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ADVERTISEMENT.

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

stages of society. A people, tlie 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 b}' whom

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

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

in part; and, although none could ever equal the reuo^vned son of Fingal, many

exhibit surprising lalent 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
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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-chaix, or the Songsters of the ancient

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

influence throughout the Highlands.





-^:s^;m

M'aa cuairt biodh lù-cMeas nan laogh.

Ri taobh nan sruth, no an- an leirg.

'S am imnneau beag den cbòmtiraig sgith.

'N am achlais a cadal gun chealg. pa ge- ifi.

Let the frislring of caivos be in mj view bjtlie sideofa stream. or on tlie acliritr of

a hilL and the wanton Icid. tired ofits gambols, rest with its innocence on mv bosom.
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IINTRODUCTION.

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

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

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 cf 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
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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
j

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 Celtae, but the terms Calatae, Galatte, 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

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 ScythcC or Celto-Scyths, the Germanni,

* Appian. Pausauias.

j- A host of original writers, British aiul foreign, have exercised their ingenuity to give tliis word a

satisfactory signiKcation.

J Prichard demonstrates their eastern origin from the language. Sec many curious analogies with the

Hebrew &c., in Maclean's Hist, of the Celtic Language—liitO.

§ Book IV. c. a. lie flourished 500 years, A. C.

il
Livy, Appian, Plutarch, on the Cimbrian war, \c., &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 Celtae 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 countr}' as Gaul.*

Tliore can be no doubt, that local position, commerce, and otiier circumstances, will,

in process of time, occasion so much ditFerence 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.

f

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.

Tlie Welsh or Cumri, from their general appellation of Ancient Britons, are considered

j

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

thein.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 Bretagnc, who

it is said gave name to the island, both being of Cumraeg descent.JJ

* Welsh authorities, and the Highland Society's Report on the Poems of Ossian, App. 309.

+ Thucydides. + Caesar, of the Gallic wars, book. V. chap. I"?.

§ The Cassiterides, or Tin islands, are believed to be the Scillies. See various authorities cited " Scottish

Gael," 1. 34.

II
Ccesar, Diodorus Siculus. ** Welsh Triads and other authorities.

ft Edw. Lhwyd, &c. JJ 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 Mseatae, (Magh-aitich,) dwellers on the plain, whose situation between the

praetentures, a sort of 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 Ibrming 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

were 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 Cael 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 Picts themselves were at last embodied with their more successful countrymen
I

the Scots, but long retained the evidence of their descent in the designation of Gaehve-
|

dians, and Galloway is still applied to a greatly reduced portion of their ancient kingdom,
j

No more prolific subject of literary contention has offered itself to the national contro- i

versialists, than the lineage of the Pictish nation, that powerful division which so long

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

held them as 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. *1[ But reverting to another opinion

not less keenly supported : were the Picts 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 excc))t 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. f Upwards of twenty ctj-mologies are given of tliis name.

J Bede. See tlie arguments of Innes. Crit. Essay. § Eumenius, kc. \\ Galfridus Monumutensis.

TI rinkerton,—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 poHshed structures, but the simple vocables attest the kindred aUiance.

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 Picts, 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 were.f Tacitus in-

forms us, the Gothinian was the Gaelic, and he particularizes two distinguished Belgic

tribes, the Cimbri and iEstii, 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 Getce were Scyths, and these retained the name

of Celto-Scyths,§ when their ancient brethren and precursors, the Keltas, had fixed

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 widely different as the present Enghsh 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. i| The Gothic did not become the language of

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

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 GaeHc language, and in no other. |n 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 II The refugees vrere located

* Quintilian. Appendix to Report on tlie Poems of Ossian. 263. t De Bello Gallico.

J De moribus Germanorum. § Aristotle, Strabo, Plutarch.
1| Gunlaug saga, &c.

% Simeon Dunelmensis, L. II. c. M.
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on the borders and east coast by the policy ofour 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 Scoxi 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,f

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

were the dominant and noble class, the natives or aborigines being considered an inferior

order.§ The epithet was 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.
||

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 of 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."1I

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 liabits of the Scots; Herodotus, Horace, Ammianus, &c., of the Scyths.

t Diodorus Sic, Dionysius Pericgetes. % llicard. Cirencestrensis. § Hede.

11

" Eaters of corn." MacPherson. It is not improbable that this is the term Dhraoiiich, Agriculturists.

Grant's Thoughts on the Gael. 11 The Albanic Duan.

** See the authorities quoted. Ritson's Annals of the Scots, Picts, &c.
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on the south and east sides of Scotland. In Carrick it was only lately extinguished: in

Galloway it was spoken in the reign of Queen Mary 1542— 15(56,» 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.t 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

are essentially Gaelic, and they retain at home and abroad the predilections of their

birth, 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,

i

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 care.^

The bardic effusions have always extolled the golden ringlets as imparting beauty to both

sexes, comparing them to the gracefulness of fiowing 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 aftections and moral feel-

ings are influenced by other circumstances.

* Buchanan, &c. + Chalmers' Caledonia, vol. 1. + Diogenes Laertius. § Pliny, xxviii. V.

II
Herodotus, Ctesar, Strabo, Lucan, Livy, Silius, Diodorus, Tacitus, Pliny, Isidoms, &c., all desci

the Celts as fair. ^ Anna. Marc. x.\vii. 1. Tacitus, &c.
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On tlie 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 Hecatseus, a very

ancient writer, who describes it as lying opposite to Gaul, and being as large as Sicily.

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 which 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 rnor 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 lona, the isle wherein the chief

establishment of bards was placed, which the celebrated Columor 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

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 tlie public ways, and even then the

metrical form was not abandoned, nor did the people find another word for law than verse.+

Strong indeed was the attachment to oral record, but still stronger was the predilection

for rhyme ; even after writing had come into use, the form of versification was fondly

retained. The Brehons or Gaelic judges delivered their decrees in sententious poetry, and

* Diodorus. f Hence the name, from Darach, an oak.

J Wood on the genius of Homer. The Spartans would not permit their laws to he 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 duubt was the connnon 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

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 poenis 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

which 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.

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

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

the legislators of a country, compared with the writers of its popular ballads." With the

Celts the statutes were really poems, and the observation of Macpherson 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 power of recollection,

long afl:ected 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 which 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. Tlie 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 ; whoever 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, 21 o.

•}• The last repetition of a Gaelic genealogy was at the coronation of Alexander III.,

X 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 hospitahty 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 was 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 unsulHed,+ 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

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

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

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,

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,

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

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 tlie Committee of the Highland Society of Scotland, on the authenticity of Ossian,
]

+ Tacitus, kc. X Il^id- <". 53. Amm. Marc. c. xxxi. Lucan.

§ Higgins' History of the Celtic Druids, 4to. p. 27G.
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persecution of their implacable enemies. The cruelty with which the Romans accom-

plished tiie 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 efi'ectually

cherished in their countrymen, aroused the sanguinary vengeance of their ambitious foes,

and the same policy, with 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. Tyrtseus, 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 al)out, 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 tlie 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 were 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 tlie 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 suas, j)lay up ? But they stood in no

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

appease the warlike ])assions 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 forett;!!

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

* Diodorus. + \\'alker'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 relatejd ; 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 which their sires bequeathed, it was for them to

maintain and faithfully transmit to following generations ; and when he warned them that

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

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

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 Rosga cath,

and the Welsh Arymes prydain.J 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 tlie 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 fatliers—sujjport the yielding tight; for the song enlivens war,"

says the king of Morven.

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

was entire. Tlie 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 141 1, 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 lie acquired by his other learned productions. The

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

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,
j

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 IMalvina might be 80 years of age, by IMr I

Davies' chronology, she could well store her memory, less disturbed by tiie 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
I

convincing him of the foil}' 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 scaicely 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

Lom 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 w ith an unwilling clan.

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

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

—

which instilled for many centuries of uninterrupted swaj', 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 we now 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, RIarcellinus, 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 apjilied 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 iuiaginary beings, with 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, 8: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 iuii)ossiblo to form any idea

* Book XV. ch. t). + Tl.e Romans, or Romanized Cflts, 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. Tiie blast of wind waited

for his commands at the gate ; he rode the tempest, and tlie 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

j

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

j

Isle of the west." One day as he sat thoughtful upon a rock, a storm arose on the sea: a

1 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 brigiit ; 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 was therefore with them a natural imagination, that the place of

final punishment should be wrapt in an atmosphere of everlasting frosts. Ifrinnf 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.:{: 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 w onders that no stranger from the darkly heath is come.

* Macpherson's Introduction, 190. f I fuair fliuiim, the i^le of the cold atmosidiere or climate,

J Tacitus. 1. Diodorus, 5.



SAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH

THE BEAUTIES OF GAELIC POETRY, &c.

MORDUBH.
A' Cheud Earran.*

Am beil thus' air sgiathan do luathais,

A ghaoth, gu triall le t-uile neart ?

Thig le cairdeas dh'iorinsuidh m' aois

—

Thoir sgviob aotrom tliar mo chraig.

Co-aois m' oige ghlac an t-aog,

'S uaigneach m' aigrie 'n uamh ino bhrcin ;

'S mòr mo li'on fo lamh iia h-aois.

Osag tha 'g astar o tliuath,

Na dean tuasaid rium, 's mi lag.

Bha mi iiair gu'ii robli mo cbeum

Cho aotrom riiit fein, a ghaotb ;

Mo neart mar cbraig a Chruaidri-mhill,

'S iomadh cath 's na bhiiail mi beuin ;

'S trie taibhse mo iiaimhdean ag astar,

Le ceum lag, o blieinn gu beiiin.

Ach thig am do bhroin-sa, ghaoth,

'N uair dhlreas tu 'n t-aonaoh gu mall.

Cba'n imrich thu neoil thar coill,

'S cha lùb 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 Doiithal,
was both a Chief and a Bard ofgreat 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 pubhshed
in Gillies' CiUection, in two Parts, consistingof the First,
dnd 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.

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 àluinn, a ghrian."

Tha neoil dubh siubhlach na h-oidhche,

Gun aoibhneas aii- chiil nan tonn
;

'S trie iad ag amharc do thriall,

A ghnuis àliiinn tha 'g astar o'n ear.

Ach eiribh le 'r sgiathan o'n chuan,
A neoil dhorch nan iomadh gruaim.
Tha sgàileaii nan sonn o sliean,

Tabhairt cuireadh do'n ghrein gu flath innis.^

Beannachd !o ribhinn chiùin do ruin,

Buaidh le d' shaigheid air gach beinn,

A shealgair, tha talihairt dhomh treòir,

'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 miannaeh dreaeh nam bliadhna dh-flialbh !

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 treubbach borb,

Thugaibh suil o neoil 'ur suain.

'Fheara bha cruaidh aims gach cath,

Cluimiidh 'ur clann fuaim 'ur cliii.

* The Sun was supposed to sleep in Flath. innis. Ihe Isle
of Heroes, in the western ocean, 'the human mind has
been in every age ambitious of obtaining a happy here,
alter. The Kelts, indulging in this pleasantpresentimenf,
sent the ghosts of their dej)artcd friends to this imaginary
paradise.
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'S thig sileadh an sul gu làr.

Tha m' aiiam a soillseachadh le gniomh,

Nam bliadhiia dli-fhalbli, a's nach pill.

Dh-fhalaich a ghealach a ceann,

Bha cadal reulltaii air chul iieoil

;

Cabhag ghaoth a's chuaii o chian,

Bu gliarbh an cath 'bha edar stuaidh,

A's sileadh ghailbheach nan sppur,

N uair dh' eirich co-shamhla Sliailmhoir,*

O leabaidh fhuair sa' gharbh chiian
;

A siubhal air bharraibh nan stuagh,

'S a ghaoth' cur meanbh chath inu'n cuuirt,

Dh' eirich mac an aoig air sgiath

Nah-osaig, gu gruaidh Chraigmhoir;

'S bha aiiail fhiadhaich nan nial,

Ag eiridh ma shleagh gun ghuin.

Ag amharc anuas o- leabaidh fhuair,

Bu mhòr a bridh a bha 'na ghuth :

" Duisgibh ! chlann Alba nam buadh,

'S garbh colg " ur naimhdean o thuath
;

A' gluasad air bharraibh nan tonn,

Tha clanna Lochluinnf nan lom long.

Eiribh ! chlann Alba nam buadh,

'S mor neart ur naimhdean o thuath."

Air sgiath na h-osaige fuair'

Dh-fhalbh mac na h-oidhche gu luath.

Lub an darach garbh fo chasan,

'S chrith gach gallan roi' fheii'g.

" Tionailibh mo shuinn o'n t-seilg,"

Thubbairt Ceann- feadbna na h-Alba,

" Soillsichibh srad air Druim-Feinne,

A's thig mo laoich o ghruaidh gach beiniie."

Labhair Mordubh, Righ nan srath,

'S lionar crag tha 'g innseadh sgeil.

Chuala clann a chath am fonn,

A's leum iomadh lann ghlas amach.

Dh' eirich a mhadainn san ear,

A's dh' iarr i air sian gailbheach gluasad.

B' àluinn, maiseach, fiamh na greine

Tigh'nn amach gu ciùin o'n chuan;
' Boillsgeadh a gathan air airm

Nan laoch mòr-bhuadhach anns gach cath.

Air adhart dh' eirich Ciabh-ghlas tnun,

A's iomadh sleagh air chul Cheann-aird.

Tha Treunmor a tional a shiuaigh
;

'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 iiassing

from the mainland to his own 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.

+ The Lochlins, si;;nify in (iaclic The licsccndnnt of
the Ocean, and comprehend all the Northern Nations who
invaded the Caledonians.

Thug mi fein am òig 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' chruadal feum."

Tliuirt Mac-Corbhui bu bhe.ag cliii,

" 'S trcuu meamnach, Sunar o thuath.

Tha gathan na greine a leum

Mu'n cuairt a dh' eideadh an t-seoid.

Tha suinn gharbh neartar ri tliaobh,

Is ard a choille tha lùbadh fo chasan.

Tha creagan Thir-mhoir beag fo cheum,

'S trom colgar, gailbheach righ Lochluinn,

'S cha toir Siol Alb' air buaidli."

CiABH- Ghlas.

" Imich thus' a ghealtaire chlaoin

Gu aiseiridh shàmhach nam ban.

Tha t' anam air chrith mar dhuille uaitie,

A ghluaiseas roimh anail nan speur,

Mar thuiteas i roi' fhuachd a gheainhraidh,

Teich thusa o na naimhdean 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 mbic gun chliù,

Gu aiseiridh chuil nan daoine crion',

Mur biodh aige-san tha gun chlìù,

Naimhdean nach bu mho na thu,

B' aobhar eagail nach b' fliiù dha

Airm a rusgadh sa chath.

A feith air Clainn Lochluinn o thuatii,

Bi 'n cruaidh lannan fuilteach o'n taobli.

Chualas t' fhacail bu bheag stà,

A mhic an ardain tog do ghath."

Dh' eirich da shleagh gu h-àrd—
Bha rusgadh lann air gach taobh,

Dhuisg anis neart na h-Alba,

Chum garbh chath thabhairt dh'i fein ;

Ach, thainig sgiath laidir an t-sluaigh,

Righ àluitin Albaiini a nuas,

Le corruich mhor, 's le trom ghruaim,

Dh' amhairc e air na suinn Ian fuath.

Bha shuil gu fiadhaich ag siubhal,

Gu dubhach o fhear gu fear ;

Air eagal gu tuiteadh an sluagh,

Borb luath ag imeachd bha ghuth :

" Na ruisgeadh laim a chloinn na fairge,

Na canaibh gu leag sibh sinn.

Is trie dh' eirich sleagh ur 'n athraiche ;

Is lionar an cill air ar tràigh ;

Ach 's aoibhinn duibhs', a chlann Lochluinn,

Leagar Alba le h-airm fein !"

Làn maslaidh bho (heirg an righ,

Shiubhail na laoich a dhuisg an stri

;
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]\Iar (Uià neul tha siubhal air earn,

'Nuiiir shiubhlns a ghrian air rtiiii dhriuchd ;

Dubhach bha na glinn roi 'n ctuin,

Ag ainiiarc an tighinu an deoir nan speur.

Clia 'n tliiii leo an cnoc«n crion,

Tha tiiall chum gniaidh Ard-chraig.

Mav sin a sliiubhlas na suinii,

An coinneamh a iiaimhdean borb.

Air adhart tha ceuin righ Alba,

IMar gharbh chraig an aghaidh tuinn miioir,

'N uair chruinnicheas na stuaidh,

A tabhairt garbh chatli do thuJlte.

Mar ghaoth oidhche shiubhlas air speur,

Thainig clann Lochluinn nan sleagh
;

Cha siubhail osag iia h-aonar,

'S ann comhla tha dubh ghruaina nan sian.

Dh' eirich airm Albainii gu h-ard,

INIar thairneanach tha gairui nan cnoc
;

JMar thuiteas da chlach o bheinn aird,

'S iad tachairt air ùrlar a ghlinn',

Mar sin bha toiseacli garbh a chat!)',

Is iomadh nàmh a thuit leinn.

Bha namhanti a bhlair air an fliraoch

—

I3ha tuilte fala mu shleagh Cheann-ard
;

B' iomadh creubhag a lot Mordal

—

Bu chruaidh. borb, flathail, gach fear.

Ach CO b' urrainn seasadh roi' cheu<J ?

Chunnaic an Righ ar ceum air ais;

Las anam a ghaisgich le feirg,

'S àllt dearg a leanailt a shleagha
;

Bha taibhsean a naimhdean inu'n caaii t,

Ach fad' uaith fein bha na laoich.

Thainig e mu dheireadh nan deigh,

Mar thoiin a tuiteam o'n chreig
;

'S trie a dh' iarr an fliairg air diroadh—
S trie a thilg an stuadh e bho bhonn

;

Tha gàraich a chomh-stri garg,

'S am barr glas briseadh 's a ghaoith,

C uime tha thu gruamach 's an iar,

A ghrian àluìnn 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 ghailbheaeh nan sian.

Ach 'n uair theid fògradh air a ghaoith,

'S theid eaoniiag nan speur gu taobh
;

'N uair bheir thu smaehd air na neoil,

'S a gblaeas a ghaotli air do laimh

;

'N uair sheallas tu oirne nuas,

'S do ehuaeh fhalt àluinn a sniomh
;

'N uair bhios fiamh ghàir air do ghnuis,

'S mòr aoibhiieas 'g eideadh gaeh cnuie

—

'S aighearaeh leinn do bhuaidh 's na speuran,

A's beannaichidh sinn do ghathan, a ghrian.

Imich gu d' leabaidh le ccòl,

Thusa tha measg nan reulltan mòr :

Bheir sinne buaidh fathasd,

Ged' tha sinn a uochd fo leòa.

An Dara H-EAanANsr.

Tri uaircan chrath an oidhche

A sgiath dubh, eheùthach, 's an ear

;

Tri uairean sheall na reulltan.

Mar neoil ghruamaeh nan speur.

Bha osnadli thamailtc nan Jaoch,

'S a ghaoith ag astar pan earn
;

Bha co-shamhia 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 mhor.

Air ard-chraig dh' amhairc an righ,

'S lionar gaisgeach bha fo ghruaim
;

Bha 'n smaointean soillear dha fein,

A's labhair e le briathraibh cruaidh.

Air cuis 'n uair laidheas gruaim,

Tlicid fuadaeh an cridhe crion,

'S thuid fir fhann gu luath fo dhion

;

Togaidh an ealma cheann roi 'ghailleann

;

'S cha blii fiamh taise na ghnuis.

Tha ceuman nan sian 's an doire,

'S cha lùb an darach a ghlùn.

Abraibh sibhse Chinn-fheadhna,

An taiuig sinn o dhaoiue crion !

An ann do gheuga fann ar sleagh ?

() 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' àbhaist taibhse nan naimhdean
Leuin bho osaig gu h-osaig,

Le trom osnadh bhròin nam marbh ?

Tha chlach ud le mointieh liath

A cumail cuimhne air treun laoich,

Ag radh, " Cha do theich ar n' athraiclie 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 AI!t-duibh,

Tri uairean chrath e sgiath,

Tri uairean bhuail e an daraeh ;

" Ainmic bha mo bhuillean faun.

Ainmic fhuair mo naimhdean buaidh
;

Ge d' thug bliadhn' air falbh mo iieart,

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 cheuni air adhart sa cbatli :

Ach d' fliaillig gach caraid um "n cui.irt.

Bha iomadh nainliaid na stri
;

'S thuit an laoch roi' mhile shiai^'li."

" Bcannaclid" ars "an righ, " do'u laocli,

Ach na aonar ni 'in faod e falbli ;

Theid Ceann-feadhna nochd na ling ;

'S dorch do choigrich tamh nam maibh."

Ghlac Ogan Mac-Chorbuidh a sgiath,

An dioinhainn duiiin gu eiridh grein'

Nan' dean sibh feathamh da'r luchd mi ruin ?

An sin do labhair Ceannard treun,

'S trie thug siol Albainii an t-slige chiuin ;

Ach c' uin a thainig has air coigrich,

'N uair a thachsir iad le miiirn ?

Is treubhach, maiseach, linn Lochliiinn,

A's buinig sinn fòs ar cliu.

Ciod uime thuitt-amaid mar neul,

Thig le sgleo bho Hiine bhuirn,

A snamh as air bharraibh nam beaiiii.

'N uair chaidhleas a ghealach fo sbuain,

'S a chrathas gailionn clachan troin',

'S fiamh eagail air rionnag nan slan ?

Crathaidh inhadainn a ceann 's an vhv,

'S eiridh a ghriaii le cuach-llialt ciuin ;

Biodh solus a gath' air gach sgiath,

'S bàs 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 chliù—
Cha 'n abair athair—" mo mhac,"

No gruagach—" mo chreach, mo ruin !"

Lot mo shaighead nchd na ribhinn,

Bha tlachdar thar mhile mnà.

Bha fuil mo chairdean ag cur smùid,

Dhcth na h-airm dliu'-ghorm 'n am laimh
;

Bu naimhdean a dh'-Alba, m'athraiche,

Aig High Loi;hluinn, b' ainmeil iad.

B"aite leam siubbal na fairge,

Thog sia gaisgich bliorb mo bhrcid.

Thainig gaoth le cabhaig o thtiath,

'S thog na stuaidh le feirg an druim ;

Bha meanbh chathadh g-eiridh mu'n cuairt,

S ncoil ghruamach ag astar os-cinn.

Dh' eirich Albainn air bharr tuinn,

* Mnrflialt was a Scandinavian. His history, as given

by himself, is full of the most affecting incidents. Hi«

character is diftinguished by valour in the highest degree,

and unshaken fidelity, to the Chief of Dunarm, who .so

hospitably received him on landing in Scotland, and to

whom he occasioned the greatest misfortui/e—the loss of

his family

!

'S chrath gach doir' an ciabh le fùilte.

Bha sleibhtean gòrm gu ceoimhor, binn,

Lecathadh mil bho cheann ar bare.

Be Dunairm ceann-uighe nan coigreach,

A's shin an Ceannard gasd' a lamh.

'S e beatha claim Lochluinn an Albainn,

'N uair bhios meirg fiochaidh air an lamh,

'S lionar ar teidh, a's Ian ar sligeaii ;

'S tha cliii a's misiieach 'n ar sgeul

;

'S c'uime chitear gruaim air coigreach ?

Chaidh siird le solas air cuirm ;

B' aoibhinn leiun còmhradh ar sith
;

'S bheanuaich sinn naimhdean ar tlr !

Mar ghath greine air madainn chiuin,

'N uair chromar le driuchd gach geug,

Bha Min-bbiis an talla na mùirn,

A's iomadh laoch toirt suil na deigh
;

Ach, thug i a rilii do Mhorfhalt.

Agam cha robh sliabh no suinn ;

Bha mi am aonar sa chath,

Thuit naimhdean Lochluiim le m' laimli-

Thuit, 's cha d' eirich mo chliù.

Imich thusa, ars' an oigh,

Gu cathaibh righreaii ccin
;

Kireadh do chliù-sa fad as,

A's cluiuiiidh iMin-bhas an sgeul.

Raineas righ Eirinn nan sleagb,

A's thuit a naimhdean le m' lainn
;

Sheinii am bard, as tad' thar chuaii

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 ghrailh.

'N tra thraoigh fearg, 's a phill sith,

Phill mi gu oigh nam has min.

'N uair dh' eirich Dunairm gu h-ard,

Bha ghrian na tamh an cluain seamli,

'S a ghealach a siubhal gu luath

O nial gu nial le baoisge geal

—

Thainig guth air osaig na h oidhiciie,

O chirb an doire iid thall.

Mar ghuth na maidne cubhraidh,

Air ai.seag gu m' chluais gu min mall

:

" Imich, 's ma thuiteas tu ghraidh.

Mo shuilean bi'dh silteach gach ti'à."

Chrith m'anam le eagal am cliabli,

Jlar nach robh e roimhe riamh.

Chunnacas Miii-bhas nan ga(d

Le àrmunn gasda ri taobh.

Lilb mi 'n tiubhar, ag radh

—

" A shaighead ruig cridiie na ceiig"

Nior rachadh an laoch an cein,

A bhuidhean cliu do cliridhe 'n ardain.

Rainig an giiin nimhe a taobh,

A's chlaon an oigh-mhin air torn.

Bha cuach-fhalt dearg le fuil.
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C' uime tha t-imeachd cho luath,

Aiiiiiir shuairce 's gile giiiiis ?

Ach dh-fhag thu mliadaiiin òg 'ria t-àite,

Is caomli leth-dheàlrach do cliruth
;

Thar bliadan ceathaich iia leirge,

A dh-fhalbhas ro' eiridh na greine.

An Treas Earran.

Bha briseadh na f'àire 's an ear,

'S theich duibhre air sgiathaii luattiais :

Dh' imich na reulltaii fad as

;

'S bha ghrian a togail a c'mii ùidh,

'N tra thog am bard a ghuth.

Chuir Sunar, Ceann-feadhna nan laoch,

Tlia treun mar charraig nan tonn,

]Mar chnoc air thir-mor nach gluaisear,

Mise thugaibh, shiol nam beann.

Tha fhireiin air sgiathan ro threun ;

'S tha sheobhaig ma cheum gu luatli
;

Bha fhithich ma loma long !

Air imeachd nan cuaintean mòr.

An tabhair ceannard na tir'

A shuinn dhaibh mar chlosaicli ?

Na 'n tuit e sios do'n ghaisgeach,

Ag tabhairt 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 dhàn 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 Ian mu'n cuairt

;

Cha 'n eil ar fuath air clann nam fonn;

A's pill a rithisd, gu foil,

Gu Righ Lochluinn, a ghlòir na(;h àdh ;

Iimis 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 mòr

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 bho thuath,

» The bard, leaving the adverse host, reflected on the
high spirit of either army, and inferred the efTects 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.

Le gaoth luath a's nialta fliuch,

A tuirlinn o ghruaidhean nam bcaiin,

Nuas air aoiiach, ghliim, a's shiochd—
Mar sin thainig Sunar le shuinn.

Bha 'n sgiathan mar nialaibh na h oidhchc

Bha 'n aghaidh mar reulltan a' lasadh,

'S na plathanaibh duibhreach, nialach.

Chaidh neart na h-Alba air adbart,

Mar ghaillbheann thonn le gàir,

Tha g' imeachd an neart nan siaii,

Tha gluasad o chian gu h-àrd.

Cluinnidh am maraiche an toirm,

'S le fiamh theid e na dliàil,

O nach urr' e nis a sheachnadh,

Tha g iomairt air aghaidh na bhàrc.

Cia mar dh'aithriseam fein

Gniomhan euchdach 'iir ii-arm ?

A shealgair Choirre-nan-stiic, •

Chunna' do shuil i\Jor-chreag

A tha togail a chinn gu h-àrd,

'S a gabhail nan nial na chiabh,

O mhulach tha tòirleum a nuas,

Le tailmiich o gbruaidh na craig,

Sruth laidir, tha siubhal gu luath,

Gu cuan, o aoiiach a's ghleann,

'S a tuasaid ri buiniie na fairge;

Ach bu ghaire, a shealgair, an trod.

Mar lùbas a chuiseag fhann,

Fo dhoinionn na h-àibheis fuair',

'N uair bhios buaireas thaibhse dian,

'S na siantan uile fo ghriiaim.

Lùb 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 tràs.

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 lainWi,

Cha seas na beanntan fein le'n coil),

'S le'n stacaibh cragach, am lathair.

Air an fhairge thug rai buaidh,

N uair le feirge do sgaoil an cuan,

Mu fhearann a's fhonn, ag eigheach,

Is bheum gach rutha, a's sgeir bheucach.
Ach 's faoin a labhair thu, chuain,

Bhuirb nan stuadh-ghlasa baoth ?

Nach tug mi fein ort roimhe buaidh ?

'S an seas Ceannard an t-sluaigh so ri m' thaobh ?"
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Sin samhuil do bhriathraibh an laoich.



COLLATH.

COLLATH.

Tha acain am aisling neo-ciiaoiii !

'

An cadal do laogh, athair ?

Is eagal leamsa doinioiin chraidti
;

Tha toirm gun àdli air iia fiatliaiiih.

Ciod e, Cliollaith, f:i t-acaiti ?

Arsa Aosav a ghuth bhiim.

Chunnacas, deir e-san, slige gii li-ol,

Do fhuil nàmh o dhortadli lami.

B' uamhaim do m' anam an gnioiiili !

Ciod c bhrigh, a shiol nan rann ?

Ach 's faoiii so aisling na suain ?

Is faoin neo-bliuau gach uile ni.

Tuitidli an gaisgeach treun na threis,

A's àillteachd gach cruth gu crion.

Mar shruthas blà na coill

—

Mar thig neul daillreach air a ghrein—

Is amhuil sin beatha nam beo !

Clia choigil 's cha chaomhain sinn spud.

Ach, an comhnuidh dhomlis' am thamii ?

A mhic Chollaith, mo ghiaidh, ca' beil thi

Aona mhic mo clieile chaoimh !

A t.aoiiar am beil thu air lear ?

Fair an lann ud air an eallachaiiin,

Mac-samhailt do dhealan nan cath.

Thog Oglaoch an lann so g'a liobh

—

Lann m' athraichean an gniomli nan rath.

Is iomadh cath a"s còmhrag cruaidh

Is cuimline leam a bhi le buaidh.

Fhreagair an sin Aosar nan dan,

A churaidh, a Chollaith nam buadh,

C'uime—ma bitheadh t-inntinn to plnàmh
Bha Oglaoch mar athrai(;hean ti'eun,

Curaidh treubhach e 's a chath,

A' mosgladh air faiche nan cruaidh.

'S e bheireadh buaidh thar mhilc Hath.

A's aosda lag mi nis fo bhròn,

Thuirt Collath, 's a dheoir a ruith !

* Fonar, the Author of this Poem, belonged to the
iIlustriou>; and once powerful family of Collath. He ac-
companied his young f.iend. in his last expedition, to res.
cue Annir, the betrothed bride of Oj^lach, and only child
of Rutha, \vhom 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 mariiage the two most powerful
families of Caledonia would have been united. But thrse
hopes were never to be realised. 1 he Poem opens with a
vision ol Collath, and concludes with a lament of the fall of
the race of Collath, chief of Carrig. It is partly dramatic,

i

Tha tuilte dol tharuinn gii dlii,

A c" ait' am beil m' annsachd tein an ding

Gu b' ionmlminn thu Oglaoich threin,

Mo loanabh fein a b' aille cruth !

Bha thu fann roimh imeachd do nàmh,
'San triall mar thorau thar Mcalluubhj
A's thig an la gun teach, gun ùigh.

Gun talla, gun f'hiathaibh, gun cheòl,

'S am bi Siol Armuinn fo sprochd,

]\Iar 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 clu;inai

Fhreagair mi fhein gu seamh,

A's tioma bhròin ga 'm chlaoi !

" Am fanam-sa so am thamh,"
Thuirt Oglaoch, " 's mo ghradh am dhi ?

Cha chain mi, ar.s' e-san, mo chliu,

Ann am madainn chaomh na h-oige.

B' eug-samhuil na h-armiiinn threuna,

IM' athraiche feile, gun ghiomh :

'S ni 'm fanamsa so gun àdh,

Mar gheug gun duille gun bhlà
;

Bheir mi buaidh air ardan fein,

Neo theid mi eug, 's e chual

I\]i, as tartar a cheum
A ruighinn gu h-eutrom mo chluas.

Tha ' cruth caoin mar dhco greine,

'S deirge beul no bilibh ròis
;

Tha h-anail ni's cubhraidh na'n suth,

'S a guth binn mar inneal ceoil

'S i 's aille dealbh de'n t-sliiagh,

Bheireainsa buaidh da trid !

Aiteal SÙ1 is glaine snuadh,

Ainnir shuairce 's igheann righ.

Mar torchair mi 'n oigh le ni' lainn,

Ni mi còdhail 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 adli,

Gun cheò na Lanna, no blàr?

Gach fiùran le oigh 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 Ainiiir da dhi 's an iuil ;

'S an oidhche flieartliuiiineach gu lò,

Ag udal cuain an aghaidh sliian,

" Fagamaid arain a's bròn,"

Thuirt Oglaoch, ''gu clanna nan crion,

Taosgar gach boinne de m' fhuil.

Ma'n leigear leo an òigh."

Dh' eirich leiiine cairdean treun,

Thar lear a thoichar cliu

—

Dh' eirich leinn Eilean nan laoi-li—

Dh' eirich leinn Fraocii a's a shluagh.

A chaitheadh ar slighe 's a chuan,

Ghabii sinn an sin duaii ixiu seach
;

Sin shelnn duinn filidh nam fonn,

'S a ghuth bha ard thar tuinn a's lear.

Biodh anam àidh ag taomadh,

Mar chaochan ann an niialan ciuil

,

Is eibhiiin le m' chluas an torraghan trom !

War chalihlach nan caomh fo shiuil.

Is ion' le m' chri an t-aiteas ard.

Tha 'g eiridh àdhmhor a stcach !

Mar chJaraibh an talla nam fonn,

Mar chuileann an sonn nach meat,

I\Iar fhlath-innis mhile bard,

Biodh smaointe graidh a chii !

lonmhuinn gach sile, gach braon,

lonmhuin maraon a's Beul-bi,

Caoin chruth geal nan ioma dual,

O shiol na cathraiche nuaidh,

Càir gheal a chamhair a cneas,

'S a leaca min mar na ròis ;

Anihuil i 's an t-soblirach bhan,

Keull nan ioma b' àille snuadh
;

Bha i mar aiteal na greine,

'S a mhadaiiin ag eiridh gun ghruaim.

Ach tuitidh fathasd luibh an raoin ;

Seargaidh a caoin chrulh 's a dreach ;

" Sruthaidh a blùihan gun bhuain,"

'S e deir Mac Nuaith is geire beachd.

Thug i ceisd, a's a gaol trom

Do Shonn òg a chaidh thar le.ar

;

A's dh'eirich doinionn nan lann

Mu oigh chiioin gheal nan deachd,

Tha aigne 'n laoich mar aiteal speur,

No lasair dhein air aonach ard
;

Co thraoghas a bhuirb ghàir ?

A chlanna fial nan armunn fiuidhidh,

Eiribh gu dutliaich fad as,

Gu taomadh oirn mar dhoinionn ghairbh,

Ni h-aoibhinn an fbeirg 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 !

I'heid gathaibh leoin tre 'n cridhe;

(Is aoibhinn fulang nan treun !)

Buirbe nan gaisgeach 's an stri,

Coigil a d' chleibh a's a d' shiiain.

Lamh nan treun gu cath biodh leat,

'S an àrach fo lamh gu sguab.

'N tra thraoghas gailbheinn na h-àibheis,

Mar an t-àin'ach claoite sgith ;

Seallaidh gnuis an iunrais caoin,

Amhuil laoich n' tra philleas suh.

Ach e-san a thuiteas le buaidh,

Tha e faighinn caochladh nuiidh ;

A mhealtuinn ionrahas nan saoidh,

Nach ionmhuinn a chaoi, a chomhnuidh !

Thainig tioma air mo chri,

lli cuimhne na chunna' mi fhein !

Gualann-chatha nach bu tim,

Flathaibh fuileach bha ri m' linn.

Nach eil a h-aon diu am sheari aois?

Nach b' eibhinn a bhi leo stach 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 chruacb.

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 dbeanu.

Ach threig an gaisgeach o chian,

Carraig-chatha a chridhe fhial

;

'S chaidh mar aon ris iomadh còmhlan,

Cha n-e mo shòlas nach eil e buan.

Ach teirigidh sinn uile fa-dlieoidh,

A's chi an 16 sinn smal' san uaigh.*

Ach mairidh gu suthain 's an dan,

Gniomhan alloil aidli nan saoidh :

'N uair chrionas a choUuinn gu smur,

Mar an ùir an còmhdach criadh
;

Mar cheathach ti'a nòin air an t-sliabh,

Triullaidh an dtò ag imeachd uainn,

Far nach teirig grian, no gradh

—

Far a maireann àdh nan sonn.

Ach, Oglaoich, is deacair trom,

Sean aois a chromas an t-ard,

A chaochaileas cruth nam ilatli,

* 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.



COLLATII. 11

'S a dhallas fiailhnrc chail nam bard.

Cia mar sheiniieas mi dluit ceòl,

A laoich oig, am chiabhan liatli ?

'S e labhair mi ieiii ris an t-saoidh,

Ceannard òg nam mile cliar.

Chunnacas reull bii dealrach (ireach,

A soillsetro' dhuiblire na h-oidlicbc ;

A's shoillsich a gheala<:h a lis,

'S na neoil ag imeacbd gu luath.

" Alar aiteal nan reull ud gu h-ar.l,

Tha maise Ainnir," ars' an laoch,

" A lionadh m' anara do ghradh
;

Ged' tha tbusa balbh ad' dheoir !

Com is meucbaire, mhine, ghilf,

Tanmadh gaoil mar dhearsa na h òidhche!'

A lionadh anam de shòlais,

Is binne guth no fuaim nan clàr.

Is àille dreach no cruth cubbraidh,

An noinein bhàin fo dhealt nan speiir.

Is anmhor an t-aiteas so am cbliabh !

Ciod so an solas diamhair,

A tha ga'm lionadh gun fhoghnadh ?

Tha m' aigneadh a' leumnaich a gbiia,

Le buaidh a's mor ghradh na li-oighe.

Air an t-sleagh so ann am laimh,

I'illidh sinn o'n àr le buaidh !

Pillidh, no tuitidh le cliù.

Air son an ruin a tha bhualnn.

Pillidh mar aon a gaol

Ko chaoin, mar ri caochladh cath.

Tha m' aigneadh a" leumnaich gu lòmhrag.
Is ionmhuinn le oighean mac rath.

Aithris dhuiiin fhilidh nan dan,

Thuirt mi fheiri am briathraibh ciiiin.

Mar fcha oigh na h-iomair bhaigh,

lie a latha an reull iuil.

Beul-bi,* solus mhile cri,

Maise mnà a bhil bhi
;

Ighean ghaoil bu bblasda ceol,

A I'alt mar tbitheach, dubh mar smeoir.

Ijha maise a's gradh le cheil' na sealladh,

A mala crom mar ite 'n loin ;

A com seamh, finealta, I'uasgailt',

Cha lubadh a ceum am feoirnean.

Bu cliruth ionmholt an ribliinn
;

Acb ciod am fa mu'n robh sa 'g radii ?

Gach aoria bhuaidh do bhi air finne,

Bha sud air dunach nan laoch,

A thuit mar ghallaii nan gleann,

Mar sgathar tiùran nan craiin.

* The history of Bclvi 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-fliailig mor mhais' a ghaoil,

Chaochail ' cruth àillidh gu h-aog !

'N uair bhuail lann Cbonnlaoich uchd Dhonna-

ghaill,

'S a ruith fhuil na thonnan blà !

Clilaon e air uilinn an t-armuiiii.

An gath iiimhe chaidh tro' airnean
;

Gath geur guineach nan tri cholg,

Os ceann imleig shàth 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 tlathaibh fo mbaoiin

:

Bu dearg gach sruthan san raon.

Thuit e mu throma ghr idh na h-oiglie !

Mar chobhar sruth bha fhuil a dortadh,

'S a ruith
—

's e full a chridhe bh' ami,

A briicadh tro' chreuchdan nan lann.

Uaith sin, chluinte caoiran na h-oigh' :

—

" Och, mo dhorainn, agus in' acaiii !

Nach deachaidh mi eug o chian,

Mu'n d'fhuair aon fhleasgach mo ghaol !

Thuit mo roghainn, thuit mo run,

Ach ma thuit e, fhuair e chliù.

Och ! nach robh sinn, ruin ghil còmhla,

Fo'n fhòd ghròm a gabhail comhnaidh !

Theireadh iad, an sin n'an t:\mli,

Tha òg-fhlath nam buadh, 's a ghradh,

An ceangal buan, an glais a bhàis.

Thuit iad mar luibhean an raoin,

Le'n uile bblà, 's a mhadainn chubhraidh,

'S an dealt a boillsgeadh le gath greiiie."

Mar sin, thàr sinn cliuige gu seamh
;

Bha ar caoimh a tighin' san duibhre
;

Thamh sinn car ghreis air an leirg,

Gu briseadh fàire na maidne.

Bha'n cuan siar mar lainnir,

Le soillse àdhmhor o'n ear ;

A's dealt nan speur air gach blà,

Gu foineil tlà mar an lear.

Chaidh sinn far n' armaibh gu leir

;

'S chaidh inosgladh fa eilean nan stiiadh.

" Kachadh, thuirt Oglaoch, ard, mear,

Romhainu a nis' teachdair luath."

Chuir sinn romhainn Lùghmhor òg,

Le fios gu Ardan, gun àdh !

" E chur chugainn Ainnir na mais',

'S gu'm pilleadh ar feacbd ga'n cabhlaih.''

'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,

iMar mheangan an doire nan crann."

Dhomhlaich an sin na sloigh

Air an fhaiche gu h-ard,
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A's thàr sinn a suas nan codhail

Gun fhiamh, ge b' iomadh na laoich.

Bhiiail na saoidh air a cbi-ile,

As chiith an leara; f'o'n casan,

Tliainig Ardaii, mar bliuinne borb ;

Ag iarraidb Oglaoich gu còinbrag,

E-saii sheas roiinhe gu trcuii,

JMar charraig roimh eiridh nan tonn :

Bu chruaidh am buillean 's bu gharg,

'S an cbridhe leiimnaich nan com.

Mar thuiteas taosgadh a chuain,

'S a dh'islicheas buirbe nan tonn,

Roimh Oglaocb nam beuma nacb cli,

Bha Ardan a fainiach' 's an stri.

•' Am meangbm mi nis a lubas

Fo d' laimhse, churaidb gun àdh ?

C'uime nach leigeadh tu learn

An òigh a thug thu thar tuinn?

Airinir nam meall-shuilean mine,

'S an domh fhin a thug i gradb !"

" Cha leiginn leat an oigh cliaoin,

No le aon laocb ann ad t-fheachd.

Is cian a shiubhail mi 'n ouan,

Is eileanan stuadh-ghlasa sail',

'S cha 'n fhacas a samhla fo 'n ghrein,

'S cha sgar o cheile sinn ach bàs."

Sin mar labbair na suinn,

An cruai'-gbleachd 's am buinn ga 'n sfail-

Bha aigneadh an armuinn nacb bu chli

Ag eiridh air bhoile 's an stri.

Thug e iarraidb dheacair tbreun,

A's shàth e chruaidh an cridiie Ardain.

Thuirlinn na cathaibb gu dombail,

'S bha Oglaoch am meadhon a iiàmb.

Tbainig Fraocb nan sonn ga chomhna,

'S bha abhainn fala dòl seacb.

Mar dhealan an adbair bha 'n laiinaibh—

An tartar mar tbòran adhair,

—

Shin a's thar iad gu chuile,

A's thuit na treun-fliir sa' bblàr.

Cha robh Ccanna-bheirt na dhidinn

—

Cha robh rolnn gun reuba fuileacb !

Mar sin blia iomairt nan laocb,

Gus an do theicli na h-iomadii.

Thug sinn ar n'agliaidh gu bar ;

A's thog sinn leinn Oglaocb crt-uchdach,

A's Fraocb, a's iomadh fear treun,

A cbàradh fo lie an cois na tiàghad :

A's Ainnir a tbaruinn nan d.\il,

Fhuaradh ise urad siar,

A cruth a caociiladb mar neul !

A's sleagh sàithaite na cliabb

—

A com caoiri bu ghile snuadb,

Air caochladb 1« diie fala !

—

A fait am-lubach deachdadi

Na dhualnibb a falach a taolih —
Bha h-acain leoin fadheoidh,

JMu Oglaoch caomb a graidh !

Thog sinn da lie le 'n còinntich,

A's sbeiiin an filidh an cliù ;

'S am fuigheal brònach a mbair,

Thog sinn thar lear ar si ail [^

Bha sinn làtba sgith air cbuan,

Air udal seacb stuadban ard,

A seoladh gu muladach trom.

As eagais an t-suinn 's a ghraidh.

" A's dh-fhag sibh mo laogh an coin,

Arsa Collath, 's a dheur a riiitb ;

" Bu gheal an cridhe bha na cbom,

'S bu chaoine no deo grein a cbruth.

Shaoileam, Oglaoich threin,

Gu biodh tu leam fhein an diugh,

Mar neart dhomb am shean aois,

A's feasgar mo la dhomh dlii,

Is gearr an re a fhuair

Thu, Ogain a b'uaisle gniomb !

Bu mhor treoir do lamb 's do laiim :

A's thuit thu, Oglaoch nacb bu chli !

Ach mairidh do chliù 'san dan,

A's triallaidh mise gun dàil a d'- dhcig!

Gu eilean nan flatb san iar,

'S mo gbrian a laidhe air lear.

'S neo-aoibhinn a sealla an tràs—
Fhilidh dbàn nacb eil i 'm bròn ?"'

" Tha," thuirt Binn-ghutb gu caòin
;

" Ach duisgidh i thall ud a ceòl.f
"

'N uair threigeas i sinne car seal,

Cha bhi gal air saoidh tha thall,

" Ach Fhonnair, aitbris do sgeul,"

Arsa Collath fein, an sin.

" Eilean mo gbaoil, 's e a t' aim,"

Arsa 'm Filidh, ar fear iuil.

" An t-eillean inu'n iadh an cuan ard,

A togail a chinn gu cur' !

Togail a chinn tro cbeo-allaidh,

A's neul a folach gach stuadh.

Mo cbean ort fein, ge d' is cian,

Caraid fhial bu mhor gradb !

De shiol fhlathaibh nad ceud chath,

Thainig oirn' an la nach àdh !

Thuit na gaisgich, thuit na saoidh.

'S truagh an laoidh a tha na 'r beiil !

A caoidh sliocbd Chollaith nan gradb

A's |blà an Ifutha a thuit uaith cian.

O fbinne gaoil a tha gun mbairg,

'S e mo chreach ! an fhairg tha stearh.

« This dcpcription of the heroine is beautiful and affcrf.

ing. On the fall of Ardan she was set at large, and souBlit

lier friends in the midst of danger ; a spear pierced her

Bide—they found her lil<e a pale cloud, inquiring for the

youth of her love with her latest breath !

t See Note, Mordubh, page 1. line :!9,

t Annir, daughter of Armin, Chief of Rutha, poetically

called " The bloom of beauty."
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Anns a cheiti'in iirar, bhlà,

Hhiod dreach is àiU' aii' gach slios.

is gorra badanach am fraoch.

Am faigheadh na saoidli an suaiii ;

'S gur deacair, diamhair, cluaiii an I'lieidh,

'S am biodh CoUath treun, "s a sliluagh.

Blia 'n t-àm sin, arsa an Ceannard (ein,

]Mai' la grein ghil, cubhraidh, caoin !

Ach thainig feasgar an la sin ro luath,

A's threig mo shliiagh, mar dhealt to grein,

'N uair thainig dù'-iieoil o na speur,

'S a h-òr-fhalt fein bha sgaoilt' gu h-ard,

Sguabadh gu h-am-lubach air faibh,

'S cha robh a dealbh air cnoc no siiabh.

Ach, ' ghriaii, thig la do bhroin,

N uair uach laidh thu le ceòl 'san iar,

S iiach eirich tliu 's an ear le treoir,

Ach mall mar mis', am chiabhan liatii."

Bhiodh cneas Bhrai-shealla ri grein

Shamhraidh, fo gach feur a's cneamh
;

An ealabhuidh 's an noinean 'oàii,

'S an t-sobhrach an gleaiin fas nan luibfa ;

Anns am faigheadh an leighe liath,*

Furtachd tiacli do clneuchd a's leon !

Olla shiol nan sieaghan geur,

Da'n comhnidi! o cheiu an t-Sroisi.

'S traugh nach robh e san àr,

'N uair thàr siiin gu traigh fad as 1

'S bheireadh e na saoidh o'n bhiis,

'S bhiodhmaid mar bu ghnàth air lear.

'S iomadh iomart bha ri m' linn,

Cruai' bheumach air chinnt gach uair;

A's shileadh ar deoir mar fbras nan sjn'm',

'N tra thuiteadh gaisgich threun nam buadh,

'S ann mar sin, a Chollaith, bha sinn,

Hi linn na threig a's nach pill,

'N uair thuit do chòlan treun,

Ceannard Hatha, nach bu tiom.

Thuit an crann a b' ùrar fas,

A faillean mo gràidh san fhonn ;

Mar mhaoim sleibh, no dealan speur,

Leagadh Ceann-feadhna nan cath.

An dh-fiiag e ach am meanglan òg ?

Ainnir nach beù leinn an nochd !

'S ann o d' fhreumhach fein a bha iad,

'S iii 'm beil a latliair dhiù mac raili.

Goiridfa a chnmhachag

A's freagraidh rt-neul a h-uainih
;

Mar sin ar guileag bhroin

* The belief was common among the Calpiioiiians, that

for all the diseases tn which mankind is liable, ihere
grows an herb somewhere, and generally not far from (he
locality where the paiticul.tr disease prevails— : he proper
apiJtcation of which would cure it.

A nis a tuireadh gu truagh.

Thar sinn mar so leis an oidhche,

Gun aoidh, gun chuilm, gun cheol

;

Laidh smal air gach fonn a's fenr,

A's dhorchaich na reulltan fo bliròn.

'S faoin carraig Chollaith a nochd

—

Is faoin tha Innis fa sprochd,

Leth dhoilleir ameasg nan nial,

A's saoidh nan rath air anradh ciaii.

Thainig cu''^ le bural bròin,

Bha'n gaothar tiamhaidh truagh !

Nach cianail a nis am bruth,

A's llutha nan stùc aim an gruaiin !

Gun laoch aig baile ni sealg
;

Gun chuilm, gun mhùirn, gun clioin.

Slan leibh a bheaniiaibh mo ghanil,

Anns am faighinn mang as damh
;

Soraidh le Armuinn a threig,

Ni h-eibhinn nan dcigh ar seal.

" Tha binneas," arsa Collatli, "a d' bhròn,

'N tra dhuisgeas tu smaoin mu'r u-òig' le gean.

Beannachd leibh uile gu 16

'San còdhail sinn thall o'n eug.

Far nach liobh gaisgeach a latin.

Far.an dealrach òigh gun fheall.

'S am biodh Oglaoch a's Ainnir

Mar reulltan soillseach nan speur

—

An anma ag lasadh le gaol,

JMar dheo grein' an aghaidh gun smal,

Mar so biodh aisliiig mo shean aois,

'N uair dh'eirea:-. mo ghuth gu bròn bìnn !

'S nach dirich mi Creubh bheinn an llieidli,

Ach mall air làrach a ghliuii".

Beannachd a's ciad soraidh slan

Le beanntaibh mo ghraidh 's mo ruin,

O'n sgar an aois sinn san am,

'S mi gun sleagh, gun laiin, gun liigh.

Biodh tuireadh na h-eala 'na in' bheul,

A's i 'san leig an dùis a leon !

Air a fagail faoin lea fein,

'S e sud m' acain, eigh mo bhroin !

Dh-fhailig mo spionnadh 's mo threis,

Chaochail mo mhothach 's mo bhlas,

Ni 'm beil e ionmhuinn na their,

Tha m' intitr.i gun chàil, air mealh,

Tha m' eibhneas uileadh air falbli

Le blianaibh calma na h-òige.

Is ciannail fuireach air traigh

Sean aois, gun m' aiseag a null ;

'S mo thògradh ga m' ghreasad gu luatli,

Gu Flath-innis shuas gu bràth."

* The flog, of all animals the most sagacious and
attached mourns the absence cr death of his master.
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O càraibh mi ri taolih nan allt,

A sliiubtilas mail le ceiimaibh ciùin,

Fo sgàil a bbarraich leag mo choaiin,

'S bi thus' a ghiian ro-chairdeil rium,

Gu socair sin 's an fheur mo thaobh,

Air bruaich nan dithean 's nan gaoth thl,

'Smo chas ga sliobadh 's a' bhraoii mhaoth,

'S e lùbadh tharais caoin tro'u bhlAr.

Biodh sòbhrach bhàn is àillidh snuadh,

M'an cnaìrt do'm thulaich is uain' fo' dhriùchd,

'S an neòinean bt-ag 's mo lamh air cluain,

'S an ealabhuidh' aig mo chluais gu h-iir.

« Perhaps it is impossible, at this day, to decide with

1
any certainty to what part of the Highlands the AgedEakq
belonged, or at what time ho 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 nat 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 15en-

ard or Scur-eilt. Perhaps Ben-ard is another name for

Bcn-nevis. The great waterfall, mentioned near the end

of the poem, may have been Eas-bkà, near Kinloch-leven

in Lochaber. The following is almost a literal translation

of the above poem :

—

THE AGED BAUD'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 b.ithed 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 + at my ear In its fresh-

ness.

Around the lofty brow of my glen let there be bending

Iwughs 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 Bound of the joyous herd ; then ihall 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 activity 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 finil Treig spoke
where the author (if that piece

(heam-ithath.'"

t Au herb called St Jolm'a wort

3Iu'n cuairt do bhrnachaibli aid mo ghliiin',

Biodh lubadh gheug a's orra blà ;

'S clann bheag nam preas a' tabhairt seina,

Do chreagaibli aosd' le òraii gràidh.

Briseadh tro chicag nan eidheaiin dlii,

Am fuaran Cir le torramam trom,

'S Ireagraidh mac-talla gach ciùil,

Do dh' fhuaim srutha dlù nan to:in.

Freagraidh gach cnoc, agus gach sliabh,

Le binn-fhuaim geur nan aighean mear

;

'N sin cluinnidh niise mile goum,

A' riuth m'an cuairt domh 'n iar san ear.

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 nf bow-strings ; and when the

cry is heard, " The stag is fa'len," my heels shall leap in

joy alor.g the heights of the mountains.

Then methinks I see the hound that attended me c irly

and late, the hills which 1 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-cilt 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
pines. A strath of green firs i

red rowans over its banks.

iftly on the pool of tall

It its head, bending the

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.

Slie travels oft over the sea to the cold region of foaming
billows, where a sail shall never he spread out to a mast,

nor an oaken prow divide a wave.

Ec thou by the summits of the mountains, the mourn,
fnl tale of thy love in thy mouth, O swan, who hast tra.

veiled 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.

• All here made to a fire of wood.
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Man cuairt biodh lù-chleas nan laogh,

Ri taobh nan snith, no air an leiig.

'S am minnean beag de'n chomhraig sgith,

'N am achlais a' cadal gu'n cheilg.

Sriithadh air sgeith na h-osaig mhin,

Glaodhan naaoth nan crò mu'm chluais,

'N sin tVeagraidh a mheanmh-spivigh,

'Nuair chluinn, an gineil, is iad a ruith a nuas.

A ceum an t-sealgair ri mo chluais !

Le sranna ghath, a's chon feagh sleil)h,

'N sin dearsaidh an òig air mo ghruaidli,

'N uair dh-eireas toirm air sealg an flieidh,

Dùisgidh smior am chnaimh, 'nuair chluinn,

Mi tailmrich dhos a's chon a's shreang,

Nuair ghlaodhar—" Thuit an damh !"

Tha mo bhuinii, a' leum gu beò rl ard nam beann,

'N sin chi mi, air learn, an gadhar,

A leanadh mi an-moch a's moch ;

'S na slfibh bu mhiannach Icain ' thaghall.

'S na creagan a' freagairt do'n dos.

Chi mi 'n uamh a ghabh gu fial,

'S gu trie ar ceumaibh roi 'n oidhch'

;

Dhùisgeadh ar sunnd le blathas a craiiii,

'S an solas chuach a bha mòr aoibhneas.

Bha ceo air fleagh bhàrr an fheidh

An deoch a Treig 's an tonn ar ceòl,

Ge d' sheinneadh tàisg 's ge d' rànadh 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 lucks 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 flesh birch ; when the sun is at high noon let its green
shield be above mine eyes.

Then shalt thou come, O gentle dream, who swiftly

walkest among the stars; let my night-woik be in thy music,
bringing back the days of my joy to my recolltction.

See. O my soul, the ynung 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
Btop their course on the extended heath.

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

Chi mi Beinn-àrd is àillidh fiamh,

Ceann-feadhna air mhile beann,

Bha aisling nan damh na ciabh.

'S i leabaidli nan nial a ceanii.

Chi mi Sgorr-eild' air bruach a gliliun'

An goir a chuach gu binn au tòs.

A's gorm mheall-àild' na mile giubhss

Nan luban, nan earba, 's nan Ion.

Biodh tuinn og a snàmh le sunnd,

Thar linne 's mine giubhas, gu hiath.

t<rath ghiubhais uain' aig a ceaun,

A' lubadh chaoran dearg air bruaich.

Biodh eal' àluinn an uchd bhàin,

A snàmh le spreigh air bharr nan tonn,

'Nuair thogas i sgiath an àird,

A measg nan nial cha'n fhàs i tròin.

'S trie i 'g astar thar a chuain,

Gu asraidh fhuar nan ioma' ronn,

Far nach togar breid ri crann,

'S nach sgoilt sròn dharaich tonn.

BÌ thusa ri dosan nan turn.

Is cumha' do ghaol ami ad bheul,

Eala ' thriall o thir nan tonn

'S tu seinn dhomh ciùil an aird nan speur.

O ! eirich thus' le t-òran ciùin,

'S cuir naigheachd bhochd do bhròin an ceill.

'S glacaidh mac-talla gach ciùil.

An giith tùrsa 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, loveiy virgin of the
curling locks.

Hast thou forsaken me, O pleasant dream? Return
yet- one little glimpse return: thou will not hear me,
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 went 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 dwellmg 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 sgiatli gu li-àid thur cliuan,

Glac do luathus blio iicart na gaoith,

'S cibhinti atin am chluais am f'uaiin

O'd chridhe leòiiit'—an t-ùraii gaoil.

Slàii le comunn caomh ua li-òige,

A's oigheaniiaii bùidliea(!li, slàii leibh,

Cha leir dhomh sibh, dliuibhse tba sainhradh,

Ach dhomsa geamiiradh a chaoidh,

Co an tir on gluais a' gliantli,

Tha giulan glaoidh do bhioin on chreig?

Oigeir a cbaidh uain a thriall,

'Sa dh f'hàg mo chiabh gblas gu'n taic,

B'eil deòir do ruisg O ! tbusa ribhiiin,

Is mine mais' 's a's gile lamb?
Solas gu'n cbrioch do'n ghruaidh mhaoith,

A chaoidb nach gluais on leabaidh chauil.

Innsibh, o threig mo sbiiil, a ghaoth',

C àit' am beil a chuil' a tVis,

Le glaodban bròin 's na brie r'a taobh,

Le sgiath gun deò a cumail blàir.

