu cala, 
’N aird gach buinne. 

Dh-brdaicheadh a mach fear-beairtc. 

Suidheadh toirtearlach garbh dhdideaeh, 
’An glaic beairte, 

A bhios staideil lan do churam, 
Graimear, glac-mhor; 

Leigeas cudthrom air ceann slaite, 
Ri h-am cruaidhich, 

Dh-fhaothaicheas air crann’s air acuinn, 
Bheir dhaibh fuasgladh ; 

Thuigeas a ghaoth mar a thig i, 
Do reir seblaidh, 

Fhrcagras min le fearas beairte, 
Beum an sgdid-fhir :— 

’Sior chuideachadh leis an acuinn, 
Mar failnich buill bheairtc 

Reamhar ghaoiste. 

Chuireadh air loth fear-sgdide. 

Suitheadh feas sgdid’ air an tota 
Gaoirdean laidir. 

Nan righinin gaoisneach, feitheach, 
Reamhar, cnamhach ; 
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Cragan tiugha, leatlmnn, clianach, 
Meur gliarbli chrocach: 

Mach’s a steach an sgoid a leigeas, 
Le neart sgi obaidh ; 

’An am cruaidhich a bheir thuig i, 
Gaoth ma sheideas, 

’S ’nuair a ni an oiteag lagadh, 
Leigeas beam leis. 

Dh-drdaicheadh air leth fear-cluaise. 
Suitheadh fear crapara, taiceil, 

Gasda, cuanda, 
Laimhsicheas a chinas neo-lapach, 

Air a f'uaradh ; 
Bheir imirich sios sa suas i, 

A chum gaeh urracaig, 
A reir’s mar thig an soirbheas. 

No harr urchaid ; 
’S ma chi e ’n iunnrais a ’g eiridh, 

Teachd le h-osnaieh, 
Lomadh e gu gramail treun-mhor 

Sios gu stoc i. 

Dh-drdaicheadh do'n toiseach fear-iuil. 
Eireadh mar-nialach na sheasamh, 

Suas do'n toiseach, 
’S deanadh e dhuinireolas seasmhach, 

Cala a choisneas ; 
Sealladh e 'n ceithir airdean, 

Cian an adhair, 
’S innseadh e do dh-fhear na stiurach, 

’S math a gabhail. 
Giacadh e comharadh tire, 

Le sar-shiil-bheachd, 
O’n ’se sin a’s Dia gach side, 

’S reuli-iuil duinn. 

Chuireadh air leth fear-calpa na tdirrne. 
Suitheadh air calpa na tairrne, 

Fear gu’n soistinn, 
Snaomanach fuasgailteach, sgairteil, 

Foinnidh, solta; 
Duine ciiramach gu’n ghriobhag, 

Ealamh gruamach; 
A bheir uaip a's dh’i mar dh-fheumas, 

Gleusda, luaineach; 
Laitheas le spdghannan troma, 

Treun’ air tarruinn ; 
Air cudthrom a dhbid a’ cromadh, 

’Dh-ionnsuidh daraich ; 
Nach ceangail le sparraig mu’u urracaig, 

An taod-frithir ; 
Ach gabhail uime gu daingheann seolta, 

Le liib-rithe ; 
Air eagal ’n uair sgairte an t-ausadh, 

1 chuir stad air, 
Los i ruith ’na still le crdnan, 

Bharr na cnaige. 

Chuireadh air leth fenr-innse nan uisgeachnn, ’3 
anfhdirge air cinntinn tuiUeadh a's molach, 
agus thuirt an StiiUreadair ris : — 

Suitheadh fear-innse gach uisge, 
Lamh ri m’ chluais-sa, 

I ’S cumadh e a shuil gu biorach, 
’An cridh’ an fhuaraidh. 

1 Taghaibh an duine leth eagalach, 
Fiamhach sicir, 

j ’S cha mhath leam e bhi air fad, 
’Na ghealtair’ riochdall; 

Biodh e furachair ’nuair chi e, 
Fuaradh froise, 

Co dhiubh bhios an soirbheas, 
Na deireadh no na toiseach ; 

I ’S gu'n cuireadh e mis air m’ fhuicill, 
Suas d’am mhosgladh, 

Ma ni e gne chunnairt fhaicinn, 
Nach bi tostach. 

! ’S ma chi e coltas muir bhaite, 
Teachd le nuallan, 

A sgairteas cruaidh:—“ ceaun caol a fiodha, 
Chumail luath ris.” 

Biodh e ard iabhrach, ceillidh, 
’G-eubhach “ bairiinn 

’S na ceileadh air fear na stiurach, 
Ma chi gabhadh. 

’Na biodh fear innse nan uisgean, 
Ann ach e-san ; 

Cuiridh giamhag, briot, a’s gusgul, 
Neach ’na bhreislich. 

Dh-drdaicheadh a mach fear-taomaidh, ’san 
fhdirg' a' bdrcadh air am main rompa s nan 
deigh. 

Freasdladh air leabaidh na taoime, 
Laoch bhios fuasgailt’, 

Nach fannaich gu brath’s nach tiomaich, 
Le gair chuaintean ; 

Nach lapaich, ’s nach meataich, 
Fuachd, sail’, no clach-mheallain 

Laomadh mu bhroilleach’s mu mhuineal, 
’Na fuar steallaibh; 

Le criimpa mor cruinn tiugh fiodha, 
’Na chiar dhbidibh, 

Sior thilgeadh a mach na fiiirge 
A steach a dhoirteas ; 

Nach dirich a dhruim liighor, 
Le rag earlaid, 

Gus nach fag e sile ’n grunnd, 
Nan lar a h-earluinn ; 

’S ge do chinneadh a buird cho tolltach 
Ris an ridil, 

Chumas cho tioram gach cnag dh’i, 
Ri clar buideil. 
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D/i-drdaicheadh dithis gu dragha nam ball chul. 
aodaich, 's coltas orra gun tugla na siuil uapa 
le ro ghairbhead na side. 

Cuiribh caraid laidir chnamh-reamhar, 
Gairbneach, ghaoistneach, 

Gum freasdaladh iad tearuinnt treun ceart i, 
Buill chul-aodaich ; 

Le smuais a’s le miad lugbis, 
An ruighean treunna, 

’N am cruaghaich bheir on- a steach, 
No leigeas beum leis, 

Chumas gu sgiobalta a staigh e, 
’Na teis meadhon, 

Dh-ordaicheadh Donnacha Mac-Chormaig, 
A’s lain mac Iain, 

Dithis starbhauach theoma, ladorn, 
De dh-fhearaibh Ghana. 

Thaghadh seisir gu fearas urlair, an earalas 
gum fdilnicheadh a h-aon de na thuirt mi, no 
gu’n spionadh onfadh na fdirge mack thar 
bord e, ’s gu n suidheadh fear dhiu so ’na 
dite. 

Eireadh seiseir ealamh, ghleusta, 
Lamhach, bheotha, 

Shiubhias, ’sa dh-t'halbas, ’s a leumas, 
Feadh gach bord dh’i, 

Mar ghearr-fhiadh am mullach sleibhe 
’S coin d’a copadh ; 

Streupas ri cruaidh bhaliaibh reidhe, 
De’n chaol chdrcaich, 

Cho grad ri feoragan ceitein, 
Ri crann rd-choill; 

A bhios ullamh, ealamh, treubhach, 
Falbhach, eolach, 

Gu toirt dh’i, ’s gu toirt an ausadh, 
’S clausail drdail, 

Chaitheas gun airtsneal gun eislean, 
Long Mhie-Dhdmhnuill. 

Do bha nis na h-uile goireas a bhuineadh do ’n 
t-seoladh, air a chuir ’an deagh riaghailt, agus 
theann na h-uile laoch tapaidh gun taise, gun 
fhiamh, gun sgdthachas chum a cheairt ionaid 
an d’drdaichadh dha dol; agus thog iad na 
siuil ma eiridh na greine Id-fheill-Bride, a’ 
togail a much o bhun Loch-Aineirt, ann an 
Uidhist-a-chirme-deas. 

Grian a faoisgneadh gu h-dr-bhuidh’, 
A mogul, 

ChimraWspeur gu dubhuidh ddite, 
Lan de dh-oglachd ; 

Dh-fhas i tonn-ghorm, tiugh, tarr-lachdunn, 
Odhar, iargalt; 

Chinn gach dath bhiodh aim am breacan, 
Air an iarmailt. 

Fada-cruaidh san aird an iar orr, 
Stoirm ’na coltas, 

’S neoil shiubhlach aig gaoth gan riasladh, 
Fuaradh frois orr. 

Thog iad ua siuil bhreaca, 
Bhaidealacha, dhidnach ; 

’S shin iad na calpannan raga, 
Teanna, righne, 

Ri fiodhanan arda, fada, 
Nan colg high dhearg ; 

Cheangladh iad gu gramail, snaompach, 
Gu neo-chearbach, 

Tro shuilean nan cormag iarrainn, 
'S nan cruinn ailbheag. 

Cheartaich iad gach ball de’n acuinn, 
Ealamh, dbigheil; 

’S shuidh gach fear gu freasdal tapaidh, 
’Bhuill bu choir dha ; 

’N sin dh’ fhosgail uinneagan an adhair. 
Ballach, liath-ghorm, 

Gu seideadh na gaoithe greannaich, 
’S bannail iargalt ; 

Tharruinn an cuan a bhrat du-ghlas, 
Air gu h-uile, 

A mhantul garbh caiteanach, ciar-dhubh, 
Sgreitidh buinne, 

Dh-at e ’na bheannaibh, ’s na ghleannaibh, 
Molach robach. 

Gun do bhochd an fhairge cheigeach, 
Suas na cnocaibh; 

Dh-fhosgail a mhuir ghorm na craosaibh, 
Farsuinn, cracach, 

’An glaicibh a cheile ri taosgadh, 
’S caonnag bhas-mhor. 

Gum b’fhear-ghniomh bhi ’g amharc’an aodann 
Nam maom teinntidh, 

Lasraichean sradanach sionnachain, 
Air gach beinn diubh. 

Na beulanaich arda liath-cheann, 
Ri searbh bheucail; 

Na culanaich’s an clagh dudaidh, 
Ri fuaim gheumnaich. 

’Nuair dh-eirimid gu h-allail, 
Am barr nan tonn sin, 

B’ eigin an t-ausadh a bhearradh, 
Gu grad phongail: 

’Nuair thuiteamaid le aon slugadh, 
Sios’s na gleanntaibh, 

Bheirte gach seM a bhiodh aice 
’Am barr nan crann d’i: 

Na ceosanaich arda, chroma, 
Teachd’s a bhairich, 

M’an tigeadh iad idir ’n-ar caramh, 
Chluinnt’ an giiirich. 

lad a sguabadh nan tonn beaga, 
Lorn gan sgiursadh, 

Chinneadh i ’na h-aon mhuir bhasor, 
’S cas a stiiiireadh. 
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’Nuair a thuiteamaid fobharr, 
Nan ard-thonn giobach, 

Gur beag nach dochaineadh an sail, 
An t-aigeal sligeach ; 

An fhairge ga maistreadh ’s ga sluistreadh, 
Troimbe cheile. 

Gun robh rdin a's mialan mora, 
’Am barrachd eigin. 

Onfadh a’s tonnau na mara, 
A’s falbh na luinge, 

A’ sradadh an eanchainean geala, 
Feadh gach tuinne. 

lad ri nuallanaich ard-uamhaineach, 
Searbh tbursach ; 

’G eubhach, gur h-iochdarain sinne, 
Dragh chum buird sinn : 

Gach min-iasg a bh'ann san fhairge, 
Tarr-gheal, tiunndait’ ; 

Le gluasad confach na gailbheinn, 
Marbh gun chunntas. 

Clachan a’s maorach an aigeil, 
Teachd an uachdar, 

Air am buain a nuas le slacraich, 
A chuain uaimhreich. 

An fhairge uile ’si ’na brochan, 
Strioplach, ruaimleach, 

Le fuil’s le gaor nam biast lorcach, 
’S droch dhath ruadh orr. 

Na beistean adharcach iongach, 
Pliutach, lorcach; 

Lan cheann-sian nam beoil gun gialaibh, 
’S an craos fosgailte. 

An aibheis uile lan bhochdan, 
Air cragradh, 

Le spogan’s le earbuill mor-bhiast, 
Air magradh. 

Bu sgreamhail an rbbhain sgriachach, 
Bhi ’ga eisdeachd, 

Thogadh iad air caogad milidh, 
Eatrom ceille. 

Chaill an sgioba cail g’an claisteachd, 
Ri bhi ’g eisteachd, 

Ceileirean sgreadach nan deomhan, 
’S m’othar bheistean. 

Fa-ghair na fairge ’sa slacraich, 
Gleachd ri darach, 

Fosghair a toisich a sloistreadh, 
Mhuca-mara. 

A’ Ghaoth ag urachadh a fuaraidh 
As an iar-aird ; 

Bha sinn leis gach seorsa buairidh, 
Air ar pianadh. 

S sinn dall le cathadh fairge, 
Sior dhol tharuinn, 

Tairneanach aibheiseach re oidhche, 
’S teine dealain. 

Peileirean bethrich a’ losgadh, 
Ar cuid acuinu : 

Faileadh a’s deathach na riofa, 
Gar glan thachadh : 

Na duilean uachdrach a’s iochdrach, 
Ruinn a’ cogadh; 

Talamh, teine uisg a’s sion-ghath, 
Ruinn air togail. 

Ach ’n uair dh’artlaich air an fhairge, 
Toirt oirn stribchda, 

Ghabh i truas le faite gaire, 
Rinn i sith ruinn. 

Ge d’rinn, cha robh crann gun lubadh, 
Seol gun reubadh; 

Slat gun sgaradh, rac gun fhaillin, 
Ramh gun eislein. 

Cha robh stagh ann gun stuadh- leumnach ; 
Beairt ghaisidh, 

Tarruinn, no cupull gun bhristeadh, 
Fise ! False! 

Cha robh tota no beul-mor ann, 
Nach tug aideach, 

Bha h-uile crannaghail a's goireas, 
Air an lagadh. 

Cha robh achlachan no aisne dh’i, 
Gun fhuasgladh ; 

A slat-bheoil ’sa sguitchinn asgail, 
Air an tuairgneadh. 

Cha robh falmadair gun sgoltadh, 
Stiuir gun chreuchadh; 

Cnead a’s diosgan aig gach maide, 
’S iad air deasgadh. 

Cha robh crann-tarrunn gun tarruinn, 
Bbrd gun obadh; 

H-uile lann bha air am barradh, 
Ghabh iad togail. 

Cha robh tarrunn ann gu’n traladh, 
Cha robh calp’ ann gu’n lubadh ; 

Cha robh ball a bhuineadh dh’i-se, 
Nach robh ni’s measa na thuradh. 

Ghairm an fhairge siochaint ruinne, 
Air crois Chaol He, 

’S gu’n d’fhuair a gharbh ghaoth, 
Shearbh-ghlbireach, ordugh sinidh. 

Thog i uainn do ionadaibh uachdrach 
An adhair; 

’S chinn i dhuinn na cliir reidh min gheal, 
’N deigh a tabhunn. 

’S thug sinn buidheachas do’n Ard-Righ, 
Chum na duilean, 

Deagh Chlann-Raonuill a bhi sabhailt, 
O bhas bruideil. 

’S an sin bheum sinn asiuil thana, bhallach, 
Do thinllin ; 

'S leag sinn a croinn mhin-dearg ghasda, 
Air fad a h-urlair. 

’S chuir sinn a mach raimh chaol bhasgant, 
Dhaite mhiue, 

De’n ghiubhas a bhuain Mac-Bharais, 
’An Eilean-Fhionain. 
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’S rinn shin an t-iomra reidh tnlganach, 
Gun deannad ; 

Thilg sinn Acraichean gu socair, 
Ann san rod sin ; 

S ghabh sinn deag long-phort aig barraibh 
Charraig Fhearghais; 

Ghabh sinn biadh a’s deoch gun airceas, 
’S rinn sinn cbmhnuidh. 

IAIN MAC CODRUM. 

John M‘Codrum,* the North Uist bard, commonly called Iain Mac Fhearchuir, was 

contemporary with the celebrated Alexander McDonald. He was bard to Sir James 

Macdonald, who died at Rome. The occasion of "his obtaining this situation was as 

j follows :—He made a satirical piece on all the tailors of the Long Island, at which they 

were so exasperated that they would not work for him on any account. One consequence 

of this was, that John soon became a literal tatterdemalion. Sir James meeting him one 

day, inquired the reason of his being thus clad. John explained. Sir James desired him 

to repeat the verses—which he did ; and the piece was so much to Sir James’s liking, that 

John was forthwith promoted to be his bard, and obtained free lands on his estate in 
North Uist. In a letter from Sir James Macdonald to Dr Blair of Edinburgh, relating 

to the poems of Ossian, dated Isle of Skye, 10th October, 1763, we find Sir James 
speaking as follows of Mac Codrum :—“ The few bards that are left among us, repeat 

only detached pieces of these poems. I have often heard and understood them, particu- 

larly from one man called John Mac Codrum, who lives on my estate, in North Uist. 1 

have heard him repeat, for hours together, poems which seemed to me to be the same with 

Macpherson’s translations.” 

The first of M‘Codrum’s compositions was a severe and scurrilous satire. Being 

young, and unnoticed, he was neglected to be invited to a wedding to which he consid- | 

ered he had as good a right to be bidden as others. He was very indignant, and gave 

vent to his feelings in the most severe invectives. He had the prudence to conceal his 

name. The wedding party being minutely characterized, several of them lampooned, and 

held up to derision, the poem gave great offence to some of those concerned. Although 

the author was concealed, the satire could not be suppressed. Several individuals were 

suspected, while the real author enjoyed the pleasure of knowing himself to be at the same 

time a person of some consideration, and amply revenged for the neglect of those who 

should have acknowledged it. His father only knew him to be the author. He was alone 

about the farm : John was in the barn, whither his parent went, as he could hear no 

• The Mac Codrums are not properly a clan, but a sept of the M‘Donalds. They belong to 
North Uist. 
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one thrashing’; but, on approaching nearer, he heard his son rehearsing his poem. He 

admonished him to attend more to his work than to idle songs, and left him, without 

thinking of the verses he had heard till the fame of the satire was spread .abroad, and a 

noise was made about it throughout the country. The verses then recurred to his mind, 

and he had no doubt of the real author. He spoke to John most seriously in private. 

He was himself a pious and a respectable man, and was much affected at the thought that 

any of his family should disgrace his fair reputation. He was sensible of the ill-will and 

hatred that John would incur were he known to be the author; and he, moreover, dis- 

approved of the license taken with the characters of individuals. The young poet 

promised him that he would give him no more occasion of regret on that score ; and he 

kept his word. Respect for his parent’s authority restrained him; for he composed 

no more of the kind while his father lived, nor any so severe afterwards. He must 

have had great command over himself, as well as submission to the will of a parent. 
It is no easy task for a young author, while hearing his compositions recited and 

applauded, not to indicate the interest which he feels. Although unnoticed and un- 

known, while feeling all the flattering suggestions which popularity must have incited 

within him, yet a revered parent’s authority checked the progress of the young aspirant 

in the career of fame. 

After his father’s death, M‘Codrum concealed no longer the flame which he had been 

i smothering in his breast. His name became known, and he was acknowledged to be the 
most famous bard in the Long Island since the time of Neil M‘Vurich, the family bard of 

| Clanronald. John M'Codrum was, like most of the bards, indolent. The activity of the 

body, and the exertion of mental qualities, go not always together. An anecdote will 

better illustrate this part of his character than any description we can give: A gentle- 

man sent for his neighbours to assist in draining a lake. The country people assembled 

in numbers ; and, exerting themselves, soon finished the work, much sooner than the 

poet had expected they would have done : he just, came in time to see the last of it. The 

gentleman was determined to punish him for his sluggish and indifferent behaviour, i 

When he ordered some provisions and a cask of whisky for the people, he told them to 

sit down, and called on the poet to act as chaplain, and ask a blessing. The bard was j 

not regarded as a man of grace. All were attentive, thinking him for once out of place. | 

He, however, spoke in a most reverential manner—his grace was brief and pithy, 

couched in verse, and was longer remembered than the sumptuous repast. While he 

expressed gratitude to the bestower of all good gifts, he turned the operations of the day 

into ridicule. 
When Mr M'Pherson was collecting “ Ossian’s Poems,” he landed at Lochmady, 

and proceeded across the moor to Benbecula, the seat of the younger Clanronald. On 

his way thither he fell in with a man, whom he afterwards ascertained to have been Mac 

Codrum, the poet: M'Pherson asked him the question, '‘Am bed dad agad air an 

FhHnn ?” by which he meant to inquire whether or not he knew any of the poems of 
Ossian relative to the Fingalians, but that the terms in which the question was asked, 

strictly imported 'whether or not the Fingalians owed him anything, and Mac Codrum, 
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being a man of humour, took advantage of the incorrectness or inelegance of the Gaelic in 

which the question was put, answered as follows:— Chan eil, is ged do bhitheadh cha 

ruiginn a leas iarraidh nis, i.e. No; and should I, it is long since proscribed ; which sally 

of Mac Codrum’s wit seemed to have hurt M'Pherson’s feelings, for he cut short the 

conversation and proceeded to Benbecula. 

We will not attempt to select any parts of the poems of this author. All indicate the 

master-hand of the performer. One trait is striking in his character as a poet—his 

disposition to satire. He is perhaps the first satirist of the modern Gaelic poets. 

M‘Donald and M'Intyre attacked like men determined to take a stronghold by open 

force, in defiance of all resistance : Mac Codrum held up the object of his animadversion 

in a light that exposed him to ridicule and contempt, and he made others his judges. 

His fame as a poet and wit soon spread, and so delighted Alexander M’'Donald that he 

determined to visit him. On meeting Mac Codrum a few yards from his own door, the 

visitor, naturally enough, inquired “An aithne dhut Iain Mac Codrum f” “ ’S aithne 
gu ro mhaih," replied John. “ Am beilfhios agad am bheil e 'stigh ?” was M‘Donald’s 

next question, to which the facetious bard answered with an arch smile, “ Mu ta bha e 

'stigh nuair a bha mise 's cha drinn mi ach tighinn amach." M'Donald, yet ignorant 

that he was speaking to the individual about whom he was inquiring, proceeded to say, 
“ Caithidh mi’ noidhche nochd mar-ris, ma's abhaist aoidhean a bhiaiga.” “ Tha mi 

creidsin,” replied the witty John, “ nach bi e falamh dhiu sin cuideachd rnu bhios na 

cearcana breith (uibhean).”* 

In purity and elegance of language Mac Codrum comes nearest to Macdonald, who 

appears to have been his model. Some of his pieces appear to us as servile copies of 

great originals. When he chooses to think and compose for himself, he appears to more 

advantage ; witty, ingenuous, and original. His satire on “Donald Bain's Bagpipe' is 

a masterpiece of its kind; full of wit and humour, without the filth and servility that disgrace 
the satires of Macdonald and other Keltic poets. His poems on “ and “Whiskey" 

are excellent. They first appeared in Macdonald’s volume, without the author’s name ; but 

Mac Codrum’s countrymen have claimed them for him. He never published any thing of 

his own, and many of his poems are now lost. In his days the only poets who ventured 

to send their works to the press were Macdonald and Macintyre; and, it is probable, 
that their great fame prevented our author from entering the lists with such formidable 
competitors. 

* Mac Codrum’s skill in the Gaelic was exquisite, and he was in the practice of playing on words 
of doubtful or double meaning, when used by others. He was once on a voyage, and the boat put 
into Tobermory, in the island of Mull, when the inhabitants, as usual, gathered on the shore to 
learn from whence the strangers came. One of them asked the crew, “ Get as a thug sibh an 
t-iomradh?" “As na gairdeanan,” answered the bard. Another asked, “An ann bho thuath a 
huinig' sibh ?” to which Mac Codrum again rejoined, “ pairt bho thuath a’s pdirt bho thighearnan." 
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S M E O R A C II C H L A N N - D O M H N U I L L. 

LUINNEAG. 
Holaibh o iriag hbroll b, 
Holaibh o iriag boro i, 
Holaibh o iriag huroll b, 
Sme'orach le Clann-Hbmhnuill mi. 

Smeorach mis air urlar 1’habail; 
Crubadh arm an dusal cadail, 
Gun deorachd a theid ni's faide; 
Truimeid mo bhrdin thoirleum maigne. 

Holaibh o iriag, §c. 

Smeorach mis ri mulach beinne, 
’G amharc groin’ a’s speurair soilleir, 
Thig mi stolda choir na coille, 
’S bidh mi bed air trebdas eile. 

Holaibh o iriag, tjc. 

Sme'jrach mis air bharr gach bidean, 
Dianamh muiru ri driuchd na maidnc, 
Bualadh mo chiiath-lu air m’ fheadan, 
Seinn mo chiuil gun smirr gun smodan. 

Holaibh o iriag, <|'C. 

Ma mhoias gach eun a thir fein, 
Ciod am lath nach moladh mise— 
Tir nan curaidh, tlr nan cliar ; 
An tir bhiachar, fhialaidh, mhiosail ? 

Holaibh o iriag, S^c. 

An tir nach caol ri cois na mara, 
An tir ghaolach, chaomhach, chanach, 
An tlr laoghach, uanach, mheannach, 
Tir an arain, bhaineach, mhealach. 

Holaibh o iriag, <| c. 

An tir riabhach, ghrianach, thaitneach ; 
An tir dhionach, fhiarach, fhasgach ; 
An tir lianach, ghiaghach, lachach, 
’N tir’m bi biadh gun mhiagh air tacar. 

Holaibh o iriag, i^c. 

An tir choirceach, eornach, phailte ; 
An tir bhuadhach, chluanach, ghartach ; 
An tir chruachach, sguabach, ghaisneach 
Dlu ri cuan, gun fhuachd ri sneachda. 

Holaibh o iriag, <^c. 

’S i ’n tir sgiamhach tir na mhachrach, 
Tlr nan dithean, miadar, daite ; 
An tir laireach, aigeach, mhartach, 
Tir an aigh gu brlich nach gaisear. 

Holaibh o iriag, tfc. 

An tir a’s bdiche ta ri faicinn ; 
’M bi fir 6g an comhdach dreachail ; 
Tailt ni ’sleoir le pur na machrach ; 
Spreigh air mdintich ; dr air chlachan.* 

Holaibh 0 iriag, S^c. 

An ciadh Chdthan rugadh misc, 
j ’N aird na h-Unnair chaidh mo thogail ; 
’Fradharc a chuain uaimhrich, chuislich, 
Nan stuadh guanach, cluaineach, cluicheach. 

Holaibh o iriag, §-c. 

Measg Chlann-Domhnuill fhuair mi m-altrom, 
Buidheann nan seol, ’s nan srbl daite ; 
Nan long luath air chuaintean farsuinn, 
Aiteam nach ciuin rusgadh ghlas-lann. 

Holaibh o iriag, <^c. 

Na fir eolach, stoilde, staideil, 
Bha’s an chomh-stri stroiceach, sgaiteach. 
Fir gun bhrdn, gun icon, gun airsneal, 
Leanadh tdir, a’s tuir a chasgadh. 

Holaibh o iriag, <£c. 

Buidheann mo ghaoil nach faoin caitean, 
Buidheann nach gann greann san aisith ; 
Buidheann shunntach ’nam bhi aca, 
Rusgadh lann fo shranntaich bhratach. 

Holaibh o iriag, 

Buidheann uallach an uair caismeachd, 
Leanadh ruaig gun luaidh air geaitachd : 
Cinn a’s guaileau cruaidh gan spealtadh, 
Aodacii ruadh Je fuaim ga shracadh. 

Holaibh o iriag, ^c. 

Buidheann rioghail, ’s fir-ghlan, alia, 
Buidheann gun fhiamh, ’s iotadh fal orr ; 
Buidheann gun sgiith’m blur na’n deannal, 
Foinnidh, naracii, laidir, fearail. 

Ilolaibh o iriag, S^c. 

Buidheann mor’s am pbr nach troicheil, 
| Dh-fhas gu meanmach, dealbhach, toirteil; 

Fearail fo’n airm, ’s mairg d’a nochdadh, 
| Ri uchd stoirm nach leanabail coitas. 

Holaibh o iriag, <|c. 

Suidheam’ mu’n bhord, stoilde, beachdail, 
An t-shuii san dorn nach dl a mach i, 

j Slainte Shir Seumais thigh’n’ dachaigh ; 
Aon miiac Dhe mar sgcith d’a phearsa. 

Holaibh o iriag, <Jc. 

* Alluding to kelp 
K 



146 SAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH. 

C O M H R A D H, 
[MAR GU ’M B’ ANS] 

EADAR CARAID AGUS NAMHAID AN U1SGE-BHEATHA. 

CAHA1D. 

Mo ghaol an lasgaire spraiceil. 
Fear nan gorm.shuilean maiseach, 
Chuireadh foirm to na macaibh, 
’Nuair a thachradh iad ris. 
’Nuair a chruinnicheadh do chuisir, 
Cha b’ i chuilm gun a chdmhradh ; 
Gheibbte rainn agus drain, 
’S iomadh st'ori na measg: 
Gille beadarrach, sugaoh, 
Tha na chleasaiche lugbor; 
’S ro mhath bhreabadh an t-urlar, 
Agus tiunntadh gu brisg. 
’S e dhambsadh gu h-uallach, 
Gu h-aucaideach, guanach; 
Gun sealltainn air truailleachd, 
Ach uaisl’ agus meas. 

NAMHAID. 

’S msirg a dheanadh an t-dran, 
’S nach deanadb air choir e ; 
Gun bhi moladh an do’-thir. 
Bha na rbgaire trie. 
Fear a sheargadh an conach, 
Thiunntadh mionach nan sporan 
Dh-fhagadh leanbain air aimbbheirt, 
Ann au carraid’s an drip. 
An struthaire di-bhuan, 
Tha gu brosgulach, briagach ; 
Fear crosta mi-chiallach, 
Gun riaghailt, gun mheas. 
Call mor tha gun bhuinnig, 
Ann an solas ro dhioinbuan ; 
S tear stbrais is urrainn 
A bhi cumantas ris. 

CARAID. 

’Mhic-an-Tdisich, rahic-bhracha, 
'Fhir comhraig nan gaisgeach, 
A chuireadh boilich’s na claigneann, 
Sa chuireadh casan air chrith I 
Bu tu eledea na h-aitribh, 
’N aghaidh rent’ agus sneachda, 
Dheanadh votion do dh-lhrasan ; 
’S chuireadh seachad an cith. 
Dheanadh dana fear saidealt’ ; 
Dheanadh lag am fear neartor ; 
Dheanadh daibhir fear beairteach, 
Dh-ain-deoin pailteas a chruidh ; 
An ceart aghaidh na th’ aca, 
De mhuirn, no mheoghail, no mhaenus, 

’S tu raghainn is taitneich, 
De chuis mhaenuis air bith. 

NAMHAID. 

A dhuin ! au cual’ thu, no’m fac’ tbn, 
Riamh ni's miosa chuis mhaenuis, 
Na bhi ’n a d’ shineadh ’s na claisean, 
Gun chlaisteachd, gun ruith ? 
Air do mhuchadh le daoraieh ; 
’G a do ghiulan aig daoine, 
’N a d’ chuis-bhuird aig an t-saoghal, 
Far nach faodar a chleith ; 
’S e bhi ’g coinneaehadh Rati, 
Ni do lomadh ma d’ bheartas ; 
Luchd a cbomuinn, ’s a chaidrimh, 
Ni e ’n creachadh gun fhios. 
’S e ciall-sgur a bhios aca, 
Bhi ri buiilean, ’s ri cnapadh ; 
Gu’m bi fuil air an claigneann, 
’S bi’m batachan brist. 

CARAID. 

Mo ghaol an lasgaire suairce, 
Chleaehd bhi ’n caidreamli nan uaislean ; 
’S iomadb tlachd, a’s deagh bbuaidh, 
Ata fuaite ri d' chrios. 
Biorach, gorm.shuileach, meallach, 
Beaehdail, colgarra, tallain, 
Laidir, caoin, air deagh tharruinn, 
Gu fl.gradh gaillionu a’ chuirp. 
Far an cruinnich do pbaistean, 
Gu’m bi mir’ aim a’s marau, 
Agus iomadh ceol-gaire ; 
’S iad neo-chriiiteach ma ’n cuid. 
Bheir e ’n t-umaidh gu solas ; 
Ni e glic am fear gorach ; 
Ni e sunndach fear brbnacb ; 
’S ni e gdrach fear glic. 

NAMHAID. 

’M b’ e sin raghainn nam macabh, 
Bhi gu n fhradharc, gu’n chlaisteachd ; 
’Nuair bu mhiann leb dhol dachaigh, 
’S e ni thachras ni’s mios’. 
Gur e -n ceann is treas cas daibh, 
Lom-lan mheall, agus chnapan ; 
Gach aon bhall ga’m bi aca, 
Goid a neart uath’ gun fhios. 
lad na ’n tamhaisg gun toinisg ; 
lad a labhairt an donuis ; 
lad ro lamhach gu conus, 
’S nach urr’ iad cuir leis : 
Bi’dh an aodnaibh ’g an sgrbbadh, 
Bi'dh an aodach ’ga shroieeadh ; 
Cha ’n fhaod iad bhi stblda, 
’S iad an comhnuidh air mhisg. 
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CAR AID. 
Nach boidheach an spin's, 

Bhi suidhe ma bhbrdaibli, 
Ue cuideachda clioir, 
A bhios’s an toir air an dibh ! 
Bi’dh mo bhotal air sgornan, 
Hi toirt cop air mo stdpan ; 
Nach toirteil an cedi learn 
An crdnan, ’s an glig ? 
Gu’m bi fear air an daoraich ; 
Gu 'in bi fear dhiu ri baoireadh ; 
Gu'm bi fear dhiu ri caoineadh ; 
Nach beag a shaoileadh tu sid ? 
Ni e fosgaoilt’ fear dionach ; 
Ni e crosta fear ciallaeh ; 
Ni e tostach fear briathrach, 
Ach aim am blialum nach tuig. 

NAMHAID. 

Nach dona mar spors, 
Bhi suidhe ma bhdrdaibh ; 
Na bhi milleadh ino stdrais, 
Le gbraich gun mheas. 
Ue siarach, ’s le staplaich ; 
Le briathrau mi-ghnathaicht’; 
Iti spearadh, ’s ri saradh 
An Abharsair dhuibh. 
Bi dh an douus, 's an dblas, 
De chonas, 's do chomh-stri ; 
’S do tharruinn air dhdrnaibh, 
Anus an chomhail nach glic : 
Iti fuathas, 's ri sgainneal ; 
Iti gruaidhean 'g an pronnadh, 
Le gruagan 'g an tarruinn, 
Le barrachd de ’n mhisg. 

AHAID. 

Mo ghaol an gille glan eibhinn, 
Dh-fhas gu cineadail speiseil ; 
Dh-fhas gu spioradail treubhach, 
'Nuair a dh-eireadh an drip. 
Bhiodh do ghillean ri solas, 
lad gu mireagach biddheach, 
lad a’ sireadh ni's leoir, 
’S iad ag !>] mar a thig. 
lad gu h-aighearach fonnor, 
lad gun athadh, gun lompais; 
lad ro mhath air an ronngas, 
’Nuair a b’ anntlachd an cluich. 
Cuid d’a fasan air uairean, 
Duirn, a’s bat, agus gruagadh, 
Dh-aithnte dhreach air an spuacau, 
Gu’n robh bruaidlein's a' mhisg. 

NAMHAID. 

Tha mhisg dona ’n a nadur, 
Lom-lan mbrchuis a’s ardain ; 

Lorn.Ian bosd agus sparaig, 
Anns gach cas air an tig. 
Tha i uamharra, fiadhaich, 
Tha i murtaidh 'n a b-iarbhail 
Tha i dustach, droch-nialach, 
Lan de dh-fhiablnas, 's de fhriodh. 
Gu m bi fear dhiu 'n a shineadh ; 
Gu 'in bi fear 'n a chuis-mhi-loinn ; ' 
Gu'm aithlise Honor; 
’S iad am maoidlieadh nam pluic’. 
Tha i tuar-shreupach foilleil; 
lomadh uair air droch oilean ; 
’S gun do dh-fhuasgladh fa-dheireadh, 
Ach 's i bu choireach a mhisg. 

CARAID 

Mo ghaol an cleasaiche lughor, 
Fear gun cheasad gun chuna ; 
Fear gu’n cheiltinn air cuineadh, 
’N am bhi dluthachadh ris. 
Bheireadh tlachd a s amhuigeau ; 
Dheanadh gealtair de ’n diudhlaeh ; 
Dheanadh dim’ am fear diuid, 
Chum a chuis a dhol leis. 
Fear a’s fearr an taigh i sd’ thu ; 
Fear a’s urfhailteach drain ; 
Fear nach fuiligear ’n a dnar, 
Ach a bhbilich’s an drip. 
Fear tha maranach, ceolar ; 
Cridheil, cairdeach, le pbgan ; 
’S a latnh dheas air a phdca, 
’S sgapadh stdrais le misg. 

NAMHAID. 

A chinn-aobhair a chonais, 
’S trie a dh-fhobhaich na sporain ; 
Fhir nach d’ fhoghlum an onair, 
B’ e bhi ’g a d’ mholadh a bhleid : 
’Nis on’s biianna ro dhaor thu, 
Tha ri buaireadh nan daoine, 
Dol man cuairt air an t-saoghal, 
Chum na dh-fliaodas tu ghoid. 
Fear ri aithreachas nr r thu ; 
Fear ri carraid, ’s ri comh-stri; 
Fear ri geallam ;'s cha tdram ; 
Thug sid leonadh do d’ mheas. 
Ni thu ’in pMtear ’n a striopaich, 
Ni thu striopaich ’n a pditear ; 
’S iomadh mile droch codhail, 
A tha’n tdir air a mhisg. 

CARAID. 

Ge b' e thionnsgan, no dh-inudrig, 
Air aim ionnstramaid phriseil, 
’S duine grunndail na innsgiu, 
Bha gu h-intinneach glic. 

I Thug bho arbhar gu siol e ; 
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Thug bbo bhraich, gu ni a’s brigheil’; 
Thug a prais ’na cbeo-liath e, 
’Mach tro chliath nau lub trie. 
Thug d buideal gu stop e, 
Rinn e ’n t-susbainte c'oladh, 
Thogadh sligeachau rebta; 
Dht'lli fir bhreoite gun sgrid. 
An donus coinneamh no c'jdhail. 
No eireachdas mor-shluaigh, 
Gun do cheileireachd bhoidheach, 
Cha bhi solas na measg. 

NAMHAID. 

Ge be thionnsgan an aimhlisg, 
’S ole an grunnd bha na eanachainn, 
’S mor a dhuisg e de dh-argamaid, 
’S de dhroch sheanachas mar ris. 
Dheilbh e misg agus daorach, 
Rinn e breisleach san t-shaoghal. 
B’fhearr nach beirte gu aois e ; 
Aeh bas na naoidheachan beag. 
Dhuisg e trioblaid a’s comh-stri, 
Ruisg e biodag an ddrnaibh, 
Chuir e peabar san ddmhnach, 
’Nuair a thoisich a mhisg. 
Cha chiiis buinig ri leanmhuinn, 
Ach cuis guil agus falmhachd, 
Sa chaoidh cha’n urr’ thu ga sheanachas, 
Mar a dh-t’halbh do chuid leis. 

D I - M O L A D H 

PIOB’ DHOMHNUIM. BHA1N. 

A’chainnt a thuirt Iain 
Gu’n labhair e cearr i, 
’S feudar dhuiun aicheadh 
Is paidheadh d’a cinn. 
Dh-fhag e Mac-Cruimein, 
Clann-Duilidh a’s Tearlach ; 
Is'Domhnullan Ban 
A tharruinn gu pris. 

Orm is beag mdran sgeig, 
Agus bleid chbmhraidh, 
Thu labhairt na h urrad 
’S nach b’urrainn thu clidmhdach, 
Ach pilleadh gu stdlda 
Ear ’n do thdisich thu dian. 

An cual’ thu cia ’n t-urram 
An taobh-sa do Lunnuinn ? 
Air na piobairean uile 
B'e Mac-Cruimein an righ : 

Le pongannan aluinn 
A b’fhonnaire faille, 
Thairrneadh ’an caileachd 
Gu slainte fear tinn. 

Caismeachd bhinn, ’s i bras dian, 
Ni tais’ a’s fiamh fhbgradh ; 
Gaisg’ agus cruadal, 
Tha buaidh air an binsich, 
Muim uasal nan Lebdach, 
Ga spreotadh le spid. 

A’ bhairisgeach spdrsail 
Bh’ aig Tearlach ’ga pbgadh, 
An t-iiilleagan cedlar, 
Is bbiche guth cinn. 
Tha na Ga'eil cho deigheil 
Air a mharan aic eisdeachd, 
’S na tha’nn ’an Dun-eideann 
A luchd beuiT air an ti. 

Breac nan dual is neartmhor fuaim, 
Bras an ruaig namhaid, 
Leis’m bu chebl leadurra, 
Feadannan spaineach, 
Lucbd dheiseaehan madair 
Bhi erbidht’ air droch dhiol. 

Nan cluinnt’ ann am Muile 
Mar dh-fhag thu Clann-Duili, 
Cha b’fhuilear leo t-fhuil 
Bhi air mulach do chinn. 
’S i bu ghreadanta dealachainn 
Air deas laimh na h-armachd ; 
A’ breabadh nan garbh-phort, 
Bu shearbh a dol sios. 

Creach nach gann, sibh gun cbeann, 
Fo bhruid theann Shedrais ; 
Luchd nam beul tiara 
’Gar pianadh ’s ’gar fbgradh ; 
Rinn iad le foirneart 
Bhur coir a bhuin dibh. 

Cha tug thu taing idir 
Do bhriogardaich Thearlaich, 
Mach o fhear bhaile 
Bhi ghnii air a thi. 
Mhol thu ’ chorr’ ghliogach 
Nach dligeadh de bhaidse, 
Ach deannan beag grain, 
No mam de dhroch shil. 

Shaoil thu suas maoin gun ghruaim, 
Craobh nam buadh ceolmhor, 
Chuireadh fonn fo na creagan 
Le breabadaich mheoirean ; 
’S nach fuiligeadh odrbekuin ! 
A thogail a cinn. 

Cha’n fhaigh a’ chuis-bhuirt ud 
Talla’m bi muirn, 
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Ach kth air a muchadh 
Le dudan’s le suith. 
Cha bhi cathair aig Domhnull 
’S cha ’n eirich e cdnard, 
Ach suidh’ air an t-sdrn 
Agus sdpag ri dhruim. 

Plaigh bloigh phuirt, gair dhroch dhuis, 
Faileadh cuirp bhreoite ; 
Cebl tha cho sgreataidh 
Ri sgreadail nan roeus, 
No iseanan bga 
Rhiodh ledinte chion bidh. 

Nach gasta chuis-bhurt’ 
A bhi cneatraich air lirlar 
Gun phronnadh air lutha 
Gun siubhlaichean grinn, 
A’ sparradh od-r'och-ain 
A’n earball od-r'och-ain ! 
A’ sparradh od-r'och-ain 
An ton Hd-ro-bhi. 

Mai’ caol cam le thaosg chrann, 
Gaoth mar ghreann redta, 
Tro na tuiil fhiara 
Nach didnaich na meoirean, 
Nach tuigear air ddigh 
Ach “ tith-hebin” ’s “ bth-hl l ” 

Diudhadh nam fiuidhidh 
Bha aig Tubal Cain, 
’Nuair sheinn e puirt Ghaelig 
’S a dh’alaich e phiob. 
Bha i tamull fo ’n uisge 
’Nuair dhruideadh an airce. 
Thachair dh’i cnamhadh 
Fo uisge’s fo ghaoith. 

Thainig smug agus dus 
Anns na duis bhredtach, 
lomadach drochaid 
G’a stopadh na sgbrnan. 
Dh-fhag i le crdnan 
Od-rbch-ain, gun brigh. 

Bha i seal uair 
Aig Maol Ruainidh O’ Dornan,* 
Chuireadh mi-dhdigheil 
Thar ordugh na fuinn. 
Bha i treis aig Mac-Bheatrais 
A sheinneadh na dain, 
’Nar theirig a’ chlarsach 
’S a dh’fhhillig a pris. ' 

Sheid Balaam ’na mala 
Osna chriimh chrdnaidh. 
Shearg i le tabhann 
Seachd cathan nam fiantan. 

* A wandering Irish piper, whose music the Highland, 
crs could not appreciate. 
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’S i lagaich a’ chiad uair 
Neart Dhiarmaid a’s Ghuill. 

Turruraich an ddlais, 
Bha greis aig Iain dg dh’i. 
Chosg i ribheidean cbniaich 
Na chbmhnadh le ni. 
Bha i corr is seachd bliadhna 
’Na h-atharais-bhia!ain 
Aig Mac-Eachuinn ’ga riasladh 
Air sliabh Chnoc-an-lin. 

An fhiudhidh shean nach duisg gean, 
Ghnitis nach glan cbmhdach : 
’S mairg dha’m bu ieannan 
A’ chrannalach dhdinidh. 
Chiiite gran edrna 
Leis na dh-fhognadh dh’i ghaoith. 

Mu’n cuirear fo h-inneal 
Corra-bhinneach na glaodhaich, 
’S inneach air aodach 
Na dh-fheumas i shnath. 
Cha bheag a’ chuis dheistinn 
Bhi ’g eisdeachd a gaoraich ; 
Dhianadh i aognaidh 
An taobh a bhiodh blath. 

Riasladh phort, sgriachail dims, 
Fhir ri droch shaothair, 
Bheir i chiad eubha 
’N am seideadh a gaoithe, 
Mar ronncan ba caoile 
’S i faotainn a’ bhais. 

Tha’n iunsramaid ghlagach 
Air a lobhadh na craiceann ; 
Cha’n fhuiricb i ’n altari 
Gun chearcaiil g’a tadh’. 
’S seirbh’ i na’n gabhann 
Ri tabhann a cruniuath, 
Trdmpaid a dhuisgeadh 
Gach ludas fhuair bks. 

Mar chdm geur’ich ’ga chreuchdadh 
Sheideadh lan gaoithe, 
Turraich nach urra’ mi 
Siunnailt da innseadh, 
Ach rodain ri sianail 
No sgiamhail laoigh dig. 