Togaiiih mi

—

càraibb le'r laimh threiii,

'S cuiribli mo cheann fo bbairach iir,

'N uair dh'eireas a' ghrian gu h-àrd,

Biodh a sgiath uain' os-ceann mo shùl.

An sin thig thu O! aisling chiiiin,

Tha 'g astar dlii measg reull na h-òidhc.h',

Biodh gnoiinh m' oidhcbe ann ad cbeòl
;

Toirt aimsir mo mhùirn gu'm chuimbn".

C) ! m'anam faic an ribhinn òg,

Fo sgeith an daraich, righ nam flath,

'S a lamh sbiieachd ' measg a ciabhan òir,

'Sa meall-shuil chiiiin air òg a gràidh.

E-san a' seinn ri taobh 's i balbh,

Le cridhe leiim, 's a snàmh' na cheòl,

An gaol bho shuil gu suil a f'albh,

Cuir stad air foidh nan sleibhtean mòr.

Nis threig am fuaim, 's tha diabh geal mi:

Ri uchd 's ri cridhe gaoil a' fas,

'S a bilibh iir mar ròs gun smal,

Ma bheul a gaoil gu dlii an sas.

Solas gun chrioch do'n cbomuriii cliaomh,

A dhùisg dhomh m' aobbncas ait na'^li |iill,

A's l)eannachd do t-anams' a ruin,

A nigbean chiùin nan cuach-cliiabh griiin.

'Ndo throig thu mi aisling nam buadb ?

Pill fathast—aon cbeum beag—pill !

Cha cbluitin sibh mi Ochoin ! 's mi truagb

A bheannaibh ino gbraidh

—

slàn leibb.

O ! cuir mo chluas ri fuaim Eas-mòr

Le chrùnaii a' tearnadh on chreig.

Bi'dh cruit agus slige ri'm thaobh,

'S an sgiath a dhian mo shiniisir sa' chath.

Thig le càirdeas tbar a cbuain,

Osag mhln a gbluais gu mall,

Tog mo cheò air sgiath do luathais,

'S imich grad gu eilean fblaitheis.

Far'm beil na laoich a dh-lhalbh o sbean,

An cadal trom gun dol le ceòl,

Fosglaibh-sa thalla Oisein a's 131iaoil,

Thig an oidhcbe 's cha blii'm bard air blirath.

Ach o m'an tig i seal m'an triall mo cbeò,

Gu teach man bard, air àr-bbeinn as nach pill.

Fair cruit 's mo shlige dh-iunnsaidh 'n ròid.

An sin ; mo chruit, 'smo shlige gbraidh, slan leibh.

Note.—This is a curious and valuable relic of antiquity.

It affords internal evidence that the doctrines of Chris,

tinnity were either wholly unknown to ihe pnet, 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
D.iol, his last wish oflaying 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 in the interim undergone;
for in the poems of that bard there is scarcely an allusion

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

ians. Hunting and war seem to have been their sole ociii-

pations. Our aged baid, however, lived in the pastoral

state of society ; a state which many poets have made the

subject of that species of poetry denominated pastoral.

j

Our bard exhibits tender senses, and describes happj

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

I

afforded him delight in the vigour of life. He has arran.Bed

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

;
n.iturc, and capable of producing those strokes of fancy

which evince poetic merit.

j

This poem shows that men leading a pastoral life are

I

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 ofopiniim 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' CIIOMIIACHAG.

A Cliomliiichag bhochd na Siòine,

A nochd is biònach <lo leabaidh,

Ma bha thu aim vi linn Donnaghaill,

Cha'n ioglinadh ge trom leat t-aigneadh.

" 'S co'-aoise mise do'n daraig,

Bha na faillean ann sa' choiiintich,

'S iomadh linn a chuir mi romharn,

'Sgur mi comhachag bhochd na Sròine.

Nise bho na tha thu aosda,

Deun-sa t-t'haosaid ris an t-shagart,

Agus innis dhà gun èuradh,

Gach aon sgeula ga'm beil agad.

" Cha d' rinn mise braid" no bieugan,

Cladh na tearmann a bhristeadh

Air m' fbear fein cha d' roinn mi iomluas,

Gur cailleach bhochd ionraig mise.

Chunnacas mac a Bhritheimh chalma,

Agus Feargus mor an gaisgeach.

As Torradan liath na Sròine,

Sin na laoich bha domhail, taiceil."

Bho 'na thòisich thu ri seanachas,

A's èigin do leanmhuinn ni's faide,

Gu 'n robh 'n triuir bha sin air foghnadh.

Ma 'n robh Donnaghall ann san Fhearsaid.

" Chunnaic mi Alasdair Carrach,

An duin' is allaile bha 'n Albainn,

'S minig a bha mi ga eisteachd,

'S e aig reiteach nan tom sealga.

Chunnaic mi Aonghas na dheigh,

Cha b' e sin raghainn bu tàire,

'S ann 's an Fhearsaid a bha thuinidh,

'S rinn e muillean air Allt-Larach,"

* Tins poem is attributed to Donald Macdnnald better

known by llie cognomen c>( Dbnihtmll mnc Fhiutinirlhnan

Dan— 3. celebrated hunter and poet. He was a native of

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 Donald is said to

have killed so many of them, that previous to his death,

there was only one left alive in Scotland, which was shortly

after killed in Strathglass by a woman. 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. \\ hen he and
bis dog were both worn down with the toils of the chase,

Bu lionmhor cogadh a's crcachadli,

Bha'n an Lochabar 'san uair sin

C'àite 'm biodh tusa ga t-fhalach,

Eoin bhig na mala gruamaich.

" 'S ann a bha cuid mhor de ni' shinnsir,

Eadar an Innse a's an Fhearsaid,

Bha cuid eile dhiu' raa'n Deaglithaigh
;

Bliiodh iad ag eigheach 'sa'n fheasgar.

'N uair a chithinnse dol seachad,

Na creachan agus am fuathas,

Bheirinn car beag far an rathaid,

'S bhithinn grathunn sa' Chreig-ghuanaich."

Creag mo chridlie-s' a Chreag ghuanach,

Chreag an dh-fhuair mi greis de m' àrach.

Creag nan aighean 's nan damh siùbhlach,

A chreag ùrail, aighearach, ianach.

Chreag ma'n iathadh an fhaoghait,

Bumhiann learn a bhi ga taghal,

'N uair bu bhinn guth gallain gaodhnir,

A' cur graidh gu gabhail chumhainn.

'S binn na h-iolairean ma bruachan,

'S binn a cuachan, 's binn a h-eala,

A's binne na sin am blaoghan,

Ni an laoghan meana-bhreac, ballach.

A's binn leam toraman na'n dos,

Ri uilinn nan corra-bheann cas,

'S an eilid bhiorach is caol cos,

Ni t'ois io dhuilleich ri teas.

Gun de chcil 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, bis " 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 maltreatuig hira.

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 oJ

a dialogue between Donald and the owl. It is very un.

likely that he had ever heard of .Esop, 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 siùbhlach a dh'-fhalbhas e raon,

Cadal cha dean e sa'ii srniiir,

B' fhearr leis iia plaide to' thai)bh,

Bàrr an fhiaoicli bhadaiiaich ùir.

Gur àluinn sgeamh an daimh dhuinn,

'Theainas o shireadh nam beann,

Mac na h-eilde lis an t-shonn,

Nach do chrorn le spid a chi;aiin.

Eilid bbirineach, mbeargant, bliallacb,

Oilliar, eangach, uiihd reidb àrd,

Dainh togalach, cioiccheaiiiiach, sgiamhac.h,

Cròiianach, ceann-iiabhach, dearg.

Gur gasd' a ruitbpadh tii suas,

Ri leachduiiin cbruaidh a's i cas,

Moladh gacb aon neach an cù,

Ach molams' 'u trùp tha dol as,

Creag mo chride-sa chreag mbor,

'S ionmhuinn an lòti tha (o ceann,

'S anns' an lag a th' air a cùl,

Na machair a's mur nan gall.

IM' annsachd beinn sheasgaich nam fuaran,

An riasgacb o'n di'an an damh lànan,

Chuiieadh gadhar is glan nuallan,

Feidh na'n ruaig gu Inbhir-Mheorain.

B' annsa' leam na dùrdan bodaich,

Os ccann leic li earaiadh sil,

Bùirean an daimh 'm hi ghnè dhuinnead,

Air leacaim beinne 's e ri sin.

'N uair bhùras damh Beinne-bige,

'S a bheunas 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 fhat-a mi dath air bian,

Ach buidhe, riabhach, a's dearg.

Cha mhi-fliin 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 chridhfi-s' a Chreag-ghuanach,

A chreag dhuilleach, bliiolaireach, bhraonach,

Na 'n tulach àrd, àluinn, fiarach,

Gur cian a ghabh i o'n mliaorach.

Clia mliini^ a bha mi 'g eisdeachd,

Re seideadh na muice-mara,

Ach 's trie a chuala mi mòran,

De chrònanaich an daimh allaidh.

Cha do chuir mi duil san iasgach,

Bhi ga iarraidh leis a mhadhar,

'S mor gu'in b' annsa leam am fiadhach,

'S bhi air falbh nan sliabh as-t-t'haghar.

'S eibhinn an obair an t-shealg,

S ait a cuairt an aird gu beachd,

Gur binne a h-aighear 's a f'onu

Na long a's i dol to bhenirt.

Fad 'sa bhithinn beò no maireann,

Deo dhe 'n anam an am chorp,

Dii-lhanainn am t'ocliar an fheidb.

Sin an spreidh an robh mo thoirt.

C'àit' an cualas ccòl bu bhinne,

Na molhar gadhair mhoir a' teachd,

Daimh sheaimga na' ruith le gleann,

Miol-choin a dol aunt a's ast'.

'S truagh an diugh nach beò an fheoghainn,

Gun ann ach an ceo de'n bhuidheann,

Leis 'm bu mhiannach gloir nan gadhar,

Gun mheoghail, gun òl, gun bhruidhinn.

Bratach Alasdair nan Gleann,

A sròl fathrumach ri crann,

Suaicheaiitas shoilleir shiol Chuinn,

Nach do chuir suim an claun ghall

'S ann an Cinn-Ghiubhsaich na laidhe,

Tha nàmhaid na graidhe deirge,

Lamh dheas a mharbhadh a bhradain,

Bu mhath e 'n siibaid na feirge.

Dh-fhag mi san Ruaidhe so shios,

Am fear a b' olc dhoms' a bhàs,

'S trie a chuir e ' thagradh an cruathas,

Ann cluais an daimh chabraich an sàs

Raonull Mac-Dhomhnuill ghlais,

Fear a fhuair fòghlum gu deas,

Deagh Mhac-Dhomhnuill a chuil chais,

Ni'm beò neach a chòmhraig leis.

Alasdair cridhe nan gleann.

Gun e bhi ann mor a' chreach,

'S trie a leag thu air an torn,

Sliochd nan sonn leis a chu ghlas.

Alasdair mac Ailein mhoir,

'S trie a mharbh sa' bheitm na feidh,

'S a leaiiadh lad air an tòir,

Mo dhoigh gur Doinhnullach treun.

A's Dòmhnullach thu gun mhearachd,

Gur tu buinne geal na cruaghach,

Gur càirdeach thu do Chlann-Chatain,

S gur h-e dalt thu do'n Chreig-ghuanaieh.
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Labhair an aois a rithist

;

Cha leiginn mo bhogha leatsa,

" 'S mo 's ruighiiin tha thu leantainn. Do mhathas uo d' ar, eigin.

Ris a bhoglia sin a ghiùlan,

'S gur mòr bu chuiblie dhut bàta." " ' S iomadh laoch a b' fbeair no thusa,

i Dh-fhàg mise gu tuisleacb aiit'hanii,

Gabh thusa bhuamsa 'm bàta, 'N deis fhaobhachadh as a sheasamh,

Aois grànda chairtidh na pleide, j Bha riomhe na fhleasgach meamnach."

MAIRI NIGHEAN ALASDAIR RUAIDH.

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 Roudal, in

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

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

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

somewhat advanced in life, and employed as nurse in the family of her chief: neither is

there any evidence that she could write, or even read. Her first production was a song

made to please the children under her charge.

" ^« Talla 'm hu ghnà le Mac-Leùid" was composed on the Laird being sick and

dying. He playfully asked INIary what kind of a lament she would make for him ?

Flattered by such a question, she rephed 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 ugus 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, ]\PLeod, 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 Tulaic/i,"

or " Luinneag Mhic-Leuid.^'' On this song couiing to M'Leod's ears, he sent a boat

for her, giving orders to the crew not to take lier 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, thougji inferior poetess, of the familj' o( Alasdair Ruadh, who is some-

times confounded with our authoress. Her name was Flora M'Leod. In Gaelic she is called

Finnaghal Nighean Alasdair Ruaidli. This poetess lived in Troterness, and was a native of Skye.

She was marri'-d, 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 Dunvegaii. VVe 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 crònaii,"—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 Tunnod nan trt Tòrmod.* She died at the advanced age of

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

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

silver-headed cane, and was much given to gossip, snuff, and whisky.

Mary M'Leod, the inimitable poetess of the Isles, is the most original of all our poets

She borrows nothing. Her thoughts, her verse, her rhymes, are all equally her own.

Her language is simple and elegant ; her diction easy, natural, and unaffected. Her

thoughts flow freely, and unconstrained. There is no straining to produce effect : no

search after unintelligible words to conceal the poverty of ideas. Her versification runs

like a mountain stream over a smooth bed of polished granite. Her rhymes are often

repeated, yet we do not feel them tiresome nor 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 Sir Tòrmòd." 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 rai le'ra dheoin do dhùthaich Slhic-Leòid,

M' iuìl air a nihòr luachach sin,

Bu choir dhomh gum bi m' eòlas sail tir

Leòdach, mar pill cruadal mi,

Siubhlaidh mi 'n iarr, tro dhùlaclid nan sian,

Do'n tùr g'am bi triall thuath.cheathairn :

On chualas an sgeul buadhach gun bhreug,

Itinn acain mo chleibh fhuadachatlh.

Chi mi MacLeòid 's priseil an t-òg,

Rìmheach gu mòr buadhalach,

Bho Ollaghair nan lann chuireadh srùlaibh ri cran

'S Leòdaich an dream uamharra.

Eiridh na fuinn ghleusd air na suinn,

'S feumail ri am cruadail iad,

'Na fiuranaibh gharg an am rusgadh nan arm,

'S cliutach an t-ainm fhuaras leibh.

Siol Tòrmoid nan sgiath foirmealach fial,

Dh' eireadh do shluagh luath-lamhach ;

Deàlradh nam pics, tòrman nam piob,

'S dearbh gu'm bu leibh 'n dualachas ;

Thainig teachdair do'n tlr gu macanta min,

'S ait leara gach ni chualas leam,

O Dhuii-bheagan nan steud 's am freagair luchd-tlieiul,

Bheir greis air gach sgeul buaidh-ghloireach.

'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-Leòid,

Charaich fo shròl uain-dhait' i,

Bho àrois an fhion gu talla nam pins,

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 IM'Donald's " JBiiUnn," composed upon occasion of John, son of Sir Norman,

taking her out to get a sail in a new boat.
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MAIllI NIGIIEAN ALASDAIR RUAIDH.

FUAIM AN T-SHAIMH.

Ri fuaim an t-shaimh

'S uaigneHcli mo ijtiean,

Bha mis' iiair riach b'e sud m' abhaist,

Bha mis' uair, &c.

Ach piob nuallanach inhòr,

Bheii-eadli buaidh air gach ceòl,

'Nuair ghluaist' i le meoir Phàdruig.*

'Niiairt ghluaist' i, &c.

Giir mairg a bheir geill

Do'n t-saoghal gu leir,

'S trie a cliaochail e cheum gabhaidh.

'S trie a chaochail e, &c.

Our lionmhoire chùrs

Na'ii dealt air an driucbd,

Ann am madaiiin an tùs maighe.

Ann am raadain, &c.

Cha'n fhacas ri m' re,

Aon duine fo 'n ghrcin,

Nach tug e ghreis fein dha sin.

Nach tug e, &c.

Beir an t-soghraidh so buam,

Gu talla nan cuach,

Far 'ra biodh tatliaich nan truadh dàimhail.

J'ar 'm biodh, &c.

Thun an taighe nach gann,

Fo 'n leathad ud thall,

Far l)eil aigliear as ceann mo mhànrain.

Far beil aighear, &c.

Sir Tòrmod mo run,

Ollnghaireach thn,

Foirmeil o thus t-abhaist.

Foirmi'il o thus, &c.

A thasgaidh, 's a' chiall,

'S e bu chleachdadh dhut riamh,

Teach farsuinn 's e fial fàilteach.

Teach farsuinn, &c.

Bhiodh tional nan Cliar,

Re tamul, a's cian,

Dli-I'hios a bhiiile 'ni l)i<)dh triall chairdean.

Dh-liiios a bhaile, &c.

* The cclphratcd PAnnrTid mòr Mac Cruimein, one

the family pipers of MacLeod of Duiivcgan.

'Naile chunna' mi uair,

S glaii an lasadh bha d' ghruaidh,

Fo ghruaig chleaclidaich nan dual àr-bhuid

Fo ghruaig, chleachdaicb, &c.

Fear di reach deas treun,

Bu ro t'hirinneach 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 Iluairi làin-mhoir.

Clann fhirinneach, &c.

Cha'n eil cleachdadh mhic righ,

No gaisge, no gniomh,

Nach eil pearsa mo ghaoil Ian deth.

Nach eil pearsa, &c.

Ann an treine, "s an lugh,

Ann an ceutaidh 's an cliù,

Ann am feil' 's an gnuis uàire.

Ann am feil, &c.

Ann an gaisge, 's an gniomh,

'S ann am pailte neo-chrion,

Ann am maise, 's am miagh àillteachd.

Ann am maise, &c.

Ann an cruadal, 's an toil,

Ann am buaidh thoirt air sgoil,

Ann an uaisle gun chron càileachd.

Ann an uaisle, &c

Tuigs-fhear nan tend,

Pui'pas gach sgeil,

Susbaint gach ceill naduir.

Susbaint gach, &c.

Gu'm bu chubhaidh dhut sid,

Mar a thubhairt iad ris,

Bu tu 'n t-nbhal thar meas aird chraoibb.

Bu tu 'n t-ubhal, &c.

Leodaich mo run,

Seorsa fhuair cliù,

Cha bu thoiseachadh ùr dhaibh Sir.

Cha bu thoiseach, &c.

Bha fios CO sibh

Ann an iomartas righ,

'Nuair bu mhulaidich stri Thearluich.»

'Nuair bu, &c.

« KingCharlcdI.
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Slan Ghàeil no Gliaill

L'ha' dh-I'liuaras oiilih foill,

Dh-aoij bhuaireadh g'li d'riim ur iiamhaid.

Dh-aon bhuireadh, &c.

Lochluinnich threuii

Toiseach ur sgeil,

Sliochd solta blio freiiinh Mhànuis,

Sliochd soita, &c.

Thug Dia dhut mar gliibht,

Bhi gu inorghalach glic,

Ciiriosd deoiiaicir dha d'shliochd bhi àdhmbor,

Chi'iosd deoiiaich', &c.

Fhuair thu fortan o Dhia,

Bean bu shocraiche ciall,

'S i gu foistt^iueach fial iiàrach.

'S i gu foisteineach, &c.

Am beil caniiach a's cliù,

'S i gun mhilleadh na cius,

'S i gu h-iriosal ciùin cairdeil.

'S i gu h-iriosal, &c.

I gun dolaidh fo 'n ghrèin,

Gu toileachadh treud,

'S a h òlachd a reir ban-righ.

'S a h-òlachd, &c.

'S trie a riaraich thu cuilm,

Gun fhiabhras gun tuilg,

Nighean Oighre Dhun-Tuilin, slan dut.

Mighean Oighre, &c.

ORAN
DO DH' lAIX MAC SHIR TOR.MOD MHIC-LECID.»

LUINNEAG.

H-ithill utJiill agns n,

H-ithtll Ò h-ùireannan

H-ithill ntkill agus Ò,

H-ilnill o-h-o h-òireannan

H-ithill lUhill agus ò

H-ithill Ò h-ijriannan

Faillill Ò h-Mill Ò,

H-Ò ri ghealladh h-i-il-an.

Ge rfo theid mi do m' leabaidjj

Cha'n è cadal ismiannach 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, §-c.

* For the air, see the Rev. Patrick Macdonald's Collec
tion of Highland Airs, pages :iS— 103.

Tha mo cliion air a chlachair,

Rinii m'aigne-sa riaruchadh,

Fear mor, a bheoil inheacbair,

Ge tosdach, gur briatbiacli thu,

Gu'm. faighinn air in' fliacal

Na caisteil ged iarrainn iad
;

Cheart aindeuin mo stata,

Gun chàraich sud fiachan orm.

H-ithill, e'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 Leòdach ùr, gasda,

Foinnidh beachdail, glic fialaidh thu,

De shliochd nam fear flathail,

Bu mhath an ceann chliaranach.

H-ithill, ^c.

Ach a mhic ud Shir Tòrmod,
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 ratbad a tbriallas iad,

Gu'n robh toradh mo dhùrachd

Del nan run mar bu mhiaiinach leam.

H-ithill, Is'c.

'Nuair a theid thu do'n fhireach,

I 'S ro mhath chinneas an fbiadhach leat,

Le d' lothain chon ghleusda

Ann ad dheigh 'nuair thrialladh tu.

Sin, a's cuiibhear caol, cinnteach,

Cruaidh, direach, gun fhiaradh ann ;

Bu tu sealgair na h-eilid,

A choilich. 's na liath-chirce.

H-ithill, &-C.

Tha mo chion air an Ruairidh,

Gur luaineach mu d' sgeuia mi,

Fior bhoinne geal suairc' thu.

Am beil uaisle na peacaige.

Air an d'fhàs an ciil dualach,

'S e na chuachagan teud-bliuidhe,

Sin a's ùrla glan, suairce,

Cha bu tuairisgeul breugach e,

H-ithill, §-e.

Slan iomradh dhut Iain,

Gu mu rathail a dh' eireas dut,

'S tu mac an deagh athar,

Blia gu mathasach meaghrachail,

BLa gu furbhailteach, daonnachdach,

Faoilteachail, deirceachail.
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Cre.ich nid an t-seobhtiic,

Air a sgatha ri aon uair.

Ach a Chlann an fhir allail,

Bu neo mhalartaich' beusaii,

Ami an Luiinuiiin, 's am Paris,

Thug sibh ban- air na ceudan,

Chaidli n-ur cliù tharais

Thar taJanih iia h-Eiphit,

Cheann uidiie iuchd ealaiiib,

'S a leaiiiian na fuileachd.

Ach a fhriamhaicli nan cuiaidh,

'S a chuilein nan leoghan,

A's oglia an da sheanar,

Bu chaithreamaich' loistean
;

C'àit' an lobh e ri fhaotuinn

Air an taobhs' an Roinn-Eòrpa,
Cha b' fhurrasd ri tliaighinn

Anns gach rathad, bu dòigh dhuibh.

Ach a Ruairidh miiic Iain,

'S goirt learn fhaighinn an sgeul-s' ort,

'S e mo chreach-sa mac t-athar,

Bhi na laidlie gun eiridh,

Agus Tòrmod a mhac-sa,

A thasgaidh mo cheille !

Gur e aobhar mo ghearain,

Gu'n chailleadh le chc'il' iad.

Nach mor an sgeul sgriobhaidh,

S nach ionghnadh leibh fcin e,

Duilleach na craoibhe,

Nach do sgaoileadh am meanglan,
An robh cliù, agus onair,

Agus raoJadh air dcagh-biieairt,

Gu daonachdach, carthannach,

Beannachdach, ceutach.

Ge goirt leam an naidheachd,

Tha mi faighinn air Ruairidh,

Gun do chorp a bhi 'san Dùthaich,

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 Leòdaich,

Bhi ga'm fogradh o'n òighreachd,

'S a'n còraichean glana,

'S a'm fearann gun dcigh air

'S ar ranntanan farsuinn,

Na'a rach-te 'n am feum sud.

Gu'n eireadh na t-aobhar

Clann-Raonuill, 's Clann-DòmhnuiU,

Agus taigh Rlhic 'Illeain,

Ulia daingheann 'n-ur seòrsa,

Agus lir Ghlinne-Garaidh,

Nail tharais a Cnòideart,

Mar sud, a's Clann Chama-Shroin,

O champ Inbhir-LOchaidh.

'S beag an t-ionghnadh Clann-Choinnich,

Dheanadh eiridh ri d' ghuailean,

'S gun robh thu na'm fiiieachd,

Air t-fhilleadh tri uairean,

'S e uio 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 full uaibhreach,

A dh-fhuairich ad bhallaibh,

De shloinneadh nan righrean,

Leis na chiosaicheadh Manainu.

'S e mo ghaols' an sliochd foirmeil,

Bh'air sliochd Ollaghair, a's Ochraidh,

C) bhaile na Boii bhe,

'S ann a stoidhleadh thu'n tòiseach
;

Gur ioma fuil mhorgha,

Bha reota sa chorp ud,

De shliochd armunn Chinntire,

larl' ir, agus Rois thu.

INIhic lain Stiubhairt* na h-Apunn,

Ged a's gasd' an duin' òg 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 1 dhaindeoin,

'S cha'n thaigh thu le deòin i.

C'uim' an tigeadh fear coigreach

A thagradh ur'n Oighreachd ;

Ged nach eil e ro dhearbhta,

Gur searbh e ri eisdeachd,

Ged tha sinn' air ar creachadh

Mu chloinn mhac an fhir fheilidb,

Sliochd Ruairidh mhoir allail,

'S gur airidh iad fein oir.

* Stewart of Appin was married to a daughter of Mac-

I.eiid of Dunvegaii, which made the Mac- Leods afraid

that he should claim a right to the estate, on account of

MacLeod having left no male heir.
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MARBH-RANN
DO DH-FHEAR NA COMKAICH.

Tha mise air leagiiadh le bi'òn,

O'n la dh-eug tliu 's nach beò,

Mu in' fhiurun faighidiieach, coir,

Uasal, aighearach, òg,

'S iiaisle shuidhe mu bhòrd,

Mo chreach t-lhaigiun gu'n treòir eiridli.

'S tu'ii laoch gun laigse, gun leòii,

iMacaii nilii-geal gun sgleò,

B' fhearail, rtnealt au t-òg,

De sliliochd nam fear mòr,

U'a bu dual a blii coir,

'S gu'm b'fhiii faiteal do bheoil eisdeachd.

'S tu chlann na h-ireinn a b'fhearr,

Glan an riamh as an d'fhàs,

Cairdeas righ as gach ball,

Blia sud sgriobt' leat am bainn,

Fo laimh duiiie gun inheang,

Ach thu lion-te de dh-ardan euchdacL.

A ruairidh aigeantaich aird,

O Chomraich ghreadhnaicli an àidh,

Mhic an fhir bu mhor gàir.

Nan laiin guineach, cruaidh, garg,

Ort cha d'fhuaradh riamh cearb,

lar-ogha Uilleam nan long breid-gheal.

Fhuair roi m' àilleagan ùr,

'S e gun smal air gun smùr,

Bu bhreac niin dearg do gbiiuis,

Bu ghorm laoghach do shuil,

Bu ghian sliasaid, a's glùn,

Bu deas, dainghean, a lùb ghleust thu.

A lub abhoil nam buadh,

'S mairg a tharladh ort uair,

ISIu ghluic Fhionnlaidh so shuas,

Air each crodhanta luath,

Namhaid romhad na ruaig,

Air dhaibh buille cha b'uair cis e.

Ach fhir a's curranta lamh.

Thug gach duine gu cràdh,

'S truagh nach d'l'huirich thu slan,

Ri uair cumaisg no blàir,

A tboirt CIS dheth do nàmh,

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 fliirinn,

Sgeul mo chreiche ! so shil do chrcuchdan.

Stad air m'aighear an de

Dh'fhalbb mo mharcanta fein,

Chuir rai'n ciste naii teud,

Dhiult an gobha dhomh gluus,

Dhiult sud mi 's gach leighe

'S chaidh m'otiair, 's mo righ dh'eug thu.

Thuit a chraobh thuii a bhlàir,

Rois an graine gu làr,

Lot thu n cinneadh a's chràdh,

Air an robh thu mar bharr,

Ga'n dionadh gach la,

'S mo chreach ! bhuinig am bàs treun ort.

'N am suidhe na d' slieomar,

Chaidh do bhuidhean an òrdugh,

Cha b'ann mu aighear do phò.saidh,

Le nighean larla Chlann- UòmhnuiU,
As do dheigh mar bu choir dii'i,

'S ann chaidh do thasgaidh san t-sròl 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,

Sàr Cheannard air sluagh,

Mo chreach, t-fhagail ri uair m'fheime.

Ach fhuair mi m'àilleagan òg,

Mar nach b'abhaist gun cheòl,

Saoir ri caradh do bhòrd,

Mnai ri spionadh an i'heòir.

Fir gun tàilisg, gun cheòl,

Gur bochd fulang mo sgeòil eisdeachd.

'Nuair a thionail an sluagh,

'S ann bha'n tioma-sgaradh cruaidh.

Mar ghair sheillean am bruaicU,

An deigh na meala thoirt uath,

'S ann bha'n t-eireadh bochd truagh,

'S iad ma cheannas an t-sluaigh threubhaich.

MARBIIRANN DO DH' IAIN GARBH
MAC'ILLECHALUM RARSAIDH.*

Mo bheud, 's mo chràdh,

Mar dh'-eirich dha

'N fhear ghleusda, ghraidh,

Bha treun .san spàirn,

'S nach taicear gu bràth thu' n Rarsa.

Bu tu 'm fear curanta, mor,

Bu mhath cuniadh, a's treòir,

O t' uilean gu d' dhòni,

O d' mhuUach gu d' bhròig,

ì\lhic INIuire mo leoii,

Thu blii 'n innis nan ròn,

'S nach faighear thu.

» This celebrated hero was drowned while on a voyage

between Stornoway and Haasa.
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'S math lùbadli tu pio

O chùl-th.iobli do chinn,

'Nam rusg.idh a g hi II,

Le ioiirisnidh iiach pill,

'S airmolaiinh gu'm bucinnteach saighead iiat.

Bu tu sealgair a gheoidh,

Lamh gun deaniiad, gun leon.

Air 'm bu shuiirach an t-òr

Thoirt a bhuanachd a cheòil,

'S gu'ii d'f'huair thu na 's leoir,

'S na chaitheadh tu.

Bu tu sealgair an fhc-idh,

Leis an deargta na bein
;

Bhiodh coin earbsach air eill

Aig an Albanach threun
;

C'ait' am faca mi fein

Aon duine fo 'n ghrein,
|

A dheanadh riut euchd flathasach.

Spealp nach dibreadh.

An cath, nan stri thu,

Casan direach, fad' finealt,

SIo chreach dhiobhail

I

Chaidh thu dhith oirn, le neart sine,

Lamh nach dibreadh caitheadh orr'.

'S e dh-fhag silteaeh mo shuil,

P'aicinn t' fhearainn gun surd,
'S do bhaile gun smiiid

Fo charraig nan sùgh,

Dheagh mhic Chalum nan tùr a Rarsa.

Och ! m' Hieudail bhuam,
Gun sgeul sa' thuan,
^Bu ghiè mhath snuadh,
Ri grein, 's ri iuachd,

'S e chlaoidh do shluagh,

Nach d' fbeud thu 'n uair a ghabhail orr'.

Mo bhèud, 's mo bhròn.

Mar dh' eirich dhò
Muir beucach, mor,

Ag leum mu d' bhòrd,

Thu fein, 's do sheòid

'Nuair reub 'ur seòil,

Nach d'flmod sibh treòir

A chaitheadh orr.

'S e an sgeul' crai teach

Do'n mhnaoi a d'fhag thu,
'S do t-aon bhrathair,

A shuidh na t'aite,

Diluain Càisge,

Chaidh tonn bait ort,

Craobh a b' aird* de 'n abhal thu.

CHUMHA MHIC-LEOID.

Cha surd cadail,

An runs air m'aigneadh,

Mo shuil frasach.

Gun surd macnais,

'S a' chùirt a chleachd mi :—
Sgeul ur ait ri eisdeachd.

'S trom an cùdthrom so dhrùidh,
Dh-fhag mo chCislein gun lùi;h,

'S trie snigh' mo shuil,

A tuiteam gu dlù
;

Chail mi iuchiiir mo chuil

:

Ann a cuideachd liichd-ciui),

Cha teid mi.

Mo neart 's mo threoir,

Fo thasgaidh bhòrd,

Sàr mhac 'Ic-Leòid,

Nan bratach sròil,

Bu phailt' ma'n or,

Bu bhinn-caismeachd sgeoil';

Aig lùchd-astair

A's ceòil na h-Eireann.

Co neach ga'n eòl.

Fear t-fhasain beò,

Am blasdachd beoil,

'S am maise neoil,

An gaisge glois,

An ceart san coir;

Gun airceas na sgleò fèile.

Dh-fliaibh mo solas,

Marbh mo Leodach,

Calama, cròdha,

Meanamnach rò-ghlic,

Dhearbh mo sgeoil-sa,

Seanachas eolais
;

Gun chearb foghluim,

Dealbhach ròghlan t-eagaisg.

An treas la de'n Mhàirt,
Dh' Chalbh m'aighear gu brath,
Bi sùd saighead mo chraidlj,

Bhi 'g amharc do bhàis,

A ghnuis tlilathasach àilt
;

A dheagh mhic rathail,

An àrmuinn euchdaich.

Mac Ruairidh reachd-mhoir,
Uaibhreich, bheachdail,

Bu bbuaidh leatsa,

Dualchas farsuinn,

Snuadh-ghlaine pearsa

;

Cruadail 's sraacbd gun eueoir.
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'Uaill as aiteis,
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Fear do clieille, 's do ghliocais,

Do inhisnioh, 's do mheaiunaiiiii.

Do chiuadail, 's do ghaisge.

Do dhreach, 's do dliealbha;

Agus t-òlachd as t-uaisle,

Cha bushuarach li leaiiiiihuiiin.

1 h-urabk o, §'c.

Agus t-òlachd, as t-uaisle,

Cha bu shuaiach li leaiiinhuinn
;

Dh-fhuil direach ligh Lochluinu
;

B' e sid toiseacli do sheauachais.

Tha do chairdeas so-iarraidh,

Kis gach larla tha 'n Albiiiun
;

'S ri uaisleaii na h-Eireaun,

Cha breug. ach sgeul dearbt" e.

I h-urabh o, §-c.

'S ri uaislean na h-Eireann,

Cha bhrcug ach sgeul deaibht' e
;

A mhic ail fhir chliùtich,

Bha gu fiùghantach ainmeil.

Thug baiiachd an gliocas,

Air gach Ridir bha 'n Albuiiin ;

Ann an cogadh 's an sio'-chainnt,

'S anu an dioladh an airgeid.

/ h-urahli o, S^-c.

Ann an cogadh 's an sio'-chainnt,

\S ann an dioladh an airgeid
;

'S beag an t-ionghnadh do mhac-sa,

Bhidh gu beachdail mor, uieanmnach.

lihidh gu fiughant', tial, farsuiiin,

O'n a ghlachd sibli mar shealbh e;

Claim Ruairidh nam bratach,

'S e mo chreach-sa na dh-fhalbh dhiu',

I h-urabk o, c5-c.

Clann Ruairidh nam bratach,

'8 e mo chreach-sa na dh-fhalbh dliiu'

Ach an aon fhear a dh' fhuiricli,

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.

/ 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
;

Lamb ri gruaidh ruiteach,

Mar mhucaig na feara-dhris.

J h-urabh o, §-c.

Lamh ri gruaidh ruiteach.

Mar mhucaig na feara-dhris,

Fo thagha na gruaige,

Cul dualach, nan caina-lub.

Gheibhte sid ann a t-fliai'daich,

An caradh air ealachuiiin
;

Miosair a's adharc,

Agus raogha gach armachd
;

I h-urabh o, ^'c.

Miosair a's adharc,

Agus raogha gach armachd
;

Agus launtainnean tana,

O'n ceannaibli gu 'm barra-dheis.

Gheibhte sid air gach slios dhiu,

Isneach a's cairbinu
;

Agus iubhair chrnaidh, fballain,

Le 'n tafaidin caiiil)e.

/ h-urabh o, §"c.

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-bhcinn'.

/ h-urabh 0, ^c.

O iteach an fhir-eoin,

'S o shioda na Gaille-bheinn'
;

Tha mo chion air a churaidh,

Mac JNIhuire 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, Sj-c.

Ghabbail aighear na frithe

'S a direadh nan garbh-ghlac;

A leigeil na'n cuilein,

'S a furan na'n seanna-chon.

'8 e bu deireadh do'n fhuran ud.

Fuil tboirt air chalgaibh,

O luchd nan ceir geala
;

S nam falluinnean dearga.

/ h-urabh o, &c.

O luchd nan ceir geala,

'S nam falluinnean dearga,

Le d' chomhlain dhaoin' uaisle,

Rachadh cruaidli air an armaibh.

Luchd aithneachadh lalha,

'S a chaitheamh na fairge,

'S a b'urainn ga seòladh,

Gu seòl-ait' an tarruinnte' i.

/ hurabh o, &c.
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Tha na Gàiiil gu leir,

Cho cairdeach dhut fein,

'S giir feaird thu gu t-fheuin,

Sir Domhnull a Sleibht,

Ceantiard nan ceud,

Ceannsgalach treun rò ghlic,

Ceaiinsgalach ticun, &c.

'S math mo bhaireil 's mo bheachd,

Air na fiurain as leat,

Gu curanritach ci>art,

'S aim de bharrachd do neart,

Mac-'Ic-Aileiii 's a mliac

Tbig le Jarum am feachd,

Gud charaid a chasg t-fhoirneart.

Gud charaid a chasg t-fhoinieart, &

A Gleann Garadh a nuas,

Thig am barantas sluaidh,

Nach mealladh ort uair,

Cha bu churantas fuar

Na fir sin bho chluain Chnòideirt.

Na fir sin bho chluain, &c.

'S leat Mac-Shimidh on Aii'd,

'S Mac Choinnich Chinntail,

Theid 'nad t-iomairt gun dail,

Le h-iomadaidh giàidh,

Cha b'ionghatitach dhaibh,

'S gin- liotimhor do phaiit dhaibh sin.

'S gur lionmhor do phairt, &c.

'S goirt an naigheachd 's gur cruaidh,

Mac 'Illean bhi bhuainn,

Gun a thaigheadeas suas.

Bha do chearighal ris buan,

T-ursainn-chatha ri uair deuchainn.

T-ursainn-chatha ri uair, &c.

B"iomadh gasan gun chealg,

Bu deas faicinn f'o arm,

Bheiruadh ceartachadli garbh,

Js iad a chlaistinn ort t'earg,

Eadar Bràcadal tliall as Brolas.

Eadar Bracadal, &c.

Tha mi 'g acan mo chall,

lad a thachairt gun cheann,

Fo chasan nan Gall,

Gun do phearsa bhi ann,

Mo chruaidh-chas nach gaiin,

Thu bhi anns an Fhraing air fògradh.

Thu bhi, &c.

A Chrosd cinnich thu fein,

An spiunnadh 's an ceill,

Gu cinneadail treun,

'N ionad na dh' cug,

A Mhic an flur nach d' fhuair bcum,

'Sa ghineadh o'n chre rò-ghlan.

'Sa ghineadh o'n chre, &c.

A Righ nan gràs,

Bidh fein mar gheard.

Air feum mo ghràidh,

Dean oighne slàn

Do'n 'J'eaghlaich àigh,

Dan robh caoirahneas air bharr sJilais,

Da'n robh caoimhneas air bharr, inr.
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IAIN LOM

JOHN MACDONALD, THE LOCHABER POET.

This celebrated individual, a poet of great merit, as well as a famous politician, was

commonly called Iain Lorn, 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,

" poeta nasciiur nonfit " but from his descent from the great family, Clann-Raonaill na

Ceapach, a sept of the M'Donalds, he must have seen and known more of the men and

manners of those times than ordinarj'. 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

acti%-e 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 were alienated from the lawful

heir in his absence : he and his brother being sent abroad to receive their education dur-

ing their minoritj', 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 interfei'ing 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 me.ans 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 would have shod the last drop of

• Some say be was called Iain Lorn because he was bare in the lace, 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 tlie 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 knew how 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 Ciaran

Mabach,) a poet as well 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 was 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 " Tobar nan Ccann."

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 Lorn entered on his enterprise with heart and zeal. A widrr

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 ISIontrose and the Arg^-le-

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,

I
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-

tation. John M'Donald's eyes were open to all that was passing. He hastened to tiic

army of Montrose with the inteUigence that the Campbells were in Lochaber. IMr Alex-

ander M'Donald, (better known by his patronimic, Alasdair 3Iac 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 mav 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 ofiercd 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 j/icturc, 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 difTcrcnt 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 :

—

"A)n fac thu riamh Iain, an uiread sin de choilicli

dhubha an aon àitef'—''Chunnaiv,'" urs Iain. "C'ciile?"—"An Inhher-Lòchaidh."

—"^/ Iain, Iain, cha sguir tliu cju brack de chagnadh nan caimbeulach f—"'Se 's

duilich learn," ars Iain, " nach urradh mi ga slugad/i." i. e. " Have you ever seen, John,

so many black eocks 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 to na pluic,

Tha gaol an leo<;hainn 's fuath an tuire, &c."

Iain Lorn composed as many poems as would form a considerable volume, the best of

which arc given in this work.
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MORT NA CEAPACH.

'S tearc an diugh mo chùis ghàire,

Tigh'n na ràideaii so 'iiiar
;

'G araharc form Inbher-làire,

'N deigh a stràchdadh le siol

;

Tha Clieapach na fàsach,

Gun aon aird oirre 's fiach ;

'S leir ri fhaicinn a bhràithrean,

Gur trom a bliàrc oirnii an t-sion.

'S ann oirnne thainig an diombuain,

'Sa 'n iomaghuin gheur ;

Mur tha claidlieamh ar finne,

Cho minig n' ar deigh
;

Taca Tliuicach gun sireadh,

Bhi a pinneadh ar cleibh
;

Bhi n' ar breacain g' ar filleadh,

Measg ar cinne mor fein.

'S gearr o cboinhairl' na h-aoine,

Dh' I'hag a chaoidh sinn fo sprochd ;

O am na feill-Micheil,

Ge b'e nith rinn mo lot
;

Dh' fhag sud n' ar miol-mhuir sinn

'S na' r fuigheall spuirt air gach port

;

'Nuair theid gach cinneadh ri cheile,

Bidh sinne sgaoilte niu 'n chnoc.

'S ann di-sathuirnn gearr uainn,

Bhuail an t-carrchall orm spot ;

'S mi caoidh nan corp goala,

Bha call na fala fo 'm brot
;

Bha mo lamhansa croabhach,

'N deigh bhi taosgadh 'ur lot;

Se bhi ga 'r cuir ann an ciste,

Turn as miste mi nochd.

B' iad mo ghraidh na cuirp chiiraid'.i

Anns 'm bu dlù char na'n sgian
;

'S iad na 'n sineadh air ùrlar,

'N seomar ur ga 'n cur sios
;

Fo chasaii shiol Dùgliaill

I.uchd a spuilleadh na 'n cliabh
;

Dh' fhag àlach am biodag

Mur sgàile ruidil 'in- bian.

C aite 'n robh p fo 'n adhar,

A sheall n'ur bbiithais gn gcur,

Mach tiigadh dliuibh atbadh,

A luchd 'ur labliairt 's 'ur bhcus
;

Mach o chlainn bhrathair n-athar,

Chaidh 'm bainn an aibhisteir threiii

;

Ach mu rinn iad bhur lotsa.

'S trom a rosad dhaibh fein.

Tha sibh 'n cadal thaigh duinte,

Gun smuid detb gun cheò
;

Ear 'n d' fhuair sibh 'n garbh dhùsgadh,

Thaobh 'ur chùil a's 'ur beoil

;

Acl) na 'm faigheadh sibh ùine

O luchd ur mhi-rùin bhi beo ;

Cha bu bhaile gun surd e,

Biodh air' air mùirn 's air luchd-ceoil.

A leithid de mhort cha robh 'n Albuiim,

Ged bu bhorb iad na 'm beus
;

'S bochd an sgeul eadar bhraithrpan,

E dhol an lathair mhic Dhe ;

Rlur am bat air an linnft,

Ge b'e shireadh na deigh
;

Cha tain' a leithid do mhilleadh,

Air ceann-cinnidh fo 'n ghrcin.

Tha mulad air m' inntinn

Bhi 'g innseadh bhur beus

'S ann a ghabh iad am fath oirbh

'M uair cbuaidh 'ur fagail leibh fein

'Sa chuir sibh cungaidh 'ur càsaibh,

Ann an Aros na 'n tend
;

'S 'ur buachaillean bàth-chruibh,

Ann an garadh nam piur.

'S ann an sin a bha 'n cinneadh,

Bh' air am milleadh o 'n ceill ;

Chaidh a ghlacadli 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 anus a bliroig.

Ach a Mboir-fhoar Chlann-Domhnuil

'S fad do chomhnuidh measg Ghall,

Dh' fhag thd sinne n'ur breislich,

Mach do fbreasdail Ibu 'n t am ;

Nach do gleidh thu na h-it.an,

Chaidh gun fiiios dut air chall

;

Tha sinn corrach as t-aogais,

Mur cholainn sgaoilte gun cheanu.

Gur h-iom' òganach sgaiteach,

Lub bhachlach, sgiath chrom ;



IAIN LOM. 37

Eaiiar drochaid Allt Eire,

'S Ruglia Shleibhte nan toiin
;

A dtieanadh leat eii'idli

Mu 'm biodh do cliieuchdaii Ian tholl
;

'S a rachadh bras ann a t-eiri;;,

Dheagh Sbir Sbeumais nan \oi)<^.

Chuir Dia oirnn craobh shio-chaint,

Bha da "r dionadb gu leoir
;

Da 'in bu choir dbuinn bbi striochdadh

Fhad 'sa 'n cian bhiodhmuid beò ;

Mas sinn fhein a chuir dith oirr',

B' olc an dioladh sin oirnn ;

Tuitidh tuagh as na tìaitheas,

Leis an sgathar na meòir.

'N glan fhiuran so bh" againn,

'N taobh so fhlaitheas Mhic Dhe
;

Thainig sglursadh a bliàis air,

Chain siun thoirt le srachd geur
;

'N t-aon fhiuran a b' àillidh,

Bh' ann 's phairce 'n robh speis ;

I\Iur gu 'm buaineadh sibh dilean,

Leis an fhàladair geur.

Tha lionn-dubh air ino bhualadh,

'N trtobh tuatlial mo chleibh ;

'S inu mhaireas e buan ann,

B' fhearr leam uam e mur cheud :

Gar an teid mi g'a innseadh,

Tha mi cinnteach a' m' sgeul
;

Luchd dheanadh na sithne,

Bhi leadh na tire gun deigh.

A BHEAN LEASAICH
AN STOP DHUIN.*

A bhean leasaich an stop dhuinn,

'S lion an cupa le solas,

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

'N deochs' air Captain Chlann-Domhnuill,

'S air Sir Alasdair òg thig on chad.

'M fear nach diiirig a h-òl

Gun tuit 'n t-shuil air a bhord as,

Tha mo dhùrachd do'n òigear,

Crann curaidh Cblann-Donihnuill,

High nan dùl bhi gad chònadh 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 ihlaidheimh,

Flor ga ruagadh 's ga "u caitheamh gu daor.

« This snng was composed on account of the laird of

Glengarry refusing his aid in apprehending the Keppoch
murderers ; and in order to pruvoke the chief, the poet

began by singing the praises of Sir Alexander M'Donald
of ilate, and Sir James his son.

Sliochd a ghabhai! nan steud thu,

Dh' fhas gu flathasach feile,

Do shiochd gasda Chuiiin cheutaich,

'S a bha taghaich an Eirinn,

Ged a fhuair an claidhe 's an tùug oirbh sgriob.

Bhiodh an t-iubhar ga lubadh,

Aig do fiileasgaichean ùra,

Dol a shiubhal nan stùc-bheann,

Ann 's an uighe gun churam,

Leis a bhuidheann ro 'n ruisgte na gill.

'S tha mo dhuil ann 's an Trianaid,

Ged thainig laigsinn air t-l'hion fhuil.

Slat den chuillean b'la ciatach,

Dh' fhas gu furanch fialaidh,

Sheasadh duineil air biaUthaobh an righ.

'S an am dhut gluasad o ' t-aitreamh,

Le d' chfòl cluais' agus caismeachd,

O thir-uasal nan glas-charn,

Ga'n robh cruadal 's gaisge,

Gam bu shuaineas barr gaganach fraoich.

'Xuarathairte fo luchd i,

Bhi tarruinn suas air a cupaill,

Bord a fuaraidh 's ruidh chuip air,

Snaim air fuatliail a fliuch bhuird,

'Sruth mu guailibh 's i suchta le gaoith.

'S'nuar a chairte fo seòl i,

Le crainn ghasda 's le corcaich,

Ag iomart clileasau 's ga seoladh,

Aig a comhlan bu blioiche.

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 clàrsaichean glana.

Do mbnaoi òig nan tend banala binn.

Sliochd nan cuiridhean talmhaidh,

Leis an do chuireadh oath garabhach,

Fhuair mi urrad gar seannachas.

Gun robh an turas ud ainmeil.

Gun ro taigh 's leath Alba fo'r els.

'S ioma neach a fliuair coir uaibh,

Ann sann am ud le'r gòraich,

Ban diu Kothaich 's Ròsaich,

Mac-Choinnich 's Diiic Gordon,

Mac-'Illeain o Dreolain 's Mac-Aoidh.

Be do shuaicheantas taitneach,

I-ong, 's leoghan, 's bradan.

Air chuan liobhara an aigeil,

A chraobh fhigeis gun ghaiseadb,

A chuireadh fion di le pailteas,

Lamh dhearg ro na ghaisgeach nan tlm.
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Niiiiir bu sgith de luchd-tlieud e,

Gheibhte Bioball ga leugbadh,

Le fior chreideanih a"s ceille,

Mar a dh' orduich mac Dlie dliuibh,

S gheibhte teagasg iia Cleir' uaibh le sith.

Mhic Shir Seumas nam bratiicli,

O bhun Sleibhte nam bradan,

A ghlac an fheile 's a mliaise,

O cheann cèile do leapa,

Cum do reite air a casan,

Bi gu reusanta, macanta, min.

Slioclid na milidh 'a nam fearabh,

Na sròl 's nam pios 's nan cup geala,

Thogadh sioda li crannaibh,

Nuair bu rioghal an tarruinn,

Bhiodh piob riniheach nam meallan da sei

Gum bu slàn 's gum a b-iomlan,

Gach ni tha mi g-iomradli,

Do theaghlach righ-Fionghall,

Oighie dligheacli Dhùn-Tuilm thu

Olai- deoch air do cbuilm gun blii sgi.

ORAN DO SIIIOL DUGHAILL.*

'S TROM 's gur eisleanach m' aigne,

'N diugh gur feudar dhomh aideach',

O 'n a dh' eigh iad rium cabar 's mi corr.

'S trom 's gur, &c.

IMi ga m' f'hogradli a Claehaig,

'S mi gun nihànus gun aitreahh,

'S nach h-e 'màl a ta tairtleachadh orm.

Mi ga m', &c.

Mi ga 'm fhogradli a m' dhùtliaich,

'S in' fhearaiin post' aig siol Dùgiiaill,

'S iad am barail gu 'n iiraich iad coir.

Mi ga m', &c.

Mi ga m' fhogradh gun aobliar,

'S nach mi shalaich mo shaobiiaidl),

Mur mhada-galla 'sa chaonnag m'a shroin.

Mi ga m', &c.

Mo ni a's m' carnais feadh monaidh,

'S mi mar giiearr eadar chonabii,

Gun chead tcarnadh measg loinidli no fooir.

Mo ni a's, &c.

O nach d' fhàs mi 'm fiicar morta,

Gu bhi satliadli mo chuirco,

Mur b)ia na cairdean curta 's taigh mhòr.

O Nach d' iiiàs, &c.

» After tlic murder of Keppocli, the Poet was persecuted
by the murderer : thisi song was composed on that occasion.

Fuil a taosgadh o lotan,

Dh-fhaoite tliogail le copan,

Ruith na laochan ma bholtaibli am bròg.

Fuil a taosgadh, &c.

A Ruadh ropach nam maodal,

Ged a ròpadh tu caolain,

Cha n' e do chogadh a shuoil mi theachd orm.

A rugh ropach,

Cleas na binne nach maireann,

Blia 'n sgire Cille-ma-cheallaig,*

'Nuair a dhit iad an gearran 'sa mhùd.

Cleas a bhinne, &c.

Lagh cho chearr 'sa bha 'm Breatunn,

Itinn am mearlach a sheasamh,

Bhi ga thearnadh o leadairt nan cord.

Lagh cho, &c.

Cleas dan mnaol a chruiteir,

Mun gliniomh nàrach rinn musag,

Thug i lamh air a phluiceadh le dorn.

Cleas dana, &c.

A bhean choite gun obadh,

Bu choir a dochair a thogail,

Thilg a clilach anns an lobar 's i bee.

A bhean choite, &c.

'Nuair bha a bheisd air a buaireadh

Na cioiinta fèin's i Ian uabhaii-,

Theid an eucoir an uachdar car seoil.

'Nuair bha, &c.

Faodar cadal gu seisdeil,

Aig fadal Shir Sheumais,

Leig an ladarnas deistueach ud leo.

Faodai', &c.

Ach na 'm faicinn do loingeas,

'S mi nach bristeadh a choiiiiieamh,

Na 'm biodh coiseachd air chomas domh beò.

Ach na 'm, &c.

Mire shrutha r'a darach,

Ga cuir an uigheam gu h-aitbghearr,

Craiune gliiubhais fo sparaibh a seoil.

iM ire shrutha, &c.

Women were the judges in this case,and a thipfwho
was brought before them for stealing a horse, was allowed

to escape while the horse was condemned to be hanged,

'i he 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 alter " stole himself" away and
returned, for which, poor fellow he had to sutler the above

rewaid. This story is often referred to among the High-
landers when law and justice are evidently different thinps,

they say—" Cha tugad/i an CiUe.ma-cheallaig breath bu
c/Uaonte."
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'Nuair a lajfailli a ghaoth oiriin,

Bliiodh seol air pasgadh a h-aoiiaicli,

'S buidheann gliasda mo ghaoil ri ciiir bliòd.

'Nuair a lagadh, &c.

Raimh mii 'n dunadh na basaibh,

'S iad a lubadii air bhacaibli,

Slid a cbùrsacbd o "n atadb na leois.

liaiinh, &e.

Euird iir air a totaibh,

'S i na deann thiin na cloichp,

Muir dhu-ghorm a' sgolltadli m'a bòrd.

Buird ùr air, &c.

Slàn fo d' thriall, a Cliiarain mhabaich,

Sbiiibhladh sliabh gun bhiadh, gun chadal

;

Fraoch to d' shin' gun bhòsd, gun bhagradh

Chuir thu ceo lo 'ii ròiseal bljradach.

O ro TO sin, !i.c.

llinn thu mhocli-eiridh Di-dòmhnaich,

Cha b" aiin gu 'u aitreabh a chònihdach,

Thoirt a mach nan cas-cheann dòite,

Chur sradag fo bhraclaich na ft-ohi.

O 10 ro sin, Sc.

Mhoire 's biiidheach mis' a Dliia ort,

Cuid de 'n athchuing' bha mi 'g iarraidh,

'N grad spadadh le gtas lannaibh Hatha,

I

Tarruinn ghail air fad am fiacal.

O ro ro sin, Sc.

AN CIAIIAN MABACII.

Ged' tha mi m' eun fògraidh san tir-sa,

Air mo ruagadh as na crlochan,

Glòir do Dhia 's do dh' larla Siii-phort,*

Clia bhi sinn tuille fo "r binnse.

O ro ro seinn, co nam b'ai! leihh ?

O rii ro seinn, ci) nam b'àiU leihh 9

Call ahhar-inu a, calman-codliuil :

Troni orach as o, cò ìiam h'àill leihh ?

Sir Seumas nan tor 's nam baideal,

Gh.'ibh luchd muiriie cuirm a" t-aitreabli,

Ge do rinn thu 'n dùsal cadail,

'S eibhinn leam do dhùsgadh madainn'.

O ro ro sin, &^c.

* " After the murder of the children of Keppoch
j

Lwi ilanntach, the poet, had to flee for his life to Ross-

shire, where he got a place from Seaforth in Glensheal,
1

where he and his family might reside till such time as the

murderers could be apprehended, as Ssaforth, 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 liaron of Slate, anno lSfi3.

" The government finding it impracticable to bring those

robbers to justice in a legal way, sent a most ample com-
mission of fire and sword (as it was then called) to Sir

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 efTectually performed :

some of them he put to death, and actually disjiersed 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 Rothes, 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 n',t pass

unrewarded, with many other clauses much to Sir James'
,

honour.
j" This letter is dated the 15th day of December, lfi65,
'

and signed Uothes. Sir James died anno \&'S."—Extracted
j

frmn an unpublished Historical MS. of the Ì1'Donalds. \

Ui-cia<iainn a chai<lli thu t-uidheam,

Le d' bhrataich aird "s do ghillean dubha,

Sgriob Ghilieaspuig Ruaidh a Uithist,

Bhuail e meall 'an ceann na h-uighe.

O ro ro sin, §t.

Clia d'iarr thu bàta no long dharaich,

Ri am geainhraidh 'n tiis na gaillinn,

Triubhas teann feadh bheann a's bhealach,

Coiseachd bhonn ge trom do mhealag.

O ro ro sin, Sec.

Ach iia'ii cuireadh tu gach ciiis gu àite,

I\lu 'n sgaoil thu t-itean air saile,

'Nuair dh-eitich thu Inbher-làire,

B' fheird do mheas e measg nan Gael.

O ro ro sin, §x,

'S ann leam nach bu chruai' an ghaoir ud,

Bh-aig mnaibh galach nam fait sgaoilteach,

Bhi 'gan tarruinn mar bheul-snaoiseiu,

Sealg nam boo mu dtios na maoilseach.

O TO ro sin, i)C.

'S mairg a rinn fhòghlum san droch-bheirt,

'N deigh am plaosgadh fliuair bhur ploicneadh,

Claigneann 'g am faoisgneadh a copar,

Mar diiiin laoigh 'an deigh am plotadh.

O TO ro sin, ^-c.

ORAN AIR CRUNAUH
RIGH TE.^RE.ICH 11.

^Ii 'n so air m' uilinn,

An ard ghleann munaidh,

'S mor fatii mo shulas ri gàire.

]Mi 'n so air, &c.

'S ge fad am thosd mi,

]Ma 's e 's olc Icibh,

Thig an sop a m' bhragbad.

'S ge fad, &c.
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O 'n blia sheanns' orinn a chluinntinii,

Ged bu teanri a bha chuing oirmi
;

Gu 'ii do tliiotidai' a cbuibhle mar b'aill leiiin.

O 'u bha, &c.

Cha robh uidhir nan cairtean,

Nach robh tionnda' mi-cheait orr',

B!ia mo shuilean ga m Caiciun an tiath ud.

Cha robh, &c.

An ceum so air choiseachd,

Le m' bhata 's le m' pboca,

'Sa 'n lamh ga stopadh gu sar-mhath.

An ceum, &c.

Gur hole an nith dhuinn,

Bhi stad am priosan,

'N am theachd an righ g'a àite.

Gur h-olc, &c.

'S olc an leasan diciadaiii,

IMur a furtaieh thu Dhia air,

A t& feilheamh an larla neo bbaidheil.

'S olc an leasan, &c.

'N am rusgadh a cholair,

Theid an ceann deth o choluinn,

Glòir agus moladh do 'u ard-Righ.
' N am, &(!.

Thng Dia dhuinn furtachd,

As na cliabhan druidte,

'Nuair dh' iarr sinn iuchair a gharaidh.

Thug Dia dhuitin, &e.

I,e maighdeinn sgorr-shuileach smachdail,

Dh' fhagas giallan gun mlieartuinn,

Dhuineas fiairas a Alharcuis mhi-chairdeil.

Le maighdeauri, &c.

'Sa Thearlaich oig Stiubhairt,

Rla chaidhe an cruii ort,

Dia na fhear stiuiridh air t-fhardaich,

'Sa Thearlaich, &c.

'S ged 's e thus cha 'n e dbeireadh.

Do luchd dhiisgadh an teine,

'S mar mo run do 'n cliuid eile da cliairde

'S ged 's e, &c.

Ma chaidh thu 'sa chathair.

Gun aon bhuille claidheimh,

'N ainm an athar 's an ard Righ.

Ma chuaidh, &c.

'S thu thigb'n dhachaigh gu d' riogliachd

Mur a b' oil le d' hu-hd mi-ruin

'N coinneamh ri mile ciad f'àilte.

'S thu thigh'u, &c.

'S ioma Sulseig mhor mhisgeach,

'S measa run dut na mise,

Tlia cuir staigh am petisean an drasda,

'S ioma, &c.

Luchd nan torra-chaisteal Hatha,

Air an stormadh le iarunn,

B' olc na lorgairean riamh ann do gheard iad.

Luchd na 'n, &c.

Cha b' fhas' an dùsgadh a cadal,

Na madadh-ruadh ciiuir a braclaicli,

'Nuair a Ihuaradh thu lag, ach bhi t-aicheadh.

Cha b' fhas, &c.

Na mearlaich uile chuaidh dh' aon-taobh,

Ghearr muiiieal Mhoir-fhi'ar Huntidaidh,

'S math choisinn le buundaisd am pàigheadh.

Na mearlaich, &c.

Learn is eibhinn mur thachair,

Mur dh' eirich do 'n bhraich ud,

Bha gach ceann d' i na bachlagan bana.

Learn is, &c.

Mur bha Lusifer tamull,

'N deigh air thus bhi na xViiigeal,

Chaidh sgùrsa' le an-iochd a Phàrais.*

Mur bha, &c.

Bidh tu nis ann ad dheomhain,

I

Dol timchioU an domhain,

I Bhrigh coltais toirt comh-ihiliteachd dhas

I

Bidh tu nis, &c.

I

'S mor a b' Ihearr dhut na moran,

No na chruiunich thu stòras,

Bhi tional an otraich gu d' ghàradh.

'S mor a b' fhearr, &c.

Na thu fhein 's do gheard misgeach,

i Bhi 'n ait as nach tig sibh,

' Mur sgaile p/iictuir 'sa 'n sgathan,

Na thu fhein, &c.

Na farabhalaich bhreaca,

Bha tai ruinn uainn ar cuid beartais,

j

Chuir an righ mach a Whitehall dhuinn.

1 Na farabhalaich, &c.

• This poet was of the Roman catholic perauasion. It

is said that he could not read himself; but that he wag

acquainted with the whole of the historical parts of Scrip.

ture, his poems are a clear demonf tration.
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LATH A INBHER-LOCIIAIDII.*

LUINNEAG.

H-i rim h-X)-rù, h-ò-rò leatha,

H-i rim h-^-rò, h-ò-rò leatha,

H-i rim h-0-rò, h-ò-rò leathii,

Cliaidh an latha le Clann-Dùmhnnill.

An cu.ila' sibhse 'n tionndadh duineil,

Thiiij an camp bha 'n Cille-Chuiiuein
;

'S fad chaidh aiiim air an iomairt.

Thug iad as an naiirihdeati ioinaiii.

Hi rim, cVe.

Dhirich mi moch madaiiiii dhòmhnaich,

Gu barr caii^teil Iiibher-Locliaidh,

Chuiuia' mi 'n t-arm a dol an oidugh,

'S bha biiaitih an la le Clann-Dòinhnuill.

Hi rim, 4-c.

Direadh a mach glun Chuil-eachaidh,

Dh' aithiiich mi oirbh surd 'ur tapaidh
;

Ged bha mo dhuthaich iia lasair,

'S eirig air a chilis mar thachair.

H-i rim, SfC,

Ged bhiodh larlachd a bhraghaid,

An seachd bliadhna so mar tha e,

Gun chur, gun chliathadli, no gun àiteach,
|

'S math an riadh bho *m beil sinn paighte.
|

Hi rim, ^-c.
I

Air do laimhse Thighearna Lathair,

Ge mor do bhosd as do chlaidheamh
;

,

'S ioma oglaoch chinne t-athar,

Tha 'ii Inbher-Lochaidh na laidhe.

H-i rim, fyc,

'S ioma fearr goirseid agus pillein, i

Cho math 'sa bha riamh dheth d' chinneadh, !

Nach d' fhoad a bhotann thoirt tioram,

Ach faoghlum snàmh air Bun-Neimheis.f

Hi rim, 3i-c.

Sgeul a b' aite 'nuair a thigeadh.

Air Caim-beulaich nam beul slii;neach,

H-uile dream dhiu mur a thigeadh,

Le bualadh lann an ceann ga 'm bristeadh.

Hi rim, Sfc.

* This battle was fought between the M'Donalds and
the Campbells, on Sunday, February 2, Ifilo.

\

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 iikspmethan
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 Dhuim/ineacha DhuimJincac/ia, cuonhnichibh 'ur boin-
eidean."

'N latha sin shaoil ko dluil ieotlia,

'S aiin bha laoich ga 'n ruith air reothadh,

'S ioma slaodaiiach mor odhar,

Bha na shineadh air ach'-an-tothair.

H-i rim, fyc.

Ge be dliireadh Tom-na-h-aire,

Bu Honor spog ur aim air dinoch shailleadb,

Neul marbh air an suil gun aiiam,

'N deigh an sgiùrsadh le lannan.

H-i rim, S)-c.

Thug sibh toiteal teith ma Lochaidh,

Bhi ga 'm bualadh ma na sròiiaii,

Bu Honor claidheamh clais-ghorm comhnard,

Bha bualadh an lamhan Chlann-Dòmhnuill.

H-i rim, fyc.

Sin 'nuair chruinnich mor dhragh na fhalac.hd,

'N am rusgadh na 'n gieidlein tana,

Bha ioDgnan nan Duimhneach ri talamh,

An deigh an luithean a ghearradh.

Hi rim, c^c.

'S lionmhor corp noclite gun aodacli,

Tha na 'n sineadh air chnocain fhraoiche,

O 'n bhlar an greaste na saoidhean,

Gu ceann Leitir blar a Chaoraiun.

Hi rim, S,-c.

Dh' innsinn sgeul eile le firinn,

Cho math 'sa ni cleireach a sgriobhadh
;

Chaidh na laoich ud gu 'n dicheall

'S chuir iad maoim air luchd am mi-ruin.

Hi rim, 4-c.

Iain 3Ihuideartaich nan seol soilleir,

Sheoladh an cuan ri la doillear,

Ort cha d' thuaradh 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-blialgaidh.

H-i rim, ^c.

An t-eun dona chaill a cheutaidh.

An Sasuun, an Albainn, 's 'n Eirinn,

Is it e a curr na sgeithe,

Cha miste learn ged a gheill e.

H-i rim, 4-c.

Alasdair nan a geur lann sgaiteach,

Gheall thu 'n de a bhi cuir as daibh,

Chuir thu 'n retreuta seach an caisteal,

Seoladh gle mhath air an leantuinn.

H-i rim, 8)C,
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Alasdair nan geur lann guineach.

Na 'm biodh agad armuiiiii IMhuile;

Thug thu air iiadh' I'halbh dhiu fuireaoVi,

'S retreut air pràbar an diiileisg.

H-i rim, S)C.

Alsdair Mhic Cholla gbasda,

Lamb dheas a sgoltadh nan caisteal
;

Chuir thu 'n ruaig air Ghallaibh glasa,

*S ma dh-ol iad càl gun chuir thu asd' e.

n i rim, ^-c.

'M b' aithne dhuibhse 'n Goirtean-odbar,

'S math a bba e air a thothar,

Cha 'n inneir chaorach, no gliobliar
;

Ach fuil Dhuimbneacb an deigh reotbadli.

li-i rim, ^-c.

Bhur sgrios mu 's truagh learn 'ur caradii,

'G eisdeachd an-sliocair 'ur pàistean

Caoidh a phannail bb' ann 's 'n àraich

Donnalaich bban EarraghàUl.

Hi rim, 4-e.

LATHA TFIOM-A-PHUBAILL*

LUINNEAG.

Ilo-rò 'sfuda, 's gur fada,
' S ciaii fada gu leoir,

O 'm a chaidh thu air thuras,

Dn hhaile Lunnainn nan cleoc ;

Na 'n duinneadh tu fatnunn,

Le rubhadh an eoin ;

' S gn '« taogidadh tu 'n rathad,

' S mi nach gahhadh dheth bran !

Air leith-taobh Beinne-buidhe,

Sheas a bhuidheann nach gann
;

Luchd dhearcadh an iubbuir,

'Sa chur siubhal fo chrann
;

'S diombach mise d' ur saotliair,

'Nuair a db' aom sibh a nail,

Nach deach a steach air Gleann-Aora,

Ghearradh braoisg nam beul cam.

Ho ro 's fada, 3)C.

A Mhoir-fhear Cblann-Dùmhiiuill,

Chum thu chòdhail gu duineii;

'Nuair a sbaoil an t-Iarl Aoiacb,

Do chuir gun aobbar a Muile
;

IJha thu roimhe 'n Dun-eideann,

'S dh' fbagh thu leigbeart mu choinne,

'S gun aon eislein a' t-aigne,

Dh' eisd thu chasaid an Lunnainn.
Ho ro 'sfada, 4'C.

Ach a Mhoir-fhear Chlann-Dùnibnuill,
'S fad do chombnuidh measg Ghall

;

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

A laoich aigeantaich pbriseil,

Oig rimbeich an àigh :

Tha maise an fhiona,

Ad gbruaidii direadh an àird
;

'S tha thu sbliochd nan tri Cholla,

Ga 'm biodh loingeas air sail.

Ho ro 'sfada, ^-c.

'S truagh nach robh iad na ciadan,

Do luchd sgaith agus lann ;

Do na b-oganaicb threubbach,

Nach euradh adbhans ,-

Cha bhi'mid ag eigbeach,

Co da 'n eireadh an call
;

'S ann aig geat Inbber-Aora,

Ghabh rao laoich-sa gu camp.

Ho ro 's fada, <^-c.

'M bruadar chunnaic mi 'm cbadal,

B' fheavr gu 'm faiciiin e 'm dhùisg
;

'S mi nach fuireadb ni b' fbaide,

Ann am plaide air m' ùigh,

Sealladh 'n sin do d' ghnùis aobhach,

'Nuair a pblaosgadh mo shuii,

B' ionann eiridh do m' aigne,

'S leum a bbradain am burn.

Ho ro 'sfada, SfC.

Gur mise bha tiirsacb,

'N am dhomh dùsgadh o m' bbruadar
;

Bhi faicinn do chursaibii

Del a null air Druim-uaclidair
;

Bhi gad chuir 'sa 'n tolla-dhubli,

'S gun mo dhuil thu tbig'ii uaithe
;

Laidh smal air mo shugradh,

Gus an duisgear an uaigh dhomh.

Ho ro 's fada, ^c.

Tha pruip air do cbul-thaobh,

'S math a b' fhiu dhut am faigbneachd
;

Eoin Abrach o 'n Gbiùbbsaich,

Cha toir cubair a ghreiin deth
;

'S Gilleasbuig a Bhraigbe,

Gu latha bbrath nach bi 'm foill dut;

Mac Iain 'sa chinneadh,

Gu 'n imicheadh an oidbcb leat.

Ho TO 's fada, ^-c.

'S ioma iiiarcaiche 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 Bocbuidir
;

Gbabliadh leigeadh gu statail,

'N eirig la Tom-a-phubaill.

Ho ro 'sfada, Sj-c.

'S ioma òganach guineach,

Laidir, duilich, do-aitlinicbt

;
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Eadar braigh' uisge Thurraid,

'S caol Mhuile nan canach
;

Ghearradh beuin ]e 'ii arm guineach,

Ga 'n iomain do 'n fiieamainn
;

Ann an eirig nam muineal,

Chaidh a cliiir sa 'n Aird-reanaich.

Ho 10 's faJa, S^c.

'S fad o'n chuala' ini seancbas,

'S mi 'm sheana-ghiullan gòrach
;

Ma 'n do chuir mi crios-fjilidh,

Os ccann leine no còta
;

Bhi ga innse gu soilleir,

Anns' gacli coinnidh a's còilhail,

Gu 'm bu chairdeach an sloinnoadh,

Siol Mhoire 's Clann-Domhiiuill-

Ho ro 'sfada, tj,c.

A High ! nach rol)h iad an geambuirii,

Lan teampuill do sliliiagh
;

Uo liichd nam beul cama,

'S cha b' ainid sud uainn
;

'S ioma claidheamh gear guineach,

Laidir fulangacli cruaidh
;

Th' aig mo chinneadh ga 'm fcitiieamh,

'S aig Clann-'illeain nam buadb.

Ho ro 's fada, cjjc.

'S b' fhearr gu 'n tigeadh iad fbatbasd,

Clann 'Illeain nan tuagh
;

'S cba bbiodli sgian ann am fraiglie,

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 blia cruaidh.

Ho ro 's fada, ^.j^ c.

Tha mo run air na gillean,

Leis an cinneadh an t-sealg
;

Dh-eireadh fearg orra 's frioghan,

Dhol an iomairt nan arm,

l)hol a null tbar an linne,

Le gillean na Cairge
;

'S ioma marbb bhiodh ri sbireadh,

Air am pilleadh do Chearara.

Ho TO 'sfada, S^c.

LATHA AIRDE-REANAICH.
Slan gun dith dhut a Mharcuis,
Direach, maiseach, gun cbromadh

;

Da shuil ghorm fo d' cbaol mhala,
Nach d' fhas gu balachail, bronnach

;

Cheart cbo cbinnteach 'sa 'm bas,

Ged tha tbu 'n dràsd as an t-sealladh
;

Gu 'ni 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

;

Cha robh againn do sgathan,

Ach greasad trà do 'n taigh grunnaich
;

" Aisling caillich mar a dùrachd,"

Gach mio-rùn bha do 'n duin ud
;

Ged bu ladurna 'n ciil-chainnt,

Stad a chuis air an iomall.

Cha b e aingeachd na tuatlia,

Gluais am marcus le dhaoine
;

Ach togail a bhrataich,

'G iarraidh smachd air luchd aobhair ;

Fhuair thu iuchair na còracli,

Gu t-ordugh le d' dhaoine ;

Agus fosgladh gach caistei!,

Fad slait Inbher-Aora.

Glieill Dun-staf-innis grad dut,

Jnnis 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-Ciionnain nan canach,

Gu ruig bail' Inbher- Aora.

'S ard Liutenant o 'n righ thu,

Thug thu sgriob do dh' Earr'ghàel,

Bu leat Tairbeart 's Cinn-tire,

'S gach aoii nith bh'aniis an ait ud
;

Agus He bheag riabhach,

Mu 'n iath a mhuir shàile ;

'S gdirt a chncad a ta' m chliabh-sa,

Fhad 's bha 'n t-iasad gun phàigheadh.

Thighearn oig Ghliiine-garaidh,

Na bi falacli do ruin oirnn
;

Oighre 'n duin' thu tha maireann,

Tha thu 'd cliaraid dhuinn dubailt;

Cha bheo e 's cha mbairean,

Na ni ar sgaradh o d' chul-thaobb,

A luchd nan ceanna-bhearta' crabliaidh,

Thioniidaidh falachd a chrùin ruibh.

'S e do charaid mor dealaidh,

I\Iac 'Ic-Ailein a Muideart,

Sliochd an Alasdair Gharaich,

Luchd tbarruinn nam tiùran
;

Cha do chuir cainb sbalach
;

Na tafaid ealamh ri d' clml-chrann
;

Bheireadh beum air a h-athlorg,

Fhad sa mhaireadh a iiudhaidh.

Na 'm biodh Tighearn na Learguinn,

Ann an Albainn 's e mar-riut

;

Agus Tighearn an Tairbeirt,

'S iad uach tairgeadh do mhealladh:
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Chain an t-Iarl air 'ur turas,

Mheud 'sa lihuiiiig e miiàl oirbh ;

Gar am b' fhiach leis an duin' ud,

Bhi ri cruinneachadh ciiàrahaig.

B' olc a b' fhiach do dliiuc-Atholl,

Diioll an coiiine riut Eardsaidh,

'N deigh latha Roinn-Liotlmiiii
;

Thug sibh ioc-shlaiiit mar earlais,

IMheall sibh null thar an abhuinn,

Marcus Atholl 'sa bhrathair
;

Chuirsibh 'n lainih an toll-dubh iad,

'S loisg sibh duthaich iail Eailaidh.*

Tha thu 'd mharcus am bliadlina,

'S ad sliàr iarl air Tulaich-bheardaiiin
;

'S ged a dlieatiadh iad diùc dliiot,

'S ro nihath b' fhiu tliu an t-aite
;

Tha do thiotal cho lioiior,

Chumail dion air do chairdean
;

Geard an righ fo d' smaclid orduidh,

'S tha thu d' mliòir-fliear Baile-mhanaidh.

ORAN AIR RIGH UILLEAM
AGUS BAX-KIGH MAIKI.

lU-rinn li-a rinn, ho ro h-o hhn ho,

Hi-rinn h-d rinn, ho ro h-o bha ho,

S'lodli gach diiine agaibh brònach,

Air son foirneart mo righ,

'N DiuGH chuala' mi naidheachd,

Air alt nach b'aiaihealach leinn,

'N'au cumadh e chasan

—

'S gu boidh an t-ath-rgeul cho binn

—

Righ Seumas le farum,

Cur a diiaraicli na still

;

O'n 's leat uachdar na mara,

Gluais a's taruinn gu tir.

Hi-rinn, tjc.

Mhic Mhuire na h-òighe,

Coimhead foirneart mo righ
;

Co b'urrainn da'r smàladh—
Ach do lamhans' bhi leinn :

Faic a nis prionns Orans',

Cur na coir os a cinn
;

Ach as do chobliair, a Shlan-'ear,

Thig furtachd a's slaiut air gach tinn.

Hi-riuii, c^c.

A Righ chumhaclidaich, fheartaicb,

Ga 'm beil beachd air gach ni,

Cum air aghaidh an ceartas

—

An lagh seachranach pill

:

* A title formerly in Stratlimore, now extinct.

Faic luchd nam breid dàite,

Bhi gun dealt arm ri'n linn
;

'S ma tha 'n eucoir nan aigneadh,

Beum do shiat os an cinn.

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 reull nan dùilean,

Bha deanadh iuil dut 'san ain-eol

;

Mar bha roimh na tri righrean,

'N uair bha losa na leauabh.

Hi-rinn, c^c.

Thug thu 'm follais an t-Slàn'ear,

Sgeula grain do luclid teagasig ;

'S gur mòr am fa nàire,

'S an coig àintean a bhriseadh.

A nighean fhein, 's mac a pheathar,

'N aghaidh labhairt an Sgriobtuir,

Mar bhreun ghearran 'sa chathair,

'S nach b't'hear-taighe da 'ii sliochd e.

Hi-rinn, <^c.

'S fior mhallaichte 'n lànan.

Chum an Spain anns an roinn ud ;

Seilbh choir thoirt a dh-aindeoin,

Le mùtha malairt an t-slaighteir :

Ged' a stadadh an claidheamh,

Gun bhuille chaith' ach na rinn e,

Bi'dh gach fuil 'g eigheat;h am flaitheas,

A d' dheigh a latha 's a dli' oidhche.

Hi-rinn, ^c.

'S mairg a chreideadh droch naidheachd,

Thig tro amhaich a nàmhaid,

Chuireadh fùdar na ghreadan,

An grund' na h-eaglaise gnàthaicht
;

'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 fhàistinn.

Hi-rinn, ^c.

'N uair chaidh Whitehall losgadh,

Bu mhall do choiseachd gun bhrògan ;

'S mi nach rachadh le pairti,

Air mhire, bhàthadh, na tòite.

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 au ròstadh

Hi-rinn, &c,

Cha tig ach rùcas a's cealgan,

O chruitean cealgach an ràbuill
;

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 sgàth gàraidh ;

Tliog iad airsaii mar uirsgeiil,

Gu 'n do mhurt e dheaibh-bhrathair.

Hi-rinn, i^c.

Gu 'm bu ghrannda na sgeoil sin,

Thog na deomhain ga dhibeirt

!

'S nach b' urr' iad ga dhearbhadh,

Ach mar bhuille searbh da 'n luchd mi-ruin

Gu 'n cuirte isean a clilamhaiii,

An nead claniiach an i'hireoiii ;

Mac muice a bhalaicb,

Shalcha fala nan righrean.

Hi-rinn, <^c

'S mairg righ a rinn cleamhnas,

Ri Dùitseach shantach gun trocair
;

Cha b'e 'n onair bu ghnàs da,

Ged' 's tu brathair-matbair an rògair.

Ged' a thug thu dha Màiri

Air laimh, chum a posaiilh,

Ghabh e t-oighreacbd a t-aii-toil

Tliar do cheann, a's thu d' bheo-shlaint.

Hi-rinn, ^c.

Bha mac aig righ Daibhidh,

'S bu deas àiU air ceann sluaigh e,

Chaidli e 'ii aghaidh an athar,

S am fear nach cliir da bhuaireadh
;

'N uair a sgaoileadh am blàr sin,

Thug Dia pàigheadh na dhuais da ;

'S o'n bu droch dhuine ch)inn e,

Chroch a choill air a ghruaig e.

Hi-rir^n, c^c.

Ach buaidh an droch sgeoil sin,

Do phrionns Grains gun diadliachd,

Ged' a rachadh do bhàtliadh,

Cha b' iotiann has dut 'sa dh' iarraiiin
;

Ach mo suilean blii t-fhaicinn,

Edar eachabh ga d' stialladh ;

Dol a d' smaladh 's an adhar,

Mar luaithe dhaigte ga criathradh.

Ui-rinn, ,^c.

Sgrios gun iarmad, gun duilleach,

Cha 'n iarruinn tuille am dhan duibh
;

Gun sliochd a dh-iathadh mu t' uilinn.

Do ghniomh broinnc droch Mhàiri
;

Ged' a ghlacadh na theum e,

'S farsuinn beu) a mhic-lamhaich
;

A shean staoile bhi 'n cunnart,

Aig na rinn thu thrusadh a cràincig.

Hi-rinti, S^c.

Ach seun gun tuisleadh air MAiri,

'S olc an Ian tha na togsaid
;

'N ar fhaicear laogh càraid,

Nuas gu làr as a poca.

Cha bhi 'n sean fhacail claoite.

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 tigcadh an righ sin,

'S a mhac dileas air aidmheil,

Ged' a theireadh prionns Oraiiis,

Nacli h-i choir a bhi againu,

Cha bu mho orra Uilleam,

Air sràid Lunnainn an Sasunn,

'N ceann fliuadach deth mhuineal,

Na cluais cuilein an radain.

Hi rinn, t^c.

Prionns Grains a mhi-rath,

Mas' toil le Kigh thoirt gu creideamh,

'S coir an duilleag so thiondadh,

Air a bhan-righ nach creid e.

INIa shaoil am bith>shantitach sanntach

Na mhac-samhla ga ghoid sud
;

Na a ruitheachd le lànnaii,

Air nigheaii Seanuluir Huitsein.

Hi-rinn, SyC

BThearr gu 'm buaileadh e'n staidse,

I Tus a bhùidse bu choir dha,

N'am bu tuiteam 'sa phla'gh dhuinn,

IMar fhuair righ Phàro, 's a sheoi sa
;

Mar bha chomhairle bhreige,

Chuir righ Seumas air fògradh
;

Aitliris cleas nan droch righrean,

Leis 'n do dhiteadh Righ-boam.*

Hi-rinn, i^c,

Sgeul buan e do'n mhcarcaid.

'S nach tog a mac a cuid oighreachd
;

'S ion dith coram a ghabhail,

Mu'n dùiiiear cathair na soills' orr
;

Thoill i mallachd a h-athar,

O'n ghabh an t-aibhisteir greim dli'i
;

'S olc an diichas a lean ritb,

Chuinnt a seanair na throitcir.

Hi-rinn, S^c.

'S math an toiseach ar seannsa,

Ma rinn am Frangacb a tbajiadh

—

Ma ghlacadh leis Monsai,

Cha sgeul tum-sgeul ach ceartas,

i

Bu mhath gu'm biodh an adbhama,

Air a tioiidadh gu Sasunn
;

Na gu faicte an cunntar,

Cho ghrad ri tionda nan cairtean.

Hi-rinn, c^c-

» Uchoboam, poetically.
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Ach ma stad air an diiic siii,

'S iiach e a run tigh'n ni's fhaide ;

Leig e cadal do'n chirein

—

Stad a sgriob mar a c1i1r;^c1i(1 e
;

l\Ia leig gach saiglidear a ghlcus dt-th :

'N uair tha leiglieart inu'n chaisteal,

B'fhearr gu"ni faicinn an coileach,

No, gii'n gaireadh a chaismeachd.

Hi-rinn, .Jc.

I\Iu tha e'n dan dhut teachd dhachaigh,

'S liar dliiit t-t'haicinn gun speurad
;

Ged' a fhuair thu pairt leonaidh,

Ri am fògraidh rìgh Sheumais ;

Ala tlia thu cruaidh air an raipeir,

Scall air slachdan a ghleusaidh,

Leis an do spionadh mo sgròban,

Ma's fior Tùnias an Rcumair.

Hi-rinn, &e.

AN lORRAM DHARAICH.
DO BHATA Sm SEUMAIS MHIC-DOMHNIL'LL.

MocH, 's mi 'g eirigh sa mhiidainn,

'S trom euslainteach m'aigne,

'S nach eighear mi'n caidreamh nam braithrean,

'S nach eighear mi'n, &c.

Leam is aith-ghearr a cheilidh,

Rinneas mar lis an t-Seumas,

Ris na dhealaich mi'n dè moch la Càisge.

Ris na dhealaich mi'n dè, &c.

Dia na stiùir air an darach,

A dh' fhalbh air tùs an t-siiiil mhara,

Seal mu'n tug e cheud blioiniie de thràghadh.

Seal mu'n tug e cheud bhoinne, &c.

Ge b'e am cur a choirc e,

'S mi nach piUeadh o stoc uat,

'S ann a shuidhinn an toiseach do bhàta.

'S am: a shuidhinn an toiseach, &c.

'Nuair bhiodh each cur ri giiiomhadh,

Bhiodh mo chuid-sa diieth diomhain,

G' ol nag ucagan fiou' air a fàradh.

G' ol na gucagan lion, &c.

Cha bu mharcach eich leumnaich,

A bhuin'geadh geali reis ort,

'Nuair a thogadh tu breid osceann sàile.

'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 dùthcha,

I3u mhear riuth a chuain dù-glilais fo h-eanlinn.

Eu mhear riuth a chuain, &c.

Cha b' iad na Luch-armainn mheanbha,

Bhiodh m'a cupuill ag eileadli,

'Nuair a dh'eireadh mor shoirbiieas le bàirlinn.

'Nuair a dh'eireadh, &c.

Ach na fuirbirnich threubhacli,

'S deis a dh'iomradh, 's a dh'eigheadh,

Bheireadh tulg an tùs cle air ramli bràghad,

Bheireadh tulg an tùs clè, &c.

'Nuair a d'fhalaichte na buird d'i,

'8 nach t'aighte Ian siuil d i,

Bhiodh luchd taghaich sior lùl^jidh nar àlacb.

Bhiodh luchd taghaich, &c.

'S iad gu'n eagal gun euslain,

Ach ag Ireagradh dh'a cheile,

'Nuair thigeadh muir beucacli 's gach aird orr'.

'Nuair thigeadh muir bcucach, &c.

Del tiomchioll Ruglia na Caillich,

Bu ro mhath siubhal a daraich,

Gearradh shrutha gu cairidh Chaoil- Acuin.

Gearradli slirutha gu cairidh, &c.

Dol gu uidhe chuain fhiadhaich.

Mar bu chubhaidh leinn iarraidh,

Gu Uist bheag riabhach nan cràgh-gheadh.

Gu Uist bheag riabhach, &c.

Cha bu bhruchag air meirg' i,

Fhuair a treachladh le h-eirbheirt,

'Nuair a thigeadh mor shoirbheas le galihadb.

'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-lacli air muir i,

Shiubhal ghleann gun bhi curaidh,

'S buill chainbe ri fulagan àrda.

Buill chaineaba ri, &c.

Bha Domhnull an Duin in!)t,

Do mhac oighre 's mor cùram,

'S e do stoile fhuair cliù measg nan GaUl.

'S e do stoile fhuair cliii, &c.

Do mhae Uisteach gle-mhor,

Dh'am bu chubhaidh bhi'n Sloibhte,

On Rugha dan eighte Dun-sgathaich.

O'n Rugha dan eighte, &c.
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Og misneachail tieun thu,

('S blath iia brie oit san eudainn)

Mur mist' thu ro mheud 's a do iiàir innt.

Mur mist' thu ro mheud, &c.

Gur mor mo chion feiii ort,

Ged nach cuir mi an ceill e,

Mhic an fhir leis an eireadh na Braigheich.

Mhic 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-aruiim.

Gheibhte broic, agus feidh, &c.

Dli'eireadh buidhean o Kuaidh leat,

Lùbadh iubliar mu'n guaillean,

Thig o Bhrughai^chean fuar Charn-na-Làirge.

Thig o Bhrughaichean fuar, &c.

Dream eile dhe d' chinneadh,

Clann Iain o'n Einnean,

'S iad a rachadh san iomairt neo-sgàthach.

'S iad a rachadh san iomairt, &c.

'S iomadh òganach treubhach,

'S glac-crom air chùl sgèith air

Thig a steach leat o sgeith meall-na- Lairge.

Tiiig a steach leat, &c.

'S a fhreagradh do t-eigbeach,

Gun eagal, gun easlain,

'Nuaif chluinneadh iad fein do chrois-tàra.'*

'Nuair a chluinneadh iad fein, &c.

MARBHRANN
DO SHIR SEUMAS MAC-DHONUII.L.

GuR fad tha mi 'm thamh,

Thuit mo chridhe gu lar,

Righ ! 's deacair dhomh tàmh 's mi bi

Gur fad tha, &c.

'Se do thuras do 'n Dim,
Dh-fhag snith' air mo shùil,

'Sa bhi faiciiin do thùr gun cheò.

'Se do, &c.

• " Crois-iàra," or "crann.tàra," was a piece of wood, ;

half burnt and dipt in blood, sent by a special messenger !

us a signal of distress or alaim. The person to whom it
j

was sent, immediately despatched another person with it i

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 Uieadalbinc, when it went round Loch

Tay, the distance of thirty-two miles, in three hours, 'i he

above method was used only in the day-time; for in the

night, recourte was had to the " Sgorr.t/idne," 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.
I

Tha do bliaile gun speis,

Gun eich ga 'm modliadh le srein,

Dh-fhalbh gach fasan le Seumas og.

Tha do bhaile, &c.

'Nuair a rachadh tu stri,

Atin an armailt an righ,

I

Bhiodh do diiiollaid air mil-each gnrra.

I

Nuair a racha", &c.

'Nuair a racliadh tu mach,

B' aid a chluiiinte do sinachd,

Bhiodh Iain Muideartach leat 's Mac-Leoid.

Nuair a, kc.

'S leat Mac Pharlain na 'n cliar,

Bh-aig fir t-ait-sa riamh,

Mac-an Aba le chiad na dhò.

Fear chann, &c.

Clann Iain a nuas,

'S tir a bhraighe so shuas,

'S Mac Ghriogairo Ruadh-shruth chnò.

Chlainn lein, &c.

Clann Cham-Shroin a nail,

O bhraighe nan gleanu,

Chuireadh iubhar le srann am feoil.

Clainn, &c.

'S leat Mac-Dhomlinuill a ris.

Na 'm bratach 's na 'm piob,

Crunair gasda na 'n righ bhrat sròil.

'S leat, &c.

Gu 'm faiceadh mo Dhia,

Do mliac air an t-sliabh.

Aim an duthaich nan cliar 's mi bcò.

Gu 'ill faiceadh, &c.

Thig a .^tholl a iiios,

Comhlan ghasda gun sgios,

Ceannard roinpa 's e finealt og.

Thig a Atholl, &c.

Coinnlean geala de 'n cbeir,

'S iad an lasadh gu geiir,

Urlar farsuinn mu 'n eighte 'n t-òl.

Coinnlean, &c.

Bhiodh do ghillean mu seach,

A lionadh dibhe b' fheair bias,

Eion Spainnteach dearg ac agus beoir.

Bhiodh do, &c.

Uisgc-beatha na 'm pios,

Rachadh 'n tairgead ga dhiol,

Gheibhte 'n gloin e mar ghriog an òir.

Uisge beatha, &c.
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Chriosda dh-fhuilig am bàs duini),

O 'a 's tu ar patron ùrnaigh
;

Cum an t-aog o dha bhrathair,

Fliad 'sa b' àill leiiin le diirachd
;

Dheaiiadh treis do 'n àlach,

Su dh-f'hag e gun sùilean
;

'Sliochd an t-seobhaig 'sa 'n aiMTmiiin,

Nach tugadh each an sgiath chùil detli.

Ho-ro 'sfada, ^x.

'Nuair threig each an cuid fearainti,

'S nach d-fhan iad 'sa 'n rlnghachd
;

'Sheas thusa gu fearail,

'S cha b' aim le sgainnel a shin thu ;

Chuir thu fuaradh na f'roise,

Seach ar dorsaibh g' 'ar dionadh ;

Gu 'n robh t-fhaigsein cho làidir,

Ri leoghainn ard do 'n fhuil Rioghail.

Ho-ro 'sfada, §*c.

Cha robh larl ann an Albuinji,

Gheibheailh earbsa na run riut

;

Gu 'm biodh toiseach gach naidheachd,

Gu lam ban a chùirteir
;

Seobbag firiniieach suairce,

Choisinn crua<ial gach cùise
;

Ceannard mhaithean a's uaislean,

Aig an t-sluagh 's iad gaghiùlan.

Ho TO 'sfada, Sfc.

Sgeula b' ait' learn ri inseadh,

Sa bhi g' a leirsinn le 'r sùileari ;

Do mhac oighr' ann a t-tlieavann,

Mur bu mliath le luchd dùrachd;

Ach aon neach leis am b' oil e,

Luaidhe ghlas le iieart t'ùdair
;

Troimh' 'n cridh' air a liaradh,

Chor 's nach iarradh iad tioundadh.

Ho TO 'sfada, SfC.

CUMHA MHONTROISE

Mi gabhail Stath Dhruim-uachdair,

'S beag m'aighear anna an uair so,

Tba'n lath' air dol gu gruamachd,

'S cha'n e tha buain mo sprocbd.

Ge duilich learn, 's ge diobbail,

M't'hear cintiidh math bhi dhith onn
Cha'n usa leam an sgriobs',

Thainiiig air an rioghachd bhochd.

Tha Alba dol fo chios-chain

Aig Farblialaich gun fliirinn,

Hhar a chalpa dbirich

'S e cuid de m'dhiobhail ghoirt.

Tha Sasunnaich 'g ar foireigneadh,

'G ar creach', 'g ar mort', 's'gar 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 cheudna,

Chan eigh iad rinn ach "siuc."

Ar righ an dels a chri^inadh,

Mu'n gann a leum e ùr-fhas,

Na tbaistealach bochd, ruisgte,

Gun gheard, gun chùirt, gun choisd'.

'G a fharr-fhuadach as àite.

Gun duine leis deth chàirdean,

Mar luing air uachdar sàile,

Gun stiuir, gun ràmh, gun phort.

Cha teid mi do Dhun-eideann,

O dhoirteadh full a Ghreumaich,

An leoghann fearail, treubliach,

'G a cheusadh air a chroich.

B'e sud am fior dhuin uasal,

Nach robh de'n liime shuaraich,

Bu ro nihath ruidhe gruadhach,

'N am tarruinn suas gu trod,

Deud chailc, bu ro mhath dlùthadh,

Fudh mhala chaoil gun mhugaich,

Ge trie do dhàil gam' dhùsgadh,

Cha ruisg mi chàch e nochd.

Mhic Neill,*a Asainn chianail,

Na'n glacain ann am lionii thu,

Bhiodh m'fhacal air do bhinn,

'S cha diobrainn thu o"u chroich.

• Captain Andrew Muiiro sent instructions to Neil

Macleod, the laird of Assynt, his brother-in-law, toappre.

bend 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 liis

tenants in search of him, lighted on him in a place where
he had continued three or four days without meat or diink,

and only one man in his company. Assynt had formerly

been one of Montrose's own followers, who iiiimedijtely

knowing him, and believing to find friendship at his hands,

willingly discovered himself; but Assynt not daring to

conceal him, and being greedy of the tewaid which was
promised to the person who should apprehend him by the

council of the estates, immediately seized and disarmed

him."* Montrose offered Macleod a large sum of money
for his liberty, which he refused to grant. Macleod kept

Montrose and his companion prisoiicrs in the castle of

Aird-bhreac, his principal residence, for a fevy 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.

ii Bishop W'ishart*
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Dh- fhalbh na spalpain a null.
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AN CIARAN MABACH.

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

Zom, 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.

Gk socrach mo leabaidb,

B' annsa cadal air fraoch,

Ann an lagan beag uaigneach,

A's bad de'n luachair li 'in thaobh,

'Nuair dh'eirinn sa' mhadainn,

Bhi siubbal gblacagan caol,

Na bhi triall thun na h-Abaid,

'G eisdeachd glagraich nan sàor.

'S oil learn càradh 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 cù gleusda,

A's cha'n eil feum agam dha,

Cha suidh mi air bachdan,

Air sliabh fad o chàch,

Cha leig mi mo ghaothar,

Chaidh faogh'd an tuim bain,

'S cha sgaoil mi mo luaidhe.

An Gleann-Ruathain gu bràth.
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Gur h-e " Port Raoghuill uidliir,"*

Mur nach bu dligheach is ceòl domh.

'S bochd mo naidbeacbd r'a b-innse

Ge b' e sgriobbadh i 'n tàtb~bhuinn
;

O 'n la riiiii thu feum duiiip,

Gus' n do cbiiireadb 'sa 'n làr tbu ;

Bha mo dheas-lamb dol sios leat,

An cladhan criohe mo cbràdb-siilad
;

'S mor iia b' fheudav dhomh fbulawg,

Mo bbuan fhuireach o m' bratbair.

'S bochd an ruinnlgil fliuathais,

Rug air uaislean do chairdean,

'S goirt a bbonnag a fhuair iad,

'N latba gbluaiseadh gu tàmb leat ;

Ge b'e neach is mo buannachd,

'N long luatbair a bhàis so,

'S mise pearsa 's mo tuairgbe,

'Sa 'nuair so th' air t-aruinn.

Cha chuis fharmaid mo letbid
;

'S ann tha mi 'n deigh mo spùillidh
;

Bbuin an t-eug dhiom gu buileacb,

Barr a's iomall mo cbùirte
;

'S feudar tamailte fhulang,

Gun dion buill' air mo cbùl-thaobh,

Stad mo chlaidbeamh na dhuille,

'S bath dhomh fuireach r'a rùsgadh.

* RaoghuU 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 ofl'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 uid/iir," " 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 misort gu seinn thu ' Port Raog-

huill uidkir ' " i e. " I will make you sing ' Dun Ronald's

tune.' " The following are a few of the stanzas :—

" Be so an talamh mi shealbhach !

Tha gun chladach gun gharbhlach gu'n chòs
;

Anns an rachainn da'ra fhalach,
i

'S sluagh gun athadh a teannadh faisg oirn. '

Tha mi tinn leis an eagal,
j

T/ia tni cinnteach gur beag a bhios beb \

C/ii mi lasadh anfhiuiair,

Chlidnn mi sgailcadh nan dit-chlack ri drd .'

Fhuair mi gunna nach diult mi,

Fhuair mi claidheamh nach lùb ann am dhòrn,
Ach ma ni iad mo mharbhadh, i

Ciod a feum a ni 'n arraacb sin dhomh-s'?
Tha mi tinn. ^c.

Ged do gheibhinn.sa sealbh.

Air Ian a chaisteal de dh' airgead 's de dh-òr,

Oich ! 'ma ni iad mo mharbhadh !

Ciod a feum a ni 'n t-airgead sin domh-s'?"
Tha mi tinn, Sjc.

Bhuin an t-eug creach gun toir dhiom
Dh' aiiideoin oigridh do dhùtlìcha ;

Dh' t'hag e m' aigneadb fo dhòruinn,

'S bimail e bròg air mo chuiiineadh
;

'S trom a dh' fhuasgail e deoir dhomh,
Bu mhor mo choir air an dubladh

;

IVIu cheann-uighe nan deoiribb,

Bhi fo bhòrd ana an dùnadh,

Bu deas deile mo shior-ruith,

'S gu 'm bu dionach mo cblàraidh
;

Bha mo chala gun diobradh,

Ga mo dbion as gach sàradh'
;

Riamh gus 'n tainig an dil orm,

Dh' fhag fo mliighean gu bràth mi;
'S ard a dh' eirich an stailc-s' orm,

Chuir i as domh ma m' àirnean.

Call gun bhuinig gun bhuannachd,

Bha ga m' ruagadh' o 'n tràth sin ;

Cha b' i 'n iomairt gun fhuathas,

Leis 'n do ghluais mi mar cbearracli
;

'N cluich a shaoil mi bhi 'm buannachd,

Dh' fhaoite ghluasad air tàileasg
;

Thainig goin a's cur suas orm,

'S tha fear fuar dhomh na t-àite.

O 'n chaidh mail!' air mo fliradharc,

'S nach taogliail mi 'n ard-bheann
;

Chuir mi cul ris an fhiadbach.

Pong cha n' iarr mi air.clàrsaich
;

Mo cbeol laidhe a's eiridh,

M' osnadh gbeur air bheag tàbhachd
;

Fad mo re bidh mi 'g acain,

Mheud 'sa cbleachd mi dheth t-àilleas.

Ach dleasaidh faighidinn furtachd,

Nach faic thu chuisle ga luaitbead
;

Air fear na teasaich 'sa 'n fhiabhrais,

'S gearr mu sbioladh a bbruaidlein
;

Rluir a dh' eireas ga bhraisead,

Ni fear math beairte dh' i suaineach
;

Ach e dh' iomairt gu tapaidh,

Ceann da shlait thuig a's uaithe.

'Nuair a bha mi am ghille,

'S mi 'n ciad iomairt Shir Seumus,

Mar ri comhian dheth m' chinneadh,

Seoladh air spinneig do dh' Eirinn
;

'S ann aig I Chalum Cliille,

Ghabh mi giorrag mu d' dheigbinn
;

Chain thu Ian mèise feodair.

Air do shròin do 'n fhuil ghlè dhearg.

Luchd a chaitbeadh nan cuaintean,

'S moch a gbluaiseadh gu surdail,

Le 'n àlach chalpannan cruaidhe,

Bu bheag roimh' 'n fhuaradh an curam ;
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Bu choma co dheth na li-uaislean,

Glilacadh gluHsad na stiùrach
;

'S fear math bearit air a gualainn,

B' urrainn fuasgladb gacb cuise.

'N am gluasad o thir dhuinii,

Bu ueo-uihiodhoir ar loistean,

Cornach, cupanach, fionacb,

Glaineach, liontaidh a stòpaibh ;

Gu cairteach, taileasgach, disneacb,

'S tailc air uigh ua 'm fuirnibb ;

Dbomh-sa b' fburasd' sud iniise

Bu chuid do m' giioimh o m' aois òige.

Bu ro-eibneach mo leabaidh,

*S bha mo chadal gle cliomhiiard,

Fhad 'sa dh' fhuirich thu agaui,

An caoin chadal gun fhòtus ;

Bu tu mo sgaith laidir dhileas,

Ga mo dhion o gacb dòrainn,

'S e cuid a dh' aobhar mo leith-tiuim,

Bhi 'ii diugh a seasamh do chòrach.

DIORBHAIL NIC A EHRIUTHAINN;

DOROTHY BROWN.

This poetess belonged to Luing, an island, in Argyleshire. It is uncertain when she was

born; but she was coteraporary with Iain Lorn; like him was a Jacobite, and also em-

ployed her muse in the bitterest satire against the Campbells. Indeed there mast 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 Mairi 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 Dir ALASDAIR MAC COLLA.

Alasdair a laoigh mo clic'ille,

Co chunnaic no dh' fhag thu 'n F^irinn,

Uh' fhag tliu na miltpan 's na ceiidan,

'S cha d' fhag thu t-aon leithid fein ann,

Calpa cruinii an t-siubbail eutruim,

Cas chruinneachadh 'n t-sluaigb 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 robb an righ mur tha mi fein dut.
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£-/ii), hi u ho, rò /lb eile,

JE-ho, hi u ho, 's i ri ri ù,

HÒ hi Ù ro, o h() 15 eile.

Mo dhiohhail dlth nan ceann-fheadhna.

Mo chruit, mo chlàrsach, a's m' fhiodliall,

Mo theud chiùil *s gach ait am bithinn,

'Nuair a bha mi òg 's mi 'm iiighiiin,

'S e tbogadh m' iiiiitiiin thu thighinn,

Giieibheadh tu mo phòg guu bhriiithitin,

'S mar tha mi 'ii diugh 's math do dhligli oirr'.

E-ho i u ho, (§c.

Mhoire 's e mo run am firionn,

Cha bhuachaille bhò 'sa 'n inuis,

Ceann-feadhiia greadhnach gun ghiorraig,

Marcaich nan steud 's leoir a mliire,

Bhuidhiieadh na cruintean d'a ghillean,

'S nach seacimadh an toir iomairt,

Ghaolaich na 'n deanadh tu pilleadh,

Gheibheadh tu na bhiodh tu sireadh,

Ged a chaillinn ris mo chimieach

—

Pòg o ghruagach dhuinn an fhirich.

JE-ho i u ho, L^c.

'S truagh nach eil mi mar a b' 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 ghelbhiim cadal,

Ged a b' i chreag chiuaidh mo leabaidh.

E-ho i u ho, 4c.

M' eudail thu dh' f'heara' na dllinn,

'S math 's eol dhomh do shloinueadh innse,

'S cha b' ann an cagar fo 's 'n iosal,

Tha do dhreach mar dh' òrdaich rìgh e,

Fait am boineid tha sinteach,

Sàr mhusg ort no cuilibhear,

Dh'eighte geard an cuirt an righ leat,

Ceist na 'm ban o 'n Chaisteal Ileach,

Dorn geal mu 'n dean an t-òi- sniamhan.

E-ho i u ho, 4c.

Domhnullach gasda mo ghaoil thu,

'S cha b' e Mac Uhonncliai Glilinne-Faochain,

Na duine bha beò dheth dhaoine,

Mhic an fhir o thùr na faoileachd.

Far an tig an long fo h-aodach,

Far an òlte fion gii greadhnach.

E-ho i u ho, (.Jc.

Mhoire 's e mo run an t-òigear,

Fiughantach aigeanntach spòrsail,

Ceannard da ceathairne moire,

'S mise nach diultadh do chòmhradh,

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 stòras.

JS-ho i u ho, S^c.

Bhuailte creach a's speach mhor leat,

'S cha bhiodh chridhe tigh'n a t-fheoraich,

Aig a liuthad larla a's mùrair,

Thigeadh athoirt mach do chòrach,

Thig Mac-Shimidh, thig I\Iac-Leod ann,

Thig Mac-Dhonuill duibh o Lochaidh,

Bidh Sir Seumus ann le mhor fhir,

Bidh na b' annsa Aonghas òg ann,

'S t-fhuil ghreadhnach fein bhi ga dortadh,

'S deas tarruinn nan geur lann gleoiste.

E-ho i u ho, cjc.

'S na 'n saoileadh cinneadh t-athar,

Gu 'n deanadh Granntaich do ghleidheadh,

'S ioma fear gunna agus claidheamh,

Chotaichean uain' 's bhreacan dhathan,

Dh' eireadh leat da thaobh na h-amhuun,
Cho lionmhor ri ibht an draighinn.

E-ho i u ho, (|c.

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, cjj-c.

Note.— A.S the air to which this piece is sung is rather

a kind of irregular chant tlian 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. Marb/irann lain ghairbh, at page

26, is an instance of this.
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SILIS NIGHEAN MHIC IlAO?^AILL.

Cicely or Julian M'Donald lived from the reign of Charles II. to that of George I.

She was daughter to Mac Raoghnaill na Ceapach, and of the Roman Catholic persuasion.

Consequently she was an enemy to Protestantism, and hence devoted the earliest efforts

of her muse against the House of Hanover. It is said that in her young days she was

very frolicsome. She then composed epigrams, some of which are very clever, and in

our possession. She was married to a gentleman of the family of Lovat, and lived with

him in Moràyhach 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, " A
theanga sin 'sa tkeanga shròil," which was the first piece she composed after her marriage.

During her residence in the North she composed " Slan gu brack le ceòl na clàrsaich"

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 j'early visit to the North, and played on his harp while she

sung :

—

" Nuair a ghlacadh tu do chlàrsach,

Sa bhiodh tu ga gleusadh lamh rium,

Cha mhath a thuigte le unnaidh,

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 'a faid' a chlaoidh mi,

Gu'n cheol gu'n aigliear gun fhaoilteas,

Mi mar bhàt air tràigh air sgaoileadh.

Gun stiùir, gun seol, gun ràmh, gun taoman.

O 's coma learn fhin na co dhiubh sin,

Mire, no aighcar, no sùpradh,

'N diugh o shin mi r'a chmintiidh,

' S e ceann na hladlina thug riadh dhiom dùhaxlt.

'S i so bliadhn' a cliaisg air m' àilleas,

Chuir mi fear mo thaighe 'n càradh,

'N ciste chaoil 's na saoir 'ga sàbhadh
;

O ! 's mis tha faoin 's mo dliaoin' air ra' fhàgail.

O 's coma learn fhin, Sfc,

Chain mi sin 's mo chuili>an gràdhach,

Bha gu foinnidh, fearail, àillidh,
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Bu tu'n t-iubhair as a choille,

Bu tun darach daingheaa laidir,

Bu tu'n cuileaiin bu tu'n dreaghunn,

Bu tu'n t-abhall molach blath-iiihor,

Cha robh meur annad do' chritheanu,

Cha robh do dhlighe ri fearna,

Cha robh do chairdeas ri leamhan,

Bu tu leaniian nam ban àluinn.

Bu tu ceile na mnà priseil,

'S oil leam thin ga dith an drasd thu,

Ge d' nach ionuan dhomhsa is dhi-se

'S goirt a tha mi-fhln ma càradh,

H-uile beau a bhios gun cheile,

Guidheadh i Mac Dhe na àite,

O 's e 's urrainn bhi ga comhnadh,

Anns gach leon a chuireas càs oirr'.

Guidheam do mhac bhi na t-àite,

'An saibhreas an aiteas 's an cùram,

Alasdair a Gleanna-Garadh,

Thug thu 'n diugh gal air mo shuilean.

THA MI AM CHADAL &c,

DO DH' FHEACHD HIGH SEUMAS.

GuR diombach mi 'n iomairt,

Chuir gach fin' air fògradh
;

Tha mi am chadal 's na dùisgibh mi
Gun aighear gun eibhneas,

t The above four lines are lost.

'S gu'n reiteach o Dheòrsa
;

Tha mi am chadal 's na dùisgibh 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 uaisleaD,

A fhuair iad ri phosadh
;

Tha mi am chadal 's na dùisgibh mi.

Mo thruaighe a chlann,

Nach robh gann na 'n curaisde ;

Tha mi am chadal 's na dùisgibh mi,

'N am bualadh na 'n lann,

An am na 'm buileanan
;

Tha mi am chadal 's na dùisgibh 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 dùisgibh mi.

'S e righ na muice,

'S na Cuigse, righ Deòrsa
;

Tha mi am chadal 's na dùisgibh mi,

Mu 'n tig oirnn an t-samhainn,

Bidh amhach 's na còrdaibh
;

Tha mi am chadal 's na dùisgibh mi;

Na 'n eireadh sibh suas,

Le cruadal a's duinealachd,

Eadar islean a's uaislean,

Thuath agus chumanta,

'S gu'n sgiùrsadh sibh uaibh e,

Righ fuadftin nach buineadh dhuinn
;

Dkeuuaiuu an cadal gu sunndach luibh.
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NULL MAC-MHUIRICH.

Neil MacVurich, the family bard and historian of Clanronald, Mac-DliònuiU, Mhic-

'Jc-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-bhàird, 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

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 inor Mac-Mhuirich Alhamiakh; Neil was simply, if not emphatically,

called Niall 3Iac-Mhiiirich, 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 Bed 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 inditFerent about what seemed to them to be of the

greatest moment. Neil M'Vurich, while he adopted the best method of handing down

to posterity the invaluable relics of antiquity, might not think it worth his trouble to

write his own poems, or record any 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, WTÌtten in

Gaefic, and addressed to Henry M'Kenzie, Esq., at the time he was writing the High-

land Society's report of Ossian :

—

Barra, 9th August, J800.

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 Nèill, mhic Lachluinn, rahic
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NèiU, mhic Dhòmhnuill, mhic Lachuinn, mhic Nèill mhòir, mhic Lachuinn,* mhic Dhònih-

nuill, do shloinne chlann Mhuirich, aim an lathair Riiairidh Mhic Nèill tighearna Bhara,

thabhairt a chodaich, mar is fiosrach e-san, gur e fein an t-oclidamii glun deug o Mhuireach

a bha leanmhuinn teaghlaich Mhic-'Ic-Ailein, ceannard Chlann-Raonuill, mar bhardàibh,

• This is Lachunn 5ioa Mac Mhuikich Albannaich, or Lachhiii mòr JMacVuirich 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 Giiel though in various ways. It is

common to call persons by their patronimics ; and among clans, where many have tlie 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.

I

The Gaelic language being susceptible of describing beings and objects most minutely ; in-

dividuals are frequently distinguished and described from their appearance, or qualities extertial

and internal. Thus our author has been called Lachlann I\Iòr, in contradistinction to another of

the same name who was less. Hlòr 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 mòr MacVurich emphatically,

being the great poet of his day. The language of the two countries being the same, the Scottish

Highlanders and Irish understood each other ; and there was frequent intercourse between them.

They, in fact, 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 Harlavv. This poem is entitled in Gaelic:—" Brosnacha-catha Le Lachunn Mòr
Mac ;Mhuirich Albannaich Do Dhojihnuli, a Ile Rìgh-Innse-gai.l agus Jarla Kois 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. Jt would occupy

to much space to print it in this work. Here follow the two tirst, and also the thirteen last lines

of the poem:—
A chlanna Cuinn cuimhnichibh, A chuileanan chonfhadach,

Cruas an am na h-iorghuill.
I

A bheirichean bunanta,****** 'A leoghainnean lan-ghasta

Gu ur-labhrach, iir-lamhach nrart-mho>-, Aon-chonnaibh iorghuilleach

Gu coisneadh na cath-làrach,
i

De laochaibh chrodha, churanta

Ri bruidhne 'ur biubhaidh, i De chlannaibh Chùinn cheud-cliathaich

A chlanna Chuinn cheud-chathaich,
\

A chlanna Chuinn, cuimhnichibh

'Si nis uair 'ur n'aithnaichidh. I Cruas an am na h-iorghuill.

This poem is very valuable in two respects ;— First, It is the best proof that could be given of a

language, so copious and abounding in epithets, that the number poured out under each letter

is almost incomprehensible. What command of language ! How well deserved our bard the

» This battle was fought, anno 1411, at a small villiage called Harlaw, in the district of Garioch, within ten miles

of Aberdeen. The cause of it was this :—Walter l.esly, a man nobly born, succeeded to the Karldom of Koss, in

right of his ladv, who was daughter of that house. He had bv her a son, who succeeded him, and a daughter, who
was married tothe Lord of the Isles. His son married a d.iiighter of the duke of Albany, son of Kobert H, 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 Heligious. From her the governor easily procured a resignation of the KarUioni of

Ross ii] favour of John earl (jf Buclian, his second son, to the prejudice of Donald lord of the Isles, who was grand-

son of the faid I.esly, 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 espccted, he mi-

meiliatcly raised an army of no less than 10,0(10 men within his own isles, and putting himself at their head, made a

descent on the continent, and, without opposition, seized the lands of Hoss, and after increasing his army with (he

inhabitants, he continued his march from Hoss until became lo Garioch, within ten miles of Abevdetn, ravaging

the countries through which he passed, and threatening to enrich his men with the wealth of that town. I!ut before

he could reach that place, his career was stopped by Alexander Stewart, the grandson of liobert II., and earl of

Marr. For this brave youth, by orders from the governor, drew together, with great expedition, almost all the
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agus o an am sin gu robh fearann Staoileagairi agiis ceithir peighinean do Dhriomasdal

aca mar dhuais bàrdachd o linn gu linn, feadh chuig ghlùin-dèug : Gun do chaill an

siathamh-glun deug ceithir peighinean Dhriomasdail, ach gu do ghleidh an seachdamh glùn

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-Mliuirich ann, a chumadh

suas sloinneadh agus seanchas Chlann-Dùmhnuill ; agus bha e mar fhiachan orra, 'nuair

nach biodh mac aig a bhàrd, gu tugadh e foghlum do mhac a bhrathar, no dha oighre,

chum an coir air an fhearann a ghleidheadh, agus is ann a rèir a chleachdaidh so fhuair

Niall, athair fein, ionnsachadh gu leughadh, sgriobhadh, eachdrai agus bàrdachd, o

DhòmhnuU mac NèiU mhic Dhòmhnuill, brathair athar.

Tha cuimhne rahath aige gu robh " Saolhair Oisein" sgriol)ht' ar craicnean ann an

glèidhteanas athar o shinnsiribh
;
gu robh cuiJ dheth na craicnean air an deanamh suas mar

leabhraichean, agus cuid eile fuasgailt o cheilo, anus an robh cuid do shaothair bhàrd 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 mòran do shean eachdraidh nam fineachan

Gaelach, agus 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 lad am fearann, gu do

chaill iad am misneach agus an diirachd. Cha'n eil e cinnteach ciod e thainig ris na

craicnean, ach gu bheil barail aige gun tug Alasdair mac Mhaighstir Alasdair 'Ic-Dhòmh-

nuill ar falbh cuid diubh, agus Raonull a mhac cuid eile dhiubh; agus gum fac e dha no tri*

dhiubh aig tàileirean ga 'n gearradh sios gu criosan tomhais : Agus tha cuimhne mhath aige

gu tug Mac-'Ic-Ailein air athair an " Leabhar dearg" a thabhairt seachad do Sheumas Mac

Mhuirich a Bàideanach
;
gu robh e goirid o bhi cho tiugh ri Bioball, ach gu robh e na b'

fhaide agus na bu leatha, ach nach robh iirad thiughaid sa chòmhdach ;
gu robh na

craicnean agus an " Leabhar dearg" air an sgriobhadh anns an làimh anns an robh Gàèlig

air a sgriobhadh o shean an Albainn agus ann an Eirinn, mu'n do ghabh daoine cleachdadh air

sgriobhadh na Gàelig anns an làinih Shasunnaich
;
gum b'aithne dha athair an t-shean làmh a

leughadh gu math
;
gu robh cuid de na craicnean aige fein an deigh bàis 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 ràdh 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 ràdh 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 Cullodeii,

which proved so fatal to many. Our poet, therefore, exhausted the almost exhaustlcss cojjia

vtrhorum 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 ei.d to

it ; so uncertain, that it was hard to say who had lost or gained rhe day ; so bloody, that one family is rt ported to

have lost the father and six of his sons. The earl r{ 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 arras, thought fit to retreat, first to Uoss,

and then to the Isles.