Com caithte na curra 
Is tachdadh ’na muineal, 
Meoir traiste gun fhurus 
Cur triullin ’an din, 
Sheinneadh a brollaich 
Ri solus an edlain, 
Ruidhle gun drdugh 
An cdmhnuidh air litr. 

’N aognaidh Uim, gaoth tro tholi, 
Gair gun fhonn ctmhraig. 
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A thaisieheadh cruadal, 
’S a luathaicheadh teoltachd, 
Gu beachdail don-dbcliaia 
Mu ’n t-sdrn am bi ghi’aisg. 

Bi’dh gaoth a’ mb ail’ ghrodaidh 
Cur gair arms na dosaibh, 
1 daonnau ’na trotan 
Hi propadh “ od-rd.” 
Bi’dh seannsair caol, crochtach 
Fo chaomiaig aig ochdnar, 
Sruth staonaig ’ga stopadh, 
Cur droch cheol ’na tln'imh. 

Fuaim mar chlag fhuadach each, 
Duan chur as frithe : 
Cha ’n abair mi tuille 
Gu di-moladh pioban, 
Ach leigeidh mi’ chluinntinu 
Gu’n phill mi Mac-PhML 

A ’ CHOMH-ST R I. 

Gua h-e dhuisg mo sheanchas domh 
Cuis mu’m beil mi dearmalach, 
Gach Turcach’s gach Gearmailteach, 
Gach Frangach ’an run marbhaidh dhuinn ; 
Muir no tir cha tearmunn duinn. 

Tha mo dhuil’s gur firinneach, 
Gach muiseag tba mi cluinntinn deth, 
Nach dean iad unnsa dhireadh oirn, 
S nach buinig iad na h-lunsean oirn, 
Gu ’n sguir iad Car ’n do dh-inntrig iad. 

On chaidh na h-airm ’an tasgaidh oirn, 
Ge trie a’ ghairm gu faigh sinn iad, 
Nach foghnadh ctaidbean maide dhuii.n 
Gu seasamb a’ chruin shasunnaich, 
Alar thug an diiic a dh’fhasan duinn ? 

Ge morghalach righ Phruisia 
’S na righrean mor tha n trioblaid ris, 
’S co neimacii learns’ am Frisealach, 
’S am Baideanach le measrachadh, 
Bin deanamh reit’s nach bris iad i. 

Bha raise uair’s gu’m faca mi 
Nach creidinn bhuaithe facal deth, 
Nach bithinn suas ’nuair thachradh e, 
A liughad gruag a’s bagaisde, 
Bha fuasgladh aims an t-sabaid ud. 

I ’Nuair dh-inntrigeadh an ascaoineis, 
Is iird a chluinnte ’in Pabaidh iad ; 
Fhreagair coill a’s clachan daibh ; 

| Cha bhiodh bean ’an aite faicinn daibh, 
lad Coin’s mac-talla bas-bhualadb. 

’Nuair bhiodh iad sgi’s na tagraichean, 
’Se criochnacha ’ bbiodh aca-san, 
A’g iarraidh iasad bhatachan, 
Gach tuairisgeul ri chlaistinn arm, 
Nach cualas riamh o bhaisdeadh siun. 

Gur mairg a bhiodh ’sail ubaraid 
’Nuair ghabhadh iad gu tuirneileis. 
Bhiodh fasgadh air na suilean ann ; 
Bu lionmhor duirn a’s gluinean ann ; 
A's breaban cha bhiodh cumhn’ orra. 

Bhiodh rocladh air na claigeannan ; 
Bbiodh sgdrnanan ’gan tachdadh ann ; 
Bhiodh meoireau air an cagnadh aim ; 
Bhiodh cluasan air an sracadh ann ; 
Bhiodh spuaicean air an cnapadh aim. 

’Nuair thuiteadh iad gu mi-chentaidh, 
Bhiodh rusgadli leis na b-inean aim ; 
Bbiodh piocadh leis na bideagan ; 
Bhiodh riabadh air na cireanan ; 
Bhiodli cus de'n uile mi-loinn aim. 

Mu’m biodh a’ cbomh-stri dealaichte, 
Bhiodh ddrnagau ’g an sadadh aim ; 
Bhiodh sgrubadh air na malaidh ami ; 
Bhiodh beoil a’s sileadh Cal’ asda; 
’S nis ledr aig Ccar dha aithris aim. 

’Nuair theirgeadh giubhas Lochlainneach 
’S a’ choill’ an dels a stopadh oirn, 
Bu mhath na h-airm na bodchrannan; 
Bu sgiobailt iad an am bogsaigeadh; 
Cha bhriseadh e na cogaisean.1 

’S ann do ’n tir bu shamhach so ; 
Bu shdlas inntinn bailli e ; 
Bu lionmhor fear gu’n aiteach’ ann, 

• Dol gu fianais’s fiamh a bhathaidh air, 
Caoidh mu mhnai ’s mu phaistean aim. 

Bha Uidhist air a narachadh. 
Bha lutharn air a fasachadh. 
Le guidheachan na caraid ud 
Bha solas air an iibhairsear. 
Bu nebnach leis nach tainig iad. 

Cluinnidh Mac-Cuinn an toiseach e. 
Cluinnidh a ris an Dotor e, 
Alar chriochnaichear na portaibh ud. 
Cha tairg e lan a’ chopain domh, 
Gu’m baraig e da bhotul rium. 
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Innsidh mi do dh-Uisdean e, 
D’fhear Bhaile pairt do’n t-sugradh, ud, 
Do’n Bhaili thair an duthaich e ; 
Air chach cha dean mi cumhnadh air, 
Bbeir iad baidse a's duracbd dhomh. 

ORAN, 

DO SHIR SEUMAS MAC-DHOMHNUILL SHLE1BHTE. 

Aik tuiteam a’m’ chadal 
A nis o cheann i'ada 

Gu’n thacbair dhomh acaid 
A stad ann am bhraghad, 

Tha chnead air mo ghiulan 
Tha amhgharaeh ciurrta. 

Cha bhi mi ’ga muchadh, 
Gu riiisg mi os aird i. 

Aeh Dia bin ’ga chbmhnadh 
’S a riaghladh a rdidean ! 

An ti’m beil mo dhbchas 
Fo chhmhnadh an Ard-righ, 

Lagaich mo dhdrainn, 
Neartaich mo shblas, 

Chuir mi an ddchas 
Bhi ni’s dige na tha mi. 

’S iomadach buille 
So b’eudar dhuinn fhulang. 

Bha chuing air ar miiineal 
’S bu truim’ i na phriiiseach 

Cho trom ri clach-mhuileinn 
’Na sineadh air lunnan, 

Ri iargain nan curaidh 
'S iad nil’ air ar fagail. 

Gradan a’ gheamhraidh 
A lagaich gu teann sinn, 

’Nuair a chaill sinn ar ceannard, 
Nach robh shamhla measg Ghael, 

Connspunn na h-aoidhealachd, 
Leughami na ridghalachd, 

Ddrainn r’a innseadh 
Dha ’n linne nach tainig : 

Ddrainn r’a innseadh, 
An ddrainn a chlaoidh sinn, 

Thoirleum n-ar n-inntinn 
Cho iosal ri ’r sdilean; 

Ar Ceann-feadhna mijr priseil 
Bu mhbr urram san rioghachd, 

Gu’n do bhuin an t-eug dhinn e, 
Ar mi-fhortan ikidir! 

Fhir a chunnaic ar cruadal, 
Leig umainii am fuaradh, 

Bi thusa ’na d’ bhuachaill 
Air na t'huair sinn ’na aite. 

Cuir dhachaidh Sir Seumas 
Gun aiceid, gun eisleau, 

Gu chuideachda fein ; 
Mhuire’s eibhinn a tharsuinn. 

Chriosda, gleidh dhuinne 
Ar buachaille ciiuiteach, 

Ar n-uachdaran duthcha; 
Tha churam an drasd oirn. 

Allail ar fiuran, 
Smioraii, a’s grunndail, 

Fearail ri dhusgadh 
’Nan tiunntadh a mhiiran, 

Ar baranta muirneacb, 
Carraig ar bunndaisd, 

Ar n iuil’s ar cairt dhubaiit 
S ar crun a’s an tiiileasg, 

An r .mh nach ’eil bristeach, 
Ar lann ann iim trioblaid, 

Ar ceannard’s ar misneach, 
Fear briseadh a’ bhaire. 

An dusgadh no’n cadal duinn, 
’N urnuigh no’n achanaich 

Ar deirce ga nasgadh, 
Thu thigh’n’ dachaidh sabhallt. 

Muint’ ann an chleachdadh thu, 
Ciiuiteach ri d’ chlaistiun thu, 

Muirneach ri t-fhaicinu 
Air each no air lar thu, 

Ar ’n-aighear’s ar solas, 
Ar lion air na bdrdaibh, 

Ar mire’s ar ceol thu, 
’S ar doigh air cedl-giiire : 

Ar connspunna feile 
A dhebnaich Mac Dhe dhuinn 

Gu coir chur air steidhe, 
’S gu eucoir a smaladh. 

Gur h-innealt’ an connspunn 
Ceann-cinnidh Chlann-Domhnuill, 

Fear iriosal stdlda 
Gun tiiir air an ardan ; 

Eireachdail, coimhliont’, 
Soilleir ’an edlas, 

Canair ’n am togbhail ris, 
Bdchdan, mo lamhsa, 

Cuirteir na sxobhaltachd, 
Urla na h-aoidhealachd, 

Tlusail ri dileachdain’s 
Cuimhneach air airidh, 

Aigeantach innsgineach, 
Beachdail air rioghalachd, 

Gaisgeach ro mhilten 
Nan sineadh e ’n gairdean. 

1; 
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Mo run an s<ir ghaisgeach, 
Fear 6g a’ chuil chleacbdaich, 

Fear morghalach gasda, 
Gun ghaiseadh, gun taire. 

Curaidh nam brataiehean 
Guineach ri’m bagairt iad, 

Chuireadh an t-sradag 
’Na lasair gun smaladh. 

A bhuaileadh a’ chollaid 
Mn ’n chluain air an cromadh iad 

A ghluaiseadh neo-shoinalt’ 
An coinneamh an nambaid 

Le sp’nntichean loma, 
Le mosgai^ean troma, 

Le tudar caol meallach 
’N am teanuadh ri lamhach. 

Ge fad a bba ’n acaid 
’Na comhnuidh fo m’asgail, 

Fbgraidh mi as i, 
Thig aiteas ’na h-aite. 

Cuiridh mi airtneal 
Air fuadach gu cbairtealan, 

Nuair chuireas Dia dhachaidh 
Na dh-aisig mo shlainte. 

Moladh dha ’n ieigh 
A dh-fhag fallain mo chreuchdan, 

Tharruinn mo speiread 
Ni’s treine na b’abhaist! 

Aghaidh Shir Seumais, 
Aghaidh na feile, 

Taghadh gaeh speulcair 
Thug an leirsinn ni b’fhearr dhomh. 

Agbaidh na staidealachd, 
Aghaidh na sgairtealachd, 

Aghaidh na maisealachd, 
Tlachd agus ailleachd : 

Aghaidh na f'earalachd, 
Aghaidh na smioralachd, 

Aghaidh is glaine 
Bheir sealladh ’an sgathan. 

Aghaidh na stdldachd, 
Aghaidh na mdrchuis, 

Aghaidh an iedghainn, 
Ach toiseachadh cearr air! 

Buinidh dha ’n oigear 
Bhi currant ’an comh-stri, 

’S gur iomadh laoch dorn-gheal 
Bheir tbireachd mas aill leis. 

Cha sugradh ri chlaistinn 
Bhi dilsgadh do chaismeachd, 

Bhi rusgadh do bhratach 
Gu h-aigeantach stadaii. 

Piob tholltaeh ’ga spalpadh 
Sior-phrounadh nam bras-phort, 

Fraoch tomach nam badau 
Ri brat-crann da charadh. 

Barant de dh-uaislean 
A’ tarruinn mu’n cuairt d’i; 

Gu’m b’fhearail an dulachas 
’N am buannach buaidh-larach. 

Ceathairne ghruamach, 
Gun athadh roimh luaidhe, 

Dh-fhagadh gun gluasad 
Cuirp f'huair aims an araich. 

Gur h-iomadh sar-ghaisgeach 
Tha urranta smachdaii, 

A theannadh a steach riut 
’N am aisith no cnamhain : 

Le ’n spaintichean sgaiteach 
Cho gcur ris an ealtainn, 

’N am bhualadh nan claigeann 
Gu ’n spealtadh iad cnaimhean. 

Gu tireachail aotrom, 
Air mhir’ amis a’ chaonaig, 

Bhiodh fuil air na i'raochaibh 
JM u ’n traoghadh an ardan ; 

Le comunn gun chlaonadh, 
Gun somaltachd gaoirdean, 

’N am lomadh nam faobhar 
Ri aodainn an namhaid. 

Na’m faicte Sir Seumas 
’S gu’n cuireadh e feuin air, 

Gur h-iomadh taobh dh-eireadh leis 
Reisimeid laidir. 

’An Aib’ a’s ’an Eirinn 
Cho dednach le cheile, 

O Chluaidh nan long gleusta 
Gu leum e Phort-phadruig. 

Uaislean Chinn-tire 
Bu dual da o shinnsir, 

Gu rachadh iad sios leis 
Gun di-chuimhn, gun fhailinn. 

Gu’m biodh iad cho tidiieach 
’S gu’n dianadh iad mi-stath 

Mar lebghannan miannaoh 
’S gun bhiadh aig an alach. 

Dh-eireadh na Leddaich, 
Dh-eireadh's bu choir dhaibh, 

Dh-eireadh, ’s bu debnaeh 
Thaobh edlais’s cairdeis. 

Thigeadh am mdr-shluagh 
Brisg aim an drdugh, 

Sgiolta na connspuinn 
An tbiseachadh blair iad. 

Dearbhadh na fearalachd 
Calma ’n am tarruinn iad, 

An ealg mar na nathraichean 
’S fearann ’ga reiteach. 

Strdiceach le lannaibh iad, 
Ddrtach air falanan, 

Cdcairean ealamh 
Air cheannan’s air chbimhcan. 



Dhuisgeadh ’na d’ charraid 
Fir ur Ghlinne-garadh, 

B’e ’n dearmad gu’n ghainne 
Siol Ailein da t'hagail. 

Daoine cho fearail, 
Cho saoireach air lannaibh, 

Gu faicte neul fal’ orr’ 
Gan tarruinn a sgdbard, 

luntinneach, togarach, 
Impidh cha ’n obadh iad, 

Fior chruaidh gun bhogachadh 
’S obair air larach. 

Calma mar churaidhnean, 
’S mairg air an cuireadli iad ; 

Chtiireadii am buillean 
Gu fulang na spaintich. 

Dh-eireadh fir Mhuile 
Le eibhe nan cluinneadh iad, 

Dh-eireadh iad uile 
Gu h urranta Ibidir. 

Dualchas a chumadh iad, 
Gualainn ri uileann iad, 

Buailidh iad builleau 
Mu’m fuiiig thu tamailt. 

’S craiteach ri innseadh 
Bhi ’g iiireamh bliur diobhai!, 

Na thuit de’n dream rioghail 
Am mi-i'hortan Thearlaieh. 

ladsan eho iosal 
Fo shailean nan Duineach, 

Na cairdean cho dileas 
’S a bha inc ris a’ phaipeir. 

M A It B H R A N N 

DO SHIR SEUMAS MAO-DHOMHNUILL, SHLEIBHTE, 

[A DH-EUG ’S AN ROIMH.j 

Moch ’sa maduinn’s mi ’g eirigh, 
Cha ’n e ’n cadal tha streup rium, 
’S fliuch mo leaba gun seasdar, gun samhchair. 

’S fliuch mo leaba gun seasdar, &c. 

Cha ’n eil agam na dheigh, 
’N deis mo thaic-sa ’gam threigsinn, 
Ach maille claisteachd a’s leirsinn a’s tabhachd. 

Ach maille claisteachd, &c. 

’S trom a’ chuing-s’ air ar muineal, 
Air ar lionadh le mulad, 
Tha sinn sglth’s cha ’n ann ullamh a ta sinn. 

Tha sinn sgith, &c. 

Sinn ri iargainn nan curaidh 
Nach robh ’n iasad ach diombuan, 
Gun fhear liath a bhi uil’ air an laraich. 

Gun fhear liath, &c. 

Daoine mbrchuiseach measail, 
Daoine cdrr ann an iochd iad, 
Jilaoiue crodha gu bristeadh air namhaid. 

Daoine crodha, &c. 

Ann an nine da fhichead 
Gur diobhail ar briseadh, 
Chuir e dubhailt a nis oirn e lathair I 

Chuir e dubhailt, &c. 

Chaill sin ebigneai no seisir 
Do na connspuinn bu treise, 
Nach robh bed ann am Breatann an iiicheadh. 

Nach robh beb, &c. 

Ann an uaisle’s ’an urram, 
Anns gach deagh bhuaidh bh’air duine ; 
Ann an cruadal gu buinig buaidh-laracb. 

Ann an cruadal, &c. 

’S bochd an ruaigs’ oirn an cdmhnuidh, 
Dh-fhiig ar gualainn ’nan dnar, 
Bhi sguabadh ar n-bigridh gun dail uainn. 

Bhi sguabadh ar n-digridh, &c. 

Thainig meaghoil gu brdn duinn, 
Thainig aighear gu ddrainn, 
Chail! sinn amharc a’s solas ar sgathain. 

Chaill sinn amharc, &c. 

Bas ar n-uachdarain priseil, 
Sgeul a’s cruaidhe ri chluinntinn ; 
Fhuair luchd fuath’ agus mi-ruin an ailleas. 

Fhuair luchd fuatha, &c. 

Gur h-e’m fuaradh-s’ an uiridh 
Chuir ar gluasad ’an trumad. 
So ’n ruaig tha ’gar n-iomain gu annrath. 

So ’n ruaig tha gar n-iomain, &c. 

Bhi fo phuthar an sgeoil ud 
1 Gach aon latha ri’r beo-shlaint, 

Air bheag aighear, no sdlais, no sl.unte. 
Air bheag aighear, &c. 

Fhuair sinn naigheachd ar leatrom, 
Fhuair sinn naigheachd na creiche, 
Sin an naigheachd thug leagadh d’ar n-ardan. 

Sin an naigheachd, &c. 

I ’S trom an galar’s is diubhail 
Moran uallaich ri ghiulan, 
Itinn ar n-anail a mhuchadh’s ar dana. 

Rinn ar n-anail, &c. 
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Mis on’s dileachdau bochd mi, 
Oighre direacii air Oisian, 
Bha 'g innseadh chruaidh fhortain do Phadruig. 

Bha ’g imiseadh chruaidh, &c. 

Mi ’g innseadh cruas m’fhortain, 
Mar a dh-inntrig e ’n toiseach ; 
Cha'n ’eil brigh dhomli, no toirt bhi 'ga aireamh. 

Cha n ’eil brigh, &c. 

Ach an sgriob thug a’ chreach oirn, 
Dh-t'hag a chaoidh’ sinn ’ga h-acain. 
So i ’n dile cliuir brat air na thainig. 

So i ’n dile chuir, &c. 

Dh-fhalbh ar ceannard ug maiseach, 
Bha gun ardau, gun ghaiseadh, 
Muir a thainig gu grad a thugi/idre oirn. 

Muir a thainig gu grad, &c. 

Chuir ar leabaidh san droigheann, 
’S gun ar cadal thar faighiun, 
Ar suil frasach o’n naigheachd a thainig. 

Ar suil t’rasach, &c. 

O nach duil ri Sir Seumas, 
’S beag ar run an gair eibhinn, 
Bi’dh sinn tiirsach ’na dheidh gu ’sabas dulnn. 

Bithidh sinn tiirsach, &c. 

Chaill sinn duilieach ar geige, 
Graiune mullaich ar deise, 
So an turus chuir eis air ar n-armuinn. 

So an turus chuir, &c. 

’S eudar i'uireach ri siochainnt, 
O nach urrainn air stri sinn, 
Ach bhi t'ulang gu ’n striochd siun d’ar n.’.inhaid. 

Ach bhi fulang, &c. 

Ma thig oirn fbirneart no bagradh, 
Sinn gun dbigh air am bacadh ; 
Tha sinn leointe ’nar pearsa’s ’n-ar caileaclid. 

Tha sinn leointe, &c. 

O’n la thainig am briseadh, 
A thug tearnadh ’nar meas duinn, 
Ar Ceann-tanach’s ar misneach g’ar fagail. 

Ar Ceann-tanach, &c. 

Dh-fhag e sinne bochd tursach, 
Ann an ionad ar curraidh. 
Gun e philleadh g’a dbuchannan sabhailt. 

Gun e philleadh, &c. 

Thug e sgriob air n-uaislean, 
Chaoidh’ cha dirich an tuath e, 
Tha sinn mi-gheanach truagh air bheag statha. 

Tha siun mi-gheanach, &c. 

Sinn mar chaoirich gun bhuachaill, 
’M deis an t-aoghair thoirt uatha. 
Air ar sgaoileadh le ruaig 'ille-mhartuinn. 

Air ar sgaoiieadh, Ac. 

Ar toil-inntinn ’s ar si las, 
Craobh a dhideann ar cdrach, 
Ann an cathair na Rdimh' air a chiiradh. 

Ann an cathair, &c. 

Thu bhi ’n cathair na RMmhe, 
’S goirt ri innseailh na sgeoil sin ! 
’Dhe ! cha dirich Clann- Dbmhnuill ni s airde. 

’Dhe ! cha dirich, Ac. 

O’n la sgathadh ar n-ogan, 
A’ chraobh bu t’hlathaile cbmhdach, 
Gun a i -abhall air dhigh dhuinn a tharail. 

Gun a h-abhall, Ac. 

Mdr an sgeul san Roinn-Edrp e, 
Mdr a bheud do righ Sedrsa, 
Mdr an eis air do sheursa gu hrath e ! 

Mdr an eis air do shedrsa, Ac. 

Cha do dhuineadh an cbta, 
’S cha do ghiulan na briigan, 
Meach an cunntadh iad cbladh do phairteau. 

Meach an cunntadh, Ac. 

Ann an gliocas. 's an edlas, 
Ann an tuisge’s am mdrchuis. 
Is na gibhteanan mbr a bha las riut. 

Is na gibteanan, Ac. 

Tha sinn deurach, bochd, tiirsach, 
Gun ghair eibhinn, gun duil ris, 
Mar an Fheinu agus Fiona air am fagail. 

Mar an Fheinn, Ac. 

Sinn gun Oscar, gun Diarmad, 
Gun Gholl osgarra fialaidh, 
Gach craobh thoisich air triall uainn gu P. rrais. 

Gach craobh thoisich, Ac. 

Cinn nam biuidheannan calma 
Leis an d’umhlaicheadh Alba, 
’S iomadh iighdar thug seanchas mar bha sin. 

’S iomadh ughdar, Ac. 

' ’S bochd a chriochnaich ar n-aimsir, 
i Mar Mhaol-ciaran gun Fhearchair, 

Sinn ag iargainn na dh-fhalbh uainn s n::ch tair.ig 
Sinn ag iargainn, Ac. 

’Se ni’s cosmhuil ri sheanchas, 
Lion sinn copan na h-aingeachd, 
Gus ’na bhrosnaich sinn fearg an I i s airde. 

Gus ’na bhrosnaich, Ac. 
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Se’n Ti phriscil thug uainn e 
Chum ua rioghachd is buaine ; 
O Chriosda, cum suas duiuu na braithrean. 

O Clu iosda, cum suas, &c. 

Vote—The poet laments the untimely death of five or 
six of the M‘Donalds of Slate. Sir Alexander died, a 
young man, in 174fi; and his son, the amiable and accom- 
plished Sir James, died at Home in 1766, aged 25. This 
family prudently avoided committing themselves in the 
rebellion of 1745; but the bard appears to have been a 
thorough Jacobite. 

MOLADH CHLANN-DOMHNCILL. 

Am fonn—“ Oran a ghanna da' b' ainm an spdinleach 

Tapadh lent, a Dho’ill ’Ic-Fhionniaidh, 
Dhuisg thu mi ie pairt de d’ chomhradh. 
Air bheagau eblais san duthaich, 
Tha cunntas gur gille coir thu. 
Cbuir thu do chomaine romhad, 
’S feairde do ghnothach au cumhnuidh 
’S cinnteach gar a leat ar baidse : 
'S leat ar cairdeas 'in tad a s beu thu. 

Mhol thu ar daoitte’s ar fearann, 
Ar mnaithean baile, ’s bu choir dhut. 
Cha d'rinn thu di-chuimhn’ no mearachd ; 
Mhol thu gach seat! is gach ug dhiubh. 
Mhol thu ’n uaisiean, mhol thu >u islean. 
Dii-t'hag thu shins air an aon duigli iad. 
Na bheil de ’n eaiaiu ri chiuicntinn, 
Cha chion dicheil a dh-fhag sgdd oirr’. 

Teannadh ri moladh ar daoine, 
Cha robh e saoirbheach air aon dnigh ; 
An gleus, ’an gaisge’s ’an tebmachd, 
Air aon aobliar thig ’nan codhail 
Nochdadh an eudann ri gradan 
Cha robh gaiseadh aims a’ phur ud, 
Cliu a’s pailteas, mais’ a’s tabhachd ; 
Ciod e ’n ciis nach faight’ air chbir iad ? 

Cha bu mhist’ thu mise laimh riut, 
’An am a bhi ’g aireamh nan coiinspunn, 
Gu inns’ am maise’s an uaisle, 
An gaisge’s an cruadal ’n am togbhail. 
B’iad sud na fir a bha f'earail 
’Philleadh an-seasgair ’an tbireachd, 
’S a dh’fhagadh salacli an araich 
Nam fanadh an namhaid ri’n cbmhrag. 

Ach uam faiceadh tu na fir ud 
Hi uchd teine’s iad ’an drdugh, 
Coslas fiadhaich a dol sios orr’, 
Falbh gu dian air blieagan stdldachd ; 

Claidheamh ruisgt 'an laimb gach aon fliir, 
Fearg ’nan aodann’s faobhar gleois orr', 
lad cho nimheii ris an iolair. 
’S iad cho frioghail ris na lebghaiiin. 

Cha mhdr a thionnal nan daoin' ud 
Bha ri fhaotainn san lioinn Edrpa. 
Bha iad fearrail ’an am caonnaig, 
Gu fuileach, faobharrach, strbiceach. 

! Nam faigheadh tu iad ’an gliocas 
j Mar bha’m misneach a’s am mdrehuis, 

C’ ait’ am feudadh tu aireamh, 
Aon chinne’ b’t'hearr na Clann-Ddmhnuill. 

Bha iad treubhach, tearail, foinnidh, 
Gu neo-lomara mu 'n stcras. 
Biia iad cunbhalach ’nan gealiadh, 
Gun theall, gun charachd, gun rdrdean. 
Ge de dh-iarrta nuas an sinnsir, 
O mhullach an cinn gu m brJ gan, 
’N donas cron a bha ri inns’ orr’, 

; Ach an rioghaiachd mar shedrsa. 

Ach ma mhol thu ar daoin’ uaisle, 
C’uim nach dc luaidh thu Mac-Dhumlinuill ? 
Aon Mliac Dhe bhi air’na bhuachaill’ 
G'a ghleidheadh buan duinn ’na bheo-sblainte ! 
On’s curaidh a choisneas buaidh e, 
Leanas ri dhualchas ’an cdmhnuidh, 
Nach deachaidh neach riamh ’Iia thuasaid 
Kinn dad buannaclid air an comh-stri. 

C’ait an dh-fhag thu Mac ’lc-Aileiri 
’Nuair a thionaileadh e mhbr-shluagh, 
Na fir chrodha bu mhdr alia, 
Ri linn Atasdair’s Mhontrbis ? 
’S mairg a dhuisgeadh ruinn bhur n-aisith 
No thionndadh taobh ascaoin bhur clei ca, 
Ge b’e suil a bhiodh ’gan amharc 
Cromadh sios gu abhaiun Ldchaidh. 

Ach ma chaidh tu ’nan sealbhaidh, 
C’uim nach de shcanchais thu air choir iad, 
Teaghlach uasal Ghlinne-garadh 
’S nam fiurain o ghleannaibh Chnoideart. 
’S iomadh curaidh laidir uaimhreach 
Sheasadh cruaidh’s a bhuaileadh stroicean, 
O cheann Loch-Uthairn nam fuar-bheann 
Gu bun na Stuaidhe am Mdr-thir. 

An dh-fhag thu teaghlach na Ceapaich 
’S mdr a’ chreach nach ’eil iad comlisian, 
Dh-eireadh leiini suas 'an aisitii 
Le’m piob’s le’m brataichean stoile. 
Mac lain a Gleanna-Cothan, 
Fir chothanta 'n am na comh-stri, 
Daoine foinnidh, fearail, fearradiia 

i Rusgadh arm a’s fearg na’n sreiian ? 



156 SAIi-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACD. 

Dh-fhag thu Mac Dhughail a Latliurn, 
( Bu mhuirneach gabhail a chomhlain,) 
Guide ri uaisleau Chinntire, 
O’n Roinn Rich’s mhaol na h-Odha. 
Dh-fhag thu lari Antrum a Eirinn 
Rinn an t-euchd am blar na Boine. 
’Nuair a dhluthaicheadh iad ri cheile, 
Co chunntadh feich air Claim-Ddmhuuill ? 

Alba, ge bu mfcdr ri inns’ e, 
Roinn iad i o thuinn gu mdintich, 
Fhuair an coir o laimh Chlann-Dbmhnuill, 
Ehuair iad a ris an Rbta ; 
’S ioma currai mb or bha innte 
Cunntaidh Antrum ge bu inhbr i. 
Sgrios iad as an naimhdean uile, 
’S thuit Mao Ghuilbinn san tbireachd. 

Bhuinig iad baile’s leth Alba ; 
’S e ’n claidheamh a shealbhaich coir dhaibh. 
Bhuinig iad latha chath Gairbheaeh, 
Rinn an argumaid a chbmhdach. 
Air bheagan cbnaidh gu trioblaid 
Thug iad am bristeadh a moran, 
Mac’Bl-lain ann le chuideachd, 
’S Lachann cutach Mac-an-T6isich. 

Nan tigeadh feum air Sir Seumas, 
Gun eireadh iad uile c'omhlath 
O roinn Ghall-thaobh gu roinn lie, 
Gach fear thug a shinnsir coir dhaibh. 
Thigeadfi Mac-Choinnich a Brathainn, 
Mac-Aoidh Strath-Nabhair’s diiic Gordon, 
Thigeadh Barraich, ’s thigeadh Banaich, 
Rothaich a’s Sailich a s Rbsaich. 

Ar luchd daimh’s ar cairdeau dileas 
Dh-eiridh leinne a sios ’an comh-stri. 
Thigeadh uaislean Chloinne-Lean 
Mu’u cuairt cho daingheann ri d’ chota, 
lad fo ghruaim ’an uair a’ chatha 
Cruaidh ’nan lamhan sgathadh febla, 
Tarruinn spainteach laidir liobhar 
Sgoilteadh direach cinn gu brbgan. 

Bhuidheann fhuilteach, glan nan geur-lann, 
Thigeadh reiseamid nan Lebdach, 
Thigeadh reiseamid nan Niallach 
Le loingheas lionmhor’s le seoltaibh, 
Foirbeisich’s Frisealaich dh-eireadh, 
’S thigeadh Clann-Reubhair ’an brdugh. 
’Nuair a dhiiisgeadh fir na h-lubhraioh, 
Co thigeadh air tiis ach Tomas ! ! 

XOi,’.—There are several hills in the Highlands which 
still bear the name Tum-na-h.Iubhraich, all haunted by the 
fairies. One of them is near Strachur, Lochfine side; 
another near Inverness. According to popular belief, 
Thomas the Rhymer was captain of the fairy troops. 

ORAN DO N TEASAICH. 

Air fonn—“ Daibhidh grbsgach crom ciar." 

’S mise chaill air geall na carachd, 
Bha eadar mi-fein sa chailleach, 
Gu’n tug i dhiom brigh mo bharra, 
Cul mo chinn a chuir ri talamh. 

M’ fhuil a's in’ fheoil thug i dhiom, 
Chuir i crdnan am chliabh, 
Be ’n droch codhail domh ’bhiasd, 
Gu robh toireachd ga diol. 

Chuir i boil am cheann is bu mhbr i, 
Faicinn dhaoine marbh a’s beodha, 
Coltas Hector mor na Troidhe, 
S nan gaisgeach bha ’in feachd na Rdimhe. 

Cailleach dhuathsach, chrom, chiar, 
Bha lan tuaileis a’s bhriag, 
Chuir mi’m bruailean’s gach iall, 
’S chuir i’m fuadach mo chiall. 

’S bochd a fhuair mi bhuat am foghar, 
’S mi gun luaigh air buain no ceanghal, 
Mo cheann iosal a’s mi am laidhe, 
Bruite tinn a’s sgios am chnaimhean. 

Bha mo chnaimhean cho sgith, 
’S ged do sgathadh iad dhiom, 
Gu’n robh am padhadh gam chlaoidh, 
’S gun traighiun abhainn le mhiad. 

’S bochd an t-aite leap’ am fiabhras, 
Dh-fbagas daoine fada, riabhach, 
Glagaich lag le fada ’n iargainn, 
Gann de dh’ fhalt a’s pailt de dh’ fhiasaig 

Pailt de dh’ fhiasaig gu’n tlachd, 
Chuir am bial air droch dhreach, 
Deoch no biadh theid a steach, 
A dha thriau innte stad. 

Do chota fas is e gun lianadh, 
T-osan rocach air dhroch fhiaradh, 
Caol do choise nochdaidh pliathach, 
lonan cho fad ri cat fiadhaich. 

Casan pliathadh gun siigh, 
Fo’n da shleasaid gu’n liigh, 
Gur pailt liagh dhaibh no lunn, 
Cha bhean fiar dhaibh tiach liib. 

Bidh do mhuinneal fada, feathach, 
’S taisnichean mar chabar cleibhe, 
Easgadan glagach gun speirid, 
Gluinean ri tachas a cheile. 

Gluinean geura gun neart, 
’S iad cho ciar ris a chairt, 
Thu cho creubhi ri cat, 
B’ fhearr an t-eug gad sgath as. 
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A bhonaid da uiread sa b’abhaist, 
Air uachdar currachd nach aluinn ; 
Cluasan gu’n uireasbhaidh fasa, 
Ceann cho lum ri cri na dearnaidh. 

Cha be ’n cbmpanach caomh, 
Dh-fhag cho lorn mi’s cho maoi, 
liiim mo cbom mar phreas caoil, 
Mar mhac-samhla do’n aog. 

Bidh tu coltach ri fear misge, 
Gun dad bl gun aon mhir ithe, 
Chionn nach bi lughs na d’ dha iosgaid, 
Bidh tu null sa nail mar chlisnich. 

Bi’dh tu d’ shiachaire lag, 
’S ceann do shithe gun neart, 
Ann ad ghniomh cha bhi tlachd, 
Na d’ chus mhio-loiuu air fad. 

ORAN NA H-AOISE. 

Air fonn—“ The pearl of the Irish nation. 

Cha tog mise fonn, 
Cba ’n eirich e leam, 

Tha m’ aigne ro throm 
Fo easlain’; 

Tha ’n cri tha ’na m’ chom 
Mar chloich’s i na deann, 

’S i tuiteam le gleanu, 
’S cha ’n eirich ; 

Tha ’n gaisgeach nach tiom 
Kinn a’ cogadh, ’s a’ stri, 

Cha ’n fhaigh sinn a chaoidh 
Bhi reidh ris; 

On is trcis’ e na sinn, 
Theid leis-an ar claoidh, 

’S cha teasairg aon ni 
Fo ’n ghrein sinn ! 

’S cuis thursa gu dearbh 
Bhi ’g ionndrain mar dh-flialbh, 

Ar cruitheachd, ar dealbh 
’S ar 'n eugasg, 

Ar spionnadh, ’s ar neart, 
Ar cumadh, ’sar dreach, 

Ar cur an ann gleachd’, 
A’s streupa ; 

Mar a sgaoileas an ceb 
Air aodainn an fheoir, 

’S a chaochaileas neoil 
’S na ’n speuran, 

Tha ’n aois a’ teachd oirn 
Cumhach, caointeach, lan broin, 

’S neo-shocrach ri lebn 
An te ud. 

Aois chasadach gharbh, 
Cheann-trom, chadalach, bhalbh, 

Ann an ion’s a bhi marbh 
Gu’n speirid ; 

Cha ghluais thu ach mall, 
Agus cuaill’ ann do laimh, 

Dol mu’n cuairt air gach allt, 
A’s feithe; 

Cha chuir thu gu brath, 
’S cha chumhaidh dhut e, 

Geall ruithe, no snamh. 
No leuma, 

Ach fiabhras, a’s cradh 
Ga t-iarraidh gu bas, 

Ni’s lionmhoir’ na plaigh 
Na h-Fiphit. 

Aois chianail ro bhochd, 
Ri caoidh na rug ort, 

Neo brigheil gun toirt, 
Gun speis thu ; 

Do luchd comuinn, a’s gaoil 
Fo chomhair an aoig, 

Gun chomas a h-aon 
Diu eirigh ; 

Dh-fhalbh t-earnais, ’s do chuid, 
Dh-fhalbh siainte do chuirp, 

Thig ort faillinne tuigs’, 
A’s reasain, 

Thig di-chuimhne, thig ba’chd, 
Thig diomhanas dha, 

Thig mi-loinn do chairdean 
Fein ort. 

Aois bghar gun bhrigh 
Ga t-fhbgar gu cill, 

Dh-fhagas bddhaig a chinn 
Ro eitidh, 

Aois bhddhar nach cluinn, 
Gun toighe, gun suim ; 

Gun char foghainteach stri, 
No streupa, 

Aois acaideach thinn 
Gun taice, gun chli, 

Gun ghaisge, gun spid, 
Gun speirid, 

Lan airtneal, a’s craidh 
Gun aidmheil bhi slim, 

Gun neach dha’m beil cas 
Dheth t-eigin. 

Aois ghreannach bhochd thruagh, 
’S measa sealladh, a’s tuar, 

Maol, sgallach, gun ghruaig, 
Gun deudaich. 

Roc aodainneach, chruaidh, 
Phreasach, chraicneach, lom, fhuar, 

Chrubach, chrotach, 
Gun ghluasad ceuma; 



158 SAIl-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH. 

Aois lobhar nan spioc 
Bheir na subhailcean dhinn, 

Co sau doinhainn le'm binn 
Do sheis-sa? 

Aois ghliogach gun ch’ il, 
’S tu’s miose na’m bits, 

’S tu’s trio a nun triiill 
De ’n treun-fhear. 

Aois chiar-dubh a bhibin, 
Gun riomhachd, gun spots, 

Gun toil inntinn ri ctol 
Do eisdeachd ; 

Rob fhiasagach ghlas, 
Air dhroch sheasarah chas, 

Leasg, sheotail, neo-ghrad 
Gu eirigh ; 

Cha’n fhuilig thu’m fuachd, 
’S ole an urr’ thu ’n cas cruaidh 

’Se do mhuinghinn an tuath, 
’S an deirce; 

Cha ’n ell neach ort an t'dr, 
Nach e aidmheil am broil 

Gur fada leo be'o 
Gun fheum thu. 

Aois uain’ a’s ole dreach, 
Orm is suarach do theachd, 

Cha ’n eil tuaraisgeul ceart 
Fo ’n ghrein ort, 

Gun mhire, gun mhuirn, 
Gun spiorad, gun suth ; 

Far an cruinnich luchd-ciuil 
Cha teid thu, 

Aois chairtidh’s ole greann, 
Aois acaideaeh mhall, 

Aois phrab-shuileach dhall 
Gun leirsiu, 

Chas fhcargach gun suth, 
Ean farmaid, a’s thu, 

Ri fear meanmach, beo, 
Lughmhor, gleusda. 

Fairs ! faire ! dhuin’ oig, 
Cia do bharantas mbr, 

’Ne do bharail bhi beb 
’S nach eug thu? 

Tha’n saoghal, ’s an fheoil, 
Fior aontach gu leoir, 

Air do ehlaonadh o choir 
Gu h-eacoir, 

Co fad ’sa tha ’n dail 
Thig ort teachdair o’n bhas, 

Na ereid idir gur faisneachd 
Bhreig e ; 

Biodh do gheard ort gle chruaidh 
’S tha do namhaid mu’ll cuairt 

Cha taigh crabhaidh 
An uaigh dha'n teid thu. 

Ach fardach gun tuar 
Bhreun, dhaolagach, fhuar 

Anns an caraioh iad suas 
Beat fein thu ; 

Co mor’s tha e d’ bheachd, 
Dheth d’ stor eha teid leat, 

Ach bi rdain bheag shnaighte, 
A’s leine, 

Ach’s e curam as md, 
Dol a dh-ionnsaidh a mhdid, 

Thoirt cunntas an coir, 
’S an ea-coir, 

Far nach seasanoh do ni 
Dhut dad dheth d’ chuid feich, 

’S mo an t-eagal 
Bhi’m priosan peine ! 
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EACHUNN MAC-LEOID. 

Eachdnn Mac-Leoid, or Hector M'Leod, the South Uist bard, lived after the year 

1745, on the main land, chiefly in the districts of Arisaig and Morar. He composed and 
sung as he was moved by those internal powers of which the generality of men appear 

but little sensible. There are some individuals that appear heavy and destitute of parts, 

who are possessed of powers which attract the attention and merit the esteem of those w’ho 

are more intimately acquainted with them : our poet was one of these. What occasioned 

his removal from the Long Island we know not. It is not unlikely that he w'as sent 

hither to watch and give information of what W'as going on in those troublesome times. 

He went often to Fort-William, as if doing something of no consequence, w'hile in 
reality he was hearing all the news of the day, which he related to friends who durst not 

appear themselves. Shrewd and intelligent, he concealed those talents from strangers, to 
whom he seemed fooling, which character he could assume as occasion required. As he 

was frequently going and returning the same way, he was suspected and brought as a 
spy before the Governor of the Fort: on being examined and interrogated, he acquitted 

himself so well, under the assumed character, that he was dismissed as a fool. 

MOL A DPI DO CHOILEACH SMEORAICH. 

Moch madainn shamhi ai' am mios fas nam meas, ’Nuair bhios scillean lelan sholas 
’Nuair bu ro aluinn leinn sgiamh gnch luis, j Deilleanachd a measg nan dithean, 
Bha cuibhrig, air dhreach criostai! de *n dealt, | Cop meala mu ghob a chrdnain, 
Na dhlu bhrat a’ comhdach gach cnuic. A’ deogbladh nan geugan mine. 

Sin km anns, am molaich le duilleacb gach craobh, ’Nuair bhitheas gach ailean, ’s gach doirc, 
’S ro bhoidheach gach tullach fo bhla, Ee bla uaine fo lan toraidh, 
A’s nuailanach gach uile spreidh, | A’s meanglain gach craoibh sa’choilic 
A’ geimnich ri cheil’ iad fein, ’s an cuid ail. | Cromadh fo throm nam meas milis 

An ceann leath dara mios an t-samhraidh, 
’Nuair a’s grianaich gach aon ardan, 
’S gach hadhair gu mion-bhreac, boidheach, 
Le meilbheig, le noinean, ’s le slan-las. 

Chualas co-sheirm binn, ceolmhor, 
Beagan roimh eirigh na greine, 
Aig coltas coileich na smeoraich, 
’S maighstir mac-talla ’g a bheusadh. 
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An sin a chualadh mi’n cheileireachd binn, 
Bu curaideieh seinn, gu cuimir, ’s gu luath, 
Air feadan ga ra’fhreagradh, gach seiian sa’ bhein 
Ann an eirigh na greine, sa’ mhadainn di-luain. 

B’e sin an ccol caoin gun tuchan, gun sgread, 
Gun eislean, na stad na chliabh, no na ghob, 
Bu mhilse na binneas nan teud air Cad, 
’Nuair ghearradh e fead air deireadh gach puii t. 

’S iad sin na puirt a bha binn, mion, bras, 
Socrach ri ’n seinn, gun ochan, gun chnead, 
Bu glan sgeimh euduich an eoin, ge bu lag, 
’San robh urrad de thlachd, na laidh air a uead- 

B’annsa leam na fiodhall, a’s piob, 
Bhi tamull dhe m’aimsir na m’shuidh na choir, 
On aig tha na puirt as fior chanaiche rainn, 
’S a’s calanta seinn gun aon bhuile meoir. 

Bheirinn comhairle tra air gach nighin, ’s mnai, 
Gach laidir, a’s lag, gach beartach, a’s bochd, 
lad a mholadh oid-iunnsaich an eoin, gu beachd, 
Le h-inntinn cheart, gu h-an-moch, 's gu moch. 

MOLADH EAS MOR-TH1R. 

Eas Mhor-thir sdraidh le d’ stoirm, 
Bu mhorghalach, gleodhraich do thriall, 
Bu bharra-gheal fiiuch dortadh nam bare, 
Bha toirleum le braidhe do chlcibh. 

Na maoth-linntean tha balbh, mall, 
Far nach bith saobh-shruth a’ leum, 
’S gile 'n cop ri ’n taobh tha tamh 
Na caineichean Muinn an t-shleibh. 

’S a choille tha timcheall do bhruach, 
Bu cheolmhor ceileireadh ian, 
Gu lurach air bharraibh nan geug, 
’N am do ghrein togail o nial. 

As t-Samhradh nar thigeadh am bliithas, 
Bu chubhraidh faileadh nan rbs 
A dh-fhasadh’s na fhsaichean fraoich, 
Tha ’n taobh-s’ d’an eas mheadhrach mb or. 

’San fhobhar anns a choill sin Crois, 
Nam biodh tu coiseaehd na measg, 
Chitheadh tu croit air gach gas, 
A lubadh fo chudrom a meas. 

Bu nuallanach, binn-ghuthach spreidh, 
Geimhich, iad fhein ’s an cuid ail. 
Mu innis mhullaich an tuir. 
Far am bith ’n t-sobhrach a’ fas. 

’Nuair thigeadh am buachaill a mach, 
’S a ghabhadh e mu chul a chruidh, 
Mu’n cuairt do Bhad-nan-clach-glas, 
A bhuail’ air’m bu trie am bliochd. 

Thigeadh banarach na spreidhe, 
Ballag do nighinn chruinn aluinn, 
Fait clannach, fionn-bhuighe, dualach, 
Mu’n cuairt da guaillean gu faineach. 

Shealladh i air feadh na spreidhe, 
’S dh-eubhadh i “ Buigheag, a’s Blarag, 
Niosag a’s Donnag a’s Guaillionn, 
Brinne's an t-Agh-ruadh a’s Casag.” 

Shuigheadh i gu comhard cruinn, 
’S cuman eadar a da ghlun, 
’S ghabhadh i ’n t-dran gu binn :— 
“ Thoir am bainne a bho dhonn.” 

’Nuair thigeadh an spreidh a ris, 
Dh’ Acha-Uladail air fhodar, 
B’ dranach, ceolar, clann lain, 
Nan suidheadh fo’n chrodh g’am bleodhan. 

Bu bhinne na cuachan an fhasaich, 
Nuallan nan gruagaichean boidheach, 
Ann’, a’s Catriona a's Mairi, 
Fionnaghal a’s Beathag a’s Sednaid. 

Lionadh iad gach uile shoitheach, 
’S cha b’ eagal gu’n tragbadh an di, 
Ged thigeadh an sluagh san radhad, 
Gheibheadh iad linntean na dibhe; 

Gu slamanach, finne-mheogach, dnach, 
Mulchagach, miosganach, blathach, 
Muigheach, miosrach, miodrach, cuachach, 
Gruthach, uachdrach, sligeach, spaineach. 

Bu ruideasach gamhnan agus laoigh, 
Bu mhigeadeach meinn a’s uain, 
B’ aigionntach tiadh agus earb, 
A’ direadh’s tearnadh nan crunch. 

B’ ebhinn an sealladh o’n traigh 
Loinggeas a’ snamh troimh na caoil ; 
Turadh, a’s teas anns gach aird, 
’S an fhiiirge'ua clar comh-reidh caoin. 

’Nuair stadaimid aig a bhaile 
An deighe bhi sgith’s a mhonadh, 
Bhiodh duil againn ri lan glaiae 
A searrag Mairi Nic-Cholla. 
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MOLADH COILLE CHROIS. 

M’ionmhuinn, m’annsachd, ’s mo thlachd, 
Ga ’n tug mi toirt; 

Cha’n aicheadhaiu do'n chleir nach deanain stad, 
Sa’ choill sin Crois. 

’S biim emit cheolmhor, a’s clurseach cheart, 
’S piob le cuid dos ; 

Ach’s binne ua h-eoin a’ seinn mu’n seaeh, 
Sa’ cboill sin Crois. 

Dh-aon innleachd d an d’ fhuaradb amach, 
Gu’r dion o’n ole, 

B’ fhearr dubhar nan craobh le smuaintean ceart, 
Sa’ choill sin Crois. 

Ged’ bhi’dh tu gun ’radharc sul gun lugh do chos, 
A d’ dbedire bochd ; 

Na’m bu mhath leat do shlainte philleadh airais, 
lluig coille Chrois. 

Aig ailleachd a luis a’s misleachd a meas, 
’S aig feabhas a blais ; 

Cha’n iarradh tu sholas nam biodh tu glie, 
Ach coille Chrois. 

Am beil ceol-cluaise san t-saogal-sa bhos, 
Cho binn’s cho bras? 

Hi sior-bhorcadh stdir mil an eas, 
Ui taobh coill’ Chrois. 

Tearnadh a bhuinne le creag, 
Gun uireasbhuidh neart; 

Nach traoth, ’s nach tihigh, 's nach fas beag, 
Nach reodh’s nach stad. 

Is lionmhor bradan tarra-gheal, druim-bhreac, 
A leumas ris ; 

Cho luath’s a tharas iad as, 
A comh-ruith bho’n Eas. 

AN TA1SBEAN. 

Moch madainn Cheitein ri ced, 
’N am do’n ghrein togail bho neoil, 
Chunna’ mi sealladh sa’ bheinn, 
’S eibhinn ri eisdeachd mo sgeoil’. 

Bha dearsa le teas a’ cur smuid 
A bi uachanan molach fraoich, 
’S bha dealradh nan gathanan bhith 
Cur sgeimh air cuirnean nam braon. 

Bha dealt a’ driuchdadh gu grinn, 
’N am sgapadh do dhulachd an died, 
Na paidirean air an fhear, 
Mar leugan fo sgeimh an oir. 

Bha maghanan milteach feoir, 
Bu mheilbheagach’, dhitheanach’ bla. 
Air gach taobh dhe’n uisge chruaidh, 
Bu luath mu thuath a ruith balbh. 

Bha neonain, a’s sdbhrach gu dlu, 
Creamh, agus biolair a’ fas, 
Air aileanaibh aimh-reidh, ’s air lain, 
Far’m bu lionmhoire rds geal, a’s dearg, 

Bu cheolmhor, ceileireach, coin 
Air ghriauanan eireachdail aid’, 
A’ freagradh a cheile gu grinn, 
Cha’n fhaighte ’n ciiirt righ ni b’fhearr. 

Chunna’ mi ’n uaigneas leis fein, 
Ag eisdeachd ri torgban nan eun, 
Air leam, de’n chruthachd bheb. 
An aon duin’ dg a b’aillidh sgeimh. 

O nach robh de dh-fhearaibh chaich, 
Ach e-san, a’s mi-feiu sa’ ghleann, 
Smuaintich mi gu’n gabhaiun sgeul, 
Co e na’m faighinn deth cainnt. 

Thainig e gu tosdach, mall, 
Gu foighidneaeh, foistineach, ciuin ; 
Labhair e fosgara, reidh, 
“ A ghabhail sgeil a thainig thu.” 

Mu’s math leat naigheachd a thoirt uam 
Gu maithean Alba gu leir, 
Amhairc gu geur fada bhuat, 
’S chi thu na sluaigh na’n lan fheirg. 

Chunna’ mi'n fhairge mar choill’ 
Le crannaibh loingheis lan aid, 
Le brataichean anasach, ur, 
Air leam gu’m b’ann as an Spainn. 

Chunna’ mi cabhlach ro mhor, 
Gu gaireach gabhail gu tlr, 
Bu luchdmhor, lim athaiseach iad, 
Suaicheantas Frangach na’n croinn. 

Thainig na sluaigh sin gu tir, 
’S cha b’uaigneach an gluasad o thraigh, 
Bha lamhach nan canon, ’s am fuaim, 
A’ gluasad air chrith na’m beann ard’. 

Chualadh mi coileach’s e gairm, 
’S e bualadh a sgiathan gu cruaidh, 
A s thuirt an duine math sin rium :— 
“ Cluinn coileach na h-Airde-tuath’.” 

Chunna’ mi tighinn air thus 
Stiubhartaich, cinneadh an righ, 
Na'm bdeanan gioraig san leirg, 
’Lhearg an airm le fuil san stri. 

L 
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Thainig Clann-Dbmhnuill na’n deigh, 
Mar chonaibh confach gun bhiadh, 
Na’m beathraichean guineach, geur. 
An guailean a cheile gu gniomh. 

B’aluinn, dealbhach, am breid srdil 
Air a cheangal ri crann caul, 
An robh caisteal, bradan, a's long, 
Lamb dbearg, iolair a’s craobh. 

Bha fraoch os ceann sin gu h-ard’ 
Ceangailt’ am barr a chrainn chaoil, 
Bha sin ann, a’s leogbahn dearg, 
’S cha b’aite tearmuinu a chraos. 

Thaii'rneadh na sloigh air sliabh File, 
An coinneamh ri catb a chur, 
Fhuair iad brosnachadh fior mhear, 
Tbug eirigh le buirbe na’m fail: — 

“ A Chlannaibb milidh mosgailibh, 
Is Somalia, cian ’ur cadal, 
Teannaibh ri dioladli Chuilodair, 
Db-at na fiachan so fada. 
Toisichibh gu h-ardanach, 
Gu bras, rioghail, moralach, 
Gu mear, leumnach, dearg-chneadhach, 
Gu luath-lambach, treuu-bhuilleacb. 
Gu aigneach, innsginneach, 
Gu an-athach, namhadach, 
Gu inion-chuimbneach, diogbaltach, 
Gu gruamach, fiata, an-trbcaireaeh. 
Gun tearmunn, gun mbathanas, 
Gun atb-thruas, gun bhuigeachas, 
Gun innidh, gun eagal, 
Gun umhail, gun fbaicill. 
Gun fhiamh, gun an-mbisneich, 
Gun churam, gun ghealtachd, 
Gun taise, gun fhaiteacbas, 
Gun saidealtachd, gun uambann. 
Gun eiseamail, gun umblachd, 
Gun atbadh do namhaid 
Ach a gabbail romhaibh thoirt iubhair 
A’ cosuadh na cath-laraich.” 

Chunnaic mi air loath o chacli 
Trl leoghainn a b’fharsuinne craois 
Thug iad tri sgairtean cho ard’ 
’S gu’n again creagan aig mead an glaodh. 

Bha leoghann diu sin air chreig ghuirm, 
Dha’m b’ainm Jain Muideartach 6g, 
O’n Chaisteal thiream, ’s o Bhbrgh, 
Deshliochd nan Collaidb bu bhorb colg. 

Thog sean leoghann luatb a cheann, 
’S a chas rioghail an Duntuilm, 
Dh’a’m bu shean eireachdas riamh, 
Buaidh nan sliabb an cas a chruinu, 

Thainig an treas leoghann diu 
O’n choill’, ’s o gharaidb nam bare, 
A’s dh’ordaich iad pairt dhe’n cuid sluaigh 
Dboi a thiolaiceadh nam marbh. 

Labhairt.—San an sin a thagh iad oifigich 
an-diadhaidh, an-trocaireach, an-aobhach, an- 
athach, an-iochdmhor. Agus thagh iad cuid- 
eachd de bhorb, bhrothach, bhodach, dha’m 
b’airm chosanta spaidean, agus sluasaidean, gu 
tiolacadh nam marbh, agus gu glanadh na 
h-araich. Aonghas amharra a Eigneag—Calum 
crosda a Gruluinn—Eoghann largalta a Crasa- 
bhaig—Dughall Ballach a Gallabaidh—Niall 
Eangharra a Raimisgearaidh—agus Domhnull 
Durrgha a Gearas. 

Cbunna’ mi Gleann soileir uam, 
An robh eireachdas thar gach glinn, 
B’airde cheileirich’, cbeolmhoir’ iuaim, 
Glaodhaich nan cuach os a chinn. 

Theid fargradh feadh Bhreatuinn gu leir ; 
Eirigh gu feachd fir gu leoir, 
Chi sibh na Giieil a’ triall 
Le rioghalachd mar bu cbir. 

Note.—The poet was a stanch Jacobite. In this Ode 
he describes what he and many others in his day most 
earnestly desired, and to which they eagerly looked, not- 
withstanding what they suffered at, and after the battle of 
Culloden. The bard gives full scope to his imagination ; 
poetically describing scenes which his active fancy draws 
before him. It was not safe, in his time, to express the 
real sentiments entertained on a subject so near and dear 
to the heart, and so full of danger to all concerned. He 
therefore makes use rtf the style and metaphors adopted, 
that the poem might be intelligible to those alone who 
contemplated the dark events of futurity. 
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GILLEASPUIG NA CIOTAIG; 

^ OR, 

ARCHIBALD M‘DONALD, THE HIST COMIC BARD. 

We know little more of this distinguished poet than the following songs contain, 

one of which was composed to the chief of the clan Cameron, who resided on his estate 
in Lochaber, when the poet visited that country. Having met with great kindness 

from the chief, the poet made the only return he could have made, and which was con- 

sidered no small requittance in those days—he sung his praise. It was a tribute of 

gratitude. Another was composed to ridicule a vain young man ; who, it is still be- 
lieved, had a better right to the property of Lovat than the person who succeeded to 

it; but being guilty of murder, was obliged to fly the country. He used to appear in a 

dress which, in his estimation, completed the gentleman ; but in the eyes of others made 
him ridiculous. Happening to be at a wedding in his full dress, with his hanger, or dirk, 

dangling at his side in the dance, and buckled shoes, the piper imprudently played the 

tune “ Tha biodag air mac Thdmais,”—a satire composed by our bard to the identical 
man. He, incensed, drew his dirk, which all supposed he would sheathe in the bag of 

the piper, but, in his fury, mortally wounded him. He escaped to America, and durst 

not appear to claim the estate. His other poems remind us of similar pieces by Burns. 

Men of genius have similar ideas, and make use of the same means to expose such as 

they observe laying themselves open to ridicule. 

*** We omit the poem in praise of Lochiell, as inferior to the bard’s humorous pieces. It is in 
“Stewart’s Collection,” page 103. 

MARBHRANN DO DH’ IAIN RUADH PIOBAIR. 

Fhuair mi sgeula hho’n ghobha, 
Cha’n aobhar meoghail, ach gruaim, 
E-fein fo mhi-ghean, ’s fo thrioblaid, 
Ri iarunn cist’ do dh’ Iain Ruadh.* 
Saoir a’ locaradh, ’sa’ sabhadh, 
’S a chulaidh bhais ’ga cuir suas, 
Samhach cadal na corra, 
Cba chluinnear tuilleadh a fuaim. 

Chaidh na maidean a ordugh, 
Cha’n aithne dhomb-s an cuir suas, 
Tha’n gaothair air stopadh, 
Tha’n da dhos na’n trom-shuain. 

* John M'Quithen, a piper in South Uist. He was a ' 
great companion and favourite of the bard. This elegy 
was composed while the piper was living. 

Cbaill an seannsair a chlaisteachd, 
Tha’n gleus air a ghrad leigeadh suas, 
O’n trie a thainig cedi taitneach, 
Ragha caismeachd mo cbluais. 

Ceol bu bhlasd’ a’s bu bbinne, 
’Dhusgadh spiorad do’n t-sluagh, 
Ceol bu tartaraich’ siubhal, 
Thionndadh tioma gu cruas : 
Ceol mar smeinaicb a ghlinne, 
Ceol a’s binne na cuach ; 
Meoir gun bhraise, gun ghiorradh, 
Dian ruith-leumnacb, luath. 

Bu sgiolta sealleadb do sbeannsair, 
Air port, ’s air crunn-luath, ’s air cuairt, 
Pronnadh cnaparra, lughmhor, 
Caismeachd shunntach ’san ruaig ; 
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Dheanadh gaisgeaeh de’n sgliuraich, 
Chuireadh diuii-laoeh na luaths, 
Claidhean glasa ’gan rusgadh, 
Claigneaii bruit’ aig luchd fuath. 

’S iomadh aon tha ga’ iundrain, 
O'n chaidli uir ort san uaigh ;— 
An toiseach labhair an spliucau, 
Bhiodh tu giulan gach uair. 
“ Tha mi tein gun tombaca, 
Cha b’e cleachdadh a fhuair, 
’S trie chuir Iain fo m’aisne, 
Greim, a’s cairteal, a’s cuach.” 

Thuirt a ghloin’ a bha'n Asdain, 
“ Mo sgeul craiteach, ro chruaidh ! 
Dh-fhalbh mo shugradh, ’s mo mharan, 
Thug am biis leis Iain Ruadh ; 
Fear a chluicheadh a chlarsach, 
Dheanadh dan, agus duan, 
Cha b’e Caluinn a chrampaidh 
Fbnn a b’fhearr leis ’g a luaidh.” 

Thuirt am pigidh bha lamh ris,— 
‘‘ Faigh an t-arca gu luath, 
Cuir am chlaigeann-sa spiiirt e, 
Tha tart’s gach aite mu’n euairt. 
Thainig con-traigh na pi ighe, 
Tha nithe gnathaichte bhuainn, 
Cha bhi reothart gu brath aun, 
’S ann a thraigheas an cuan.” 

Thuirt am buideai, ’s am botal, 
Thuirt an goc ris an stop, 
Thuirt an copan, ’s an t-slige ; 
“ ’S mor an sgrios th’air tigh’n oirn. 
Tha gach sruth air a dhunadh, 
Bha cuir a dh-ionnsaidh nan Ion, 
Cha’n f'haigliear drap air an urlar, 
A fhliuchas bru Dhomhnuill big.” 

O’n dh-fhalbh an cbmpanach sar-mhath, 
Dh-fhalbh an rabhart, ’s an spbrs, 
Dh-fhalbh beannachd na cloinne, 
’S e sheinneadh an cebl. 
Nis o rinneadh do charadh 
’N ciste chlaraich nam bdrd, 
’iS mor as mist iad am Pharo, 
Gun fhear do ghuais a bhi beb. 

Dh-fhalbh an deagh ghille cuideachd, 
Nach robh sgrubail san bsd’; 
Dh-fhalbh fear traghadh nan searrag, 
Chosgadh barrachd thar stop. 
Dh-fhalbh fear deanadh nan duanag 
Leis an luaighte gach cld, 
Cha b’e ghnas a bhi gearan, 
Ge h-ioma glain’ thug dha pbg. 

’S beag mo shunnt ri lath feille, 
’S beag mo speis dheth gach cedi, 
’S beag mo thlachd dhe bhi ’g eisteachd, 
Gaoir theud fhir nan croc. 
Leam a b’annsa do bhruidhean, 
’N am suidhe mu bhdrd, 
Na droch dhredchdau air fidhill. 
Mar fhuaim snithe an loin. 

Bha thu d’ dhamhsair air urlar, 
Bha thu siubhlach air snamh ; 
Bha thu d' chairiche lughmhor, 
Cha bhiodh tu d’ luireich fo chach. 
Urram leum, agus ruithe, 
Glac threun a ruitheadh an ramh, 
’San am caitheadh na cloiche, 
Bu leat an toiseach air each. 

Thoir mo shoraidh-sa tharais, 
Dh-ionnsuidh ’n fhearainn ud thall ; 
O nach faod mi bhi mar ribh, 
’S leibh mo bheannachd san am. 
Biodh an uaigh air a treachladh, 
Ann am fasan nach gann ; 
Buideai rum aig a chasan, 
’S rol tombac aig a cheann. 

AISEIRIGH IAIN RUAIDH. 

LUIKNEAG. 

HD-jb gum b’eibhinn leam, 
' Chluintinn gu'n do dh-eirich thu, 
’ S ann learn a’s ait an sgeula sin, 
On chaidh an t-Eug cho teann ort. 

Chuaj.adh mi gu’n chailleadh thu, 
’S gu’n do rinneadh t-fhalaire, 
’S c cuis mu’n robh mi gearanach, 
Do bhean a bhi na bantraich. 

Ho-ro, tjc. 

Thug iad bho na h-dsdaircan 
Buidealan gu tdrradh dhut, 
Mu bheireas mi gun dl orra, 
’S e ni sinn sedrsa balnnse. 

Ho-ro, 4'C. 

On tha giubhas sabbte agad, 
’S gu’n d’rinn an gobha tbirnean dut, 
’S ann theannas sinn ri bhta, 
Theid do Pharo dh-iaraidh BranndaL 

Ho-ro, ^c. I 
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Cha bhi dad a dh’eis oirre, 
Gheibh i gach ni dh’fheuraas i, 
Ni’n lion aodach a wmin-seol d’i, 
!S gu’n dean na speieean cranii d’i. 

Ho-ro, (Jj c. 

Cha’n easbhuidh nach bi ballaibh ann, 
Gu cupiaichean, ’s gu tarruinnean, 
Tha rbpaichean gun ghainn’ againu, 
’S gu’n eeangail sinn gu teaun iad. 

Ho-ro, <J-c. 
/ 

Cha’n eil m’inntinn gearanach, 
O’n chuir thu dhiot an galar ud, 
’S ann tha do phiob na deannal, 
A toirt caithream air ceol damhsaidh. 

Ho-ro, ^c. 

’Nuair bha thu ann san reiseamaid, 
iiu sgairtail, tapaidh, treubhach, thu, 
Na h-uile fear a leumeadh ort, 
Ghreadadh tu gun taing e. 

Ho to, <^ c. 

’Nuair bha thu na t-6ganach, 
Bu lionruhor ait’ am b’eolach thu, 
Chunua’ mis' an cldsaidean, 
Ag M an Amsterdam thu ! 

Ho-ro, $£c. 

ORAN CNAIDE1L 

DO ’N OLLA LEODACH. 

LUINNEAG. 

Thugaibh, thugaibh, bo / bo ! bo ! 
An Doctor Leodach's biodag air, 
Faicill oirbh san taobh sin thull 
Nadi toir e 'n ceann a tbiota d/iibh. 

Niiaia bha thu a d’fhleasgach 6g, 
Bu mhurchuise.ach le elaidheamh thu, 
Chaidh Ailean Muillear riut a chomhraig, 
’S leon e le bloidh spealun thu. 

Tnugaibh, <Ve. 

Bha thu na do bhasbair cbrr, 
’S claidheamh-mdr an tarruinn ort, 
An saighdear’s measa th’aig rlgh Deers’, 
Chomhraigeadh e Alasdair. 

Thuyaibh, Sj^c. 

Gu’ bhiodh sud ort air do thaobh, 
Claidheamh caol sa ghliogartaich ; 
Cha’n eil falcag thig o’n traigh, 
Nach cuir thu oarr nan iteau d’i. 

Thuguibh, Ac. 

Biodag’s an deach an gath-seirg 
Air crios seilg an luidealaich ; 
Bha seachd oiriich oirr’ a mheirg, 
Gur mairg an rachadh bruideadh dh’i. 

Thugaibh, §c. 

A bhiodag’s mios’ th’ anns an tlr, 
’S a beart-chinn air chrith oirre, 
Chnamh a faobhar leis an t-suith, 
’S cha ghearr i ’n im na dh’ itheadh tu. 

Thugaibh, i|-c. 

Claidheamh, agus sgabard dearg, 
S cearbach sud air amadan, 

’Ghearradh amhaichean nan sgarbh, 
A dh-fhagadh marbh gun anail iad. 

Thugaibh, c^c. 

Cha ne deoch bhainne, na mheig, 
’S cinnteach mi rinn uesa dhiot; 
Ach biadh bu docha leat nan t-im, 
Giobainean nan gugachan. 

Thugaibh, tVc. 

’S iomad farspag rinn thu mharbhadh, 
A’s siilair garbh a rug thu air, 
A bhlianna sin, mu ’n deach thu ’n arm, 
Chuir uibhean sgarbh cioch-shlugaiu ort. 

Thugaibh, fyc. 

’Nuair theid thu na ohreig gu h-ard, 
Cluinnear gair nan iseanau ; 
’S mu thig am fulamair a d’ dhail, 
Sathaidh tu do bhiodag ann. 

Thugaibh, Ac. 

’Nuair a theid thu sa’ Chreig-bhain, 
Cha mhdr do sta ’sna sgorrachan ; 
Cha tig na h-eunlaidh a’d’ dhaii, 
Le faileadh do chuid drogaichean. 

Thugaibh, ^'C. 

’Nuair a theid thu air an rbp, 
A righ bu mhor do cudthrom air ; 
Mu thig an cipean a’s a ghrund, 
Cluinnear plumb ’nuair thuiteas tu. 

Thugaibh, Qc. 

Bu tu theannaicheadh an t sreang 
Cha’n bhi i fann mur bris thu i, 
Direadh’s na h-iseanan a d’ sgfiith, 
Air leam gu’m feum thu cuideachadh. 

Thrgaibh, Qc. 
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Cha mharbh thu urrad ri each, 
Ge leathan laidir mogur thu ; 
’S t-<tirm cha diau a bheag a sta, 
Mur sgriobar clar, na praise leo. 

Thugaibh, c^'C. 

Note—Dr M‘Leod, the subject of this song, was a native 
of St. Kilda. He was some time abroad as surgeon to a 
Highland regiment, and on his return home he used to go 
about in his full uniform, in which the poet thought he 
made rather an odd tigure. 

BANAIS CHIOSTAL-ODHA1R. 

LUINNEAG. 
M bhanuis a bha’n Ciostal-odhar, 
Ann an Ciostal-odhar, odhar, 
A bhanais a bha’n Ciostal-odhar, 

Cha robh othail choir oirre ! 

Thainig fear a staigh ga’m ghriobadh, 
Dh-innse gu’n taiuig am pigidh, 
Fhuaras botul lionadh slige, 

Bu bhinn glig a"s erdnan. 
A bhanais, c|_c. 

Thainig fear a nuas le mi-mbodh, 
Gu e-fein a chuir an ire, 
Thbisich e air bleith nan inean, 

Gu mi-fhin a sgrbbadh. 
A bhanais, tVc. 

Ach labhair mise gu fiadhaich :— 
“ Mas e mi-stath tha thu ’g iarraidh, 
Gur ddcha gu’n cuir mi’n fhiacail, 

Air iochdar do sgbrnain ! ” 
A bhanais, Qc. 

Smaointich mi eiridh ’n-am sheasamh, 
On bu ghn j learn a bbi ’g eadradh, 
Ole na dheigh gu’n d’rinn mi ’ leagadh, 

’S bhuail mi breab san tdin air. 
A bhanais, cjc. 

’Nuair a chaidh na fir gu riasladh, 
Gu’n robh ceathrar dhiu sa ghriosaieh ; 
Am fear bu laige bha e’n iochdar, 

’S thug iad mirean bed as. 
A bhimais, Qc. 

’Nuair a thoisich iad air buillean, 
Cha robh mi-fhin a’ cur cuir dhiom, 
Gus na mhuigh iad air mo mhuiuneal, 

’S air duileasg mo shruine. 
A bhanais, <|'C. 

An sin ’nuair a dh’ eirich an trioblaid, 
Thainig iad far an robh mise, 
Thog iad mi mach thun na sitig’, 

Theab gu’n ithte beb mi. 
A bhanais, <|'C. 

Thug iad a mach thun nan raointean, 
Mar gun reaehadh cii ri caoirich, 
’S am fear nach do sgrdb iad aodann, 

Bha aodach ga shrdiceadh. 
A bhanais, hvc. 

’Nuair thoisich iad air a cheile, 
Stradadh na fal’ aims na speuran ; 
Bha ’mis’ an iite gan eisdeachd, 

’S gun b’ eibhinn an spurs iad. 
A bhanais, Sfc. 

Bhuail iad air a cheile chnagadh, 
Leig iad air a cheile sh&dadh, 
Shin iad air aithris na braide, 

’S air cagnadh nan drdag. 
A bhanais, <^c. 

Fear ri caoineadh, fear ri aighear. 
Fear na sheasamh, fear na laidhe, 
Fear a pdgadh bean-an-taighe, 

Fear a gabhail drain ! 
A bhanais, tVe. 

Cha robh arm ach beagan dibhe, 
Leig iad a dh-iunnsaidh an cridhe, 
Bha fear a’s fear aca rithist, 

Gun bhruidhinn gun chbmhradh. 
A bhanais, <|'C. 

Sin ’nuair a labhair am fidhleir :— 
“ Chuir sibh mo phuirt feadh na fidhle j 
’S mis am fear gu’n tig an dllinn, 

Nach toir sgriob air cedi duibh.” 
A bhanais, cjC. 
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DUGHALL BOCHANNAN. 

Dugald Bdchanan was born in the parish of Balquidder, Perthshire, in the year 

1710. His father was a small farmer, who also rented a mill. His mother was an excel- 
lent and pious woman; but, unfortunately for him, she died when he was only six years 
old. His father gave him such education as he could afford; and that appears to have 

been more than was commonly taught at country schools at that time. When he was 
only twelve years of age, he was sent to teach in another family, where he did not im- 

prove in his morals, as he learned to curse and swear. When he was farther advanced 
in life, he became loose and immoral, associating with bad company, and apparently 
regardless of the pious example that had been set before him by his mother. When he 

grew up, he w7as apprenticed to a house-carpenter in Kippen, where he did not continue 
long, till he removed to Dumbarton. Here he continued the same course of profane and 

sinful practice that afterwards caused him much trouble and remorse of conscience during 
many years, until he at last obtained peace with God, and became a sincere and eminent 
Christian. He does not appear to have settled long in any place, till the “ Society for 

Propagating Christian Knowledge” appointed him schoolmaster and catechist at Kenloeh 

Ranoch, in the year 1755. In this remote place he laboured with great pains and dili- 

gence in his calling during the remainder of his days ; and here he composed those hymns 
which will render his name as lasting as the language in which they are written. Besides 

the hymns, he wrote a diary, which was published in the year 1836, with a memoir of the 
author prefixed. From this memoir we shall copy a short abstract of his labours and 

diligence at Kenloch Ranoch. Although he was not a regular licentiate, he acted as a 
kind of missionary; and exhorted, preached, catechised, and reproved, till he wrought a 
great reformation on the people in that district:—“ Ranoch is an extensive district, in 

the parish of Fortingall. It is situated at a great distance from the church, and the 
clergyman visited it at long intervals. The people, therefore, instead of assembling on 

Sabbath to worship God, generally met to play at foot-ball. Moved with zeal for the 

glory of God, and grieved at the sins he witnessed, he zealously set about reforming the 

people, by convincing them of the sinfulness of their ways. Finding it impossible to 
bring them together for prayer or exhortation, he would follow them to the scene of their 
sinful amusements, and there reason with them about death and judgment to come. By 

the great and disinterested anxiety he manifested for their spiritual W'elfare, some of them 
were brought to a better observance of the Sabbath, by uniting with him in the worship 

of God. The impression made on the minds of those who came to hear him was such, 

that they persuaded their friends and neighbours to come also, which gradually drew a 

more numerous attendance. His piety and excellence of character becoming now 
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generally known, the numbers who flocked from all parts to hear him were so great, that 

the house in which they had hitherto met was insufficient to contain them: he therefore 

adjourned with the people to a rising ground on the banks of the Ranoch. Nor was he 

attended by fhose only among whom he lived, but by many from other remote parts, 

who were attracted by the fame of his piety. In addressing the people, his meek and 

gentle spirit led him to dwell most on the loftier motives—the more tender appeals with 

which the gospel abounds ; but, to stubborn and determinate sinners, he was severe in 

discipline, encountering them with the terrors of the Lord, that he might win them to 

Christ.” 

It is said that Buchanan assisted Mr Stewart of Killin in translating the New Testa, 

ment into the Scottish Gaelic, and that he corrected the work while passing through the 

press at Edinburgh, in the year 1766. During his stay there he availed himself of the 

opportunity of attending the classes for Natural Philosophy, Anatomy, Astronomy, &c., 

which made a great impression upon his mind, and gave him more extensive views of the 

omnipotence and wisdom of the Divinity. He was, during either of these years, intro- 

duced to the celebrated David Hume the historian, who, having been informed of his 

excellent character, received him with great aflability, and entered very familiarly into 
conversation with him on various topics. 

While discussing the merits of some authors, Mr Hume observed that it was impossible 

to imagine any thing more sublime than the following lines which he repeated:— 

U The cloud-capt towers, the gorgeous palaces. 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself, 
Yea, all which it inherits shall dissolve. 
And like the baseless fabric of a vision— 
Leave not a wreck behind.” 

Buchanan at once admitted the beauty and sublimity of the lines, but said that he had 

a book at home from which he could produce a passage still more sublime, and repeated 

the following verses:—“ And I saw a great white throne, and him that sat on it, from 

whose face the earth and the heaven fled awray ; and there was found no place for them. 

jj And I saw the dead, small and great, stand before God: and the books were opened; i | ■% 
and another book was opened, which is the book of life: and the dead w'ere judged out 

of those things which w'ere written in the books, according to their works And the sea 

gave up the dead which were in it; and death and hell delivered up the dead which were 

in them: and they were judged every man according to their works.”* 

He published his “ Hymns” about the year 1767. The demand for this little work 
has continued since, and every year adds to its popularity—a sure proof of its merit. 

!| There have been at least fifteen editions of it printed ; while of the works of the celebrated 

bards, Macdonald and Macintyre, there have been only four editions. 
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Our author continued his useful and pious labours at Ranoch till his death, which 

happened on the second of June, 1768, when he was seized with fever, which carried 
him off in the fifty-second year of his age. During his illness he was frequently delirious, and 

in that state would sing of the “ Lamb in the midst of the throne.” In his lucid intervals 

he expressed his full hope in the resurrection of the just, and his desire to depart and be 
with Christ. The people of Ranoch wished his remains to be buried among them, but 

his relations carried the body away to their own country, and he was buried in the bury- 

ing-ground of the Buchanans at Little Lenny, near Callander. In his person he was | 

considerably above the middle size, and rather of a dark complexion, but upon a close ! 
inspection his countenance beamed affection and benevolence. Among his intimate 

acquaintance he was affable, free, jocular and social, and possessed much interesting 
information and innocent anecdotes, in consequence of which his company was much 

sought after by all the families in the country. In his dress he was plain and simple, 
wearing a blue bonnet and a black dress, over which he generally wore a blue great-coat. 

After his death his widow removed to Ardoch, where she remained till the time of her j 
death. He left two sons and two daughters : one of the latter was alive in 1836. 

As a poet, Buchanan ranks in the highest class. Endowed with great power of 
imagination, and full of moral and religious enthusiasm, his poetry is at once fervid, lofty, 

and animated; and invariably calculated to promote the cause of religion and virtue. ! 

Those distinguishing qualities have rendered him the most popular poet in the language ; ! 
and we may safely assert, that his popularity will endure as long as the language in 
which he has written is understood. 

“ The Day of Judgment" is the most popular poem in the language. It displays 
great force of imagination, and fixes the mind on the sublime and awful scenes of a world 

brought to an end, amidst the wreck of elements, and the assemblage of the w hole human i 
race to judgment. 

“ The Scull" is full of good poetry, with appropriate reflections on the vanity of 
mortal enjoyments. It shows the fierce tyrant and the lowly slave—the haughty chief 
and the humble tenant—the mighty warrior and the blooming virgin—the mercenary 

judge and the grasping miser—all reduced to one level, the grave ; to feed the lowly 

worm and the crawling beetle. 

“ The Dream" contains useful lessons on the vanity of human pursuits, and the 
unsatisfactory rewards of ambition. The following lines ought to be remembered by i 

every one who envies greatness :— 

“ Clm ’n Vil neach o thrioblaid saor, 
A’ measg a’ chinne-daonn’ air lad 
’S co lionmhor osna aig an righ, 
Is aig a neacii is isle staid." 

“ The Winter" begins with a vivid description of the effects of that season, and the 
preparation of men and animals to provide food and shelter. The poet then draws a 

comparison between the winter and the decline of human life, warning the old man to 
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prepare for his future state, as the husbandman prepares food and fuel for winter—to 

imitate the prudent foresight of the ant and the bee, and not the idle and improvident 

fly, dancing joyously in the sunbeams till he perishes by the winter’s frost. This 

excellent poem is deservedly admired as one of the finest specimens of didactic poetry in 

the Gaelic language. 

LATH A’ BHRE1THEANA1S. 

Am feadh 'ta chuid is mo de’n t-saogli’l 
Gu’n ghaol do Chriosd, gu’n sgionn d’a reachd. 
Gu’n chreideamh ac’ gu’n tig e ids, 
’Thoirt breith na firinn air gach neach. 

An cadal peacaidh ’ta’d nan suain, 
A’ bruadar pailteas de gach ni: 
Gu’n umhail ac'n’ uair thig am b;\s, 
Nach meal iad Parras o'n ard Righ. 

Le cumhachd t-f'hacail Dhe tog suas, 
An sluagh chum aithreachais na thra. 
Is beannairh an Dan so do gach neach, 
Bheir seachad eisteachd dha le gradh. 

Mo smuaintean talmhaidh Dhe tog suas, 
’S mo theanga fuasgail aim mo bheul; 
A chum gu’n labhrainn mar bu choir, 
Mu ghloir’s mu uamhunn latha Dhe. 

Air meadhon oidhch’ ’nuair bhios an saogh’l, 
Air aomadh tharais aim an suain ; 
Grad dhiiisgear suas an cinne-daoin’, 
Le glaodh na trompaid’s airde t'uaim. 

Air neul ro aird ni fhoillseach’ fein, 
Ard aingeal treun le trompaid mhoir; 
Is gairmidh air an t-saogh’l gu Idir, 
lad a ghrad eiridh chum a mhdid ;— 

“ O cluinnibhs uile chlann nan daoin, 
Nis thainig ceann an t-saogh’l gu beachd ; 
Leumaibh ’nar beatha sibhs ’ta marbh, 
Oir nis gu dearbh ’ta los’ air teachd. ” 

Is seididh e le sgal cho chruaidh, 
’S gu ’n cuir e sleibhte’s cuan 'nan ruith ; 
Grad chlisgidh na bhios marbh ’san uaigh, 
Is na bhios beo le h-uamhunn crith. 

Le osaig dhoinionnaich a bheil, 
An saogh’l so reubaidh e gu garg, 
’S mar dhun an t-seangain dol ’na ghluais, 
Grad bhruchdaidh ’n uaigh a nios a mairbh. 

’N sin cruinnichidh gas cas in lamh, 
Chaidh chur san araich fad o cheil ; 
’S bidh farum mor a measg nan cniimh, 
Gach aon diu’ dol ’na aite fein. 

Mosglaidh na fireanaich an tils, 
Is diiisgear iad gu leir o’n suain, 
An anamaibh turlingidh o ghloir, 
Ga’n comh’lachadh aig beul na h-uaigh. 

Le eibhneas togaidh iad an ceann, 
’Ta am am fuasglaidh orra dlil ; 
Is mar chraoibh-mheas fo iomlan blath, 
Tha dreach an Slanuifheir ’nan gnuis : 

Tha obair Spiorad naomh nan gras 
Air glanadh ’n naduir o 'n taobh steach ; 
’S mar thrusgan gian ’ta umhlachd Chriosd, 
Ga’n deanamh sgiamhaeh o’n taobh ’mach. 

Duisgear na h-aingidh suas ’n an deigh, 
Mar bheisdibh gairisneach as an t-slochd ; 
’S o ifrinn thig an anama truagh ; 
Thoirt coinneamh uamhasach da 'n corp. 

’N sin labhraidh ’n t-anam bronach truagh, 
R’a choluinn oillteil, uamhar, bhreun, 
“ Mo chlaoidh ! ciod uim’ an d’eirich thu 
Thoirt peanas dubailt oiru le cheil? 

“ O ! ’n eigin dbmhsa dol aids, 
Am priosan neo-ghlan steach a’d’ chre ? 
Mo thruaighe mi, gu'n d’aontaich riamh, 
Le t-anamianua brinleil fein ! 

“ O’m faigh mi dealach’ riut gu briith ! 
! No ’n tig am bas am feasd a’d’ choir! 
j ’N druigh teine air do chnaimhean iarin ! 
i No dibh-fheirg Dhe an struidh i t-fheMl!” 

Eiridh na righrean ’e^daoine mdr, 
! Gun smachd gun drdugh ann nan laimh ; 
| 'S cha’n aithn’ear iad a measg an t-sluuidh, 
i O ’n duine thruagh bha ac’ na thraill. 
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’S na Jaoine uaiblireach Jeis nach b’ t'hiu, 
Gu ’n umhlaicheadh iad fein do Dhia ; 
O t'aic aids iad air an glun’; 
A’ deanamh urnuigh ris gach siiabh 

“ O chreagan tuitibh air ar ceann, 
Le sgairneich ghairbh de chlachan cruaidh, 
Is sgriosaibh sinn a tir nam beb, 
A chum s nach faic sinn glbir an Uain.” 

Amach as uamhaidh gabhaidh ’thriall 
An diabhol’s a chuid aingle fein, 
Ge cruaidh e’s eigin teachd a lath'r, 
A’ slaodadh shlabhraidh a’s a dheigh. 

’N sin fasaidh ruthadh ann san speur 
Mar fhair na maidne 'g eiridh dearg ; 
Ag innse gu’m beil iosa fein, 
A’ teachd na deidh le latha garbh : 

Grad fhosglaidh a's a cheil na nedil, 
Mar dhorus sedmair an aid Righ, 
Is foillsichear am Breitheamh mi.r, 
Le gldir is greadhnachas gun chrich. 

Tha’m bogha-frois mu’n cuairt da cheann, 
’S mar thuil nan gleann tha fuaim a ghuth ; 
’S mar dhealanach tha sealladh sid, 
A’ spiitadh a’s na neulaibh tiugh. 

A ghrian ard-ldcharan nan speur, 
Do ghloir a phearsa geillidh grad ; 
An dealradh driliseach thig oghnuis, 
A solus miichaidh e air fad. 

Cuiridh i uimpe culaidh bhrdin, 
’S bidh ’ghealach mar gun dbirt’ oirr’ fuil, 
Is crathar cumhachdan nan speur, 
A’ tilgeadh nan reull a’s am bun. 

Bidh iad air uideal ann san speur, 
Mar mheas air geig ri Jtnradh garbh ; 
Tuiteam mar bhraonaibh dh-uisge illii, 
’S an glbir mar shuilean duine mhairbh. 

Air charbad teine suidhidh e, 
’S mun cuaii't da beucaidh ’n tairneanach, 
A’ dol le ghairm gu crioch na neamh, 
’S a’reub nan neul gu doinionnach. 

O chuibhlibh ’charbaid thig amach, 
Srnth mor de theine laist’ le fdirg ; 
Is sgaoilidh ’n tuil’ ud air gach taobh, 
A’ cur an t-saogh’I na lasair dheirg. 

Leaghaidh na Duile ’nuas le teas, 
Ceart mar a leaghas teine ceir ; 
Na cnuic’s na sleibhte lasaidh suas, 
’S bidh teas-ghoil air a’ chuan gu leir. 
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Na beanntan iargalt nach tug seach, 
An storas riamh de neach d’an dedin, 
Ta iad gu fialaidh taosgadh ’mach, 
An ibnmhais leaght’ mar abhainn mhcir. 

Gach neach bha sgriobadh cruinn an bir, 
Le sannt, le dd-bheirt, no le fuil ; 
Lan chaisgibh ’nis ’ur ’n iota mor, 
’S a nasgaidh blaibh dheth o’u tuil. 

O sibhse rinn ’ur bun do’n t-saogh’l, 
Nach tig sibh’s caoinibh e gu geur, 
’N uair tha e ’gleacadh ris a bhiis, 
Mar dhuine laidir dol do'n eug. 

A chuisle chleachd blii fallain fuar, 
Ri mireag uaibhreach feadh nan gleann, 
’Tha teas a chleibh ’ga ’n smuidreadh suas, 
Le goilibh buaireis feadh nam beann. 

Naich faic sibh ’chrilh tha air mu’n cuairt, 
’S gach creag a’ fuasgladh aim’s gach siiabh, 
Nach cluinn sibh osnaich throm a bhais, 
’S a chridhe sgaineadh stigh ’n a chliabh. 

An ciirtein gorm tha null o’n ghrein, 
’S mu’n cuairt do’n chruinne-che mar chledc, 
Crupaidh an lasair e r’a cheil, 
Mar mheilleig air na h-eibhlean beb. 

Tha ’n t-adhar ga thachd’ le neula tiugh, 
’S an toit ’na meallaibh dubh dol suas 
’S an teine mill teach sputadh ’mach, 
’Na dhualaibh caisreagach mu’n cuairt. 

Timcheall a’ chruinne so gu leir, 
Borb-bheucaidh ’n tairneanach gu bras ; 
’S bidh ’n lasair lomadh gloir nan speur, 
Mar fhaloisg ris na sleibhte cas. 

Is chum an doinionn ata suas, 
O cheithir iiirdibh gluaisidh ’ghaoth ; 
Ga sgiurs’ le neart nan aingle treun, 
Luathach an leir-sgrios o gach taobh. 

Tha obair na se la rinn Dia, 
Le lasair dhian ga cuir ’fa sgadil, 
Cia mor do shaibhreas Righ na’m feart, 
Nach iunndrain casgradh mhile saogh’l! 

’M feadh tha gach ni ’an glaic an eig, 
’S a chruitheachd gu leir dol bun-osceann, 
Teannaidh am Breitheamh oirne dlu, 
A chum gach cuis a chur gu ceann. 

’N sin gluaisidh e o aird nan speur, 
Air cathair a Mhdrachd fein a nuas, 
Le greadhnachas nach facas riamh, 
’S le dhiadhachd sgeadaichte mun cuairt. 
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Ta mile tairneanach 'na laimh, 
A chum a naimhde sgrios am t'eirg, 
Is t'onn-chrith orr’ gu dol an greim, 
Mar choiu air dill ri h-am na seilg. 

Aingle gun aireamh tha ’na chuirt, 
Le ’n suilean suidhicht’ air an Righ, 
Chum ruith le hrdughsan gun diiil, 
’S na h-uile ait ga’n cur an guiomh. 

O ludas thig a nis a lathair, 
’S gach neach rinn braithreas nut a’d ghniomh, 
An dream a dh’aicheadh creideamh Chriosd, 
Na reic e air son ni nach b’fhiach. 

A shluagh gun chiall thug miann.d '’n or, 
Roimh ghloir is eibhneas flaitheas De, 
’Ur malairt ghorach faicibh nis, 
’S an sgrios a thug sibh oirbh fein. 

’S a mhuinntir uaibhreach leis ’in bu uar, 
Gu ’n cluinnte cr..bhadh dh’t ’n’ur teach ; 
Faicibh a ghloir's na b’ ioghnadh leibh, 
Ged dhruid e sibh a riogh’chd amach. 

O Herod faic a nis an Righ, 
D’ an tug thu spid is masladh mor, 
Ga sgeadachadh le trusgan ruadh. 
Mar shuai neas sgallais air a ghldir. 

Nach faic thu Breitheamh an t-saoghail gu leir, 
’S mar eudach uime ’n lasair dhearg ; 
A’ teachd thoirt duals do dhaoine cbir, 
’S a sgrios luchd do-bheirt anu am feirg. 

Is thusa Philat tog do shuil, 
’S gu’m faic thu nis’ a muthadh mur; 
An creid thu gur h-e sud an Ti 
A rinn thu dhiteadh air do mhdd? 

An creid thu gur e-sud an ceann, 
Mun d’ iath gu teann an sgitheach geur, 
Na idir gur i sud a ghnuis, 
Air na thilg na h-Iudhaich sile breun ! 

’M bu leoir gu’n theich a ghrian air chul, 
A’ diultadh tianuis thoirt do’n gniomh ? 
Ciod uim’ nach d’fhuair a chruitheachd has, 
’N uair cheusadh air a chrann a xriatu ? 

Cuiridh e aingle ’mach gach taobh, 
Chum ceithir ghaothaibh ’n domhain mhoir, 
A chuairteachadh gach aon do’n t-sluagh, 
A steach gu luath a dh’ionnsuidh ’mhuid. 

Gach neach a dh’ aitich coluinn riamb, 
O’n ear’s o’n iar tha nise’ teachd, 
Mar sgaoth de bheachaibh tigh’n mu gh^ig, 
An deidh dhaibh eiridh ’mach o’n sgeap. 