—

Abercromln/'s Hiit,
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e air a sgrlobhadh o linn gu linn le teaghlach Chlann-Mhuirich, a blia curaail suas seana-

chas Chlainn-Dòmhnuill, agus ceannardan nam fineaehan Gài'lach eile.

An deigh so a sgrlobhadh, chaidh a leughadh dha, agus dh-aidich e gu robh e ceart, ann an

làthair Dhòmhnuill Mhic-Dhòmhnuill, fear Bhaile Raghaill ; Eoghain Mhic-Dhòmhnuill,

fear Gheara-sheilich; Eoghan Mhic-Dhomhnuill Fear Ghriminis ; Alasdair Mhic-Ghill

-

eain, fear Hoster, Alasdair Mhic-Neacail, ministear Bheinne-bhaoghla ; agus Ailein

Mhic-Chuinn, ministear Uist-a-Chinne-/«a^A, a fear asgriobh a seanachas so.

(Signed) LACHUNN X MAC-MHUIRICH.

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 Mòr,

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 ionv 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

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

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 Booh, 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 were carried away

by Alexander, son of the Rev. Alexander Macdonald, and others by Ronald his son

;

and he saw two or three of them cut down by tailors for measures. That he remembers

well that Clanronald made his father give up the red book to James Macpherson from
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Badenoch ; that it was near as thick as a Bible, but that it was longer and broader,

thoii2:h 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 nuui, but that it was written from age

to age by the family of Clan IMhuirich, who were preserving and continuing the Jiistory

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 M'Donald 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.*

GoR è naigheaclid na ciadain,

Riim mo chruiilieachd a shiaradh.

Le liunn-dubh, 's le bròii ciaiiai),

Gu'n dhrùidh i trom air mo chriocbaiUi,

]\Io sgeul duilich iiacli iarr,

Mi 'ur còmhradh.

Mo sgeul, &c.

M' uaildh, m' aighear, is m' aiteas,

Tha fo bliinn aig fir shasuinn.

Ar tighearn" òg maiseacb,

An t-ogli ud larla nam bratach,

Mac an fhir tbug diiomb fasga

'Nuair b' òg mi.

Mac an I'hir, S:c.

'S truagh gu'n mise bhi lamb ruit,

'Nuair a leagadh 's bhlir tliu,

Gu cruaidh curanta laidir,

Agus spionnadh nan Gàei,

* The bard composed this song when a very old man, on
h-'ariiig thai his master waE wui;iided at fciiirrilfinuir.

Nàile dbiolaiiin do bhàs,

Dheanaiiin leòlacb,

Nàile dhiolaiun, &c.

Uidhist aighparach, t-ibhinii,

Dhubhach. ghalanach, dbeurach,

N'is o rug ort am beiim so.

'S goirt r'a fhulang iii 's eigitin,

Liuthad fear a tha 'n deigb air

Mac-Dhom!iiiui>;.

LiiUi)ad tear, &c.

Cha 'n e n DomhnuU sin roimhe,

Ach mac sin Dbomhnuill ogh lain,

Ailean aoibhinn an aigheir,

Urram feile ; righ Hatha,

Ceannard meaghreacb gu caitheamh

Na mòr-chuis.

Ceannard, &c.

'Nuair a chiaradh am feasgar.

Gum biodh branndaidh ga losgadb,

Fion Frarigach ga c}>osg leibh,
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Agus sneachd air na gèugail)h,

Ghuil eiuilaith an t-sliluibhe,

O'ti la chual iad gtin d' eiig thu,

A cheann uidhe nan ceiul bii mlior piis.

A clieanu-uidhe nan ceud, &e.

Gheibht' a d' bhaile ma fheasgar,

Smiiid mhòr, 's cha b' è 'u gieadan
;

Fir ùr agus fleasgaich,

A' losga' fiidair le beadradh,

Cùirn is cupaichean breana,

Piosan oil- air an dealtiadli,

'S cha b' ann falanih a gheibht' iad,

Ach gach deoch mar bu iieart inhoire brigh.

Ach gach mar bu, &c.

'S iomadh clogaid a's targaid,

Agiis claidheamh chinn airgeid,

Bhiodh mar coinneamh air ealacliuiii,

Dhomhsa b' aithne do sheanchas,

Ge do b' fbarsuiiin ri leanmhuinn,

Ann an eachdraidh na h-Alba ;

Raonuill òig dean beairt ainmeil,

O'n bu dual dut o d' leanmhuinn mòrghniomh.

O'n bu dual, &c.

'S cha bu lothagan cliata,

Gheibht' ad, stàbuill ga'm biathadh
;

Ach eich chruidheacha shrianach,

Bhiodh do mhiol-choin air iallaibh,

'S iad a' feitheamh ri fiadhach,

Ann sna coireanaibh riabhach,

B' è mo chreacha nach do liath thu,

M' an tainig teachdair ga d' iarraidh on righ.

M' an tainig teachdair, &c.

SEANACHAS SLOINNIDH

NA PIOBA BHO THIS.

AonROMAN muice ho ! ho !

Air a shoideadh gu h-ana-mhor,

A cheud mhàla nacb robh binn,

Thainig o thus na dilinn.

Bha seal ri aodromain mliue,

Ga lionadh suas as i;ach jduic,

Craiceann seana mhuilt na dheigh sii

Re searbhadas agus ri diirdail.

Cha robh 'n uair sin ann sa pliiob,

Ach seannsair agus aon Hop,

Agus maide chumadh nam fonn,

Da 'm b'-ainm an sumaire.

Tamull dail>h na dheigh sin.

Do fhiiair as-innleachd innleachd,

Agus chinnich na tri chroinn innt,

Fear dhiu fada, leobhar, garbh,

Ri dùrdan reamhar ro sbearbh.

Air faighinn an dùrdain soirbli,

Agus a ghothaich gu loma leir,

Cln-aobh-sgaoil a chrannagliail mar sin,

Ri searbhadas agus ri rùchdail.

Pìob sgreadanach Ian Mhic-Artair,

I\Iar eun curra air dol air ais,

Lan ronn 's i labhar luii'gneach.

Com galair mar ghuilbneich ghlais

Piob DhòmbnuiU do cheòl na Cruinne,

Crannaghail bhreoite 's breun roi' sliluagh*

Cathadh a miiin tro mala grodaidh,

Bo 'n tuil ghrainnde robaich ruaidh :

Ball Dhòmhnuill is dos na j)ioba,

Da bheist ehursta ' clilaigeinn mhaoil,

Seinnidh Corra-ghluineach a gliathuinn

Fuaim trùileach an tabhainn sheirbh.

Do-cheòl do bhi 'n ifrinn iochdracb,

Faobnar phioban nan dos cruaidh,

Culaidh a dhùsgadh nan deainhan,

Liùgail do mheoir reamhair ruaidh.

Air fheasgar an earraich nun,

Mar gheura mairt caòile teachd gu this,

Thig sgreadail a chroinn riabhaich,

Mar bhr. . . tòine 'n di duibh.

Chuir Venus a bha seal an Ifrinn,

Mar dhearbhachd sgeul gu fir an Dombain.
Gur h-e corranach bhan is jiiob ghleadhair,

Da leannan ciuil cluas nan Deamhan.

Fàileadh a ch . . dheth na mliàla

'S fàileadh a mhàla dheth 'n phiobair.

Knte The Author of this piece is Niall mar Mac.
Mhtiirich. 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, alnng 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

fire, when John and Donald M' Arthur, two jiipers,

came in, and, sitting down on the bed-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 the|)ipers

on the bard's slumbers. Nor did it fail of the desired eft'ect;

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 rourfd for an explanation. But
when the swollen and pocky countenance nf Neil met their

view, wrought up we may suppose with no ordinary excite,

ment, terror added wings to their feet, and they ficd in the

utmost consternation. Neil's father on hearing the poem
to the end exclaimed " Math limftin a mhic, thu mifatcinn

varhbu (hums cailW a thvf; thu dh' Kirim i" i e. " Well

done ray son, 1 see your errand to Ireland has not been

lost."
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IAIN D(JBH MAC IAIN 'IC-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, anil was born

about the year 1G65. He received all the advantages of education, together with the

opportunities that the times in which he lived offered to a man of observation. He was

immediately descended from the Maer family—a great branch of the Clanronalds—of

whom many individuals were highly distinguished for prowess, wit, and poetical powers.

He resided in the island of Eig, on the farm of Grulean.

INIr M-Donald was not a poet by profession, although he was considered by good

judges not inferior to any bard of his age. He lived in easy circumstances. Amid his

rural pursuits, he had ample time to woo the muses, or pass his leisure as inclination

or opportunity occurred. He, therefore, put himself under no restraint, but sung when

inspired, and made observations on men and manners ; and his remarks were generally

allowed to be shrewd and just. Few 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.

OilAN DO MIIAC-MHIC-AILEIX.

A Bliliadhna gus an Aimsir so,

Gu'm b' fhoirmeil sinn an Onnaicloit,

'N cùirt an leoghaiiin mhearcasaicli,

Ge fear-ghalach r« mhorghalach,

Ge smachdail, reachriail calmar' thu,

'S ro-anaiiiaiita neo morcliuiseach,

Am bèul o'ln bla^d' thig argamiii(i,

'S tu (Ihcaibhadh le ceart colas i.

Gur h-e i"had 's o'li db' i'lialbh tbii uaitm,

Uh' fhag imc-cbcisteacb an cuniliiiaid}i sinn,

Gu'in b' fhearr k'inn tbu bhi st-nlgaireaulid,

Air talamh garbh na inor.thire,

Thu feiii 's do bhuidheadii aÌTiineiiicacli,

Na n eireadh farragradb fopa-saii,

Bhiod)i suniidacb lughor arm-cleasai^h,

Sluagh garbh bhuilleach, garg, comhragach.

Gum bi fid a gbeala-bhratach,

'S neo-chearbacli an tùs comh-stri i,

Tha chuis ud ar a dhearbhadh leibh,

Aig ro mhiad fearrdha 's cròdhalaclid,

A liuthad òigear barrcaideach,

A bhuaileadh taihn le stròic-Ianiiabli,

O Sheile ghlas nan geala-bhradaii,

Gu Inbhear gaiiimhich Alor-tbire.

Tha Caiia 's Kig a' gèillcachdaitin,

Do 'n treuii fliear ud mar uachdarai),

O'li 's aim leatsa dh' eireas iad,

Deun fèin gach tread dhiu' bhuachailk

Am fiubhaidh gasda threubhach sin,

Nach labhar beuirtean tniaillidli leo,

An laochraidh thaitneach gheur-Iamiach,

A thcid air gbleus gu f'uathasach.
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A Uidhist thig na ceudan ort,

Fir bheur' a reubadh chuainteaiinan,

Nach gabhadh sgreamh no deistimie,

Roimh fhrasaii geur a cruaidh-shneachda,

Bliur samhai) riabh cha d' èirich dhuìbh,

An làthair feum no cruaidh-chuise,

Gu ciioidheach, lotach, bèumanach,

Gu fiiilteach, creuchdach, luath-lainhach.

'S mor a bhuaidh 's na tiolaicean,

'S an inntitin ata fuaighte riut,

Tha gràdh gach duine chi thu ort,

Cha 'n eò) dhomh i'hin fear fuatha dliiit,

Fear sgipidh, ineasail, firinueach,

Fear sithmalte, sèamh, suairceil thu,

Fear sunndacli, mùirneach, brìodalach,

Sàr chùirteir gu'n ghniomh buathanta.

Fear borb rò-gharg do-chaisgt thu,

Na'n eireadh strì no tuasaiil ort,

Do bhuirb ri t-fheirg ga miadachadh,

'S tii 'n leoghann neìmneach, buaii-thosgaoh,

Mar bhuinne reothairt fior bhras thu,

Mar thuinn ri tìr a bualadh thii,

Mar bharr na lasrach fior-loisgeach,

'S tu an dreagan ri linn cruadh-chogaidh.

Mo chionsa an t-àrmunn prìseil ud,

]Vlo sheobhag fìor-ghìan uasal thu,

An onoir ghleidh do shinnsireachd,

'S e miad an gniomh a f huair dhaibh i,

Gu'n d' fhàg iad daingheann sgrìobht agad,

Fo lamh an rìgh le shuaicheantas,

Bhiodh t-àrd fhear coimheid dìlis air,

'N uair dh-lTias an rìoghachd tuair-shrenpach.

Curro glan na friamhaichean,

'S a fhìon-fhuil as 'n do bhuaineadh tu,

Mo Raonullach bras mìleanta,

Cruaidh cinnteach de mhein-chruaghach thu,

Av caraig dhaighean dhìleas thu,

Cha 'n ann gu'n strì' theid gluasad ort,

Ar ceanna-bheairt 's ar sgiath dhìdein thu,

'S ar claidheamh direach buan-sheasach.

Bu blàth ann àm na sìochthaimh thn,

'S bu phrìunnsalach ma t-uaislean thu,

Air mhiad 's ge 'n cosg thu chìsin ris,

Cha 'n fhaic thu dìth air tuathanach,

Do bhanntraiehean 's do dhìleachdain.

Gur h-e do nì-sa dh' fhuasgladh orr',

Di'anamaid urnaidh dhìcheallach,

Gu 'n cumadh Crìosda suas dhuinn thu.

MARBHRANN
DO MHAC MIUC-AlLEirV.

A bhliadhna leuma d'ar niilleadh,

An coig-deug 's a mil' eile,

'S na seachd ceud a roiiin imeachd,

Chaill sinn ùr-ros ar finiie,

'S geur a leus air ar cinneadh ra'in beù.

'S gèur a leus air, &c.

Mo sgèul cruaidh 's mo chràdh ciidlio,

Ar triatb Raonullach dlitheach,

Dh-ordaich Dia dhuitin mar thighearn'

Gu là-bhràth uach dean tighitm,

'S tu 'n Inbhir-Phephri fo' ritlie na'm bold,

'S tu 'n Inbhir-phephri, &c.

Marcach sunndach nam pilleln,

Air each cruidheach nach pilleadh,

Nach d' ghabh ciiratn no giorag.

An am dùblachaidh 'n teine.

Mo sgeul geur bha do spiorad ro-mhor.

Mo sgeul geur, &c.

Cuirtear aigeantach, mileant'

Muirneach, inacnasach, fior-ghlic,

Ga 'n robh cleachdadh gach tire,

Agus fasan gach rioghachd

Teanga bhlasda ri innse gach si;eòil.

Teanga bhlasda, &c.

Leoghann tartarach, meanmnarh,

'S cian 's as fad a chaidh ainm ort,

Beul a labhradh neo-chearbach,

Bu mhor do inheas aig fir Alba,

I
'S tu toirt brosnachadh calma do'n t-shlògh.

'S tu toirt brosnachadh, &c.

j

Fiuran gasda, deas, dealbhacli,

I

'Sgàthan tlachdarna h-Aiuiailt,

I

'N uair a dh eireadh an fhearg ort,

B' ann air ghile 's fiamh dearg oirr,

Cha ruin pillidh bha meamna 'n laoich òig.

Cha ruin pillidh, &c.

Bha thu teom ann 's gach fearra-ghniomh,

Bu tu sgiobair na fàirge,

Ri la cas 's i tigbin gailbheach,

'N uair a dheireadh i garbh ort,

'S tu gu'n diobradh an t-anabhar ma bòrd.

'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 ccalgair,

'S tu roinn gaoith" agus talmhuinn ma sbrctin.

'S tu roinn gaoith, &c.
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Oiinne dh' imich.im fuathas,

An sgrlob so thainig o thuatl) oiriin,

Tha ar cubaill air fuasgladh,

Cliaidh ar n-cirtJiire sguabadh,

A's siiin mar chuileanan cuaine gu'n treòir.

A's siim mar chuileanan, &c.

Chain sinn reulla nan dualamh,

Chaidh ar riaghaiit a ghluasad,

Ar cairt-iuil air falbh uainne,

Bhrist ar stiuir ; mo cheud truaighe,

Sinn mar luing ann a' chuan 's i gu'n seòl.

Sinn mar luing, &c.

Sinn mar Ibine gun mhathair,

Mar threud gun bhuachaille gnàtliaic.ht

Sinnfobhruid aig ar nàmhaid,

H-uile fear a' toirt tàir dhuinii,

'S na coin luirge gach la air ar tòir.

'S no coin luirg, &c.

Dhuinn 's neo-shubhach an geamhradh,
An ruaig a thug sinn gu Galltachd,

Cha bu bhuannachd ach call dhuinn,

Nis mar cholainn gun cheann sinn

O roinn Raonull a's t-shamhradh uainn falbh,

O roinn Raonull, &c.

A gnnùis a b' àillidh ri sirreadh.

An t-shùil bu bhlaithe gu'n tioma,

An leoghann Ard air dheagh-oilean,

'Nach d' chuir ùigh an gniomh foilleil,

Ach an rioghalachd shoilleir gu'n leòin,

Ach an rioghalachd, &c.

'S oil learn càradh do cheile,

'S bean na h-aonar a'd' dheidh i,

'N deigh a sgaradh o ceud-gradh,

Mhic 'Ic-Ailein on dheug thu,

Fhir a leanadh an fheisd mar bu choir.

Fhir a leanadh, &c.

Ach fhir thug Maois as an Euphaid,
'S a sgoilt a mhuir na clàr reidh dhaibh,

Thug an triuir as an èigin

O bhidaghadh an creuchdan
;

A Righ nan righ na leig eucoir da'r coir.

A Righ na'n righ, &c.

l\r A R B II R A N N
DO SHIB IAIN MAC-ILLEAIN TIUATII UIIUIIHAIKT.

loMRAiCH mo bbeannachd,

Gu Bainii-tighearna Thamair,
Btan 'sam beil barrachd,

Ue charantachd nàdulr :

Chunaic mise gu dligheil,

A suilean ri snithe,

'S i 'g àireamh mar mhi-àdh,

Sior Iain da fàgail :

Bha dòrainn a cridhe,

Cho moire ga ruighinn,

'S mar gu 'm biodh e air tighinn,

O dhearbh nighean a màthur :

Gu cronachadh sgeula,

Bhiodh fada 'na dheigh sin.

Thug i\Iairiread na feile,

Spor gheur do'n fhear-dhàna.

Nach ionghnadh ri chlàistiii.

Gum beil mise o cheann fada,

Ann an turcadaich cadail,

Agus m' acaid ro-chraiteach
;

Tha cneidh air mo ghiulan,

S mi leisg air a dùsgadh,

Air eagal le ' bùrach.

Gun ùraich i'm has dhomh,

Gidheadh iha sgeulrùine,

Ach sgeula "s mor cùram,

Sir Iain gu'n dùsgadh,

An dlù chiste chlaraibh
;

B'e so an fhras chiùraidh,

A mhill ar n-abhall's ar n-ubhlan :

Roinn ar dosgainn a chrùnadh,

FhroÌ8 am llùr bhàrr a ghàraidh.

B'e fèin ar crann dosrach

A chomhdaich le choltas

Gur a coilltichin solta

'N dh-fhas toiseach a fhreamha

Gu'n dreadhunn gu'n chrionach,

Gun chritheann gu'n chrin-fliiodh,

Ach geugan ro phriseil.

Do dh-fhion-fhuil na Spàine,

Bha fios aig luchd leubhaidh,

'S aig seanachaidhean geura,

Air ar teachd o Ghathelus,

As an Euphaid a thàinig,

Sliochd mhilidhean treuna,

Fhuair ceannas na h-Eireann,

Mar bha fir na f(iile,

Agus Eirimon dàna.

O'n ghin sibh o Scota,

Bha bhuaidh air bhur cordai,

A' dearbhadh 's a còmhdach.

Am pòr as an d' fhàs sibh,

Far an gabhadh sibh còmhnaidh,

Bu leibh ceannas na fòid aiii,

Le inmadaidh còrach,

Agus moran a bbàrr air,

Ciad nighean Mhic-Domhnuill,

Mar mhairiste pòsda,

B'e n seanaileir còmhraìg,

'N ciad Thòislch a's àrmainn.
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An am dul a bhuuladh

B' e 'ii cniiidal 'ur calg,

Bu ghuiiieuch ur beuinaii

'N uuir dli' cireadh 'ur fearjf.

Nam biodh gach curaidh treuii inlior

Le chcile sail am,

lad air aon iiintinii dluricli

Gun fhiaradh, gun chàra,

lad cho cinnteach ri aon t'hear,

'S iad titheach air geall,

Dh' aindeoin mùiseag nan dii-Ghall,

Thig CÙÌ3 thar an ceann.

C R O S D H A N A C II D

FHIR NAN DHUI.MNEAN.

Tha bitb ur an tir na Dreollainn,

'S coir dbuinn aithris,

Tha moran deth tigh'n am biochionnt'

Ri gnàs Shasuinn,

Ni 'm beil duin' nasal, no iosal,

No fear fearainn,

Leis nach àiU, gu morau buinig,

Ceird a bharrachd,

Tha ceird ur aig tear nan Druimneaii,

Th' air leinn tha cronail

;

Baill leis fein a dhol an àite

Mhaisteir Sgoile,

An t-òide sin fein a rinn fhoghlum,

Le gloir Laideann,

Ghlacadh leis, gun chead a chairdean,

A cheaird a bh'aige.

Lahliairt—' 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 loghluim, nach

laimhsicheadh e i, mar laimhsicheadh an t-oide

foghluim lein i. Oir 'nuair a ghabhadh an t-oide

foghluim air a dhaltachan, 's ann a ghabhadh e

air na kanabaiian, ach 's ann a ghabhadh an

sgoileir sanntach so air na daoine àrsaidh mar an

ceudna. 'Nuair ghabhadh an t-oide foghluim

air a dhaltachan, 's aim a ghabliadh e air na

ciontaich, ach 's ann a ghabhadh an sgoileirsannt-

ach air na neo-chiontaich. 'S ann uaith sin a

dubhradh—" Saoilidh am fear a bhios na thàmh,

gur e fein a'a fearr lamh air an stiùir," ach clia

mho gur h-e.

Cha'n ionnsaich e clann, no leariubain,

Mar bu choir dha,

Gus am bi iad na'n daoin' àrsaidh

Fo 'n Ian fheòsaig,

Cha tugadh an Cillmocheallaig

Breath bu chlaoitie,*

No ni rinn an ceann a b' aird',

A' mas 'ga dhioladh.

Gabhail do chrios an aois arsaidb,

Air mas sean-duin',

*S fada ma'n ionnsaich an gniomh sin

Ciall do theangaidh,

Ge be labhras ris an fhear ud.

Coir, no ea-coir,

Gabhar air a ghiort" de stràcaibh,

Le crios feilidh.

Lahhairt—Agus b'fhior do'n duine sin, cha

d'fhuaireadh riamh rud a dhionnsachadh teanga

droch mhuinte, bu mheasa na gabhail air na
màsan ann an aobhar na teanga, agus an teanga

thuigsinngurh-ann na h-aobharfein afhuair 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 ghliin, cha'n ionnsaich laimh ri

uilean."

A chuideachd da'm bu choir bhi diamhair,

'S a ghuà 'm falach,

Cha d'fhagadh da'n dion bho chunn.irt,

Sion de dh' earradh,

Bha iad aon uair an lathair tianais,

An taigh greusaich.

Dubhairt nighean Shomhairlef

Le rabhart, sa gnàs siombailt,

'S coir gu'm beannaich sinn gu saibhear,

Cuid gach Criosduidh.

B'lTiearr leam ge nach eil mi maoineach,

No luach gearrain.

Gum biodh coltas do thriuir

Gu turn aig Calum.J

Lahhairt—'S e aobhar thug do'n mhnao.

bheusaich, cbeart, choir, so a radh, a run dcagh

cbneasta, chum gu'm biodh aig a fear fuin a

leithid, sa bhiodh aig a nàbaidhean ; 's nach suil

ghointe, no lombais, a bh' aic air cuid a coimh-

earsnaich. Mar bh'aig Gillebride Mac-an-

t-Saoir ann an Ruthaig, an Tirithe, a mhort

an ceithir-tichaid cearc le aon bheum-sula, 's a

bhris long mhòr nan cuig crannag, a dhaindeoin

a cablaichian sa h-acraichean. Uaith a sin a

dubhradh—" Sann de'n cheaird a chungaidh."

Tha bith ur an tir na Drcollaiim,

A thog am Baron,

Air gach aon fhear a labhras buiia-chainnt,

Rusgadh feamain.

Ma sgaoileas air feadh gach tire.

Am bith thog Tearlach,

Sec note, page 38. + The shoemaker's wife.

t The shoemaker who had no children.



'S teaiin as nach i'eudadh ri h-uiuc,

K-feiii bhi pàighte.

Rla rigeas an gearaii so Seiimas,

Breitheauih sìir-inhath,

Clia tog e dochair mu dheibliiiin,

Ach glag niòr gaire.

Lahhairt— Agus bha aobhai' iia dha aig an t-

Siorramh choir air gàir a dheanadh, thaobh

gu'ii d'rug timchioll-gheairadh airsaii, lecoimh-

«arsnachd ban-Spainticii do thacliaii' ris. 'S

aiiii uaith sin u diibbradh, " An duine ni teiiie

math deanadh e-fein a gharadh lis.

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. I'lie 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 Ihe 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

imt r.ither 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 wielch; 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, wilh 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 thcrefoTC (ilways at t/our service."

The poor dominie was thunder-struck at the barefaced

impudence of the "fauseloon;" 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 had 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 Hown to his rescue.

Gentle dame ! well have I designated thee thy churlish

husband's " biiler.hM' [" 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 seiiulture, yet has 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. " Cubar Feiyh'"

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 lARLA THUATHACH
TKIATH CHLANN-CHOINNICH,

Deoch slainte'n larla thuathaich,

A thriall an de thar chuaintean bhuain,

Le sgioba laidir luasganach,

Nach pilleadh càs na fuathas iad,

Muir gàireach air gach guallainn dh'i

;

Air clar dolùinge luaithe,

Gabh mi cead dhiot is fhuair mi 'n t-òr.

Gu'n cumadh Dia bho bhaoghal thu,

Bho charraid cuain 's blio chaolasan,

Bho charraig fhuair gun chaomhalachd,

Seachd beannachd tuath is daonaclid dhiit,

Buaidh larach ri do shaoghail ort,

Fhir ghaoil ga t-fhaicinn beò.



76 SAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH.



AN T-AOSDANA MAC-'ILLEAN. 77

A shliochd righ Fionnaghaill,

Nan com geala-ghlaic 's nan sròl balla-bhreac,

I 'M pòr iiacli cearbach, ilol to 'n anuaibh,

'N am nan garbh-chath ruaidhiioach.

Ach buaidh a's slàhite an fhir a dh-fhàg tliu,

iJuineil, bràithreil, cinneil, càirdeil,

Gaol bbo nàmhaid, gràdh bho chàirdoan,

A shliocbd nail ùiinunn uasal.

AN T-AOSDANA MAC-'ILLEAN.

Hector Maclean, commonly called Eachaiin Bacach an t-Aosdàna, 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.

MARBHRANN DO SHIR LACHUINN M AC-GIIILLE AIN

TRIATH DHUBH-AIRD.

Thriall ar bunadh gu Phàra,

Co b'urrainn da sheanchas?

IVIac-Mhuirich,* Mac-Fhearguis,

Craobh a thuinich re aimsir,

Fliriamhaich bunannan Alba,

Chuidicb tear dhiu' cath-Gahiach,

Fhuair sinn ullaidh fear t-ainine theachd beò.

Fhuair sinn, &c.

Cha chraobh chuire cha phlannta,

Cha chnòdh bho'n uraidh o'n d' t'hàs thu,

Cha bhlà chuirte ma bhealltainn,

Ach fas duillich a's meanglain,

A miar mullaich so dli' fhàg sinn,

Cuir a Chriosd tuilleadh an àite ua dh' fhalbh,

Cuir a Chriosd, &c.

'S mor puthar an ràith-se,

'S trom an dubhadh-sa dh'fhàs oirnn,

Giir ro uumhann leinn t-àrdach,

'N ciste luthaidh na'n clàran,

'S fad is cuiinhne leinne càradh nam bòrd.

'S fad is cuimhne, he.

* Clerk-Register of Icolumkill.

Chaidh do chiste 'n taigh geamhraidh,

Cha do bhrist thu chno shamhiia,

Misneach fear Innse-Gall thu,

'S mor is miste do raiintaidh,

Nach do chlisg thu roi' naimhdean,
Fhir bu mheasail an canipa Mhontroise.

Fhir bu mheasail, &c.

Fhir bu rioghaile cleacluladh,

'S tu bu bhioganta f'aioiiin,

A dol sios am blar machrach,

Bhiodh iia 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 feòil.

'Nuair bu sgith, &c.

Cha bhiodh buannachd do d' nàmhaid,
Dol a dh' fhuasgladh bhuat làmhuinn,

Bha thu buadhach 's gach àite,

Cha b'e fuath mhic a mhàile,

Fear do shnuadh theachd na fhàrdaich,

Cha dath uaiiie bu bhlà dhut,

'Nuair a bhuaileadh an t-àrdan ad phòr.

'Nuair a bhuaileadh, &c.
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Gu'in b' aithriseach t-fheum dhaibh,

'N am nan crannan a bheumadh,
Chum nan deannal a sheideadh,

Hhiodh lann thana chruaidh, gheur oit,

•S tu fad la air an t-sheirm sin,

Cha tigeadh lag-bhuile meirbh bho do dliòrn.

Cha tigeadh, &c.

'N àile chunaic mi aimsir,

'S tu ri siubhal na sealga,

Clia hu chuing ort a' gharbhlach,

Pic de'n inbhar cha d' fliàs i,

Chtiireadh uinhal na spàirn ort,

Cha bhiodh fiiithil a tàrruinne,

'Nam biodli lutha na crannaghail,

Cbuireadh siubhal fo earr-ite 'n eòin.

Chuireadh siubhal, &c.

Glac chòmhnart an càradh,

'M bian ròineach an t-sheana bhruic,

Cinn storach o'n chcardaich,

Cha bhiodh òirleach gu'n bhàthadh,

£adar smeòirn agus gàine,

Le neart còrcaich a Flànras,

Cha bhiodh (eolach an tearmad.

Air an seoladh tu'n crann sin ad dheùiii.

Air an seoladh, &c.

Cha b'e sin mo luan-Càisge,

'Nuair a bhuail a ghath bàis thu,

'S truagh a dh' fhàg thu do chairdean,

Mar ghàir sheillein air làraich,

'N deigli a mealunnan fhàgail,

No uain carraich gu'n mhàthair,

'S fada chluiniiear an gàraich mu'n chrò.

'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 clàrsach ga spreigeadh ri ceol.

Sin a's clàrsach, &c.

Bhuineadh dhiime na ùr-ros,

Fear ar taighe 's ar cruii air,

Ghabh an rathad air thus uaiiin,

Liuthad latha ri chiinntas,

Bh'aig maithibh do dhùthcba,

Miad an aighear 's a mùirne,

Bha mi tathaich do chiiiMe,

Seal mu'm b' aithne dho 'n turlar a dh'lhalbh,

Seal mu'm b' aithne, &c.

B'eòl dhomh innse na bh'aca,

Gu'm ba'nn do nihiannan Shir Lachuinn,

Bhiodh 'g ÒI fiona n taigh farsainn,

Le mnaidh rimlieach neò-as-caoin,

Glòir bhinn agus macnais,

Ann 'san am sin 'm bu ghnù leibh bhi pòit.

Ann 'san am sin, &c.

'N am na fàire bhiodh glasadh,

Bhiodh chlùrsach ga creachadh,

Cha bhiodh ceol innte an tasgaidh,

Ach na meòir ga thoirt aiste,

Gu'n Icon làimbe gu'n laige,

Gus 'm bu mhiaiia(:h leibh cadal gu fòill.

Gus 'm bu mhianach, Sic.

Bhiodh na cearraich ri braise,

lomairt thàileasg ma'n seach orr',

Fir fòirne ri tartar,

Toirm a's mhthadh air chairtean,

Dolair spàinteach a's tastain,

Bhi' ga'n dioladh gu'n lasan na'n lòrg.

Bhi ga'n dioladh, &c.

Thug each teist air do bheusan,

Bha gradh a's eagal mhic Dhc ort,

Blia fàth seirce ga d' chtSill ort,

Bha aòigh 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 bhòid.

Ann ad thalla, &c.

Ge bu lionmhar ort frasachd.

Chum thu direach do d' mhacabh,

Do bhreid rimlieach 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-sgòid.

'Sin an Ti a leig, &c.

A mhic mo gblacas thu'n stiùir so,

Cha bu fhlathas gun dùchas,

Dhut bhi' grathuinn air h-iirnaigh,

Cuir da caitheamh an triuir oirr',

Cuir an t-Athair ann tùs oirr',

Biodh a Mac na fhear iuil oirr',

An Spiorad Naomha ga giiilan gu nòs.

An Naomha, &c.
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ORAN

Dot, ACHUNN MOR MAC GJLLEOIN

TlilATII DHiriiH-AIRD.

A LACHUINN òig gii'n innsinn ort,

Sgeul is binn rl àireamh,

Nis o rinn e crnobh-sgaoileadh,

'S na bheil an taobh so dh'fhairge,

Tha thu Ian do dh' fhinealtachd,

Cho ceart sa dhiniiseadh seanchas,

Gur mac Iain Ghairbh darireamh tliu,

An am dol sios an gaibh-ohath.

A Lachuinn oig gu 'm faic mi tha.

Mar treigeadk lord na has mi,

Gum faic mi fo cheanii hliadhn thu,

Mar glac am Jinbhras drd mi,

A ghniits sholta, 's am bcul o'n sochdrach gdire.

Do dhcud gun stòir o'ln linn thig glùir,

O'nfaighinn pog a's faille,

'S e Ceannard Chlan-'llleain,

Dh'fhàs flathasHch le cruadal,

Sgaoil e teadii gach tighearnais,

Gu'n ghleidii thu dligheil t-uaisle,

Ach 's iomadh neach bii shùgradli leis,

CrCibadh aim an truaiileachd,

Ach rinn thu beairt bu cliùtaiche,

Air an diichas mar ba dual dhut.

A Lachuinn hig gu 'mfaic mi thu, <.j:C.

'S e na chuir mi dh'eòlas ort,

Dh' fhàg an ci-ò ma m' shùilean,

Aig a mhiad sa fhuair mi dheth,

Gu'n leig mi ruaig an tiis ort,

Dh' aithnichinn air an fhaiche thu,

A lùb nan cas-chiabh iir-glilan,

Gu'm b' ursann-chath air gaisgeich tlm,

Na'n tigeadli creach a d' dhuthaich.

A Lachuinn oig gu ^m faici mi thu, §-c.

B' e sid an gasan leis bu taitiieach,

Picean dait' a lùbadh,

'N t-iubhar nuadh ga lagh gu chluais,

'M beatha bhuat bu shiùbhlach,

Ceir a's ròsaid dlù fo t-òrdaig,

Ite an coin gu h-ùr-ghlan,

Mu chul an fhcidh ma'n gearr e leum,

Bhidh fhuil na leine briiite.

A Lachuinn oig gu 'mfaic mi thu, i^c

Sid na h-airm a ghlacainn dut,

A dhol air sraid an fhùdair :

Cuilbhair a ghleis shniamhanaich,

A bkeul o'n cinnteach cuinise,

Spàntach làdair, fulangacli,

'N laimh achuraidh chliiitaich,

'S a 'n sgiath bu trie an taisbeanadh,

Air ghaoirdean deas nan lù-chleas.

I

A Lachuinti oig gu 'mfaic mi thu, ^c.

!

! Mo ghaoil a 'm fear caiteanach,

I

A leubh a chairt 's rinn gual d'i,

Leis an eireadh na brataichean,

I
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 teachdaircachd,

'S an ceart air bhachd an guaile.

j

A Lachuinn oig gu 'm faic mi thu, Sfc.

I

'S iomadh bratach shuaicheanta,

'N robh smuais a's cruas a's càirdeas,

Eadar rutha Chuirteirnis,

Gu Dubh-airt thun a Gaibh-load,

Dh' eireadh fir Aird-ghobhar leat,

Fir fhoghainteach neo-sgàthach,

Dhearbhainn fhin gu'n geileadh dhut,

Fir ghleusta bho Bhra'-chàrnaig.

A Lachuinn oig gu 'mfaic mi thu, §-f.

Ghluaiseadh leat s na h-eileanan,

Dream nach ceil an gràdh ort,

Thigcadh ort a mor-Innis,

A bhratach leòghannt' làidir,

Chìte sid gu follaiseach,

Fir fhoinnidh ann an Aros,

Na fir ùra nach diiiltadh,

Sgiùrs thoirt air an nàmhaid.

A Lachuimi oig gu 'mfaic mi thv, S(C.

Dh' eireadh seòid o'n Mhuidhe leat,

Nach cuireadh bruthach spàirn orr',

Nan ceanna-bheairtean glaaa.

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 'mfaic mi thu, cjc.

Bratach aig Clann-Dòmhnuill,

'N a'm biodh ad choir gu'm b' fheairrde,

Dh' fhàs gu seasmhach, cruadalach,

'N uair ghluaiseadh iad na'n armadh,

Ann an gliocas firinneach,

Cho math sa sgriobh an seanachas,

Sid an dream bha innsgineach,

Ri 'n innseadh nach robh leanabail.

A Lachuinn oig gu 'mfaic mi thu, t^c.
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LACIIUNN MAC THEARLAICII.

Lachlan M'Kinnon, alias Lachunn Mac Thearlaich O?^, flourished about the middle of

the seventeenth century. He was a native of Strath, Isle of Skye, and a lineal descendant

of the Ceann-taighe of the M'Kinnons of that place. His parents were in comfortable

circumstances, and although we have no data to ascertain the extent of his scholastic

acquirements, it is obvious from a cursory glance at his productions that he was 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 wandering 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

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 went 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 remonstr;ites

against our noticing but one, which may serve as a specimen of the whole. Some time

after her father married, her stepmother was going from home, and meeting her about tlie

door accosted her thus :
—" You're m\ Jirst-foot, and pity you if you are not lucky to

meet with !" " Ask my father," rejoined tiie young woman, " and he will tell you that I

am the most unpropitious omen that could come in your way." " 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 knows 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.

M.ARBHPHAisG ort a mhtilaid,

Niich do dhTliuirich thu iio<;hd nam
'S nach do leig thu cadal domh,

S an oidhche fada, fiiar,

]\Ia's ann a dh'iarraidh cuiintais orin,

A lunn thu air mo shuain,

Bheir mise greis an dràsda dhut

Air àireamh na tha bh'uat.

Latha' siubhal sleibhe dhomh
'S mi falbh learn fuin gu dlù,

A chuideachd anus an astar sin

Air gunna glaic a's cù,

Gun thachair clann rium ann sa' ghlcann

A' gal gu fann chion iùil :

Air leam gur h-iad a b'àillidh dreach

A chunnacas riamh le m' shuil.

Gu'm b'ioghnadh leam mar thàrladh dliaibh

Am fàsach fad air chiil,

Coimeas luchd an aghaidhean

Gu'n tagha de cheann iùil,

Air beannachadh neo-fhiata dhomh
Gu'n d'fhiaraich mi :

—" Co sùd ?"

'S fhreagair iad gu cianail mi

A'm briathraibh mine ciùin.

" Chaidh sinn do Dhun-Bheagain

A's cha d'iarr sinn cead 'iia tliiir,

Fhuair sinn, fàilte shuilbheara,

Le t'urbailt a's le miiirn :

Gu'n ghlac p sinn le acarachd

Mar dhaltachan 'nar triùir,

A 's thogadh e gach ncach agaiiin

Gu macant' air a ghlùn.

" Fhuair sinn greis 'gar n-àrach,

Aig Mac-Leòid a bha san Dun,
Greis eile gle shaibheir

Aig a bhrathair bha'n Dun-Tuilm :"

Sin nuair labhair tìùghantas

Dalt ùiseil Dhomhnuill ghuirm :
—

" Bu trie leat a bhi sùgradh rinn,

'S cha b' t'hasan ùr dhuinn cuirm.

" N am eiridh dhuinn neo-airtneulach

'S biadh rnaidne dhol air bòrd,

Gheibhte gach ni riaghailteach,

Bu mhiaiinach leat ga d' choir
;

Cha d' chuir thu duil am priobairtich,

Cha b' fhiach leat ach ni mòr ;

Bu chleachdadh air do dhitheid dhut

Glain' fhiona mar ri ceòl.

" lochd, a's Gradh, a's Fiùghantas,

'Nar triuir gur h-e ar n-ainm,

Clann nan uaislean curamach,

A choisinn cliù 's gach ball,

'Nuair phàigh 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.

" Tòrmod fial an t-shùgraidh,

Nach d'fhàs m'a chuinneadh cruaidh,

A bha gu fearail fiùghantach,

'S a chum a dhùthchas suas
;

'S ann air a bha ar taghaich,

O'n thugadh lain bh'uainn,

'S beag m' fharmad ris na t'eumaich

O'n a bheum na cluig gu truagh !

"Bha'n duin' ud ro fhlathasach,

'S e mathasach le ceill,

Bha e gu fial fiiighantach,

'S a ghiulan math "ga reir
;

Ge farsuinn eadar Arcamh,
Cathair Ghlas-cho 's Baile-Bhòid :

Cha d' fhuaras riamh oid-altrum aim,

Cho pailt' ri teach Mhic-Leòid.

" Am fear a bh' air a Chomraich

Bu chall soillear dhuinn a bhàs

Ann an cuisibh diulanais,

Cha b' iùdmhail e' measg chàich

Lamh sgapaidh oil', a's airgeid e

Gu'n dearmad air luchd dhàn,

A's mhionnaicheadh na clàrsairean

Nach e bu tàire lamh.*

» Alluding to an Irish Harper of the name of Cailean

Cor»iac, who, in consequence of a misunderstanding, left-

his master and fled to Scotland, at that time the savii.g ark

of refugees, whether children of prose or verse. During
his peregrinations in the hyperborean legions 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 abilities and per-

formances, .^mong 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 partieB,
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" Thug sinn ruaig gu'n sòradh

Gu Mac-Choinnich inòr nan cuach,

Be'n duin' iochd-nihor, teò-chridlieacli,

S bu leoghannt e air sluagh,

Bha urram uaisl' a's ceannais aig'

Air fearaibh an taobh-Tuath
;

Cha chuirt' as geall a chailleadh e

Ge d' fhalaich oirn e 'n uaigh !

" O'n rinn an uaigh 'ùr glasadh onn,

'S nach faic mi sibh le'in shiiil
;

'S cumhach, cianail, craiteach, mi,

'S neo-ardanach mo shùrd,

'S mi cuimhneachadh nam braithreaii sin

A b'àillidh dreach a's gnùis,

Gur trie a chum sibh coinnidh lium

Aig Coinneach anns a' Chùil.

" Ailpeanaich mhath chiar-dhuibh,

'Gam bu dùthchas riabh an Sratii,

D'an tigeadh àirm gu sgiamhach

Ge bu riabhach leinii do dhatli,

Bu lamh a dheanamh fiadhaicli tlm,

Gu'n dial bu bbiatach 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'n cuairt an fhcile chruinn,

'S ro mhath a thigeadh claidheamh dhut,

Sgiath laghach nam ball grinn, #

Cha robh cron am fradharc ort,

'Thaobh t-aghaidh 's cCil do chinn.

" Nam togail mail do dhiithchannan,

'S ga 'n dlùthachadh riut fi-in
;

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 oi(;h air tuathanach,

Bu mho do thruas ri fheum.

"

Bha'n duin' ud na charaid dhomh,

'S cha char dhomh' chliii a sheinii,

Mas can each gur masgall e,

Leig tharais e na thim ;

Do bhàs a dh-fhàg mi muladach,

'S ann chluinuRar e 's gaeh tir,

Cha b'ioghiia' mi ga t-iondrann,

Ann am cunntais thoirt 's an t-sliuim.

his master asked Cormac :—" CreiJ i 'n lamh ho fhcUe do

fhuair tu 'n Alhainn?" i. c. which was the most liberal

hand you found in Scotland? To which he replied;—
" Lamh dheas fhir na Comraich "—The right hand of

Applccross.-" Creid i 'n alh te!" which was the next?
—" Lamh chl'ith 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 bl)i 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 nil' an t-shluaigh,

Dh'eug lannraic priunsa Shasuinn
;

'S cha dùisg e gu là-luain !

Note.—This beautiful and pathetic song was composed
by Mackinnon after the death of some of his relations. It

would appear that while they lived, and while his own cir.

cumstances continued prosperous, he was much respected
throughout the country, and was not unfrequcntly the

guest and companion of the best gentry in the Highlands.
No sooner, however, had death deprived hira 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-

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

anil second. In reference to (he time and place where 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 inmate.'i

of the house, who, if the song was good, never grudged
their slumbers being thus musically broken.

OR A N
DO NIGHEAN FHIR GHEAMBAII,.

MocH sa' mhadainn mi 's Ian airtneil,

Tha mi 'g achdain m' innndrainn.

An aite cadail air mo leabaidb,

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 land.«, but that he still had some of the proceeds

upon which ho 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'uain,

An aisling bhuan so dhiiisg mi
;

Thu bhi agam, aim am ghlacaibh,

Bheaii blio 'ii tlachd-mhor sùgradh.

A dhainean buinig 's f'aiia m' t'huireacli,

Ann an ioraal dùthcha,

O choin a chiall ! gu 'm be mo inhianii,

Bhi 'n diugh a triall ga t-iuniisaidh.

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 chridbe sùgacli

Mo mhiann bhi 'n ceart-uair air bheag cadail

Ann ad chaidridh greannar
;

Mo dhuil gun chleith, le dùraehd mhath,

Gur h-e mo bheatha teann ort.

Ach oigh na maise 's òr-bhuidb fait,

'S do ghruaidh air dreach an neionein
;

Tha cideadh grinn, mu dheud do chiiin,

'S do beul bho 'm binn thig òran.

Rosg thana chaoin, fo d' mhala chaoil,

'S do mheall-shuil, mhin ga seòladh ;

S i'n t-sheirc tha t-eudainn glireas gu eug mi,

Mar toir cleir dhonih coir ort.

Gu'n choir air t-fheutainn, oigh na fiiile,

Ghreas mi tL-iii gu an-lamli
;

Fhuair thu 'n iosad buaidh bho Dhiarmad,*

Tha cuir ciad an geall ort.

Ciochan geala, air uchd meallaidh,

Miann gach fir 'n am sealltain
;

Do chioii fallaich tli' air mo mhealladh,

'S e na eallach throm orm.

Tha ruin nam fear, fo d' gbùn am falach,

St-aug chorp, fallain, sunndach ;

Slios mar eala, cneas mar chauach,

Bho cheann tamull m" iuil ort.

Bho bharr do chiun, gu sail do bhuinii
;

'S tu dhamhsadh grinn air ùrlar ;

Bhi ga t-aireamh "s gu'n tu lathair,

Ghreas gu làr mo shùgradh.

Mo shugradh cheil 's duil ruit mar bhean,

Oigh nan ciabh glan faineach
;

T-aon bhroilleach geal, trom-cheist nam fear,

'S nasal an t-ion ban-righ.

Tha seirc, a's beusan, tlachd, a's ceutaidh,

Mar ri cheile fas riut

;

Do ghaol gach lò so rinn mo leòn,

Cho mor 's nach eol dhomh aireamh.

Cha 'n eol domh aireapih, trian de t-àilleachd,

Gus do'n bhas gun geill mi

;

• Bha 'ra " Bad.seir
I an gtuaidnean Dhiarmaid.

Ceillidh, cliutach, bensach, mtiirneach,

Ceud fear ùr tha 'n deidh ort.

Bi'dh airnean bruit aig pairt de 'n chuniitais, sin

,

Diia 'n diult thu caoimhneas
;

Bi'dh slaint' as ùr, le fàilte chiiiil,

Aig fear ni lub san roinn ort.

SGI AN DUBH
AN SPROGAIN CHAIM.

Du' innsinn sgeul mu mhalairt duibh,

Na 'm fanadh sibh gu fòill,

Mur dh' eirich do 'n chall bhreamais domh,

'Nuair chaidh mi do Dhun-gleòis
;

Air bhi thall an Sgalpa dhomh,

Air cuirm aig Lachunn òg ;

Fhuair mi bhiodag thubaisteach,

Le a caisein-uchd' bha mor.

Bu mhath a chuirm a bh'an', an sin,

'S mo bheannachd-sa na deigh
;

'N fhear ud dune chunnaic i,

A dhi-mol i gu leir ;

Ach fhuair mi fhin bloidh biodaig anu

Nach tig au la ni feuni,

A's stialiaire mor feu^aig oirr',

Mur fhear d'a seòrsa fhein.

Mas oil leibh an atbais ud,

Gu 'a robh i agabh riamh
;

Loiiiidean a's òghnaichean,

An cùnuidh dhuibh bu bhiadh ;

Ged' dheanadh sibh cruinneachadh,

Tuilleadh a's coig ciad
;

'S tearc fear gun cbaisein-uchd aige,

Cho gharbhe ri torc-fiadh.

Chuir an tir so 'n duileachd mi,

'Nuair chunnaic iad mur bha ;

Bha gach neacli ga choisrigeadh,

Roimh 'n dos a bh'air 'a barr;

Bha sgonn do mhaide seilich innt

;

Bu gheinneanta rinn fas ;

Bheireadh saor neo chronail aisde,

Crosg da'u loiuid bhàin.

Chuir Mac-Ionmhuinn bairlinn,

An trath so mach sa 'n tir,

Chuir e na soachd barranntais,

Gu Donnacha Mac-a-Fhi;

Gabhail gu caol Arcaig leo,

Mu 'n ghabh i tàmh sa 'n tir,

'Sa muinntir fein thoirt coiune dli' i,

'S gur soilleir i do m' dhith.
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Cha 'n ion-TTiholaidh ghrath-bhat sin,

Thug thu steach thar chaol,

All t-arin a blia gun chaisrigeadh,

'Sa b' olc leain air mo thaobh ;

'S mairg sliasaid air am facas i,

A bliiodag phaiteach mhaol
;

B' iomlaideach air bhòrdaibh i,

Sgian dubh a sgòrnain chaoil.

B' i sud an bhiodag rosadach,

A b' olc leam air mo chliath',

'Si ruadh-mheirg uile 's coltas d' i,

Fo dhos de db' fhioniiadh liath,

Bha maide reamhar geinneach innt'

'S car na li-amhaich tìar

Cha ghearradli i sgiath cuileige,

Le builie no le riacb.

'Nuair chaidh mi dh' iarraidh breathanais,

Cha d' fhuair ml Icithid riamh ;

Sin nuair thuirt an Sàileanach,

(' Nuair chàirich e rium biasd ;

Mathall do cbuirc Mhòr-thirich,

Da'm beil an roibein liath ;

Duirceall dubh gun fhaobhar,

'N am taobhadh vis a bhiadh.)

" Bu mhath sa bhruthainn chaorainn i,

'Sa'n caonnag nam tear mòr ;

'S e Fiotin thug dh'i an latha sin,

An t-atii-bualadh na dhorn
;

Thug e na brath-mhionnan sin,

Nach dh' fhag i duine beò ;

'S nach robh neach ga 'm beanadh i, •
Nach gearradh i' gu' bhròig."

Thuirt mi fhin cha'n fhior dhut sin,

'S ann chaill thu d' ciall le aois
;

Coid a chuimhne 's faid" agad.

On stad i gu bhi maol

;

Chaidh mi air mo ghlùn d' i,

Mu 'n do riiisg i rium a taobh ;
*

'S thug i na seachd sgairtean aisd,

Gus 'n tug Mac-Talla glaodh.

Bu cheithir Vdiadhna-fichead d' i,

Bhi 'n citsein mhorair-Gall ;f

'S fhuair i urram còcaireachd,

Thar moran de na bh' ann ;

Bha Mac-Aoidh ga teaclidaireachd,

Mu 'n deach e chomhraig theann,

'S b' fhoirmeal aims a chogadh i,

Sgian dubh an sprogain chaim.

Ged thigeadh Claim- Domhnuill,

'S na spòid a tba mu thuath,

Mac-Aoidh an tùs feacbda leo,

'S garbh bbratach an taobh tuath ;

'Nuair thig a bbratach Chianii-Sùileach.

'S a tbairnnear ridhe suas ;

• Pulling It out of the sheath. + Lord Caithness

'S tearc fear gu'n chaisein gaoiseid air,

Bho smcig gu mhaodail sios.

' Koie.—The poet happened to be one of a party at the

house o{ Lachunn 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 light 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 ketp the dirk which fell to

him in this way. M'Kinnon's dirk was by far tie 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 per-^on was one of those

termed '' Clann 'Ic Rath Mholac/i," i.e. Hairy M'Kacs.

M'Kinnon was far from pleased with his lot, ai.d he com-
posed this song on the occasion.

CURAM NAM BAN TRAICHEAN.

Hilg itoireunn ho-ro hura-hho,

Bi'dh cùram air na hantraicheav

,

Hug hoireann ho-TO hhra-bho,

Bi'dh cùram air na bantraicliean.

BiDH ciiram air na mnathan òga,

'S moran air na bantraichean,

Hug hoireann ho-ro, ^c.

Bi'dh cùram tìm an Earraicb orra,

Gu'n bi 'n t-aran gann aca,

Hug hoireann ho-ro, S^c.

Bi'dh cùram mor a's eagal orra,

Theagamh nach bi clann aca,

Hug hoireann ho-ro, i^c.

'Nuair bhios each gu cuirealdach,

Bi'dh iads a cumli 'an t-sbeaii-duine,

Htig hoireann ho-ro, <^c.

'Nnah- shineas tu air mireadh riudh',

Silidh iad mar alltanan,

Hug hoireanii ho-ro, ^c,

Bi'dh 'n dosan siar san 'ra breidean fìar,

Air cualan liath nam bantraichean.

Hug hcireaun ho-ro, S^c.

Bi'dh dealg a'm bun an flieamain ac,

'S breamanach a dhamhvas jad,

Hug hoireann ho-ro, cjc.

God bbidhinn fliin gun or gu'n spreigh,

Bu bheag mo speis do sheann te dhubb,

Hug hoireann horo, cjc.

i;ote.—'\'h\s 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 DALL.

Roderick Morison, the far-famed harper and poet, commonly called An Clàrsair Dall

was born in the Island of Lewis*, in the year 1646. His father was an Episcopalian

Clergyman in that place, a man of great respectability and goodness of heart, and a de-

scendant of the celebrated Britheamh Leòghasach. He had other two sons, Angus and

Malcolm. At an early age, the three, who were all designed for the pulj)it, 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 curriculum of

their order, Angus got a hving 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

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

with a first-rate genius. In this divine science he greatly excelled, and although he was

no mean performer on other musical instruments, the silver-toned harp seems to have been

his favourite. On this instrument, he left all other 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 wai 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 iiis

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-

correct. We know iiow much Journalists are at the mercy (if 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 coUiinns to give currency to the mis-statement, they ought

to have informed themselves of the facts.

Of Mr Bunting, we know nothing or almost nothing ; but we sympathize with him in his 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 tlie world would we
accord to Hibernia the honour of having given birth to Rory Dall—and for this one reason, that

he was bona Jide born and brought up in the Highlands of Scotland ; and, if a man must be born

a second time, it does not necessarily follow, that that event must take place in Ireland. Mr
Bunting's blind Rory, goes by the sonorous name of O'Cahan,—we have no objection to this ;

neither do we lay claim to any of the estates which descended to the said Rory O'Cahan as his

patrimonial inheritance, but we claim for oui-selves the honour of consanguinity with Roderick

Morison, the blind harper. We have given his birth and parentage ;—we have pointed to the

manses of his two brothers,—we have given his own history as a poet, harper, and farmer, and

until these facts are disproved, the Irish historian must rest satisfied with his own Rory, and the

Messrs Chambers must understand that such things as erroneous statements can be imported over

the Irish channel, much easier than a Ross-shire Highlander can be made an Irishman.
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wended his way to Edinburgh, where he met with that sterhng model of a Highland

Chieftain, John Brcac 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 Cranfli' which

arose out of the following circumstance : Rory, sitting one day by the kitchen fire, had

chanced to drop the key of his har|) in tlie ashes which he was raking with his fingers, as

M'Leod's lady entered and inquired of one of the maids—" Ciod e ilia dhith air

Ruairidh f" "Mhuire! tha a clirann—chaill e san luath e," was the reply—" 31a ta

feumair crann eile 'cheaiinach 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/

Shortly after this period, we find our author located as a farmer at Totamòr 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 Clàrsair Dall 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 realitj', 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 wiiile on his way to

his native Isle of Lewis. It is not true, as stated by Mr Bunting, that Rory Dall was a

wandering minstrel. He indeed occasionally visited gentlemen's houses, but that was

always under special invitation—he was born a minister's son, and did not require to earn

his bread by wandering from place to place. Rory Dall was much respected in his age

and country for those high musical powers which have contributed so much to the j)lea-

sure and delight of his countrymen—talents which have obtained for himself the imperish-

able fame 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 /, in the Island of Lewis. Peace

be to his manes ! never we fear, shall tlie Highlands of Scotland again produce his like.
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Cha d' fhuair iad aobhar oilbheum,

Mar falbhatlh iad sliabh,

Cha dean iad a bheag ormsa,

'S nach lorgair mi 's fiach,

Mo chreach ma 'n coinnidh 's i fo'n comraic,

'B'e an comunn mo mhiaiin,

Buachaillean mo threud,

'N uair nach Kir dhuibh a ghiian.

Tha sliochd Iain Mhic-Mhàrtainn,*
Gu tàbhachdach treun,

Raghainn air an naimhdeas,

An cairdeas, gu'n bhreug,

Cha bhuin iad li fàl-bheaiit,

Mo lamhsa nach speis,

" Far an isl' an garadh,

Cha ghnà leo a leiim,"

Na fir ghasda gu'n bhi meata,

'S iad nach seachaitin streup,

Le 'n toirear buaidh 's gach spàiinp,

Ann 's gach àite dha 'n teid.

Clann-a-Phi f ri' n seanachas,

'S neo-leanabaidh na seòid,

Buidhean nan sgiath balla-bhreac

A dhearbhadh an gleòis,

'S iad nach seachnadh fuathas,

'N am bhualadh nan sròn,

Ge b' e chuireadh fearg orr'

Cha b' fharmadach dhò,

'N.àm tarraiun nan lanu tana,

Caisgear carraid leo,

<' Buille 'n corp cha bhuail" iad,

Tha uaisle nam pòr.

Tha Clann-'Ille-Mhaoil mhùiiite,

Bha cliii orra riamh,

Buidhean tha do-cheannsaicht.

Is ceannsgalach triall,

Ri faicinn au naimhdean,

'S neo-sgàthach an triath,

B' annsa leibh 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 naimluk-as,

'S 'ur cairdeas gu"n f'hiar.

Tha aig CoUa còmhlaiiin,

Nach conn-Iapach gh'us,

Luclid nam feudari dùbh-ghorm,

Nach diùltadh ri leum,

'N-àm na graide dliiisgadh,

Gu 'n dùbladh bhur ft-um,

Bha fios aig Mac-an-Toisich,

Nach sòradh iad ceum,

» Dochanassie men, a very brave little clan at that time.

f Locharkaig men, followers of Locheil.
)

Dol na choinnidh sa'n la shoilleir,

'S gu'n iad coimeas cheud,

B' annsa dol da bhualadh,

No buaile 'n fir theud.

'S iad sliochd Cholla chis-mhoir,

Da rireadh a th' ann,

Nach leigeadh le mùiseag.

An ciiis thar an ceann,

Misneach cha do threig sibh,

'N streup chlanna Ghall,

Cha bu dual daibh mìo-stà'

No mì-thùrachd ghann,

Na fir churanta fhuair urram,

Re h-àm 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 nam le m' thoil feiii,

Na mo chreachadh 's an dol seachad,

'S mi na m' aire mum spreidh,

'S mi gu'n eagal tuairgnidh,

'S mo bhuaile fo' r muin.

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 bùidheann a mhoir cheann-aird,

Nach teann mo chuid bhuam.

Tha 'n taic na laimhe,

An Ceann-tàile so thall.

Fir ghasda neo sgàthach,

Ga'm b'àbhaisd bhi teann,

Ri faicinn a nàmhaid,

Nach failinnach greann,

Is trie a fhuair buaidh làrach,

Le ùbhachd an lann,

Neart a chlaidhe be air raghainn,

Nach dh-fliàs fathast fann,

Coille 's i gu'n chrionach,

Gur lioumhor a clann.
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Thig claidheamh socrach, stailinii dhut,

De 'ii t-aeors as fear sa bhùth,

'S e fulaiigach bho bharra-dheis,

Gu 'n niig; a cheanna-bheairt duirn;

Faobhar air a gheur chruaidh sin,

Nach gabhadh leum na lùb,

Lanii air dhreacb na daolaig',

'S i air taobh deas-laimh mo ruin.

Their mi ho-ro, ^c-

'S e sud an t-airm a thaghainn dut,

'S tu 'ii deigh an retreut,

As paidhir dhag nach diùltadii,

Agus l'ùdar gorm da reir
;

Do ghunna 'n deigh a ialmachadh,

'S tu Tn.irbhtach air an trend,

Ann san laimh nach greagara,

'S tu leantainn as an deigh.

Their mi ho-ro, <^c.

'S fhada learn a chornhnaidh so,

Th' aig Eoin a nieasg nan Gall,

Cha ghiorra leam an oidhche,

Bhi ga chuimhneachadh 's gach am ;

Dh' fhaoiltichinn na 'm faicinn thu,

Tigh'nn seachad ann sa ghleann,

Cha ghabhinn fein bono faiteachais,

Ge d' ghlacadh tu mo gheall.

Their mi ho-ro, c^c

Corr agus tri ràidhean,

Tha thu d' chadal sàinhach bh' uain,

Gu'n t-fhaicinn bho na dh'fhàg thu sini

'S ar cridhe ghnàth I'o ghruaim ;

A nis bho 'n chiiir thu cùl ruinn,

'Sa laidh smùrnein air do ghruaidh,

Mar sholas and deigh dorachadais,

Tha Tòrmod mar bu dual.

Their mi ho-ro, Sfc.

'S e Termed òg mo shubhachas.

Air bhuidheachas shiol-Leòid,

Ma 's mac an ait' an athar thu,

Thig fathast gu bhi mòr;
Ann san Dun gu flathail,

'N robh do chinncadh roi boo,

Mac-ratha dhiiisgeas eibhneas domh,

Le aighear threig mi bròn.

Their mi ho-ro, c^c.

Ma thuirt iad ogha Thòrm()i<l riut,

Ii' i sud an fhoirm fhuil ghlan,

Ma thuirt iad iar-ogha lluairidli riut,

H' i 'n àrd-fhuil uaibhreach mhear
;

'S ogha 'n Eoin gun truailleadh,

Thug suairccas air gach neach,

Mac an fhir nach b'fhuathach ham.

An nochd thog suas mo ghean.

Their mi ho-ro, tS^c.

CREACH-NA-CIADAIN.*

Tha muld, tha mulad,

Lion mulad ro mhòr mi,

'S ge d' is eigin domh fhulang,

Tha tuille 's nas leoir orm ;

Thromaich sac air mo ghiulan,

Le dùmhladas dòrainn,

Dh' amais dosgaich na bliadhn orm,

Creach-na-Ciadain so leon mi !

Creach-na-Ciadain so leon mi,

Dh' fhag mi breòite gu'n thiabhras,

A dh'fhògair mo shlainte,

'S tearc mo bhrathair 's na criochan
;

Agam glaodh an loin bhròriaich,

'N deigh a h-eoin 's i 'ga iargainn,

Dh' fhalbh gach solas a b' àbhaist,

'S dh' fhuirich càillein a m' fhiacail.

Dh' fhuirich càiUein a m' fhiacail.

So i bhliadhn' a thug car dhomh,

Dh' fhag puthar fo m' leine,

Nach faothaich leigh tha air thalamli,

Mo leigheas cha'n fheudar,

Cha re domh bhi fallain,

Fhuair mi dinneir la Càisge,

'S cha b' fheairrde mo ghoin i.

Cha b' fheairrde mo ghoin i,

Ge do bha mi mu'n chò'roinn,

'N diugh gur buan domh ri aithris,

Gu'n bhuail an t-earrach so bròg orm
;

I\Ii mu'm màighsteir glè mhath,

'S fad a leus orm nach beò e,

Ge do racha mi seachad,

Cha'n fhaigh mi facal dheth chòmhra.

Cha'n fhaigh ml facal dheth chòmhra,

Chleachd mi mòran deth fhaotainn,

'N diugh dh' fhaodas mi ràite,

Gur uan gu'n mhàthair san treud mi,

'S ann is gna dhomh bhi tùrsach,

Gun bhrath fmtachd as eugais,

'S o'n a chaochail e àbhaist,

'S tearc a chaoidh mo ghàir eibliinn.

'S tearc a chaoidh mo ghàir eibhinn,

Cha bhcus domh bhi subhach,

Ghabli mi tlachd ann hi tùrsach,

Chuir mi ùigli ann hi 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 coravoscd on the death of John

Breac Macleod.
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Chaidh an caisead mo bhrulhaicli,

'S ini fo chumba da diivudh,

Dol an truimead 's an àirde,

An diugh a thaiuig mo diiiobtiail

:

Dh' t'halbh mo laitheichean cibhiuii,

O'n a threig sibh Clàr-sgìthe,

Tha mo thaic ann sna h-Earadh

'N deigh fhalach 'ua aonar.

'N deigh fhalach 'na aonar,

Bi'dh e daonuan 'an uaigneas,

Sgeul mu'n gearanach daoine,

'S mnai chaointeach nan luath-bhos

'S iad a' co-stri I'a cheile,

Ceol gun eibhneas seachd truaiglie !

Leum mo chridhe 'na spealtaibh,

M' an chaismeachd 'u iiair chu;ilas.

Gur h-i chaismeachd so chualas,

A luathaich orm tioma,

Dh' fhàg fo m' osnaich fuil bhrùite,

A' sioi'-dhrùthadh air in' innigh,

'S fhaide seachduin na bliadhna,

O'n a thriall sibh thair linne,

Le frip.mhach na tialachd,

Bh'ann san lion-bbrat air fbilleadh,

'S ann san lion-bhrat air fhilleadh,

Dh' fhàg mi spiounadh nan anl'lianii

Ceann-uidhe luchd-ealaidh,

IMar ri earras luchd-seanachais.

Agus ulaidh aos-dàna,

Chuir do bhàs iad gu h-imcheist

;

'S o'n a chaidh thu sa chiste,

Cha bu mhis a chuis fhàrmaid.

Cha bu mhis a chilis fharmaid,

Ghabh mi tcarbadh o'n trend sin,

Far an robh mi a'm mheanbh-ghair,

'An toiseach aimseir mo cheitein,

'S ann an deireadh a Charbhais,

A dhearbhadh ar feucliain

Chain mi 'n ùr-ghibht, a chreach mi,

Ann an seachduiu na Ceusùa.

Ann an seachduin na Ceusda,

Diciadain mo bhristidh,

Chain mi iuchair na h-eudail,

Cha mhi aon neach is mist e,

Gu'n bhrath faighinn gu bràth oirr',

Sgeul a shàraich mo mhisneach
;

*S ann fo dhiomhaireachd m' àirnean,

A tharmaich mo niosgaid.

A tharmaich mo niosgaid,

Cha'n fhaidh mise bhi sliin deth,

Se fear tinn a chinn-ghalair,

A ni'n gearan bocfad cràiteach,

'S ann air ata 'n easlaint,

Nach d' fhiosraich a iiùbaidh,

'S cha niho dh' fhairaich e thinneas

Leis 'n do mhilleadh a shlaiute.

Far 'n do mhilleadh mo shlaint-s',

'S ann a tharmaich dhòmh m' easlaint,

Gu'n d' chuir aimsir na Càisge,

Mi gu bràth fo throm airsneal,

Gheibh gach neach do na dh' fhag thu,

Rud 'an àite na bh' aca,

Ach mis agus Mairi,

A chuir a bràthair 'an tasgaidh.

Chaidh do bhràthair '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 brònach,

'N deigh a leonadh o'n chiadain,

Thug mo mhaighstir math uamsa,

Leis 'n do bhuaineadh mo phian-bhron.

Mo phian-bhron a Mhàiri,

Mar tha thu fo chumha,

Nach faic thu do Bhràthair,

Mar a b' àbhaist gu subhach.

An sean-fhacal gnàthaichte,

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 bràthair

Ach gheibh bean àluinn leth-leapach,

Thainig ar air an dùthaich,

Dia a dhùbladh an carta,

'S ga cumail an uachdar,

Gus am buadhaich do mliac e.

Gus am buadhaich do mhac e,

'N deigh a ghlasadh le gruagaich,

Lan saibhris is sonais,

Ann san onair bu dual dut,

Lean cùis 's na hi leanbail,

'S na bidh marbh-ghean air t-uaislean.

Cum an coimeas ruit fein iad,

'S ua toir beum dha t-ainm Ruairidb.

Ruairidh reachdar, run-meanraach,

Tartach, toirbeartach, teannta,

Do shi-seauair o'n tainig,

Cha b'ion do nàmhaid dol teann air,

'S Ruairidh gasda 'na dheigh,

Cha b'e roghainn bu tàire,

'S an treas Ruairidh fa dheireadh,

Cha b'e'n gainneanach fas e.



92 SAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH.

An treas Ruairidh de'n dream sin,

A choisiiin geall 's cha b' e uiì-chliii,

Cha b' e "n coilleanach gaiin e,

Ach an ceannsgalach uiileaiit'

Ma 's tusa loinn suas,

An ceathramh Rauiridb, na dearmad,

Lean ri siiinsireachd t-aiteam,

S u a toir masladh dha 'n ainm sin.

Na toir masladh dha 'n ainm sin,

'S cuir leanabas fo d' bhrògan,

Na biodh daoin' ann am barail,

Ge d' tha car aig an òig ort,

Bidh gu fiùghantach smachdail,

Rianail, reachdmhor, 'n triath Leòdach,

" Na faic frid an sùil brìdean,"

Cha chùis dìon do Mhac-Leòid e.

Cha chùis dìon do Mhac-Leòid,

A bhi dòlum 's rud aige,

I>ean an dùthchas bu choir dhut,

'S biodh mòr-chuis na t-aigneadh,

Ach ma leigeas tu dhiot e,

Bi'db na ciadan ga t-agairt,

'G ràdh gur crann shlatag chrion thu,

'N ait' a ghniombaraich bheachdail.

Maide dh' fhàs na chraoibh thoraidh,

Fo bhlà onarach àluinn,

Ann an lios nan crann euchdach,

Bha tlachd nan ceud anu 's gach ait' air,

Lean an dùthchas bu chathair,

A mhic an atiiar a chràidh sinn,

Na bidh ad chrionaich gu'n duilleich,

Ann 'san ionad 'n do thàmh thu.

O R A N I\I O R M II 1 C - L E O I D.

[EADAR AN CLAKSAIR AGl'S MAC-TAI.LA.]

MlAD a mhulaid tha 'm thaghajl,

Dh' I'hag treoghaid mo chleibh gu goirt

Aig na riiin mi ad dheighidh,

Air m' aghaiit 's nio thriail gu port.

'S ann bha mis' air do thoir,

'S mi meas robh coir agatn ort

;

A dheagh mhic athar mo ghràidh,

B tu m' aighear, 's m' adh, 's m' olc.

Chaidh a chuibhle mu'n cnairt,

Gu'n do thiunndaidh gu fuachd am blàthus,

Naile chuna' mi uair.

Dun Aathail nan cuacb a thràigh.

Far biodh taghaich nan duan,

loma' mathas gu'n chruas, gu'n chàs ;

Dh' fhalbh an latha sin bhuain,

'S tha na taighean gu fuaraidh tas.

Dh' fhalbh, mac-tall' as an Dun,

'N am sgarachdainn duinn r' ar tiiath ;

'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' niise fo" mhiiirn,

Roi 'n uiridh an Dun nan cliar."

A Mhic-talla, nan tùr,

' 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 thàmh
;

G-eisdeachd brosluim gach ceòil,

Ann am fochar Mhic-Lepid an àigh."

A Mhic-ta'la so bha,

Anns a bhaile 'n do thar mi m' iuil
;

'S ann a iiis dhuiim as leir,

Gu'm beil mis" a's tu fein air chùl.

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, dan dual an Dun?

" Tha Mac-talla fo ghruaim,

Anns an talla 'm biodh I'uaim a cheòil
;

'S ionad taghaich nan cliar,

Gu'n aighear, gu'n mhiagh, gu'n phòit.

Gu'n mhire, gu'n mliùirn,

Gu'n iomracha dlii nan corn;

Gun chùirm, gun phailteas ri dàimh,

Gu'n mhacnas, gu'n mhàran beoil.

" 'S mi Mac-talla, bha uair

'G eisdeachd fathrum nan duan gu liugh
;

Far bu mhuirniach am beus,

'N am cromadh do'n ghroin san t-sruth.

Far am b' fhoirmeal na seòid,

'S iad gu h-òraiiach, ccoluihor, cluih
;

Ged nach I'aicte nio ghniiis,

Chluinnt' aca sa'n Dun mo gliuth."

" 'N am eiridh gu moch,

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 Ian,

'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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" IJhiodh a rianadair fein,

Cuir an ire gur h-e bhiodh ami ;

'S e g-eiridh na measg,

'S ail eibhe gu trie na clieann.

Ge d' a b' ard leinn a fuaim,

Ciia tuairgneadh e sinn gu teaiiii ;

Chuireadli tagradii am chluais,

Le h-aidmlieil gu luath, 's gu mall.

'Nuair a cliuirt'i na tàmli,

Le furtachd na fàrdaich t'ein ;

Dhomh-sa b' fhurasda ràdh,

Gu'm bu churaideach gàir nan tc-ud.

Le h-iomairt dha lamh,

A cuir a binneas do chàch an ceill
;

'S gu'm bu shiubhlach am chluais,

A moghunu lughar le luasgan mheur.

" Ann sa" fheasgar na dheigh,

N am teasa na grein tra nòin ;

Fir clineatain ri clàir,

'S mnai' freagairt a ghnà cuir leò.

Da choinhairleach ghearr,

A labhairt 's gu 'm b'àrd 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 t'huath
;

Mnai' fhionna 'n fhuilt reidh,

Cuir biiineis an ceill le fuaim.

Le ceileireachd beoil,

Bhiodh gu h-ealanta, h-ordail, suairc ;

Bhiodh fear-bogha 'nan coir,

Ri cuir meo-ghair' a mheòir nan cluais.

" Thoir teachdaireachd bhuam,

Le deatam, gu Ruaridh òg ;

Agus iiinis dha fein,

Cuid de chunnard ged 'se Mac-Leòid.

E bhi'g amharc na dheigh,

Air an lain* a dh-eug, s' nach beò ;

Ge bu shaibhir a chliù,

Cha'n fhàgadh e 'n Dun gu'n cheòl."

Kote This song was a favourite witli 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 Omn Miir

Mhic-Leòid 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 M'I.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
Boderjck, and the services of these functionaries dispensed

C U M H A

DO DH-FHEAB THALASGAIR.*

Dh-fhalbh solas mo iatha,

Dhòrchaich m' oidhche gu'n aighear,

Cha 'n eil lanntair na m' radhad,

'S gu'n mo chainnleaii a' gabhail,

Tha luchd 'm foineachd na'n laidhe sa'n iiir orr.

Bàs an Eoin so ma dheireadh,

Rinn ar leònadh gu soillear,

Sa chùir ar solas an gainnead,

Dhùisg e bròn an Eoin eilc,

Dh-fhag e doirt-thromach eire mo ghiùlain.

Co chunnaic no chuala,

Sgeul 's trùime sa 's truaidhe ?

Na'm beum guineach so bhuail oiriin,

Sa dh' fhag uile fo ghruaim sinn,

Eadar islean a's uaislean do dhùthcha.

Se siol Leòid an siol dochair,

Siol gu'n solas, gu'n sochair,

Siol a bhroiii a's na bochain,

Siol gu'n cheòl a's gu'n bhroslium,

An siol dorainneach 's goirt a rug sgiiirs orr.

Se'n clàr-sgìth an clar ro sgith,

Clàr na diobhail 's na dòsgaiim,

Clàr gu'n eibhneas lann osnaidh,

Clar nan deur air na rosgaibh,

An clar geur, an clar goirt, an clar tùrsach.

Cneidh air chneidh 'sa chneidh chràiteach,

Na seana chneidhean ga 'n arach,

Na 'n iir chnàmhain an dràsta,

Sgrìob gach Iatha gar fàsgadh,

Gur trie taghaich a bhàis a toirt spuill dhinn.

Tha mi 'gràite le ceartas,

Thaobh aobharachd m' acaid,

Nach " fearr e ri chlàistinn

An t-olc cràiteach na fhaiciiin,"

'S claon a dh-fhag an sean-fhacal o thiis e.

with to make room for grooms, gamekeepers, factors,

dogs, and the various ct ceteras 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 maimers 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 nOBAIRE DALL.

John M'Kay, the celebrated piper and poet was born in the parish of Gairloeh, 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 ca])acity and

genius so superior did Iain Dall 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 Dall ?"

to which the chagrined aspirant replied, " By Mary, I'd do so if my fingers had not

been after the skate '."—alluding to the conglutinous touch of his fingers on the chanter-

holes after having forked at some of that fish at dinner. Hence originated the taunt

which the north country pipers, conscious of their own superiority, are in the habit of

hurling at pipers of the more Southern districts
—" Tha mheòirean as dciyhe na sgait!"

Genius is never at a loss for developing itself, and where there is actually no casus, its

fertility of invention finds abundant materials to work upon. Our youthful piper, it

appears, was somewhat unfortunate in the appointment of his bed, during the early period

of his apprenticeship; in short, he was infested with certain marauders, which detracted

from his comfort and sleep. This circumstance he commemorated in the composition of a

piobaireachd 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 etepsed since

the first two measures of it became known and popular ; but owing to its unfinished state,

it was called "Am port Leathach." Some of the greatest poets have experienced more

difficulty in supplying a single line or couplet than in the structure and harmonization of

the entire piece—musicians, too, have experienced similar perplexities—and Padruig 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

CaogacJis perplexity. Tender of his brother's reputation, our blind author set to work,

and finished the tune which he called, " Lasan Phùdruig Chao'gaich"—thus nobly re-
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nouiicing any share of the laudation which must have flowed 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, where they

threw their blind friend over a precipice of twenty-four feet in height ! John alighted

on the soles of his feet, and suffered no material injury : the place over which he was

precipitated was shown to us, and is yet recognised as Leum an Doill. The completion

of "Lasan Phàdruig Chaogaich" procured great praise for our young musician, and gave

rise to the following well-known proverb—" Chaidh an fhòghluim 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 fewer than twenty-four piobaireachds, besides numberless

strathspeys, reels and jigs—the most celebrated of which, are " Cailleach a Mhuillear"

and "Cailleach Liath Rasaidh.'"

Finding himself ultimately in comfortable circumstances, he married, and had two 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 Reaj', he

composed that beautiful pastoral " Coirean-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-

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 was

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 Dall 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 Dall, in the clachan of his native parish, Gairloch.
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Na 'ii tailiulh dhiiibh' bhi air leirg,

l'"o uihiiri;h' dlia'm biodh dearg a's bail

Gu niaisench, faicilleach, treuii,

Chuireadh sibh ratreat air càcli.

Gu }i-àrinach, anuailteach, òg,

Neo-chearbach an tòir nan ruu^,

'S gach aite 'n croniadli an ceaiin,

iiu Jeo na bliiodli ann, "sa luath. •

B'aithne dhorah Sir Seuinas mòr

'S b'eòl dìionili Dòinhnull a mhac,

BVòl dhomh Dòmhnull eile lis,

Cluimadh to cliis na slòi^h ceart.

B'eòl dhomh Dòmhnull nan ti'i Dòn'ull

'S ge b'òg e, bu miiòr a chliii,

Bhi'dh feaiaibh Alb' agas Eirinn,

A 'g èiridh leis anns gacli cùis.

B'eol domh Sir Seuinas na ruin,

T-athair-sa mhic-chliCitaich lein,

'S tus a nis an siatiiamh glini

Dliordaich High nan dùl nu'n dèigh.

Na'n tuiteadh m' aois cho fad a maeh,

'S do mhac-sa theachd air mo tliiin

—

B'e sin dhoinh-s' an seachdamh glùn,

'Tliainig air an Dun ri' m' linn.

'S cha 'n iongliadh dliomh-sa bhi ciion,

A's mo cliiabhag a bhi liath

'S gach aon diu' le cridhe mòr
Toirt dhomh airgeid a's òir riamh.

'S gach aon diu' ga m' àrach clìitii,

Thuigeadh iad uam guth nam meur,

'S tha iadsa sàbhailt an diugh,

Anns a bhruth am b'eil iad t'ein.

'S tha mis' air fuireach sa'n àr,

'S mi cuir a bhlàir mar bha riamh,

'S mo chridhe 'g osnaich na'n deigh,

Mar Oisian an deigh, uam Fiaini

!

Gu meal thu t-oighreachd, 's do chliii,

Dheagh Mhic-Dhomhnuill nan ruin rcidh,

'S ged dh'imich uat t-ùr bhean òg

Na biodh ort-sa bron na deigh.

'Saliughad òigh thaitneach gun di,

Tha eadar Cl.-ir-sgith a's Mon-rcs

'S ma dha thaobh Arcamh a chiiain

Deas a's tuath, tball sa llios.

Agus iad nil' ort an deigh

Bheireadh dbut iad-fein 's an cuid,

Oighean taitrieach nam beul biim,

^am meur grinn, 's nam broine buig.

Cliaill righ Bhreatainii, a's ba bhèud,

A leabaidh feiii leug a ghaol

'S o na tharladh sud na chiir,

B'eigin dha bhi seal gu'n miinaoi.

Mac-righ Sorcha * sgiath nan arm

Gur h-e bainra dha Maighre iiorb.

Chain e gheala-bhean mar ghi'in,

'6 dh ihurich e-iein na deigh beò !

Chain ngh na h-Easpailt a bhean,

An ainnir glieal nigh'n rigli Greig,

'S gach aon diubh gabhail a null,

'S dh'imich o Fhioini a bhean i'ein.

On tha'n saoghal-so na cheò,

'S gur doigh dha bhi dol mu'n cuairt ;

Bidh'maid subhacli annain I'eiii

'S beannachd leis gach ni chaidh uaiiin.

* As Myro, son of the king of Hora,» 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

dcsporting 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

adjoiuing 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 skiff,

and went in pursuit. He snon pounced upon them in

thuir concealment, and carried oti' the most handsome.

Awed with terror, and suffused with tears, she on her

knees imploied him for liberty,—telling him that her

name was " Fàiiie-Soluis," i. t: beam of light, and that

her father was king of that pait 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 sometime, 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 e,Kist-

ence. Goaded to despair, she formed the resolution of

attempting her escape, and, having sallied forth one day,

as had been her c\iàtom, to the beach, she observed

Myro's ctiracfi afloat, and no one within view, which

she unmoored, and committing herself to the mercy of

the elements, nimbly leaped on board. .Spieading all sail,

and a favourable breeze having sprung up, she was soon

driven upon the coast of Scotland, at a spot where Fingal

and his 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-

formed the king ofMorven 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. Finpal promised her his aid; but, haidly had

her troubled minJ 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 pr.mise, refused.

The prince of Sora drew his sword, and menaced defiance.

» The island of Sorcha is frequently moiitioned in tlie poems of

Ossian. It is uncertain where it lay, but it seems to have ueeu

jjoted for the cruelty of itsiuhabitauts

—

Dr SnJiiu
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CUMHA CHOIR'.AN-EASAIN.

I\Ii 'ii diugh a' fàgail na tire,

'Siubhal na frith air an leatii-taobh,

'S e dh'fhàg gun airgeid mo phòca,

Ceann rao stòir blii f'o' na leacan.

'S mi aig bràige 'n alltain riabliaioh,

A 'g iarraidh gu beallach na t'òatlia,

Far am bi damh dearg na cròicf,

Mu Flieill-an-ròid a dol san dàmhair.

'S mi 'g iarraidh gu Coir'-an-easain,

Far a trie a sgapadh fùdar,

Far am bi'dh miol-choin ga 'n teirbeirt,

Cuir mac-na-h-èilde gu dhiibhlan.

Coire gu'n easbhuidh gu'n iomrall,

'S trie a bha Raibeart ma d' chomaraieb,

Cha n'eil uair a ni mi t-iomradh,

Nach tuit mo chridhe gu troma-chràdh.

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,

j

however, the son of Ossian, taking advantage of an ex.
|

coption 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 Fàine.Soluis to the heart. Con.
j

founded at the sight, Myro became unnerved, and was i

overpowered and bound by Gaul. Fàine-Suluis was buried
where she fell, and the young chief returned to Sora. The
episode concerning the Maid ofCraca, in the third book:
of Fingal, is to be regarded as another version of the same

1

story, though perhaps the following poem, entitled " Cath
\

Mkaighre mhhir mhic righ Surcha," is the more correct,
i

There are indeed several editions of this piece, all of
i

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' seòladh o'n lear

Curach ceo agus bean ann.

'S b' e sin curach bu mhath glcus

A' ruith na steud airaghaidh cuain,
Clo3 cha d' rirnieadh leis no tàmh
Gus an d' rainig e 'n t- Eas-ruadh.

'S dh' eirich as maise mnà,
B' ionann dealradh dli'i 's do'n ghrcin,
•Sa h-uchd mar chobhar nati tonn,
Le fliuch.osnaich trom a clcibh.

Is sheas sinn nil' air an raon,
Na flaithean caoin a's mi fein ;

A bhean a thainig thar lear,

Bha Sinn gu leir roimpe seimh.

" 'S mo cliomraich ort ma 's tu Fionn,"
t'S e labhair ruim am maise mnà)
" 'S i d' ghnùis do'n ànrach a ghri.m,
'S i do sgiath ceann-uighe na bàlgh."

•S a gheug na maise fo dhriflchd bruin,
'S e labhair gu foil mi fhèin,

Ma 's urra gorm-laiman do dhion,
Bidh nr crl nach tiom d'an reir.

" 'S e sin mise Cair'-aneasan,

Tha mi m' sheasaidh mar a b'àbhaist,

l\Ia tha thu-sa na t-fhear ealaidh,

Cluinneamaid annas do làimhe."

An àill leat mis' a riisgadh ceòil dut,

'S mi 'm shuidhe mar eheò air bealach,

Gu'n speis aig duine tha beò dhiom,

O'n chaidh an Còirneil to' thalamh.

IMo ehreaeb ! mo thùrsa, 's mo tliruaighe
!

Ga chuir san uair-s' dhoinli an ire,

Mhuinntir a ehumadh ritim uaisle,

Rhi'n diugh ann san uaigh ga m' dhi-sa.

Na'n creideadh tu uam a Choirs,

Gur h-e doran sud air m' iimtinn,

"S cuid mhòr a ghabhail mo leisgeil,

Nach urrainn mi seasamh ri seinn dut.

" Measar learn gur tu mac Ruairidh,

Chunna mi mar ris a chòirneal,

'N uair a bha e beò na bheatha

Bu nihiann leis do leathaid na sheòmar.

"Tòrachd a ta orras' air muir,
Laoch IS mòr guin air mo lorg.

Mac righ Sorcha sgiath nan arm,
Triath d'au ainm am Maighre boib."

'S glacam do chomraich a bhean,
Ro aon fhear a th'air do thi

;

'Sadh' aindeoiii a Mharglire bhuiib,

Bidh tu am bruth Fhinn aig sith.

Tha talla nan creag aig laimh,

Aite tàimh clanna nam fonn,

Far am faigh an t-annrach bàigh,

A thig thar bhàrca nan tonn.

'Sii' chunnacas a tighinn' mar steud

Laoch a bha mheud thar gach fear,

A caitheamh na fairge gu dian

An taobh ciand' a ghabh a bhean.

B' ard a chroinn, bu gheal a shiùil,

Eu mhire 'n t-iuil na cobhar srutli
;

" 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 clè.

Thug GoU mac Morna 'n urchair gheur,
As air an treun do thilg e sleagh

;

B' i 'n urchair bu truime beum,
D'a sgeith do rinn si da bhlòidh.

Dh' eirich O-scar 's dh' eirich Goil

Bheireadh losga lòni 's gach catl;,

'S dh' eirich iad uile na slòigh

A dh' amharc còmhrag nam Hath.

Sin thilg Oscar le làn-fheirg

A chraosach dhearg le laimh chll.

Do mharbhadh leis bean an fhir

'S mor an cion do rinneadh I'i.

Thiodhlaiceadh leinn aig an Eas,

F.ilne.Solais bu ghlan luh,

'S chuir sinn air barraibh a mcòir,
Fain òir mar onair gin righ.
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ALASDAIU MAC MKAIGHSTIR ALASDAIR.

Alexander M'Donald, commonly called Alasdair Mac Mhaighstir Alasdair, v»a3

born in the beginning of the eighteenth century. His father resided at Dalilea, in

Moidart, and was Episcopalian clergyman zX Ardnaraurchan. He al\va3's 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 was the custom in

former ages, consumed an anchor or tvto 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 av.-ay when their fitther consulted their safety by flight. But the ways of

Providence arc 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 were settled in Uist as tacks-

m<.'n.

The Clanuonald 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 quahfications 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 before he had finished his studies, and

soon found it necessary to attend to other avocations.* His marriage gave rise to the

vulgar error, that he was intended to have been made a priest ; but that, disliking the

office, he disqualified himself by that rash step ; whereas, he was a protestant of the

English church.

As teaching is the usual and most proper occupation of students who must do 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-Vullin, at the base of

Ben-Shiante, the highest mountain in tliut 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 way, as well as please his own mind. As

might have been expected, complaints were preferred against him ; and the Presbytery

appointed a committee to examine the school. His best friends must have allowed that

there was just ground of complaint; yet, the 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 boyf who had entered the school at the preceding term, and then com-

menced to learn the alphabet. He read now ths 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 aitiluial,

when compared with his lofty and impassioned strains in praise of Mòrag."—Ma-.ioir prejìxed to

the Giasgow edition of \Qo9.

\ Duncan M'Kenzie, Kilchoan, who lived to the great age of ninety- four ; and, in 1828, com-
municated to us this information. He also told us that in the ensuing summer he was taken from
school to attend cattle ; and that some time thereafter Mr M'Donald left his scliool and farjn and
joined the Prince. " Poor man," added lie, " 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.
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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 thing at all in my parish that is worth relating, or any thing the reverse?"

" Nothing." " Then," said the minister, " I have a piece of news for you." " We
shall hear it." " Yes ; and it is, that one of my elders has got his nurse in the family

way." " Is it possible !" " I understand that it is very true." The poet wondered

that he had not heard of it. " How can any thing be known in the country, and I

ignorant of it?" said he to himself. They parted. The poet felt chagrined: could

not get over it. When he went home, he mentioned to Mrs 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.

Of the changes and troubles of the year 1745, our author had his share. He laid

down the ferula and took up the sword ; abandoned his farm, and lost his all, in a cause

which to cool reflection must have appeared hopeless. Prince Charles must have esteemed

him as a highly accomplished scholar and a soldier, enthusiastic in his cause, so much

attached to his interest, but, above all, as a bard. He was the Tyrtseus 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 commissiorn.

He not only changed his profession, and put all he had on the chance of the Prince's

success, but he also changed his religion : he became a Roman Catholic. We need not

wonder at this, as he was now among his friends and countrymen of that persuasion,

—

especially as he was given to changes. He was brought up a member of the Church of

England ; he was a member of the Church of Scotland when parochial schoolmaster' and

elder ; and he became a member of the Church of Rome among his own clan and 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 phàpa."

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 cuneiit in Moidai t about tliis great little man. lie is called

Aonghas leap Mac Mhaiyhstir Alasduir. We deem the following worth preserving:

—

Collahàn

IVI'Donald, of Barasdale, came one day to a ford of the Locliie which he was iiiesning to cross,

and found Angus sitting on a stone taking off liis 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 :
—" iMy 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 Borradalc, in tiie 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.

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 Iiaste come over with me and keep in my wake ; I will

break the force of the stream, which will enable you to get over with the greater ease." Angus
knew him, and thanked him for his goodness ; he did also as he was bidden. When they were in

the most rapid part of the stream, iJarasdale was like to be 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 {jreater 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 Locliie."

* He composed a number of songs after this : and one of them, entitled " lomraich Alnsdair a

Eigneig do d/i' Inner-aoid/i," 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 :

—

Dheanadh as-caoin-eaglais chruaidh orm,

Mu'n cluinneadh a chluais tri cliasaid." *

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, Jinb-

goblins, and venmnous 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 1835), page 88.
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He died at a good old age, and was gathered to his fathers in Eilean-Fioiiain, in Loch-

Sheil.

Like most men of genius, who make some noise in the world, JMac-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 v.ere 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

copious.

From ll'lo to 1745 he composed his descriptive poems, &c. "Alt-cm t-Siucoir' 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 mi t-Samhruidh"

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 wiiich 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 Ardnamurclian, 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 " Wuulking o the Fauld" beginning " A chomuinn rioghail rùnaich.'''

The song entitled " Am Breacan UallaciC 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. jM'Eachcn, a friend and con-

nexion, had the mortification of seeing leaves of them used for various purposes through

the house.

Mr M'Donald could bear no rival. He often selected indifferent subjects to try his

own powers. For instance, " The Dairy Maid," and '•' The Sugar Brook." But, while

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 of Gaelic Poetry.''

MOLADH A! [I AN T-SEANA CHANAIN GIIAELACH.

Gun h-i 's criocli hraiil

Do gach caitint fo'n ghrcin,

Gu ar sinuaintean fhàsnihor

A phàirteachadh r'acheil'
;

Ar ii' iniitiunean a rùsgadh,

Agus run ar cri,

Le 'r giiiomh, 's le 'r giùlaii,

Surd chuir air ar dith.

'S gu laoidh ar beoil

A dh'iobradh Dhia nan dùl,

'S e li-ard chriòch mhòr,

Go bi toirt dòsan cliù.

'S e'n duirie fein,

'S aoii chreutair reusant anri,

Gii'n tug toil Di- dh'a,

Gihht le bheul bhi caiiint

:

Gu'n chum e so,

O'n-uile bhrùid gu leir
;

O ghibht mhòr phriseii-s'

Dhealbh na iomhaidli f'iiii !

Na'm beirte balbh e,

'S a theanga marbh na cheann,

B'i n iarguin shearbh e,

B' fhearr bhi niarbh no aim.

'S ge h-iomadh càiian,

O linn Biiabel fhuair

A'siiociul sin Adhamh,

'S i Ghàelig a thug buaidh.

Do'n labhradh dhàichi'ij,

An t-urram àrd gun tunirms',

Gun mheang, gun fhàiliun,

Is urrainn each a luaigh.

VAvA. Giiaelig, ullamh,

Na glòir tior ghuineach cniaidb,

Air feadh a cin-uiiine

Ma'n thuilich an Tuil-ruudh.

jMhair i Cos,

'S cha tL'id a glòir air cliall

Dli'ain-deoin go,

A's mi-run uihòr nan Gaii.

•S i labliair Alba,

'S Galla-bhodaiche ft-in
;

Ar flaith, ar priunnsai,

'S ar diùcaunan gun eis.

An taigh-comhairi' an righ,

'Nuair shiiidheadli air beinu' a chi

'S i Ghàijlig lìobhta,

'Uh' fhuasgladh snaim gach cù:s.
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'S i labhair Calum
Allail ! a ciiiim-inhòir,

Gach mith, a's niaith,

Bha 'ii Alba beag a's niòr.

'S i labhair Gaill, a's G^yil,

Nj-o-chleirich, a's clcir

Gach fear a's bean,

A ghluaiseadh teang' am beul.

'S Ì labhair Adhamh,
Ann a Pàrrais fein,

'S bu shiiibhlach Gà'elig

O bheul àluiiin Eubh'.

Och tha bhuil aiin !

'S uireasach gann fo dhith,

Glòir gach teanga

A labhras cainnt seach i.

Tha Laideann coimhliont',

Toirteach, teann ni's leoir;

Ach sgalag thràilleil e

Do'n Ghàelig choir.

Sa'n Athen mhoir,

Bha Ghrèuguis còr na tim,

Ach b'ion d' ì h-òrdag

Chuir fo h-òr chrios grinn.

'S ge mil), slim, bòidheach,

Cuirteil, rò bhog lìobht',

An Fhraiiigeis lòghmhor,

Am pàilis mòr gach rìgh ;

Ma thagras each orr',

Pairt d'an ainbhfheich' fein,

'S ro bheag a dh' fhàgas

lad de dh-àgh na ere.

'S i 'n aon chànan

Am beul nam bard 's nan eisg,

'S fearr gu càiiieadh,

O linn Bhabel fein.

'S i"s fearr gu moladh

'S a's torrunnaiche gleus,

Gu ranti no laoidh,

A tharruiiin gaoth tro' bheul.

'S 's fearr gu comhairl',

'S gu gnodhach chuir gu feum,

Na aon teang' Eòrpach, .

Dh' ain-deoin bòsd 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 buaidli,

Gu toirt a bhàis

Do 'n eucoir dhàichcil, chruaidh.

Cainnt laidir, ruithteach,

Is neo-liotach fuaim
;

'S i seadhail, slicchdmhor,

Ijrisg-gbloireach, mall, luath.

Cha'n flieum i iasad,

'S cha uiliò dh'iarras bhuath'

;

O n t-sean mhathair chiatach,

Lan do chiadamh buaidh !

Tha i-fein daonnan,

Saibhir, maoineach, slàn
;

A taighean taisge.

Dh'fhaclan gas.da lan.

A chànain, sgapach,

Thapaidh, bhlasda, ghrinn !

Thig le tartar,

Neartmhor, o beul cinn.

An labhairt shiolmhor,

Lionmhor, 's milteach buaidh.

Sultmhor, brighor,

Fhir-ghlan, chaoidh nach truaiil

!

B' i' n teanga mhilis,

Bhinn-fliaclach 's an dan ;

Gu spreigeil, tioram,

loraltach, 's i lan

A chànaiu cheòlmhor,

Shòghmhor, 's glòrmhor bias,

A labhair mòr-shliochd

Scòta 's Gbà'èil ghlais.

'S air reir Mhic-Comb,

An t-i^ighdar raòr ri lùaigh !

'S i's freumhach òir,

'S ciad Gliràmair glòir gach sluaigh !

MOLADH MORAIG.

Air fonn—" Plobaireachd."

Urlar.

'S truagh gun mi 's a' choill

'N uair bha Mòrag aim,

Thilgeamaid na croinn

Co bu bhòich' againn?

Inghean a chùil duinn.

Air am beil a loinn,

Bhi'maid air ar broinn

Feadh na rùsanan
;

Bhreugamaid sinn-fhin,

Mireag air ar bllon,

A buain shobhrach minbhui'

Nan còsagan :

Theannamaid ri stri

'S thaghlaraaid san fhrith

'S chuilleamaid sinn fhin

Feadh nan sròineagan.

Suil mar ghòrm-dhearc driùchd

Ann an ceò-mhadainn ;

Deirg' is gil' na d' ghnùis

Mar bhlà òirseidiu.
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Sinb/ial.

Ar comhairle iia ceilibh orm.

Ciod eile their no ni mi ?

Ala'n libhinn liu tearc ceikiipailh,

A sliiiinneadh air an fhideig :

Cha'ii fhaighear a lethid eile so,

Air tir-mor no 'n eileanan ;

Cho iomlan, 's cho eireaclid.iil.

Gho teiridneach, 's clio biogail,

'S ni cinnteach gur ni deireasach

Mar ceileir so air Sine,

Mi thuiteam an gaol leath-phairteacli,

'S mo cherenion ga'm dliiobliuil

;

Cha'n eil do bbùrn a Seile sid,

No shneachd an Cruachaii eilidcacii

Na bheir aon fhioniiachd eirianeaoh

Do'n teine th'atin am iunsgiii.

'Niiar chuala mi ceol leadanach

An fheadain a bli'aig Mòrag,

Rinn m'aigiieadli damhsa' beadarach,

'S e freagra dlia le solas
;

Sèamh ùrlar, sochrach, leadarra

A puirt, 's a meoir a breabadaich
;

B'e sid an òr-t'head eagarra,

Do bheus nan creaga' mora,

Oebòin ! am feadan baill-eughacb,

Cruaidh sgal-eughach, glan ceoliuiior,

Nam binti-'jthort stuirteil, trileaiita,

Ri min-dhionacbd, bog rò-chaoiii
;

A màrsal comhnardstaideil sin,

'S e lùghmhor grasmhor caiseamaclid
;

Fior chrunluath, brig, spalpara,

Fa clia-lù na bras-chaoin sporsail.

Chinn prois, is stuirt, a's spraiciiealachd,

Am ghnuis 'n uair bheacbdaich gùamag,

A seinn an fheadain ioraltaich,

B'ard iolach ann am chluasan
;

A suain-cheol, sitlie mir-anach
;

Mear stoirmeil, pongail, mionaideach
;

Na b' fhoirmeile nach sireamaid,

Air mhirid ri h-uchd tuasaid.

O'n buille meoir bu lomarra,

Gu pronnadh a phuirt uaimhrich !

'S na h-uilt bu lùghmhor cromainean

Air thollaibh a chi-oinn bbuadbaich !

Gun slaod-mheoirich, gun ronnaireaobd,

Brisg, tioram, sochdair, colaideach
;

Geal-lùdag nan gearra-cbolluinneaa,

Na craplù, 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 ('am,

Air na tiodban sin :

Dh'òiaimaid ar dram,

Dh'fhògradh uaiini gun taiiij

Gach ni chuireadh maill

Air bhi miog-chuiseaci) ;

Maighdean nan cial)b fniin,

Shuiamhanach nan claim :

Mala chaol, dhonii, cliaui,

Cbannacb, fuiuealta.

An cruiiluath.

laibh"Slo cheann tha Ian de sheillt

O dheilich mi ri d'bhrional ;

Mo shròn tha stoipt' a àh-ehhor

Na deil, le teine dimbis
;

Mo shuilean tha cho deireasach,

Nach faic mi gnè gun telesi/op,

'S ge d'bhiodh meudach beinn' ann,

'S ann theirinn gur h-e frid i.

Dh'fhalbh mo cheudfaidh corporra

Gu docharaeh le bruadar,

'N uair shaoil mi fortan thor chain domh,

'S mi'm thorroichim air mo chlu-isaig:

Air dùsgadh as a chaithream sin

Cha d'fhuair mi ach {ion thailcas d'i,

An ionad na maoin bearraideach

A mheal mi gu seachd uairean.

Ach, ciod thug mi gu glan I'haireachadh,

Ach carachadh rinn cluanag :

'S CO so, o thus, bha Mhòrag ann,

Ach Sine an òr-fhuilt chuachaich
;

'Nuair thur i gu'n do lagaich mi,

'S gu feumainn rag chuir stalcaidh ami,

Gu'n d'riiin i draoidheachd-chadail domh,

Rinn cruaidh fior rag de m luaidhe.

Bha cleasachd-sa cho iunealta,

'S cho innleachdach ma'n cuairt d'i,

Nach faodainn thin thaobh si-mhaltachd,

Gun dlighe crion thoirt uam dli'i
;

Gun thiunndaidh mi gu h-ordail r'i
;

'S gu'n shaoil mi gu'm b'i M'n-ag i

;

Gun d' aisig mi mo phogan dù,

'S cha robh d'a coir dad uaipe.

Xo/c—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 eqnalled by any of his contemporaries. Mòrag

was a common country girl ; ana it is said that the

poet's wife became jealous of her rival. 1 he 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 tha bard sacrificed the

mistress to appease the wile, and composed his ".,1/1-

mhuiadh." 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 e-vaggeratcd 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 tlien, without any provoca-

tion, he suddeniy wheels round and overwhelms his

goddess with the most slanderous, foul-mouthed and un-

feeling abuse. His " Mi.mholaclh Mòrai^" is printed in

the GLasgoui complete edition of his tuorki qf 1839.

ORAN AN T-SAMH RAIDII.

Air fon.v—" Through the tcood, laddie."

An dcis dhotnh dùsgadh 's a'tnhadaiiin,

'S an dealt air a chòill,

Anil a madainn ro shoilleir,

Ann a lagan beag doiileir,

Gu'n cualas am feadan

Gu leadurra seinn
;

'S mac-talla nan creagan

D'a fhreagairt bron bhinn.*

Bi'dh am beithe deagh-bholtrach,

Urail dosrach nan earn,

Ri maoth-bhlàs driùchd ceitean,

Mar ri caoin-dhearsadh greinc,

Brùchdadii banaich tro gheugan,

'S an mhios cheutach sa Mhiiigii :

Am mios breac-laoghach, buailteach
;

Bhainneach, bbuaghacli, gu diiir !

Bi'dh gach doire dlù uaigiiidh

'S trusgan uaiu' unip a' fas
;

Bi'dh an snothach a direadli

As gach friamhach a's isle,

Tro 'na cuislinnean sniomhain,

Gu miadachadh bl't ;

Cuach, a's smeòrach 's an fheasgar,

Seinn a leadain 'n am barr.

« 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.
aid 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 warrajit the con-

clusion that he must have seen it, we cannot allow. As to

its being a translation, if our o|)inion were asked, we
would say at once " It is not." But we subjoin the lines

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."

Samsati't Tea Table Miicellanyy f'ol I.

A mios breac-uigheach, braoiiarh,

Creamhach, maoth-rosach, àidh !

Chuireas sgeadas neo-thruaillidh,

Air gach aite d'a dhuaichneachd
;

A dh'fhogras sneachd le cbuid f'uachd,

O gheiir-ghruaim nam beann iird ;

'S aig meud eagail roi Phcchus,

Theid's na speuraibh 'na smiil.

A mios lusanach, mealacb,

Feurach, faileanach, blàtii
;

'S e gu gucagach, duilleach,

Luaclirach, ditheanach, lurach,

Beachach, seilleanach, dearcach,

Ciurach, dealltach, trom, thà
;

'S i mar chuirneanan daimein,

Bhratach bhoisgeil air làr !

'S moch bhios Phoebus ag òradh

Ceap nam mòr-cruach 's nam beann

;

'S bi'dh 'san uair sin le solas,

Gach eun binn-fhaclach boidheach.

Ceumadh meur-buillean ceòlar,

Feadh phres, ògan, as ghleann
;

A chorruil chuirteach gun sgreadan,

Aig pòr is beadarraich greann !

'S an am tighinn do'n fheasgar,

Co-1'hreasgradh aon am,

Ni iad co'-sheirm, sheimli, fliallain,

Gu bileach, binn-ghobach, allail,

A seinn gu lù-chleasach daigheann

A measg ur-mheagliain nan crann ;

'S iad fcin a beucail gu foirmeil,

Le toirm nan organ gun mheang.

Bi'dh gach creutair do laigid

Del le suigeart dti'n choill ;

Bi'dh an dreadhan gu balcant',

Foirmeil, talcorra, bagant',

Sir chuir f'àilt air a mhadaiiin,

Le rifeid mhaisich, bhuig, bhinn
;

Agus liobin d'a bheusadh

Air a ghc'ig os a chinn.

Gur glan gall-fheadaii Pit hard

A seinn na'n cuislinniii grinii,

Am barr nam bilicbcan blàthor,

'S an dos na loin-dharag àrda,

Bhiodh 's na glacagan fiisaich

As cubhraidh fàile na'm fion ;

Le phuirt thriolanta shiubhlach

Phroniiiiir liiglior le dion.

Sid na puirt a's glan gearradh,

'S a's ro ealanda roinn
;

Chiiireadh m'inntinn gu beadradh,

Clia-lu t-fhr:adain ma'n eadradh,
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Seachdaidh geiigaii glan cùbhniidb nan ciaiiii,

Bha's a:i t-samhradh tiom-stràc-te Ic ineas,

Gu'n tùir-leum an toradli gu làr,

Gu'n sgi'iosair am ban* far gach lios.

Guilidh feadain a's creachainu nam beann,

Sruthaiii ctriostail nan gleaiin le trom spiochd,

Caoidh nam fuaian ri ineacuiiin gu'n cluiim,

Deoch-shuniita nam maoise;ich 's nam boc.

Laidhidh bròn air an talamh gii leir,

Gu'n HOgnaich na sleibhtean's na cmiic ;

Grad dubhaidh caoin uachdar nam bhir,

Fal-iùisgte, 's iad fàillinneach bochd

Na h coin bhucliallacli' bhreac-iteach, ghrinn,

Sheinneadh basganta, binn, am barr dlios,

Gu'n teid a ghlas-ghuib ar am beul.

Gun bhodha, gun teud, 's iad nan tost.

Sguiridh bùirdisich sgiathach nan speur,

D'an ceileiribh grianach car grwis,

Cha seinn iad a' maidnean gu h-àrd,

iioft'osgaraii cbràbhach 's a' phieas
;

Cadal duthor gu'n dean anns gach cos,

Gabhail fasgaidh am frògamh nan creag ;

'S iad ag ionndrainn nan gatbanan blàtb,

Bhiodfa ri dealaradh o sgàile do theas.

Cuirear daltachan srian-bhuidh nan r" s

Bharr mbln-chioch nan òr-dhitbean beag,

'S iiighean gucagach lili nan Ijn,

Nam liuran, 's gheal noinein nan eug ;

Ciia deoghlair le beachan nam bruach,

Cròdbaidh fuarachd car cuairt iad na sgeap
;

'S cha mho chruinnicheas seillein a nibhl,

'S thar gheal-ùr-ros chroinn garaidh cha strcap.

Tearnaidh bradan, a's sgadaii, 's gach iasg,

O t-iarguinn gu fia-ghrunnd nan loch
;

'S gu fan air an aigein dùdhonn,

Ann an doimhneaclid nam fonu a's nan slochd.

Na brie tharra-ghcalach, earra-ghobiihich shliom,

Leumadh mearagant', ri usgraichean chop,

Nan cairtealan geamhraidJi gu'n tàmh,

Meirbh, sàmhach, o thamh tim fo'n g/dob.

Chas a's ghreannaic^h gacli tulach, 's gach tbm,

'S d'uite lorn cliinn gach fireach, 's gach ghic

;

Gu'n d' obhraich na siiiieaiian feoir,

Bu lusanach, feoirneanach brat

;

Thiormaich monainean, 's ruadhaich gach fonn ;

Bheuchd an fliairge 's ro thonn-ghreaiuiach gart

;

'S gu'n sgreitich an dùlachd gacii long,

'S theid an cabhlach iia long-phort a stcachd.

Nculaich paircean a's miodair gu biis,

Thuit gach fiisach, 's gach àite fo bin uid
;

Chiaraich monadh nan iosal 's nan anl
;

Theirig dathanau gràsmhor gacli lulg
;

Dli.fiuilbh am fàileadh, am niiisff, a's am fimn
;

Dh-flialbli am maise bliarr Jombair gach buig
;

Cliaidh an eunlaidh gu (tacidhearan truagh,

Uiseag, smeòrach, as cuach, agus druid.

A fhraoich bhadanaich, ghaganaich, ùir,

D'am b'ola's d am b'fhudar a mhil,

JJ'i bhlath ghrian do hhalet's gach uair,

Gu giullachd do ghruaige Je sgil
;

'S a mhadai)! iuchair 'nuair bhoisgeadh a gliiiùis,

Air bhuidliiiinin diiùchdach nan dril,

B'fliior chùbhraidh 's gn'm b'eibhinn an smùid

So dh'eireadh bharr chuiruein gach bil.

Gu'n tlieirig suth-talmhuinn nam bruach
;

Dh'fhalbh ais cnuasach le"n trom-lubadh slat,

Thuit an t-ubhall, an t-siris, 's a pheur,

Chuii'eadh bodha air a gheig anns a bliad.

Dh-flialbh am bainne bho'n eallach air chùl,

Ma'm bi leanaba bi ciùcharan bochd
;

'S gu'm pill a grian gu sign Thuurus nambuadh,

'S treuu a bhuadhaicheas, fuachd, agus gurt.

Theid a glirian air a thurus man cuairt,

Do thropic Cliapricorn ghruamach gun stad,

O'n tig fearthuinn chruinn, mheallanach, luath,

15heir air mullach nan cuairteagan sad
;

Thig tein'-adhair, thig torunn na dbeigh,

Tliig gaillionn, tliig eireadh nach lag,

'S cinnidh uisge na ghlaineachan cruaidh,

'S na giilas-leugaibh, miu, fuar-licni-ach rag.

A mios nuarranda, garbh-fhrasach dorcli',

Shneachdach, cholgarra, stoirm-shionach bith
;

Dhisleach.dhall-churach,chat bach, fhliuch,c!iruai,

Bhioracli, bhuagharra, 's tuath-gliaothach citb
,

Dheibheach, lia-rotach.ghlib-shleamhain ghaibh,

Chuiieas sgiobairtan fairge nan ruith
;

Fhliuchach, fhuntuinneach, ghuineach, gun tli:s
;

Cuiridh t-anail gach caileachd air chrith.

A mios cratanach, casadacb, lòm,

A bhios trom air an t-sonn-bhrochan dulih
;

Churraiceach, chasagach, lachdunn a's dhonn,

Bhrisiieach,stocainneach,chom-chocblacb,thing b,

Bbrl'gach, mliiotagach, pheiteagach bhàn,

Imeach, aranach, chàiseach, gun ghruth ;

Le miann bruthaiste, mairt-fhcoil a's càl
;

'S ma bhios bhith nach dean tàir air gnè stuth.

A mios brotagach, toiteanach sòigh

Ghionach, stròitbeal, fhior gheòcacli gu muic
;

l^iteach, làghanach, chabaisteach chiirr,

Phoitfach, rùmasach, ròiceil, gu suit
;

'S an taobh-muigh ge do thugh sinn ar c'.m,

Air an fhàile gheur-tboUtach gun this,

'S feudar dram òl mar linnigcadh cluibh,

A ghrad fhadas tein'-eibhinn 's an uchd.
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BL'dh grean'-dubh air cuid inor <le'ii Roii

() lagaich sgeamh òrdha do theas,

Do sholus l)u shùlas ro iiihòr,

Ar IVagharc a's ar locliraim geal deas
;

Ach 'uiiair thig e gu Gemini a ris,

'S :i laimiir 's gach righeachd gu'n cuir,

'S buidii soillseiii nan coirertii's nam nieall,

'S riochdail fiamh nau òr-mheall air a jnhuir.

'S theid gach salmadair ball-mliaiseath ùr,

Annan craniiaig chraobh-dhlii-dhuillich chais,

Le 'n seol iein a sheinn laoidh 's a thoirt cliù,

Chiunn a phlattaid-s' a cbùrsadh air ais ;

Gu'm bi coisir air leth anns gadi geig,

An dasgaibh eibhinn air ruidh-shlios nan slat,

A toirt lag iobairt le'n ceileir d'an Triatli,

Air chaol chorraibh an sgiath anns gach glaic.

Cha bhi creutair fo chupan nan speur,

'N sin nach tiuniidaidh ri 'n speurad's ri'n dreach,

'S gu'n toir Phccbiis le buadhan a bhlàis,

Anam-fàs daibh a's càileachdain ceart

Ni iad ais-eiridh choitcheann on uaigh

Far na mhiotaich am fuachd iad a steach,

'S their iad :

—

guilcag-cloro-hidola-liunn,

Dh-fhaib/i angeamkra 's than sam/iraJii air teaclid.

ORAN NAM I'INEACHAN GAELACH.

A CHOMUINN rioghail rùiiiich,

Sàr ùmhlachd thugaibh uaibh,

Biodh 'ur ruisg gun smùirnean, '

'S gach cri gun treas gun lùb aim
;

Deoch-slainte Sheumais Stiùbhairt,

Gu muirneach cuir ma'n cuairt!

Ach ma ta giomh air bith 'n 'ur stamaig,

A chàilejs naomh' na truaill.

Lion deoch-slainte Thearlaich

A mheirlich ! stràic a chuacli
;

B'i sid an ioc-shlant' àluinii,

Dhath-bheothaicheadh mo chaileachd

Ge d'a bhioilh am has orm,

Gun neart, gun iidh, gun tuar.

A Righ nan dul a chuir do chàbiilach,

Oirn thar sail' ie luathas.

O ! tog do bhaideil i.rda,

Chaol, dhionach, shàr-gheal nuadh,

Ri d'crannai ih bi-dhearg, làidir,

Gu taisdeal nan tonn gàireach
;

Tha JEolus ag raitinn

Gu 'seid e rap-ghaoth cliruaidh,

O'n aird an ear ; 's tha Ncp/iai dilcas,

Gu mineachadh a chuaiii.

'S bochd ata do chàirdean

Aig ro mhead t-fhàrdail uainii
;

Mar iilach mhaoth gun mhathair ;

No beachainn breac a gharaiiih,

Ag sionnach 'n deis a fàsachd',

Air f'àilinn feadh nam bruach.

Aisig cabhagach le d' chabhlach,

'S leighis plàidh do shluaigh.

Tha na dee ann an deagh run dut

;

Greas-ort le surd neo-mharbh,

Thar dhronnaig nan tonn dii-ghorm,

Dhruim-robach, bharr-chas, shiubhlach,

Ghleannchlaghach, cheann.gheal, shù'.dhlij,

Na mothar chul-ghlas, ghairbh
;

Na cuan-choirean, gveannach, stuadh-thorthach.

'S crom-bhileach, niolach, falbh.

Tha muir a's tir cho-reidh dhut,

Mar deann thu Iein a searg ;

Doirtidh iad na'n ceudaii,

Nan laomabh tiugha, treuiiiia,

A Breatunn a's d Eirinn,

Ma à'standard breid-gheal dearg ;

A ghasraidh sgaiteach, gliuineach, rioghail
)

Chreuchdacli, fhior.luath, gliarg!

Thig do chinneadh fuin ort,

Na treun-thir laomsgair gharbh,

Na'm beitheiribh gu reubadh
;

i Na'n leoghannaibh gu creuchdadh
;

Na'n nathraichean grad-leumneach,

I
A lotas geur le 'n calg,

' Ee'n gathan faobharach, rinn-bheurra

Ni mor euchd le'n arm.

I

'N i'lm bhrataicliean làii-uideadh,

Le dealas geur gun chcalg,

Thig Dòmhnullaich, nan deigh sin ;

Cho dileas dut ri d'leine
;

Mar choin air fasdadh eile
;

Air chath-chrith geur gu sealg
;

'S mairg n.'.mhaid do'n iiochd iad fi'aoch,

Long, leoghann, craobh, 's laimh-dhcai'g.