’N sin togaidh aingeal glormhor suas, 
Ard bhratach Chriosd da’n suaich’neas full ; 
A chruinneachadh na ghluais sa choir, 
’S da fhulangas rinn duigh a’s bun. 

Do m’ionnsuidh cruinnichibh mo naoimli. 
Is tiouailibh gach aon de’n dream, 
A rinn gu dileas is gu dlil, 
Le creideamh’s umlachd ceangal learn. 

’N sin tionsgnaidh’m Breith’ air cuis an la, 
A chum a niiimhde ohur fo bhinn, 
Is fosglaidh e leabhraichean suas, 
Far am beil peacadh ’n t-sluaigh air chuimhn’ i 

Fosglaidh e ’n cridhe mar an ceudn’, 
Air dhoigh’s gur leir de’n h-uile neach, 
Gach uamharrachd bha gabhail tamh, 
Air feadh an arois ud a steach : >> 

’N uair chi’ an sealladh so dhiubh fein, 
Is dearbh gur leir dhaibh ceartas Dhia ; 
’S bidh ’n gruaidh a leaghadh as le nair 
Nach lugha cradh na teine dian. 

Togaidh an trompaid ’ris a fuaim, 
“ Na labhradh a's na gluaiseadh neach 
Air chor gu’n cluinn gach beag a’s mor, 
A bhreith thig air gach se’ rs’ amach. 

“ A dhaoine sanntach threig a choir, 
’S a leag ’ur ddchas an ’ur toic, 
A ghlais gu teann ’ur cridhe suas, 
’S a dhruid ’ur cluas ri glaodh nam boclid. 

“ An lomnochd cha do dhion o’n fhuachd, 
’S do’n acrach thruagh cha d’thug sibh biadh, 
Ged lion mi fein ’ur cisd’ de Ion, 
’S ’ur treuda’ chur a’mod gach bliadbn’. 

“ Ni bheil sibh iomchuidh air mo riogh’chd, 
As eugmhais firinn, iochd, a’s graidh ; 
’S o reub sibh in' iomhaidh dhibh gu leir, 
Agraibh sibh fein ’nar sgrios gu brath. 

***** 
* * * * 
***** 

* * * * 

“ A nathraiche millteach’s oillteil greann, 
Cha hinn learn ceol ’ur sranntaich ard, 
’S cha ’n 6isd o’r teangaidh ghobhlaich cliu, 
Le driuchd a phuinnsein air a burr. 

Is sibhs’ thug fuath da m’ orduigh naomh, 
Is leis nach b’ionmhuinn caomh mo theach ; 
Leis’m bu bhliadhna suidhe uair, 
Am iiros tabhairt cluais do m’ reachd. 
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“ Cionnas a nihealas sibh gu brath, 
A’m’ sheirbhis sabaid shiorruidh bhuan 
Na cionnas bheir ’ur n-anam gradh, 
De’n ni da’n tug ’ur nadur fuath ? 

“ ’Luchd mi-ruin agus farmaid mhcir 
Da’n doruinn iomlan sonas chaich, 
Le doilghios gear a’ cnamh ’ur cri, 
Mu aon neach oirbh fein bheir barr. 

“ Cia mar a dh-fheudas sibh gu brath, 
Lan shonas aiteach ann an glbir ; 
Far am faic sibhse milte dream, 
Ga’n ardach’ os bhur ceann gu mbr? 

“ Am fad’s bu leir dhuibh feadh mo riogh’chd, 
Neach b’ airde inbhe na sibh fein ; 
Nach fadadh mi-run’s farmad cuirt, 
Tein’ ifrinn duibh a’m flaitheas De ? 

“ Is sibhs’ ’an slighe na neo-ghloin ghluais, 
’S gu sbnraicht’ thruaill an leaba phosd ; 
Gach neach a thug do m’ naomhachd fuath, 
Ga’n tabhairt suas gu toil na feol’. 

“ Mar b’ ionmhuinn leibh bhi losgadh ’n teas, 
’Ur n-uabhair, dheasaich mi dhuibh fearg, 
Leaba dearg theth ’san laidh sibh sios. 
Am brachaibh-lin de lasair dheirg. 

“ Ged bheirinn sibh gu rioghachd mo ghlbir, 
Mar mhucan steach gu sebmar righ ; 
’Ur nadur neoghlan bhiodh ga chradh, 
Le’r miannaibh basachadh chion bidh. 

“ Gach neach tha iomchuidh air mo riogh’chd, 
Teannaibh sibhse chum mo dheis, 
Is cruinnichibh seachad chum mo chli, 
A chrionach o na crannaibh meas.” 

’N sin tearbainidh ecbum gach taobh, 
Na caoraich o na gobhraibh lom ; ' 
Ceart mar ni’m buachaille an treud, 
’N uair chuairtaicheas e spr£idh air tom. 

’N sin labhraidh e ri luchd a dheis, 
“ Sibhse ta deasaichte le m’ ghrits, 
Thigibhse, sealbhaichibh an rioghachd, 
Nach faic a sonas crioch gu br.’ith. 

“ Spealg mise ’n geat’ bha oirbhse diiinnt’, 
Le m’ iimhlachd’s m’ fhulangas ro-gheur; 
’S dh-fhosgail an t-sleadh gu farsuinn suas, 
Am leith-taobh dorus nuadh dhuibh fein. 

“ Chum craoibh na heath’ ta’m Parrais De, 
Le h-6ibhneas teannaibh steach da coir; 
’S a fearta iongantach gu Idir, 
Dearbhadh ’ur n-uile chreuchd’s bhur Icon. 

“ An claidhe ruisgte bha laist ga dion, 
O laimh ’ur sinnsir Adhamh’s Eubh, 
Rinn mise truaill dhe m’ chridhe dha, 
’S a lasair bhath mi le m’ fhuil fein. 

“ Fo dosraich iirair suidhibh sios, 
Nach searg’s nach crion am feasd a Math ; 
’S mar smedraichean a measg a geug, 
Chum molaidh gleusaibh binn bhur cail. 

“ Le ’maise siisaichibh ’ur suil, 
Is oirbh fo sgail cha druigh an teas, 
O ’duilleach curaidh Maibh slaint; 
Is bith’bh neo-bhasmhor le a meas. 

“ Gach uile mheas tha’m Piirrais De, 
Ta nis gu leir neo-thoirmisgt’ dhuibh ; 
Ithibh gun eagal o gach geig, 
A nathair nimh cha teum a chaoidh. 

“ A’s uile mhiann ’ur n-anma fein, 
Lan shasaichibh gu leir ’an Dia, 
Tobar na firinn, iochd, a’s graidh, 
A mhaireas lan gu cian na ’n cian. 

“ Mdr-innleachd ionghantach na slaint, 
Sior rannsaichibh air aird’s air leud, 
’S feadh oibriche mo rioghachd mhdir, 
’Ur n-edlas ciocrach cuiribh’ meud. 

“ Ur n-eibhneas, mais’ ’ur tuigs’, ’s ’ur gri.dh, 
Bitheadh gu siorruidh fas ni’s md ; 
’S cha choinnich sibh aon ni gu brath, 
Bheir air ’ur n-anam cradh no lebn. 

“ Cha ’n fhaca suil, ’s cha chuala cluas, 
Na thaisg mi suas de shonas duibh, 
Imichibh, ’s biodh ’ur dearbhachd fdin, 
Sior-innse sgeul duibh air a chaoidh.” 

Ach ris a mhuinntir th’air a chli, 
O ! labhraidh e ’na dhiogh’ltas cruaidh, 
“ A chuideachd nach d’thug gradh do Dhia, 
A chum an diabbuil siubhlaibh uam. 

“ ’S mo mhallachd maille ribh gu brath, 
A chum ’ur cradh ’s ’ur cur gu pian, 
Gluaisibhse chum an teine mhbir, 
Ga’r rbsdadh ann gu cian nan cian.” 

Mar sgain an talamh a’s a cheil, 
’N uair gabh e teaghlach Chbrach steach, 
Ceart laimh riu fosglaidh ’n uaigh a beul, 
’S i miannanaich air son a creich. 

Is mar a shluig ’mhuc-mhara mhtr, 
Idnas ’n uair chaidh ’thilgeadh ’mach, 
Ni slogan dubh an dara bais, 
A charbad iathadh umpa steach. 
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San uamhaidh taobhaidh iad ri chdil, 
A ghluais nam beath’ gu h eucorach ; 
Luohd mhioim a’s mort a’s fianuis-bhrdig ; 
Luchd misg a’s reubainn’s adhaltrais. 

Mar chualaig dhris an ceangal teann, 
An slabhraidh tha gach dream leo fein ; 
’S an comunn chleachd bhi ’n caidreamh dlu, 
Mar bhioran ruisgte dol nan ere. 

Mar leoghan garg f'o’ chuibhreach cruaidh, 
Le thoscaibh reubadh suas a ghlais ; 
An slabhraidh cagnaidh iad gu dian, 
’S gu briith eha ghearr am fiaclan phrais. 

Bidh iad gu siorruidh ’n glacaibh ’bhais, 
’S an cridh’ ga fhasgadh asd’ le brbn, 
Ceangailt air cuan de phronnusg laisd’ 
’S a dheatach uaine tachd an srbn. 

Mar bhairneach fuaighte ris an sgeir, 
Tha iad air creagaibh goileach teann ; 
Is dibh-fheirg Dhe a’ seideadh ’ehuain, 
Na thonnaibh buaireis thar an ceann. 

’N tra dhuineas cadal cruaidh an suil, 
Teas feirg’s an-dochas duisgidh iad ; 
A chnuimh nach basaich’s eibhle bed, 
A’ cur an ddruinn shiorruidh ’meud. 

Air ifrinn ’n uair a gheibh iad sealbh, 
S lan-dearbhah co gu’n toir iad cis, 
Faodaidh sinn piiirt d'an gearan truagb, 
Chuir anns na briathraibh cruaidh so sios. 

“ O staidh na neo-ni ’n robh mi’m thamh, 
Ciod uime dh-ardach Dia mo ceann ! 
Mo mhile mallachd aig an la, 
’N do gabh mo mhathair mi’ na broinn. 

" Ciod uime fhuair mi tuigse riamh? 
No ciail a’s reusan chum mo stiuir ? 
Ciod uim’ nach d’rinn thu cuileag dhiom? 
Na durrag dhiblidh ann san uir ? 

“ Am mail- mi ’n so gu saogh’l nan saogh’l ! 
’N tig crioch no caochladh orm gu brath, 
Am beil mi nis san t-siorr’achd bhuan, 
A’ sniimh a’ chuain a ta gun traigh ! 

“ Ged aireamh uile reullta neimh, 
Gach feur a’s duilleach riamh a dh-fhits, 
Mar’ ris gach braon a ta sa’ chuan, 
’S gach gaineamh chuairticheas an traigh. 

“ Ged chuiream mile bliadhna seach, 
As leith gach aon diubh sud gu leir, 
Cha d’imich seach de’n t-siorr’achd mhbir, 
Ach mar gu ’n tdisicheadh i ’n de. 
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“ Ach O ! ’n do theirig trdcair Dhia ! 
’S am pian e mi gu saogh’l nan saogh'l! 
Mo shlabhraidh ’n lasaicb e gu briith! 
No glas mo lamb an dean e sgaoil! 

“ ’M hi’m beul a dh-ordaich Dia chum seinn, 
Air feadh gach linn a chliu gun sgios, 
Mar bhalagan-seididh fadadh suas, 
Na lasraich uain’ ’an it'rinn shios ! 

“ Ged chaidh mo thruaighe thar mo ncart, 
Gu deimhinn fein a’s ceart mo bhinn ; 
Ach c’fhada bhios mi ’n so ga m’ chradh, 
Mu’m bi do cheartas saitheach dhiom ! 

“ No ’m bi thu dio'lte dhiom gu brath, 
’N deach lagh an nhduir chuir air cul ? 
Mo thruaighe mi! ’n e so am has 
A bhagair thu air Adhamh ’n tus? 

“ Air sgii do dhio’ltais’m bi thu ’sniomh 
Snathain mo bheath’ gu siorruidh caol ? 
Nach leoir bhi mile bliadtm' ga m’ losg’ 
As leith gach lochd a rinn mi’s t-saogh’l ? 

“ Ged lean de dhio’ltas mi gu m’ chul, 
Cha ’n ardaich e do chliu, a Dhe, 
’S cha’n f'hiu do d’ Mhorachd t-l'hearg a chosg, 
Air comharadh cho bochd rium fein. 

“ O Dhia! nach sgrios thu mi gu tur? 
’S le d’ chumhachd cuir air’m anam crioch, 
'S gu staid na neo-ni tilg mi uait, 
Far nach ’eil fulang, smuain, no gniomh. 

“ Ach O ! se so mo thoillt’neas fein 
Is ni’m beil eu-coir buntainn rium ; 
Oir dhiult mi tairgse shaor de Chriosd, 
’S nior ghabh mi d’a fhuil phriseil suim. 

“ ^VIo choguis ditidh mi gu brath, 
An fhianuis bha ga’m chaineadh riamh ; 
An-iochd no 6u-coir ann mo bhas, 
Cha leig i charadh’m feasd air Dia. 

“ Aitheanta thilg mi air mo chill, 
A’s ruith mi durachdach gu’m sgrios, 
Is ’fhianuis fein a’m’ chridhe mhuch, 
A’ druid’ mo shuile roimh mo leas. 

“ Cia meud an diogh’ltas tha dhomh’ dual 
A s leith mo pheacaidh uamhor dan 
Am peac’ thug du’lan do dh-fhuil Chriosd, 
’S a dh-fhag gun eifeachd brigh a bh: is. 

“ Gidheadh nach ’eil de Bhuadhan fein, 
Neo-chriochanach gu leir o chian ? 
'S an toir mo chiont air iochd a’s gradh, 
Gu’m fas iad criochnaicht’ ann an Dia? 
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“ An comas dut mo thilgeadli uat 
Far nach cluinn do chinas mo sgread ? 
’M bell dorchadas an ifrinu fein 
Far nach bu leir do Dhia mo staid ? 

* * * * 
* * ♦ # 

Gun aille gun dreach, 
Gun aithne gun bheachd ; 

Air duine theid seach 'na dhail; 
Gun fhiacail ’na dheud, 
No teanga ’na bheul, 

No slugan a ghleusas cail. 

* * * * # 
# * * ¥ 

“ Ge truagh mo ghuidhe cha’n eisder i, 
A’s fois no feth cha’n fhaidh mi chaoidh’ 
Ach heath’ neo-bhiismhor teachd as iir, 
Gu’m neartach’ ghiulan tuille claoidh.” 

Gun ruthadh ’na ghruaidh 
’S e ruisgte gun ghruaig ; 

Gun eisdeachd ’na chluais do m’ dhkn; 
Gun anail na shrdin, 
No aile de’n fhiiid, 

Ach lag far’m bu choir bhi ard. 

Ach stad mo rann a’s pill air t-ais 
O shlochd na casgraidh dhein a nios, 
Is feuch cionnas a bheir thu seol 
Do’n dream tha beb nach teid iad sios. 

A leughadair a’m beil e fior, 
Na chuir mi cheana sios am dhan ? 
Ma se’s gu'm bei) thig s’ liib do ghlun 
Le urnuigh’s aithreachas gun dail: — 

“ A dh-ionnsuidh losa teich gu luath, 
A’ gabhail grain a’s fuath do d’ pheac’, 
Le creideamh fior thoir iimhlachd dha. 
An uile aith’nta naomh a reachd. 

“ Gabh ris na h-oifigibh gu leir, 
’S ri h-aon diubh na cuir fein do chill; 
Mar Fhaidh, mar Shagart, ’us mar High, 
Chum slainte, didean, agus iuil. 

“ Biodh eiseimpleir am beach do shill, 
Chum d’ uile ghluasachd ’stiiiir da rcir, 
’S gach meadhon dh-ordaich e chum slaint’ 
Bi fein g’an gnathachadh gu leir. 

“ As ’fhireantachd dean bun a mhain, 
’S na taic gu brath ri d’ thoill’tneas fein; 
’S mas aill leat eifeachd bhi na ghras, 
Na h-altrum peacadh daimh a’d’ chre. 

“ Mar sin ged robh de chionta mdr, 
Chum gldir do Thighearn’ saorar thu. 
Is chum de shonais shiorruidh fein, 
Air fead gach re a’ seinn a chliu.” 

AN CLA1GEANN. 

’S mi’m shuigh aig an uaigh, 
Ag amharc ma bruaich, 

Feuch claigeann gun snuadh air lar ; 
Is thog mi e suas, 
A’ tiomach’ gu truagh, 

Ga thionndadh mu ’n cuairt am luimh. 

Gun dealradh ’na shiiil, 
No rosg uimpe dun’, 

No fradharc ri h-iuil mar b’ abh’sd. 
Ach durragan crom, 
A chleachd bhi san, tom, 

Air cladhach’ da tholl ’nan <iit. 

Tha n’ eanachainn bha’d chill, 
Air tionndadh gu smilr, 

Gun tionnsgal no siird air t-fheum ; 
Gun smuainteach’ a’d’ dhiiil. 
Mu philleadh gu brath, 

A cheartach’ na dh-fhag thu’d dheidh. 

Cha ’n innis do ghnuis, 
A nise co thu, 

Ma’s righ mo ma’s diuc thu fein 
’S ionann Alasdair mbr, 
Is traill a dhi loin, 

A dh-eug air an dtrach bhreun. 

Fhir chlaghach na h-uaigh ; 
Nach cagair thu’m chluais, 

Co ’n claigeann so fhuair mi’m laimh ? 
’S gu ’n cuirinn ris ceisd, 
Mu gnath mu ’n do theasd; 

Ge nach fregair e’m’ feasd mo dhan. 

’M bu mhaighdean deas, thu, 
Bha sgiamhach a’d’ ghnuis, 

’S deagh shuidheach’ a’d’ shuil da reir ? 
Le d’ mhaise mar lion, 
A’ ribeadh mu chri’, 

Gach dganaich chi’dh thu fein. 

Tha nise gach adh, 
Bha cosnadh dhut graidh, 

Air tionndadh gu grain gach neach ; 
Marbhaisg air an uaigh, 
A chreach thu do’n bhuaidh, 

Bha ceangailt’ ri snuadh do dhreach. 

No’m breitheamh ceart thil, 
Le tuigs’ agus iuil, 

Bha reiteach gach cuis do’n t-sluagh ; 
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Gun aomadh le jiairt’, 
Ach diteadh gu bas, 

Na h-eucoir bha daicheil cruaidh ? 

No ui do reic thu a cbdir, 
Air ghlacaid de’n or, 

O 'n dream da ’n robh stbras ]>ailt? 
Is bochdainn an t-sluaigb, 
Fo fhoirneart ro chruaidh, 

A fulang le cruas na h;airc. 

’S mar robh thusa fior, 
Ann a t-oifig am binn, 

’S gun d’rinn thu an direach fiar ; 
’S cho chinnteach an ni, 
’N uair thainig do chrioch, 

Gu ’n deachaich do dhit’ le Dia. 

. No n’ robh thu a’d’ leigh, 
A’ leigheas nan creuchd, 

’S a’ deanamh gach eugcail slan ? 
A t-ioc-shlaintibh mbr, 
A’ deanamh do bhbsd, 

Gu ’n dibreadh tu choir o’n bhas? 

Mo thruaighe ’ gun threig, 
Do leigheas thu fein, 

’N uair bha thu fo eugcail chruaidh; 
Gu’n fhognadh gun sta, 
Am purgaid no ba’ plasd, 

Gu d’ chumail aon tra o’n uaigh. 

No ’n seanalair thii, 
A choisinn mor chliu, 

Le d’ sheoltachd a stiuireadh airm ? 
Air naimhdean toirtbuaidh, 
Ga ’n cur aim san ruaig, 

’S ga’m fagail nan cruachan marbh. 

’N robh do chlaidheamh gun bheirt, 
No ’n dh-fhag thu do neart, 

’N uair choinnich thu feachd na h-uaigh, 
’N uair b’ eigin dut geill’, 
A dh-aindeoin do dheud, 

Do dh’ armailt’ de bheistean truagh ? 

Tha na durraig gu treun, 
Ri d’ choluinn’ cur seis, 

’S a’ coisneadh ort feisd gach la; 
Is claigeann do chiun, 
’Na ghearasdan dion, 

Aig daolagan diblidh ’n tkmh. 

Puirt a’ claodhach’ do dhcud, 
A steach ann a’d’ bheul, 

’S cuid eile ri reub’ do chluas ; 
Dream eil nan sgud, 
Tigh'n amach air do shuil, 

A’ spiiinneadh’s a’ rusg’ do ghruaidh. 

No m’ fear thu bha pdit, 
Gu trie’s an taigh dsd, 

’S tu cridheil ag bl nan dram ? 
Nach iarradh dhut fein 
De fhlaitheanas De, 

Ach beirm a bhi ’g eiridh a’d’ cheann ? 

Nach iarradh tu ’chedl, 
Ach mionnan mu’n bhord, 

Is feuchainn co ’n dbrn bu chruaidh : 
Mar bho no mar each, 
Gun tuigse, gun bheachd, 

’S tu bruchdadh ’sa sgeith mu’n chuaich ? 

Na ’n duin’ thu bha ghluas’d 
Gu ceanalta suairc, 

Gu measara stuam mu d’ bhord ; 
Le miannaibh do chre, 
Fo chuibhreachadh geur, 

’N am suidhe gu feisd’s gu sdgh ? 

No ’n gedcaire mbr, 
Bha gionach air Ion, 

Mar choiu an am fedlach dearg ; 
A' toileach’ do mhiann, 
Bha duilich a riar, 

’S tu geilleadh mar Dhia do d’ bholgf 

Tha nise do bhru. 
Da ’n robh thu a’ liib’, 

De ghaineamh ’s do dh’ iiir gle lan, 
’S do dheudach air glas’, 
Mu d’ theangaidh gun bhlas, 

Fo gheimhleachaibh prais a bhais. 

No’m moi'air ro mhdr, 
A thachair am dhdrn, 

Neach aig an robh coir air tir ; 
Bha iochdmhor ri bochd, 
A’ cliithach’ nan nochd, 

Reir pailteas a thoic’s a nith ? 

No ’n robh thu ro chruaidh, 
A’ feannadh do thuath, 

’S a’ tan ach’ an gruaidh le mal; 
Le h-agartas geur 
A glacadh an spreidh 

’S am bochdainn ag cigheach diiil ? 

Gu’n chridh’ aig na daoin’, 
’Bh’air lomadh le h-aois, 

Le ’n claigeannan maola truagh ; 
Bhi seasamh a’d’ choir, 
Gun bhoineid ’nan dorn, 

Ge d’ tholladh gaoth rebt’ an ciuas. 

Tha nise do thraill, 
Gun urram a’d’ dhail. 

Gun ghearsom’, gun mhiil, gun mhbd ; 
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Mor-mholadh do’n bhas, 
A chasgair thu tra, 

’S nach d’ fhuilig do straic fo’n fhdd. 

No’m ministeir thu, 
Bha tagradh gu dlu, 

Iti pobull ’an ughdaras Do ; 
Ga’m pilleadh air ais, 
Bha ’g imeachd gu bras, 

Gu h-ifrinn na casgradh dhein ? 

No 'n robh thu gun sgoinn, 
Mar mhuinne mu chloinn, 

Guu churam a h-oighrcaehd Dhe ; 
Na’m faigheadh tu ’n rusg, 
Bha coma co dhiu, 

M’ an t-sionnach bhi stiiiireadh ’n trend ; 

Leam’s cinnteach gun d’ fhuair, 
Do dheanadas duais, 

’N uair rainig thu’m Buachaill’ mor ; 
’N uair chuartich am bas, 
A steach thu ’na laith’r, 

Thoirt cunntas a’d’ thalant’ db. 

No ’n ceann thu bha Bin, 
De dh-innleachdan bais, 

Gu seolta ga ’n tath’ r’a cheil’; 
G’an cur ann an gniomh, 
Gun umhail gun fhiamh, 

A freagra’ do Dhia ’nan deigh ? 

’N robh teanga nam breug, 
Gun chuibhreach fo d’ dheud, 

A’ togail droch sgeul air each ; 
Gath puinsein do bheil, 
Mar naithir a’ teum, 

’S a’ lotadh nan ceud gach la? 

Tha i nise na tamh, 
Fo cheangal a bhais, 

Gun sgainneal a’ plaigh na duthch’; 
A’s durraga grannd, 
Air lobhadh ’na h-ait, 

An deigh dhaibh cnamh gu cul. 

’S mu lean thu do ghnaths, 
Gu leabaidh do bhais, 

Gun tionndadh’ na thra ri coir ; 
Car tamull na h-uair. 
Dean llaitheas de’n uaigh, 

Gus an gairmear thu suas gu mod. 

Mar losgann dubh grannd, 
Ag iomairt a smag, 

Gu ’n eirich thu ’n aird o’n t-slochd ; 
Thoirt coinneamh do Chriosd, 
*Na thighinn a ris, 

A dh’ fhaotainn lan diol a’ t-olc. 

’N uair theid thu fo bhinn. 
Ni cheartas do dhit’ ; 

Ga d’ fhdgradh gu siorruidh uailh ; 
Gu lasair ga d’ phian, 
Chaidh dheasach’ da’n Diabh’l, 

’S a mhallachd gu dian ’ga d’ ruag. 

’N sin cruaidhichidh Dia 
Do chnaimhean mar iar’n, 

’Is t-fheithean mar iallaibh prais ; 
Is teannaichidh t-fheoil 
Mar innein nan ord, 

Nach cnamh i le moid an teas. 

No ’n ceann thu ’n robh ciall, 
Is eolas air Dia, 

’S gu’n d’ rinn thu a riar ’sa choir ; 
Ged tha thu ’n diugh ruisgt’. 
Gun aithe’, gun iilil, 

Gun teanga, gun suil, gun srdn. 

Gabh misneach san uaigh, 
Oir eiridh tu suas, 

’N uair chluineas tu fuaim an stuic, 
’S do thruailleachd gu leir, 
Shios f.’igaidh tu’d’ dheigh, 

Aig durragan breun an t-sluic. 

Oir deasaichidh Dia, 
Do mhaise mar ghrian, 

Bhiodh ag eiridh o sgiath na m’ beann ; 
’Cur fradharc ro gheur, 
’S na suilean so fein, 

’S iad a’ dealradh mar reullt’ a’d cheann. 

Do theanga’s do chail, 
Ni ghleusadh gun dail, 

A chantainn ’na aros cliu ; 
Is fosglaidh do chluas, 
A dh-eisteachd ri fuaim, 

A mholaidh th’ aig sluagh a chuirt. 

’N uair dhealraicheas Criosd, 
Na thigheachd a ris, 

A chruinneach’ na’m firean suas ; 
’N sin bheir thu de leum, 
Thoirt coinneamh dha fein, 

Mar iolair nan speur aig luaths. 

’N uair dh-eireas tu ’n aird. 
Grad chuiridh ort failt, 

A mhealtainn a chairdeas fein. 
Gun dealach’ gu brath, 
H’a chomunn no ghradh, 

A steach ann am Parras De. 

Fhir ’chluinneas mo dhim, 
Dean aithreachas tra, 

’M feadh mhairaes do shlaint’s do bheachd ; 
M 
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Mu'n tig ort am bas, 
Nach leig thu gu brath, 

Air geata nan gras a steach. 

AM B It U A D A It. 

Aia bhith dhomhsa arm am shuain 
A’ bruadar diamhain mar tha each, 
Bhi glacadh sonais o gach ni; 
Is e ga’m dhibreadh aim’s gach ait. 

Air learn gun tainig neach am choir, 
’S gu’n dubh’rt e rium :—“ Gur gdrach mi, 
Bhi smuainteach greim a ghlei’dh do’n ghaoith 
No fos gu’n lion an saogh’l mo chri. 

“ Is diamhain dut bhi ’g iarraidh s.iirch, 
’N aon ni’ no’n ait air bith fo ’n ghrein ; 
Cha chlos do d’ chorp an taobh so ’n uaigh, 
No t-anam ’n taobh so shuaimhneas De. 

“ An tra dh’ith Adhamh ’a meas an tus, 
Am peacadh dhruigh e air gach nl: 
Lion e na h-uile ni le saoth’r, 
Is dh-thag e ’n saogh'l na bhristc cri’. 

“ Air sonas ’anma chaill e choir, 
Mar ris gach solas bha’nn sa gharr’ 
O sin ta ’shliochd nan deoiribh truagh ; 
Mar nan a mearachd air a mhath’r. 

“ Iti meiiich chruaidh ta’d ruith gach ni, 
'An duil gu’m iaigh an inntinn clos ; 
Ach dhaibh tha ’n saogh’l gun iochd no truas, 
Mar mhuime coimheich fhuair gun tlus. 

“ Mar sin tha iad gun fhois no tamh, 
Ga 'n strach’ glacadh faileas breig ; 
'S a’ deoth’l toil-inntinn o gach ni, 
Is iad mar chiochan seasg nam beui. 

“ Bidh teanndachd eigin ort am feasd, 
'S do dhochas faicinn fuasgladh t-fheum, 
An cdmhnuidh dhut mar fhad do liiimh ; 
Ach gu brath cha'n fhaigh dheth greim. 

“ Cha teagaisg t-fheuchain’s dearbhadh thu, 
O dhuil is earbsa chuir sa’ bhreig, 
A rinn do mhealladh mile uair, 
'S cho fhada bhuat an diugh san de. 

“ An ni bu mho da’n tug thu miann, 
Nach dh-fhag a mhealtuinn riamh e searbh ? 
Tha tuille sonais ann an duil, 
Na tha’nn an crun le bhi na sheilbh. 

“ Ceart mar an rbs a ta sa’ ghar’, 
Crion seargaidh bhla ’nuair theld a bhuain ; 
Mu’n gann a ghlacas tu e d’ liiimh, 
Grad threigidh fhaiteadh e ’sa slmuadh. 

“ Cha ’n eil neach o thrioblaid saor. 
Am measg a ’chinne daoin’ air fad, 
’S co lionmhor osna aig an righ, 
Is aig an ueach is isle staid. 

“ Tha ’smudan fein 6s ceann gach fold 
Is doruinn ceangailt’ ris gach math ; 
Tha’n rbs a fas air drisean geur, 
'S an taic’ a cheil tha mhil san gath. 

“ Ged fhaic thu neach ’an saibhreas mor 
Na meas a shblas bhi thar chach ; 
An tobar’s gloine chi do shuil, 
Tha ghriiid na iochdar gabhail tiimh. 

“’S mu chuireas t-anail c ’na ghluais, 
Le tarruinn chabhaig suas a’d’ bheul, 
Diiisgidh an ruaghan dearg a nios, 
’S le gaineamh lionaidh e do dheud. 

“ ’S ged fhaic thu neach ’an inbhe aird, 
Tha e mar nead am barr na craoibh ; 
Gach stoirm a bagra’ thilgeadh nuas, 
Is e air luasgadh leis gach gaoith. 

“ An neach is fearr tha ’n saogh’l a riar, 
Tha fiaradh eiginn ann ’na staid, 
Nach dean a sheoltachd a’s a stri, 
Am feast a dhireachadh air fad. 

“ Mar bhata’ liar an aghaidh cheil, 
A ta o shuidheach’ fein do-chur ; 
A reir mar dhireas tu a bbarr, 
’S cho chinnteach ni thu cam a bhuu. 

“ Na h-Iudhaich thionail beag no mbr, 
Do’n Mhana dhoirteadh orra ’nuas ; 

I ’N tra chuir gach neach a chuid’s a chlar, 
Cha robh air barr no dadum uaith. 

“ Mar sin a ta gach sonas saogh’lt, 
A ta thu faotainn ann a d’ laimh, 
Fa chomhair saibhreas, ’s inbhe cuirt 
Tha caitheamh, ciiram agus cradh. 

“ Ged charn thu or a’d’ shlige suas, 
| Fa chomhair fasaidh ’n luaith da reir. 
Is ge do chuir thu inrite riogh’chd, 
A mheidh cha dirich i na deigh. 

“ Tha cuibhrionn iomchuidh aig gach neach, 
’S ged tha thu meas gur tuille b’ fhearr ; 
Cha d’ thoir an t-anabharr tha’nn an sud, 

I Am feasd an cudrom a’s a’ chradh ; 
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“ O iomluas t-inntinn tha do phian ; 
A’ diulta’ 'n diug na dh'iarr thu ’n de; 
Cha chomasach au saogh'l do riar, 
Le t-anamianna ’n aghaidh cheil. 

“ Na’m faigheadh toil na feol a run, 
D’a mianna brudeil dh’iarradli satli; 
Flaitheas a b’ aird’ cha n iarrach i, 
Na annta sud bhi siorruidh ’suamb. 

“ Ach ge do b’ ionmhuinn leis an fliel il, 
Air talamh cbrnhnai-hadii gach re ; 
Bhiodh durachd t-ardain agus t-uaill, 
Cho ard a shuas ri Cathair Dhe ; 

“ Ach nam b’ aill leat sonas buan, 
Do shlighe tabhair suas do Dhia, 
Le durachd, creideamh agus gradh, 
Is sasaichidh e t-uile mhiann. 

“ Tha ’n cuideachd sud gach ni san t-saogh'l, 
Tha ’n comas dhaoine sheaibhach’ fior ; 
Tha bhiadh, a’s eudach agus slaint, 
Is saorsa, chirdeas, agus sith.” 

’An sin do mhosgail a’s mo shuain, 
Is dh-fhag mo bhruadar mi air fad ; 
Ghrad leig mi dhiom bhi ruith gach sgi.il, 
Is dh-fhas mi toilichte le m’ staid. 

AN GEAMHRADH. 

Nis theirig an samhradh, 
’S tha ’n geamhradh teachd dlu oirn, 
Fior namhaid na chinneas, 
Teachd a mhilleadh ar duthcha ; 
Ga saltairt fo chasaibh, 

’S d’a maise ga rusgadh ; 
Gun iochd anti ri dadum, 
Ach a’ sladadh’s a’ plunndruinn. 

Sgaoil oirne a sgiathan, 
’S chuir e ghrian air a chulthaobh ; 
As an nead thug e ’n t-alach, 
Neo-bhaigheil 'gar sgiursadh ; 
Sneachd iteagach gle-gheal, 
O na speuran tigh’n dlu oirn, 
Clacha meallain’s gaoth thuatbach, 
Mar luaidhe is mar fhudar. 

’N uair sheideas e anail, 
Cha ’n fhag anam am iliiran ; 
Tha bhilean mar shiosar, 
I.omadh lios de gach ur-ros ; 

Cha bhi sgeadach air coille, 
No doire nach rulsg e ; 
No sruthan nach tachd e, 
Fo leachdannan du’-ghorm. 

Fead reota a chleibhe, 
Tha seideadh na doinionn, 
Chuir beirm ann san fhairge, 
’S a dh’ at’ garbh i na tonnan; 
'S a bhinntich an clamhuinn, 
Air airde gach monaidh, 
’S ghlan sgur e na reulltan, 
D’ ar peile le’n solus. 

Tha gach beathach a’s duine, 
Nach d’ ullaich ’na sheasan, 
Ga ’n sgiursadh le gaillionn 
Gun talla’ gun eudach ; 
’S an dream a bha gniomhach, 
’Fas iargalt mi-dheirceil; 
Nach toir iasad do leisgean, 
Ann san t-sneachda ged eug e. 

Tha 'n seillein’s an seangan, 
A bha tional an stiirais, 
Le gliocas gun mhearachd, 
A’ toirt aire do’n dbruinn ; 
’G ithe bidh’s ag bl meaia, 
Gun ghainne air Ion ac, 
Fo dhion ann san talamh, 
O anail an redta. 

Tha na cuileagan ciatach, 
’Bha diamhain san t-samhradh, 
’S na gathanan greine 
Gu h-eibhinn a’ damhsa; 
Gun deasach ’gun churam, 
Koi’ dhulachd a gheamhraidh ; 
A nise a’ dol biis’, 
Ann ’s gach aite le teanntachd. 

Ach eisd rium a shean-duin’, 
’S tuig an samhladh tha’m sfbn”, 
Tha’m blis a tighin teann ort, 
Sud an geamhradh tha’m bran ; 
’S ma gheibh e thu a’d’ leisgein, 
Gun deasach’ fa’ chbdhail, 
Cha dean Jiithreachas criche. 
Do dhionadh o’n doruinn. 

Gur mithich fas diaghaidh, 
’S do chiabhan air glasadh, 
’Na’m bearnaibh do dheudach, 
Is t-eudann air casadh, 
Do bhathais air rusgadh, 
’S do shuilean air prabadh, 
Agus crbit ort air liibadh, 
Chum na h-uire do leaba’. 
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Tha na sruthanan craobhach, 
Bha sgaoileadh a’d’ bhallaibh, 
Gu inireagach buailteach, 
Clis gluasadach tana ; 
A nise air traoghadh 
O n’ taomacbadh thairis, 
O’n a ragaich ’sa dh-fhuaraich 
Teas uabhar na fala. 

Balg-seididh na beatha, 
Tha air caitheamh gun fheum ann, 
’S o clirup ann a’d’ chliabh e, 
Gur h-e phian bhi ’ga shdideadh 
Tha ’n corp a chruit cbiuil ud, 
Air diultadh dhut gleusadh ; 
’S comhar cinnt’ air a thasgaidh, 
Bhi iasach’ a theudan. 

Theich madainn na h-dige, 
’S trebir mheadhon latha 
Tha’m f'easgar air ciaradh, 
’S tha ghrian ort a laidhe ; 
’S mu bha thusa diamhain, 
Gun gniomh is gun mhaitheas; 
Gu h-ealamh hi d’ dhusgadh, 
Mu’n duinear ort flaitheas. 

’Reir caithe na beatha, 
’S trie leatha gun crloch i ; 
Bidh an cleachadh fas laidir, 
Do-fhhsach o’n inntinn ; 
Na labhair an sean-fhacal, 
’S deimhinn leam’s fior e, 
“ An car theid san t-seana-mhaid’ 
Gur h-ainmic leis direadh.” 

Ach dgnaich threibhich 
Thoir-s’ eisdeachd do m’ bran, 
’S leig dhiot bhi mi-cheillidh, 
Ann an ceitein na h-bige ; 
Tha aois agus ea-slaint, 
Air do dheigh ann an tdir ort; 
’S mu ni h-aon aca greim ort, 
Pillidh t-eibhneas gu brdn dut. 

An aois a tha ’n tdir ort, 
Bheir i leon ort nach saoil thu ; 
Air do shuilean bheir ceathach, 
Is treabhaidh si t-aodann ; 
Bheir i crith-reodh’ mu d’ ghruaig’, 
Is neul uaine an aoig leis, 
’S cha toig aiteamh na grian ort, 
’Bheir an liath-reodh a chaoidh’ dhiot. 

Bheir ni’s measa na sud ort, 
Failne tuigs’ agus reusain ; 
Dith leirsinn a’ t-inntinn ; 
DIth cuimhn’ agus geire ; 

Dith gliocais chum gnothaich ; 
Dith mothaich a’d’ cheudfath 
’S gu’m fas thu mar leanabh, 
Dhi spionnaidh a’s ceille. 

Fasaidh ’n cridhe nco-aithreach, 
’S neo-ealamh chum tionndadh, 
Aon tagra’ cha druigh air, 
’S cha liib e d’a ionnsuidh ; 
Ceart mar tha ’n talamh, 
’N am gaillionn a’s teanndachd ; 
Ged robh milltean ’dol thairis, 
Cha dean aile sa’ chausair. 

Faic seasain na bliadhna, 
’S dean ciall uath a tharruinn ; 
’S mas aill leat gu’m buain thu, 
Dean ruadhar ’san earrach ; 
Dean connadh san t-samhradh, 
Ni sa’ gheamhradh do gharadh ; 
’S ma dhibreas tu ’n seasan, 
Dhut’s eigin bhi falamh. 

’S mar cuir thu siol fallain, 
Ann an earrach na h-dige, 
Cho chinnteach’s am has dut, 
Cuiridh Satan droch phbr ann ; 
A dh-fhasas ’na dhubhaile, 
’S ’na luidheannan feblmhor ; 
’S bidh do bhuain mar a chuir thu, 
Ma’s subhaile no db-bheirt. 

Ala bhios t-bige gun riaghladh, 
’S t-anamiannan gun taod riu, 
Gum fas iad cho tiadhaich, 
’S nach srian thu ri t-aois iad ; 
Am meangan nach sniomh thu, 
Cha spion thu ’na chraoibh e ; 
Mar shineas e gheugan, 
Bidh fhreumhan a’ sgaoileadh. 

Tha do bheatha neo-chinnteach 
O ’n teinn a bheir has ort, 
Uime sin hi ri dicheall 
Do shith dheanamh trbthail ; 
’S e milleadh gach cuise 
Bhi gun churam cur dail innt’; 
’S ionann aithreachas criche, 
’S bhi cur sil mu Fheill-martuinn. 

Tha ghrian ann sna speuraibh 
A’ ruith reise gach latha; 
’S i ’giorrach’ do shaoghail, 
Gach oidhche a laidheas ; 
’S dlii ruitheas an spbla, 
Troi’ shnathaibh do bheatha ; 
Tha’ fighe dhut leine, 
Ni beisdean a chaitheamh. 
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’S ma ghoideas e dlu ort, 
Gun do dhuil bhi r’a thighinn ; 
’N sin fosglaidh do shuilean, 
’S chi thu chuis thar a mithich ; 
Bidh do choguis 'ga d' phianadh, 
Mar sgian anh a d’ chridhe ; 
’S co-ionann a giulan, 
’S laidhe ruisgt’ aim an sgitheach. 

Faic a chuileag ’ga diteadh 
Le sionntaibh an niiduir, 
’S o na dhibbir i ’n seasan, 
Gur h-eigin d’i biisach’; 
Faic gliocas an t-seangain, 
Na thional cho trathail, 
’S dean eiseimpleir leanail, 
Chum t-anam a shabhal’. 

DAIBHIDH MAC-EALAIR. 

David Mackellar, commonly called Daibhidh nan Laoidh, was another religious 

poet. The time of his birth is not known. He lived in Glendaruel after the beginning of 
last century. He was blind, and the people in that country still preserve some tradition- 

ary accounts of him and of the manner in which his hymn was composed, the most 

striking of which is that after having composed it his sight was restored. In his 

youth he composed some profane pieces. The time of his death is likewise uncertain, 
but a grand-daughter of his lived in Glasgow not many years ago. This hymn was first 
published in Glasgow about the year 1752. It was so very popular in the Highlands 
that many persons got it by heart that had never seen the printed copy. 

L A O 1 D II MHIC-EALAIR. 

Moladh do’n Ti’s airde gldir, 
An Ti’s modha no gach neach ; 
Cmithear an t-saoghail gu leir, 
Da n cubhaidh dhuinn geill’ air fad. 

’S tu rinn an domhan’s na th’ aim, 
Na cuaintean domhain, ’s am fonn ; 
’S chuir thu iasg g’a altrum ann, 
’S thug thu ciall gu ghlacadh dhuinn. 

Rinneadh leat gealach a’s grian, 
Thogail fianuis air do ghlbir; 
Cha’n aithris mi a mile trian, 
De chruthachadh an Dia is mb. 

’S tu rinn na reulltan air fad, 
A riaghlachadh gu ceart nan truth; 
Gheall thu maraon fuachd a’s teas, 
Foghar ma seach agus Mairt. 

’S tu rinn na h-ainglean air fad, 
Tha ’n t-abharsair fo d’ smachd gu mbr : 
Air slabhruidh laidir aig do Mhac, 
Cumail a neart o theachd oirnn’. 

Rinneadh leat an duine’ ris, 
A reir t-iomhaidh chum do ghlbir; 
Ach chaill e ’n oidhreachd ud gun luach, 
’S cha’n fhuasgalar i le or. 

’S tu chuir am fradharc na cheann, 
Chuir thu fait tro chlaigeann lorn ; 
Thug thu cluas gu eisteachd dha, 
’S gluasad a chuirp o na bhonn. 

Chuir thu Adhamh an cadal trom, 
Chaidh leigh nan gras os a cheann; 
’S de dh-aisinn bho thaobh do rinn 
A bhean, o’n do ghin gach clann. 

Chuir thu e ’n garadh nan send, 
Far an robh bibhneas a ghraidh ; 
Dh-ith a bhean an sin a meas, 
’S dh-fhuilig i’s a sliochd am bis, 

Cha robh a teasargain aig neach, 
O’n a chumhnanta riun i bhris ; 
’N tra ruisgcadh an sgeudachadh ccart, 
Bha chuis na h-cagal an sin. 
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Ach moladh do dh’ Ard-Righ nam feart, 
O nach b’aill leis teachd d’ar sgrios ; 
’Nuair chunnaic e Adhamh na airc, 
Rinn e cumhnant’ nan gras ids. 

Thainig losa ’nuas le thoil. 
Thug e suas mar iobairt fhuil ; 
Mac na firinn, Uan gun chron, 
M’ar ciontain-ne fhuair e gbuin. 

Crochadh e ri crann an aird, 
’S an t-sleagh saite tro a chorp ; 
Crun geur na peine chuir mii cheann, 
Fhuair mac Dhe le naimhde lot. 

Crun sgithich, an aite crun righ. 
Mar thailceas, ’s mar dhi-meas mor ; 
Domblas agus lion geur, 
’N deoch a thug iad dha ri h-bl. 

Na thirnean g’an cur an sas, 
Am bosaibh a lamh le drd ; 
’S t'uil a chridhe ruith a thaobh, 
Ceannachd bu daoire nan t-br. 

’Nuair chaidh Criosd gu pein a bhais, 
’S a dh’ fhuilig e air son an t-sluaigh ; 
Sgoilt brat an teampuill sios gu lar, 
’S dhuisg na mairbh an aird o’n uaigh. 

Chreathnaich an talamh trom, le crith, 
Air a ghrein gu’n tainig smal ; 
Le feirg Dhe, do chrath e ’n sin ; 
Dh-fhuilig Criosd am has ri? seal. 

Dh-adhlaic iad an trUan fo lie. 
Thug e buaidh, san uaigh cha d’ fhan ; 
As a bhas thug e gheur-ghuin, 
’S dh-eirich an treas la gun smal. 

Na shuidh’ aig deas-laimh athar a ta, 
Criosd le grasan os ar ccann ; 
A’ cur oifig sagairt an gniomh, 
A’ deasachadh a rioghachd dhuinn. 

Thig an t-am san tig mac Dhe, 
Creidibh sud gur sgeula fior : 
Le miltibh mil’ de dh’ ainglibh treun, 
Thoirt oirnne breith a reir ar gniomh. 

’N sin seinnear an trompaid gu h ard, 
Leis na h-ainglean’s aille snuagh ; 
F.iridh na mairbh an aird o’n uir, 
’S bheir e cunntas uaith’ an cuan. 

Liubhraidh gach uaigh na fhuair i-fein, 
’S cha bhi neach de’n treud air chall ; 
Nochdar iad nil’ am fiadhnuis De, 
’S e Mhac fein is breitheamh ami. 

Bitbidh iadsan soilleir an sin, 
Mar sholus dealrach an dreach ; 
Thig Criosd nan coinneamh le gean, 
’S bidh sith an comunn nam Hath. 

Ni thu 'n sin tearbadh air garb neaob, 
’S dionaidh tu o’n fheirg na's leat, 
Mhead ’s tha air an dearbhadh dhut, 
Cuirear iad fo dhion do bhrait. 

Cuirear na gobhair air laimh chli, 
Chum trial! gu priosan a’bhrbin ; 
Druidear suas, ’s gur cruaidh an sgeul, 
Flath-lunis Dhe air an srbin. 

Mallaichidh ’n nighean a matbair, 
Mallaichidh mhathair a claim ; 
’S mallaichidh ’n t-athair a mhac, 
Nach do ghabh a smachd ’na inn. 

’S iomadh sgairteach, a’s gul geur, 
Ri h-am cluintinn sgeul an craidh ; 
Mallachadh a cheile gu leir, 
Sgarachdaiun ri Can a ghraidh. 

Sin la an dealachaidh bhochd, 
G’an sgarachdainn a dh’aindeon riut; 
G'an sgiursadh gu h-aineal an loisg, 
’S gun duil aig anam tigh’n’ as. 

An teach d'a miileadh cuirear iad, 
Fo dhioghaltas an Ard-Righ ; 
Gun duil ri furtachd no ri has, 
Gu broth, cha tig iad a nios. 

Fasaidh ’n cuirp cho chruaidh ri prais, 
Mar iarunn an cas san lamh ; 
G’an cumail beo aim an sior phian, 
Teine dian gun fhurtachd la. 

Gach aon lb mar bhlianna blman, 
An lagan loisgneach, cruaidh an sas; 
G’an liodairt 1c teas a’s fuachd,* 
Sud an duais ge fad an dail. 

» The ancient Caledonians entertained the idea that 
hell was a cold and inhospitable place, as the following 
stanza from an old poem will show:— 

*• ’S mairg a roghnaicheas Ifrinn fhnar, 
'S gur h-i uamh nan droipheann geur, 
Is beag orm Ifrinn fhuar, fhliuch, 
Aite bith-bhuan is searbh deoch.” 

The following lines from Dun an Fhtr Chlaoin give it 
this character:— 

“ X sin allaidh na frebine. 
Led’ thiugh.chcb as le t-uamh-bheisdean 
A tiiir nam pian gun bhiadh gun bhaigh, 
Uol ad di nil be sud mo dheisdinn.” 
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i 
M' achauaich riuts', air sgiith do mliic, 
Meadaich mo ghliocas ie gras; 
’S thoir dhomh mathanas’s gach ciiis, 

! Seal m’an druid mo shuil le bas. 

ROB DONN. 

RoBEax Mackay, otherwise called Hob Donn, was born in the winter season of the 
year 1714, at Allt-na- Caillich, in the parish of Durness, in the county of Sutherland, 

and in that part of the county, properly enough, till of late, designated by its inhabitants 

and others, “ Lord Reay’s country,” and in the native tongue “ Duthaich Mhic-Aoidh," 
or, “ The country of the Mackay.” The bard was not the eldest son of his father ; he 

had three brothers, of whom nothing remarkable is remembered. His father, Donald 

Mackay, or Donald Donn, is not remembered to have been of any poetic talent; but his 

mother’s talents of that description are knowm to have been more than ordinarily high. 

She was remarkable for the recital of Ossian’s poems, and the other ancient minstrelsy of 

the land. She lived to a very advanced age ; and W'e have heard an instance of singular 

female fortitude evinced by her at the age of eighty-two. Having had the misfortune to 
break her leg, while tending her sheep at a considerable distance from home, she bound 

it up, contrived to get home unassisted ; and while afterwards enduring the operation of 

setting the fracture, she soothed the pain by crooning a popular air. 

If local scenery could be really imagined conducive in any way to the formation or 
training of poetic genius, of a truth the nursery of our bard might well lay claim to that 

merit—-“the emblem of deeds that were done in its clime.” The surrounding localities of 

his native spot, we believe, are not surpassed in picturesque grandeur by any other in the 

Highlands of Scotland. 

Rob Donn might say of himself, with Pope, that “ he lisped in numbers.” Ere he had 

yet but scarcely obtained even the pow'er of lisping, an anecdote is recorded of his infant 
age of no ordinary description, though homely enough in its history. At tho wonted 

season of making provision for the winter, according to the country’s fashion, by slaugh- 
tering of beeves, our bard’s father, on one occasion, happened to slaughter two, one of 

which was found inferior in quality to the other. The small-pox, at the time, was com- 

mitting mournful devastations among the youth of the neighbourhood. While busied in 

the necessary avocation of curing their winter’s beef, the father says, “ Now', the best of 
this beef is not to be touched till we have seen who survives the small-pox to share it.” 

The infant bard, scarcely yet able to articulate or walk, on hearing this, exclaimed, 

“ ’5 ole a' chuid sin do ’n fhear a dh' fhalbhas /” i. e. “ He who departs will have a 
bad share of it, then !” “ True, my boy,” said the father, “ and yours will never be a 

bad share, while you remain able to use it.” 

Latha cha bhi ann na dheigh, 
Falaichear na reulltan’s a ghrian ; 
Sgriosar an saoghal gu leir, 
’S neach cha tent an toll bho Dltia. 
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The first verse he is said to have composed, was when he had attained only his third 
year. Its occasion indeed testifies that his age could not have been much more at the 

time. It was the country’s fashion for children, when they had little more than left the 

nurse’s lap, to be dressed in a short frock, or cassock, formed close to the body round the 

waist, and buttoned at the back. A tailor had fitted our youthful author with such an 

habiliment, and next morning the child was anxious to exhibit it; but his mother, and 

the domestics, having been summoned early to some out-door pursuits, Robert became 

anxious to get abroad in his new garb, but found himself quite defeated in every attempt 
to button it on. He took the alternative of sallying forth in a state of nudity; when, 
being met by his mother coming towards the house, she chided him for being seen in this 

state. Robert’s defence was made in the following stanza :— 

“ ’S math dhomhsa bhi ’n diugh gun aodach, 
Le slaodaireachd Mhurchaidh ’1c Neill, 
Mo bhroilleach chur air mo chulthaobh, 
'S gun a dhunadh agam fhein !” 

I reproaching the tailor for the trick he had played him, in placing the buttons behind, and 

lamenting his own inability to accommodate the new dress to his person. His next 

exhibition of poetic promise was given in the same year, we are told, in the harvest 

season, when all the inmates of the family were employed in reaping. An old woman, 

who acted as nurse to the children, was on this occasion called to the sickle. She com- 

plained that the more active labourers had jostled her out of her place, and left her only 

| to reap the straggling stinted stalks that grew in the border furrow. While muttering 
her disappointment, Robert, scarce able but to creep at his nurse’s elbow, endeavoured to 

rally her with a verse :— 

“ Bi-sa dot a null’s a nail, 
Gus a ruig thu grunnd na dais’, 

Cha ’n ’eil air, ma tha e gann, 
Ach ua tha ann a thoirt as.” 

At the age of six or seven years, he attracted the particular attention of Mr John 

Mackay, the celebrated Iain Mac-Eachuinn, a gentleman of the family of Sherray, then 
living on the neighbouring farm of Musal. This gentleman, of poetic talents himself, 

| prevailed with our author’s parents to allow their child to come into his service, or rather 

into his family, at the early age we have mentioned. In this family our author remained 

j as a servant from this age till the period of his marriage. Here he experienced liberal 

treatment, and sincere, unvaried kindness, of which he ever retained a lively and grateful 

recollection, especially towards his master ; and it is no trifling praise to both, that though 
they once or twice latterly had a difference, the bard’s esteem and affection returned 

when the casual excitement had passed ; and when it lay upon his mind, he was never 

once known to have given it the least utterance in any shape bordering upon disrespect. 
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and after his death the bard composed an admirable elegy to his memory, which combines 

as forcible, energetic description of character and conduct, with as pure poetic power as 

can be found in any poetry of its kind. The bard most feelingly and pathetically con- 

cludes it with a solemn appeal of his having mentioned no virtue or trait of which he was 

not himself a witness. 

A youth of our author’s poetic mind could not be expected to remain long a stranger 

to the more tender susceptibilities of his nature. Nor has he left us in ignorance of his 

first love. It is the subject of one of his finest songs :—“ ’S trom learn an airidh," Sfc. 

Here his passion breathes with an innocent, simple faithfulness, wdth an ardour and truth 

of poetic recital, that no lays of the kind can perhaps surpass. 

After his marriage, Rob Bonn first resided at the place of Bad-na-h-achlais, then 

probably forming a part of his late employer’s tenure. It was, we believe, soon after 
this period, that Robert was hired by Lord Reay to the office of a cow-keeper, at that 

time an office, though a humble one, of considerable responsibility and trust. In this 
station he continued for the greater part of his after life-time. We have not been able 

to ascertain dates with precision, to say whether it was before or after having accepted 

this office that our bard enlisted as a private soldier in the first regiment of Sutherland 

Highlanders, which was raised in 1759. He did not enlist so much as a soldier, as he | 

was urged by the country gentlemen holding commissions in that corps, and as he him- I 

self felt inclined to accompany them. The regiment was reduced in 1763, and our bard j 
returned to his home. 

Though we have said that he spent mostly the after period of life, since he entered the ! 

service of Lord Reay, in that office, it was not without interruption. He left his servitude | 

at one time, and we are inclined to think it was then he went into the military service. | 

While he had charge of Lord Reay’s cattle, and his wife of the dairy, during the summer | 
months, it was also his province to look over them during the winter months : and it 

became a part of his duty, or an employment connected with it, to thresh out corn for 
supplying the cattle with fodder. To the laborious exercises of the flail, the bard could 

never submit. He employed servants to perform this part of his duty. That was, how- 

ever, taken amiss, and he was told that he must himself wield the flail or leave the situation, j 

He chose the latter alternative; and removed, with his family, to the place of Achmore, i 

in that part of the parish of Durness which borders upon Cape Wrath. Indeed, though 

we have no decided authority for the supposition, we are inclined to believe that the | 

difference between him and his noble employer originated in another cause than that 

ostensibly alleged. The bard had been dealing his reproofs rather freely. No feeling 

of dependance, no awe of superior rank or station, ever restrained him from giving 
utterance to his sentiments, or from enjoying his satire, whenever what he conceived to 

be moral error, or evil example, called for reproof. And this was dealt with the dignity 
that belongs to virtue, refusing, as he always did on such occasions, to compromise that 

dignity by indulging in personal invective. But whatever was the cause of the differ- 

ence that occasioned his removal, he was soon recalled, and left not the service again 
during the life of the chief. 
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Robert continued to attend his usual avocations till within a fortnight of his death, 
which took place on the 5th August, 1778, being then aged 64 years. The death of the 

bard caused a universal feeling of sadness, not only in his own native corner, but over 

the whole county. It might be said that there was no individual but mourned for him as 

a friend : those only excepted whose continued immoralities and errors had rendered 

them objects on which fell with severity the powerful lash of his satire. 

His stories of wit and humour were inexhaustible ; and, next to superior intelligence 

and acuteness of mind, formed perhaps in his every-day character the most distinguishing 

feature. He had ever a correct and delicate feeling of his own place ; but if any one, 
high or low, superior or equal, drew forth the force of his sarcasm upon themselves, by 

assuming any undue liberty on their part, it was an experiment they seldom desired to 

repeat. His readiness and quickness of repartee often discovered him where he had been 

personally unknown before. At one time, when travelling northward through a part of 

Argyllshire, he met by chance with Mr M£Donald of Achatriochadan, well known in 

his own country as a man of notable humour and distinguished talents. Robert addressed 

to this gentleman some question relative to his way; and giving a civil answer, Mr 

M'Donald added, “I perceive, my man, by your dialect, you belong to the north—what 

part there?” “ To Lord Reay's country.” “O! then, you must know Rob Bonn 1” 
“ Yes I do, as well as I know myself. I could point him out to you in a crowd.” 

“ Pray do inform me, then, what sort of person he is, of whom I have heard so much.” 

“ A person, I fear, of whom more has been spoken than he well deserves.” “You 

think so, do you ?” The last answer did not please the inquirer, who was poetic himself, 

thinking he had met with too rigid a censurer of the northern bard, and the conversation 

ceased, while they both proceeded together on their way. After a pause, Mr M'Donald, 
pointing to Ben-Nevis, which now rose in the distance before them, says, “ Were you j 

ever, my man, at the summit of yonder mountain ?” “ I never was.” “ Then you j 

never have been so near to heaven." “ And have you yourself been there ?" “ Indeed 

I have.” “ And what a fool you have been to descend !” retorted the bard, “are you 

sure of being ever again so nigh ?” M<Bonald had caught a tartar. “ I am far deceived, 
said he, “ if thou be not thyself Rob Bonn !” The bard did not deny it, and a cordial 
friendship was formed between them. 

To Rob Bonn’s moral character testimony has already been borne. It was uniformly 
respectable. To those acquainted with what may well be denominated the moral and 

religious statistics of the bard's native country at that time, and happily still, it will 

furnish no inconsiderable test not only of his moral but of his strictly religious demeanour, 

that he was chosen a ruling elder, or member of the Kirk Session of the parish of Dur- 
ness. In that country such an election was never made where the finger of scorn could 

be pointed at a blemish of character. It scarcely requires to be told, that his society was 
courted not alone by his equals, but still more by his superiors in rank. No social party 
almost was esteemed a party without him. No public meeting of the better and the best 

of the land was felt to be a full one, without Rob Bonn being there. 
In the bosom of his own humble but respectable family, we have good authority for 
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saying that he was a pattern in happiness and in temper. A family of thirteen were 

mostly all spared to rise around him, trained to habits of industry and of virtue. None 

of them became celebrated as inheriting their father’s genius; but some of his daughters 
possessed more or less of the “airy gift and from their attempts at repartee and im- 

promptu, the father used frequently to draw much mutual and harmless enjoyment. His 

wife had a musical ear and voice unrivalled in the country ; and any ordinary pastime of 

their winter evenings was for the family and parents to join their voices in song; while 

we believe, that when the father's absence did not prevent, they never ceased to ex- 
emplify the most sacred lineaments of the immortal picture in “ The Cottar’s Saturday 

Night.” 

Rob Bonn’s compositions may be classed into four kinds—Humorous, Satirical, 

Solemn, and Descriptive; all these severally, wdth few exceptions, belonging to the 

species of poetry commonly called Lyrical. He was illiterate ; he knew not his alphabet. 

The artificial part of poetry, if poets will grant that expression legitimate, w'as to him 
utterly unknown. Perhaps he never took more than an hour or two to compose either 

his best or his longest songs. Even the most of the airs to which he composed are 

original, which presents as a single circumstance the resources of his mind to have been 

of no ordinary extent. His wrorks were published in Inverness, with a memoir prefixed, 
in 1830. 

In forming an estimate of the moral and poetical merits of Rob Bonn, his biographer 

has been more guided by the opinions and prejudices of his countrymen, than by a just 

and impartial examination of the poet’s works. In poetry, as in religion, we may be 

allowed to judge men by their fruits. Rob has been held up as a man of high moral and 

religious worth ; but the editor himself admits, that many of his pieces are too indelicate j 

for publication. 

Many of his published pieces are such as no good man ought to have produced against | 

his fellow creatures. His love of satire was so indiscriminate, that he often attacks persons | 

who are not legitimate objects of ridicule. Little men and women are the unceasing 

objects of his satire ; and he does not spare the members of his own family. 

He was proud of his own powers of satire, and seemed to enjoy the dread of those who [ 

feared the exercise of his wit. His satire is not rancorous and vindictive, but playful ! 

and sportive ; more calculated to annoy than to wound. If he was not invited to a feast 

or wedding, next day he composed a satire, full of mirth and humour, but too indelicate 

to be admitted into his book. He has not the wit and poignancy of Macintyre, who com- 
posed his satires while in a state of irritation to punish his enemies. 

As a writer of elegies, he is more distinguished for sober truth, than poetical embellish- 
ment. He hated flattery; and, in closing an elegy on the death of a benefactor, he declares 
that he had recorded no virtue that he had not himself observed. 

As a poet be cannot be placed in the highest rank. He is deficient in pathos and in- 
vention. There is little depth of feeling, and very slender powers of description to be 

found in his works ; and, when the temporary and local interest wears away, he can never 

be a popular poet. 
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Yet, Rob Donn has been honoured more than any of his brother poets in the Highlands. 

A subscription having been raised among his countrymen for a monument to his memory, 

it is now erected in the parish burying-ground of Durness, over his grave. Its founda- 

tion stone was laid on 12th January, 1829, with masonic honours, and a procession to the 

burying-ground, not only of the whole parish, but joined by numbers from the other 

parishes of “Lord Reay’s country,” headed by Captain Donald Mackay, of the 21st 

regiment of foot, who has done himself honour worthy of record by his activity and zeal 

in raising the subscription, and bringing, with his other coadjutors, this intention to its 

completion. The monument now stands a record of the bard’s fame, and an honourable 

testimony of his countrymen’s feelings. It is of polished granite, on a quadrangular 

pedestal of the same enduring material, and bears the following inscriptions :— 

[First Side.] 

IN MEMORY 
OF 

ROB DONN, otherwise ROBERT MACKAY, 

OF DURNESS, 
THE REAY GAELIC BARD. 

THIS TOMB WAS ERECTED AT THE EXPENSE OF A FEW OF HIS COUNTRYMEN, 
ARDENT ADMIRERS OF NATIVE TALENT, 

AND EXTRAORDINARY GENIUS. 
1829. 

[Second Side.] 

‘‘ POETA NASCITUR NON FIT.” 
obiit 1778. 

[Third Side.] 

“ BU SHLUAGH BORB SINN GUN BHREITHEANAS, 
NUAIR A DH-FHALBH THU, MUR SGATHADH SUD OIRNN. 

Asyeii’ IXw ydg tijjj o’ vrooavvai rads 

IVouj rri'/ -zaioZauv rsg-^iv, rj o’ ci%ev tcDmi." 

[Fourth Side.] 

“ SISTE VIATOR, ITER, JACET HIC SUB CESPITE DONNUS, 
QUI CECIN1T FORMA PR.ESTANTES RURE PUELLAS; 
QUIQUE NOVOS L.UTO CELEBRAVIT CARMINE SPONSOS; 
QUIQUE BENE MERITOS LUGUBRI VOCE DEFLEVIT; 
ET ACRITER VARUS MOMORDIT VITIA MODIS.” * 

ASTATIS 64. 

* The above lines, in memory of the bard, were written by the late Rev. Alexander Pope, 
minister of Reay. 
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ORAN DO PHRIONNSA TEAR LACK. 

An diugh, an diugh, gur reusontach 
Dhuinu eiridh arm an sanntachas, 
An tri-amh lath’ air criochnachadh, 
De dhara mios a’ gheamhraidh dhuinn ; 
Dean’maid comunn failteach riut, 
Gu bruidhneach, gaireach, oranach, 
Gu botalach, copach, stopanach, 
Le emit, le cedi, ’s le damhsaireachd. 

Dean’maid comunn f'Miteach 
Ris an la thug thun an t-saoghail thu ; 
Olamaid deoch-slainte nis 
An t-Seumais big o ’n d’ inntrig thu ; 
Ee taing a thoirt do ’n Ard Righ shuas, 
Gu ’n d’ fhuair do mhathair liobhraigeadh, 
Dheth h-aon bha do na Gaeil, 
Mar bha Daibhidh do chlainn Israeli. 

Tha cupall bhliadhn’ a’s raidhe, 
O ’n la thainig thu do dh’ Alba so ; 
’S bu shoilleir dhuinn o ’n trath bha sin. 
An fhiiilte chuir an aimsir oirnn. 
Bha daoine measail, miadhail oirnn, 
’S bha iirach ni a' sealbhach’ oirnn, 
Bha barran troma tir’ againn, 
Bha toradh frith’ a’s fairg’ againn. 

An diugh, an diugh, gur cuimhne leam. 
Air puing nach cbir a dhearmad ort, 
Mu bhreith a’ phrionnsa ridghail so, 
Dhe ’n teaghlaich dhirich Albannaich ; 
Togamaid suas ar siiilean ris, 
Le itrnuigh dhlu gun chealgaireachd, 
Ar lamhan na’m biodh feum orra, 
Le toil’s le eud’s 1c earbsalachd. 

Togamaid fuirm a’s meanmnadh ris, 
Is aithnichear air ar durachd sinn, 
Le latha chumail sunndach leinn. 
As leth a’ phrionnsa Stiubhartaich ; 
Gur cal’ an am na h-eigin e, 
Ar carraig threun gu stiuireadh air; 
Thug barr air cheud am buadhannan, 
’S tha cridhe ’n t-sluaigh air dlirthadh ris. 

Cha ’n ioghnadh sin, ’n uair smuainichear 
An dualachas o ’n tainig e ; 
’N doimhne bh’ ann gu foghluimte ; 
Gun bhonn do dh’ dis ’n a nadur dheth, 
Mar Sbolamh, ’n cleachdadh reusanta, 
Mar Shamson, treun an Ihmhan e, 
Mar Absalom, gur sgiamhach e, 
Gur sgiath’s gur dion d’ a chairdean e. 

Nach fhaic sibh fein an speis 
A ghabh na speuran gu bhi ’g umhladh dhaj 
’N uair sheas an reannag shoillseach, 
Anns an line an robhsa stiuireadh leis ; 
An comhar’ bh’ aig ar Slanuighear, 
Ro Thearlach thigh’u do 'n duthaich so, 
’N uair chaidh na daoine ciallach ud 
G’ a iarraidh gu lerusalem. 

A nis, a Thearlaich Stiiibhairt, 
Na’m biodh an crun a th’ air Seoras ort, 
Bu lionmhor againn cuirtearan, 
A’ caitheamh ghim is chleocaichean ; 
Tha m’ atbehuing ris an Ti sin, 
Aig am beil gach ni ri drduchadh, 
Gn ’n tcarnadh e o ’n cheilg ac’ thu, 
’S gu ’n cuir e ’n seilbh do chdrach thu. 

ORAN NAN CASAGAN DUBHA. 

[A rinn am bard 'n uair chual’ e gu ’n do bhacadh an 
Ueideadli Gaelach le lagh na rloghachd; agus muinntir 
a dhuthcha fein bhi idle air taobh righ Debrsa ’a a’ 
bhliadhna 1745 ] 

Lamh’ Dhe leinn, a dhaoine, 
C’ uime chaochail sibh fasan, 
’S nach ’eil agaibh de shaorsa, 
Fiu an aodaich a chleachd sibh ; 
’S i mo bharail mu ’n eighe, 
Tha ’n aghaidh fheileadh a’s osan, 
Gu’m beil caraid aig Teiirlach, 
Ann am Pdrlamaid Shasuinn. 

Faire ! faire ! ’Righ Deorsa, 
’N ann a spdrs’ air do dhilsean, 
Deanamh achdachan ura, 
Gu bhi dublachadh ’n daorsa ; 
Ach on’s balaich gun uails’ iad, 
’S fearr am bualadh no ’n caomhna, 
’S bidh ni’s lugha g’a t-fheitheamh, 
’N uair thig a leithid a risd oirnn. 

Ma gheibh do namhaid’s do charaid 
An aon pheanas an Albainn, 
’S iad a dh-eirich ’na t-aghaidh, 
Rinn an roghainn a b’ fhearra dhiubh ; 
Oir tha caraid math cuil ac’, 
A rinn taobh ris na dh’ earb ris, 
’S a’ chuid nach d’ imich do ’n Fhraingleis, 
Fhuair iad pension ’nuair dh-fhalbh e. 
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Cha robh oifigeach Gaelach 
Eadar Serjent a s Coirneil, 
Nach do chaill a chomision, 
’N uair chaidh ’ra briseadh le fbirneart; 
A’ mheud’s a fhuair sibh an uiridh, 
Ged bu diombuan r’a 61 e, 
Bheir sibh'm bliadhn’ air ath-philleadh, 
Air son uinneagan lebsain. 

Cha robh bhliadhna na taic so, 
Neach a sheasadh mar sgoileir, 
Gun chomision righ Breatainn, 
Gu bhi ’n a Chaptein air onair ; 
Chaidh na fichcadan as diubh, 
Nach do leasaich sud dolar, 
Ach an sgiursaigeadh dhachaidh, 
Mar chu a dh-easbhuidh a choiluir. 

Ach ma dh-aontaich sibh rireadh, 
Ri bhur sior dhol am mugha, 
Ged a bha sibh cho rioghail, 
Chaidh bhur cisean am modhad ; 
’S math an airidh gu ’n faicte 
Dream cho tais ribh a’ cumha, 
Bhi tilgeadh dhibh bhur cuid bhreacan, 
’S a’ gabhail chasagan dubha. 

Och ! mo thruaighe sin Albainn ! 
’S tur a dhearbh sibh bhur reason, 
Gur i ’n roiun bh’ ann bhur n-inntinn, 
’N rud a mhill air gach gleus sibh ; 
I,eugh an Gbhharmcnt sannt 
Anns gach neach a thionndaidh ris fein dhibh, 
’S thug iad baoight do bhur gionaich, 
Gu ’r cuir to mhionach a cheile. 

Ghlac na Sasunnaich fath oirbh, 
Gus bhur fagail ni’s laige, 
Chum’s nach bitheadh ’g ur cunntadh, 
’N ur luchd comh-stri ni b’ fhaide; 
Ach ’n uair a bhios sibh a dh-easbhuidh 
Bhur n-airm, ’s bhur n-acuinnean sraide, 
Gheibh sibh searsaigeadh mionaich, 
Is bidh bhur peanas ni’s graide. 

Tha mi faicinn bhur truaighe, 
Mar ni nach cualas a shamhuil, 
A’ chuid a’s fearr de bhur seabhaig, 
Bhi air slabhruidh aig clamhan ; 
Ach ma tha sibh ’n ar lebghainn, 
Pillibh ’n doghruinn s’ ’na teamhair, 
’S deanaibh ’n deudach a thrusadh, 
Mu ’n teid bhur busan a cheangal. 

’N uair thig bagradh an namhaid, 
Gus an hit anns do phill e, 
’S ann bu mhath learn a chairdean, 
Sibh bhi ’n aireamh na buidhne. 

D’ am biodh spioraid cho Gaelach, 
’S gu’m hiodh an sar ud ’n an cuimhne, 
Gus bhur pilleadh ’s an abhainn, 
Oir tha i roimhibh ni’s doimhne. 

Nis, a Thearlaich oig Stiubhaird, 
Riut tha dull aig gach tine, 
Chaidh a chothachadh cruin dhut, 
’S a leig an duthaich ’n a teine ; 
Tha mar nathraiohean folaicht’, 
A chaill an earradh an uraidh, 
Ach tha ’g ath-ghieusadh an gathan, 
Gu eiridh latha do thighinn. 

’S iomadh neach a tha guidhe, 
Ri do thighinn, a Thearlaich, 
Gus an eireadh na cuingean, 
Dheth na bhuidheann tha ’n eigin ; 
A tha cantainn 'n an cridhe, 
Ged robh an teanga ’g a bhreugadh, 
“ Lan do bheatha gu t-fhaicinn, 
A dh’ iounsuidb Bhreatainn a s Eirinn.” 

’S iomadh oganach aimsichte, 
Tha’s an am so ’n a chadal, 
Eadar braighe Srath- Chluanaidh, 
Agus bruachan Loch-abair ; 
Rachadh ’n cuisibh mhic t-athar, 
’S a chrun, ’s a chathair r’ an tagradh, 
’S a dh’ ath-philleadh na Ceathairn, 
A dhioladh latha Chulodair. 

Ach a chairdean na cuirte, 
Nach ’eil a’ chuis a’ cur feirg oirbh, 
Na ’n do dh’ fhosgail bhur suilean, 
Gus a’ chuis a bhi searbh dhuibh ; 
Bidh bhur duais mar a’ ghobhar 
A theid a bhleodhan gu tarbhach, 
’S a bhith’r a’ fuadach’s an fhoghar 
Is ruaig nan gaothar r’a h-earball. 

Ma’s e ’in peacach a’s modha 
’S coir a chumhachd a chlaoidheadh ; 
Nach e Seumas an Seachdamh 
Dhearbh bhi seasmhach 'n a inntinn? 
“ C’ uim’ an diteadh sibh ’n onair, 
Na bhiodh sibh moladh na daoidheachd ?” 
’S gur h-e dhluitheachd d’ a chreideamh 
A thug do choigrich an rioghachd. 

Fhuair sinn righ a Hanobhar, 
Sparradh oirnne le achd e, 
Tha agaiun prionnsa ’n a aghaidh, 
Is neart an lagha 'g a bhacadh ; 
O Bhith, tha shuas 'na do bhreitheamh, 
Gun chron’s an dithis nach fac thu,— 
Mar h-e a th’ ann, cuir air aghairt 
An t-aon a’s lugha’m bi pheacadh. 
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1SEABAIL N1C-AOIDH. 

Aik fonn—Plobaireachd. 

An t-Hrlar. 

Ise a bail Nic-Aoidli, 
Aig a’ chrodh laoigh, 
Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, 
’S i ’n a h-aonar, 
Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, 
Aig a’ chrodh iaoigh, 
Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, 
’S i ’n a h-aonar; 
Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, 
Aig a’ chrodh laoigh, 
Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, 
’S i ’n a h-aonar : 
Seall sibh Nic-Aoidh 
Aig a' chrodh laoigh, 
Am bounabh nam frith’ 
’S i ’n a h-aonar. 

An ceud Siubhal. 

Mhuire’s a Righ ! 
A dhuine gun mhnaoi, 
Ma thig thu a chaoidh, 
’S i so do thim ; 
Nach faic thu Nic-Aoidh, 
Aig a’ chrodh laoigh. 
Am bonnabh nam frith’, 
’S i ’n a h-aonar. 

Mhuire’s a Righ ! 
A dhuine gun mhnaoi, 
Ma thig thu a chaoidh, 
’S i so do thim ; 
Nach faic thu Nic-Aoidh, 
Aig a’ chrodh laoigh, 
Am bonnabh nam frith’, 
’S i ’n a h-aonar. 

Comharradh duibh 
Nach ’eil gu math, 
Air fleasgach amti 
Bhi feadh a so, 
’N uair tha bean-taigh’ 
Air Riothan nan Damh, 
Muigh aig a’ chrodh, 
Gun duine mar-ri. 

Comharradh duibh 
Nach ’eil gu math. 
Air fleasgaich amh 
Bhi feadh a so, 
’N uair tha bean-taigh’ 
Air Riothan nan Damh, 

Muigh aig a’ chrodh, 
’S i na h aonar. 

Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, &c. 

An dara Siubhal. 

Seall sibh bean-taigh 
Air Riothan nan Damh, 
Muigh aig a’ chrodh. 
Gun duine mar-ri ; 
Seall sibh bean-taigh 
Air Riothan nan Damh, 
Muigh aig a chrodh, 
’S i ’n a h-aonar. 

Seall sibh bean-taigh 
Air Riothan nan Damh, 
Muigh aig a’ chrodh, 
Gun duine mar-ri ; 
Seall sibh bean-taigh 
Air Riothan nan Damh, 
Muigh aig a chrodh, 
’S i ’n a h-aonar. 

Duine sam bith 
Th’ air son a’ chluich’, 
De chinneadh math, 
Le meud a chruidh, 
Deanadh e ruith, 
Do Riothan nan Damh, 
Gheibh e bean-taigh, 
’S cuireadh e rith’. 

Duine sam bith 
Th’ air son a’ chluich’, 
Do chinneadh math, 
Le meud a chruidh, 
Deanadh e ruith 
Do Riotban nan Damh, 
Gheibh e bean-taigh, 
’S i ’n a h-aonar. 

Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, &c. 

An Taobhluath. 

Nach faic sibh an oibseig 
Tha coslach ri glacadh, 
Am bliadhna 'g a cleachdadh, 
Ri crodh agus eachaibh, 
Air achadh ’n a h-aonar. 

Nach faic sibh an oibseig 
Tha coslach ri glacadh, 
Am bliadhna ’g a cleachdadh, 
Ri crodh agus eachaibh, 
Air achadh ’n a h-aonar. 

’S neonach am fasan, 
Do dhaoine tha dh’ easbhuidh 
Nan nithean bu taitneich’ 
Dhaibh fein e bhi aca, 
Bhi fulang a faicinn, 
Am bliadhna ’g a cleachdadh, 
Ri crodh agus eachaibh, 
Air achadh ’n a h-aonar. 
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’S neonach am fasan, 
Do dhaoine tha dh’ easbhuidh 
Nan nithean bu taitneich’ 
Dhaibh lein e bln aca, 
Bhi fnlang a faicinn, 
Am bliadhna ’g a cleachdadh, 
Ri crodh agus eachaibh, 
Air acadh ’n a h-aonar. 

Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, &c. 

A.n Crunluath. 

Seall sibh air a’ cheannaidheachd., 
An iomallan nam mullaichean, 
Am bliadhna’s i gu muladach, 
Na h-uile lii ’n a h-aonar. 

Seall sibh air a’ cheannaidheachd, 
An iomallan nam mullaichean, 
Am bliadhna’s i gu muladach, 
Na h-uile la ’n a h-aonar. 

Innsidh mis do dh-iomadh fear, 
’S an rannuidheachd’n uair chluinnear i, 
Gu’m beil i air a cumail 
As na h-uile h-aite f'ollaiseach, 
Le ballauan a’s cuinneagan, 
An iomallan nam mullaichean, 
Am bliadhna's i gu muladach, 
Na h-uile la ’n a h-aonar. 

Seall sibh air a’ cheannaidheachd, 
An iomallan nam mullaichean, 
Am bliadhna’s i gu muladach, 
Na h-uile la ’n a h-aonar. 

Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, &c. 

Hole This song was composed in praise of a young 
lady, the daughter of Iain mac Kachumu, the bard’s early 
friend, to the well known air of the pipe tune, “Fiiilte 
PUr hams'To those who have attended to the varia- 
tions of that air, as played properly upon the great High- 
land bag-pipe, it cannot but appear as a very respectable 
effort, that the bard has met all its variations, quick and 
slow, with words and with sentiments admirably suited 
both to the air and to his subject Vulc Mimoir cf I'.dit 
ISiS. 

PIOBAIREACIID BEAN AOIDII. 

Urlar. 
• 

Thogaireadh bean Aoidh, 
Thogaireadh bean Aoidh, 
Thogaireadh bean Aoidh 
Uain do dh-Aisir, 
Thogaireadh bean Aoidh 
’N aghaidh na gaoith’, 

’S rinn iad Mac-Aoidh 
Aig Lochan-nan-Glaimhidheach. 

’S folluiscach a dh-fhalbh i, 
Callaidheachd an deigh Aoidh, 
Thoilich i ’ bhi ’n a mnaoi, 
’N iiiteachan fasachail ; 
Chunna’ mise mar bha i, 
Turraban an deigh Aoidh, 
’M bealach eadar da bheinu, 
B’ aill leo gu ’n tamhadh iad. 
Chunnaic mi rud cile ris, 
Dh-innis domh nach robh sibh saor, 
H-uile h-aon de an ni, 
Sgaoilt’ feadh nan airidhnean. 
’S chunnaic mi thu fein, Aoidh, 
’N uair a rinn thu’m pill, 
Gurraidh cruinn aims a’ bheinn, 
’S duilich dhuibh ’aicheadh. 

Siubhal. 

’S suarach an t-uidheam, 
Do ghruagach no nighin, 
Bhi pronnadh’s a’ bruidhean, 
Is cab oirre gaireachdaich. 
Triall thun na h-uighe, 
Gun ghnothuch no guidhe, 
A’ mhealladh le bruidhean, 
Paisteachan ba-bhuachaill. 
Ma tha agaibh de chridhe, 
Na phiileas mo bhruidhean, 
Thdid mis air an t-slighe, 
’S feuchaidh mi ’n t-aite 
An robh sibh ’n ’ur suidhe, 
’N ’ur laidhe’s ’n ur suidhe, 
’S mu ’n ruitheadh beul duibhe, 
B’ Ibearr gun a chlaistinn. 

’S suarach an t-uidheam, &c. 

Crunluath. 

Na ciiirdean bu dealaidh bha staigh, 
Chairich iad iomadh fear roimh’, 
Dh’ fheuchainn an cumadh iad uaith 
Ailleas nach b’ fheairde i, 
Thionndaidh 1 ’bus ris an fhraigh, 
’S bhdidich nach pilleadh i troigh, 
Chaoidh gus an ruigeadh i ’n taigh, 
Am b’ abhaist d’i fath fhaighitin. 
Dh-fhag i ’n t-aran a’ bruich’, 
’S dh-fhalbh i o philleadh a’ chruidh, 
Dh-aicheadh i comhaitT’s am bith, 
’S mharsail i dh-Aisir bhuainn. 
Mhuinntir a thachair a muigh, 
’S iad a fhuair sealladh a’ chluich , 
Anna ’n a ruith, teaunadh o ’u taigh, 
’N deigh ’ille chracanaich. 

Na cairdean bu dealaidh, &c. 
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RANN AIR LONG RUSPUINN. 

[Sean long bheag, a foha air a caradh le ceannaiche, bha 
'n a shean duinef agus a bhrist roimhe sin ; charaieh e an 
long so, le sprnilleach luinge chaidh a bhriseadh ri stoirm 
geamhraidh air traigh lagus do Kuspunn ; bha ’n ceann- 
aiche pdsd’ ri seann nighin tacan ro’n am sin, ’s iad gun 
chlann. ’.\ uair rinn e suas an long, ’s ann le luath 
ranaich mar luchd a chaidh e lealha air a* cheud siubhal.J 

Seana mharaich, seana cheannaich, 
Le seana chaileig, ’s iad gun sliochd ; 
Gun tuar couaich air a’ chual chrannaich, 
Is luath rainich air cheud luchd. 
Bha sean acair, gnu aou taic inut’, 
Air sean bhacan, ri sean taigh ; 
Leig an sean tobha gun aon chobhair, 
An sean eithear air seana chloich. 
Bha triuir ghaisgeach gun neach caisrigt’, 
Air dhroch eistreadh ’n an caul ruith. 
Gu long Ruspuinn nach paigh cuspuun, 
An t-seana chupuill nam pliiigh rith’. 
’S mbr an eis e do fhear pension, 
Bha’s na rancaibh fada muigh, 
Bhi air chul fraighneach air stiuir Sine, 
Gun duil sineadh ri deagh chluich. 

ORAN NAN SUIRIDHEACH.* 

Fhkaramh bg’ leis am miannach pdsadh, 
Nach ’eil na sgeuil so ’g ’ur fagail troin ? 
Tha chuid a’s diomhair’ tha cur an lin dibh, 

I Gha ’n ’eil an trian diubh a’ ruigheachd fuinn. 
Tha chuid a’s faighreachail’ air an oighreachd s’, 
O’m beil am prise a’ dol air chall, 
Mar choirean laidir, cur maill’ air piiirtidh, 
Tha barail chairdeau, a’s gradh gun bhonu. 

Tha fear a’ suiridh an diugh air inighean, 
Gun bharail iomraill nach dean e turn ; 
Bha i uair, ’s bu chumha huairidh, 
A ghuth d’ a cluais, a’s a dhreach d’ a suil. 
An sean ghaol cinnteach bha aig ar sinnsir’, 
Nach d’fhuair cead imeachdair feadh na duthch’, 
Nach glan a dhearbh i, gu ’n deach’ a mharbhadh, 

j ’N uair ni i.bargan, ’nuair thig fear iir. 

’S iomadh caochladh thig air an t-saoghal, 
’S cha chan an fhirinn nach ’eil e crosd’, 

J Na h-uile maighdean a ni mar rinn i, 
j Tha fois a h-inntinn an cunnart feasd. 

An duine treubhach, mur ’eil e spreidheach, 
A dh’ aindeoin eud, tha e fein ’g a chosg, 
’S le comhaiiT ghdraich a h-athair dholum, 

| ’G a deanamh deonach le toic, ’s le trosg. 
* 

* For the air, see “ The Rev. Patrick M‘Donald’s Col- 
lection of Highland Airs,” page 17, No. 112. 

0 ’n tha ’n gaol ac’ air fas mar Fhaoilleach, 
Na bitheadh stri agaibh ri bhi pdsd1, 
’A seasmhachd inntinu cha ’n ’eil thu cinnteach 
Re fad na h-aon oidhch' gu teacnd an lo ; 
An te a phairticheas riut a cairdeas, 
Ged tha i 'gradh sud le cainut a bebil, 
Fo cheann seachduin, thig caochladh tleasgaich, 
’S cha ’n fhaigh thu facal dh’i re do bheb. 

J Ach ’s mbr an naire bhi ’g an sarachadh, 
Oir tha pairt dhiubh de ’n inntinn stblt’, 

| Mach o pharantan agus chairdean, 
{ Bhi milleadh ghraidh sin tha fas gu h-dg ; 
t Mur toir i aicheadh do ’n fhear a’s fearr leath’, 

Ged robh sud craiteach dh’i fad a bed, 
Ni h-athair feargach, a beatha searbh dh’i, 
’S gur fearr leis marbh i, ua ’faicinn pbsd’. 

Faodaidh reason a bhi, gu treigeadh 
An fhir a’s beusaich’ a theid ’n a triall; 
Ged tha e cairdeach, mur ’eil e pagach, 
Ud ! millidh pracas na th’ air a mhiann ; 
Tha m duine suairce, le barrachd stuamachd, 
A’ call a bhuannachd ri te gun chiall; 
’S fear oile 'g eiridh, gun Stic ach leine, 
’S e cosnadh geill dh’i mu ’h stad e srian. 

Mur ’eil stuamachd a’ cosnadh gruagaich, 
Och ! ciod a’ bhuaidh air am beil a geall ? 
Nach mor an nednachas fear an dbchais so, 
Gun bhi cnddach ni’s modha bonn ; 
Fear eile sineadh le mire’s taosnadh, 
Le comunn faoilteach; no aigneadh trom, 
’S ge math na tri sin gu cosnadh aontachd, 
Cha ’n ’eil a h-aon diubh nach ’eil a’ call. 

Ma tha e pagach, ma tha e sgathach, 
Ma tha e niirach, ma tha e mear ; 
Ma tha e sanntach, ma tha e greannar, 
Ma tha e cainnteach, a’s e gun chron ; 
Ma tha e bdidheach, ma tha e seolta, 
Ma tha e cdmhnard, ma tha e glan ; 
Ma tha e diomhain, ma tha e gniomhach, 
Ud, ud ! cha ’n fhiach le a h-aon diubh sin ! 

Ma tha e pagach, tha e gun naire, 
’S ma tha e sgathach, cha bheag a’ chrois ; 
Ma tha e gaolach, tha e ’n a chaora ; 
’S ma tha e faoilteach, tha e ’n a throsg; 
Matha e gniomhach, their cuid, “ Cha’n fhiach 
Tha’m fear ud miodhair, ’s e sud a chron 
’S ma tha e failligeach ann an aiteachadh, 
“ Cha bhi barr aig’, is bi’dh e bochd.” 

Cb an t-aon fhear air feadh an t-saoghail, 
A tha nis cinnteach gu ’n dean e turn ; 
’S nach ’eil a h-aon de na tha mi ’g innseadh, 

1 Nach ’eil ’n a dhiteadh dha air a chill. 
N 
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An duine meanmnach, ’s e toimbseil, ainmeil, 
Cha chluinn thu’ainm ach mar fhear gun diu ; 
’S nach fhaic thu f'ein, air son iomadh reusoin, 
Gu 'u deach’ an spreidh os ceann ceille, ’s cliu. 

Tha fear fos aim, a dh-aindeoin dbchais, 
A dh’ fhaodas pdsadh gun mhoran char; 
Na’m biodh de chiall aig’ nadh’aithnich riatnh, 
Gu ’n do dh-eirich grian anns an airde ’n ear ; 
Dean ’n a dhuairc e, a rugadh ’n cuaran, 
Thoir baile’s buar dha, a’s treabhair gheal; 
Leig labhairt uair dha, ri athair gruagaicb, 
’S bheir ini mo chluas dhut mar faigh e bean. 

AM B R U A D A R. 

Aia fonn—“ Latha siubhal slcibhe d/wmh.” 

Chonna’ mise bruadar, 
Fhir nach cuala, thig a’s cluinn ; 

Ma’s breisleach e, cur casg air ; 
’S ma tha neart ami, bi ’g a sheinn ; 

Na m’ b’ fhior dhomh fein gu’m faoa mi, 
Am Freasdal, ’s e air beinn ; 

Gach ni a’s neach ’n a ambarc, 
Is e coimhead os an chin. 

Chunna’ mi gach sebrsa ’n sin, 
A’ tigh’nn ’n an crbtbaibh, cruinn ; 

’S na ’in b’ fhior dhomh, gu’n robh mbran diubh. 
A b’ eol domh ri mo linn ; 

Ach cb a bha air thds dhiubh, 
Aeh na daoine posd’ air seeing,— 

’S a’ cheud fhear a thuirt facal diubh, 
Cruaidh chasaid air a mhnaoi. 

Labhair glagair araidh ris,— 
“ ’S tu leig mo naimhdeus learn, 

N uair phos mi ghobach, ardanach, 
Nach obadh cnamhan rium ; 

’S e’s cainnt an taobh mo leapa dh’i, 
An uair is pailte rum, 

Gu cealgach, feargach, droch-mheinneach, 
‘ ’S an droeh-iiair, teann a null.’ 

“ Their i ris, gu h-ain-meinneach, 
’N uair dh’ eireas fearg ’n a si oin, 

Gu ’in b’ ole mi ami an argumaid, 
’S nach b’ fhearr mi thogail sgeoil,— 

Cha b’ ionann duit’s do c’ ainm e sud. 
’S deagh sheanachaidh e’s taigh osd’, 

O !’s buidhe dhi-s’ thug dhachaigh e, 
B’ e fein am fleasgach coir. 