Gu neartaich iad do chàmpa

Na Caim-beulaich gu dearbh,

An Diuc Earraghalach mar chcaiin orr',

Gu mòrghalach meat prionnsail
;

Ge b'e bheir air iunsaidh,

B'e sid an tionsgnadh searbli,

Le lannan lotach, dù-ghorm, toirteil,

Sgoltadh chorp gu'm balg.
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Gu tarbartach, glan, caiseamachd,

Fior thartarach na'n ràuc,

Thig Ciuainidh le chuid Pearsanach,

Gu cuaiinda gleusda grad-bheirteach
;

L,e spaiiitichean teaiiii-bheirteach

'S cruaidh fead ri sgailceadh cheann ;

Bi'dh f'uil d'a dòrtadh, 's smuais d'a spealtadh,

Le sgealpaireachd 'ur lann.

Druididh suas ri d' mheirghe,

Nach incirbh an am an fiir,

Clann'llleoin * nach meirgich

Airin ri uchd do sheirbheis
;

Le'm brataicliean 's stiuadli feirg orra,

'S an leirg mar thairbh gun sgitth
;

A foirne, fearail, nimheal, arrail,

'S builleach, allamh liimh !

Gun thig na fiùrain Leòdach ort,

Mar sheochdain 's eoin fo spàig
;

Na'n tuireainh lann-ghonn, thinnisneach
;

Air chorra-ghleus streup gun tiomachas
;

An reiseamaid fior ionnalta,

'S fàth gioraig dol na dàil
;

Am bi iomadh bòchdan fuilteach, foirmeil,

Theid le stoirm gu bàs.

Thig curaidhnean Chlann-cliam-shroin ort,

Theid meanmnach sios na d' spàirn
;

An fhoireann ghuineach, chaithreamach,

'S neo-fhiamhach an am tarruinne
;

An lainn ghlas mar lasair dealanaich,

Gu gearradh cheann, a's lamli
;

'S mar luthas na drcige, 's cruthas na crùige,

Chluinnte sgread nan ciiàmii.

Gur cinnteach dhuibh d'ar coirmeachadh,

Mac-Choinnich mor Chinn-Tàile:

Fir laidir, dh;ina, choimhiieala,

Do'n fhior-chriiaidh air k foinnearhadh,

Nach gabh fiamh no somultachd,

No sgreamh ro' theine bhlàr
;

'S iad gu nàrach, fuileach, tbinnidh,

Air bhoil gu dliol na d'chàs.

Gur foirmeil, priscil, òrdail,

Tbig Tòisichean nan ràìtc,

Am màrsail stàtoil, còmhnard ;

Gu pìobach, l)ratach, srul-bliiii
;

Tha rioghalachd a's m^rthuis,

Gun sòradh amis' n dream ;

Daoine laidir, neartmlior, crÌKÌlia,

'S iad gun ghJ), gun mheang !

Thig Granndaich gu ro thartarach,

Neo fhad-bheirteach do d' champ

• Clann 'lilcan.

Air phrioblosgadh gu criiadal,

Gu snaidheadh cheann, is cliluas diu
;

Cho nimheil ris na tJgeribh

Le feachdraidh dian-mliear, dàn',

Cliuireas iomad fear le sgreadail,

'S a bhreabadaich gu làr.

Thig a ris na Frisealaii-h,

Gu sgipi le neart garbli
;

Na seòchdaibh fìor-ghjan, togarrach,

Le fuathas bhliir nach bogaichear;

An còmhlan fearradha, cosgurach,

'S mairg neach do nochd iad fearg
;

A spuir ghlas aig dlùs an deirich

Bi'dh nan eilean dearg.

Nan gasraidh ghaisgeil, lasgurra,

Thig Lachunnaich gun chàird
;

Na saighdean dearga puiseanda
;

Gu claidhearh, sgiathach, cuinnsearach
;

Gu gunnach dagach, ionnsaichte,

Gun chunntais ac' air àr
;

Uol nan deannamh 'n aodainn pheileir,

Teachd o theine ch;:ich.

Gabhaidh pàirt do t-iorghaills',

Ciann-Iumnhuinn's oirdheirc càil ;

Mar thuinn ri tir a sior-bhualadh
;

No bile lasrach dian.loisgeach ;

Nan treudan luatha, fior-chonfach,

Thoirt griosaich air an niimh
;

An dream chatharh, Mhuileach, Shrathach,

'S math gu sgathadh chnàmh.

'S mor a bhio's ri corp-rusgadh,

Na'n closaichean's a bhlàr,

Fithich aims a rocadaich

Ag itealaich, 's a cnocaireachd ;

Ciocras air na cosgaraich,

Ag id's ag ith an sàth.

Och's tùrsach fann a chluiniitir moch-thra,

Ochanaich nan àr !

Bi'dh fuil is gaor d'a shùidreadh ami,

Le lù-chleasan 'ur làmh ;

Meaiigar ciiin, a's dùirn dhiu ;

Gearrar i^iilt le smuaisridh ;

Ciosnaichear am biiiidh,

D'an du-losgadh, 's d'an cnàmh ;

Crùnair le poimp Tearlach Stiùbhart ;

'S Frederic Prionns to shall.

Ko/e This address to the Highland clans is a stately

spirit-stirring martial poem, where the bard describes the

various Jacobite clans coming forward in w.irlike array to

I)lace Charles on the throne, and leave the Hanoverians

under his feet. The satirist [Aircach Mliuilc) 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. 1 1 was well calculated to rouse

the warlike clans to the approaching conflict
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Air. roNK—" Cille-ckrar/aidh.'"

I'uA deagh shoisgeul fcaJli nan gaibh-cluioch,

Surd air arinaibli c^mhraig
;

L'ird ri dararaich deanainh thargaid

Nan dual ball-chruiun boidbeach
;

Chaidh ar seaigadh le cam eartaghloir

Sluaigh fi<»r chealgach Shùiais,

O's sgeul dearbhta thig thar riirge,

Neart ro gharbh d' ar t'òìiinn.

Thig thar lear le gaoith an ear oirti.

Toradb deal ar d'ichais,

Le mhllte fear, 's le araiaibh geal,

Prionns' uUamh, menr, 's e dò-chaisgt
;

Mac High Seumas, Tearlach Stiubhart,

Oighre chrùin th'air fògar,

Gu'n dean gach Breatuitineach Ian uiniilachd,

Air an glùn' d'a mhjrachd.

Ni na G.'ieil bheodha, ghasda,

Eiridh bhras le sròlamh
;

lad nan ciadan uiin'ag ialhadh,

S coltas dian cuir gleois orr'
;

Gu'n fhiamh 's iad fiata, claidheach, sgiathach,

Gunnach, riaslaeh, strùiceacli,

Mar chonfadh leoghannaibh fiadhaich,

'S acras diau gu f'eoil orr".

Dèanarah ullamh chnra ar turuis,

'S bithibh guineacb, deònach ;

So an cumasg, am bi na buiiean,

An deantar fuil a dhòrtadh
;

Och a dhuin' is lionmhor curaidh

Is fior sturrail co-stri,

A leigir fear eile mar chuileann,

Dh' fbaotainn fuil air Sebras

!

'S iomadh neach a theid air ghaisge,

Tha fior lag na dhùchiis,

Gus a nochdar standard brat-dhearg,

An rlgh cheart-s' tha Mrne,

Ge do bhiodh e na fhior ghealtair,

Gur cruaidh rag gu bhròig r,

Ceart cho gairgc ris an lasair,

A losgadh asbliuain eorna.

Mhoir is sgairteil, foirmeil, bagaiit,

Giieil ghasda, chrodha;

Gach aon bhratach sios do'n bhaiteal

Le 'n gruaidh laisde rtsg-dearg
;

lad gun fhiamh, gun fheall, gun ghaiseadh
;

Kioghail, beachd-bhorh, pruiseal
;

Gu no-lapach ri linn gaisge,

Spàinnteach ghlas nan dòruaibh.

'S binn linn plapraich nam breid bhratach,

Srannraich bras ri mùr.ghaoith,

An glachdaibh gaisgeich nan ceum staiteil.

Is stuirteil, sgairteil, nwision i

'S lann ghorm sgaiteach, do shàr-shlacan

Geur gu srachdadli shrim' aige,

Air bac cruachain an fhir bhrataich,

Gu cuir tais air fògradh.

'S furbaidh tailceant, 's cumta pearsa,

Treun-Iaoch spraiceal, doid-ghcal

;

I'iob d" a spalpadh, suas na achlais,

Mhosglds lasau gleois duinn
;

Caismeachd bhras bhinn, bhrodadh aigne,

Gu dian chasgairt slòigh leis
;

Chuireadh torman a phuirt bhaisgeil,

Spioraid bhras 'n 'ar poraibh,

Bithibh sunndach, lughor, bèuraach,

Sgriosach, geur, gu feolacli,

'S bi'dh 3Iars creuchdach, cogach, reubach,

Anns 'na speur d' ar seoladh ;

Soirbhichidh gach ni gu leir libli,

Ach sibh-fein bhi deonach
;

Màrsailibh gun dàil, gu'n eislein,

Lughor, eudrom, ceol-mhor.

Màrsailibh, gun fheall, gun airsneul,

Gach aon bliratach bhoidheach ;

Cuideachd shuaicheanta nam breacan,

'S math gu ca?g na t'uireachd
;

'Nuair a ruisgeas sibh na claisicli

Bi'dh smuis bhreac feadh feòir libh ;

Gaor a'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 nihullach,

Sios gu bun an rumpuill
;

Ruaig orr' uile mar mhoim tuile
;

Chaoidh cha 'n urr' iad tiunntadh.

'S iomadh fear a dli' oladh lioiita,

Slainte an righ-s' tha oirne,

Spealgadh ghlaineachan aig griosaich,

'S e cur beinn air Seòras
;

Ach 's onaraiclie anis an giiiomh,

Na cuig-ceud mile bMa
;

1 'S fearr aon dvla a dh'fhuil 's an flirhh

j

No galoin fliion air bhòrdaibh.

I
Dearbhaidh beaclidaidh sibh bhi ceait d'a,

I

Eirdh grad le 'r slùgliaibh
;

Gu'n 'ur mnathan, dann, no beirteas,

I
Chuir stad-teachd 'n 'ur d'uchus;
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Taimiidh e mulad gu aiteas

;

Tiuniidaidh e .lirsneul gu fonn
;

Mioiiach nan spoiaii gu spiol e

Le ghob biorach chriomas lom.

Ho.ro, c^o.

Thigeadh meanmna, 's falbhadli airsiieul

Air chaii'steaiaii uaiiiii do'ii Rùìiiih ;

Seinneam òraiii cheolmor, ghasda,

Shuundaeh, bhras, iiach lapach gloir.

Ho-ro, i^c.

'Nuair bheirear botul a stapul,

'S a cbroinar ri cap a cluas
;

'S eibhiun a ghogail l;i earraich,

Cogair seairaig ris a cliuaich !

Ho-ro, i^c.

'S milse uo ceilearadh smeoraich,

Le luinneag ceolmhor air gt-ig,

Creatraich shrideagach do sgòrnain ;

Crataii 's bòiche fo 'na ghrL'iu !

Ho-ro, S^c.

'S binne na luinneag eoin-biichainn,

Bliiodh ri tùchan am barr tlionn,

Guileag do mhuineil a's giuig ort
;

Cuisle-chiiiil a dhùisgeadh fonn.

Ho-ro, Syc.

'S binne no cluig-chiuil an Ghlascho,

T-fhuaim le bastul dol 's a chòrn
;

Sid an fhailt a ghleusadh m' aigne,

Mac-na-brach a teachd le pùig.

Ho-ro, S^c.

Lion domh suas an t-slige-chreachainn
;

Cha 'n ion a seachnadh gu dram
;

'S math Ghàelig oirr' an creathann
;

An t-slig' a chreach sinne a t' aun.

Ho-ro, c^c,

'S binne no ceol coilich cboille,

Bhiodh ri coilleig air an torn,

Dùrdail a bhotail ri glainne
;

Crùnan loinnteal thoilleadh bonn !

Ho-ro, cjjc.

Teicheadh liun-^dubh as 'ur comunn
;

Falbhadh gainne ; 's pailt 'ur n-òr
;

Na biodh spèuclair oirbh gu ganntar,

Fheadh 's a bhio's an dram 'n 'ur srùin.

Ho-ro, L^fc.

Biodh 'ur ceann-agaidh uile 'n ceart uair,

Cho ruiteach ri dreach nan ròs,

'Nuair a thoid 'ur fuil air ghabhail,

Le beirm laghach Mhic-an-Tòis.

Ho-ro, ^c.

Gur dionnsaireach, spinnsearach, t-fhàileadh,

'S teas-ghradhauh do shoàg tro' m' chliabh

Fadadh blàis air feadh mo mhionaich
;

Gur ro mhioragach do thriall

!

Ho-ro, .5c.

Gurgucagach, coilleagaoh, brisg-gheal,

Bruicheal, nco-mliisgeach do tliuar,

'N a d' shlabhraidhean criostail a d'ortadh,

Ri binn-chronanaich am chluais.

Ho-ro, S^e.

Sgaoileamaid o altair Bhachuis :

A chleirich taisg a chailis uat
;

Uh-fhalbh ar fuachd ; 's ciod 'ta dhi oirn ?

Thugamaid bàig' crion do 'n t-suain.

Ho-TO, c^e.

Acli freasdal sinn air ghairm na inaidne,

Le t-ioc-shlaint aghmhor Ian bhuadh,

'S tlioir dhùinu aon ghloic-nid 'n ar leabaidli

A bheir crith-chlaiginn oirn m'an cuairt

!

Ho-ro, c^c.

ALLT-AN-T-SIUCAIK.

Am FONN—" The Lass of Puties Mill."

A dol thar Allt-an-t-siiicair,

A' madainn cliùbhraidh Cheit,

'S paideirean geal dlù chnap,

De 'n driùchd ghorm air an flieur,

Bha richard 's robin, brii-dliearg

Ri seinn, 's fear dhiù na bheus
;

'S goic nioit air cuthaig chùl-ghuirm,

'S gug-giig aic'air a gheig.

Bhasmeòrach cur na smùid dh'i

Air bacan cuil le' fein ;

An dreadhann-donn gu sùrdail,

'S a rifeid chiuil na bheul

;

Am breacan-beith' a's liib air,

'S e 'gleusadh lùgh a theud
;

An coileach-dubh ri dùrdan
;

'S a chearc ri tùchan rèidh.

Na brie a gearradh shùrdag,

Ri plubraich dhlii le cheil',

Taobh-leumnaich mear le lii-chleas,

'S a bhùrn, le mùirn ri grein
;

Ri ceapadh chuileag siùbhlach,

Le 'm briseadh lùghor fein
;

Uruim-lann-ghorm, 's ball-bhreac giùran
;

'S an lainnir-chuil mar lèig.
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Alil-dheochi slieilleiii striaiiach,

Le crònan 's tiata sraiin,

'N an ilithibli baglach, riabhacli,

]\Ia d' bhlathaibli griaiiach chraiin ;

Siaibh-dhiiucain dhonna, tliiaohdaiilli,

Fo shiiiean ciocbaii t-fheùir.

Gun theachd-aii-tir no bhiadh ac',

Ach fàileadh ciatach rùs.

Giir milis, brisg-gheal, bùrn-gli!an,

Weall-chùirneaiìaeh, 's binn t'liaim,

Bras-shruthain Uillt-an-t-siùcair,

Hi torinan siubhiach liiath ;

Gach biolair, 's luibh le 'n ùr-rbs'

A cintinn dlù ma bhruaich
;

'S e toirt dhaibh bliuadan sùghor,

Ga 'n sui bheathacha ra'an cuairt.

Burn tana, glan, gun ruadban,

Gun deathach, ruaiin, no ce'j,

Bheir anana-tas, a's gluasaid,

D'a chluanagan ma bhòrd.

Gaoir bheachainn bhui' 's ruadha,

lii diogladh chluaian òir,

'S ceir mheala d' a chuir suas leo,

An ceir-chuachagaii 'nan stòr.

Gur solas an ceòl-cluaise,

Ard-bhairich buar ma A' clirò
;

Laoigh cheann-fhionn, bhreaca, ghuaiiach

lii freagra' nuullan bhb
;

A bhanàreach le buaiaich,

'S am buachaille fa coir,

Gu bleothan a chruidh jihuaillinn,

Air cuaicli a thogas cròic.

Bi'dh Ijchrainn mheal' a lùbadh

Nan sràbh, 's brù air gach gd'ig,

Do mheasan mills cùbliraidh.

Nan iibhlan 's nam pour
;

Na duilleagan a liùgadli,

A's t'allas cùil diu fiiin
;

'S claim bheag a' gabhail tiicbaidh,

D' an inilich dlù le 'in biul.

B' e crònan t-easan srùlaich,

An dùrdail mhùiriiuach Mhùii^ìi
;

'S do bboirichibh daite, sgùmgheal,

Tiugh, fiùranach, dlù, tlà
;

Le d' mhmitul do dliealt ùr-mbin,

Mar diiùra cùil ma d' blilà ;

S air calg gach feòirnein dùir-flie' ir,

Gurm neamhnad dhriùchd a t'As.

Do lilirat Ian shradag daoim.'in,

De bbraoti ni suilKs' air làr
;

A chapet's gasda t'oineal,

Gun ctio-Jine ann a Whitehall

;

Ma d' biiearra gorm-bhreac coillteacli,

Ann chiiin a loinn le h-àl,

Na sobhraichean mar choillean,

Na 'n coilleiribli na d' sgàih.

Bi'dh guileag eala tiichan,

'S coin bhùchuinn am I)arr tlio!:;i,

Ag inbhear Uillt-an-t-siùcair,

Siiamh lù-chleasach le fonn
;

Hi seinn gu moiteil, cuirtei),

Le muineil-chiuil, 's iad crom,

Mar mhàla pìob a's lùb air
;

Ceùl tiamhaidh ciuin, nach trom.

O ! 's grinn an obhair ghràbhail,

llinn riàdtir air do bhruaich,

Le d' lurachain chreabhac.h, fh:';sor,

'S am buicein bbàii orr' shuas
;

Gach saimeir, iieoinean, 's màsag,

I\Iin-bhreachd air làr do chluain
;

Mar rèulltan reòt an dearsadh,

Na spangan àluinn iiuadh.

Bi'dh cruinn, 's am bàrr mar sgàriai.l,

Do chaorran aluinn ann
;

'S craobhan bachlach, àrbhuidh,

A faoisgneadh àrd ma d' cbcann
;

Bi'dh dearcan, 's suithean sùghor,

Trom lùbadh an luis fein,

Caoin, scaclidai, blasdadh, cubhraidh,

A call an drills ri grein.

'S CO Ian mo lios ri Fharrais,

De gacli cnuas a 's fearr an colli

;

Na reidhlich arbhar fasaidh,

Bheir piseach àrd 's sgoinn
;

Pòr reachdmhor, minear, fasor,

Nach cinn gu fas na laom
;

'S CO reamhar, luchdmhor càileachd,

'S gu sgàin a ghràn o dhruim !

Do thachdar mar' a's tire,

Bu theachd-an-tir leis f6in
;

Na 'n treudan leidh 'n a d' fhiithean
;

'S na d' chladach 's miltean eisg
;

Na d' thr'.igh tha maorach lionmhor
;

'S air t-uisge 's fior-bhras leus,

Aig ogaiiachaibh rimheach,

Le uioiglia' fior-chruaidh gèur.

Gur h-ùròil, slìochdor, cuanda,

Greidh-each air t-f huarain glioim,

Le 'n iotadh tarruinn suas riut,

Le cluiiintinn nuall do thoirm
;

Bi'dh buicein binneach 's ruadhag,

'S minn-mheanbh-bhreac, cluais-dearg,

Ri h-ionaltradh gu h-uaigneach,

'S ri ruideis luath ma d' lùn.
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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 thiir

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 I

cows low alond, and the calves answer responsive—while 1

the dairy-maid is busily engaged at her task. The ground
|

is bespangled with flowers of richer hues than the most
j

costly gems. I'he horses gather together in groups to

drink of the streamlet, and the kids are spurting and '

dancing about its banks. The ships, with all their white

sails bent to the gentle breeze, are passing sloaly along

the Sound of Mull. 'I'lie poet selects the most natural,

lively, and agreeable images in the rural scene. All good
,

judges admit that there is not a descriptive poem, in

Gaelic or English, fit to be compared with this exquisite

production.

ORANLUAIGHE NO FUCAIDII.

LUIXNEAG.

Agus lib Mhòrag, no ho-ro,

' S no ho-rè-gheallaiik.

A Mhòrag chiatach a diuil (liKilaich,

Gur he do luaigh a th' air m'aire.

Agus ho Mfiorag, i^c.

'S ma db'imich thu null thar chuain uainii

Gu ma luath a thig thu thairis.

Agus ho Mhorag, Syc.

'S cuimhnich thoif leat bannal ghriiagach,

A luaigheas an clò ruadh gu daiiigheasi.

Agus ho Mhorag, {^c.

O ! cha leiginri thu do'n bliuala,

]\Ia salaich am buachar t-anart.

Agus ho Mhorag, i^c.

De cha k'igiiin thu gu cualach ;

Obair thruaillidh sin nan cailuag.

Agus ho Mhorag, S^c.

Sios na fheoirneinean ma d' ghuaillean,

J^eadan cuachagach na h-ainnir :

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c.

Do chùl pèuilach, òr-bhui, luachach.

Timcheall do chluasan na chlannaibh.

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c.

A, Mhòfag ! gu beil <lo chuailean

Ormsa na bhuaifeadh gu'n sgainuear.

Agus ho Mhorag, t^e.

'S ge nach iarr mi thu ri d' phùsadh,

Gu'm b' e mo ruin a bhi mar riut.

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c,

'S ma thig thu a rithist am lubaibh,

'S e 'n t-èug a ruin ni ar sgaradh.

Agus ho Mhorag, (|c.

Leanaidh mi cho dlù ri d' shàilean,

'S a ni bairneach ri sgeir mhara.

Agus ho Mhorag, tj c.

Shiubhail mi clan leat air m' eòlas,

Agus spailp de'n stroichd ar m' ain-eol.

Agus ho Mhorag, c^c.

Gu leanainn thu feadh an t-saoghail,

Ach tliusa ghaoil theachd am fharraid.

I Agus ho Mhorag, S^c.

Gu'n chuireadh air mhisg le d' ghaol mi
;

'S mear aodrum a ghaoir ta m' bhallaibh.

Agus ho Mhorag, S^c.

'S a Alhòrag'g am beil a ghruaidh chiatach \

'S glan a fiaradh thar do mhala.

Agus ho Mhorag, S^c.

Do shCiil shuilbhear, shochdrach, mhòdhar,

Mhireagach, chomhnart, 's i meallach.

Agus ho Mhorag, &c,

Dèud cailce shnasda na ribhinn,

Snaite mar dhisn' air a gearradh.

Agus ho Mhorag, tjc-

Gur h-i Mòrag ghrinn mo gliiiainag,

Aig am beil an cuailean barr-fliioiin.

Agus ho Mhorag, ijj, c.

'S gaganach, bachlagach, ciittcbacli,

Ciabhag na gruagaiche glaine.

Agus ho Mhorag, S(C.

Do chill peuchdach sios na dhualaibh

Dhalladh e uaislean le laiiinir :

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c.

IMaighdean bhoidheach, na 'm bos caoine,

'S iad cho maoth ri cloidh na h-eala.

Agus ho Mhorag, Syc.

Ciochan leaganach nan gucag,

'S fàiieadh a mhusga d' a h-anail.

Agus ho Mhorag, i^c,

'S iomadh oigear a ghabh tlachd dhiot,

Eadar ]\Ior-thir agus Mannuinn,

Agus ho Mhorag, i^c.
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'S lomadh gaisgeach do ghà'cl,

Nach obadh le m' ghràdh-sa tairiiiiin :

Ai/us ho Mliorag, S^c.

A reachadli le sgiath, 's le clàidheainh,

Air bheag sgà gu bial nan cannon :

Ayus ho Mhorag, ^c.

Ctiuiinardaiclieadh dul nan ùnlailili,

Tlioirt do cliòrach, 'niach a dli' ain-deuin.

Af/us ho ]ilhuru(/, ij_c.

'S iomadh ànnunn làsdail, trùubliach,

Ann an Dun-eideann, am baiail.

Agus ho Mhorag, i^c.

Na faiceadh iad gnè do dhiiais oit,

Dheanadh tanuinn suas li d' cbanaid.

Agus ho Mhorag, .^c.

Mo chionn gu'n dheanadh leat eridh,

L)o Chaiptin fein Mac-'lc- Allein :

Agus ho Mhorag, c^'c.

Gu'n theaiin e roi' ro chàch riut,

'S ni e I'dsd e, ach thig tliairis :

Agus ho Mhorag, c^c.

Gael] duine, tha 'n Uidhist a lAIuideart,

'S an Arasaig dhù-ghonn a bharruich
;

Agus ho Mhorag, c^c.

An Cana, an Eige, 's am Morror;*

Keisearaaid chorr ud Shiol-Ailein !

Agus ho Mhorag, c^c.

'N am Alasdair,f a'

Gu 'm bu bhòchdai

IMhontròs',

iad air Ghallaibh.

Agus ho Mhorag, S^c.

Gu'n d' fhairich la Inblier-Lòchaidh,

Co bu stròicich ann le lannaibh.

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c.

Uh'èiridh leat a nail o'n Rùdlia,

Anutrum lù'-chleasach nan seang-each.

Agus ho Mhorag, c^c.

Dliruideadh, na Gàiil gu leir riut,

Ge b' e dh'eireadh leat no dli'fbanadh.

Agtts ho Mhorag, c^c.

Shuath, deich mile dhiu air clè dhuibli,

An cogadh ri Sèurlus nach maireann.

Agus ho Mhorag, cS[c.

'S iomadh clò air 'n tug iad caiteaii,

Kadar Cat-taobh agus Anuinn.

Agus ho Mhorag, S^c.

l?ha each diultadh teachd a luagh dhuibh,

'S chruiunich iad-san sluagh am bannail.

Agus ho Mhorag, SyC.

A ri ! bu mhath 's an luagh-lamh iad,

'^uair a thàirrneadh iad na lannan !

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c.

H-uile clò a luaigh iad riamli dliuibh,

Dh-fhag iad e gu ciatach daingheann ;

Agus ho Mhorag, i^c.

Teann, tiugh, daingheann, file, luaite,

Daite ruadh, air thuar na I'ala.

Agus ho Mhorag, 4)-c.

Greas thairis le d' mbnath.in luaighe,

'S theid na gruagaichean-sa mar riu.

Agus ho Mhorag, l^c.

l^ote.—This song has been always liighly popular, and
is certainly the most spirited and elegant of all our Jaco-

bite songs. Charles is represented under the similitude of

Jlòrag—a young girl with flowing locks of yellow hair wav.

ing on her shoulders. She had gone away over the seas,

and the bard invokes her to return with a party of maidens
(i. e. soldiers) to dress the red cloth, in other words, to

beat the Knglish red coats. The allegory is kept with

elegance and spirit, and the poet introduces himself as one
who had followed Mòrag in lands known and unknown,
and was still ready to follow her over the world if required.

AmPeairt, anCill-Saoidli,| 's an AUt-Eireann,

Dh-fliag iad Rèubalaich gu'n anam.

Agus ho Mhorag, i^c.

Alasdair mor Ghlinne-Cothann,

'S bragad coimheach Ghlinne-garadh.

Agus ho Mhorag, S^c.

Mar sin is an t-Armunn Sleibhteach,

Ge d' a tha e-fein na leananih.

Agus ho Mhorag, c^c.

Mòr.Thìr, f Alasdair Mac ChoUa. J Kilsyth.

SMEORACH CIILOINN-RAONUILL.

JLUIKNEAG.

Holaihh o iriag hhroll l>,

Holaibh iriag horo Ì,

Holaihh o oriag hòroll ù,

Smeurach le Claim- Raonuill mi,

Gua h-e mis' an smeòrach chreagach.

An dels leum bharr chuaich mo nidein,

Sholar bidh do'm ianaibh beaga,

Sheinneam ceol air bharr gach bidein.

Holaibh o iriag, (|c.
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'S miosrach, cuacliach, leabach, luachrach,

Dol gu buaile 's t-sàinhradh.

H-eitirin, ^-e.

'S òmhnach, uachdrach, blàthiicli, cnuachdacli;

Lòn nam biiachaill annta.

H-eitirin, Sfc.

'S imeach, gruthach, meoirach, snithach,

An imirich shiibhach, shiuiiibacii.

H-eitirin, Sfc.

Deoch gun tomhas <lol far coniliair,

Gun aon gblothar gainntir.

H-eitirin, kc.

lORRAM CUAIN.

GuR neo-aoidheil turas faoillich,

Ge d' bhiodh na daoine tàbhacbdat-h.

T/ia m fhearann saihhir hd-a hù,

Ho-rì hi-rò na b' àiìe leut mi :

Tha m fhearann saibhir hd-a ho.

An fhairge niolach, bronnach, toirach,

Giobhach, corracb, ràpalacb.

Tha m fhearami, ^c.

'S cruaidh li stiuireadh bial-inhuir duldaidb,

Teaclid le bruchdail chàrsanach.

Tha ni fhearann, Sfc,

Clagh a cbulain clia b'e 'n sùgi'adli,

'S e ri buirein bàchdanach.

Tha m fhearatin, Sfc.

An cùlanach ièin cha n c 's Jasadb,

Agus lasan àrdain air.

Tha m^fhearann, Sfc.

Teachd gu dlù' n deigbe cheile,

Agus geuinnaich dàir orra.

Tha m'fhearann, ^'c.

An fhairgp phaiteacli, 'sa bial farsuirin,

Agus acras araidh oirr'.

Tha rn fhearann, Sfc.

'S inairg a choimeas muir ri moiiitich,

Ge d' bhiodh inor-shneacbd stràchd orra.

Tha in fhcaiann, Sfc.

Neoil a' gealadh oidhclie shalach,

Gun aon chala sàbhailte.

Tha m'fhearann, ^c.

Dubh-ra-dorcha gun dad ghealaicb,

Oir-thir ain-eoil" ard-chreagach.

Tha in fitearann, Sfc.

Gaoth a' seideadh, muir ag eiridh,

'S fear ag eubhach ard ghuthach :

—

Tha in fhearann, ^c.

" Sud e' tidhinn 's cha n'ann ruighinn,

Croc-mhuir, friothar, bàsanach.

Tha in fhearann, Sfc.

' Cum ceann caol a fiodha direach,

Ri muir diolain, dàsunnach."

Tha r>i fhearann, Sfc.

Ach dh'aithnich sinn gun shcol sinn fada,

A mach san t-samh 's bu ghabbaidb sin,

Tha m' fhearann, §-c.

'S leag sinn a croinn h's a h-aodach,

'S bu ghniomli dhaoine caileachdach.

Tha ni fheai ann, ^'c.

'S chuir sinti amach cliathan rigbiie,

Is bu ghriiin an àlach iad.

Tha m fhearann. Sfc.

'S shuidh orr' ochdiiar, tbeoma, throma,

A' sgoillteadh toiinan stajilainnoach.

Tha m fhearann, ^c.

Hcig air cbnagaibh, bug air mbaidean,

'S cogall bhac air t-àbhranaibh !

Tha m fhearann, ^'c,

lad a mosgladh suas a ciieile,

'S masgadb treun air sail aca.

Tha ni fhearann, Sfc.

Sginean lochdrach ràmh a Lochluinn,

'13ualadh bbuc air bhàirlinnean.

Tha ni fhearann, Sfc.

lad a' traoghadh suas na dile,

Le neart fior gharg gbàirdeanan.

Tha m'fhearann, Sfc.

Catliadh mara 's marcachd-sbine,

'S stoirm nan sion, da 'n sàracbadh.

Tha in fhearann, tfc.

Lasraicbean srad tbeine-sbiunnarhain,

Dearg o'n iumradh chàileac.bdach.

Tha m' fhearann, Sfc.

lad ag obair as an leintean,

" Hug a's tlieid 'da ràmb' aca."

Tha m' fhearann, ^c.
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Gur h-e sin a rimi ar lùireadh,

Gur h-e 's feudar dha gu'in fug ;

Sinn na dhèigh gurj airm, gun èideadh,

Falbh 'n aiiim Ulie ; ach tliig a ghràidh.

Ar mile beaiinachd na d' dheigli,

'S Dia do d' ghleigheadh anus gacli kit'

;

Muir a's tir a blii cho reidh dhut

:

M' urnaigli gheur leat ieiii os àird
;

'S ge do sgar inio-t'hortaii deurach

Sinn o cheile, 's cemn lo'ii bhàs
;

Ach soraidh leat a nahic righ Seumas,

Sliùgh mo cheille thig gun chaird.

Chain sinn ar stiuir, 's ar buill-bheaiite
;

Thugadh uainn ar n-acair-bàis
;

Chain sin ar compaisd 's ar cairtean,

Ar reiill-iuil 's ar beachd gach la
;

Tha ar cuirp gun chinn, gun chasuti,

Sinn marr charcaisich gun stàth
;

Ach gabh thus' a ghràidh do t-astar,

Dean gleas tapaidh 's thig gun dail.

AM PRION^SA.

Beannachd gu leir le Clann-Dòmhnuill,

Sibh a dh' fhoirinn orm na m' chàs,

Eadar eileanan, a's mhòr-thìr,

Lean sibh deonach, rium gach trà ;

'S iomadh beinn, a's muir, a's mointeach,

A shiubhail sin air chòrsa bàis ;

Ach theasraig Dia sinn air fuar-flioirneart,

Nan con sròn-ghaoth 'bha ri 'r sail.

Sibh a rinn fo-laimh na Trianaid,

Mis' a dhion o mhi-ruin chJich
;

Mo dhearg-naimhdean, neartmhor, lionmlior,

Chuir an lion feadh ghleann a's àrd.

A mhiad 's a thaisbean sibh d' ar dilseaclid,

'S coir nach di-chuimhnich gu brath
;

A Dharr, gur sibh is luaithe shin rium,

Toic air tir 's an talamh-ard.

Ochan ! ochan ! cruaidh an dearmad,

Bhi 'g ar tearbadh bhuat gun bhàs;

B'i 'n fhoir èibhinneachd, 's am beirteas,

Bhi d' a t-fhaicinn gach aon la ;

Bi'dh ar riiisg Ian tim a frasadh
;

Ar cri lag-chùiseach gun chail,

Gu 'm pill thus' a ris air tais oirn,

Beannachd leat le neart ar gr.'iidh.

AM PllIOX>'SA.

O ! tiormaichibh a suas 'ur sùilean,

'Chomuinn rùnaich 'fhuair 'ur cràdh,

Bi'dh sibh fas, maoineach, mùirneach,

N 'ur gàrd dùbailt' ma Whitehall,

'Nuair a bhios an reubal lùbach,

Ri bog chrùban feadh nan c'lrn,

Gu 'm bi sibhs' an caithieam ciiirte,

Lasdail, lù-chleasach, làn ìiidh.

AM BREACAN UALLACH.

LUINXEAG.

He 'n clò-dubh,

m 'n dò.duhh,

He -n dò-duhh,

Bfkearr am hreacan.

B' FHEARR learn breacan ualhich,

Ma ra' ghuaillean, 's a chuir fo m' aclilais,

Na ged gheibhinn cota,

De 'n chlò is fearr thig a Sasuinn.

He 'ii do-duhh, §-c.

Mo laochan fein an t-eideadh,

A dh-fheumadh an crios d' a glilasadh,

Cuaicheanach an eilidh,

Deis eiridh gu dol air astar.

He 'n do-duhh, &-c.

Eilidh cruinn nan cuachan,

Gur buadhach an t-earradh gaisgeich ;

Shiubhlaiiin leat na fuarain,

Feadh fhuar-bheann ; 's bu ghasd' air faich thii.

He 'ii do-dnbh, ^-c.

Fior chulaidh an t-saighdear,

'S iieo-ghloiceil ri uchd na caismeachd
;

'S ciatach 's an adbhans thu,

Fo shranntraich nam piob s nam bratach.

He 'n do-dubh, ^c.

Cha mhios anns an dol sios thu,

'Nuair sgriobar a duille claiseach
;

Fior earradh na ruaige,

Gu luaths a chuir anns na casan !

He 'w do-duhh, Sfc.

Bu mhath gu sealg an fheidh thu,

'N am eridh do 'n ghiein air creachunn ;

'S dh-fhalbhainn leat gu lodhar,

Di-domhnaich a dol do'n chlachan.

He 'n do-duhh, ^c.

Laidhinn leat gu cearbail,

'S mar earbaig gu 'm briòsgainn grad leat,

Na b' ullamh air m' armachd,

Na dearganach, 's mosgaid ghlagach.

He 'n do-duhh, Sfc.
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'S tu chuireadh an cuireid" san t-sluagh,

'N am cugaidh ri aodaiiiu naii ruag,

Gun olauiaid .sgailc dhiot gu luatli,

Ma sguidseainaid slacain a truaiU'.

Ho ro mo, Sfc.

'S tu dh" fhagadh sinn tapaidh sail tiiir,

'N am tai'i'iiiun nan glas-lanii ri sròin,

'Nuair thilt;te iia breacaiii de 'n t-slògh,

'S a truaill, bhcirt a mach claidhe uxli:

Ho ro mo, ffc.

Ge tu mo leaniian glan ùr,

Cha phòg mi gu diliiin thu 'n cùil
;

Ach phbgainn, a's dheodhlaiiin thu ruin,

Nuair thig thu 's Jacobus na d' ghnùis :

Ho ro mo, ^-c.

An t-ainm sin is fearr ata ami,

Ainm Sheumais a chuir air do cheaiin
;

'S e thogadh an sogan f'o m' chainnt,

'S a dh-fhagadh gu blasda mo dhràm.

Ho ro mo, ^"c.

Fadamaid teine beag shies,

Na lasraicbean ciuiii a ni grios,

A gharas ar ciaigeann 's ar cii",

'Sa dh-fhògras ar n'airteal, 's ar sgios.

Ho TO mo, ifc.

Gur tu mo ghlaineag ghlan lom,

Mo leannan is cannaiche fonu
;

Ged rinneadh thu dh' fheamain nan tonn,

Gur mòr tha do cheanal na d' chòni.

Ho ro mo, ^~c.

O fair a ghaoil channaich do phòg,

Leig clannadh d' a t-anail fo' m' shròin,

Gur cubhraidh learn fannal do bheoil.

No tùis agus mire na h-Eòrp.

Ho TO mo, ^-c.

O aisig a ghlaine do phòg !

Cuir speirid n' ar teangaidh gu ceM
;

An ioc-shlainte bhpaniiaichte choir,

A leasaicheas ctiamhan a's fcoil I

Ho ro mo, ^c.

INI A R B H R A N N

DO PHEATA CALUMAN, A MHAKUlIADn LE AnHAU.

'S tùrsach ino sgeul ri luaidh,

'S gun chJich gha d' chaoidh.

Ma bhàs an fhir bu leanabail' tuar,

'S Ah. mheanbh ga chaoidh.

'S oil leam b.'is a Choluim chaoimh.

Nach b' anagiach gniis,

A thuiteam le madadh d'a 'm bèus,

Derail' nan earn.

'S tu 's truagh linn de bhàs nan ian
;

INIo chr.'idh nach beò,

Fhir a b' iteagach, miotagach triall,

Ge bu mheirbh do tbreòir
;

B' fheumail' do Noah na each,

'N am bhàrcadh nan stuadh,

Ba tu 'n teachdair' gun seacharan d' a,

'Nuair thraigh an cuan
;

A dh' idreachdainn do dli-fhalbh an tuil,

Litir gach tear
;

Dùghall is Colum gu'ii chuir

Deagh Noah tliar lear
;

Ach chaidh Dùghall air seacharan cuain,

'S cha do phill e riamh
;

Ach phill Colum le iteaguich luath,

'S a fhreagra na bhial.

Air thus, chad' t'huair e iotiad d' a bhoiiii

An seasadh e ann,

Gus do thiormaich dile nan tonn,

Thar muUach nam beanii
;

'S an sin, a litir-san leugh an duine bha glic,

Gu 'n thiormaich a bhailc,

'S gu'm faigheadh a mhuirichinn, cobhair na'n

Agus fuasgladh na 'ii aire, [teirc,

Le neart cha spiiilte do iiead,

Ge do thigte dha d' shlad
;

Bhiodh do ehaisteal fo bhearradh nan creag,

Ann an dainghnichibh rag
;

Bha do mhodh siolaich air leath bho chàch,

Cha togradh tu suas,

Ach a durraghail an taca ri d' ghràdh,

'Sa cuir cagair 'n a eluais.

Cha do chuir thu dull ann airgead no spreidh.

No fèisd am biodh sùgh,

Ach spioladh, a's criomadh an t-sil le d' bhèul ;

'S ag ill a bhùirn ;

Aodach, no anart, sioda, no sròl,

Cha clieannaicheadh tu m biith ;

Bhiodh t-eideadh de mhin-iteacha gorm,

Air nach drùidheadh an driùchd
;

Cha do ghabh thu riamh paidir no creud,

A ghuidh nan dùl
;

Giheadh, cha 'n eil t-anam am peiii

O chaidh tu null,

Cha 'n e gun chiste no anart

Bhi comhdach do chrè,

Fo lie anns an ùir,

Tha mise ge eruaidh e, 'g aeain gu Icir,

Ach do thuiteaii le cù.

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 Caim-beulach dubh,

Gur toigh leanis' an Caim-beulach dubh
;

Biodh e dubh, no geaJ, no gris-thionn,

Gràdh mo cbri-s' an Caim-beulach dubh.

Ge h-ainnisgeach air an t-seùrs' thu,

Na 'm b' aitiine dhonisa do phùrsa,

Chuii'inn moran fios do 'n dò-bheirt,

'N an dubh dhlùintibh fhòtusach, tiugii.

'Suilean cuirpt' bh' ann an droch chi utli,

A t'huair oilbheim do 'n thear gheal-dhubh,

Do 'n dream oirdheirc 's foiimeile t'uil ;

'S duilich tolg a chuir 'n a chruaidh stuth.

'S trie le madraidh bhi ri dealunn,

An òidhche reòt' ris a' ghealaich ;

B' ionann sin, 's eifeachd t-ealaidh,

Air cliù geal a Cbaim. beulaich dhuibh.

'S cia mar fhuair thu dh' aodann no ghiiuis,

Caineadh uasail gun nihodh, gun tlus?

Fhior dhearc-luachrach chinnich a lus
;

Ma t-aoir bhac.tich tachdam thu bhruic.

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'fheannthule 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 learn, a dhuine,

Mar robh mearan ort air tuinneadh,

Clod man do bhuin thu do 'n urr' ad ;

Curaidh ullamh, 's cuircideach fuil ?

Dream nan geur-lann gu reubadh cuirp,

Cruaidh 'g a f'eachalnn air beulamh trùp
;

S' math 's is gleust' iad gu bualadh pbluic,

'N am retrèata dh' eibheach le stuirt.

Cha " bhreac breun-loin" idir Cailean,

Ach do dh' fhion-fhuil ard Mhic-Cailein
;

Teughlach ùiseil larla-Bhealaich
;

'S buadhach caithream ri uchd an truid !

'S cinnteach thiotadh gheibh thu do mhurt,

Ma t-aoir chiotaich, mhiosguinnich cburt

;

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 ghnùis do sgiodar,

Gbluasad idir an ionad puirt ? i

Eisg bhochd, chearbaich, seargaidh mi tur.

Do theanga chealgach a chearbaire dhuibh,

Rinn an t-searbhag gun chair' a niuigh
;

Asad dh' earbinn " cealgaireachd cruidh."

Ciia t'hior-ragair ge d' bhiodh fearg air

Do 'n d' rinn thus' a dhuin' an t-searbhag
;

Ach òg faighidneach gun earra-ghloir
;

Lan do dh' i'earra-ghniomh,dhearbh e le ghuin.

Bha thu mi-mhoil a toirt dh'a guth
;

Crag a chobhair gu màgradh grulh ;

Leòbas odhar a ghlaimseadh suth,

Deis dh'a leaghadh, 's e ruidh na shruth.

Cha bu bheudagan gu sabaid

Ach fior leoghann stolda, staideil.

Do 'n d' rinn us' an t-oran prabach ;

Ach fior ghaisgeach ; 's am blur 'ga chur.

Sparram cinnteach ort a ghlas-ghuib ;

Losgadh peircill, corcadh, a's cuip

Air son ascaoin chealgach do bhuis ;

B' fhearr gu 'm bithinn-sa I'agasg dhut.

Ge do bhiodh tu caineadh ghà'èl,

Anns gach siorramachd a dh' àirinn,

Seachainn muinntir Earra-ghàel,

'S gun a Cheòlraidh fabharach dhut.

'S mairg a dh' èireadh ri siol an tuirc,

Gasraidh ghlèusda nach èaradh cluich
;

Cha bu bhèus dhaibh bhi ris a mhurt,

Ach oath trèun, 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 seòca, 's ro bheòchail cui'.

An ceann rò-bhinn nam bachalag dubh
;

Cha b' i " fròg-shuil, rògair' 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 spèuraibh

Chum a Chaim-beulach dhuibh eisgeadh,

Tuitidh tusa mar a bheisteag,

'N a t-ionad fein am buachar mairt.

Thusa bhreinen, magaran cac ;

E-sau ghlè-ghlan lomlan do thlachd ;

Thus a dheistinn -s muig ort air at,

INIar bu bbeus do dhòraa no chat.

Aodann craineig, fharr-aodann tuirc
;

Com a chnaimh-fhi'ch, 's nadur na muic
;

Beul mhic-lamhaich, 's fàileadh a bhruic
;

Spàgan clàrach ; sailean nan ciisp'.
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De dh' oiilichean aoiridh b.'irdail,

Toiseam o d' bliathais, gu d' shiil tliu
;

'S feannain do leathar a tliràiil dliiot,

Chioiin gu'n chain' thu'n Caiiii-beulach dub

C'lia 'n fhear sgipi thus' ach fior ghUig
;

'S heairt guti teagamh bi"dh tu fobhruid
;

T-iasag failidh, t-fiialt, as do lui.-g

;

Tuitidh t-niiaclaii 's falbhaidh do thuigs'.

'S coltach iiach b' aithiie dhut niise,

'Nuair a bha iiii so gun fhios dut
;

Is'a 'in b' eol, cha ghiacadh tu mliisiii'ai:li,

Roine riobadh as an fliear dhubb.

Kote—Ths Black Carapbell was a cattle-lifter, and stole

some cows from M'Lean of Loclibuy. For tliis M'Lean's
àireacfi, 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. Wc give a few verses of the satire on Campbell
as a specimen :

—

" An Caim-beulach dubh a Cinn-tàile,

lar-oph' mhortair 's ogha 'mheirlich ;

Am Braid. Alban fhuair e àrach,

Siol na ceilge 's meirleach a chruidh.

'S obhar, ciar, an Caira-beulacli dubh,
'.S oillteil, fiadhaich, amharc sa' chruth

;

'S lachdan liath-ghlas, dubh cha'n fhiach e;
'6 fear gu'n rahiadli an Caim-beulich dubh !

" Cuiream tuath e, cuiream rieas e,

Cuireara siar e, cuiream sear e ;

Cuiream fios gu bàird gach fearainn,

Gus an caill e 'n craiceann na shrutn."

'S obhar, ciar, &c.

MOLADH AN LEOGHAINN.

AiR roNN—" Cabar Feulh."

Faii.t' an leoghainn chreuchdaich,

Is eugsamhuil spracalachd,

'Nuair dheireadh do chinn-fheadiia,

Bu inheaghrach am brataichean,

'Nuair chruinnii:headh gach dream dhiu,

Gu ceannsgalach tartarach,

Bhiodh proniiadh agus calldach,

Air iiaimhdean a thachradh ribh
;

lad gu h-oirdheirc air bharr corr-gbleus,

Teinteach foir-dhearg, lasracliail,

'S ard an stoirm air mhire-chonbbaidl),

'S lainn nan dorn ri spealtaircachd,

lic'ii gour <:h()lg ri stracadh bholg,

A' gearradli cheann is chorpuiinan
;

'S cha sluagh gun cbruaidh gun chcaiinsgal,

Le'u lauu bheireadh fosadh orr.

Diiisg a leoghainn euchdaich,

'S dean eirigh gu farumaob,

Air brat ball-dearg, breid-gheal,

'S fraoch sleibhe mar bharan air

;

Tog suas do cheann gu h-eatrom,

'S na speuraibh gu caithreaseach,

'S thuid mi-fhin cho geire,

'Sa dh'fheudas mi d' arabhaig
;

Togam suas do mholadh priseil,

'S do clieann righeil farasda,

Chan 'eil ceann no corp san righeachd.

An criiaidh-ghniomh thug barrachd ort,

An ceann cruadalach ard sgiamhach

Maiseach, fior-dheas, arraiita,

'S trio tliug sgairt ri h-uchd an fhuathais,

Hi h-àm luchd t-fhuatha tarruinn ruit.

Co b'urrainn tàir no dl-bleachd,

Gu dilinn a bharalacha ?

No shamhlaicheadh riut mi-cliliii,

A righ nan ceann barrasach
;

A chreutair ghasda, rimheich,

'S garg fior-dheas do tliarruiniise,

Air brat glan de'n t-sioda,

Hi min-chrann caol gallanach :

E ri plapraich ri crann-brataich,

A' stailce chas gu h-eangarra
;

Is còmhlain ghasda Ian do ghaisge,

Teanailt bras gu leanailt ris,

Fearg gu casgairt 'nan gnuis dhaite,

Fraoch a's f'ras gu fearachas
;

Bhi'dh sgrios a's lannadh sios,

Air luchd mi-ruin a blieanadh riut.

Cha robh garta gleòis,

Air an t-seòrsa o'n ghineadh tu,

An dream rathail mhòr-chùiseach
;

Chòmhragaeh, iomairteach
;

Bu ghunnach, dagach, òr-sgiathacli,

Gòirseideach, nimheil iad
;

Bu domhain farsuinn crcuchdach,

Cneidh euchdach am firionnach ;

lad gu sùrdail losga' ftidair,

Toirt as smuid bho lasraichean ;

Na fir ùra, gheala, lùghar,

A gliearra smuais a's aisnichean ;

Lannan dù-ghorm, geura, cùl-tiugb,

'N glaic nam fiuran aigeantach,

A' sgolta chorp a sios gu'n rumpaill,

Sìjrd le suuud air stracaireachd.

'S foiiini, fearail, laidir,

Cuanda, dàicheil, cinneadail,

Sliochd nan Collaidh himh-dhearg,

'S iad Ian do dh' ard spiorad annt.

Cho dian ri lasair chra-dheirg,

'S gaoth Mhùirt a' cuir spiònuaidb in
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Gun mheang, gun mheirg, gun fhàilliu,

'Nar càileachd ge d' shirear sibh
;

Na fir chogach theid 's iia trodaibh,

Nacli biodh ro lotaibh gioragach ;

Kach iarr brosna' ri ham cosgraidh,

A phroiiiia chorp a's mhionaichean,

A' sgatha cheann, a's Jamh, a's chas, diubh,

Ann san toit le inire-chath,

Na fir bhèurra, threin, fhearrdha,

Gheur, armach, fhiueadail

!

An cinneadh iriaiseach, treubhach,

Kan reidh-chuilbheir aciiiiineach,

Nach diultadh dol air ghleus,

Ri h-am feuma gu grad-mharbhadh,

Madaidh ri ùird ghleusta,

Gu beuma nan sradagaii,

A' conas dearg ri cheile,

A' cuir eibhlean gu lasraichean.

Frasan dealanach dearg pheileir,

Teachd o'r teine tartarach,

A' spadadh, 's a pronnadh, 's a leadairt,

Nan corp ceigeach, casagach.

Lannan dù-ghorm dol gan dùlau,

A gearra smùis is aisnicliean,

Aig na treunaibh cruaidh, bheumnach,

'S luath bhuala speachannan.

Clann-DùmhnuiU tha mi 'g ràite,

'N sàr chinneadh urramach,

'S trie a fbuair 's na blàraibh,

Air nàmhaid buaidli iomanacli
;

lad fearra. *.apuidh, dkna,

Cho Ian de nimli-ghuineadeach',

Ri nathraicheau an t-sleibhe,

Le'n geur-lannaibh fulatigach.

lad gu sitheach, gleusta, cos-luath,

Rùnach, bos-luath, fulasgacb,

Cruas na craige, luathas na draige,

Chluinnte fead am buiilinnean
;

Na fir dhàna, lùghar, nàrach,

P'hoinnidh, làidir, urranda,

Cho garg ri tuil-mhaoim sleibhe,

No falaisg gheur nam munainean !

A charraig dhaingheann dhileant,

Nach diobair gu'n acarachd,

Gluais suas gu spòrsail rlgheil,

Ro d mhilinibh gaisgeauda ;

'S iad mire geal na cruadhach,

Gun truaille, gun ghaiseadh annt',

'S bòcain a chuir ruaig iad,

Bheir buaidh le "n sluagh bras-bhuilleach.

'S ioma fleasgach cùl-bhui dòid-gheal,

Is garbh dorn is slinneinean,

A dh' eireas leat an tùs na co'-stri,

A ni comhrag min-bhuailteach,

lad gu bonn-mhall, bas-luath, cròdha,

Saitheach, stròiceach, iomairteacb,

A' dol a sios an am na teugbhail,

'S lèoghunn bèuc air mhire aca.

A leoghuinn bheucaich, ghruamaich,

'Uheil cruadal air tuitieacha,

Is trie a dhearbh an cruaidh ehùis,

'S na buan ruagaibh cumasgaeli,

Nuair a spailpte suas thu,

Le d' bhuaidh ri crann fulangach ;

Chite conadh ruaimleach,

'An gruaidhean na h-uile fir.

'S daingheann, seasmhacli, rang do fhleasgach,

'Nuair bhiodh deise tarruinn oir,

Cha toir eagal nàmhaid eag annt,

'S iad mar chreag nach caraicheadh.

S glan am preas iad, chaoidii cha teich iad,

'S fiodh nach peasg, de'n darach iad :

S trie a f'huair sibh air 'ur nàmhaid,

'S na blàraibh buaidh-cliaithreamach.

i

Nan tigeadh ortsa foirneart,

Gu d' leon o chrich aineolaich,

Coigrieh le run dò'-bheirt,

Gu d' choir thoirt a dh-aindeoin diot

:

'S iomad Ian cheann-ileach,

i

'S lainn liobhta 'm beairt dhaingheann ann,

A thairneadh suas ri d' shioda,

Dheth t-fbior-fhuil d'a t-anagladh.

Fuiribin chomasach nach cromadh,

Ro fhrois tholladh phearsunnan
;

Nach biodh somult dhol air cholluin,

'N am bhi sonnadh chlaigeannan.

Crùn-luath lomarra 'ga phronnadh,

Air piob loinneich thartaraich,

A chuireadh anam ann sna mairbh,

A dhol gu fearr-ghleus gaisge leo.

Stoc Chlann-Dòmhnuil! dh' èireadh,

Le'n geugaibh 's le meanganaibh,

B'i sid a ehoille cheutach,

A b' eugsamhuil 's bu cheannardaich.

'Nuair thàirrneadh iad ri cheile

Gach treubh dhiu gu fearachail,

'S mairg a spiola leusag

Nan leoghann, ga ghreannachadh.

Bhiodh cinn is diiirn ga sgathadh dhiubh-san,

Ann an dùiseal lannaireaehd,

Fuil ri feur-imeachd 's ri srùladh,

Feadh nan lùb 's nan camhanan.

Bhiodh lannan lotach dù-ghorm,

Cuir smùidrich de cheannaibh Ghall,

Is caoidhrean cruaidh a's ràiiaich,

'S an àraich gu gearanach.

C ait am beil san righeaehd,

Am fear-ghniomh thug barrachd oirbh?
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Nam brosiiaichte chum stri sibh,

A inhllidhne.tii barraideach
;

Na tuirin sgairteil piiseil,

De'ii fhior-chiuaidh nach faniiaicheadh :

D'am b' abbaist a bhi dilcas,

'S nach diobradh na ghealladb iad,

Gaodhair cbatha theid mar shaigheiil,

Sios le'n claidhe' dealanaich.

Nach toir atha gun dad atbais,

Gus an sgath iad bealach romp ;

Cuirp gan sgatha 's cruaidh ga crathadh,

'S oi'ra pathadh t'alanach ;

Chliiintear t'ead ar claidhean,

Truagh ghair agiis langanaich.

Tha iomadh mile an Alba,

De gharbh-fhearaibh t'ulasgacli,

Sliochd Ghàeil ghlais a Schla

Thig deonach m' ar cularaibli.

Gun tig iad le run cruadail,

'S gum fuaigh iad gu bunail teach,

lli teanchair ghairg an leoghainn,

'S ri spògaibh dearg fuileachdacb.

Togaibh leibh gun aire guu easbhuidh,

Trom fheachd seasmhach cunnbbalach,

De laochraidh dheise, sbunndach, threiseil,

Theid iieo-leisg 's an iomairt sgleo.

Cha'n fhacas riamh na suiiin 'nan geiltibh

Dol 'an teas nan cumasgan
;

Teichidh iad or strbiceadh,

'S o'r sròlaibh breac, duilleagach.

BEANNACHA LUINGE,

MAILLE Rl BROSNACHA FAIKGE, A RIXNEADH DO

SGIOBA DIRLINN THIGHEARNA CHLANN RAONUILr,.

Gu'm beannaiche Dia Long Chlann-Raonuill,

A cheud l;i do chaidh air sail',

E-fcin, 's a threin thir ga caitheamh,

Trcun a chaidh thar mathas chài« h
;

Gu'm beaiinaich an Co-dhia naomh,

Au iunrais anail nan speur,

Gu'n sguabta garbhlach na mara,

G'ar tarruinii gu cala riiidh.

Athair a chruthaich an t'hairge !

'S garb gaoth a sheideas as gach iiird,

Beanriaich ar caol-bharc 's ar gaisgich,

'S cum i-fein 's a gasraidh slim,

A Mhic beannaich fuin ar n-achdair

Ar siùil, ar Leirtein, 's ar stiùir,

'S gach droinip tha crochta r'ar crannaibh,

'S their gu cala sin le t-iùil.

Beannaich ar rachdan 's ar slat,

Ar croinu '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 stiiiir,

iieoladh è 'n t-iuil a bbios ceart
;

'S eol da gach long-phort (o'n ghrein,

Tilgearaaid sinn lein to bheachd.

Beannuchad/i Arm.

Gu'm beannaiche Dia ar claidhean,

'S ar lannan spainnteach, gear ghlas,

'S ar lùirichean tromamailleach,

Nach gearr-te le faobhar tais
;

' Ar lannan cruadhach, 's ar gcrsaid,

'S ar sgiathan an-dealbhach dualach
;

Beannaich gach armachd gu h-iomlan,

Th' air ar n-iomchar 's ar crios-guaile

;

Ar boghannan t'uinealach 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-èile gasd ann an cuaichean,

'S gach trealaich cath agus còmhraig,

Tha'm bare ]\Jhic-Dhòmhnuill san uair s

Na biodh simplidheachd oirbh no taise,

Gu'n dol air ghaisge le cruadal.