“ ’Nuair chlosas mis’ ri smuaineachadh, 
Gach truaighe thug mo shar ; 

Their i, sgeigeil, beumach, rium, 
Gur ro mhath dh-eisdinn sgeul ; 

Is their i ris na labhras mi, 
Gu ’n canadh claim ni b’ fhearr ; 

Aon ghniomh, no cainnt, cha chinnich learn, 
Nach di-inol i le ’beul.” 

Thuirt ise :—“ Gu ’in b’ eudach sud, 
’S gu ’n robh e brengach, meallt’,’’ 

Is thug i air mar b’ abhaist d’i, 
Nach abradh ’bheul-sa drannd ; 

“ Tha ’n adharc sgorrach, eitidh ; 
Ach o ’n ’s eigin d’i bhi aim, 

O ! ciod e ’n t-aite ’n cbra dh’i 
Bhi fas, na air a’ cheaim.” 

Thubhairt fear de ’n itireamh ml, 
Bu tabhachdaiche bh’ aim, 

“ A F’hreasdail, riun thu fiibhor rium, 
Am pairt ’nuair thug thu clann ; 

Ged thug thu bean mar mhathair dhaibh, 
Nach dean gach darna h-iim, 

Ach h-uile gniomh a’s tarsuinne, 
Mar ’ thachras thigh’n ’n a ceann.” 

Fhreagair Freasdal reusonta,— 
“ ’S e’s feumail dhut bhi stuaim’, 

’S a liuthad lii a dh’ eisd mi riut, 
Is tu ’na t-eigin chruaidh; 

Mu ’n do chumadh leine dhut, 
Bha ’n ceile sin riut fuaight’. 

Is ciod iad nis na fathan, 
Air am b’ aill leat a cur bhuat?” 

“ Nach bochd dhomh, ’nuair thig strainstaran, 
Bhios cedlmhor, cainnteach, binn, 

’Nuair’s math leam a bhi tialaidh riuth’, 
’S aim bhios i tiata ruinn? 

’N uair dh’ bias mi gu cuirteil leath’, 
’S e gheibh mi ciil a cinn, 

’S bidh mise ’n sin ’n am bhreugadair, 
I Ag radh gu’m bcil i tinn. 

I “ Cha tamh i’m baile dithribh leam, 
Cha toigh leath’ gaoth nam beann, 

j An t-aite mosach, fasachail, 
Am bell an crabhadh garni ; 

’S ged chuir mi lamh ri eaglais :, 
Cha ’n fhada dh’ fhanas ann,— 

‘ An t-aite dona, tabhurnach, 
Bidh sluagh cur neul ’n a ceann.’ 

Sin n uair thubhairt Freasdal ris,— 
“ ’S e thig do ’n neach ni choir ; 

A bhi ni’s dluith’ r’ a dhleasannas, 
Mar’s truime crois ’g a ledn ; 
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Ged shaoileadh tu gu’m maitheadh dhut, 
Na pheacaich thu gu h-i)g; 

Cha ’n i’hear gun chamadh crannchair thu, 
Fhad’s bhios a’ cham-chomhdh’l s’ bed. 

“ Cha ’n fhac thu fein o rugadb tu, 
Aon cheum de m’ obair-s’ fiar, 

Ged chunnaic mi mar chleachdadb tu, 
Do dhreachdan’s do chiall ; 

Cia h-iomadh trie gu beartas, 
Bh' air an ditheadh steach ’n ad chliabh, 

Nadi fhaic tbu gur b-aon aisinn dhiot, 
A chum air ais sud riamh. 

“ Aidich fein an fhirinn, 
Agus chi thu ’n sin mar bha, 

A’ mheud’s a ghabh mi shaothair rith’, 
Gus an caoch’leadh i ni b’ fhearr ; 

Dh-fheuch bochdainagus beartas dh i, 
Is euslaint agus sli.int’. 

Is thainig mi cho fagus d’i, 
’S a bagairt leis a’ bhas. 

“’Nuair a dh’ fheuch mi bochdain dh’i, 
’S aim ortsa chuir i’m fat j 

’S cha mho a rinn an t-socair i 
Ni b’ fhosgarraich’ ri each ; 

Le h-euslaint’ ’nuair a bhun mi rith’, 
S aim frionasach a dh-fhas ; 

An t-slainte bhuam cha ’n aidich i, 
’S cha chreid i bhuam am biis.” 

Cb sin a chite tighinn, 
Dol a bhruidhean ris gu teann, 

Ach duine bha cruaidh chasaid 
Air a’ mhnaoi bu ghasd’ a bh’ aim ; 

’S e 'g radh :—“ ’Nuair theid mi ’n taice rith’, 
’S aim bhios oirr’ gart a’s greann, 

’S ’nuair their mi chainnt a’s dealaidh rith’, 
Gu ’n cuir i car ’n a ceann. 

“ Gur h-e trian mo dhitidh oirr’, 
Nach bi i faoilidh rium ; 

Ni i sgeig a’s cnaid orm, 
Gun ghair’ a’ tigh’nn a com ; 

’Nuair bhitheas sinn ’n ar n-aonaran, 
Bidh 'cainnt’s a h-aogas trom, 

Ach ’n uain thig na fir gu fuirmeil, 
Gheibh sinn 61, a’s cuii'rn, a’s fonn. 

“ A Fhreasdail, rinn thu seirbhe dbomh, 
’S aim orm a chuir thu chuing, 

’S gu’m b’ eol dut gu ’n robh m’ aimsir. 
Is mo mheanmnadh air an ciaoidh ; 

B’ fhurasd’ dhut’s na bliadhnaibh ud, 
Mo riarachadh le mnaoi 

Bhiodh umhail, cairdeil, rianail dhomh, 
’S nach iarradh fear a chaoidh,” 

“ Dli’ fhaodainn-sa do phosadh 
Ris an t-seorsa tha thu ’g radh, 

1 Ach’s aonan as a’ chiad dhiubh, 
Bheireadh riarachadh dhut raidh ; 

An te de ’n nadur nebnach ud, 
•S nach toireadh pog gu brath, 

Aon dram no deoch cha ’n blar leatii’, 
’S cha dheonaich i do chiich.” 

Air an dara dusal dhomh, 
’N deigh dusgadh as mo shuain, 

Chunnaic mi na daoine sin, 
Ag sgaoileadh mach mu ’n cuairt; 

S na h-uile bean bha pusda sin, 
A’ dol ’n an dunaibh suas, 

Ach’s aon te as an fhichead dhiubh, 
Bha buidheach leis na fhuair. 

Labhair aon bean iunnsuicht’ dhiubh, 
Bu mhodha rum na each :— 

“ Am biadh, an deoch, ’s an aodaichean, 
Cha ’n fhaodainn bhi ni’s sathaicht’; 

Ach gu m’ fhagail trom, neo-shunndach, 
Cha ’n ebl domh pung a’s dach’, 

Na gealltanas mo thbileachadh, 
Gun choimhlionadh gu brath. 

■ 
“ An duine sin tha mar rium, 

Tha sior ghearan air mo shunnd, 
J Dhearbhainn fein air ’fhiacaill, 

Ged nach d’ iarr mi, nach do dhiult; 
Bidh mbran diubh mi-reusonta, 

’Nuair gheibh thu ’n sgeul gu grunnd, 
Tha duil ac’ gu ’n ghluais mireag riuth’, 

An spiorad nach ’eil aunt’. 

“ ’S nebnach leam an drasda 'n so, 
Sior abhaist nam fear posd’. 

Their gu ladarn’ dana, 
Nach do thoirmisg aithne peg; 

Cia mor an diubheas beusau 
Th’ eadar eucoir agus coir, 

i Cha ’n ebl domh aite-seasaimh, 
Gun a chos air aon diubh dhb.” 

Chunnaic mi’s an bite sin, 
Ni bbhaohdach gu leoir, 

1 Is shaoil mi gu’m bu reuson e, 
O ’n tigeadh eudach mor ; 

Ciod bh’ aim ach fear gun chomas, 
’G iarraidh comunn te gun choir, 

j ’S bha fior dhroch bheachd aig ceud deth 
’S a bhean fein ’g a chur an spbrs. 

i Chuireadh e neul ’n am eanchainn-s’, 
A bhi ’g ainmeachadh le cainnt, 

A’ mheud’s a bh’ aim de dh argumaid, 
’S do chomunn gearrta greann’ ; 
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Bha na ceadan pears’ an sud, 
’N an seasamh aim an rdnc, 

’Sbha casaidean aig mdran diubh, 
Ma ’n aon neach bha toirt taing. 

AN DUINE SAN NT A C H 

AGUS AN SAOGHAI, A’ GEAEAN AIR A CHEILE. 

AN DUINE. 

’S mi-chomainneach thusa, Shaoghail, 
’S b’ abhaist dhut, 

’S ole a leanadh tu ri daoine 
A leanadh riut; 

Am fear a cheangail sreang gu teann riut, 
Eels a’ ghlut; 

’Nuair tharruinn gach fear a cbeann fein d’i, 
’S es’ a thuit. 

AN SAOGHAL. 

Is sibhse tha mar sin, a dhaoine, 
’S b’ abbaist duibh, 

’S ole a leanadh sibh ri saoghal 
A leanadh ribh ; 

Ged ehuir mise sorchan fodhaibh, 
’S air gach taobh, 

Mas sibh fein tha gabhal teiebidh, 
Soraidh leibb ! 

AN DUINE. 

O, na 'n gleidheadh tu mis’, a shaoghail, 
Bhithinu dha do reir, 

Oir tha na h-uile ni a’s toigh learn 
Fo na ghrein ; 

C’ uim’ an leigeadh tu gu dilinu 
Mi gu pein, 

’S naeh ’eil fiaitheas cho priseil dhomh 
Riut fein. 

AN SAOGHAL. 

S ann bu choir dhut bhi cur t-eolais 
Ni bu deis’, 

Far am biodh na h-uile solas 
Ni bu treis’, 

Ged ni mis’ an t-umaidh itrach 
Ri car greis, 

’N uair a thogras e fein m’ fhagail, 
Leigeam leis. 

ORAN DO’N OLLA MOIRISTON. 

LUINNEAG. 
Hinn sin uair-tigin, 
Searbh sin bg, 
Sinn sin uuir-eigiu, 
S/'arbh sin bg s 
Binn sin uair-eigin, 
’N comunn so dK f knaraich, 
Air an robh earball gle d/maineil, 
Ge bu ghuanach a shrbn. 

A’ bhliadhna na caluinn-s’, 
Bu gheur am faobhar a ghearradh an teud, 
Bh’ eadar Ddmhnull’s am Morair, 
S iad mar aon ann an comunn’s an gaol ; 
Ach cia b’ e ni bha’s na cairtean, 
Chaidh e feargach oirnn seachad an de; 
’S cd a’s diieha bhi coireach, 
Na ’in fear a dh-fhagas am baile leis fein ? 

Binn sin uair-eigin, <|c. 

Chunnaic mis’ air a’ bhbrd thu, 
Bhliadhna ghabh Sine Ghdrdon an t-at, 
’S eha chuireadh tu t-aodann 
Ann an comunn nach slaodadh tu leat ; 
Ach ’nuair shaoil leat do shorchan, 
Bhi cho laidir ri tulchainn a’ gheat’, 
Shliob na bonna-chasan reamhar 
Dheth na loma-leacan sleamhuinn gun taic! 

Binn sin uair-eigin, S^c. 

Dearbh cha ghabhainn-sa ioghnadh 
As an leac so chuir miltean a muigh, 
Dhe na corra-cheannaich’ bhriosgach, 
Aig am faicte ’n dli iosgaid air chrith; 
Ach an trostanach treubhach, 
Chuireadh neart a dha shleisd' an an sith, 
Ma thuit es’ aig an dorus, 
Cia mar sheasas fear eile’s am bill) ? 

Binn sin uair-eigin, <|c. 

’S ann tha ceumanan Freasdail 
Toirt nan ceudan de leasanan duinn, 
Deanamh iobairt de bheagan, 
Gu’m biodh each air an teagasg r’ an linn ; 
Ach ma thuiteas fear aithghearr, 
Ee bhi sealltuinn ro bhras os a chinn, 
Cba ’n ’eil fhios agam, aca, 
Co a’s ciontaich’ an leac no na buinn. 

Binn sin uair-eigin, Qc. 

Tha mise fein ann an eagal, 
’G iarraidh fasaich no eag do mo shall, 
Is mi falbh air an leacaich, 
Air an d’ fhuair daoine seasmhach an sar; 
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Ach tha m’ earbsadh tre chunnart. 
Mo gharbh-chnaimhean uile bhi slan,— 
Oir ged a thJirladh dhomh clibeadh, 
Cha ’n ’eil bird’ aig mo smigeid o ’n lar. 

Binn sin uair eigin, <Jc. 

An duin’ bg s’ tha ’n a leigh, 
Tha mi claistinn tha tighinn a ’dheigh, 
Fhuair e leasan o dhithis, 
Chum gu’n siubhladh e suidhicht’ ’n acheum; 
Ach mu ’n chuis tha d’ a leantuinn, 
Cuiream cul ri bhi cantuinn ni’s leir; 
Ach na’m biodh brigh na mo chomhaiiT, 
So an t-bm am beil Somhairl’ ’n a feum. 

Binn sin uair-eigin, &[c. ■ 

Jan Mhic-Uilieim’s an t-Srathan, 
Faodaidh deireadh do lathach’-s’ bhi searbh, 
Ged tha ’n aimsir-s’ cho sitheil, 
’S nach ’eil guth riut mu phris air an tarbh ; 
Chaidh luchd-fhbhoir a bhriseadh, 
Na bha ’n dreuchd eadarRuspunn’s amParbh ; 
Am fear a thig le mbr urram, 
Gheibh e ceud mile mallachd’s an fhalbh.* 

Binn sin uair-eigin, 4'c. 

Note.—Dr Morrison, the hero of this song, was for a 
long time in high esteem and favour in the family of Lord 
Reay; but at length a misunderstanding arising between 
them, he found cause, to leave the family, reflecting, at 
the same time, on the fluctuating temper and unsteady 
favour of the great, and repeating the old Gaelic adage, 
“ Is sleamhuinn an leac a th'aig dorus an taigh' mhbir." 

MARBHRANN. 

fDo dhithis mhinistear ro ainmeil ’nan dhthaich, Mr 
Iain Munro, Ministeir Sglre Eadarachaolais, agus Mr 
Dbmhnull Mac-Aoidh, Maighstir.sgoile, sglre Fair.3 

Am fonn—“ Oran na h-aoise." 
’S e mo bheachd ert, a bhais, 

Gur bras thu ri pairt, 
Gur teachdair’ tha laidir, treum, thu ; 

An cogadh no’m blar, 
Cha toirear do shar, 

Aon duine cha tar do threigsinn ; 
Thug thu an drasd 

Dhuinn buille no dha, 
Chuir eaglaisean ban, a’s foghlum ; 

Is’s fhurasd dhomh radh, 
Gur goirid do dhail, 

’S gur trie a’ toirt beam ’n ar Cleir thu. 

Bhuin thu ruinn garbh, 
Mu ’n dithis so dh-fhalbh, 

’Nuair ruith thu air lorg a cheil’ iad ; 
C’ uime nach d’ fhag thu 

* “ Hate dogs their flight, and insult mocks their end ” 
Juhnt. Van. Hum. Wishes. 

Bhuidhean a b’ airde, 
A bhiodh do chbch ro fheutnail ; 

A bhruidhean a b’ fhearr 
A’ tighinn o’m beul, 

’S an cridheachan Ibn de rcuson ; 
Chaidh gibhteachan grais 

A mheasgadh ’n an gnaths, 
’S bha ’n cneasdachd a’ fits d’ a reir sin. 

Bithis hha ’n geall 
Air gearradh a honn, 

Gach ain-iochd, gach feall, ’s gach eucoir; 
Ba sholus a dh-fhalbh 

A earrannan garbh’, 
Bh-fhag an talamh-sa dorch d’ a reir sin; 

Ge d’ tha e ro chruaidh, 
Gu ’n deach’ iad’s an uaigh, 

Tha cuid a gheibh huaidh a’s feum dheth ; 
Mar ris gach aon ni, 

Bh-aithris iad dhuinn, 
Chaidh ’n gearradh a tim an leughaidh. 

Bithis a bh’ ann, 
Bu chomhairl’ ’s bu cheann, 

Bo phobull fhuair am g’ an disdeachd ; 
Bithis, hha’m has 

’N a bhriseadh do chach, 
Gidheadh gu’m b’ e’m fabhor fein e; 

Cha ladurn gu dearbh, 
Bhuinn chreidsinn ’nuair dh-fhalbh, 

Gu ’n d’ fhreagair an earbs’ gu Idir iad ; 
A dh’ aindeoin an aoig, 

B’ e ’n cairide gaoil, 
’Nuair sgair e o thir nam breug iad. 

Tha sgeulan r’ a inns’ 
Mu dheighinn na dlth’s, 

A’s feumail a bhi sna ceudan ; 
Feudaidh mi radh, 

Cia teumach am has, 
Nach tug e ach pairt d’ a bheum uninn. 

Ged thug e le tinn, 
An corpa do ’n chill, 

Bidh iomradh ro bhinn ’n an deigh orr’; 
Is iomadh beul cinn, 

Ag aithris’s gach linn, 
Na labhair, na sheinn, ’s na leugh iad. 

Sinne tha lathair, 
Tuig’maid an t-strachd-s’. 

Is cleachdamaid tra air reuson ; 
Nach faic sibh o’n hha, 

An lathachan s’ gearr, 
Gu ’n ruith iad ni b’ fhe’ rr an reis ud; 

’S mac-samhuil dhuinn iad, 
Ged nach ’eil sinn cho ard, 
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Anns na nitheanaibh crabliaidh, leughant1 ; 
Na earb’maid gu bratb, 

Gu ’n ruig sin an t-ait-s’ 
Mur lean sinn ri pairt d’ an ceuinan. 

Tha ’n teachdair s' air tdir 
Gach neach a tba bed, 

’G an glacadh an cbir no 'n eucoir ; 
Na gheibh e ’n a dhbrn, 

Cha reic e air dir, 
Ri gul, no ri deoir cba ’n eisd e. 

Cbi mi gur fiu 
Leis tighinn do ’n chuil, 

Gu fear th’ ann an dud mar eideadb ; 
’S ged dheanamaid dun, 

Cba cheannaich e dhuinn, 
Aon mhionaid de dh-uin o ’n eug sin. 

An ditbis so chuaidh, 
Cha racbadh cbo loath, 

Na’n gabhadh tu uainn an dirig; 
Cha leig’maid 'n an dith’s 

lad as an aon mhios, 
Na ’in b’ urradh sinn diol le seudan : 

Ach’s teachdair ro dhhn’ 
Thu, tighinn o’s bird, 

Buailidh tu stataibh’s deircean ; 
Cha bjiacar le ’pris, 

Air t’ ais thu a ris, 
'S tu dll’ easbhuidh an aoin mu ’n teid thu. 

Glacaidh tu chloinn 
A mach bho na bhroinn, 

Mu's faic iad ach soills’ air eigin ; 
Glacaidh tu ’n digh, 

Dol an eoinneamh an dig. 
Mu ’in feudal- am pbsadh digbeachd. 

Ma’s beag, no ma's mbr, 
Ma’s scan, no ma’s dg, 

Ma’s cleachdamh dhuinn cMr no eucoir; 
Ma tha sinn ’n ar bed, 

Is anail ’n ar srbin, 
Cuirear uile sinn fo na feich ud. 

Tha’m has os ar cinn, 
’G ar glacadh le tinn, 

’S le fradhrac ar cinn cha leir e ; 
Ach tha glaodh aig’ cho cruaidh, 

’S gu’m faodadh an sluagh, 
A chluinntinn le cluasan reusoin. 

Nach dearc sibh a chill, 
Is fear aig’ fo iuil, 

’S e sealtuinn le ’shuil gu geur air; 
An diugh ciod am filth, 

Nach bidh’maid air ghedrd, 
’S gu ’u bhuiu e ar nabuidh 'n de bliuainn. 

A chumhachd a tha 
Cur chugainn a bhais, 

Gun teagamh tiach piiighear ’fheich dha; 
Tha misneachd a’s boon 

Aig neach a tha ’n geall, 
Air tagradh na gheall do bheul dha. 

Oir’s athair do chlann 
A dh’ fheitheas a th’ ann, 

’S fear-taighe do ’n bhantraich fein e ; 
’S e’n Cruithear a th’ ann, 

A bheir gu neo-ghann, 
Na thoilleas sinn aims a’ chreutair. 

M A R B H R A N N, 

DO MHAIGHSTIR. MUECHADH MAC-DHOMH^I II.L, 
MINISTEAR SGIRE DHIURINNI9 

AN DUTHAICH MHIC-AOIDH. 

’S e do bhas, ’Mhaighstir Murchadh, 
Rinn na h-aitean so diiorchadh, 
’S ged chaidh dail ann do mharbhrann, 

Labhraidh balbhachd ri ceill. 
Na'm biodh a’ Chriosdaidheachd iomlan, 
Cha rachadh dl-chuimhn’ air t-iomradh, 
No do ghniomharan iomlaid, 

Ach leaotadh t-iomchan-s’ gu leir ; 
Gur h-e chradh mi ’n am mheaninnadh, 
’S do luchd-griiidh agus leanmhuinn, 
Meud do shaothrach mu’s d’ lhalbh thu, 

’S lugh'd a luirg as do dhdigh ;— 
Bheir cuid hasanan buadhach, 
O bhruaich fasanan t-uaghach, 
Nach tug daiseachan suarach, 

As na chual iad bhuat fein. 

Fior mliasgull chionn paidhidh, 
No stad gealtach le gabhadh, 
Bhrigh mo bheachd-s’ ann an danaibh, 

’S mi nach deanadh, ’s nach d’ rinn : 
Ach na’m biodh comain no stii dhut, 
Ann a t-alladh chur os aird dut, 
Co ach mis’ do’m bu chara, 

’S co a b’ fhearr na thu thoill ? 
Bhuidhean mhoitacb-s’ a dh-fhag sinn, 
Ged nach urr’ iad a chlaistinn, 
’S coir bhi ’g aithris am pairtean, 

Gun fhabhor, ’s gun fhoill ; 
Oir’s buain’ a’ chuimhne bheir barda, 
Air deagli bhuadhannaibh naduir, 
Na ’n stoc cruinn sin a dh-fhag iad. 

Is comh-stri chairdean ’g a roinn. 

Bha do ghibhtean-sa laidir, 
Air am measgadh le grhsan, 
Anns a’ phearsa bha aluinn, 

Eom-lau de na chiiill; 
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An tuigs’ bu luchdmhoir’ gu gleidheadh, 
An tuil a b’ easgaidb gu matheadb, 
’S na h-uile h-aigneadh cho flathail, 

Fad do bheatha gu leir. 
Bliiodh do chomhaiil’ an cdmhnuidh, 
Le do chobhair’s do chbmhnadb, 
Uo luchd-gabhail na ciirach, 

Reir’s mar shebladh tu fein ; 
Bheanadh tu ’n t-aindeonach deouacb, 
Is an t-aiueolach eblach— 
’S b’ efior shonas do bhedshlaint, 

Bhi tabhairt corr dbaibh de loirs’. 

Bha thu caomh ri fear feumach, 
Bba thu saor ri fear reusont’, 
Bha thu aodanach, geurach, 

Mar chloich, ri eucoireach, cruaidh ; 
Bu tu ’n tabhairteach maoineaeh, 
Bu tu ’n labhairteach saoithreach, 
Bu tu ’n comhairleach tiineil, 

’S crioch a’ ghaoil ann ad fhuath ; 
Tha e ’n a ladarnas gabhaidh, 
Bhi le h-eagal ag aicheadh, 
Nach ’eil stoc aig an Ard-Righ, 

Ni an aird na chaidh uainn ; 
Ach’s fabhor Freasdail, ’s a's ioghnadh, 
No ’n ni a’s faisge do mhiorbhuil. 
Am beam so th’ againn a lionadh, 

Gu bias miannach an t-sluaigh. 

Learn is beag na tha dh' fhoighneachd, 
Mu na thubhairt, ’s na rinn thu, 
’S mu na chliu sin a thoill thu, 

O 'n la chaill sinn thu fein ; 
Ach m'ji*an tartar is stroighlich, 
Air son feich, agus oighreachd, 
Fagaidh beartaich 111ur f/iinc e, 

Air an cloinn as an deigh ; 
’S e ni a’s minig a chi mi, 
Bh' aindeoin diombunachd time, 
Gu’m beil gionaich nan daoine, 

Tarruinn claonadh ’n an ceill ; 
Ach cha ’n ’eil iomairt no motion, 
Anns na freasdail so dhomhsa, 
Nach toir leasan ’n am chbdhai), 

Le seann nbt bho do bheul. 

Toigheach, faicilleach, fiamhach, 
Smuainteach, facalach, gniomhach, 
Ann do ghnothachaibh diomhair, 

Gun bhi dlomhain aon uair ; 
Chaith thu t-aimsir gu saoithreach, 
Air son sonas nan daoine ; 
’S cha b’ e truaillidheachd shaoghalt 

No aon ni chur suas. 
’Nuair tha nitheana taitneach, 
Bol a mugh’ a chion cleachdaidh, 
B’ e chuis fharmaid fear t-fhasain, 

’S cha b’ e beartas a’s uaills’, 
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A’ dol o ’n bheatha bu sheirbhe, 
Tre na cathan bu ghairbhe, 
Bh-ionnsuidh Flaitheas na tairbhe, 

Gu buan shealbhachadh duais. 

Gu’m beil cealgaireachd chrabaidh, 
Air a dearbhadh gu gabhaidh, 
Tha ’n a gairisinn r’ a claistinn, 

Is ro chraiteach r’ a luaidh ; 
Nuair a thuit thu le bits bhuainn, 
Mar gu’m briseadh iad braighdean, 
Bhuisg na h-uilc sin a b’ abhaist, 

A bhi an nadur an t-sluaigh ; 
Gu’m beil cath aig an Ard-Righ, 
Gu bhi gabhail nam phirtean, 
Anns na chruthaich e gritsan, 

Thug air aghairt gach buaidh ; 
Rinn sud sinne ’n ar fasach, 
Anns an talamh-s’ an tra so, 
So a’ bharail th’ aig pairt diubh, 

Trie ’g a ratainn air t-uaigh. 

An duine thigeadh a suas riut, 
Ann an guth’s ann an cluasan, 
Cha ’n fhacas riamh a’s cha chualas, 

Is’s e mo smuaintean nach cluinn ; 
Ged bu bheartach do chrabhadh, 
Bha do mheas air gach talann, 
’S tu a thuigeadh na dana, 

’S am fear e dheanadh na rainn ; 
Chuid a b’ airde’s a’ bhuaidh sin, 
Tha’d air stad dheth o ’n uair sin, 
Ach na daiseachan suarach, 

Tha mu ’n cuairt duinn a’ seinn ; 
’Nuair a cheilear a’ ghrian orr’. 
Sin ’n uair ghoireas na biastan,— 
Cailleach-oidhch’ agus strianach, 

An coilltean fiadhaich, ’s an glinn. 

’S ebl domh daoine’s an aimsir-s’, 
Bh-fhas ’n an cuideachd gle ainmeil, 
Tigh’nn air nitheanan talmhaidh, 

Ann an gearrabhaireachd gheur ; 
Ach ’n uair thogar o ’n lar iad, 
Gus na nithibh a’s airde, 
S ann a chluinneas tu pairt diubh, 

Mar na paisdean gun cheill; 
Fhuair mi car ann do rianaibh-s’, 
Le do ghibhtean bha fialaidh, 
Nach do dhearc mi, ma’s fior dhomh. 

An aon neach riamh ach thu fein,— 
Cail gach cuideachd a lionadh, 
Leis na theireadh tu diomhan, 
’S crioch do sheanchais gun fhiaradh, 

Tighinn gu diadhaidheachd threuu. 

Bha do chuid air a sgaoileadh 
Gu bhi cuideachadh dhaoine, 
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’S fhad’s a bha thu’s an t-saogbal, 
’S tu nach faodadh bhi paidht’; 

Chuid bu taitneicli’ ’n an iomchainn, 
Cha ’n ’eil facal mu ’n tiracheall, 
Cha bhi ceartas mu ’n iomradh, 

Ach le 'n imrich, ’n am bas. 
’S truagb am peanas a thoiil sinri, 
Thaobh nan ciontan a rinn sinn,— 
Bhi sior ghearradh ar goibhlean, 

’S ar cuid theaghlaichean fas ; 
Gun cheann laidir gu fhoighneachd, 
Co ni ’n iiirde na chaill sinn, 
Cuid, d’ an cradh, la is oiuhche, 

Nach tig t-oighre ’na t-ait. 

CUMHA DO MHR. MURCHADH. 

[A rinn am bard an ceann bliadhna an deigh bais an 
duin’ uasail sin,, air iarrtas a mhic am fior Gdel suairo 
ionnsaichte, Mr ■Padruig Mac-Uhambnuill, ministear 
Sgire’ Chiile-moire an Earraghael, air dha thigbinn do/n 
dhthaich, agus a bbi aig am araidh all cuLaLachd a’ 
bhdird.3 

Cg,EUEIBM. 

'S cianaiL, as cianail, 
O! 's cianail a tha mi, 

W cecmn na bliadhna, 
O! 's cianail a tha mi, 

A JVIhaighMir Murchadh, 
'S tu air m'fhagail, 

'S mairy nach d' fhwiir sinn, 
Linn no dhd dhiot. 

Chiiidhe na feile, 
A bheil na tabhachd, 

Cheann na ceille, 
’S an fhoghluim chrabhaidh, 

Laimh gun ghanntair 
An am dhut paigheadh, 

An uachdar a’ bhuird, 
A ghnuis na faille. 

'S cianail, 4'C. 

Tha mise ’n am aonar, 
]\lar aon aim am fasach, 

’S ni gun fheum dhomh, 
Aobhar ghiiire, 

Cuims’ ann an cainnt, 
Ann an rann no danachd, 

Chionn’s nach ’eil thu ami 
G’ an claistinn. 

'S cianail, 4*c. 

Chaocbail iad rianan, 
O chioslaich am has thu, 

Cha ’u ’eil meas am bliadhna, 
Air ciall, no air crabhadh ; 

Thionndaidh na.biastan 
Gu riastradh graineil, 

Leo-san leig Dia, 
Srian o ’n la sin. 

'S cianail, fyc. 

Rinn cuid bron 
Fa choir do bhais-sa. 

Ach ghabh iad sgios, 
Ann am mios no dha dheth ; 

Cha ’n ’eil mis’ mar iadsan, 
Riaraicht' cho tra dheth,— 

An ceann na bliadhna, 
’S cianail a tba mi. 

'S cianail, 4'c. 

’S caomh learn an teeghlach, 
’S a’ chlann sin a dh-fbag thu, 

’S caomh learn na fuinn, 
Bhidhte seinn ami ad fhardaich ; 

’S caomh leam bhi ’g urachadh 
Chliii uach tug b.'.s dhiot; 

’S caomh leam an iiir th’air do thaobh, 
Dheth na Bhiighan ! 

'S cianaii, 

ORAN A’ GHEAMHRAIDH. 

Air fonn—“ Through the wood, laddie.” 

Moch’s mi ’g eiridh’s a mhadaiim, 
’S an sneachd air a’ bheinn, 

Ann an lagan beag monaidh, 
Ri madainn ro dhoinid, 

'S ann a chuala mi ’n lonan, 
Chuir an loinid o sheinn, 

Is am pigidh ag eigheach 
Ris na speuraibh, ’s cha bhiim. 

Bithidh am beithe crion, crotach, 
Sior stopadh o ’fhas ; 

Mar ri gaoth gharbh sheidid'n, 
Agus ioma-chathadh ’g eiridh, 

Crdcan barraich a’ geilleadh, 
Mios eigneach an ail; 

A’ mhios chneatanach, fhuachdaidh, 
Cboimheach, ghruamach, gun tlaths’. 
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Bi'dh gach doire dubh uaigneach, 
’N diiil fuasgladh o bhlitth ; 

Bithidh an snodhachd a' tranghadh, 
Gus an fhreumh as jia shin e, 

Cnipaidh chairt ris gu dionach, 
Gus an crion i gu lar ; 

’N lon-dubh anns a’ mhadainn, 
Sior sgreadaii chion blaiihs. 

Mhios dheitheasach, chaoile, 
Choimheach, ghaothach, gun bhlaths’, 

Chuireadh feadail na fuarachd, 
Anns gach badan bu dualaich’, 

Dhbirteadh sneachda ’n a ruathar, 
Air chruach nam beann aid’,. 

’S an am teichidh na greine, 
Caillidh P/icebus a bhlaths’. 

Mhios chaiseaneach, ghreannach, 
Chianail, chainneanach, gheairt’, 

’S i gu claohanach, currach, 
Chruaidhteach, sgealpanach, phuinncach, 

Shneachdach, chaochlaideach, fhrasach, 
Rebtach, reasgach, gu sar ; 

!S e na chaoirneinean craidhneach, 
Fad na h-oidhch’ air an liir. 

’S ann hhios Phoebus ’n a redtachd. 
An ceap nam mdr chruach’s nam beann ; 

Bidh’s an uair sin ’S cha neonach, 
Gach eun gearra-ghobach goineach, 

Spioladh iomall an otraich, 
Cur a shrbin anns an dhm ; 

Cdmhradh ciurrta gun bheadradh, 
Le bron a’s sgreadal ’n an ceann. 

’S an am tighinn an fheasgair, 
Cha bhi an acaras gann ; 

Ni iad cdmhnuidh ’s gach callaid, 
Buileach anmhunn a’s callaidh, 

Sgriobadh uir as na ballaibh, 
Mios chur doinionn nan gleann, 

’S iad a’ beucail gu toirmneach, 
’S cha bhi ’n eirbheirt ach mall. 

Ach nach daochail’s a’ gheamhradh, 
Farm gheim gamhna chion feuir, 

Gnugach, caol-dromach, fearsnach, 
Tioram, tarra-ghreannach, hrsaidh, 

Biorach, sgreamhanach, fuachdaidh, 
Siltean fuaraidh r’ a shi din, 

’S v gu sgrog-laghrach giigach, 
Fulang sarach’ an redt. 

Bidh gach creutair d’ a threisead, 
’G iarraidh f'asgaidh’s a’ choili, 

Bidh na h-urlaichean cabrach, 
Gniisdach, airtnealach, laga, 

Gahhail geilt dheth na mhadainn, 
Le guth a’ chneatain ’n an ceann. 

Is na h-aighean fo euslaimh, 
Air son gun threig iad a’ bheinn. 

Sud na puirt bu gboirt gearradh, 
Is bu shalaiche seinn, 

Ghabhadh m’ inntinn riamh eagal, 
Roimh bhur sgreadaii’s a’ mhadainn, 

’N <im a’ chruidh bhi air ghadaibh, 
’S an cuid fodair ’g a roinn, 

’S iad ’n am baideinibh binniceach, 
Gu h-asruidh, tioma-chasach, tinn. 

Am bradan caol bharr an fhior uisg’, 
Fliuch, slaod-earballacb, fuar, 

’S e gu tiirr-ghlogach, ronnach, 
Chlamhach, ghear-bhallach, lannach, 

Soills na meirg’ air ’n a earradh, 
Fiamh na gainn’ air’s gach tuar, 

’S e gu crom-cheannach, burrach, 
Dol le buinne ’na chuaich. 

An t-samhainn bhagarach, fhiadhaich, 
Bhubhrach, chiar-dhubh, gun bhlaths, 

Ghuineach, ana-bhliochdach, fhuachdaidh, 
Shruthach, steallanach fhuaimnench, 

Thuileach, an-shocrach, uisgeach, 
Gun dad measaich ach cal, 

Bithidh gach deat, a’s gach miseach, 
Glacadh aogais a’ bhais. 

Note.—This song appears to be a parody on twelve of the 
stanzas of M'Donald’s “ Ode to Summer.”—“ We are in- 
clined to think that on a journey the poet made to the 
Isle of Skye, he might have heard M‘Donald’s * Summer 
Song' and composed this in imitation of it.”—Memoir to 
Edit. 1829. 

’S TROM BEAM AN AIRIBH. 

[Itinn am bard an t-bran so d’ a leannan, Anna Moir- 
itton, nighean ftg ro chliditeach, d’ an tug e cheud ghaol; 
bha e fada ’g a h-iarraidh, agus ise car leam-leat, gun bhi 
’g a diilltadh no ’g a gabhail; ach turus a thug e chun na 
h-diridh far an robh i aig an am, 's ann a dhearc e oirre an 
cuideachd an t-saoir bhdin, d’ am b’ ainm Iain Moraidh, 
ghabh e gu m-throm i a chur cu! ris fein. Phhs i an saor 
biin an deigh so, agus ’se aithris an t-sluaigh—nach 
robh i riamh toilichte gu ’n chuir i cdl ri Rob Donn ; 
agus cha mho a dhearbh an saor ban e fein ’n a cheile ro 
tbaitneach.I 

’S trom learn an airidh, 
’S a ghair so a th’innt’, 

Gu’n a phairt sin a b’abhaist, 
Bhi ’n drasd air mo chinn ; 
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Anna chaol-mhalach, chioch-chorrach, 
Shlip-cheannach, ghrinn, 

’S iseabail a bheoil mhilis ; 
Mharanaich, bhinn. 

Heich ! mar a bha 
Air mo chinn ; 
’S e db-fhag mi clio craiteach, 
’S gu’u sta dbomb bhi ’g inns'. 
Heich! &c. 

Shiubhail mis’ a bhuail’; 
Agus shuas feagh nan craobh, 

’S gach ait’ aims am b’abbaist, 
Bhi tathladh mo gbaoil, 

Chunna ’mi’m fear bin, 
A’s e maran r’a mbnaoi 

’S b’ fhearr learn nach tarainn 
An tra ud na ghaoitb. 

'S e mar a bha, 
Air mo chinn, 
A dh’ fhag air blieag tath mi 
Ge nar e ri sheiuu. 
’S e, &c. 

Anna bhuidhe nighean Don’uill, 
Na’m b’eol dut mo ni, 

’S e do ghradh, gu’n bhi paidht’, 
Thug a mhitn bhuam mo chli: 

Tha e dhomh as t-fhianais 
Cho ghniomhach, ’s tra chi. 

Diogladh’s a’ smuaiseach, 
’S gur ciuirrt’ tha mo chri. 

Air gach tra 
’S mi aim an strl, 
’P’euchainn ri aicheadh, 
’S e fas rium mar ehraoibh. 
Air, &c. 

Labhar i gu h-ailleasach, 
Faiteagach rium : — 

“ Cha tar thu bhi lumh rium, 
Gu caradh mo chinn : 

Bha siathnar ga m’ iarraidh, 
Car bliadhna de thim ; 

’S cha b’ airidh thar each tliu 
Thoirt barr os an einn. 

Ha! ha! ha! 
An d’ fh\s thu gu tinn 
Mas e ’n gaol a bheir has ort 
Gu’m pkidh thu ga chinn ! 
Ha! &c. 

Ach cia mar bheirinn fuath dhut 
Ged’ dh-fhuaraich thu rium ? 

’Nuair a’s feargaich mo sheannachas, 
Ma t-ainm air do chul, 

Thig t-iomhaigh le h-annsachd 
Mar shamladh na m’ uidh, 

As saoilaidh mi gur gaol sin, 
Nach caochail a chaoidh. 

’S theid air a radh, 
Gu’n dh-fhas e as itr, 
’S fasaidh e ’n tra sin, 
Cho airde ri tur ! 
’S theid, &c. 

On a chualas gu’n gluaisear thu, 
Bhuam leis an t-saor, 

Tha, mo shuaiu air a buaireadh 
Ee bruadairean gaoil, 

Gu’n an cairdeas a bha sid 
Cha tar mi bhi saor. 

Ga mo bharnaigeadh laimh riut 
’S e ghna dhomh mar mhaor. 

Ach ma thb. 
Mi ga do dhi, 
B’fheairde mi pag bhuat 
Mas fagadh tu ’ll tir. 
Ach ma tha, &c. 

AN RIBHINN ALU1NN EIBHINN OG. 

Tha Debrs’ air a’ Mhaidsear 
Ro dhan’ ann an cainnt, 

An ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, bg. 
Sior chur an ceill, 
Gu robh e-san f’o staint* 

An ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, eg. 
Ach ’nuair theid an t-hsd, 
Mu ’n bhbrd ann an rancaibh, 
Olaidh e gu cairdeach, 
Deoch-slainte na baintighearn, 
Bidh h-uile fear do clinch, 
Mach o Salaidh, toirt taing dlia, 

An ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, bg. 

Mu’m faca mo shuil thu, 
’S e ’n cliii ort a fhuair mi, 

A ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, bg. 
Mar gu’m bu bhan-de thu, 
Gu ’n geilleadh an sluagh dhut, 

A ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, bg. 
Shaoil leam gu’m bu bhbsd, 
A chuid mhbr bhasa luaidh riut, 
Gus na shin an cebl, 
Sa sin gun tug iad a suas mi, 
Ach chreid mi h-uile drannd dheth, 
’S an danns ’nuair a ghluais thu, 

A ribhinn uluinn, eibhinn, bg. 

* E bhi cheana pbsd’. 
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Shuidh mi ann an cuil, 
Mar gu ’u duisgteadh a tranns mi, 

A ribhinn iiluinn, eibhinn, 6g. 
Is dh’amhairceadh an triuir ud, 
Le ’n siiilean, ’s le sannt ort, 

A ribbinn aluinn, eibhinn, ug. 
Do reir mar a dh-fhaodainns’ 
A h-aodann a rannsachadh, 
Dhuraigeadh Salaidh, 
Am Maidsear ’n a bhantraicli ; 
Tha aoibhneas air Dedrsa, 
Mu ’n bhrun bh’ air a’ Ghranndach, 

A ribhinn aluiiin, eibhinn, bg. 

Cha ’n ’eil a h-aon, 
’S a’ Bhatdilhan d’ an edl thn, 

A ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, dg. 
Nach ’eil ort a bruadar, 
Mas fuasgailt’ no pdsda, 

A ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, dg. 
Gus an ruig e Tearlach, 
Am maisdear a b’ bige ; 
Ged bu chruaidh ’ainm 
Ann an armailt righ Dedrsa, 
Chaoch’leadh e faobhar, 
Le gaol fa do chdir-sa, 

A ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, dg. 

Am fear a bhios an gaol, 
Cha ’n fhaodar leis ’fhuadach, 

A ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, 6g. 
’S ann is cruaidh a ’ehas, 
Gus am paidhear a dhuais dha, 

A ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, dg. 
Fuiligidh mi suit, 
No fuiligidh mi cluas dhiom, 
Ma tha aon de ’n triuir ud, 
As trie thasa luaidh’ riut, 
Cho tinn le do ghaol, 
Ris an aon fhear a’s fuath leat,* 

A ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, bg. 

’S e ’n t-aobhar nach ordaichlnn, 
Salaidh do ’n Chdirneil, 

A ribhinn aluinn, dibhinn, dg. 
Eagal gu’m bitheadh each 
Ann an naimhdeas r’ a bheb dha, 

An ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, dg. 
Creutair cho caoimhneil riut, 
Is maighdeann cho bbidheach riut, 
Ri! bu mhdr an diobhail, 
Gu ’n cailleadh tu g’ a dhedin iad, 
Suiridhich an t-saoghail, 
Le aon fhear a phdsadh, 

An ribhinn aluinn, eibhinn, dg. 

* Be Rob Donn fein “an aon fhear ab’ fhuath leatha. 

ORAN EILE 
DO ’N MHAIOHDEINN CHEUDNA. 

Ata fonn—“ Sweet Molly." 

LUINNEAG. 
Fear a dhann$as,fear a chlaicheas, 
Fear a leumas,fear a ruitheas. 
Fear a dh-ciedeas, no ni bruidhean, 
Bi 'n creidheach' aig Salaidh. 

Dh-fhai.bh mi duthchan fada, leathan, 
’G amharc inigheannan a’s mhuathau ; 
Eadar Tunga’s Abar-readhain, 
Cha robh leithid Salaidh. 

Fear a dhannsas, fyc. 

An Dun-eideann's an Dun-didhe, 
’S a h-uile ceum a rinn mi dh-uighe, 
Cha ’n fhaca mi coltach rithe, 
Beau mo chridhe Salaidh. 

Fear a dhannsas, S(c. 

’S math a claistinn, ’s math a fradharc, 
Blasd’ a caill agus na their 1, 
’S math do ’n fhear a tharadh ’n gaire, 
Do dhoireachan Salaidh. 

Fear a dhannsas, fyc. 

'S math a muigh, ’s is math a staigh i, 
’S math ’n a guth i, is math ’n a dath i’; 
’S math ’n a suidhe ’ll ceann na sreath’ i, 
Sann na laidhe’s fearr i. 

Fear a dhannsas, fyc. 

Fear a dh’ iarras 1 ’s nach fhaigh i, 
’S fear nach iarr i a chionn aghaidh, 
Cha robh fhios a'm co an roghainu 
Thaghainn as na dhh sin. 

Fear a dhannsas, fyc. 

Caiptein treun nan Grenadeer, 
’S airde leumas, ’s fearr a ruitheas, 
Cha ’n ’eil ait an dean i suidhe, 
Nach bi e-san laimh rith’. 

Fear a dhannsas, fyc. 

| Na ’n racha’ dealbh a chur’s a’ bhrataich, 
Ann an arm an laria Chataich, 
Bhiodh iad marbh mu ’n deant’ a glacadh, 
Ged bhiodh neart a’ Phap’ on’. 

Fear a dhannsas, fyc. 

Note—Sail}’ Grant, ihe subject of the foregoing two 
songs, was a girl of easy virtue, who followed the Suther- 
land fencibles. She was at first mistress to the Earl who 
commanded ; she then served the officers, and finally the 
privates and drummers. Rob composed another song, 
called “ Mbr nigh'n a Ghiobarlam," on the same girl, but 
the Editor has left it, and a number of others of the same 
description, out of the book on account of their indelicacy. 
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BRIOGA1S MHIC RUA1RIDH. 