Fad 's a mhaireas ceithir bùird d'i,

No bhios càrad shùth dh'i fuaighte
;

'M fad 's a shnàmhas i fo 'r casan,

Na dh'fhaineas cnag dh'i an uachdar,

A dh-aindeoin aon fhualhas gam faic sibh,

Na meataicheadh gart a chuain sibh
;

Ma ni sibh cothacha ceart,

'S nach mothaich an Ihairge sibh dlbli,

Gun islich a h-;irdan "sa beachd,

'S gar cothacha sgairteil gu'n striochd i.

Do cheile comhraig air tir,

IM' ar faic i thu cinntinn tais,

'S dàch' i bhoghachadh 's an stri.

No chinntinn idir ni's brais
;

'S amhuil sin a ta mhuir nihor,

Coisinnidh le colg 's le surd,

'S gun ùmhlaich i dhut fa dheoigh,

Mar a dh' òrdaich High nan dùl.

Brosìiachudh iomraidh gu ionad seulaldh.

Gun cuirt an iubhrach dhubh-dhealbhach.

An àite seùlaidh,

Sàthaibh a mach cleathan righne,

Liath-lom còmhnard ;

Ràmhan mìn-lunnacha dealbhach,

Socair, eutrom,

A ni 'n t-iomradh toirteil, calma,

Bos-luath, c«oir-gheaI

;
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Dh-òrdaicheadh dithis gu dragha nam ball chul-

aodaich, 's coltas orra gun tugta na siùd uapa

le ro ghairbhead na side.

Cuiribh caraid laidir chnàmh-reamhar,
Gairbneach, ghaoistiieach,

Gum freasdaladh iad tearuinnt treuu ceai t 1,

Buill chul-aodaich
;

Le smuais a's le miad lùghis,

An ruighean treuiiiia,

'N am cruaghaich bheir oir a steach,

No leigeas beum leis,

Chumas gu sgiobalta a staigh e,

'Na teis meadhori,

Dh-ordaicheadh Doiiiiacha Alac-Chormaig,

A's lain mac lain,

Dithis starbhaiiach theoma, ladorn,

De dh-fheaiaibh Chaiia.

Thaghadh seiiir gu fearas ùrlair, an earalas

gum fadiiicheadh a h-aon de na thuirt mi, no

gun spionadh onfndh na /dirge mack thar

bord è, 's gun suidheadh fear dhià so 'na

dite,

Eireadh seiseir ealamh, ghleusta,

Lamhach, bheotha,

Shiubhlas, "sa dh-t'haibas, "s a leumas,

P'eadh gach bord dh'i,

Mar gheaiT-fhiadh am mullach sleibhe

'S coin da copadh
;

Streupas li cruaidh bhallaibh reidhe,

Den chaol chòrcaich,

Cho grad li leòragan ceitein,

Hi crann rò-choill
;

A bhios ullamh, ealamh, treubhach,

Falbhach, eolach,

Gu toirt dh'i, 's gu toirt an ausadh,

'S clausail òrdail,

Chaitheas gun airtsneal gun eislean,

Long Mhic-DhòmhnuiU.

Do bha nis na h-uile goireas a bhuineadh do n

t-seoladh, air a chuir 'an deagh liaghailt, agus

tlieann na h-uile laoch tapaidh gun taise, gun

fhiamh, gun sgàthachas chum a cheairt ionaid

an d'ùrdaichndh dha dot; agus thog iad na

siùil ma èiridh na greine là-fheill-Bì ide, a'

togail a mach o bhun Loch-Aineiit, ann 'an

Uidhist-a-chinne-deas.

Grian a faoisgneadh gu h-òr-bliuidh',

A'b a mogul,

Chinn an speur gu dùhhuidh dòite,

Lan de dh-oglachd
;

Dh-fhàs i tonn-ghorm, liugh, taii-laclidunn,

Odhar, iargalt
;

Chinn gach dath bhiodh ami am broacan,

Air an iarmailt.

Fada-cruaidh san aird an iar oit,

Stoirm 'na coltas,

'S neoil shiubhlach aig gaoth gan riasladh,

Fuaradh frois orr.

Thog iad na siuil bhreaca,

Bhaidealacha, dhiònach
;

'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 shùilean nan cormag iarrainn,

S nan cruinn ailbheag.

Cheaitaich iad gach ball de'n acuiiin,

Ealamh, dùigheil
;

'S shuidh gach fear gu freasdal tapaidh,

'Bhuill bu choir dha
;

'N sin dh' fliosgail uinneagan an adhair.

Balldch, liath-ghorm,

Gu seideadh na gaoithe greannaich,

'S baniiail iargalt
;

Tharruinn an cuan a bhrat dù-ghlas.

Air gu h-uile,

A mhantul garbh caiteanach, ciardhubh,
Sgreitidh buinne,

Dh-at e 'na bheannaibh, 's na ghleaiinaibh,

Molach robach.

Gun do bhòchd an fhairge cheigeacb,

Suas na cnocaibh
;

Dh-fhosgail a mhuir ghorm na craosaibh,

Farsuinn, cràcach,

'An glaicibh a cheile ri taosgadh,

'S caonnag bhàs-mhor.

Gum b'fhear-ghniomh bhi 'g amharc 'an aodann
Nam maom teinntidh,

Lasraichean sradanach sionnarhaiti,

Air gach beinn diubh.

Na beulanaich arda liath-cheann,

Hi searbh bheucail

;

Na ciilanaich 's an clagh dùdaidh,

Hi fuaim gheumnaiih.

'Nuair dh-eirimid gu h-allail,

Am barr nan tonn sin,

B' eigin an t-ausadh a bheanadh,

Gu grad phongail

:

'Nuair thuiteamaid le aon slugadh,

Sios 's na gleanntaibh,

Bheirte gach seùl a bhiodh aice

'Am barr nan crann d'i :

Na ceòsanaich arda, chroma,

Tcachd 's a bhàirich,

M'an tigeadh iad idir 'n-ar caramh,

Chluinnt' an giiirich. ;

lad a sguabadh nan tonn beaga, Ì

Lorn gan sgiursadh,

Chinneadh i 'na h-aon mhuir bhàsor,

'S càs a stiùireadb.
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'S riim siiin an t-iomra reidh tulgaiiach,

Gun dearraad
;

S f;habh sinn deag long-pliort aig bairaibh,

Thilg sinn Acraichean gu socair,

Ann san rod sin
;

Ghabh sinn biadh a's deo<:h gun airccas,

Chanaig Fhearghais
;

' 'S liiin sinn còmhnuidh.

IAIN MAC CODRUM.

John M'Codrdm,* the North Uist bard, commonly called Iain 31ac Fhearchuir, was

contemporary with the celebrated Alexander M'Donald. He was bard to Sir James

Macdonald, who died at Rome. The occasion of his obtaining this situation was as

follows :—He made a satirical piece on all the tailors of the Long Island, at which they

were so exasperated that they would not work for him on any account. One consequence

of this was, that John soon became a literal tatterdemalion. Sir James meeting him one

day, inquired the reason of his being thus clad. John explained. Sir James desired hira

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 juoiicrly a dan, but a srj)t of the INJ'Doiialds. Thoy 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

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.

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

not regarded as a man oi 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 3Iac

Codrum, the poet: M'Pherson asked him the question, "Ain beil dad agad air an

Fheinn ?" by v.-hich 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 Codrumf " 'S aithne

gn ro mhath," 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 tnise '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' n oidhche nochd mar-ris, ma's ùbhaist aoidhean a bhiaiga." " Tha mi

creidsin," replied the witty John, " nach bi e falamh dhiù sin cuideachd mu 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 Bains 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 ''Old Age" and " Whiskey"

are excellent. They first appeared in Macdonald's volume, without the author's name ; but

Mac Codrum's countrymen have claimed them for him. He never published 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 witli such formidable

competitors.

* Mac Coflrum's skill in the Gaelic was exquisite, and he was in the practice of playing on words

of doubtful or double meaning, wiien used by others. He was once on a voyage, and the boat put

into Tobermory, in the island of Mull, when the inhabitants, as usual, gathered on the shore to

learn from whence the strangers came. One of them asked the crew, " Cia as a tlmg sibh an

t-iomradh?" "As na pairrieauan," utii>\\vrfii the bald. Another asked, " ^« ann bho thuath a

huinig' sibh 9" to which Mac Codrum again rejoined, " pàirt bho thuath as pàirt bho thiffhearnaii."
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C O M H R A D H,

:maR GU 'M b- ANK]

EADAR CARAID AGUS NAMHAID AN LISGE-BHEATHA.

r.AKAlD.

Mo ghaol an lasgaire spraiceil,

Fear iiaii gorm.shuilean maiseach,

Chuireadh foirin f'o na macaibh,

'Nuair a thachradh iad ris.

'Nuair a cliruiniiicheadh do chòisir,

Cha b' i chuilm guu a chòmhradh ;

Gheibhte raiiiii agus òrain,

'S ioniadh stbri iia measg :

Gille beadarrach, sùgach,

Tha iia cbleasaiche lùghor;

'S 10 mhath bhreabadh an t-ùilar,

Agus tiuniitadh gu brisg.

'S e dhamhsadh gu li-uallacb,

Gu b-aucaideacb, guanach
;

Gun sealltainn air truailleacbd,

Ach uaisl' agus meas.

NAMH.AID.

'S niKÌrg a dbeanadh an t-òran,

'S nach deanadb air cbùir e
;

Gun bhi moladh an do'-thir.

Bha na rùgaiie ti ic.

Fear a sheargadh an conach,

Thiunntadh niioiiach nan sporan

Db-fbàgadh leanbain air aimbbtieirt,

Ann an carraid 's an drip.

An struthalre di-bhuan,

Tha gu brosgulach, briagach
;

Fear crosta mi-chiallach,

Gun I'iaghailt, gun mbeas.

Call mor tha gun bhuiniiig,

Ann an solas ro dliiombuan ;

S fear stùrais is urruinn

A bhi cumuntas ris.

CARAID.

'Mhic-an-Tòisich, mhic-bhracha,

'Fhir comhraig nan gaisgeach,

A chuireadh bùilich 's na claigneann,

Sa chuireadh casan air chrirh I

Bu tu cleòca na h-aitribh,

'N agbaidh reòt' agus sneachda,

Dbeanadh notion do dh-1'hrasan
;

'S cl^uireadh seachad an cith.

Dbeanadh dàna fear saidealt' ;

Dbeanadh lag am fear neavtor ;

Dbeanadh daibhir fear beairteach,

Dh-ain-deoin pailteas a chruidh
;

An ccart agbaidh na th' aca,

De onhuirn, no mheoghail, no mhacnus,

'S tu raghainn is taitncicli.

De chilis nihacnuis air bith.

A dhuin ! an cual' thu, no'in fac' thu,

Riamh ni 's miosa chuis mhacnuis,

Na bhi 'n a d' shlneadh 's na claisean.

Gun clilaisteachd, gun ruith ?

Air do mhùchadh Je daorait-ji
;

'G a do ghiulan aig daoine,

'N a d' chùis-bhùird aig an t-saoghal,

Far nach faodar a chleith
;

'S e bbi 'g coinneachadli Rati,

Ni do lomadh ma d' bheai'tas
;

Luchd a chomuinn, "s a chaidrimh,

Ni e 'n creachadh gun fhios.

'S e ciall-sgur a bhios aca,

Bhi ri buillean, 's ri cnapadh :

Gu m bi full air an claigneann,

'S bi 'm batacban biist.

Mo ghaol an lasgaire suairce,

Chleachd bbi 'n caidi'eamh nan uaislean
;

'S ioniadh tlaclid, as deagh bhuaidb,

Ata fuaite ri d' cbrios.

Biorach, gonn.shuileach, meallach,

Beachdail, colgarra, fallain,

Laidir, caoin, air deagh tbarruinn,

Gu fJjgradh gaillionn a' chuirp.

Far an cruinnich do phMsteair,

Gu 'm bi mir' ann a's inàran,

Agus iomadh ceol-gàire
;

'S iad neo-chrùiteach ma "n cuid.

Bheir e "n t-umaidb gu solas ;

Ni e glic am fear gòracli
;

Ni e sunndach fear l)r;!iia(li ;

'S ni e gòrach fear glic.

'M b" e sin raghainn nam macabh,

Bbi gun fhradbaiT, gun chlaisteachd

'Nuair bu mhiann leu dhol dachaigb,

'S e ni tbacbras iii's niios'.

Gur e 'n ceann is treas cas daibh,

Lom-làn inhcall, agus rhiiapan
;

Gach aon bhall ga 'm bi aca,

Goid a neart uatb' gun fhios.

lad na 'ii tamhaisg gun toini.sg
;

lad a labhairt an donuis ;

lad ro lam bach gu con us,

'S nach urr' iad cuir leis :

I5i'db an aodnaibh 'g an sgròbadb,

Bi'dh an aodach 'ga slnòircadli ;

Cha 'n fhaod iad bhi stòlda,

'S iad an comhnuidh air mhisg.
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CAKAID.

Nach boidheach an spurs,

lihi suidlie nia blihrdaibh,

Le cuideachda choir,

A bhios 's an tòix" air an dibh !

Bi'dh mo bhotal air sgòrnan,

Hi toirt cop air mo stòpan
;

Nach toirteil an ceòl learn

An cròiian, 's an glig?

Gu 'm bi fear air an daoraich
;

Gu 'm bi fear dliiu ri baoireadh

Gu 'm bi fear <ihiu ri caoirieadh
j

Nach beag a shaoileadh tu sid ?

Ni e fosgaoilt' fear dionach
;

Ni e crosta fear ciallach
;

Ni e tostach fear briathrach,

Ach aun am blialum nach tuig.

NAIIHAID.

Nach dona mar spors,

Bhi siiidhe ma bhòrdaibh
;

Na bhi milleadli mo stòrais,

Le gòraich gun mheas.

Le siarach, 's le stàplaich
;

Le briathran rai-ghnàthaicht'
;

Ri spearadh, 's ri sàradh

An Abharsair dhuibh.

Bi dh an donus, 's an dòlas,

De choiias, 's do chomh-stri
;

'S do tharruinn air dhòrnaibh,

Anns an chomhail nach glic :

Ri fuathas, 's ri sgainneal
;

Ri gruaidhean 'g an pronnadh,

Le gruagan 'g an tarruinn,

Le barrachd de 'n mhisg.

Mo ghaol an gille glan eibhinn,

Dh-fhas gu cineadail speiseil
;

Dh-fhàs gu spioradail treubhai-h,

'Nuair a dh-eireadh an drip.

Bhiodh do ghillean ri solas,

lad gu niireagach biiidheach,

lad a' sireadh ni 's leoir,

'S iad ag Ù1 mar a thig.

lad gu h-aighearach fonnor,

lad gun athadh, gun lompais
;

lad ro mhath air an ronngas,

'Nuair a b" anntlaclid an cluich.

Cuid d'a fasan air uaireaii,

Duirn, a"s bat, agus gruagadh,

Dh-aithnte dhreach air an spuacan,

Gu'n robh bruaidlein 's a' mhisg.

IVAMHATD.

Tha mhisg dona 'n a nàdur,

Lom-lùn mùrchuis a's ardain :

Lom.làa bòsd agus spàraig,

Anns gach càs air an tig.

Tha i uamharra, fiadhaich,

I Tha i murtaidh "u a h-iarbliail
j

Tha i dustach, droch-nialach,

I

Lan de dh-fhiabhras, 's de fhriodh.

Gu 'm bi fear dhiu 'n a sliineadb
;

Gu 'm bi fear 'n a cliùis-mhì-loinn
;

Gu 'm aithlise Honor
;

'S iad am maoidheadh nam pluic'.

Tha i tuar-shreupach foilleil
;

lomadh uair air droch oilean
;

'S gun do dh-fhuasgiadh fa-dheireadh,

Ach 's i bu choireach a mhisg.

I\Io ghaol an cleasaiche liighor,

Fear gun cheasad gun chùna
;

Fear gu'n cheiltinn air cùineadh,

'N am bhi dlùthachadh ris.

Bheireadh tlachd a's a mhùigean
;

Dheanadh gealtair de 'n diùdhlach :

Dheanadh dan' am fear diùid,

Chum a chùis a dhol leis.

Fear a's fearr an taigh ùsd' thu
;

Fear a's ùrfliailteach òraio ;

Fear nach fuiligear 'n a òiiar,

Ach a bliòilich 's an drip.

Fear tha màranach, ceolar ;

Cridheil, càirdeacii, le pògan
;

'S a lamb dheas air a phòca,

'S sgapadh stùrais le misg.

A chiun-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 oil's biianna ro dhaor thu,

Tha ri buaireadh nan daoine,

Dol man cuairt air an t saoghal,

Chum na dh-fhaodas tu ghoid.

Fear ri aithreachas mJr thu ;

Fear ri carraid, 's ri comh-stri

;

Fear ri geallam ; 's cha tòram ;

Thug sid leonadh do d' mheas.

Ni thu 'm piiitear 'n a striopaich,

Ni thu striopaich 'n a pòitear ;

'S iomadh mile droch codhail,

A tha'n tòir air a mhisg.

Ge b' e thionnsgan. no dh-inndrig,

Air ann ionnstramaid phriseil,

'S duine grunndail na innsgin,

Bha gu h-intinneach glic.

Thug bho arbhar gu siol e

;
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Thug blio bhraich, gu ni a's brigheil';

Thug a prais 'iia cheo-liath e,

'JVJach tro chliath nan lùb trie.

Thug a buideal gu &tòp e,

Ilinn e 'n t-susbainte cMadh,
Thogadh sligeachan reòta ;

Dheth fir bhreoite gun sgrid.

An donus coinueamh no cùdhail,

No eireachdas nioz'-shluaigh,

Gun do cheileireachd bhoidhcach,

Cha bhi solas na measg.

Ge be thionnsgan an aimhlisg,

'S olc an grunnd bha na eanachaiiiii,

'S mor a dhùisg 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
;

Ach bàs na naoidheachan beag,

Dhùisg e trioblaid a's coinh-stri,

Ruisg e biodag an dòniaibh,

Chuir e peabar san dòmlinach,
'Nuair a thoisich a mhisg.

Cha chiiis buinig ri leaninhuinn,

Ach cuis guil agus falinhachd,

Sa chaoidh cha'n urr' thu ga sheanachas.

Mar a dh-llialbh do chuid leis.

D I - M O L A D 11

riOB' DHOMn>-LILL BH.UIV.

A'cHAiNNT a thuirt Iain

Gu'n labhair e cearr i,

'S feudar dhuinn àìctieadh

Is pàidheadh d'a cinn.

Dli-l'hag e Mac-Cruimeiii,

Claim- Duilidh a's Tearlach
;

Is Dòmhiiullan J5àn

A tharruinn gu piis.

Orm is beag inùran sgeij;,

Agus bleid (-homliraidh,

Thu labhairt n.i li-urrad

'S nach b'urraiini thu chònilidach,

Ach pilleadh gu stùlda

Tar 'n do thoisich thu diaii.

An cual' thu cia 'n t-urram

An taobh-sa do Lunnuinn ?

Air na piobairean uile

B'e Mac-Cruimein an righ :

Le pongannan àluìnn

A b'fhonnaire lailte,

Thàinneadh 'an càileachd

Gu slàinte fear tinn.

Caismeachd bhinn, 's i bras dian,

Ni tais' a's fiainh fhògradh
;

Gaisg' agus cruadal,

Tha buaidh air an òinsich,

Muiin uasal nan Leòdach,

Ga spreotadh le spid.

A' bhc'iirisgeach spòrsail

Bh' aig Tearlach 'ga pùgadh,

An t-;iilleagan ceòlar,

Is bòiche guthcinn.

Tha na G:i'eil clio deigheil

Air a niharan aic eisdeachd,

'S na tha'nn 'au Dun-eideann

A luchd beurl' air an ti.

Breac nan dual is ncartmhor fuaim,

Bras an ruaig nàmhaid,

Leis 'm bu cheùl leadurra,

Feadannan spàineach,

Luchd dheiseachan màdair

Bhi cr.idht' air droch dhiol.

Nan cluinnt' ann am Muilu

Mar dh-fhàg thu Clann-Duili,

Cha b'fhuilear leo t-fhuil

Bhi air mulach do chinn.

'S i bu ghreadanta dealachainn

Air deas làimh na h-armachd
;

A' breabadh nan garbh-phort,

Bu shearbh a dol sios.

Creach nach gann, sibh gun cheann,

Fo bhruid theann Sheòrais
;

Luchd nam beul fiara

'Gar pianadh 's 'gar lugradh
;

Ilinn lad le foirneart

Bhur coir a bhuin dibh.

Cha tug thu taing idir

Uo bhriogardaich Thearlaich,

Mach o fhear bluiile

Bhi ghnà air a thi.

I\Biol thu ' chorr' ghliogach

Nach dligeadh de bhàidse,

Ach deannan beag grain.

No mam de dhroch shil.

Sliaoil thu suas maoin gun ghruaini,

Craobh nam buadh ceòluihor,

Chuireadh foiin to na creagan

Le breabadaich mheoirean
;

'S nach fuiligeadh uJròchain I

A thogail a cinn.

Cha'n fliaigh a' chùis-bhùirt ud

Talla 'm bi mùirn.
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Ach àth air a mùchadh
Le dùdan 's le siiith.

Cha bhi cathair aig Dòmhiiull

'S cha 'ii eirich e cònard,

Ach suidh' air an t-sòrn

Agus sòpag ri dliruiin.

l'làigh bloigh phuirt, g;iir dlirocl) din

Fàileadh cuirp bhreòite
;

Ceìil tha cho sgreataidh

Ki sgreadail nan rocus,

No iseanan òga

Bhiodh leòinte chion Ijidh.

Nach gasta cliùis-bhùrt'

A bhi cneatraich air ùrlar

Gun phronnadh air Kuiia

Gun siubhlaichean grinii,

A' sparradh od-roch-ain

A 'a earball od-roch-ain !

A' sparradh od-roc/i-ain

An ton od-ro-hki.

Màl' caol cam le thaosg clirann,

Gaoth mar ghreaiin reòta,

Tro iia tuill t'hiara

Nach diònaich na meoireari,

Nach tuigear air dòigh

Ach " oth-heoin'" 'a " ulh-hi I
"

Diùdhadh nam fiuidhidh

Bha aig Tubal Cain,

'Nuair sheinn e puirt Ghalilig

'S a dh'àlaich e phiob.

Bha i tamull fo 'n uisge

'Nuair dhruideadh an àirce.

Thachair dh'i cnàmhadh

Fo uisge 's fo ghaoith.

Thàinig smug agus dus

Anns na duis bhreòtach,

lomadach drochaid

G'a stopadh na sgùrnan.

Dh-fhàg i le crònan

Od-roch-ain, gun brigh.

Bha i seal uair

Aig IMaol lluainidh O' Doriian,*

Chuireadh mi-dhòigheil

Thar ordugh na t'uinn.

Bha i treis aig Mac- Bhcatrais

A sheinneadh na dain,

'Nar theirig a' chlàrsach

'S a dh'fhkillig a pris.

Sheid Balaam 'na mala

Osna chràmh chrònaidh.

Shearg i le tabhann

Seachd cathan nam fiantan.

* A wandering Irish piper, whose music the Highland,
ers could not appreciate.

'S i lagaich a' chiad uair

Neart Dhiarmaid a's Ghuill.

Turruraich aji dòlais,

Bha greis aig Iain òg dh'i.

Chosg i ribheidcati cùnlaich

Na chùmlinadh le ni.

Blia i corr is seachd bliadhna

'Na h-atharais-bhialain

Aig Rlac-Eachuinn 'ga riasladh

Air sliabh Chnoc-an-lin.

An fhiudhidh shean nach diiisg gcan,

Ghniiis nach glan cbmbdach :

'S mairg dha 'm bu leannan

A' chrann.ilach dhùinidh.

Chàite gràn eòrna

Leis na dh-fhognadh dh'i ghaoith.

Mu'n cuirear fo li-inneal

Corra-bhinneach na glaodhaich,

'S inneach air aodach

Na dh-flieumas i shnàtli.

Cha bheag a' chuis dhuistinn

Bhi 'g cisdeachd a gàoraich
;

Dhianadh i aognaidh

An taobh a bhiodh blàth.

Riasladh phort, sgriachail dhos,

Fhir ri droch sliaotliair,

Bheir i chiad cubha

'N àm seideadh a gaoithe,

Mar ronncan bà caoile

'S i faotainn a' bhàis.

Tha'n iunsramaid gblagach

Air a lobhadh na craiceann
;

Cha'ii fhuirich i 'n altaii

()un chearcaill g'a tàdh'.

'S seirbh' ì na'n gabhann

Ri tabhann a crùnluath,

Tròmpaid a dhùisgeadh

Gach lùdas fhuair bàs.

Mar chòm geur'ich 'ga chreuchdadh

Sheideadh làn gaoithe,

Turraich nach urra' mi
Siunnailt da innseadh,

Acli rodain ri sianail

No sgiamhail laoigh òig.

Com caithte na curra

Is tachdadh 'na muineal,

Meoir traiste gun fhuius

Cur triullin '<".n dàn,

Sheinneadh a broUaich

Ri solus an eòlain,

Ruidhle gun òrdugh

An còmhnuidh air lì.r.

'N aognaidh lùm, gaoth tro tlioll,

Gàir gun fhonn còmhraig,
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A thaisicheadh cruudal,

'S a luathaicheadh teoltachd,

Gu beachdail don-dùchais

Mu u t-sòrn am bi ghràisg.

Bidh gaoth a' mh:iil' ghrodaidh
Cur gàir aims iia dosaibh,

1 daonnaii 'iia tiotaii

Hi propadh " oii-rd."

Bi'dh seannsair caol, crochtach .

Fo chaonnaig aig ochdnar,
Sruth staoiiaig 'ga stopadh,

Cur droch cheol ria thàmh.
Fuaim mar chlag fhuadach each,

Duan chur as frithe :

Cha 'n abair mi tuille

Gu di-moladh pioban,

Ach leigeidh mi' chluinntinn

Gu'n phill mi Mac-Pbàil,

A ' C H O 31 PI - S T R r,

GuR h-e dhijisg mo sheanchas domh
Cùis mu'm beil mi d.-annalach,

Gach Tui-cach 's gach Gearmailteach,
Gach Fiaiigach 'an run maibhaidh dhuinn
Muir no tir cha teaimuiin duinn.

Tha mo dhùil 's gur firiniieach,

Gach muiseag tha mi cluinntiim detb,
Nach dean iad unnsa dhireadh oirn,

S iiach buinig iad iia h-Innseaii oini,

Gu 'u sguir iad far 'n do dh-inntrig iad.

On chaidh na h-airm 'an tasgaidh oini,

Ge trie a' ghairm gu faigh sirin iad,

Nach foghnadh ciaidhean maide dhuinn
Gu seasamh a' chrùin shasunnaich,
iViar thug an diùc a dh'ihasan duinn ?

Ge morghalach righ Phruisia
'S na righrean mòr tha n triablaid ris,

'S CO neùtiach Jeams' am Friscalacii,

'S am Bàideanach le measracliadh,
Bhi deanamh reit 's nach bris iad i.

Bha raise uair 's gu'm faca mi
Nach creidinn bhuaithe iacai deth,

Nach bilhinn suas 'nuair thachradh e,

A liughad gruag a's bagaisde,

Bha fuasgladh auns au t-sabaid ud.

'Nuair dh-iniitrigeadh an ascaoineis,

Is iird a chluiniite 'm Pabaidh iad ;

Fhreagair colli a's clachan daibh;
Cha bhiodh bean 'an àite faicinn daibh,
lad fein 's mactalla bas-bhualadh.

'Nuair bhiodh iad sgi 's na tagraichean,
'Se crlochnacha ' bhiodh aca-san,

A'g iarraidh iasad bhatachan,
Gach tuairisgeul ri chlaistinn ann,
Nach cualas riamh o bhaisdeadh sinii.

Gur mairg a bhiodh 'san ùbaraid

'Nuair ghabhadh iad gu tuirneilt-is.

Bhiodh fàsgadh air na sùilean ann
;

Bu lionmhor duirn a's gliiinean ann ;

A's breaban cha bhiodh cùmhn' orra,

Bhiodh rocladh air na daigeannan
;

Bhiodh sgornanan 'gan tachdadh ann
;

Bhiodh meoirean air an cagnadh ann
;

Bhiodh cluasan air an sracadh ann
;

Bhiodh spuaicean air an cnapadli ann.

'Nuair thuiteadh iad gu mi-chentaidh.
Bhiodii rùsgadh leis na h-inean ann

;

Bliiodh piijcadh leis na bldeagan
;

Bhiodh riabadh air na cireanan
;

Bhiodh cus de'n uile mi-loinn ann.

Mu'm biodh a' chomh-stri dealaichte,

Bhiodh dòrnagan 'g an sadadh arm ;

Bhiodh sgr^badh air na malaidh aim
;

Bhiodh beoil a's sileadh fal' asda
;

'S nis leòr aig fear dha aithris ann.

^Nuair theirgeadh giubhas Lochlainneaeh
'S a' choiir an dels a stopadh oirn,

Bu mhath na h-airm na bodchrannan
;

Bu sgiobailt iad an am bogsaigeadh
;

Cha bhriseadh e na cogaisean.

'S ann do "n tir bu shamhach so
;

Bu shòlas iiintinn bàilli e
;

Bu lionmhor fear gu'n àiteach' ann,
Dol gu fianais s (iamh a bhàthaidh air,

Caoidli mu mhnai 's mu phèistean ann.

Bha Uidiiist air a narachadh.

Bha iutbarn air a fàsach;idh.

Le guidheachan na càniid ud
Bha solas air an àbhairscar.

Bu neònach leis nach tàinig iad.

Cluinnidh Mac-Cuinn an toiseach e,

Cluiniiidh a ris an Dotor e,

Mar chriochnaichear na portaibh ud.

Cha tairg e Ian a' chopain domh,
Gu 'm bàraig e da bhotul rium.
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Innsidh mi do dh-Uisdean e,

D'fhear Bh;iile pdirt do'n t-sùgradh, ud,

Do'ii Bhàili thair an dùthaich e ;

Air chàch cha dean mi cùmhnadh air,

Bheir iad bàidse as dùiachd dhomh.

Bi thusa 'iia d' bhuachaill

Air na fhuair sinn 'na àite.

Cuir dhachaidii Sir Seumas

Gun aiceid, gun eislean,

Gu chuideachda lein
;

Mhuire 's eibliinn a tharsuiiin.

O R A N,

DO SHIR SEU.MAS MAC-DHOMHNUILL SHI.EIBHTE.

Air tuiteam a' m' chadal

A nis o clieann fada

Gu'ii thacljair diioniii acaid

A stad anil am bliràghad,

Tha chiiead air mo gliiiilan

Tl>a i'lmhgharacli ciùrrta.

Cha bhi mi 'ga mùchadh,

Gu rùisg mi os aird i.

Acli Dia bhi 'ga cljùmbnadh

"S a riaghladh a ròideaii !

An ti 'm beil mo dhòclias

Fo chùmhnadh an Ard-righ,

Lagaich mo dhòrainn,

Neartaich mo shùlas,

Chuir mi an dùchas

Bhi iii 's òige na tha mi.

'S iomadacli buille

So b'eudar dhuinn fhulang.

Bha chuing air ar mùineal

'S bu truim' i na phr.'iiseach

Cho trom ri clach-mhuileinn

'Na sineadh air luiinan,

Ri iargain nan curaidh

'S iad uil' air ar tagail.

Gradan a' gheamhraidh

A lagaich gu teann sinn,

'Nuair a chaill sinn ar ceaiinard,

Nach robh shamhla measg Ghàiil,

Coiinspunn na h-aoidliealaohd,

Leùghann na riòglialachd,

Dòrainn ra innseadh

Dha 'n linne nach tàinig :

Dòrainn r'a innseadh,

An dòraiiin a chlaoidh sinn,

Thoirleum n-ar n-inntinn

Cho iosal ri 'r sàilean ;

Ar Ceann-feadhna mòr prìseil

Bu mhòr unam san rioghachd,

Gu'n do bhuin an t-eug dliiiin e,

Ar mi-t'hortan liiidir !

Fhir a chunnaic ar cruadal,

Leig umainn am fuaradh,

Chriosda, gltiidh dhùinne

Ar buachaille cliuiteacii,

Ar n-uachdaran diithcha;

Tha chùram an dràsd oirn.

Allail ar fiiiran,

Smiorail, a's gruiindail,

Fearail ri dhiisgadh

'Nan tiunntadh a mhàran,

Ar baranta mùirneach,

Carraig ar bunndaisd,

Ar n-iùil 's ar rairt dhùbailt

S ar crùn a's an tJiileasg,

An r .nih nach 'eil bristeach,

Ar lann ann ;;m trioblaid,

Ar ceaniiard "s ar misneach,

Fear briseadh a' biiaire.

An dùsgadh no'n cadal duinn,

'N ùrnuigh no'n aclianaich

Ar deirce ga nasgadh,

Thu thigh'n' dachaidh sàbhailt.

Muint' ann an chleachdadh tlm,

Cliiiiteach ri d' chlaistinn thu,

INIuirneach ri t-fhaicinn

Air each no air l.'ir thu,

Ar 'n-aighear 's ar solas,

Ar fion air na bòrdaibh,

Ar mire 's ar ceòl thu,

'S ar doigh air ceòl-gìiire :

Ar connspuniia telle

A dhebnaich INlac Dhi!- dhuinn

Gu coir chur air steidhe,

'S gu eucoir a smàladh.

Gur h-innealt' an connspunn

Ceann-cinnidh Chlann- Dòmhnuill,

Fear iriosal stòlda

Gun tòir air an àrdan ;

Eireachdail, coimhliont',

Soilleir "an eòlas,

Canair 'n am toghhail ris,

Bòchdan, mo lamhsa,

Cùirteir na siobhaltachd,

Urla na h-aoidhealadid,

Tlusail ri diieachdain 's

Cuimhneach air airidli,

Algeantach innsgineach,

Beachdail air rioghalachd,

Gaisgeach ro mhilten

Nan sineadh e 'n g.Mrdean.



152 SAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH.

Mo run an s;ir gliaisgeach,

Fear òg a' chùil chleachdaich,

Fear luòrghalach gasda,

Gun ghaiseadh, guu tkire.

Curaidli nam brataichean

Guineach ri 'm bagairt iad,

Chnireadh an t-sradag

'Ma lasair gun smàladh,

A bhuaileadti a' chollaid

Mil 'n cliluaiu air an ciomadh iad

A ghluaiseadh neo-shuinalt'

An coinneuinb an naiuhaid

Le spiiinticbean luina,

Le. mosgaidean troiua,

Le l'ùdar caol ineallach

'N ..in teannadh ri làmhach.

Ge fad a bha 'n acaid

'Na cònihnuidh fo m'asgail,

Fògraidh ini as i,

Thig aiteas 'na h-àite.

Cuii'idh mi airtEieal

Air f'uadach gu ohairtealan,

Nuair chuireas Dia dhachaidh

Na dh-aisig mo shlàinte.

Moladb dha 'n liigh

A db-fhàg falJain mo chreucbdan,

Tharruinn mo speiread

Ni 's treine na b abbaist

!

Agbaidb Shir Seumais,

Aghaidh na feile,

Taghadii gach speulcair

Thug an leirsinn ni b'fliean dhomh.

Agbaidb na stàidealachd,

Agbaidb na sgairtealacbd,

Agbaidb na maisealacbd,

Tlacbd agus àiileachd :

Agbaidb na fearalachd,

Agbaidb na smioralachd,

Agbaidb is giaine

Blieir sL-alladh 'an sgàihan.

Agbaidb na stòldacbd,

Agbaidli na morchuis,

Agbaidb an leùgbainn,

Acb toiseacbadh cearr air'

Buinidb dha *n òigear

Bhi currant 'an comh-stri,

'S gur iomadh laocb dorn-gheal

Bheir t'uiri'achd mas aill Icis.

Cha siigradh ri chlaistinn

Bbi diisgadb do cbaismuacbd,

Bhi rùsgadli do bbratach

Gu b-aigeantach stàdail.

l'ìob tbolltach 'ga spalpadh

Siiir-pbronnadb nam bras-i)bort,

Fraoc)i tomacb nam badan

Ri brat-crann da chàradh.

Baraut de db-uaislean

A' tarruinn mu'n cuairt d'i

;

Gu'm b'fbearaii an duiacbas

'N am buannach buaidb-iàrach.

Ceatbairne gbruamacb,

Gun atbadb ruimb luaidbc,

Dh-t'h.\gadh gun gluasad

Cuirp t'liuair aims an araicb.

Gur }i-iomadh sàr-gbaisgeach

Tha uiranta smachdail,

A tbeaniiadb a steacli riut

'N am aisith no cnambain :

Le 'n spainticbcan sgaiteach

Cbo geur ris an ealtainn,

'N am bbualadb nan claigeann

Gu 'n spealtadb iad cnàimhean.

Gu fireacliail aotrom,

Air mbir' amis a' chaonaig,

Bhiodb fuil air na Iraochaibh

M u 'n traoghadh an ardan :

Le comuiin gun chlaonadb,

Gun somaltacbd gaoirdeaii,

'N am Iomadh nam I'aobbar

Ri aodainn an ndmbaid.

Na'm faicte Sir Seumas

'S gu'n cuireadh e feum air,

Gur b-iomadb taobb dh-cireadh leis

Keisimeid hiidir.

'An Alb' a's 'an Eirinn

Cbo deònacb le cbcile,

O Chluaidb nan long gleusta

Gu leum e Phort-pbàdruig.

Uaislean Cbinn-tire

Bu dual da o sbinnsir,

Gu rachadh iad siosliis

Gun di-cliuimhn, gun f'bùilinii.

Gu'mbiodh iad cbo tid beach

'S gu'n dianadb iad nii-stath

Mar leogbannan mianiiach

'S gun bhiadh aig an Mach.

UJi-L'ircadb na Leòdaich,

Uli-L'ireadb 's bu choir dbaibh,

Db-6ireadb, 's bu deònach

'rbaobb còlais 's càirdeis.

Thigcadh am mòr-sbluagh

Brisg aim an òrdugb,

Sgiolta na coimspuinn

An tuiscachadh blàir iad.

Dearbbadh na fearalacbd

Calma 'n am tarruinn iad,

All calg mar na nathraicheaii

'S t'earann 'ga reiteach.

Stròiceacb le hiniiaibb iad,

Dòrtacb air falanaii,

Còcairean calamb

Air cbuannan 's air cb.'àrahc.tn.
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Dhùisgcadh 'iia d' chariaid

Fir ùr Ghliime-garadh,

B'e 'ii dearmad gu'ii ghainiie

Siol Ailcin da fhàgaii.

Daoiiie cho fearail,

Cho saoircach air laiiiiaibli,

Gu faicte neul I'al' orr'

Gan tarruiiin a sffàbarcl,

Inutiiiiieach, togarach,

Impidh cha 'n obadh iad,

Fior chruHÌdli gun bhogacliadii

'S obair air làrach.

Calma mar churaidhiiean,

'S mairg air an cuireadb iad ;

Chuireadh am builleau

Gu fulaiig iia spaiutich,

Dh-eireadh fir JMIiuile

Le eibbe nan cliiiniieadh iad,

Dh-eireadh iad uile

Gu h-urranta h'lidir.

Dualcha? a chumadh iad,

Gualaiiin ri uileann iad,

Buaiiidh iad builleari

Mu 'm fuilig thu tàmailt.

'S cràiteacli ri innseadh

Bbi 'g :\irearaii bhur diobliui!,

Na thuit de'n dream rloghail

Am mi-fhoi'tan Thearlaich,

ladsan cho iosal

Fo shàilean nan Duineach,

Na cairdean cho dileas

'S a blia inc ris a' phaipeir.

M A R B H II A N N

DO SHIR SEUMAS MAC-DHOMHNUILL SHLEI13HTE.

[A DH-EUtì 'S AX KOl.MH.j

MocH 'sa maduinn 's mi *g eirigli,

Cha 'n e 'n cadal tiia streup rium,

'S fliuch mo leaba gun seasdar, gun sàmhchair.

. 'S fliuch mo luaba gun seasdar, &c.

Sinn ri iargainn nan curaidh

Nacii robh 'n iasad ach diombuan,

Gun fhear liath a blii uil' air an làraich.

Gun fhear liatli, &c.

Daoine mòrchuiseach mcasail,

Daoine còrr ann an ioclid iad,

J3aoine cròdha gu bristeadli air nàmhaid.

Daoine cròdha, &c.

Ann an ùine dà fhichead

Gur diòbhail ar briseadli,

Chuir e dùbhailt a nis oirn e làthair I

Chuir e dùbhailt, &c.

Chain sin cjigneai no seisir

Do na connspuiiin bu treise,

Nach robh beò aim am Breatann an aicheadh.

Nach robh beò, &c.

Ann an uaisle 's 'an urram,

Anns gach deagh bhuaidh bh'air duine
;

Ann an cruadal gu buinig buaidh-làrach.

Ann an cruadal, kc.

'S bochd an ruaigs' oirn an còmhnuidh,

Dh-fh;ig ar gualainn 'nan ònar,

Bhi sguabadh ar n-òigridh gun dàil uainn.

Bhi sguabadh ar n-òigridh, &c.

Thaiiiig meaghoil gu bron duinn,

Thàinig aighear gu dòrainn.

Chain sinn amharc a's solas ar sgàthain.

Chain sinn amharc, &c.

Bàs ar n-uachdarain priseil,

Sgeul a's cruaidhe ri chluinntinn ;

Fhuair luchd fuath' agus mi-ruin an àilleas.

Fhuair luchd fuatha, &c.

Gur h-e 'm fuaradh-s' an uiridh

Chuir ar gluasad 'an trumad.

So 'n I'uaig tlia "gar n-iomain gu aniirath.

So 'n ruaig tha gar u-iomain, &c.

Bhi fo phuthar an sgeoil ud

Gach aoii latha ri'r beo-shlaint,

Air bheag aighear, no sòlais, no sl.inte.

Air bheag aighear, &c.

Cha 'n eil agam na dhoigh,

'N dels mo thaic-sa 'gam threigsinn,

Ach maille claisteachd a's Ic-irsinu a's tàbhachd.

Ach maille claisteachd, &c.

Fhuair siim naigheachd ar leatrom,

Fhuair sinn naigheachd na creicbi",

Sin an naigheachd thug leagadh d'ar n-ardan.

Sin an naigheachd, &c.

'S trom a' chuing-s' air ar muineal,

Air ar lionadh le mulad,

Tha sinn sgith 's cha 'n ann ullamh a ta sinn.

Tha sinn sgith, &c.

'S trom an galar 's is diubhail

Mòran uallaich ri ghiùlan,

Kinii ar n-anail a mhuchadh 's ar dàna.

lliun ar n-anail, &c.
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Nis on 's dileaclidaii bochd mi,

Oighre direach air Oislaii,

Bha 'g innseadh chruaidh lliortain do Phàdruig.

Bha 'g innseadh chruaidh, &c.

Sinn mar chaoirich gun bhuachaill,

'M deis an t-aoghair thoirt uatha,

Air ar sgaoileadh le ruaig 'llle-mhàrtuiim.

Air ar sgaoileadli, &c.

Mi 'g inr:seadh cruas m'fhortain, Ar toil-inntinn 's ar s" las,

Mar a dh-inntrig e 'n toiseacli
;

Craobh a dhideann ar còrach,

Cha'n 'eil brigh dliomh, no toirt blii "ga àireamh. Ann an cathair na Ròinih' air a ch.'.radh.

Cliau 'eil brigh, &c.
i

Ann an catliair, &c.

Ach an sgriob thug a' ciireach oirn,

Dh-th:ig a chaoidli' sinn 'ga h-acain,

So i 'n dile chuir brat air na thàinig.

So i 'n dlle chuir, &c.

Dh-fbalbh ar ceannard òg maiseach,

Bha gun àrdan, gun ghaiseadh,

Muir a thàinig gu grad a thug b/idrc oirn.

Muir a thàinig gu grad, &c.

Chuir ar leabaidh san droigheann,

'S gun ar cadal thar laighinii,

Ar sùil frasaclj o'n naigheachd a thainig.

Ar sùil t'rasacii, &c.

O nach dùil ri Sir Seumas,

'S beag ar run 'an gàir eibhinn,

Bi'dh sinn tiirsach 'na dheidh gu 's a has duinn.

Bithidh sinn tùrsach, &c.

Chaill sinn duilleach ar geige,

Grainne mullaich ar deise,

So an turus chuir els air ar n-arniuinn.

So an turus chuir, &c.

Thu bhi 'n cathair na Ròimhe,

'S goirt ri innseadh na sgeoil sin !

'Dhe ! cha dirich Clann- Dùinhnuill ni s air

'Dhe I cha dirich, &c.

O'n la sgatiiadh ar n-ùgan,

A' chraobh bu fhlathaile cùmhdach.

Gun a I -abhall air d'oigh dhuinn a tharail.

Gun a h-abhall, &c.

Mòr an sgeul san Roinn-Eòrp e,

Mòr a bheud do righ Seòrsa,

Mòr an eis air do sheùrsa gu bnith e !

Mòr an eis air do sheòrsa, &c.

Cha do dhùineadh an còta,

•S cha do ghiùlan na brugan,

Keach an cunntadh iad cùjadh do pliàirtean.

Keach an cunntadii, &c.

Ann an gliocas, 's 'an eòlas,

Ann an tuisge 's am mùrchuis.

Is na gibhteanan inùr a bha fas riut.

Is na gibteanan, &c.

'S eudar fuireach ri siochainnt,

I
O nach urrainn air stri sinn,

! Ach bhi fulang gu n striochd sinn d

I

Acli bhi fulang, &c.

Ma thig oirn loirneart no bagradh,

j

Sinn gun dùii^ti air am bacadh :

I

Tha sinn leointe 'nar pearsa 's u-ar

Tha sinn leointe, &c.

O'n la thainig am briseadh,

A thug tearnadh 'nar meas duinn,

Ar Ceann-tànach 's ar misneach g'ar fàgail.

Ar Ceann-tànach, &c.

Dh-fhag e sinne bochd tùrsach,

Ann an ionad ar cùrraidh.

Gun e philieadh g'a dhùcliannan sabliailt.

Gun e pliilleadh, &c.

Thug e sgriob air n-uaislean,

Chaoidh' cha dirich an tuath e,

Tha sinn mi-gheanach truagii air bheag stiith

Tha sinn mi-gheanach, &c.

I
Tha sinn deurach, bochd, tùrsach,

i
Gun ghair eibliinn, gun duil ris,

arn.'imhaid.
j
Mar an Fheinn agus Fionn air am li'igail.

]Mar an Fheinn, &c.

Sinn gun Oscar, gun Diarmad,

Gun Gholl osgarra tialaidh,

Gach craobh thoisich air triall uainn gu P.'.rrais.

Gach craobh thoisich, &c.

(Mnn nam biuidheainian calnia

Leis an d'ùmhlaicheadh Alba,

'S iomadh iiylidar thug seanchas mar bha sin.

'S iomadh ùghdar, &c.

'S bochd a chriochnaich ar n-aimsir.

Mar Mhaol-ciaran gun Fhearcliair,

Sinn ag iargainn na dh-fhalbh uainn s n:ich fainig

Sinn ag iargainn, &c.

'Se ni 's cosmhuil ri sheanchas.

Lion sinn copan na h-aingeachd,

Gus 'na bhrosnaich sinn fearg an Ti 's àiru'e.

Gus 'na bhrosnaich, &c.



Se'n Ti phiìstil thug uaiiin e

Chum iia lioghHclid is buaine ;

O Chriosda, cum stias (liiiiiii iia bi

O Chriosda, tuiiii siias, Jv:c.
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Claidheamh ruisgt an laimh gach aon fliir,

' Fearg 'nan aodann 's faobhar gleois on',

lad cho nimht'il lis an iohiir.

'S iad dio fiioghail ris iia lelghaiiin.

Kate The poet laments tlie untimely death of five or

six of the M' Donalds of Slate. Sir Alexander died, a

young man, in 1746; and his son, the amiable and accom.

plishcd Sir James, died at Home in 17(jt), aged ib. '1 his

family prudently avoided committinii; themselves in ihe (j^ fuileach, faobharrach, struiceach
rebellion of 1745 ; but the bard appears to have been a

thorough Jacobite.

Cha mhòr a thionual nan daoin' ud

Bha ri thaotainn san Ifoinn Eòrpa.

Bha iad fearrail 'an am caonnaig.

Nam t'aigheadh tu iad 'an gliocas

Mar bha 'ni misiieach a's am mòrchuis,

C ait' am t'eudadh tu aiieamh,

Aon chinne' b'theair na Clann- Dòinhni

xMOLADII CIILANN-DOMIINUILL.

Air i.onn—" Ora7t a g/iunna da' b' ainm an spàinleach .

Tapadh leat, a Dho'ill 'Ic-Fhionnlaidh,

Dhiiisg thu mi le pàirt de d' cliomhradh.

Air biieagaii eolais san dùthaich,

Tlia cuiuitas gur gille coir thu.

Ctiuir thu do chomaine rumhad,

'S feairde do glinothach an c^mhnuidh

'S cinnteach gar a leat ar bàidse :

'S leat ar cairdeas 'm fad a's beò thu.

Mliol thu ar daoine 's ar fearanii,

Ar miiaitliean baile, 's bu uiiòir dhut.

Cha drinn thu di-chuimhn' no mearachd
;

Mhol thu gach sean is gach iig dhiubh.

Wliol thu 'n uaisluan, mhol tiiu 'n islean.

Dh-t'liag thu shios air an aon dòigh iad.

Na bheil de 'n ealain ri chluinntinn,

Cha chiou dicheil a dh-fhag sgòd oirr'.

Teaiinadh ri moladh ar daoine,

Cha robh e saoirbheacli air aon diiigh ;

An gleus, 'an gaisge 's 'an teòmachd,

Air aon aobhar thig 'nan còdhail

Nochdadli an eudann ri gradan

Clia robh gaiseadli anns a' phor ud,

Cliù a's pailteas, mais' a's tabhachd ;

Ciod e 'ii c;is nacli t'aight' air ch'jir iad ?

Cha bu mhist' thu mise laimh riut,

'An am a bhi 'g aireamh nan connspunn,

Gu inns' am maise 's an uaisle,

An gaisge 's an cruadal 'n am togbhiiil.

B'iad sud na fir a bha fearail

'Philleadh an-seasgair 'an tùireachd,

'S a dh'thagadh salach an araich

Nam t'anadh an namhaid ri 'n còmhrag.

Ach nam faiceadh tu na fir ud

Ui uchd teiiie 's iad 'an òrdutih,

Coslas fiadhaich a dol sios orr",

Falbh gu dian air bheagan stòldachd ;

Bha iad treubliach, fVarail, i'oinnidli,

Gu neo-lomara niu "n stòras.

Bha iad cunbhalach 'nan gealladh,

Gun Iheall, gun chararhd, gun ròidean.

(je de dh-iarrta nuas an sinnsir,

O mhuUacli an cinn gu'm brtgan,

'N donas cron a bha ri inns' orr",

Ach an rioghalachd mar sheòrsa.

Ach ma mhol thu ar daoin' uaisle,

C'uim nach de luaidh thu Mac-Dhòmhnuill ?

Aon Mhac Dhe bhi air "na bhuachaill'

G'a ghleidheadh buan duinn 'na bheù-sh!ainte !

On 's curaidli a choisneas buaidh e,

Leanas ri dbualchas 'an còmhnuidh,

Nach deachaidh iieach riamh 'na thuasaid

llinn dad buannachd air an coinh-stri.

C'ait an dh-fhag thu Mac 'Ic-Ailein

'Nuair a thionaileadh e mliùr-shluagh,

Na tir cbrodlia bu mhòr alia,

Ri linn Alasdair 's Mhontrùis?

'S uiairg a dhùisgeadh ruinn bhur n-aisith

' No thionndadh taobh ascaoin bhur cleJ.ca,

Ge b'e sùil a bhiodh 'gan amliarc

Cromadh sios gu abhainn Lòchaidh.

Ach ma chaidh tu 'nan sealbhaidh,

C'uim nach de sheanr.hais thu air choir iad,

Teaghlach uasal Ghlinne-garadh

'S nam tiurain o ghleannaibh Chnoideart.

'S iomadh curaidh laidir uaimhreach

Sheasadh cruaidh 's a bhuailcadh strùicean,

O cheanii Loch-Uthairn nam fuar-bheanu

Gu bun na Stuaidhe am Mur-tliir.

An dh-fhag thu teaghlach na Ceapaich

, 'S nun- a' chreach nach 'eil iad còmhslan,

Dh-èireadh leinn suas 'an aisith

Le 'm piob 's le 'm brataichean srùile.

l\Iac lain a Gleanna-Cothaii,

Fir chothanta "n am na comh-stri,

Daoine foinnidh, fearail, fearradlia

! Kùsgadh arm a's fearg na'n srùnan ?
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Dh-fhag thu Mac Dhùghail a Latliuin,

( lixi mlmirtieach gabhail a chòmhlaiii,)

Guide i-i uaisleati Chiniitiie,

O'ri Roiiin llich 's mhaol na h-Od}ia.

Dh-lhag tliu larl Antrum a Eiriun

Rinii an t-euchd am blàr na Bòiue.

'Nuair a dhlùthaichuadh iad ri chcile,

Co chuiintadh feich air Claim- Dòmhimill ?

Alba, ge bu mhòr li inns' e,

Roinn iad i o thuinn gu mùìntich.

Fhuair an coir o làimh Chlann-Dòmhnuill,

Fhuair iad a ris an Rota ;

'S ioma currai mhur bha intite

Cuniitaidh Antrum ge bu mhùr i.

Sgrios iad as an naimlidean uile,

'S thuit Mac Ghuilbinn san tòireachd.

Bhuinig iad baile 's leth Alba
;

'S e 'n claidheamh a shealbhaich coir dliaibh.

Bliuinig iad latha chath Gairbheach,

Rirjn an argumaid a chòmhdach.

Air bheagan cònaidh gu trioblaid

Thug iad am bristeadh a mòran,

Mac' 111- lain ann le chuideachd,

'S Lachann cutach Mac-an-Tòisicli.

Nan tigeadh feum air Sir Seumas,

Gun cireadh iad uile cNmhlath

O roinn Gliall-thaobh gu roiim lie,

Gach fear thug a shinnsir coir dhaibh.

Thigeadh Mac-Choinnich a Brathainn,

Mac-Aoidh Strath- Nàbhair 's diùc Gordon,

Thigeadh Barraich, 's thigeadh Bànaich,

Rothaich a's Sailich a's Ròsaich.

Ar luchd dàimli 's ar cairdeau dileaa

Dh-eiridli leinne a sios 'an coinhstri.

Thigeadh uaislean Chloinne-Lean

Wu'u cuairt cho daingheann ri d' chòta,

lad fo gliruaiin 'an uair a' chatha

Cruaidh 'nan lauihau sgathadh l'còia,

Tarruinn spàinteach làidir lìobhar

Sgoilteadh dlreach cinn gu brògan.

Bhuidheann fhuilteach, glan nan geur-lann,

Thigeadh reiseamid nan Leùdach,

Thigeadh reiseamid nan Niallach

Le loinglieas lionmhor 's le seòltaibh,

Foirbeisich 's Frisealaich dh-eireadh,

'S thigeadh Clann-Reubhair 'an òrdugh.

'Nuair a dhùisgeadh fir na h-Iubhraicli,

Co thigeadh air tùs ach Timas ! !

^v^c.—There nre several hills in the Highlands which

Blill bear the name Tom.na-h.Iulj/iraicli, a\ih.Mui(.dh\ the

fairies. One of them is near Strachur, I.mlilino side;

another near Inverness. Aecording to iiopulur belief,

'Ihomas the llhymer was captain of the fairy troops. i

Alt

ORAN DON TEASAICH.

' Daibhidh grosgach crom ciar.^

'& raise chain air geall na carachd,

Bha eadar nii-(ein sa chailleach,

Gu'n tug i dhiom brigh mo bharra,

Cul mo chinn a chuir ri talamh.

M' fhuil a's m' t'heoil thug i dhiom,

Chuir i crònan am chliabh,

Be 'n droch codhail doinh 'bhiasd,

Gu robh tòireachd ga diol.

Chuir i boil am cheann is bu mhòr i,

Faicinn dhaoine marbh a's beodha,

Coltas Hector mor na Tròidhe,

S nan gaisgeach bha 'm feachd na Ròimhe.

Cailleach dhuathsach, chrom, chiar,

Bha Ian 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 ceanglial,

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 tràighinn abhuinn le mhiad.

'S bochd an t-aite leap' am fiabhras,

Dh-fhagas 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,

Cliuir am bial air droch dhreach,

Deoch no biadh theid a steach,

A dha thrian innte stad.

Do chota fas is e gun lianadli,

T-osan rocach air dhroch fhiaradh,

Caol do choise nochdaidh j)liathach,

lonan cho fad ri cat fiadhaidi.

Casan pliathadh gun sùgh,

Fo'n da shleasaid gu'n liigh,

Gur pailt liagh dhaibh no luiin,

Cha bhean liar dhaibh liach lùb.

Bidh do mhuinncal fada, feathacb,

'S taisnichean mar chabar cleibhe,

Easgadan glagach gun speirid,

Gluinean ri tachas a clieile.

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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Aois lobhar nan spioc
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EACIIUNN MAC-LEOID.

Eachunn 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 who

are more intimately acquainted with them : our poet was one of these. What occasioned

his removal from the Long Island we know not. It is not unlikely that he was sent

hither to watch and give information of what was going on in those troublesome times.

He went often to Fort- William, as if doing something of no consequence, while in

reality he was hearing all the news of the day, which he related to friends who durst not

appear 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.

MOLADH DO CHOILEACH SMEORAICH.

MocH madainn shamhrai' am mios fas nam meas, 'Nuair bhios seillean le Ian shòlas

'Niiair bu ro aluinn leinn sgiamh aach luis, Deilleanachd a measg nan ditheaii,

Bha cuibhrig, air dhreach criostail de 'ii dealt, ! Cop meala mu ghob a chroiiain,

Na dhlù bhrat a' còmhdach gach cnuic. A' deoghladh nan geugan mine.

Sin àmaims.am molaich le duillea(^h gach craobh, 'Nuair bhitbeas gach àilean, 's gach dolre,

'S ro bhoidheach gach tullach fo bhià, I^e blà uaine fo làii toraidh,

A's nuallanach gach uile spreidh, A's meanglain gach craoibh sa'choille

A' gtininich ri cheil' iad t'ein, 's an cuid ail. Cromadh fo throm nam nieas mills.

i

An cpann leath dara mios an t-samhraidh, Chiialas co-sheirm binn, ceolmhor,

'Nuair a's grianaich gach aon ardan, Beagan roimh eirigh na greine,

'S gach fiadhair gu mion-bhreac, boidheach,
|

Aig coltas coileich na smeoraich,

Le meilbheig, le nòinean, 's le slàn-las, I 'S maighstir mac-talla 'g a bheusadh.
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An sin a chualadh mi'n clieileireachd binn,

Bu curaideich seiiin, gu cuimir, 's gu liialli,

Air feadan ga m'lhieagiadh, gach seilaii sa' bhein

Ann an eirigh na greine, sa' mhadaiiiii di-luaiii.

B'e sin an ceol caoin gun tuchan, gun sgrcad,

Gun eislean, na stad na chliabh, no na gliob,

Bu mliilse na binneas nan tend air fad,

'Nuair ghearradh e fead air deireadh gach puirt.

'S iad sin na puirt a bha binn, mion, bras,

Socrach ri 'n seinn, gun ochan, gun chnead,

Bu glan sgeimh eudaich an coin, ge bu lag,

San robh urrad de tblachd, na laidh air a iiead.