[Kinne.uih an t-dran so leis a’ bhard aig banais ** Iseabail 
Nic- Aoidh,” nighean Iain ’Ic-Eaciiainn, air dh’i bhi pbsda 
ri Iain,mac Choinnich Sutharlain. Bhacruinneachadh ana. 
barrach sluaigh air a’ bhanais de dh-uaislean na dCithcha ; 
ach air do dh-Iain Mac-Eachuinn agus am bard cur a mach 
air a cheile goirid roimh ’n am sin, cha d’ fhuair am bard 
cuireadh thun na bainnse, ged bha e chbmhnuidh ann an 
aite fagus do laimh. Ach air do Choinneach Sutharlan, 
athair fhir na bainnse, thighinn air an ath mhadainn an 
dcigh a1 phhsaidh, agus Rob Donn ionndrainn, thubhairt 
e ri Iain Mac-Eachuinn, gu’m b’ fhearr cuireadh athoirt 
do ’n bhard ’n a thrath, no gu ’n cluinnte sgeula mu 
’n bhanais f'athast. Bha fios aig Iain Mac-Eachuinn, nach 
tigeadh am bard air ’ailleas-sa, ged chuireadh e flosair. 
An sin chuir na h-uaislean uile, ’n an ainm fein, fios air, 
agus mur tigeadh a leis an teachdaircachd sin, gu ’n 
rachadh iad fein uile g’ a shireadh. Thainig Uob.Donn gu 
toileach ; oir bha mbr speis aig do dh-Iain Mac-Eachuinn, 
’s d’ a theaghlach, ged thainig eadar iad aig an am sin. 
Air an t-slighe dh-ionnsuidh taigh na bainnse, dh-fhoigh- 
nich Rob Donn ris an teachdaire thainig d' a iarraidh. 
An do thachair ni amhuilteach’s am bith ’n am measg o 
thhisich a’ bhanais ? Thuirt an teachdaire nach cual e-san 
tch aon rud—Gu ’n do chain “ Mac Ruaraidh beag,” 
gille thainig an cois fhir na bainnse, a bhriogais. Bu leoir 
so leis a’ bhard, agus mu 'n d’ rainig e taigh na bainnse, 
ged nach robh ann ach astar da mhile, bha ’n t-bran 
dcanta j agus cho luath ’s a shuidh e, thoisich e air a 
ghabhailj 

Iain Mhic Eachuinn, 
Ma’s tusa thug leat i, 
Chur grabadh air peacadh 

’S air buaireadh leath’; 
Ma’s tu a thug leat i, 
Cha ruigeadh tu leas e, 
Chaidh t-uair-sa seachad 

Mu ’n d’ fhuair thu i. 
An d' fhidir, 6(c. 

Chaitriona Nigh’n Uilleim,* 
Dean briogais do 'n ghille, 
’S na cumadh sud sgillinn 

A’ thuarasdal ; 
Ciod am fios nach e t-athair, 
Thug leis i g’ a caitheamh,— 
Bha feum air a leithid, 

’S bha uair dheth sin. 
An d' fhidir, §c. 

Briogais a’ chonais, 
Chaidh chall air a’ bhanais, 
Bu liutha fear fanaid 

Na fuaidheil oirr’; 
Mur do ghleidh Iain Mac-Dhumhnuill, 
Gu pocan do ’n or i, 
Cha robh an Us-mhdine 

LUINWEAQ. 

An d' fhidir, no 'n fhairich. 
No 'n cuala sibh, 

Co idir thug briogais 
M hie liuairidh leis ? 

Na luaidheadh i. 
An d'fhidir, 4'C. 

Mur do ghleidh Iain Mac-DhdinhnuiU, 
G u pocan do ’n dr i, 

Bha bhriogais nd againn 
An am dol a chadal, 

'S 'nuair thainig o' mhadainn 
Cha d' fhuaradh i. 

Cha robh an Us-mhbine 
Na ghluaiseadh i. 

Mu Unlearn Mac-Phiidruig, 
Cha deanadh i sta dha, 
Cha ruigeadh i ’n aird’ 

Cuaidh bhriogais a stampadh, 
Am meadhon na connlaich, 

Air a’ chruachan dha. 
An d'fhidir, dfe. 

’S chaidh Uisdean a dhamhs’, 
Leis na gruagaichean ; 

’Nuair dh-fhag a chuid misg e, 
Gu’n tug e ’n sin briosgadh, 
A dh-iarraidh na briogais, 

’S cha d’ fhuair e i. 
An d' fhidir, 4‘C. 

Na’m bitheadh tu laimh ris, 
Gu ’n deanadh tu ghire, 
Ged bhidheadh an siataig 

Na d’ chruachanan ; 
Na faiceadh tu ’dhronnag, 
’Nuair dh-ionndrain e ’pheallag, 
’S e coimhead’s gach callaid, 

’S a’ suaitheachan. 
An d' fhidir, <5‘C. 

Tha duine ’n Us-mhiiine 
D’ an ainm lain Mac-Shedrais, 
’S gur iongantas dhomhsa 

Ma ghluais e i; 
Bha i cho cumhang 
Mur cuir e i’m mugha, 
Nach dean i ni’s modha 

Na buarach dha. 
An d' fhidir, 4'C. 

Na leigibh ri braigh’ e, 
’M feadh’s a bhios e mar tha e, 
Air eagal gu ’n saraich 

An luachair e; 

* Bean Iain Mhic Eachain. 
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Na leigibh bho bhail’ e 
Do mhointeach nan coille. 
Mu 'n tig an labhallan, 

’S gu buail i e. 
Ah d'fhidir, 4'c. 

Na’m faiceadh sibh ’ leithid, 
Bha bann oir’ de leathair; 
Bha toll air a speathar, 

’S bha tiithag air, 
’S bha tcum aic’ air cobhair, 
JVlu bhreidean a gobhail, 
Far am biodh am fear odhar, 

A’ suathadh rith’. 
An d'fhidir, 4'e. 

Ach Iain Mhic-Choinnich,* 
’S ann ort a bha ’n sonas, 
Ged’s ml>r a bha dhonadas 

Sluaigh an so; 
’Nuair bha thu cho sgiobalt, 
S nach do chaill thu dad idir, 

’S gur tapaidh a’ bhriogais 
A bhuannaioh thu ! 

And' thidir, §c. 

ORAN AIR SEAN FHLEASGACH, 

AGUS SEANA MHATGHDEAN, 

MU’NROBH SGEUL IAD BHI DDL A PHOSAUH. 

Tha mhaighdean's an dite-s’ 
l ha bireamh de bhliadhnaibh, 
Is shaoil learn nach pbsadh 
Neach beb i, chion briadhad ; 
Ach’s garbh-dheanta calg-fl)ionnach 
Calbhar r’ a bhiadhadh, 
An gille dubh ciar-dhubh, 
Tha triall ’na gaoith. 

'S e 'n gille dtibh ciar-dhubh, 
Ciar-dhubh, ciar-dhubh, 
'S e 'n gille dvbh ciar-dhubh, 
Tha triall 'na gaoith. 

A Mhairiread, cha choir dhut 
Bhi gbrach no fiata, 
Tha mairist ni’s ledir dhut, 
An cdmhnuidh ’ga t-iarraidh ; 
Ni’s grhinnde cha ’n eol domh, 
’S ni’s buidhche cha b’ fhiach thu, 
Na ’n gille dubh ciar-dhubh, 
Tha triall ’na d’ ghaoith. 

'S e 'n gille dubh ciar-dhubh, fyc. 

* Fear na bainnse. 

Tha ministeir coir ann, 
Is mbran de chiall aig’; 
’M a thaoitear do ’n inghean, 
Gun iomrall gun fhiaradh ; 
Is b’ fhear leis, an high 
Bhi gun pbisadh seachd bliadhna, 
Na ’n gille dubh ciar-dhubh 
Bhi triall ’na gaoith. 

’S e 'n gille dubh ciar-dhubh, fyc. 

Ged bhiodh ann a phocaid, 
De dh-br na th’ aig larla, 
Bu mhbr a’ chuis bhrdin e 
Do ’n digh tha e ’g iarraidh ; 
Suilean a’ssrdn, 
Agus febsag, a’s fiaclan 
A’ ghille dhuibh chiar-dhuibh, 
Tha triall ’na gaoith. 

’S e 'n gille dubh ciar-dubh. $c. 

’S ole an leannan dinid 
An t-dlach s’ ’n a fhionatg, 
’N a laidhe ’n a chdta, 
’N a rbgaire miodhoir, 
A shailtean ’n a thdin. 
Is a shrbn ris a’ ghriosaich ; 
’S e ’n gille dubh ciar-dhubh 
Tha triall ’na gaoith. 

'S e 'n gille dubh ciar-dhubh, &;c. 

Tha pung ann a chi’dleachd, 
Thug blirr air na ciadan ; 
Tha ’aogas ro ghrannda, 
’S e air faileadh ’n t-srianaich ; 
An uair bha e an Gruididh, 
Cha taobhaicheadh fiadh ruinn, 
Leis a’ ghille dhubh chiar-dhubh, 
Bhi triall ’n an gaoith. 

'S e 'n gille dubh, ciar-dhubh, Sjc. 
\ 
Ged tha e cho daochail, 
Is aogas cho fiadbaich, 
Bithidh feum air’s an tir so, 
Air tioman de ’n bhiiadhna, 
A thoirt ghabhraidh air mheann, 
’S a chur chlann dheth na ciochan ; 
’S e ’n gille dubh ciar-dhubh 
Tha triall ’na gaoith. 

'S e V gille dubh ciar-dhubh, fyc. 

’Nuair a bha sinn cruinn 
Anns a’ bheinn, ’s sinn ri fiadhach, 
Bu trie a bhiodh tu ’n sas 
Anns an t-sduce-pan, is biadh ann ; 
Bhiodh eagal air bais oirnn, 
Gu ’n cnbmhadh tu bian oirnn, 
A ghille dhuibh chiar-dhuibh, 
Tha triall ’na gaoith. 

'S e 'n gille dubh ciar-dhubh, 
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ORAN NAN GREISICHEAN BEAG 

Air fonn—“ Cr<> nan Gobhar." 

Chunna.’ mi crannanach, 
Cuimir ri ceannaireachd, 
’N Acha-na-h-Aunaid, 
Cur feannag a cheile; 
Sheall mi le annas air, 
’S shin mi ri teannadh ris, 
Thug mi mo bhoineid dhiom, 
’S bheannaich mi fein da. 

Tha mi ro bhuidheach 
Air chomhairV nam breitheamhnan, 
Dhrbrdaich gach dithis dhiu 
Bhi le aon cheile; 
Faodaidh sliochd tighinn 
An deigh na buidhinn so, 
Fathast a bhitheas 
'N an iongantas feille. 

Chaidh mi air m’ aghairt, 
Is shiiraich e m’ fhoighidinn, 
Feuchainn le a’ lughad 
C’ ait’ am faighinn da ceile : 
Fhuair mi ’n taigh Choinnich i, 
C’ uime gu ’n ceilinn, 
’S a h-aparan deiridh 
Cho ghoirid r’ a fheileadh-s'. 

Tha mi ro bhuidheaeh, 

Tomas a’s Dombnull, 
Sedras a’s Alasdair, 
’S coltach ’n an colluinn 
A’ cheathrar r’ a cheile ; 
B’ fhearr learn te thapaidh 
Bhiodh seachad air letli-cheud, 
Na a faicinn air leth-trath, 
Aig fear dhiubh mar cheile. 

Tha mi ro bhuidheach, Qc. 

Tha iomadh sgeul eile 
Tha againn gu barantach, 
Naidheachd ’g a h-aithris 
A baile Dhun-dideann, 
Nach ’eil uile cho ait’ 
Ann an oibrichibh f'reasdail, 
Ri faicinn nam peasan 
A’ maitseadh a cheile. 

Tha mi ro bhuidheach, §c. 

Tha mise fo chachdan, 
Nach urradh mi leasaohadh, 
Nach i’haigh mi aon fear dhiu 
Ni maitse do Cheitidh ; 

Tha truas aig mo chridhe 
Ri seasgaich’ na h-ighinn, 
Nach faigh sinn aon ieighich, 
Chuireas dithis ri cheil’ din. 

Tha mi ro bhuidheach, Qc. 

Cuirear do ’n eilean iad, 
’S thugar mir fearainn dhaibh, 
’S bbeir iad an air’ 
Air na gearrain’s a’ cheitein ; 
Air eagai am pronnaidh 
Ri fiodh no ri bolla, 
Tha tub aig a’ Mhorair 
Ni taigh dhaibh le cheile. 

Tha mi ro bhuidheach, <%c. 

Tha agam-sa tuilleadh 
De leithid an fhirionnaich-s'; 
’S air chor a’s gu’n cluinnear iad, 
Seinneam air seis iad ; 
Domhnull beag biorach, 
Air pdsadh an uraidh ; 
'S tha dithis de ’n fhine 
Aig a’ mhinisteir fein din. 

Tha mi ro bhuidheach, ^ e. 

Na greisichean beaga, 
Oir’s iad is maoir eaglais, 
Tha diiil ac' mo thagradh. 
Air son magaidhnean beumach ; 
Bithidh mise fo eagai, 
’Nuair chluinneas mi m bagradh, 
O ’n thachair mi eadar 
An sagart’s an cleireach. 

Tha mi ro bhuidheaeh, S^c. 

Tha duil a#«n gur duilich leis 
Mis’ chur an cunnart, 
’S gu ’n do chaomhain mi ’n cuilean, 
’S gu’m bu mhuileach leis fein e ; 
’S ma chreideas mi’m ministeir. 
An deigh’s na dh-innis e, 
’S e’m moneaidh an uiridh, 
Mu mhire na ’n Greibhear. 

Tha mi ro bhuidheach, <|c. 

Tha sgeula r’ a h-aithris, 
Mu Bhaile-na-Cille, 
Gu ’n robh iad fo iomas 
An uiridh le cheile ; 
Am bliadhna n an dithis, 
E-fein’s an cu buidhe, 
Gun triall ac’ gu uidhc. 
Ach ’n an suidh’ aig na h-eiblilcan. 

Tha mi ro bhuidheach, Qc. 



ROB DONN. 207 

’S boidheach am baganach 
Seliras na h-eaglais, 
Chualas na creagan 
Toirt freagairt d’ a eighcachd ; 
Shamhlaich mi ’m tieasgach ud 
Ris a’ ghana-ghartan, 
Cho biogach r’ a i'haicinn, 
’S cho neartmhor r’ a eisdeach. 

Tha mi ro bltuidheach, c^c. 

Tha Curstaidh fo chaohdan, 
Mur bhailich mi ’macan, 
Gu ’n abrainn an garran, 
Ri fleasgach cho treun ris; 
Seas thusa fa ’chomhair, 
Is amhairc a chrodhan, 
’S an te thug an dreobhan air, 
Thomhais i fein e. 

Tha ri mo hltuidlieaeh, ^ c. 

ORAN. 

[Do dh’ fhear chaidh a chbrdadh ri nighin big, ach cha 
bhiodh e toilichte mu ’n tochradh, mur tugadh iad dha 
gamhuinn eile bharrachd air na bha iad toileach thoirt 
seachad; agus air so a dhiitltadh dlia, thresg e a leannan.I 

’S ann a bhuail an iorghuill, 
Air an t-suiridheach tha ’n so sliios, 

Chuir e ’nigh’ air ceile, 
’S gu ’n do reitich iad ’n an dios ; 

Shaoil mi fein n uair thcisich iad, 
Gu ’n cordadh iad gun sgios ; 

Ach chum asraidh beag do ghamhuinn iad, 
Gun cheangal cdrr is mios. 

Sin, ’n uair thuirt a’ mhaighdean, 
Nach foighnich sibh rium fior. 

Is innsidh mi a rireadh, 
Gu’m bu chaochlaideach a rian ; 

Gu robh e cheart cho debnach, 
Ri duin’ dg a chuaias riamh ; 

’S a nis gu ’n ghabh e bhuar dhiom, 
O nach d’ fhuair e ’n gamhuinn ciar. 

ORAN NA CARAIDE BIGE. 

Tha dithis anns an diithaich-s’, 
Tha triall gu dhol a phusadh ; 
’S gur beag an t-aodach ur, 
Ni gun dhoibh a’s icine. 

Hei tha mo run dut, 
Hb, tha mo run did, 
Hei tha mo run dut, 
A ruin ghiV na treig mi. 

Dithis a tha bg iad, 
Dithis a tha bdidheach, 
Dithis tha gun dirleach 
A chbrr air a cheile. 

Hei, tha mo run duit, S(c. 

Ma bhios macan buan ac’, 
’S gu ’n teid e ris an dual’chas, 
Cuiridh e gu luath 
An cii-ruadh as an t-saobhaidh. 

Hei, tha mo run duit, <J'C. 

Cha e sin air aghairt, 
’S arm do Shaghair chaidh e ’n tiis, 

Chuir iad fios ’n a dheighidh, 
Thigh'nn air aghaidh ann a chliis; 

’S e roghnaich es’ an taillearachd— • 
’S i b’ fheiirr leis na bhi pusd’ ; 

O nach d’ fhuair e ’n gamhuinn asraidh, 
Ged fhaigheadh e’m has de ’n sjuit. 

Dh-aithnich mi’s an amharc ort, 
Gu robh do thomhas gann, 

Chunnaic mi air t-iomchuinn, 
Gu robh ’n iom-chomhaiiT ’n ad cheann ; 

’8 nach robh do spiorad diomhair, 
’G a do ghriosadh’s a’ cheart am ; 

’Nuair V fhearr lent gamhuinn caoile, 
Na do bhean, ’s do ghaol, ’s do chlann. 

H-uile fear a chi thu, 
’G a do dhiteadh air do chul, 

Ged leasaich sinn an t-airgead dhut, 
Mu cheithir mharg’s ni’s md, 

’S e their gach filidh facail riut, 
Gu spot chur air do chliu, 

Gu ’n d’ rinn an gamhuinn bacainn, 
Do chontract ’ chuir air cul. 

Ach ma theid a chriisach, 
Sganilt’ air feadh na duthcha, 
Theid prospig ris na suilean, 
Tha duil a’m, mus leir iad. 

Ilei, tha mo run duit, cjc. 

’S mis a fhuair mo charadh, 
Leis na fearaibh as gach taobh, 

A’ mheud’s a bha ’g am iarraidh dhiubh, 
’S nach b’ fhiach learn duin’ ach thu ; 
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Shaoil mi fein’s an fliogbar, 
’Nuair a thagh mi thu a triuir, 

Nach fanadh tu cho t'ada bhuam, 
Ged b’ fhiach an gamhuinn crun. 

AM BOC GLAS. 

On tha mi na m’ aonar, 
Gu n teann mi ri spurs ; 

Gu’n cuir mi mar dh-lhaodas mi, 
’M boc air sheol. 

’S gu’n leig mi fios dhachaigh 
A dh-iunnsaidh nan Catach, 

Gur h-e’m boc glas, 
A bhios ac air an tos- 

PS he fanndarai feininn '6th-oro, 
Hithili fanndarai feininn oth-ord, 

Fa-thel-oth fanndarai feininn bth-orb, 
Hithili shiubhal e, 

Hanndarai kith-horb, 
Fa-thel-bth,fa-thel- bth. 

’S iomadh bganach smearail, 
Bha fearail gu lebr ; 

A chunna’ mis 
Ann an cogadh righ Dcin's’. 

’S cha’n fhaca mi boc, 
Ga tbogail air feachd, 

Ach aona bhoc glas 
A Bh’ aig mac an lari’ dig. 

Pe he fanndarai, fo. 

’Nuair thigeadh am Foghar, 
Co dhianadh a bhuain ? 

Co dhianadh an ceanghal. 
No sgrudhadh an sguab? 

Co chuireadh na siamanan, 
Ceart air na tudanau ? 

Ach am boc luideach, 
Na'm faigheadh e duais. 

Pe he fanndarai, tjc. 

Gu’n tug iad a’ chobhair ud, 
Bhuaine gun fhios ; 

A’s dh’ fhagadh na gobhair 
Gun bhaine gun bhliochd ; 

Tha sine nigh’n Uilleim, 
A caoine ’sa tuireadh, 

’Sa suilean a’ sileadh 
Air son a bhuic ghlais. 

Pe he fanndarai, Qc. 
Note.—This song was composed on a rake in Sutherland- 

shire, who, having got a number of young women in the 
fomily way, was obliged to take refuge in the Sutherland 
fencibles, where the poet gave him the name of Boc Glas 
—a name that he retained during life. The tune is excel, 
lent, and may justly be entitled the first of the Sutherland, 
shire pipe jigs. It was the poet's own composition. He 
also composed several other popular airs of great merit. 

BARD GAELACH. 

ORAN. 

[Do dh’ fhear a bha suiridh air nighinn big, agus fear eile 
bhi’gatoirt bhuaithe ; bha mathair na h-inghinn (a tha 
lauhairt 's a’ cheud rann) 'n a banaraich aig Morair 
Mac-Aoidh, agus e-san 'n a bhuachaille: agus am fear 
bha toirt na h-inghinn bhuaipe 'n a bhreabadair.—Tha 
t-bran air a sgriobhadh do reir dearbh Ghaelig a bhard 
fein oircha ghabhadh e seinn air caochladh dbigh.3 

LUINNEAS. 
Tha 'n giile math ruadh, 

'S e laidir, luath, 
Cha 'n urr' e bid suas 

'S nach d' fhuair e i. 
Tha 'n gille math ruadh, 

'S e laidir, luath, 
Cha 'n urr' e bhi suas, 

'S nach d' fhuair e i. 

F hleasgaich tha ’g imeachd 
An aghaidh na gaoith’, 

Gun ditil aig mo nighinn 
Thu thighinn a chaoidh ; 

Gu’m b’ fhearr a bhi shuas leat 
Am buaile Mhic-Aoidh, 

Na lleasgach na fighe, 
Le fhichead bit laoigh.* 

Tha 'n gille math ruadh, Sfc. 

Cha ’n urradh mi dhearbhadh 
Mar chearb air bhur clann,. 

Gur aim aims na cairdean 
Tha mheirl’ air am Conn, 

’Nuair thdid gach mcarachd 
A chronachadh tholl, 

Bidh Cuigheall an innich 
’S an ime cho trom. 

Tha 'n gille math ruadh, t|c. 

Tha Seumas Mac-Cullach, 
’N a dhuine’m beil speis, 

Tha onoir bho ’leanabas 
’G a dhearbhadh ’n a bheus ; 

Tha fear anns a’ bhaile-s’ 
Gun chol ach an spreidh, 

Tha e ’n uidheam na goide 
Ni’s faide no eis’. 

Tha 'n gille math ruadh, ^c. 

Mo chomhaiiT a nighean, 
’S na suidhich do bhonn, 

Air rud bhios ’n a pheanas, 
’S ’n a mhearachd dhut tholl, 

Tha duil agad achdaidh 
Ri beartas 'n a steoll, 

Le fuighleach an innich, 
’S cha chinnich e boll. 

Tha 'n gille math ruadh, 

* Fichead maide na beairte. 
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Na m t'aiceadh sibh ’in tieasgachan 
Tapaidh a th’ againn, 

Ag iomart nan casan 
Mu seach air na maidean, 

I.e ’itcachan innich 
A’ pilleadh’s a’ glagartaich, 

Cnap aig a’ mhuidh, 
’S an t-slinn a’ feadaireachd. 

Tha 'n gille math ruadh, Qc. 

ORAN FHAOLAIN. 

[Sgalag a bh’aig a’ bhard, air an robh Faolan aca mar 
leas-ainm. Cha robh Faolan ach 'n a chieutair fachanla, 
agus b’ abhaist do dh’ ingheanan a’ bhaird a bhi 'g a thil- 
geadh air a cheile mar leannan.3 

LUINNEAS. 

Gu neartaieh an sealbh, 
*S gu, leasaich an sealbh. 
An t-abhagan mcirblt ud, Faolan. 
Gu neartaieh an sealbh, 
'S gu leasaich an sealbh. 
An t-abhagan marbh ud, Faolan. 

Thig Ealasaid MhoWtidh, 
’Nuair chromas a’ ghrian, 
O ’n eirthir a nios do ’n dithreabh, 
Oir chual’ i ’n a chagaraich’ bheaga aig each, 

An t-urram bha ghna aig Faolan. 
Gu neariaich an sealbh, fyc. 

Thainig oirnn Iain le naidheacbd a nuas, 
Cha chreid mi nach cual’ an sgir’ e, 
Gu ’n deachaidh uainn Curstaidh 
Le briosgadh do Chlurraig, 

Eagal bhi dlu air Faolan. 
Gu neartaich an sealbh, cj c. 

Tha Curstaidh a’s Deonadh, 
A’s Ceitidh nigh’n Debrsa, 
Is Mairi bhuidh’ dg nan caorach, 
’G an deasachadh mbr, gu leasachadh prbis, 

A f'hreasdal’s gu’m pus iad Faolan 
Gu neartaich an sealbh, ^c. 

Tha Curstaidh bheag Dhonn, 
'S a cridhe ro throm, 
Air eagal nach crom rith’ Faolan ; 
Tha Mairi ag radh nach dean e dh’i st.’i, 

Nach ’cil e ni’s feiirr no caolan ! 
Gu neartaich an sealbh, §c. 

An uair a fhuair Ceitidh sealladh dheth ris, 
’S e thubhairt i tein a’s faoilt oirr’. 
Ged nach 'eil mi ’g a fhaicinn 
Cho sgiobalt ri pairt, 

’S arm tha e ni’s fearr na shaoil mi. 
Gu neartaich an sealbh, (^ c. 

Cha ’n aithne dhomh nighean, 
No bean air an fhud, 
A bheireadh d’ an dedin an gaol da, 
O ’n tha e gu siogaideach, vugaideach, marbh, 

Cha bhoc, is cha tarbh, ach laos-boc. 
Gu neartaich an sealbh, ^ e. 

Gu’m beil a’ bhean againn ’n a laidhe ri lar, 
’S i ’g acain gu brath a caol-druim 
Cha chuir i dhuinn tuilleadh 
A’ mhin air a’ bhurn ; 

Ach dheanadh i taobh ri Faolan. 
Gu neartaich an sealbh, Qc. 

Tha bean-an-taigh’ againne 
Leth-cheud do bhliadhnaibb, 
’S tha i cho Hath ri caora, 
’S ged nach ’eil fiacaill idir ’n a ceann, 

Cha lughad a geall air Faolan. 
Gu neartaich an sealbh, ej'c. 

Tha Ceitidh a’s Curstaidh, gu briosgant’ an cuil, 
O ’n tha iad an duil ri daoine ; 
’Nuair bhios mi beartach, 
Gu ’n toir mi dhUbh gun, 

Na ’n deanadh iad rniin air Faolan. 
Gu neartaich an sealbh, Qc. 

Comhairl a bheirinn a nis ort a Fhadaidh, 
O ’n uach ’eil nair ’na t-aodann, 
’Nuair ni mi ’n ath chrathadh 
Gun toir mi dhut greim, 

Na ’n leigeadh tu br * *m air Faolan. 
Gu neartaich an sealbh, dfc. 

Shaoil leam nach labhradh e 
Mu’n a’ bhuntat’,* 
Ach bidh e ni’s paight’ no shaoil leis, 
Na’n tigeadh an donas do ’n bhail-s”na dheann, 

Gu tugainn air cheann da Faolan. 
Gu neartaich an sealbh, <^c. 

* The bard and Faolan being one day planting potatoes 
in a field near a public-house, some acquaintances of 
the former came that way, who went in to have some re- 
freshment, and took hirn along with them. Faolan also 
followed, and got his “shell,** but instead of returning 
again to his work, he went home and told the bard’s wife 
that his master had abandoned the potatoe planting and 
went on the spree, and that he could not work by him- 
self. On Rob returning home at night, Faolan’s story was 
related to him, and befoie supper was ready this song was 
composed on him. 

0 
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TURUS DHAIBH1’ DO DH’ ARCAMH. 

[ Rba Daibhidh so ’n a bhuachaille, agus ’n a aireach, 
aig duin’ uasal araidh, ann am bail’ eile, beagan mhlltean 
bho ’aite fein ; agus ’nuair a bha Daibhidh dol dachaigh 
leis an 1m agus leis a’ chaise, gu mhaighstir, fhuair e air 
bata ceilpe, bha dol an rathad ; ach’s ann chuireadh leis 
an stoirm iad air tlr ann an Arcamh, ’s ged a b’ ann’s a’ 
ghrunnd a rachadh Daibhidh, cha deanadh na nabaidh- 
nean morau caoidh air a shon j 

/ 
Nach cruaidh, craiteach, an t-aiseag, 
A t'huair Dhaibidh do dh’ Arcamh, 
Dh-fhalbh an caise, ’s a’ cheilp, a’s e-f'ein. 

Nach cruaidh, &c. 

O ’n chaidh a bhas dheanamh cinntearh, 
Shuas mu bhraighe Loch-Uinnseard, 
Gu’m bu ghinreach giith minn as a dheigh. 

O ’n chaidh, &c. 

Thubhairt nigh’n Dho’uill’Ic Fhiunnlaidh, 
Ris an t-Siorramh neo-shunndach, 
Dearbh ciia mliise an t-aon neach tha ’n eis. 

Thubhairt nigh’n, &c. 

Ma chaill thusa t’ fhear impidh, 
Chaill raise m’ t*hear aon-taigh ; 
Co nis is fear-punndaidh do ’n spreidh ? 

Ma chaill thusa, &c. 

Bha do nabaidhnean toigheach, 
Anns gach bagh ’g iarraidh naidheachd, 
’Sleis a’chradh bh’orr’,cha’n fhaigheadh iad deur 

Bha do nabaidhnean, &c. 

Ach o ’n chual iad thu philleadh, 
O na cuaintean, gun mhilleadh, 
Shin an sluagh ud air sileadh gu leir. 

Ach o ’n chual iad, &c. 

Mach o acaraich thrailleil, 
Bhios a’ streup mu do cheairde, 
Cha bhi creutair gun chradh as do dheigh. 

Mach o acaraich, &c. 

Ach ma’s has dut mas tig thu, 
'S arm bhios deuchainn a ghliocais, 
Aig an fhear bhios cur lie ort le speis. 

Ach ma’s bas, &c. 

Sgriobhar sios air a braighe— 
>' So am ball ’s am beil Daibhidh, 
A luchd na b-eucoir, thig bas oirbh gu leir.” 

Sgriobhar sios, &c. 

Sgriobhar suaicheantas Dhaibhidh ; 
Ceann gaibhre, a’s cabag, 
Rotach gleadhrach, a’s f’aladair geur. 

Sgriobhar suaicheantas, &c. 

Ceann griomach a bhagair, 
Siiil mhiogach nam praban, 
Beul biogach nan cagar’s nam breug. 

Ceann griomach, &c. 

’S ann tha ’n eachdairidh ghabhaidh, 
Nis mu ais-eiridh Dhaibhidh, 
’S e tighinn dachaigh ’n a stairneanach treun. 

’S ann tha ’n eachdairidh, &c. 

Leis gach deoch a bha blasda, 
Is iomadh biadh nach do chleachd e, 
’S ann is fearr e ’na phearsa mar cheud, 

Leis gach deoch, &c. 

Dh-fhas e stailceanach, puinnseach, 
’S ann is treis’ air gach puing e, 
Cuiribh ’cheist ris a’ mnnaoi aige fein. 

Dh-fhas e stailceineach, &c. 

Tha mnathan uaisl’ aims a’ mhachair, 
O na chual iad mar thachair, 
Chuid bu stuama an cleachdaibh’s am beus. 

Tha mnathan uaisl’ &c. 

A bhiodh dednach gu ’n tachradh, 
Gnothuch coir anus na cairtean, 
Bheireadh oirnn’ dol a dh’ Arcamh gu leir. 

A bhiodh dednach, &c. 

***** 
* * * * 

***** 
* * * * 

ORAN AN AINM D1THIS NIGHEAN 

IAIN MHIC EACHAINN. 

[Td dhiubh air tighinn dachaigh bho sgoil, agus gun 
speis aice nis, na’m b’ fhlor, do ’n ddthaich ; agus an td 
eile, nach robh riamh o ’n bhaile, a’ moladh na ddthcha.1 

Ci a b’ e dheanamh mar rinn mis’, 
Bu mhisd se e gu briith, 

Dhol do ’n bheinn, an aghaidh m’ inntinn, 
Mhill e mi mo shlaint’; 

Pairt de m’ acain, braigheach Mheirceinn, 
’S ait gun mharcaid e. 

Ach Spain a’s copraich, ’s bii-theach fosgailt’, 
’S graine shop ri lar. 

Cha ’n ’eil sebmar aig Righ Breatainn, 
’S taitneich’ leam na ’n Cdrn, 

Oir tha e uaignidheach do ghruagaich, 
’S ni e fuaim ’nuair’s aill; 
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Feur a’s coille, bla a’s duille, 
’S iad fo iomadh neul, 

Is ise le echo, mar na teudan, 
Seirm gach seis a's feavr. 

Cha b’ aite cdmhnuidh leam air Ohomhnach, 
A bhi ’n ri/ig no ’n earn, 

Oir, mur robh strianach ann air bhliadhna, 
Cha robh riamh ni b’ fhearr ; 

Fuaim na beinne, ’s gruaim a’ ghlinne, 
’S fuathach leam a’ ghair ; 

O! cradh mo chridhe, reubadh lighe, 
An t-ait an tighe’m feur. 

Ciod am fath mu ’n tug thu fuath sin, 
Do na bruachaibh ai d ? 

Nach fhaic thu fein, ’nuair thig an spreidh, 
Gur feumail iad le ’n ill ? 

Cha chradh cridhe, air larach shuidhe, 
Fuaim na lighe lain, 

Do ’n gnath bhi claghach roimh a h-aghaidh, 
Is feur na deighidh a’ fas. 

Na bha firinneach dheth t-amhran, 
’N fhad’s bha ’n samhradh blkth. 

Rinn e tionndadh oidhche-Shamhua, 
’S bheir an geamhradh ’shar ; 

Duille shuidhicht’ ban- an fhiodha, 
Dh-fas i buidhe-bhan, 

’S tha mais’ ’n t-Srath’ air call a dhath, 
Le steal! de chathadh-lair. 

Gleidhidh ’n talamh than an t-sambraidh, 
Sin a chrann e ’n drasd, 

Beath a’s calltunn latha-bealltuinn, 
Gealltanach air fas; 

Bidh gruth a’s crathadh air na srathan, 
’S teirgidh ’n caitheadb-liiir, 

Nach grinn an sealladh, glinn a’ stcalladh, 
Laoigh, a’s bainne, ’s birr ! 

’S barail leam-sa gu ’n do chaill sibh, 
Air na rinn sibh chais; 

Dhol do shliabh, gun chur, gun chliathadh, 
’S nach robh biadh a’ fas ; 

B’ fhear bhi folluiseach an Goll-thaobh, 
Na bhi ’n comunn ghrkisg. 

Air mo dholladh leis an chonnadh, 
Laimh ri bolla fail. 

Note.—This is a contrast between the pleasures of a town 
and a pastoral life, as if by two young ladies, (daughters 
of the celebrated “Iain Mnc-Eachuinn”) one of them 
returned from the town of Thurso, where she had been 
sent to school, and the other, yet ignorant of town, up- 
holding the pleasures of rural retirement. The beauties 
of the bard’s own native strath are delineated in strains so 
sweet that we have only to regret that he did not more 
frequently indulge his muse in descriptive poetry. 

MARBHRANN IAIN GHRE, 

HOGHAIRD. 

[Agus e air caochladh ann an Siorramachd Pheairt, ait 
a shlighe dol dachaigh do Chat-taobh ] 

Tha rdgairean airtnealach, trom, 
’N taobh bhos agus thall do na Chrasg, 

O ’n chual iad mu ’n cuairt an Ceann-cinnidh, 
Gu ’n do dh-eug e an Siovramachd Pheairt; 

Dh-aindeoin a dhreachdau’s a chiall: 
Cha do chreid duine riamh a bha ceart, 

Aon smid thainig mach air a bheul 
’S cha mho chreid e fein Righ nam feart. 

Cha ’n aithne dhomh aon ni cho laidir, 
’S an t-saoghal-s’, ri bas, gu toirt teum ; 

’N t-strac thug e an drasd’ oirnn air aghairt, 
Gun do marbh e fear Roghaird do leum. 

Tha Satan ro bhronach ’s cha ’n ioghnadh, 
Ged fhaigheadh e ’n t aon-sa dha fein, 

Air son nach ’eil fathast air sgeul aig’ 
Fear a sheasas dha ’kite ’na dheigh. 

’S fad a bho chunnacas, ’s a chualas, 
Gur teachdaire gruamach am has ; 

Gidheadh gu>m beil euid bh’ ann an daoch ris, 
Toirt rud-eigin gaoil da an drasd’: 

Tha dull ac’ an Cat-thaobh’s an Gall-thaobh, 
Nach urr’ iad a mholadh gu brath, 

Air son gur h e fein thug a’ cheud char 
A fear thug cuig ceud car a each. 

Sibhse tha mor agus mion, 
Sibhse tha scan’s a tha 6g, 

Thugaibh cheart air’ air a’ bhas, 
’Nuair is beartaich’ ’s is laine bhur erbg ; 

Oir thig e mar mheirleach’s an oidhch’, 
Ged robh sibh uile cruinn mu na bhbrd; 

’S cha ’n fheudar a mhealladh le foil), 
’S gu ’n do mheall e Ceann-feadhna nan rdg. 

Rinn deamhnan is triucairean talmhaidh. 
Election mu chealgair bhiodh treun, 

Co bu staraich’, bu charaich’, ’s bu cheilgeich’, 
’S a b’ fhearr chuireadh lith air a’ bhreig; 

B’ e Satan am breithearnh bu shine, 
Da’m b’ aithne gach fine fo ’n ghrein ; 

’S b’ i bharail nach fhaigheadh e leithid, 
Mur robh e’s na Greadhaich iad fein. 

Bu mhath leam an ciontach a bhualadh, 
’S cha b’ aill leam duin’ uasal a shealg ; 

’S ged chuireas mi gruaim air a’ cheireach, 
Cha gabh an duin’ onarach fearg ; 
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Tha Caiptein Rob Gre air a dhiultadh, 
Le breitheanas Prionnsa nan cealg ; 

Rinn coimeasgadh Reothach a chumadh, 
Gu nails’ agus duinealas gharg. 

Tha breugan a’s cuir air am fJigail, 
Do ’n fhear a’s fearr talann g' an inns’ ; 

Cha cheadaich a' chuis e do Bbatair, 
Tha onoir a’s ardan ’n a ghrld ; 

Ge comasach lain a bhrathair, 
Cha ’n fhaigh e an drasd’ i chion aois ; 

Ach an sin gheibh e obair an t-Satain, 
Ceart comh-luath’s is bas do fhear Chraoich. 

M A R B H R ANN, 

UILLIEM MHUILLEIR, AN CEABD. 

O ’nuair’s a chaidh Uilleam fo ’n uir, 
Gur tearc againn suil tha gun dour, 
Do mhuilleir, a bhrachair, no ’chbcair, 
No ’mhnathan da ’n nos hhi ri spreidh ; 
Cha mhodha na clamhain a’s gaothair, 
Tha snbhach’s an fhoghar-s’ ’n a dheigh; 
Air son gu’m buin iomall na cloinne, 
Gach ubh a’s gach eireag dhaibh fein. 

’S glan a tha ’n talamhs-s’ ’n a fhasach, 
O ’nuair chaidh thu bas o cheann mios; 
Ge maiseach na macain so dh-fhag thu, 
Cha seas iad dhuinn t-aitse ’n an dios ; 
’S ann a tha acuinn do cheairde, 
Mar rud chaidh ’n an claraibh's an diosg , 
An t-brd a’s am balg ris an teine, 
An rusp, a’s an t-innein, ’s an t-iosp. 

'S giorra mo sgil,, na mo dhiirachd, 
Gu innseadh do chliu mar is coir ; 
’S minig a dhearc mi do chruinn-leum 
Do ’n aite’m bu chinntich’ do Ion ; 
Sgiathan do chota fo t-achlais. 
Is neul an tombac’ air do shrdin ; 
Bhiodh gaoir aig na coin ’g a do ruith, 
Agus mlr air dhroch bhruich aim do dhbrn. 

Air fhad’s a theid cliu ort a leantuinn, 
Cha ’n urrainn mi chantainn gu lebir ; 
’S tudh-fhuineadh,aghuiteadh, 's achriathradh, 
’S tu dh-itheadh, ’s a dh-iarradh an cdrr ; 
’S tu rachadh do ’n t-sruthan a chlisgeadh, 
’Nuair ghabhadh na h-uisgean gu lim : 
Bu choltach ri rapas na seilcheig, 
An easgann mu thimcheall do bhebil. 

Cha’n aithne dhomh neach feadh na talmhainn- 
A’ choiteir, a’ shearbhant, no ’thuath, 
Nach ionndraineadh Uilleam, as aodann 
Oir shiubhiadh e ’n sgire ri uair ; 
Nis o ’n a chual iad gu ’n deach’ e, 
Tha rud-eigin smal air daoin’ uails’, 
Air son nach ’eil neach ac’s a’ mhachair, 
A ghlanas taigh-cac no poit fhuail. 

M A R B H R A N N, 

DO THR1UIR SHE ANN FHLEASGACH. 

[CLANN FHIR TAIGH RUSPU1NN.] 

Aia fonn—’’ Latha ’ siubhal sleibhe dhomh.” 

’N an laidhe so gu h-iosal, 
Far na thiodhlaic sinn an triuir, 

Bha fallain, laidir, inntinneach, 
’Nuair d’ inntrig a’ bhliadhu’ ur ; 

Cha deach’ seachad fathast, 
Ach deich latha dh’i o thus ;— 

Ciod fhios nach tig an teachdair-s’ oirnn, 
Ni’s braise na ar diiil? 

Am bliadhna thim’ bha dithis diubh, 
Air tighinn o ’n aon bhroinn, 

Bha iad ’n an d;i chomrad, 
O choinnich iad ’n an cloinn ; 

Cha d’ bhris an t-aog an comunn ud, 
Ged bu chomasach dha ’n roinn, 

Ach ghearr e snaith’n na beath-s’ ac’. 
Gun dail ach latha’s oidhch’. 

Aon duine’s bean o 'n tainig iad, 
Na braithrean ud a chuaidh, 

Bha an aon bheatha thimeil ah’, 
’S bha ’n aodach de ’n aon chlbimh ; 

Mu ’n aon uair a bhasaich iad, 
’S bha ’n nhdur d’ an aon bhuaidh ; 

Chaidh ’n aon siubhal dhaoine leo, 
’S chaidh ’n sineadh’s an aon uaigh. 

Bu daoine nach d’ rinn briseadh iad, 
Le fiosrachadh do chach ; 

’S cha mho a rinn iad aon dad, 
Ris an can an saoghal gras ; 

Ach ghineadh iad, a’s rugadh iad, 
Is thogadh iad, a’s dh-fhas— 

Chaidh strac de ’n t-saoghal tharais orr’, 
’S mu dheireadh fhuair iad bas. 

Nach ’eil an guth so labhrach, 
Ris gach aon neach againn beb ? 

Gu h-iiraidh ris na seann daoine, 
Nach d’ ionnsuich an staid phbsd’j 
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Nack gabh na tka ’nan dleasanas, 
A dkeasackadk no Ion, 

Ack caomknadk ni gu falair dkaibk, 
S a’ falack an cuid oir. 

Cka ckaitk iad fein na rinn iad, 
Agus oigkreachan cka dean, 

Ack ulaidknean air skliabk ac’, 
Bhios a’ kiadbadk ckon a's eun ; 

Tka iad fo ’n aon diteadk, 
Fo nack robk, ’s nach bi mi fhein, 

Gur duirche, taisgte ’n t-br ac’, 
Na ’nuair bha e ’n tbs’s a mheinn. 

Barail ghlic an Ard-Righ— 
Oh-fhag e pairt de bhuidhean gann, 

Gu t'eucbainn iochd a’s oileanachd, 
D’ an dream d’ an tug e meall; 

C’ arson nach tugta pdrsan, 
Dhe ’n cuid stbrais aig gach iim, 

Do bhochdau an Ti dkebnaicheadb, 
An corr a chur ’na ckeann ? 

An deigh na rinn mi riisgudh dhuibh, 
Tha duil agam gun iochd, 

’S a liuthad facal firinneach 
A dhirich mi ’n ur n-uchd, 

Tha eagal orm nach eisd sibk, 
Gu bhi feumail do na bhochd ;* 

Ni’s mb na rinn na deasgaich ud, 
A sheachduin gus a nochd. 

’S ni tha cinnt’ gur heart’ chunnairt, 
Nach dean duine tka aosd’ e, 

’S ged a bheirt’ de ’n al 6g e, 
’S tearc tha bed fear a chi e. 

Dearbh cha b’ ionann do bheatha, 
’S do dh’ fhir tka fathast an caomknadk, 

Thionail airgead a’s fearann, 
’S bi’dh buidhean eile ’g an sgaoiieadk ; 

Bhios iad fein air an gearradh, 
Gun ghuth an caraid ’g an caoineadh, 

Air nach ruig dad do mholadh, 
Ach “ Seall sibh fearann a dhaor iad.” 

Tha iad laghail gu litrcil, 
’S ’n an deibhtearan geura, 

Is iad a’ paidheadh gu moltacb, 
Na bhios ac’ air a chdiie ; 

Ach an cdrr, theid a thasgaidh, 
Gur cruaidh a cheiltiun o ’n fheile, 

Is tha ’n sporan’s an suilean, 
Cheart cho duint’ air an fheumach. 

Leis an leth-onoir riataich-s’, 
Tha na ciadan diubh faomadh, 

Leis am fearr bhi fo fhiuchan, 
Fad aig Dia na aig daoiue ; 

Thig fo chall air nach heir iad, 
’S e ceann mu dheireadh an diteadh, 

“ C’ uim nach tug sibh do ’n bliochd, 
Am biadh, an deoch, a’s an t-aodacii ?” 

Note.—Two of these bachelors were somewhat remark- 
able, having been born together, brought up together, and 
died within a night of each other. They were buried in 
the same hour, in the same grave, and by the same com- 
pany of men. Their whole study, from their youth, was 
to hoard up money, and had much of it hid underground, 
which they neither had the heart to use themselves, nor 
to bestow upon their friends, none of which has yet 
been found. 

Ach ua’m b’ urrainn mi, dhuraighdinn 
Do chliu-s’ chur an ordugh, 

Ann an litrichean soilieir, 
Air chor’s gu’m heir an t-iil 6g’ air; 

Oir tha t-iomradh-s’ cho teuinail, 
Do ’n neach a theid arm do rbidean, 

’S a bha do chuid, fhad’s bu mhaireann, 
Do ’n neach bu ghainn’ ann an storas. 

MARBHRANN 
DO DH’ IAIN MAC-EACHUINN. 

[An duin’ uasal, aig an do thogadh am bard, ’n a 
theaghlaich, o ’n bha e ’n a bhalachan 6g ; agus bu 
duin’ e a choisinn a leithid a child, o a luchd-eblais airfad, 
’s gu ’n d’ aidich iad uile, gu ’n robh am marbhrann so 
gun mhearachd, agus gu h-araidh na briathran mu dheir- 
eadh dheth, ’s gu ’n abradh gach neach mar an ceudna a 
chluinneadh am marbhrann, agus d’ am b’ ei>l Iain Mac. 
Eachainn gu’n robh e ceart J 

Iain Mhic-Eachainn, o dh-eug tbu, 
C’ ait an tdid sinn a dh-fhaotainn 

Duine sheasas ’n ad fhine, 
An rathad tionail no sgaoilidh. 

* It is said that a wandering beggar called upon them for 
alms seven days previous to their death, whom they re- 
fused to relieve, a circumstance at which the bard hints 
above. 

Fhir tha ’n latha’s an comas, 
Ma’s aill leat alia tha fiughail, 

So an tim mu do choinneamh, 
An coir dhut greimeachadh dlu ris ;— 

Tha thu’m batal a’ bhais, 
A thug an t-Armunn-s’ do ’n uir uainn, 

Glacadh gach fear agaibh ’oifig, 
’S mo lamh-s’ gu ’n cothaich i cliu dhuibh. 

Oir ged tha cuid a bhios fachaid, 
Air an neach a tha fialaidh, 

’S i mo bharail-s’ gur achdaidh 
Bu chhir an achuing so iarraidh ;— 

Gu'm bu luath thig na linnean, 
Ni chuid a’s sine dhinn ciallach, 

Nach dean sinn iobairt do bhith-bhuantachd, 
Air son tri fichead de bhliadhnach’. 
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:S lionmhor neach bha gun socair, 
A ohuir thu ’n stoc le do dheilig, 

Agus bath-ghiollan gdrach, 
Thionail eblas le t-eisdeachd ; 

Dearbh oha ’n aithne dhomh aon neach, 
Mach o umaidhnean spi^idhe, 

Nach ’eil an inntinn fo cudthrom, 
Air son do chuid, no do cheile. 

Fhir nach d’ ith mir le taitneas, 
Na’m b’ ebl dut acrach’s an t-saoghal, 

Fhir a chitheadh am feumach, 
Gun an eigh’ aig’ a chluinntinn ; 

B’ fhearr leat punnd dheth do chuid bhuat, 
Na unnsa cuid-throim air t-inntinn ; 

Thilg thu t-aran’s na h-uisgean, 
’S gheibh do shliochd iomadh-lillt’ e. 

Chi mi ’n t-aim-beartach uasal, 
’S e liiii gruamain a’s airtneil, 

’S e gun airgead ’n a phocaid, 
Air an taigh-bsda dol seachad ; 

Chi mi bhantrach bhochd, dheurach, 
Chi ’n deirceach lan acrais, 

Chi mi ’n diileachdan ruisgte 
Is e falbh anus na ragaibh. 

Chi mi ’n ceol-fhear gun mheas air, 
Call a ghibhtean chion cleachdaidh, 

Chi mi feumach chion comhairl’, 
A’ call a ghnothuich ’s a thapadh. 

Na’m bitheadh air’ again fhiarachd, 
Ciod e is ciall do ’n mhbr acain-s’, 

’S e their iad uile gu leir rium :— 
“ Och! nach d’ eug Iain Mac-Eachuinn!” 

Chi mi ’n t-iomadaidh sluaigh so, 
’N an culaidh-thruais chionn’s nach bed thu, 

’S ged e ’n call-s’ a tha ’n uachdar, 
Chi mi buannachd nan diach ;— 

O ’n a thaisbean domli’m bliadhna, 
lomadh biadhtach nach b’ ebl domh, 

Mar na reannagan riallaidh, 
An deigh do ’n ghrian a dhol fo orr’. 

’S trie le marbhrannan moltach, 
A bhios cleachdach’s na duthchaibh-s’, 

Gu’m bi coimeasgadh masguill, 
Tigh’nn a steach annt’ ’n a bhriichdan 

Ach ged robh mis’ air mo mhionnan, 
Don T1 tha cumail nan duilean, 

Cha do luaidh mu ’n duine-s’, 
Ach buaidh a chunna’ mo shiiil air. 

MARBIIRANN EOGHA1NN. 

LUINNEAG. 

'S cian fada, gur fada, 
'S cian fada gu lebir, 

O 'n Id bha thu fo sheac-thinn. 
Gun aon ag acain do bhrbin; 

Ma tha 'n thn air dol seachad, 
'S nach d' rinn thu cleachdadh air clioir, 

Ged nach ddil dut ach seachdtiin, 
Dean droch fhasan a Icon. 

’S trig thu, Bhais, cur an ceill dhuinn, 
Bhi sior eigheachd ar cobhrach ; 

’S tha mi’m barail mu’s stad thu, 
Gu ’n toir thu’m beag a’s am mdr leat; 

’S ann o mheadhon an fhoghair, 
Fhuair shin rabhadh a dh-fhdghnadh, 

Le do leum as na cuirtean, 
Do na chuil am beil Ebghann. 

'S cian fada. gur fada, cjc. 

Ach na ’n creideadh sinn, Aoig, thu, 
Cha bhiodh ’n saoghal-s’ ’g ar dalladh, 

’S nach ’eil h-aon de shliochd Adhaimh, 
Air an tamailt leat cromadh ; 

’S i mo bharail gur fior sud, 
Gur ard’s gur iosal do shealladh ; * 

Thug thu Pelham a mdrachd, 
’S an d’ fhuair thu Ebghann's a’ Pholladh ? 

'S cian fada, gur fada, Qc. 

Tha thu tigh’nn air an t-sedrs’ ud, 
Mu’m beil brbn dhaoine mbra, 

’S tha thu tighinn air muiuntir, 
Mu nach cluinntear bhi cbine ; 

Cha n ’eil aon's an staid mheadhoin, 
Tha saor fathast o dhdgbruinn, 

Do nach buin a bhi caithris, 
Eadar Pelham a’s Ebghann. 

\S cian fada, gur fada, tjc. 

Tha iad tuiteam mu ’n cuairt duinn, 
Mar gu’m buailt’ iad le peilear, 

Dean'maid ullamh, "s am fuaim so, 
Ann ar cluasan mar fharum ; 

Fhir a’s lugha measg mdran, 
An cual thu Ebghann fo ghalar? 

Fhir a’s mb arms na h-hitean-s’, 
An cual thu has mhaighstir Pelham? 

'S cian fada, gur fada, <J c. 

* “ Pallida mors requo pulsat pede pauperum tabernas, 
Regumque tuires.”—Hor. Ca/tnin. lib. i. Carmin. iv. 
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Ach a chuidheachd mo chridhe, 
Nach toir an dithis-s’ oirn sgathadh ! 

Sinn mar choinneil an lanntair, 
’S an da cheann a’ sior chaitheamh ; 

C’ ait an robh anus an t-saoghal, 
Neach a b’ ils’ na mac t’ athar-s* ? 

*S cha robh aon os a cheann-sa, 
Ach an righ bh* air a chathair. 

VS ciuii fada, gur fada, &c. 

No/e.—Among Rob Bonn’s elegies, it would be difficult 
to distinguish the best. But as a test of his own abilities 
as a poet we would at once fix upon Motrbhrann Eoghainn, 
where he makes his subject a general one—the uncertainty 
of time, and the calls to preparation for death sounded to 
manki d in the simultaneous fall of the high and the low, 
the rich and the poor. The use made of the circum- 
stances that led to it exhibits a poet’s mind. Rob Bonn 
had heard accounts of the death of Mr Pelham, the first 
minister of state. The same day when this intelligence 
reached him, he took a stroll to the neighbouring moun- 
tains of Burness, in search of deer. He was for that day 
unsuccessful; but judging, as a sportsman can on such 
occasions, that better fortune might attend him the fol- 
lowing morning, instead of returning home he determined 
to spend the night, and await the dawn, at a solitary 
house situated at the head of Loch Erribol, that he might 
be the more nigh to surprise his game when morning 
arrived. The bleak dreariness of this spot of itself might 
present almost to any mind a striking contrast to all that 
we deem comfortable, social, or desirable in. life. Here 
was a solitary hut (still standing), where the bard was to 
pass the night. And here was a solitary man, decrepid in 
old age, stretched on his wretched bed of straw, or heath, 
and so exhausted by a violent attack of asthma, that the 
bard pronounced him, in his own mind, surely in the 
very grasp of the King of Terrors. The idea of Mr 
Pelham’s death, called away from the summit of ambi- 
tion and worldly greatness, contrasted with this indivi- 
dual’s state, set our author to the invoking of his muse. 
Ewen was unable from weakness to converse, or even to 
speak with the bard, who, kindling a fire for himself, sat 
down, and the elegy being composed, he was humming it 
over. He soon found, however, that Ewen had still his 
bodily sense of hearing, and his mental sense of pride. 
\Yhen the bard came to the recital of the last verse, the 
qpncluding lines of which may be thus metrically ren- 
dered, though we acknowledge not poetically,— 

“ Among men’s sons where could be found 
One lowly, poor, like thee ? 

And where in all this earth’s wide round, 
But kings, more high than He ?” 

Ewen, summoning the remains of his strength to one 
effort of revenge for the insult in the former two lines, 
seizing a club, crept out of bed, and was at the full 
stretch of his withered arm wielding a blow at the bard’s 

head, who only observed it just in time to avoid it. He 
used, we may believe, the mildest measures to pacify 
Ewen’s choler. He related the circumstance afterwards 
to some of his friends ; and, though others frequently 
spoke ot it as a good joke, the bard could never indulge, 
we are told, even in a smile, upon the subject. He spoke 
of it with solemnity; and did not desire to hear the cir- 
cumstance repeated. Ewen’s elegy has been frequently 
compared to the well known Ode of Horace, “ So/vititr 
acrishicms” &c. ; and had Rob Bonn studied Horace, we 
would doubtless say that he had at least in view the lines, 
“ Pallida mors cequo pulsat pede^* &c.*—Memoir. 1829. 

R A N N. 

[A rinn am bard, air madainn, ann an taigh ministear 
’Shleibhte, air an turus bha e san eilean-sgiathanach. 
Thainig bard de mhuinntir an Eilein do thaigh a’ mhinis- 
tear, agus iad ri’m biadh-maidne. Bh-iarr am ministear 
air rann a dheanamh air ;—“ Sgiath chogaidh, 1m, muc, 
plomb-thombaca, agus Sagart,” Rinn am bard Sgiathan- 
ach so, mar chithear; agus thubhairt Rob Bonn, “’S 
bochd dh-fhagthu ’n Sagart,” agus ann an tiota rinn e-fein 
a’n rann mu dheireadh.3 

THUIRT AM BARD SGIATHANACH. 

A’ mhuc mar bhiadh, 
’S an sgiath mar bhord, 

’S an Sagart nach itheadh an t-im, 
Sparrainn a’ phiob ’n a thdin. 

THUIRT ROB DONN. 

Bhiadhainn an Sagart gu grinn— 
Bheirinn dha ’n t-im air a’ mhuic ; 

An targaid air a laimh chli, 
A’s piob-thombaca’n a phluic! 

* Regarding this elegy, an anecdote is recorded, which exhibits 
the estimation in which it was held by the author’s countrymen 
best able to judge of poetic merit. Mr Mackay (Iain Mac Each- 
uinn) happened to be on a visit to Mr Murdoch Macdonald, 
minister of Durness, when on a Sabbath morning the weather 
became so very boisterous that Mr Macdonald expressed doubts 
whether it were proper to go to church, or to detain the people by 
the usual length of service—expressing a fear, at the same time, 
that if once begun, he might forget himself, and detain them long. 
His guest urged the propriety of not detaining the people—“ But 
I will tell you,” said he, “ what you had better do; just go to 
church, and sing to them ‘ Marbhrann Eoghainn,’—it will be 
greatly more instructive than any sermon you can give.” Mr 
Macdonald’s esteem for Eweu’s elegy did not go quite so far, as to 
cause him to adopt the advice. 
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DONNACHADII BAN. 

Duncan Macintvre, commonly called Donnacha Ban nan bran was born at 

Druimliaghart, in Glenorchay, on the 20th March, 1724. He spent the early part of 

his life in fishing and fowling, in which he always took the greatest pleasure. Although 

he discovered an early inclination to poetry, he produced nothing worthy of being pre- 
• 

served till after the memorable battle of Falkirk, in which he fought, under the command 

of Colonel Campbell, of Carwhin, on the 17th of January, 1746. He engaged as the 

substitute of a Mr Fletcher, of Glenorchay, for the sum of 300 marks, Scots, to be paid 

on his return. Mr Fletcher gave him his sword, which he unfortunately lost, or rather 

threw away, in the retreat; and as he returned without it, he was refused the stipulated 

pay. It was then, and for that reason, that he composed his poem, entitled “ The Battle 

of Falkirk,” in which he has given a minute and admirable description of what passed 

under his eye ; and especially of the sword ( Claidheamh ceannard Chloinn-an-Leisdeir.') 

He endeavours to excuse himself for his retreat, and more especially for parting with 
such a useless weapon ; and he could have entered the army of the prince with much 

more zeal, had he been among the Jacobites. He, therefore, indulges his inclination in 

{ the descriptions he gave. The resentment of a bard, was not, in former days, incurred 

with impunity. The poem was known every where, recited in all parts. The famous 

battle of Falkirk was enough to give it publicity ; and the ridicule so ingeniously, 

though indirectly, aimed at the gentleman who refused so paltry a sum of money to one 
1 who risked his life on his account, was well understood in the whole country. But 

Macintyre was not satisfied with all he said of the useless sword. He complained of 

the injustice done him, to the Earl of Breadalbane, who obliged Mr Fletcher to pay 

| him his wages. 

The first time he saw' Macintyre after paying him, was at a market; being incensed at 
him for daring to complain of him, and more so because of his audacity in lampooning 

' him, he stepped up, and taking his staff, struck him, exclaiming, “ Go, fellow, and com- 

pose a song to that." The humble poet of nature was obliged to submit in silence, to the 
unworthy treatment, and, shrugging his shoulders, walked away. But the pain he felt was 

; momentary; not so the wound of the passionate man, inflicted by the sharp edge of genius. 

It w'as probed by the disapprobation of all who witnessed his conduct, which recoiled on 

i himself as a more severe punishment than he had given to the young poet of rising fame.' 

Duncan Macintyre, being a good marksman, was appointed forester to the Earl of 

Braidalbane, in Coire-Cheathaich, and Beinndbrain; and afterwards to the Duke of 

Argyle, in Buachaill Eite. In these situations he invoked the rural muse, on the scenes 

| of his delightful sports, when he described them in the celebrated poems, entitled “ Beinn- 
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duain," and “ Coire-Cheathaich," in strains that are inimitable, and have rendered his 

name immortal. Good judges of Gaelic poetry seem to be at a loss to which of these pro- 

ductions to give the preference. The first required powers, and knowledge of the noble 

amusement of the chase, and of the music of the bagpipes, to which few can aspire. And 

while we affirm that he was never equalled in this species except by the celebrated 

M'Donald, in his praise of Mbrag, we must conclude it to be his master-piece. And 

where is any to be compared to the last ? which is indeed unrivalled. 

Public schools were but thinly established in the Highlands of Scotland in his early 
days; and his place of residence was distant from the parochial school, so that our author 

derived no benefit from education. He possessed no advantage in reading the works of 

others, nor had he an opportunity of getting his own productions written. One advan- 

tage he had that was common to all lovers of song—he heard the poetry of his country 

recited; and, so tenacious was his memory, that not a line, or a word, of his own composi- 

tion escaped it, which had only been written when sent to the press. A clergyman trans- 

scribed them from oral recitation. The first edition of his poems and songs was published 

in 1768. He went through the Highlands for subscribers, to defray the expense. During 

his life his work came to three editions, and since then, one edition was printed in Glasgow, 

in 1833. 

He afterwards served in the Earl of Breadalbane’s Fencible regiment, during the period 

of six years, (1793—1799) until it was discharged; he was a considerable time in the 

j city guard of Edinburgh ; and after that lived a retired life, subsisting on what he could 

have saved of the subscriptions of the third edition, which he published in 1804. The 
collection contains lyric, comic, epic, and religious compositions, all of merit, and com- 

posed solely by himself, unassisted in any way but by the direction and power of his own 

genius. His poetical talents, therefore, justly entitle him to rank among the first of the 

modern bards. He died at Edinburgh, in October, 1812. In his younger days he was 

remarkably handsome, and throughout his whole life possessed an agreeable and easy dis- 
position. He was a pleasant and convivial companion ; inoffensive, and never wantonly 

attacked any person ; but, when provoked, he made his enemy feel the power of his re- 

sentment. See his verses to Uisdean and others. Neither he nor M'Donald knew when 

to set bounds to their descriptions, and in their satires went on beyond measure. 

Duncan Macintyre lived to see the last edition of his poems delivered to his subscribers. 

The Rev. Mr M'Callurn, of Arisaig, “saw him travelling slowly with his wdfe. He was 

dressed in the Highland garb, with a checked bonnet, over which a large bushy tail of a 

wild animal hang ; a badger’s skin fastened by a belt in front, a hanger by his side, and 

a soldier’s wallet was strapped to his shoulders. He was not seen by any present before 
then, but was immediately recognised. A forward young man asked him ‘if it was 

he that made Ben-dourain ?’ ‘ No,’ replied the venerable old man, ‘ Ben-dourain was 

made before you or I was born, but I made a poem in praise of Ben-dourain.’ He 

then enquired if any would buy a copy of his book. I told him to call upon me, paid him 

three shillings, and had some conversation w’ith him. He spoke slowly ; he seemed to have 

no high opinion of his own works ; and said little of Gaelic poetry; but said, that officers in 
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the army used to tell him about the Greek poets; and Pindar was chiefly admired by 

him.” 

Of his works, the poems and songs composed when following the pursuits of his youth- 

ful pleasures, are incomparably the best. It would be endless to attempt to mark the par- 

ticular beauties in them. The reader must peruse them all in their native garb, the 

natural scenes of his darling pursuits are well known, but in his description every thing 

assumes a novel appearance, and in the enchanted scenes that rapidly pass, we wonder 

that we never observed such beauties before in so bewitching colours. His soul was 

poured out in the animating and interesting strains. His language is simple and appro- 

priate ; chaste and copious. He is most felicitous in the choice of words, idioms, and 

expressions. He was a man of observation and thought, and revolved the subject of his 

study often in his mind. M'Donald is learned, and indicates the scholar on all occasions ; 

he was the pupil of nature. M‘Donald could not compose on the spur of the moment, 

a reply impromptu. There is, however, an instance in which Macintyre proved that he 

was not deficient in that manner. When he composed the inimitable panegyric of John 

Campbell of the bank, he waited on that gentleman, repeated the poem, and demanded 

a bard's gift. “ Noreplied Mr Campbell, “ what reward do you deserve for telling 

the truth ? You must confess that you could say no less of me ; and, moreover, I doubt 

that you are the author; of that you are to convince me ; let us hear how you can dis- 

praise me, and then, I shall know, if you have been able to compose what you have 

repeated.” Well, Macintyre commenced in the same measure, and continued in flowing 

and ready numbers till the gentleman was glad to stop him by giving him his reward. 

Of his love songs the best is that composed to his wife “ Mairi Bhan dg.” It seems 

an inexhaustible subject, in which he pours out the happy thoughts and elevated senti- 

ments of the lover, in similes and comparisons taken from the most delightful scenes of 

nature, and the field of mental enjoyments. The 6th and 7th stanzas are truly beautiful. 

The Lament of Colin Campbell, Esq. of Glenure, would alone immortalize his name. 

The subject was well adapted to awaken melancholy feelings of the most poignant nature. 

Mr Campbell fell the victim of envy and ill-will, arising from ill-founded suspicion. 

What pathos and tenderness! The mournful strains that so eloquently describe the fatal 

events were not those of a mercenary bard ; they were the painful feelings of a foster- 

brother, poured out in the most earnest and pathetic effusions of a mind alive to the senti- 

ments of an unfeigned sympathy. 

His final leave of the mountains, dated 19th September, 1802, is full of tenderness, and 

sentiment, appropriate to his age and reminiscences. 
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ORAN DO BHLAR NA H-EAGLAISE BRICE.* 

Aia fonn—“ Alasdair d Glcanna- Garadh.” 

Latha dhuinn air machair Alba, 
Na bha dh-armailt aig a chuigse, 
Thachair iad oinine na veubail, 
’S bu neo-eibhiun leinn a chuideachd ; 
’Nuair a chuir iad an ratreut oirnn, 
’S iad ’uar deigh a los ar murtadb, 
’S mur deanamaid team le’r casan, 
Cha tug sinne srad le’r musgan. 

’S a dol an coinneamh a Phrionnsa, 
Gu’m bu shunndach a bha sinne, 
Shaoil sinn gu'm t'aigheamaid cuis dheth, 
’S nach ro dhuinn, ach dol g’a sireadh ; 
’Nuair a bhuail iad air a eheile, 
’S ai d a leumamaid a pilleadh, 
’S ghabh sinn a mach air an abhainn, 
’S dol g'ar n-amhaich ann san liune. 

’N am do dhaoine dol nan eideadh, 
Los na reabalaich a philleadh, 
Cha do shaoil sinn, gus na gheill sinn, 
Gur sinn fein a bhite ’g iomain ; 
Mar gu'n rachadh cu ri caoirich, 
’S iad ’nan ruith air aodainn glinne, 
’S ann mar sin a ghabh iad sgaoileadh 
Air an taobh air an robh sinne. 

Sin ’nuair thainig each ’sa dhearbh iad 
Gu’m bu shearbh dhuinn dol nan cuideachd ; 
Se’n trap Ghallda g’an robh chilli sin, 
Bha Column gun cheaun air cuid diubh : 
’Nuair a thachair ribh Clann-Domhnuill, 
Chum iad c’umhail air an uchdan, 
Dh-fhag iad creucbdan air an reubadh, 
’S cha leighiseadh leigh an cuislean. 

Bha na h-eich gu cruitheach, srianach, 
Girteach, iallach, fiamhach, trupach ; 
’S bha na fir gu h-armach, fdghluimt’, 
Air an sonnrachadh gu murta. 
’Nuair a dh-aom sinn bharr an t-sleibh’, 
Is mdran feum againn air furtach, 
Na bha beo bha cuid dhiubh leoint’, 
’S bha sinu brdnach mu ’na thuit aim. 

Dh-eirich fuathas aim san ruaig dhuinn, 
’Nuair a ghluais an sluagh le leathad ; 
Bha Prionns’ Tearlach le chuid Frangach, 
’S iad an geall air teach d ’nar rathad : 

* This is the author’s first song. 

Cha d’ fhuair sinn facal comand’ 
A dh-iarraidh ar naimhdean a sgathadh ; 
Ach comas sgaoileadh feadh an t-saoghail, 
’S cuid againn gu’n fhaotain lhathasd. 

Sin ’nuair thainig mise dhachaigh 
Dh-ionnsuidh Ghilleaspuig o’n Chrannaich, 
’S aim a bha e ’n sin cho fhiata, 
Ri broc liath a bhiodh an garraidh ; 
Bha e duilich ami sau am sin, 
Nach robh ball aige r’a tharruinn, 
’S mur an diubhail na bha dhi air, 
Claidheamh sinnsireachd a sheanar. 

Moran iarruinn air bheag faobhair, 
Gu’m be sud aogas a chlaidheimh ; 
’Se gu lubach, leumnach, bearnach, 
’S bha car cam ann, aim san amhaich ; 
Dh-f'hhg e mo chruachainse bruite 
Bhi ’ga ghiulan t'eadh an rathaid, 
’S e cho trom ri cabar fearna, 
’S mairg a dh-l'hairdeadh an robh rath air. 

’Nuair a chruinnich iad nan ceudan 
’N lii sin air sliabh na h-eaglais, 
Bha ratreud air luchd na Beurla, 
’S ann daibh fein a b’ eigin teicheadh ; 
Ged’ a chaill mi aim san am sin 
Claidheamh ceannairt Chloinn-an-Leasdair ; 
Claidheamh bearnach a mhi-fbortain, 
’S aim bu choltach e ri greidlein. 

Am ball-teirmeisg a bha meirgeach, 
Nach d'rinii seirbheis a bha dleasach ; 
’S beag an diubhail leam r’a chunntadh, 
Ged’ a dh-ioimdraiu mi mu fheasgar, 
An claidheamh dubh nach d’fhuair a sguradh, 
’S neul an t-suthaidh air a leath-taobh ; 
’S beag a b’fhiu e’s eair lubadh, 
’S gu’m b’e diuthadh a bhuill-deis e. 

An claidheamh braoisgeach, bh’aig na daoine, 
Nach d’rinn caonnag’s nach tug buillean, 
Cha robh eugas air an t-saoghal, 
’S mairg a shaoraich leis an cuimeasg ; 
An claidheamh dubh air ’n robh an t-almhleas, 
Gu’n chrios, gun chrambait, gun duille, 
Gu’n roinn, gun fhaobhar, gun cheana-bheart, 
’S mairg a tharladh leis an cunnart. 
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Thug mi learn an claidheamh bearnach, 
’S b’olc an asuinn e sa’ chabhaig, 
Bhi ga ghiulan ar mo shliasaid, 
’S mairg mi riamh a thug o'n bhail’ e ; 
Cha toir e stobadh no sathadh, 
’S cha robh e laidir gu gearradh ; 
Gu’m b’e diuthadh a bhuill airm e, 
’S e air meirgeadh air an fharadh. 

Chruinnich uaislean EaiTaghaeil, 
Armaillt laidir de Mhalisi, 
’S chaidh iadmu choinneamhphrionns’ Tearlach, 
’S duil aca r’a champ a bhristeadh ; 
’S ioma fear a bh* ann san ait ud 
Nach robh sabhailt mar bha mise, 
A'mheud sa dh-fhag sinn ann san iiraich, 
Latha blar na h-Eaglais’-brice. 

ORAN DO’N MHUSG. 

Aia fonn—“ Mo dhuth an Tomaidh." 

’S iomaoh car a dh-fheudas, 
Thigh'n air na fearaibh, 

Is theag’ gu’n gabh iad gaol 
Ah’ an te nach faigh iad ; 

Thug mi hchead bliadhna 
Do’n chiad te ghabh mi, 

Is chuir i rithisd ciil rium, 
Is bha mi falamh. 

Is thainig mi Dhun-eidcann 
A dh-iarraidh leannain. 

Is thuirt an Caiptein Caimbeul, 
'S e 'n geard a bhaile, 

Gu'm b’aithne dha banntrach 
Ann Mte falaich, 

’S gu’n deanadh e bird 
Air a cur a’m’ charabh. 

Rinn e mar a b’abhaist 
Cho mhath’s a ghealladh, 

Thug e dhomh air laimh i, 
’S am paigheadh mar ri; 

Is ge b’e bhi’s a fedraich 
A h-ainm no sloinneadb, 

Their iad rithe Sebnaid, 
'S b’e Debrsa seannair. 

Tha i soitheamh, suairce, 
Gun ghruaim, gun smalan, 

Is i cho ard an uaisie 
Ri mnaoi san fhearann ; 

Is culaidh a m’ chumail suas i, 
O’n tha mar rium, 

Is mdr an t-aobhar smuairein 
Do’n fhear nach faigh i. 

Leig mi dhiom Nic-cdiseam 
Ged' tha i maireann, 

Is leig mi na daimh chrbcach 
An taobh bha ’n aire, 

Is thaobh mi ris an bg mhnaoi, 
’S aim learn nach aithreach 

Cha n’eil mi gu’n stbras 
O’n phds mi ’n ainnir. 

Bheir mi fhein mo bhriathar 
Gum beil i ro mhath, 

Is nach d’aithnich mi riamh oirro 
Cron am falach, 

Ach gu foinneamh, finealta, 
Direach, fallain, 

Is i gu’n ghabid gu’n, ghiomh, 
Gu’n char fiar, gu’n chamadh. 

Bithidh i air mo ghiulan, 
’S gur math an airidh, 

Ni mi fhein a sguradh 
Gu math’s a glanadh ; 

Chuirinn ri an t>ui)leadh 
Ga cumail ceanalt, 

Is cuiridh mi ri m’ shuil i, 
’S cha diult i aingeal. 

’Nuair bhios cion an stdrais 
Air daoine ganna, 

Cha leigeadh nigh’n Dhebrsa 
Mo phbca falamh ; 

Cumaidh i rium bl 
Ann's na taighean leanna, 

’S paidhidh i gach stbpan 
A ni mi cheaunach. 

Ni i mar bu mhiann learn 
A h-uile car dhomh, 

Cha ’n innis i breug dhomh, 
No sgeula mearacbd ; 

Cumaidh i mo theaghlach 
Cho math’s bu mhath learn, 

Ge nacb dean mi soatbair 
No obair shalach. 

Sgithich mi ri gniomh, 
Ged’ nach d’rinn mi earras, 

Thug mi bbid nach b’ fhiach learn, 
Bhi ann a’m sgalaig ; 

Sguiridh mi g’am phianadh, 
O’n thug mi ’n aire, 

Gur h-e’n duine diomhain 
Is faide mhaireas. 



DONNACHADH BAN. 221 

’S i mo bheanag ghaolach 
Nach dean mo mhealladh, 

Foghnaidh i dhomh daonnan 
A dheanamh arain ; 

Clia bhi faillinn aodaieh 
Orm no anart, 

'S chaidh curam an t-saoghail 
A nis as m’aire ! 

MOLADH BEINN-DORAIN. 

Air fonn—“Piobaireachd." 

Urlar. 

An t-urram thar gach beinn 
Aig Beinn-dbrain ! 
Na chunnaic mi fo ’n ghrein, 
Si bu bhoiche learn ; 
Monadh fada, reidh, 
Cuile’m faighte t’eidh, 
Soiileireachd an t-sleibhe 
Bha mi sonnrachadh; 
Doireachan nan geug, 
Coill’ anns am bi feur, 
’S foineasach an spreidh, 
Bhios a chbmhnaidh aim ; 
Greadhainn bu gheal ceir, 
Faoghaid air an deigh, 
’S laghach learn an sreud 
A bha srbineiseach. 

’S aigeannach fear eutroin, 
Gun mhdrchuis, 
Theid fasanda na eideadb, 
Neo-spbrsail; 
Tha mhanntal uime fein, 
Caidhtiche nach treig, 
Bratach dhearg mar cheir 
Bhios mar chbmhdach air ; 
'S culuidh g’a chuir eug, 
Duin’ a dheanadh teuchd, 
Gunna bu mhath gleus, 
An glac bganaich : 
Spor anns am biodh beam, 
Tarran air a ceann. 
Snap a bhuaileadh teann 
Itis na h-ordaibh i; 
Ochd-shlisneach gun fheall, 
Stoc de n fhiodh gun mheang, 
Lotadh an damh seang, 
A’s a leonadh e. 

’S fear a bhiodh mar cheaird, 
Riu’ sbnnraichte, 
Dh-fhbdhnadh dhaibh gun taing, 

Le chuid sediaidhean ; 
Gheibhte sud ri am 
Padruig anns a’ ghleaun, 
Gillean a’s coin sheang, 
’S e toirt orduidh dhaibh ; 
Peileirean nan deann, 
Teine g'an cuir aim, 
Eilid nam beann ard, 
Theid a leonadh leo. 

SiubUal. 

’Si ’n eilid bheag, bhinneach, 
Bu ghuiniche sraonadh, 
Le cuinnein geur, biorach, 
A sireadh na gaoithe, 
Gasganach, speireach, 
Feadh chreachainn na beinne, 
Le eagal ro’ theine, 
Cha teirinn i ’n t-aonach ; 
Ge d’ theid i na cabhaig, 
Cha ghearain i maothan ; 
Bha sinnsreachd failain, 
’Nuair a shineadh i h-anail, 
’S toil-inntinn leam tanasg, 
Ga’ lanngan a chluinntinn, 
’Si ’g iarraidh a leannain 
’N am darraidh le caoineas, 
’S e damh a chinn allaidh 
Bu gheal-cheireach feauian, 
Gu caparach, ceannard, 
A b’ fharamach raoiceadh, 
’S e chomhnuidh ’in Beinn-ddrain, 
’S e eolach m’a fraoinibh. 

’S aim am Beinn-ddrain, 
Bu mhdr dhomh r’a innseadh 
A liuthad damh ceannard, 
Tha fanntuinn san fhrith ud ; 
Eilid chaol, eanngach, 
’S a laoighean ’ga leantuinn, 
Le ’n gasgana geala, 
Ri bealach a direadh, 
Ri fraoidh Choire-chruiteir, 
A chuideachda phiceach ; 
’Nuair a shineas i h-iongan 
’S a theid i na’ deannaibh, 
Cha saltradh air thalamh, 
Ach barran nan inean, 
Cb b’urrain g’a leantuinn, 
A dh-fhearaibh na rioghachd ? 
’S arraideach, farumach, 
Carach air grine, 
A chdisridh nach fhcnadh 
Gne smal air an luntin, 
Ach caochlaideach, curaideach, 
Caol-chasach, ullamh, 
An aois cha chuir truim’ orra, 



222 SAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH. 

Mulad no mi-ghean ; 
’Se shliinaioh an culaidh, 
Feoil mhais, agus mhuineil, 
Bhi tamhachd am bunailt, 
An cuile na f'rithe ; 
Le killeas a fuireach, 
Air fasach ’nan grunna, 

’Si ’n ksainn a mhuime, 
Tha cumail na cicbe, 
Ris na laoigh bhreaca, bhallach, 
Nach meathlaich na sianntan, 
Le ’n cridheacha meara, 
Le bainne na cioba. 
Griseanach, eangach, 
Le ’n girteagan geala, 
Le ’n covpannan glanna, 
Le fallaineachd fior-uisg; 
Le farum gun ghearan, 
Feadh ghleannan na milltich ; 
Ge d’ thigeadh an sneaclida 
Cha ’n iarradh iad aitveabh, 
’S e lag a Choir’-altrum 
Bhios aca g’an didean : 
Feadh stacan, a’s bhacan, 
A’s ghlacagan diomhair, 
Le ’n leapaichean fasgach 
An taic Eas-an-t-sithan. 

Urlar. 

Tha ’n eilid anns an fhrith 
Mar bu choir dh’i bhi, 
Far am faigh i millteach 
Glan-feoirneanach ; 
Bruchorachd a’s ciob, 
Lusan am bi brigh, 
Chuireadh suit a’s igh 
Air a Idineinibh. 
Fuaran anns am bi 
Biolaire gun dith, 
’S millse lea’ na ’m fion 
’S e gu’n oladh i ; 
Cuiseagan a’s riasg, 
Chinneas air an t-sliabh, 
B’ annsadh lea’ mar bhiadb 
Na na fdghlaichean. 

’S aim do’n teachd-an-tir 
A bha sbghar lea’, 
Sobhrach a’s eala-bhi 
’S barra neoineanan ; 
Dobhrach, bhallach, mhin, 
Ghobhlach, bharrach, shliom, 
Lointean far an cinn 
I’na mothraichean ; 
Sud am pdrsan bidh 
Mheudaicheadh an cli 
Bheireadh iad a nlos 
Ri km do-licheinn ; 
Chuireadh air an druim 

Brata saille cruiun, 
Air an carcais luim 
Nach bu lodail. 

B’ e sin an caidreamh grinn 
Mu thra-neoine, 
’Nuair a thionaladh iad cruinn, 
Anns a’ ghlbmuinn : 
Air fhad’s ga’m biodh an oidhch’, 
l)ad cha tigeadh ribh, 
Fasgadh bhun an tuim 
B’ aite cdmhnuidh dhaibh ; 
Leapaichean nam fiadh, 
Far an robh iad riamh, 
An aonach farsuinn fial, 
’S aim am mbr-mhonadh. 
’S iad bu taitueach fiamh, 
’Nuair bu daitht’ am bian, 
’S cha b’i ’n airc am miann, 
Ach Beiun-ddrain. 

Siubhal. 
A bhein lusanach, fhaileatiach, 

Mheallanach, liontach, 
Gun choimeas ’ga falluinn 
Air thalamh na Criosdachd ; 
’S ro-nednach tha mise, 
Le bbichead a sliosa, 
Nach ’eil coir aic’ an ciste 
Air tiotal na rioghachd ; 
’S i air diibladh le gibhtean, 
’S air luisreadh le miosan, 
Nach ’eil bichiont’ a’ bristeadh 
Air phriseanaibh tire; 
Lan trusgan gun deireas, 
Le usgraicheau coille, 
Barr-guc air gach doire. 
Gun choir’ ort r’a innseadh ; 
Far an uchd-ardach coileach, 
Le shrutaichibh loinneil, 
’S coin bhuchalach bheag’ eil 
Le’n ceileiribh lionmhor. 

’S am buicean beag sgiolta, 
Bu sgiobalt’ air grine, 
Gu’n sgiorradh, gu’n tubaist, 
Gu’n tuisleadh, gu’n diobradh, 
Crodhanadh, biorach 
Feadh coire ’ga shireadh, 
Feadh fraoich agus firich, 
Air mhire ’ga dhireadh ; 
Feadh ranaich, a’s barraich 
Gu’m b’ araideach inntinn, 
Ann an iosal gach teadain, 
’S air airde gach creagain 
Gu mireanach, beiceasach, 
Easgonach, sinteach; 
’Nuair a thdid o ’na bhoile 
Le clisge sa’ choille, 
A’s e ruith feadh gach doire. 
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Air dheireadh cha bhi e : 
Leis an eangaig bu chaoile 
’S e b’ eutruime sinteag, 
Mu chnocanaibh donna 
Le ruitli dara-tomain, 
’S e togairt an coinneamh 
Bean-chomuiun o’s ’n iosal. 

Tha mliaoisleach bheag bhrannga 
Sa' ghleannan a chomhnaidh, 
’S i fuireach san fhireach 
Le minneinean dga: 
Cluas bhiorach gu elaisteachd, 
Suil chorrach gu faicinn, 
’S i earbsach ’na casan 
Chur seachad na mbintich : 
Ged’ thig Caoillte’s Cuchullainn, 
’S gach duine de’n t-sebrs’ ud, 
Na tha dhaoine’s do dh-eachaibh, 
Air fasta righ Deorsa, 
Nan tearnadh i craiceann 
O luaidhe’s o lasair, 
Cha chual’ a’s cha ’n fhac i 
Na ghlacadh r’a bed i ; 
’S i grad-charach, fad-chasach, 
Aigeannach, nednach, 
Geal-cheireach, gasganach, 
Gealtach roi’ mhadadh, 
Air chaisead na leachdainn 
Cha saltradh i cdmhnard : 
Si noigeanach, groigeasach 
Gog-cheannach, sdrnach ; 
Bior-shuileach, sgur-shuileach, 
Frionasach, furachair, 
A fuireach sa’ mhunadh, 
’Sna thuinich a sedrsa. 

Urlar. 

Bi sin a’ mhaoisleach luaineach, 
Feadh bganan ; 
Biolaichean natn bruach 
’S aite-cbrahnuidh dh’i, 
Duilleagan nan craobh, 
Bileagau an fhraoich 
Criomagan a gaoil, 
Cha b’e’m fdtrus. 
A h-aigneadh eutrom suairc, 
Aobhach ait gun ghruajm, 
Ceann bu bhraise, ghuanaiche, 
Ghdraiche; 
A’ chre bu cheanalt’ stuaim, 
Chalaich i gu buan 
An gleann a’ bharraich name 
Bu ndsaire. 

’S trie a ghabh i cluain 
Sa’ chreig mhdir, 
O’n is miosail leatha bhi ’Lnan 
A’s a Dhdmhnach ann: 
Fris an deau i suain 

Bichionta mu’n cuairt, 
A bhristeas a’ ghaoth tuath, 
’S nach leig deb oirre, 
Am fasgadh doire-chrd. 
An taice ris an t-srbin, 
Am measg nam faiiiean dga 
’S nan cdsagan. 
Masgadh ’n fhuarain mhbir, 
’S e paillte gu lebir, 
’S blasda le’ na’m bedr 
Gu bhi pdit orra. 

Deoch de'n t-sruthan uasal 
R’a dl aice, 
Dh’ fhagas fallain, 
Fuasgailteach, digeil i: 
Grad-charach ri uair, 
’S eathlamh bheir i cuairt, 
’Nuair thachradh i’n ruaig, 
’S a bhiodh tbir oirre. 
’S mao-bhuidh daitht’ a snuagli, 
Uearg a dreach sa tuar, 
’S gurro-iomadh buaidh 
Tha mar chdladh oirr’ ; 
Fulangach air fuachd, 
Is i gun chum’ air luath’s ; 
Urram claisteachd chluas 
Na Rinn-edrpa dh’i. 

Siubhul. 

Bu ghrinn learn am paunal 
A’ tarruinn an brdugh, 
A’ direadh le farum 
Ri carraig na Srdine ; 
Eadar sliabh Craobh-na-h-airmis, 
A’s beul Choire-dhainghein, 
Bu bhiadhehar greidh cheannard 
Nach ceannaich am pbrsan ; 
Da thaobh choire-rannoich 
Mu sgeith sin a’ bhealaich, 
Coire reidh Beinn-Achaladair, 
A’s thairis mu’n chonn-lon : 
Air lurgain na Laoidhre 
Bu ghreadhnach a’ chdisri, 
Mu liirach-na-Feinne 
’S a’ Chraig-sheilich ’na dheigh sin, 
Far an cruinnich na h-eildean 
Bu neo-speiseal mu’n fhbghlaich : 
’S gu’m b’e ’n aighear a’s an eibhneas 
Bhi faicheachd air reidhlein, 
’A comh-mhacnus r’a cheile, 
’S a’ leumnaich feadh mbintich ; 
Ann am pollachaibh daimseir 
Le sodradh gu meamnach, 
Gu togarrach mearrachdasach, 
Ain-fheasach gbrach. 

’S cha bhiodh iot air an teangaidii 
Taobh shots a’ Mhill-teanail, 
Le fion-uillt na h-Annaid, 
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Bias meala r’a 61 air ; 
Sruth brioghmhor geal tana, 
’S e siothladh tor ’u ghaineamh, 
’S e’s millse na’n caineal, 
Cha b’ ain-eolach oirnn e: 
Sud an loc-sblainnte mhaireann, 
A thig a iochdar an talaimh, 
Gheibhte lionmhoireachd math dh'i 
Gu’n a cbeannach’ le stbras; 
Air fiiruinn na beinne 
Is daicheala sealladh, 
A dh’fhas aims a’ cheithreamh 
A’ bheil mi ’n Rinn-ebrpa : 
Re gloinead a h-uisge, 
Gu mao-bhlast a brisg-gheal, 
Caoin, caomhail, glan, miosail, 
Neo-mhisgeach ri poit’ air : 
Le fuarainibh grinne 
Am bun gruamach no biolair, 
Coineach uaine mu n iomall, 
A’s iomadach seorsa: 
Bu ghlan uacbdar na linne 
Gu neo-bhuaireasach milis, 
Ti-gh’n ’na chuairteig o’n ghrinne il 
Air slinnein Beinn-dbrain. 

Tha leth-taobh na leachdainn 
Le mais’ air a cbmhdach, 
’S am fridh-choirean creagach 
’Na shesamh g’a choir sin, 
Gu stobanach, stacanach, 
Slocanach, laganach, 
Cnocanach, crapanach, 
Caiteanach, romach ; 
Fasganach, badanach, 
Bachlagach, boidheach 
A h-aiseirine corrach, 
’Nam fasraichsan mollach, 
’Si b’asadh dhomh mholladh, 
Bha sonas gu leoir oirr’ : 
Cluigeanach, gucagach, 
Uchdanach, comhnard, 
Le dithean glan, ruiteach, 
Breac, misleanach, sultmhor: 
Tha ’n fhridh air a busgadh 
San trusgan bu choir dh’i. 

Urlar. 

’S am monadh farsuinn faoin 
Glacach, sronagach ; 
Lag a’ Choire-fhraoich 
Cuid bu bhbiche dheth ; 
Sin am fearann caoin 
Air an d'fhas an aoidh. 
Far am bi na laoigh 
’S na daimh chrocach ; 
A’s e deisearach ri grein, 
Seasgaireachd g’a reir, 
’S neo-bheag air an eildcig 

Bhi chbmhnaidh ann. 
’S glan fallain a ere, 
Is banail i ’na beus; 
Cha robh h-anail breun, 
Ge b’e phbgadh i. 
’S e ’n coire choisinn gaol 
A h-uil’ oganaich, 
A chunna’ riamh a thaobh, 
’S a ghabh eolas air : 
’S lionmhor feadan caol 
Air an eirich gaoth, 
Far am bi na laoich 
Cumail codhalaeh ; 
Bruthaichean nan learg 
Far am biodh greidh dhearg, 
Ceann-uighe gach sealg 
Fad am beo-shlainnt’ ; 
A’s e lan do’n h-uile maoin, 
A thig amach le braon, 
Fiiile nan suth-chraobh, 
A’s nan rosann an. 

Gheibte tachdar eisg 
Air a corsa, 
A’s bhi ’gan ruith le leus 
Anns na mor-shruthan ; 
Mordha cumbann geur, 
Le chrann giubhais fein, 
Aig fir shubhach,threubhach 
’Nan dornaibh : 
Bu sholasach a’ leum’ 
Brie air buinne reidh, 
A’ ceapadh chuileag eutrom 
’Nan dorlaichean ; 
Cha ’n’eil muir no tir 
Am beil tuille brigh, 
’S tha feadh do chrich’ 
Air a h-ordachadh. 

An Cruvluaith. 

Tha ’n eilid anns a ghleannan so, 
Cha ’n amadan gu’n eolas 
A leanadh i mar b aithne dha 
Tig’n farasda na cfcdhail, 
Gu faiteach bhi ’na h-earalas, 
Tig’n’ am faigse dh’i mu’n caraich i, 
Gu faicilleach, gle earraigeach, 
Mu’m fairich i ga cbir e ; 
Feadh shlochd, a’s ghlac, a’s chamhauan, 
A’s chlach a dheanadh falach air, 
Bhi beachdail air an talamh, 
’S air a’ char a thig na neoil air , 
’S an t-asdar bhi ’ga tharruinn air 
Cho macanta’s a b’ aithne dha, 
Gu’n glacadh e ga h-aindeoin i 
Le h-anabharra seoltachd; 
Le tiir, gun ghainne baralach, 
An t-suil a ebuir gu danara, 
A’ stiuireadh’ na du’-bannaiche, 