B'annsa learn na fiodhall, a's piob,

Bhi tamull dhe m'aimsir na m'shuidh na chùir,

On aig tha na puirt as fior chanaiche rainn,

'S a's ealanta seinn gun aon bhuile meoir.

Bheirinn comhairle trà 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-inutinn cheart, gu h-an-moch, 's gu moch.

MOLADH EAS MOR-THIR.

Eas I\]hor-thir sòraidh le d' stoirm,

Bu mhorghalach, gleodhraich do tbriall,

Bu bliarra-gheal fliuch dortadh nam bare,

Bha toirleum le braidhe do chloibh.

Na inaoth-linntean tba bàlbh, mall,

Far nacli bith saobh-shruth a' leuin,

'S gile 'n cop ri 'n taobh tha tàmh

Ma caineichean Lluinn an t-shloibh.

'S a choille tha timcheall dobhruach,

Bu cheolmhor ceiieireadh ian,

Gu 1 uracil air bharraibh nan geug,

'N am do ghrein togail o nial.

As t Samliradh nar tliigeadh am bl.'ithas,

Bu chubhraidh taileadh nan rùa

A dh-fhasadh 's na tasaichean t'raoich,

Tha 'n taobh-s' d'an eas mheadhrach mhùr.

'San fhobhar anns a choill sin Crois,

Nam biodh tu coiseachd na measg,

Chitheadh tu croit air gach gas,

A lubadh fu chudrom a meas.

Bu nuallanach, binn-ghuthacli sprcidh,

Geimhich, iad fhein 's an cuid ail,

Mu innis mhullaich an tùir.

Far am bith 'n t-sobhrach a' fas.

'Nuair thigeadh am buachaill a mach,

'S a ghabhadh e mu chul a chruidli,

Mu'n cuairt do 15had-nan-c!iicli-glas,

A bhuail' air 'm bu trie am bliochd.

Thigeadh banarach naspriiidhe,

Ballag do nighinn chruinn àluinn.

Fait clannach, fionn-biiuighe, dualaeh,

Mu'n cuairt da guaillean gu l'àineach.

Shealladh i air feadh na spreidhe,

'S dh-eubhadh i " Buigheag, a's Blàrag,

Niosag a's Donnag a's Guaillionn,

Brinne 's an t-Agh-ruadh a's Càsag."

Shuigheadh i gu comhard cruinn,

'S cuman eadar a da ghlùn,

'S ghabhadh i 'n t-òran gu binn :

—

" Thoir am bainne a bho dhonn."

'Nuair thigeadh an spreidh a ris,

Dh' Acha-Uladail air fhodar,

B' òranach, ceolar, clann lain,

Nan suidheadh I'o'n chrodh g'am blcodhan.

Bu bhinne na cuachan an fliàsaich,

Nuallan nan gruagaichean boidheach,

Ann', a's Catriona a's Màiri,

Fionnaghal a's Beathag a's Seònaid.

Lionadh iad gach uile shoitheach,

'S cha b' eagal gu'n traghadh an di,

Ged thigeadh an sluagh san radhad,

Gheibheadh iad linntean na dibhe
;

Gu slamanach, finne-mheogach, ònach,

Mulchagach, miosganach, blàtbach,

Muigheach, miosracii, niiodrach, cuachach,

Gruthach, uachdrach, sligeach, spaintach.

Bu ruideasach gàmhnan agus laoigh,

Bu mhigeadeach meinn a's uain,

B' aigionntach tiadh agus earb,

A' direadh 's tearnadh nan cruach.

B' ebhinn an sealladh o'n tràigh

Loinggeas a' snamh troiiiih na caoil ;

Turadh, a's teas anns gach aird,

'S an fhiiirge na cl:,r comh-reidh caoin.

'Nuair stadaimid aig a bliaile

An deight! bhi sgith 's a nilionadh,

Bhiodh duil againn ri Ian glaiiie

A searrag Màiri Nic-Cholla.



EACHUNN MAC-LEOID. 161

MOLADII COILLE CIIROIS.

M'loNMnuiNN, m'aniisaclid, 's mo thlaclul,

Ga 'n tug uii toirt ;

Cha'ii aicheadhain do"ii chleir nacli deHnaiii stad,

Sa' choill sill Ciois.

'S biiiu cruit cheolinhor, a's clàrseacli cheart,

'S piob le cuid dos
;

Ach 's biiine na h-eoin a' seinn inu'ii scacli,

Sa' choill sin Crois.

Dh-aon iuiileachd d'an d' fhuaradh ainauh,

Gu'r dioti o'ri olc,

B' fheaiT dubhar nan craobh le smuaintean ceart,

Sa' choill sin Crois.

Ged' bhi'dh tu gun 'radliarc sùl gun lùgh do chos>

A d' dheòire bochd ;

Na'm bu luhatb leat do shiainte philleadh airais,

Kuig coille Chrois.

Aig àilleachd a liiis a's misleachd a meas,

'S aig feabhas a blais
;

Cha'u iariadh tu sholas nam biodh tu glic,

Ach coille Chrois.

Am beil ceol-cluaise san t-saogal-sa bhos,

Cho binn 's cho bras?

Ri sior-bhorcadh stòir mil an eas^

Ri taobh colli' Chrois.

Tearnadh a bhuinne le creag,

Gun uireasbhuidh neart

;

Nach traoth, 's nach tràigh, 'a uach fas beag,

Nach reòdh 's nach stad.

Is lionmlior bradan tarra-gheal, druim-bhreac,

A leumas ris ;

Cho luath 's a tharas iad as,

A comh-ruith bho'n Eas.

AN TAISBEAN.

MocH madainn Cheitein ri ceo,

'N am do'n ghrein togail bho iieoil,

Chunna' mi sealladh sa' bheinn,

'S eibhinu ri eisdeachd mo sgeoil'.

Bha dearsa le teas a' cur smùid

A bruachanan molach t'raoich,

'S bha dealradh nan gathanan bl' th

Cur sgeimh air cuirnean nam braon.

Bha dealt a' driùchdadh gu grinn,

'M am sgapadh do dhulachd an cheò,

Na paidirean air an fhear,

Mar leugan fo sgeimh an òir.

Bha màghanan milleach feoir,

Bu mheilbheagach', dhitheaiiath" bià,

Air gach taobh dhe'n uisge chruaidii,

Bu luath mu thuath a ruith bàlbh.

Bha neonain, a's sòblirach gu dlù,

Creamh, agus biolair a' tVis,

Air àileanaibh aimh-reidh, 's air 11 in,

Far 'm bu lioiimhu dca.LV

Bu cheolmhor, ceileireach, coin

Air ghriananan eireachdail ard',

A' I'reagradh a cheile gu grinn,

Cha'n I'haighte 'n ciiirt righ ni b'fhearr.

Chunna' mi 'n uaigneas leis fein,

Ag eisdeachd ri torghan nan eun,

Air learn, de'n chruthachd bheo,

An aou duin' òg a b'aillidh sgeimh.

O nach robh de dh-fliearaibh chaich,

Ach e-san, a's mi-tein sa' ghleann,

Smuaintich mi gu'n gabhainn sgeul,

Co e na'm laighinn deth cainnt.

Thainig e gu tcsdach, mall,

Gu foighidneach, foistineach, ciuin
;

Labhair e fosgara, reidh,

" A ghabhail sgtjil a thainig thu."

Mu 's math leat naigheachd a thoirt uan

Gu maithean Alba gu leir,

Amhairc gu geur fada bhuat,

'S chi thu na sluaigh na'n Ian fheirg.

Chunna' mi'n fhairge mar choill'

Le crannaibh loingheis Ian ard,

Le brataichean anasach, ùr.

Air learn gu'm b'ann as an Spainn.

Chunna' mi cabhlach ro mhor,

Gu gàireach gabhail gu tir,

Bu luchdmhor, Ian athaiseach iad,

Suaicheantas Frangach na'n croiuu.

Thainig na sluaigh sin gu tir,

'S cha b'uaigiieach an gluasad o thràigh,

Bha lamhach nan canon, 's am tuaim,

A' gluasad air chrith na'm beann àrd'.

Chualadh mi coiieach 's e gairm,

'S e bualadh a sgiathan gu cruaidh,

A's thuirt an duitie math sin rium :
—

" Cluiun coiieach na h-Airde-tuath'."

Chunna' mi tighinn air thus

Stiubhartaich, cinneadh an righ,

Na'm bòcanan gioraig san leirg,

'Dhearg an airm le lull san stri.
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Thainig Ciann-Dòmhnuill na'n deigli,

Mur chonaibh confach gun bhia<lli,

Na'in beathraichean guineach, geur,

An guailean a cheile gu gniomh.

B'àluinn, dealbhach, am breidsròil

Air a cheangal ri crann caol,

An robli caisteal, bradan, a"s long,

Lamh dhearg, iolair a's ciaobh.

Bha fraoch os ceann sin gu h-ard'

Ceangailt' am barr a chrainn chaoil,

Bha sin ami, a's leogliann dt-arg,

'S cha b'àitc teannuinu a chiaos.

ThàiiTneadh na sloigh air sliabh File,

An coinneamh ri catli a chur,

Fhuair iad brosnacliadh iior mliear,

Thug eirigh le buirbe na'm fuil :—

" A Chlannaibli nallidh mosgailibl).

Is somalta, cian 'ur cadal,

Teannaibh ri dioladli Chuilodair,

Dii-at na fiachan so fada.

Toisichibh gu h-ardanach,

Gu bras, rioghail, moralach,

Gu raear, leumnach, dearg-chneadliach,

Gu luatli-lamhach, treuu-bhuilleacli.

Gu aigneach, innsginneacb,

Gu an-athach, nàmhadach,

Gu mion-chuimhneach, dioghaltach,

Gu gruamach, iiata, an-tri)caireacli.

Gun tearmuun, gun nihathanas,

Gun ath-thruas, gun bhuigeachas.

Gun innidh, gun eagal.

Gun umhail, gun fhaicill.

Gun fhiamh, gun an-mhisneich,

Gun cbùram, gun ghealtachd,

Gun taise, gun ihaiteachas.

Gun saidealtachd, gun uamhann.

Gun eiseamail, gun ùinblacbd.

Gun athadh do niiinhaid

Ach a gabbail romhaibh thoirt iubbair

A' cosuadh na cath-laraich."

Chunnaic mi air leath o chiicb

Tri leogbainii a b'fharsuiniie craois

Thug iad tri sgairtean cho ard'

'S gu'n sgain creagan aig mead an glaodh.

Bha leoghann diu sin air chreig gbuirni,

Dha'm b'ainni lain Muideartach òg,

O'n Chaisteal tliiream, 's o Bliùrgb,

Deshliochd nan Collaidli bu bhorb colij.

Thog sean leoghann luath a cheann,

'S a chas rioghail an Duntuilm,

Dh'a'm bu sheaii eireachdas riamh,

Buaidh nan sliabh an càs a chrùinn,

Thainig an treas leoghann did

0"n choiir, 's o gharaidh nam bare,

A's dh'ordaich iad pairt dhe'n cuid sliuiigh

Dhol a thiolaiceadh nam marbh.

Labhairt.— San an sin a thagh iad oifigich

an-diadhaidh, an-trocaireach, an-aobhach, an-

athach, an-iochdmhor. Agus thagh iad cuid-

eachd de bhorb, bhrothach, bhodach, dha'm

b'airm chosanta spaidean, agus sluasaidean, gu

tiolacadh nam marbh, agus gu glanadh na

h-;'iraich. Aonghas amharra a Eigneag—Calum
crosda a, Gruluinn—Eoghann largalta a Cràsa-

bhaig— Dughall Ballaeh a Gallabaidh— Niali

Eangharra a Raimisgearaidh—agus Domhiiull

Durrgba a Gearas.

Chunna' ml Gleaiin soileir nam.

An robh eireachdas thar gach glinti.

B'airde cheileirich', clieolmhoir' t'liaim,

Glaodhaich nan cuach os a chinn.

Theid fargradh feadh Bhreatuinn gu Icir
;

Eirigh gu feachd fir gu leoir,

Chi sibh na Gà'èil a' triall

Le rioghalachd mar bu cùir.

yjote.—The poet was a stanch Jacobite. In Ihis Orie

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 baitle of
CuUoden. 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 suliject so near and dear

to the heart, and so full of danger to all concerned. He
therefore makes use of the style and metaphors adopted,

that the poem might be intelligible to those alone who
contemplated the dark events of futurity.
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GlLLEASPUId NxV CIOTxUG:

ARCHIBALD M'DONALD, THE UIST 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 be 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 hiodag air mac TJiòmais,'"—a satire composed by our bard to the identical

man. He, incensed, drew his dirk, which all supposed he would sheathe in the bao- of

the piper, but, in his fury, mortally wounded him. He escaj)ed 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 Locliiell, as inferior to tlie bard"s liumorous pieces. It is ia

" Ste%vart's Collection," page 103.

IMARBHRANN DO DH' IAIN RUADH PIOBAIR.

Fhuair mi sgeula blio'n ghobha, Cliaill an seannsair a chlaisteachd,

Clia'n aobhar meoghail, ach griiaim, Tha'n gleus air a ghrad leigeadh suas,

E-fein fo mhi-gliean, 's fo thrioblaid, O'n trie a thainig ceòl taitneach,

Ri iarunn cist' do dli' lain Ruadli.*
|

Ragha caismeachd mo chluais.

Saoir a' locaradli, "sa' sàbliadh,
Ceol bu bhlasd' a's bu bbiiine,

S a chulaidli bhais ga cuir suas, ,,,, , j. . j j • , ,"
,

Dliusgadh spiorad do n t-sluagli,
Samhach cadal na corra, ^ , , ^ ^ i > • 1 1, i' Ceol bu tartaraich smbhal,

j

Thionndadh tioma gu cruas :

Ceol mar smeùrach a glilinne,

\

Ceol a's binne na cuach
;

_,,,,. ,
Meoir gun bhraise, gun ghiorradh,

Ihan gaothair air stopadh, ,.. ... , ,

, j^ I •
Uian ruith-leumnach, luath.

Cha chluinnear tuilleadh a fuaim.

Chaidh na niaidean a òrdugh,

Cha'n aithne dhorah-s an cuir suas,

Tha'n da dhos na'n trom-shuain.

Bu sgiolta sealleadh do sheannsair,

Air port, 's air crunn-luath, 's air cuairt,
» John M'Quithen, a piper in South Uist. Hena^a r, ,, iv i u

great companion and favounte of tlie bard. This elegy
P'-onnadh cnaparra, lughmhor,^

was composed while the piper was living. > Caismeachd shunntacb 'san ruaig
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Cha bhi dad a dh'cis oine,
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Cha mharbh thu urrad ri each,

Ge leathaii laiiiir mogur thu
;

'S t-i:irm cha diau a bheag a stà

Mur sgiiobar clàr, na praise leo.

Thugaibh, c^c.

A'o/f.—Dr M'Leod, the subject of this song, was a native

of St. Kilda. He was sometime 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 figure.

BANAIS CHIOSTAL-ODIIAIU.

LUI.NXEAG.

A. hhanais a bfia'n, Ciustal-odliar,

A.nn an Ciostal-odhar, odhar,

A bhanais a bha'n Cioslal-od/iar,

Cha rohh otkail choir oirre !

Thaisig fear a staigh ga'm gliriobadli,

Uh-innse gu'n tainig am pigidb,

Fhuaras botul lionadh slige,

Bii bhinii glig a"s cròiiaii.

A bhanais, cj^c.

Thaiuig fear a iiiias le mi-inhoJh,

Gu e-iein a chuir an ire,

Thòisich e air bleith nan iueau,

Gu mi-fhin a sgròbadh.

A bhanais, ^c.

Ach labhair mise gu fiadhaich :

—

" Mas e mi-stath tha tliu 'g iarraidli,

Gur dòcha gu'n cuir mi'n t'hiacail,

Air iochdar do sg! rnain !

"

A bhanais, Ac.

Snnfiointich mi eiridh 'n-am sheasamli,

On bu ghn.'i Jeam a blii 'g eadradh,

Olc na dhe'gh gu'n drinii mi ' leagadh,

'S bhiiail mi breab san tòin air.

A bhanais, S,c.

'Nuair a chaidh na fir gu riasladh,

Gu'n robh ceatlirar dhiu sa ghriusaich
;

Am fear bu laige bha e'n iochdar,

•S thug iad mirean hvò as.

A bhanais, ^c.

'Nuair a thoisich iad air buillean,

Cha robh mi-fiiin a' cur cuir dhiom,

Gus na mhùigh iad air mo mhuiuneal,

'S air duileasg mo shroine.

A bhanais, <S^c,

An sin 'nuair a dh' eirich an triobhiid,

Tiiainig iad far an lobh mise,

Thog iad mi mach thun na sitig',

Theab gu'n ithte beù mi.

A bhanais, ^c.

Thug iad a mach thun nan raointean.

Mar gun reachadli cii ri caoirich,

'S am fear nach do sgròb iad aodann,

Bha aodach ga sluòiceadh.

A bhanais, t^c.

'Nuair thoisich iad air a cheile,

Stradadh na fal' aims na speuran
;

Bha 'mis' an Ì ite gau eisdeaclid,

'S gun b' eibhinn an spurs iad.

A bhanais, Sj'c.

Bhuail iad air a cheile chnagadb,

Leig iad air a cheile shadadh,

Shin iad air aithris na braide,

'S air cagnadh nan òrdag.

A bhanais, ^c.

Fear ri caoineadh, fear ri aigliear,

Fear na sheasamh, fear na laidhe,

Fear a pògadh bean-an-taighe.

Fear a gabhail òrain!

A bhanais, i^c.

Cha robh ann ach beagan dibhe.

Leig iad a dh-iunnsaidh an cridlie,

Bha fear a's fear aca rithist,

Gun bhruidhinn gun chùmbradh.

A bhanais, i^c.

Sin 'nuair a labhair am fidhleir :—
" Chuir sibh mo pluiirt feadh na fiiihle

'S mis am fear gu'n tig an dllinn,

Nach toir sgriob air ceòl duibh."

A bhanaisf ^c.
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DUGIIALL BOCHANNAN.

DuGALD Buchanan was born in the parish of Balquidiler, Perthshire, in the year

1716. His father was a small fanner, 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 lie 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 was 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 tliat 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 Kenloch

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 qf 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 tlieir

sinful amusements, and there reason with them about death and judgment to come. By

the great and disinterested anxiety he manifested for their spiritual welfare, some of them

were brought to a better observance of the Sabbath, by uniting with him in the worship

of God. The impression made on the minds of those who came to hear him was such,

that they persuaded their friends and neighbours to come also, which gradually drew a

more numerous attendance. His piety and excellence of 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 those only among whom he lived, but by many from other remote parts,

•who were attracted by the fame of his piety. In addressing the people, his meek and

gentle spirit led him to dwell most on the loftier motives—the more tender appeals with

which the gospel abounds ; but, to stubborn and determinate sinners, he was severe in

discipline, encountering them with the terrors of the Lord, that he might win them to

Christ."

It is said that Buchanan assisted Mr Stewart of Killin in translating the New 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 affability, and entered very familiarly into

conversation with him on various topics.

While discussing the merits of some authors, Mr Hume observed that it was impossible

to imagine any thing more sublime than the following lines which he repeated :

—

The cloud-capt towers, the gorgeous palares.

The solemn temples, the great globe itself.

Yea, all whidh 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 away ; and there was found no place for them.

And I saw the dead, small and great, stand before God : and the books were opened

;

and another book was opened, which is the book of life : and the dead were judged out

of those things which were written in the books, according to their works. And the sea

gave up the dead which were in it ; and death and hell delivered up the dead which were

in them: and they were judged every man according to their works."*

He published his " Hi/mns" about the year 17G7. The demand for tliis 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.

* Rev. XX. 11—13.
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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 j'ear 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 atfection and benevolence. Among his intimate

acquaintance he was affable, free, jocular and social, and possessed much interesting

information and innocent anecdotes, in consequence of which his company was much

sought after by all the families in the country. In his dress he was plain and simple,

wearing a blue bonnet and a black dress, over which he generally wore a blue great-coat.

After his death his widow removed to Ardoch, where she remained till the time of her

death. He left two sons and two daughters : one of the latter was alive in 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 displavs

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 whole human

race to judgment.

" The Scull" is full of good poetry, with appropriate reflections on the vanity of

mortal enjoyments. It shows the fierce tyrant and the lowly slave—the haughty chief

and the humble tenant—the mightj' 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 Bream'''' contains useful lessons on the vanity of human pursuits, and the

unsatisfactory rewards of ambition. The following lines ought to be remembered by

every one who envies greatness :

—

" Clia 'a "eil neach o thrioblaid saor,

A' measg a' chinne-daoiiii'' air tad

'S CO lioiimhoi' osiia aig an rigb.

Is aig a ueach 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' B II II E I T H E A N A I S.

Am feadh 'tn chuid is mo de'ii t-saogli'l

Gu'ii ghaol do Chriosd, gu'n sgionu da i-eaclid,

Gu'n chreideamh ac' gu'n tig e lis,

'Thoirt breith na firinti air gach neaih.

An cadal peacaidh 'ta'd nan suaiti,

A' bruadar pailteas de gach ni :

Gun umhail acn' uair thig am bàs,

Kach meal iad Pàrras o'li àrd liìgb.

Le cumhachd t-fhacail Dhe tog suas,

An sluagh chum aitbreachais na thrà,

Is beaniiaii-h an D.'ui so do gach rieacli,

Bheir seachad uisteachd dha le gràdh.

Rio smuaintean tahnhaidh Dhe tog suas,

'S mo theanga fuasgail aim mo bheul

;

A chum gu'n labhiainn mar bu choir,

Mu ghloir 's mu uamhunu latha Dlie.

Air meadhon oidhch' 'nuair bhios an saogh'I,

Air aomadh tharais ami an suain ;

Grad dhùisgear suas an ciime-daoin',

Le glaodh na trompaid 's airde fuaim.

Air neul ro aird ni fhoillseach' fein,

Ard aiiigeal treun le trompaid mhoir;

Is gairmidh air an t-saogh'l gu lèir,

lud a ghrad uiridh chum a mhùid :—

" O cluinnibhs uile chlann nan daoin,

Nis thainig ceanu 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 clilisgidh na bhios marbh 'san uuigh,

Is na bhios boo le h-uamhunn crith.

Le osaig dhoinionnaich a bheil.

An saogh'I so reubaidh e gu garg,

'S mar dhùri an t-seangain dol 'na ghhiais,

Grad bhrùuhdaidh 'u uaigb a nios a mairbh.

'N sin ci'uiniiichidh gas cas in lamh,

Chaidh chur san àraich t'ad o chcil
;

'S bidh t'arum mor a measg nan cnànih,

Gach aon diu' dol 'na àite t'ein.

Mosglaidh na fireanaich an tùs,

Is dùisgear iad gu leir o'n suain,

An anamaibh turlingidb o ghloir,

Ga'n cùmh'Iachadh aig beul na h-uaigli.

Le eibhneas togaidh iad an ceaiin,

'Ta :im am fuasglaidh orra dlù
;

Is mar chraoibh-mheas to iomlan blàth,

Tha dreach an Slanuilheir 'nan gnùis :

Tha obair Spiorad naomh nan gràs

Air glanadh 'n nàduir o 'n taobh steach
;

'S mar thrusgan glan "ta unihlaciid Cliriosd,

Ga'n deanamh sglamhach o'n taobh niacli.

Diiisgear na h-aingidh suas 'n an deigh,

War bheisdibh gairisneach as an t-slochd
;

'S o itrinn thig an anama truagh
;

Thoirt coinneamh uamhasach da 'n corp.

'N sin labhraidh 'n t-anam brònach truagli,

R'a choluinn oillteil, uamhar, bhreun,

" IMo chluoidli ! ciod uim' an d'eiri(rh thu

Thoirt peanas dùbailt oirn le cheil?

'• O ! 'n eigin dbmhsa dol aris,

Am priosan iieo-ghlan steach a'd' clue ?

IMo thruai^iie mi, gun d'aontaich riamh,

Le t-anamianna brù<leil fein !

•' O'm faigh mi dealach' riut gu bràth !

No 'n tig am bàs am feasd a'd' choir I

'N driiigh teine air do chnaimhcan iarin !

1
No dibh-fheirg Dhe an struidh i t-fheuill"

I

!
Eiridh na righrean 'e daoine inòr,

Gun smachd gun ùrdugh ann nan IMmh
;

'S cha'n aithii'ear iad a measg an t-sluaidh,

I O 'n duine thruagh bha au' na thrùill.
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'S na daoine uaibhreach leis nacli b' fhiù,

Gu 'ii ùmhlaiclieadh iad feiii do Dhia ;

O t'aic aiiis iad air an glùn' ;

A' deanamh ùrnuigh ris gach sliabli :
—

" O cbreagan tuitibh air ar ceann,

Le sgàirneich ghaiibh de chlachan cruaidii,

Is sgriosaibli sinii a tir nam beù,

A chum s nach faic sinn glùir an Uain."

Amacli as uamhaidh gabhaidh 'tiiiiall

An diabhol 's a chuid aingle fein,

Ge cruaidh e 's eigin teachd a lùtb'r,

A' slaodadh shlàbhraidh a's a dheigh.

'N sin fòsaidh ruthadh ami san speur

Mar fhàir na maidiie 'g eiridh dearg
;

Ag innse gu'm beil losa fein,

A' teachd na deidh le latha garbh :

Grad fhosglaidli a's a cheil na neòil,

Mar dhorus seòmairan àrd Rlgb,

Is foillsichear am Breitheamh m' r,

Le glòir is greadhnachas gun chrich.

Tha 'm bogba-frois mu'n cuairt da cheann,

'S mar thuil nan gleann tha fuaim a ghuth

'S mar dhealanach tha sealladh sùl,

A' spùtadh a's na neulaibh tiugh.

A ghrian àrd-lòcharan nan speur,

Do ghloir a phearsa geillidh grad
;

An dealradh drillseach tbig oghnùis,

A solus mùchaidh e air tad.

Cuiridh i uimpe culaidh bhròin,

'S bidh 'ghealach mar gun dùirt' 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 ànradh garbh
;

Tuiteam mar bhraonaibh dh-uisge dlii,

'S an glòir mar shiiilean duine mhairbh.

Air charbad teine suidhidh e,

'S mun cuairt da beucaidh 'n tairneanach,

A' dol le ghaiiin gu crioch na nèamh,

'S a'reub nan neul gu doinioniiach.

O chuibblibh 'charbaid thig amach,

Sruth mor de theine laist' le feirg
;

Is sgaoilidh 'n tuil' ud air gach taobh,

A' cur an t-saogh'l na lasair dheirg.

Leaghaidh na Dùile '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.

Na beanntan iargalt nach tug seach,

An storas riamh de neach d'an deòin,

Ta iad gu fialaidh taosgadb 'mach,

An iònmhais leaght' mar abhainn mbJ/ir.

Gach neach blia sgriobadh cruitin an bir,

Le sannt, le dò-bheirt, no le fuil
;

Làn chaisgibh 'nis 'ur 'n iota niòr,

'S a nasgaidli Maibh dheih o'n tuil.

O sibhse rinn 'ur bun do'n t-saoghl,

Nach tig sibh 's caoinibh e gu geur,

'N uair tha e 'gleacadh ris a bbiis,

Mar dhuine Kiidir dol do'n eug.

A chuisle chleachd bhi fallain fuar,

Ri mireag uaibhreach feadh nan gleann,

'Tha teas a chleibh 'ga 'n smùidreadh suas,

Le goilibh buaireis feadh nam beann.

Naich faic sibh 'chrith tha air mu'n cuairt,

'S gach creag a' fuasgladh ann 's gach sliabh,

Nach cluinn sibh osiiaich throm a bhàis,

'S a chridhe sgaineadh stigh 'n a chliabh.

An cùrtein gorm tha null o'n ghrein,

'S mu'n cuairt do'n chruiniie-che mar chleòc

Crupaidh an lasair e r'a cheil.

Mar mheilleig air na h-eibhlean beo.

Tha 'n t-adhar ga thachd' le neula tiugh,

'S an toit 'na meallaibh dubh dol suas

'S an teine millteach spùtadh '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 sgiùrs' le neart nan aingle treun,

Luathach an leir-sgrios o gach taobh.

Tha obair na sè là rinn Uia,

Le lasair dbian ga cuir 'fa sgaòil,

Cia mor do shaibhreas High na 'm feai-t,

Nach iunndrain cas^g^adh mhile saogh'l

!

'M feadh tha gach ni 'an glaic an eig,

'S a chruitheachd gu leir dol bun-osceann,

Teantiaidh am Breitheamh oirne dlù,

A chum gach ciiis a chur gu ceann.

'N sin gluaisidh e o àird nan speur,

Air cathair a Mhòrachd fein a nuas,

Le greadhnachas nach facas riamh,

'S le dhiadhachd sgeadaichte mun cuairt.
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Ta mile tàiiiieanach 'na laiinh,

A chum a iiaimhde sgrios am feirg,

Is foiin-clnith oir' gu dol an greim,

Mar choiu air èWì ri h-am na seilg.

Aingle gun àireamh tha 'na chuirt,

Le 'n isùilean suidhicht' air an High,

Chum ruith le ordughsan gun dàil,

'S na h-uile ait ga'n cur an gniomh.

O ludas thig a nis a lathair,

'S gach neach riiin bràithreas riut a'd ghiiiomh,

An dream a dh'aiuheadh creideamh Ctiriosd,

Na reic e air son ni nach b'fhiacb.

A shluagh gun ciiiall thug miann d I'n or,

Roimh ghloir is eibhneas flaitheas De,

'Ur malairt ghòrach f'aicibh nis,

'S an sgrios a thug sibh oirbh fein.

'S a mhuinntir uaibhreach leis 'm bu nàr,

Gu 'n cluinnte cr.'.bhadh dh'i 'n'ur te.ic.h
;

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 ruadli,

Mar shuai neas sgaliais air a ghlùir.

Nach faic thu Breitheanih an t-saoghail gu k'ir,

'S mar eudiich uime 'n lasair dhearg ;

A' teachd thoirt duals do dhaoine coir,

'S a sgrios luchd do-bheirt aiin am feirg.

Is thusa Philat tog do shuil,

'S gu'm faic thu nis' a miitliadh mùr ;

An creid thu gur he sud an Ti

A rinn tliu dhiteadh air do mhòd ?

An creid thu gur e-sud an ceann,

Mun d' iuth gu teann an sgitheach geur,

Na idir gur i sud a ghnùis,

Air na thilg na h-Iùdhaich sile breun !

'M bu leoir gu'n theich a ghrian air chùl,

A' diultadh tiaiiuis thoirt do'n gniomh?
Ciod aim' nach d'fhuuir a chruitheaclid bus,

'N uair chiiusadh air a chrann a triatii ?

Cuiriiih e aingle 'mach gach taobh,

Chum ceithir ghaothaibh 'n domhain mlioir,

A chuairteachadh gach aon do'n t-sluagh,

A steach gu luath a dli'ionnsuidh 'mhòid.

Gach neach a dh' aitich coluinn riamb,

O'n ear 's o'n iar tha nise' teachd.

Mar sgaoth de bbeachaibh tigh'n mu ghi'ig,

An duidh dhaibh eiridh 'macb o'n sgeap.

'N sin togaidh aingeal glormhor suas,

Ard bhratach Chriosd da'n suaich'neas fuil

;

A chruinneachadh na ghluais sa choir,

'S da fbulangas rinn dòigh a's bun.

Do m'ionnsuidh cruinnichibh mo naoimh,

Is tioi.ailibh gach aon de'u dream,

A rinn gu dileas is gu dlù,

Le creideamh 's ùmlachd ceangal leam.

'N sin tionsgnaidh 'm Breith' air cùis an la,

A chum a nàimhde chur fo bhiiin.

Is fosglaidh e leabhraichean suas,

Far am beil peacadh 'n t-sluaigh air cbuimhn'

Fosglaidh e 'n cridhe mar an ceudn',

Air dhoigh 's gur leir de'n h-uile neach,

Gach uamharrachd bha gabhail tàmh.

Air feadh an àrois ud a steach :

'N uair chi' an sealladh so dhiubh fein,

Is dearbh gur leir dhaibh ceartas Dl)ia
;

'S bidh 'n gruaidh a leaghadh as le nàir

Nach lugha cràdh 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 niòr,

A bhreith thig air gach se' rs' amacii.

" A dhaoine sanntach threig a choir,

'S a leag 'ur dòchas an 'ur toic,

A ghlais gu teann 'ur cridhe suas,

'S a dhruid 'ur cluas ri glaodii nam bochd.

" An lomnochd cha do dhion o'n fhuachd,

'S do'n acracli thruagh clia d'thug sibh biadh,

Ged lion mi fein 'ur cisd' de Ion,

'S 'ur treuda' chur a'mòd garb bliadhn'.

" Ni bheil sibh iomchuidh air mo riogh'chd,

As eugmhais firinn, iochd, a's graidh
;

'S o reub sibh m' iomliaidli dliibh gu leir,

Agraibh sibh foin 'nar sgrios gu brath.

" A nathraicbe millteach 's oillteil gieann,

Cha binn leam ceol 'ur sranntaich ard,

'S cl)a 'n eisd o'r teangaidh ghobhlaich diù,

Le driùchd a phuinnsein air a b.'irr.

" Is sibhs' thug fuath da m' òrduigh naomh.

Is leis nach b'ionmhuinn caomh mo theach
;

Lcis 'm bu bhliadhna suidhe uair.

Am Jiros tabhairt cluais do m' reachd.
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" Cionnas a mliealas sibh gu bràth,

A'm' sheirbhis sabaid shiorruidh bhuaii

Na cionnas bheir 'ur n-anam grJidb,

De'n ni da'n tug 'ur nàdur fuath ?

"'Luchd mi-ruin agus farmaid mhùir

Da'n doruinn iomlatt sonas chàich,

Le doilghios geur a' cnàmh 'ur cri,

Mu aoii neach oirbh fein bheir barr.

" Cia mar a dh-fheudas sibh gu bràth,

Làn shoiias àiteach ann an glùii' ;

Far am faic sibhse milte dream,

Ga'n ardach' os bhur ceauu gu niòr?

" Am fad 's bu leir dhuibh feadh mo riogh'chd,

Neach b' iiirde inbhe na sibh fein ;

Nach fadadh mi-run 's farmad cùirt,

Tein' ifrinn duibh a'm flaitheas Dè?

" Is sibhs' 'an slighe na neo-ghloin ghhiais,

'S gu sbnraicht' thruaill an leaba phòsd
;

Gach neach a thug do m' naomhachd fuath,

Ga'n tabhairt suas gu toil na feol'.

" Mar b' ionmhuiiin leibh bhi losgadh 'n teas,

'Ur n-u^^bhair, dheasaich mi dhuibh fearg,

Leaba dearg theth 'san laidh sibh sios,

Am brachaibh-lin de lasair dheirg.

" Ged bheirinn sibh gu rioghachd mo ghlùir,

Mar mhucan steach gu seùmar lìgh ;

'Ur nàdur neoghlan bhiodh ga chràdh,

Le'r miannaibh bàsachadh chion bidh.

" Gach neach tha iomchuidh air mo riogh'chd,

Teannaibh sibhse chum mo dheis.

Is cruinnichibh seachud cliuni mo chll,

A chrionach o ua craunaibh mtas."

'N sin tearbainidh e chum gach taobh,

Ma caoraich o na gobhraibh lorn
;

Ceart mar ni'm buachaille an truud,

'N uair chuairtaicheas e spreidh air torn.

'N sin labhraidh e ri luchd a dheis,

" Sibhse ta deasaichte le m' ghr:'is,

Thigibhse, sealbhaichibh aa rioghachd,

Nach faic a sonas criocli gu bràth.

" Spealg mise 'n geat' bha oirbhse dùinnt',

Le m' ùmhlachd '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 Pàrrais De,

Le h-eibhneas teannaibh steach da coir
;

'S a fearta iongantach gu leir,

Dearbhadh 'ur n-uile chreuchd 's bhur leon.

" An claidhe ruisgte bha laist ga dion,

O laimh 'ur sinnsir Adhamh 's Eubh,

Rinn mise truaill dhe m' chridhe dhii,

'S a lasair bhàth mi le m' fhuil fein.

" Fo dosraich ùrair suidhibh sios,

Nach searg 's nach crion am feasd a blàth ;

'S mar smeòraichean a measg a geug,

Chum molaidh gleusaibh biiin bhur càil.

" Le 'maise sitsaichibh 'ur sùil.

Is oirbh fo sgail cha drCiigh an teas,

O 'duilleach ciiraidh òlaibh slàint
;

Is bith'bh neo-bhàsmhor 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 sbàsaichibh gu leir 'an Dia,

Tobar na tìrinn, iochd, a's graidh,

A mhaireas lan gu cian na 'n cian.

" Mòr-innleachd ionghantach na slàint,

Sior rannsaichibh air aird 's air leud,

'S feadh oibriche mo rioghachd mhòir,

'Ur n-eòlas cìocrach cuiribh' meud.

" Ur n-eibhneas, mais' 'ur tuigs', 's 'ur gr.' d

Bitheadh gu siorruidh fas ni 's mo ;

'S cha choinnich sibh aon ni gu brath,

Bheir air 'ur n-anam cràdh no leùn.

" Cha 'n fhaca siiil, 's cha chuala cluas,

Na thaisg mi suas de shonas duibh,

Imichibh, 's biodh 'ur dearbhachd iè\u,

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 grkdh do Uhia,

A chum an diabhuil siubhlaibh uam.

" 'S mo mhallachd maille ribh gu brath,

A chum 'ur cràdh 's 'ur cur gu piaii,

Gluaisibhse chum an teine mhlir,

Ga'r ròsdadh ann gu cian nan cian."

Mar sgàin an talamh a's a cheil,

'N uair gabh e teaghlach Chi»rach steach,

Ceart laimh riu fosglaidh 'n uaigh a beul,

'S i miannanaich air son a creicb.

Is mar a shiuig 'mhuc-mhara mhiir,

lònas 'n uair chaidh 'thilgeadh 'mach,

Ni slugan dubh an dara bàis,

A charbad iathadh urn pa steach.
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San uJimhaiflh taobhaidh iad li chdil,

A ghluais nam bealli' gu h-eucorach
;

Luchd mhionn a's inort a"s fianuis bhrOig
;

Lucbd misg a's reubainn 's adhaltrais.

Mar chualaig dhris an ceangal teann,

An slabhraidh tha gach dream leo lein
;

'S an comunn chleachd bhi ii caidicamh dli

Mar bhioran rùisgte dol nan ere.

Mar leoghan garg to' chuibhreach cruaidli,

Le thoscaibh reubadh suas a gblais
;

An slabhraidh cagnaidh iad gu dian,

'S gu brJith cha ghearr am tìaclan phrais.

Bidh iad gu siorruidh 'n glacaibli 'bhais,

'S an cridh' ga fhàsgadh asd' le brùn,

Ceangailt air cuan de phronnusg laisd'

'S a dheatach uaine tachd an srùn.

Mar bhàirneach fuaighte ris an sgeir,

Tha iad air creagaibh goileach teann ;

Is dibh-fheirg Dhe a' seideadh 'chuain,

Na thonnaibb buaireis thar an ceann,

'N tra dhùineas cadal cruaidh an sùil,

Teas feirg 's an-dochas dùisgidh iad
;

A chnuimh nach bàsaich 's eibhle bcò,

A' cur an dòruinn shiorruidh 'meud.

Air ifrinn 'n uair a gheibli iad sealbh,

S liin-dearbhah co gu'n toir iad cis,

Faodaidh sinn pairt d'an gearan truagh,

Chuir anns na briatliraibh cruaidh so sios.

" O staidh na neo-ni 'n robh mi 'm thàm!),

Ciod uime dh-àrdach Dia mo ceann !

Mo mhile mallachd aig an la,

'N do gabh mo mhathair mi' na broinn.

" Ciod uime fhuair ml tuigse riamh?

No ciall a's reusan chum mo stiuir ?

Ciod uim' nach d'rinn thu cuileag dliiom?

Na durrag dhiblidh ann san ùir ?

" Am mair mi'n so gu saogh'l nan saogli'l I

'N tig crioch no eaochladh orm gu bratli,

Am beil mi nis san t-siorr'achd bhuan,

A' sru'tmh a' chuain a ta gun tràigh !

" Ged àircamh uile reullta nèimh,

Gach ft'ur a's duillcach riamh a dh-fh.is,

Mar' ris gach braon a ta sa' chuan,

'S gach gaineamh chuairticlieas an tràlgli.

" Ged chuireain mile bliadhna seach,

As leith gach aon diubh snd gu loir,

Cha d'imich seach de'n t-siorr'achd mhMr,
Ach mar gu 'n tòisicheadh i 'n de.

J
" Ach O ! 'n do theirig tiòcair Dhia !

'S am pian e mi gu saogh'l nan saoghl !

Mo shlabbraidh 'n lasaich e gu bràth !

No glas mo làmh an dean e sgaoil !

" ']\1 bi 'm beul a dh-ordaich Dia chum seinn,

Air feadh gach linn a chliii gun sglus,

Mar bhalagan-seididh fadadh suas,

Na lasraich uain' 'an il'rinn shìos'.

" Ged cbaidh mo thruaighe thar mo neait,

Gu deimhinn fd'in a's ceart mo bliiiin ;

Ach c'fhada bbios mi 'n so ga m' chr; dh,

Mu'm bi do cheartas siiitheach dliiom !

" No 'm bi thu dio'lte dhiom gu brath,

'N deach lagh an nkduir chuir air ciii ?

Mo thruaighe mi ! 'n e so am bàs

A bhagair thu air Adhamh 'n tùs?

" Air sga do dhio'ltais 'm bi thu 'sniomh

Snàthain mo blieath' gu siorruidh caoi ?

Nach leoir bhi mile bliadhn' ga ra" losg'

As leith gach lochd a linn mi 's t-saogh"l ?

" Ged lean de dhio'ltas mi gu m' cliùl,

Cha 'n iirdaich e do chliii, a Dhe,

'S cha'n fhiu do d' JMhorachd t-t'hearg a chosg,

Air combaradh cho bochd rium tein.

" O Dhia ! nach sgrios thu mi gu tìjr ?

'S le d' chumhachd cuir air 'm aiiani crioch,

'S gu staid na neo-ni tilg mi uait.

Far nach 'eil fulatig, smuain, no gniomh.

" Acb O ! se so mo tboillt'neas fein

Is ni'm beil eu-coir buntainn rium
;

Oir dhiùlt mi tairgse shaor de Chriosd,

'S nior ghabh mi d'a fhuil phriseil suim.

" Mo choguis ditidh mi gu brath,

An Ihianuis bha ga 'm cli;;ineadh riamh
;

An-iochd no cu-coir ann mo bhàs,

Cha leig i ch.'iradh 'm feasd air Dia.

" Aitheanta thilg mi air mo chùl,

A's ruith mi dùrachdach gu'm sgrios,

Is 'fhianuis f6in a' m' chridhe mhùch,

A' druid' mo shùile roimh mo leas.

" Cia meud an diogh'ltas tha dhomh' dual

A's leith mo pheacaidh uamhor dan

Am pcac' thug diVlan do dh-fhuil Chrio.sd,

'S a dh-fhàg gun difeachd brigh a bh. is.

" Gidheadh nach 'eil de Bhuadhan fein,

Neo-chriochanach gu Icir o chian ?

'S an toir mo chiont air iochd a's gràdli,

Gu'm fas iad criochnaicht' ann an Dia ?
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" An comas diit mo thilgeadh uat

Far nach cluinn do chluas mo sgiead ?

'M beil dorchadas an ifriiin lein

Far nach bu leir do Dhia mo staid ?

' Ge truagh mo ghuidhe cha'n eisder i,

A's fois no fcth cha'n fhaidh mi chaoidli'

Ach beath' neo-bhfismhor teachd as ùr,

Gu'm neartach' ghiCilan tuille claoidh."

Ach stad mo rann a's pill air t-ais

O shiochd iia casgraidh dhein a nios,

Is feuch cionnas a bheir thu seòl

Do'n dream tha beu nach teid iad sios.

A leughadair a"m beil e fior,

Na chuir mi cheana sios am dhhn ?

j\Ll se "s gu'm beil thig s' lùb do ghlùn

Le ùrnuigh 's aithreachas gun dàil :—

" A dh-ionnsuidh losa teich gu luath,

A' gabhail grain a's fuath do d' pheac',

Le creideamh fior thoir ùmhlachd dhà,

An uile aith'nta naomh a reachd.

" Gabh ris na h-oifigibh gu leir,

'S ri h-aon diubh na cuir I'ein do chùl
;

Mar Fhaidh, mar Shagart, 'us mar lligli,

Chum slàinte, dìdean, agus iuil.

«' Biodh eiseimpleir am beach do shùl,

Chum d' uile ghluasachd 'stiiiir da reir,

*S gach meadhon dh-ordaich e chum slàint'

Bi fein g'an gnàthachadh gu leir.

" As 'fhireantachd dean bun a mhàin,

'S na taic gu bràth 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 mòr,

Chum glòir do Thighearn' saorar thu,

Is chum de shonais shiorruidh fein,

Air fead gach re a' seinn a chliù."

AN CLAIGEANN.
'S mi 'm shuigh aig an uaigh,

Ag amharc ma bruaich,

Feuch claigeann gun snuadh air làr
;

Js thog mi e suas,

A' tioma<;h' gu truagh,

Ga thionndadh mu 'n cuairt am lùiail

Gun àille gun dreach,

Gun aithne gun bheachd
;

Air duine theid seach 'na dhàil ;

Gun fhiacail 'na dheud,

No teanga 'na bheul,

No slugan a ghleusas c;';il.

Gun ruthadh 'na ghruaidh

'S e rùisgte gun ghruaig
;

Gun eisdeachd 'na chluais do m' dhhn
;

Gun anail na shròin,

No àile de'n fhùid,

Ach lag far 'm bu ch; ir bhi àrd.

Gun dealradh "na shùil,

No i-osg uimpe dùn',

No fradharc ri h-iuil mar b' abh'sd.

Ach durragan crom,

A chleachd bhi san, torn,

Air cladhach' da thoU 'nan .'tit.

Tha n' eanachainn bha 'd chùl,

Air tionndadh gu smiir,

Gun tionnsgal no surd air t-fhcum
;

Gun smuainteach' a'd' dhuil,

Mu philleadh gu brath,

A cheartach' na dh-fhag thu. 'd dheidh.

Cha 'n iniiis do ghnùis,

A iii.se CO thu,

Ma's righ mo ma's diùc thu fein

'S ionanii Alasdair mòr,

Is train a dhi loin,

A dh-eug air au òtracli 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 gnàth mu 'n do theasd
;

Ge nach fregair e' ra' feasd mo dhàn.

'M bu mhaighdean deas, thu,

Bha sgiamhach a'd' ghnùis,

'S deagh shuidheach' a'd' shùil da reir?

Le d' mhaise mar lion,

A' ribeadh mu chrì',

Gach òganaich chì'dh thu fein.

Tha nise gach àdh,

Bha cosnadh dhut graidh,

Air tionndadh gu grain gach neacli
;

Marbhaisg air an uaigh,

A chreach thu do'n bhuaidh,

Bha ceangailt' ri snuadh do dhreach.

No 'm breitheamh ceart thu,

Le tuigs' agus iuil,

Bha reiteach gach cuis do'n t-slu;tgh -,
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Mor-mholadh do'n bliàs,



•8 SAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH.

IMu'n tig ort am bus,

Nach leig thu gu bràth,

Air geata naii gras a steach.

A M B 11 U A D A R.

Air bhith dhomhsa ami am shuain

A' bruadar diamhaiti mar tha clch,

Bhi glacadh soiiais o gach tii
;

Is e ga'm dblbreadh aim's gach ait.

Air leam gun taiiiig neach am choir,

'S gu'n dubh'rt e rium :
—" Gur gòrach 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 sàimh,

'N aon ni' no'ii ait air bith fo 'n ghrein ;

Cha chlos do d' chorp an taobh so 'n uaigh,

No t-anam 'n taobh so shuaimhneas Di,

" An tra dh'ith Adhamh 'a meas an tus,

Am peacadh dhriiigh e air gach ni

:

Lion e na h-uile ni le saoth'r,

Is dh-fliàg 6 'n saogii'l na bhriste cri".

•' Air sonas 'anma chaijl e choir,

Mar ris gach solas bha'nn sa gharr'

O sin ta 'sliliochd nan deoiribh truagh
;

Mar uan a mearachd air a mhàth'r.

" Ri mcilich chruaidh ta'd ruith gach ni,

'An duil gu 'm f'aigh an inntinn clos
;

Ach dhaibh tha 'n saogh'l guti iochd no truas,

Mar mhuime coimheich fhuair gun tliis,

" Mar sin tha iad gun fhois no tàmh,

Ga 'n siirach' glacadh faileas breig
;

'S a' deoth'l toil-inntinn o gach ni,

Is iad mar chiochan seasg nam beul.

" Bidh teanndacbd eigin ort am feasd,

'S do dhòchas faicinn fiiasgladh t-fheum,

An còiiihnuidh dhut mar fhad do IMmh
;

Ach gu brath cha'n fhaigh dheth greim.

" Cha teagaisg t-fheuchain 's dearbhadh thu,

O dhùil is earbsa chuir sa' bhreig,

A rinn do mhealladh mile uair,

'S cho fhada bhuat an diugh san do.

" Ceart mar an ròs a ta sa' ghàr',

Crion seargaidh bhlà 'nuair theld a bhuain
;

Mu'n gaiin a glilacas tu e d' làiinh,

Grad threigidh fhàileadh e 'sa shnuadii.

" Cha 'n eil neach o thrioblaid saor,

Am nicasg a 'chinne daoin' air fad,

'S CO lionmhor osiia aig an righ.

Is aig an neach is ì^tle staid.

" Tha 'smùdan fein os ceann gach fòid

Is dòruinn ceangailt' ris gach math
;

Tha'n r'os a fas air drisean geur,

'S an taic' a cheil tha mhil san gath.

" Ged fhaic thu neach 'an saiblireas mòr
Na meas a shùlas bhi thar chàch

;

An tobar 's gloine chi do shùil,

Tha ghriiid na iochdar gabhail tàmh.

" 'S mu chuireas t-anail e 'na ghh»ais,

Le tarruinn chabhaig suas a'd' bheul,

Dùisgidh 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 bàrr 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 ami "na staid,

Nach dean a sheòltachd a's a stri.

Am feast a dhireachadh air fad.

" iMar bhata' fiar an agliaidli cheil,

A ta o shuidheach' fein do-chur
;

A reir mar dhireas tu a bharr,

'S cho chinnteach ni thu cam a bhiin.

'• Na h-Iudhaich thionail bcag no mor,

Uo'n Mhana dhòirteadh orra 'nuas
;

'N tra chuir gach neach a chuid's a chl.'.r,

Cha robh air bàrr no dadum uaith,

" Mar sin a ta gach sonas saogh'lt,

A ta thu faotainn ami a d' làimh,

Fa chomhair saibhreas, 's inbhe cùirt

Tha caitheamh, cùram agus cràdh.

'' Ged chiirn thu or a'd' slilige suas,

I

Fa chomhair fàsaidh 'n luaith da reir,

!
Is ge do chuir thu innte riogh'chd,

A mheidh cha dirich i na deigh.

" An ni bu mho da'n tug thu miann,

Nach dh-fhag a mhealtuinn riamli e scarbh ?

Tha tuille sonais ami an duil,

Na tha'nu an crùii le bhi na sheilbh.

' " Tha cuibhrionn iomchuidh aig gach neach,

'S ged tha thu meas gur tuille b' fhearr
;

I
Cha d' thoir an t-anabharr tha'nn an sud,

I Am feasd an cudrom a's a' chràdh ;
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'S ma ghoideas e dlù ort,

Gun do dhùil bhi r'a thighinn
;

'N sill fosglaidh do shùilean,

'S clii thu chùis thar a mithich ;

Bidh do chogiiis 'ga d' ]>hianadli,

Mar sgian ami a d' chridhe
;

'S co-ioiianii a giùlaii,

'S luidhe ruisgt' aim an sgitlieacli.

Faic a chuileag 'ga diteadh

Le sionntaibh an niiduir,

'S o ua dhibhir i 'a seasaii,

Gur h-eigiii d'i bàsach' ;

Faic gliocas an t-seaiigain,

Na thional cho trathail,

•S dean eiseimpleir leanail,

Chum t-anam a shubhal'.

DAIEHIDII MxVC-EALAIR.

David INIackellar, commonly called Daibhidh iian 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 il M H 1 C - E A L A I R.

MoLADH do'n TÌ 's airde glòir,

All TÌ 's modha no gach neach
;

Cruithear an t-saoghail gu Ic'ir,

Da'n cubhaidh dhuinn geill' air fad.

'S tu rinn an domhan 's na th' <inn,

Na cuaintean domhain, 's am fonii

;

'S chuir thu iasg g'a altrum aim,

'S thug thu ciall gu ghlacadh dlmiim.

Rinneadh leat gealach a's griaii,

Thogail fianuis air do ghlòir ;

Cha'n aithris mi a mile trian,

De chruthachadh an Dia is mo.

'S tu rinn na reuUtan air fad,

A riaghlachadh gu ceart nan tràth;

Gheall thu maraon fuachd a's teas,

Foghar ma seach agus Màirt.

'S tu rinn na h-ainglean air fad,

Tha 'n t-abharsair fo d' smachd gu mùr :

Air slabhruidh laidir aig do Mhac,

Cumail a ueart o theachd oirnn'.

Rinneadh leat an duine' ris,

I

A reir t-iomhaidh chum do ghlòir;

Ach chain e 'n oidhieachd 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-aisinu bho thaobh do rinn

A bhean, o'n do ghin gach clann.

Chuir thu e 'n gàradh nan seud.

Far an robh eibhneas a ghràidh ;

Dh-ith a bhean an sin a meas,

'S dh-fhuilig i 's a sliochd am bàs,

Cha robh a teasargain aig neach,

O'n a chumhnanta rinn i bhris ;

'N trà ruisgcadh an sgeudachadh ceart,

Bha chuis na h-cagal an sin.
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Ach molaflh do dh' Ard-Righ nam feart,

O nach b'àill leis teachd d'ar sgrios ;

'Nuair chuiinaic e Adhamh na ain-.,

liinu e cumhnaut' nan gràs lis.

Tliainig losa 'nuas le thoil,

Thug e suas mar iobairt fliuil
;

Mac na tirinn, Uan gun chion,

M'ar ciontain-ne fhuair e ghuin.

Crochadh e ri crann an aird,

'S ati l-sleagh sàite tro a chorp
;

Crùii geur na peine chuir niù cheann,

Fhuair mac Dhe le iiàimhde lot.

Crùn sgithich, an aite crùn rìgb.

Mar thailceas, 's mar dhi-meas niòr ;

Domblas agus tion gear,

'N deocli a thug iad dha ri h-òl.

^Ja tàirnean g'an cur an s'ls,

Am bosaibh a lanih le òrd ;

'S fuil a chridhe ruith a thaobh,

Ceannachd bu daoire nan t-ùr.

'Nuair chaidh Criosd gu pein a bhàis,

'S a dh' fhuilig e air sun an t-sluaigh
;

Sgoilt brat an teampuill sios gu l:.r,

'S dhùisg na mairbh an aird o'n uaigh.

Cbreathnaich an talamh trom, le crith,

Air a ghrein gu'n tainig smal
;

Le feirg Dhe, do chrath e 'n sin
;

Dh-fhuilig Criosd am bus re seal.

Dh-adhlaic iad an t- Uan fo lie,

Thug e buaidh, sail uaigh cha d' fhan ;

As a bhàs thug e gheur-ghuin,

'S dh-eirich an treas la gun smal.

Na shuidh' aig deas-laimh atlinr a ta,

Crio^id le gràsati os ar ceaiiri
;

A' cur oifig sagairt an gniomh,

A' deasachadh a riogliachd dliuinn.

Thig an t-am san tig mac Dhe,

Creidibh sud gur sgi'ula tier :

Le nilltibh mil' de dh' ainglibh treun,

'1 hoirt oirnne breith a reir ar gniomh.

'N sin seinnear an trompaid gu li-ard,

Leis na h-ainglcaii 's iiilic snuagh
;

Liridh na mairbh an aird o'n ùir,

'S bheir e cùnntas uailh' an cuan.

Liubhraidh gach uaigh na fhuair i-fein,

'S cha bhi neach de'n treud air clmll
;

Nochdar iad uil' am fiadhuuis De,

'S e Mhàu fcin is breitheamh ann.

Bithidh iadsan soilleir an sin,

Mar sholus dealrach an dreadi

;

Thig Criosd nan coinneamh le gean,

'S bidh sith an comunn nam tlaih.

Ni tbu 11 sin tearbadh air gach neach,

'S dionaiiih lu o'n flieirg na's leat,

Mhead 's tha air an dearbhadh dliiii,

Cuirear iad fo dhion do bhrait.

Cuirear na gobliair air laimh chli,

Chum triail gu priosan a' bhrùin ;

Druidear suas, 's gur cruaidb an sgeul,

Flath-lnuis Dhe air an sròin.

Mallaichidh 'n nighean a mathair,

IVlallaichidh mhathair a clann ;

'S mallaichidh 'n t-athair a mhac,

Nach do ghabh a smachd 'na am.

'S iomadh sgairteach, a's gul geur,

Ri h-am cluintinn sgeul an cràidh
;

Mallachadh a cheile gu leir,

Sgarachdainn ri L'an a ghr.àidh.

Sin la an dealachaidh bhochd,

G'aii sgarachdainn a dh'aindeon ritil
;

G'an sgiursadh gu b-aiiieal an loi>g,

'S gun dull aig anam tigh'ii' as.

An teach d'a miileadh cuirciir iad,

Fo dliioghaltas an Aid- High ;

Gun duil ri furtaclid no ri b'.s,

Gu br;;tli, tha tig iad a nios.

Fasaiiih 'ii cuirp cho chniaidh ri pi'ais,

Mar iaruiin an cas san laiiih
;

G'an cuuiail beo aim an sior pliiaii,

Teine dian gun fhurtachd la.

I

(ja(;h aon l.'i mar bhiiaiina bliuan.

An lagan loisgneach, cruaidh an sàs;

G'an liodairt le teas a's fuachd,*

Sud an duais ge tad an dàil.

» 'I'lic ancient Caledonians entertained the idcu tliat

hell was a cold and inhospitable place, as the lojlottiiig

stanza from an old poem will show :

—

" 'S mairg a roghnaichcas Ifiinn fhunr,

'S gur h.i uamh nan droigheann K^'"'.

Is beas orm Ifiinn fhuar, fhliiicli,

Aite bith-bhuan is searbh deoch."

Tho fnlUi

this eharaet

line from Dan an Fh'tr Chlaoin

'

I sin allaidh na frcòinc,

Leil' thiugh-cheò as le t-nannh-bhèisdean

A tlilr nam plan gun bhiadh gun bhàigh,

Dol ad dhàil be sud mo dheisdinii."
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Latha cha bin ami na dheigh, M' aclianaich riuts', aii- sgiith do mhic,

Falaichear na reulltan 's a ghiian
;

IMfadaich mo ghliocas le gras ;

Sgriosar an saoglial gu leir, 'S thoir dhomh mathaiias 's gar.h rùis,

'S neach cha teid an toll bho Dliia. Ì
Seal m'an druid mo shuil le bus.

ROB DONN.

Robert Mackay, otherwise cailud Rob Donn, was born in tlie winter season of the

year 1714, at AUt-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 " Dùthaich Mhic-Aoidhì'

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

motlier's talents of that description are known to have been more than ordinarilj' 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 we have heard an instance of singular
I

female fortitude evinced by lier 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
i

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 power of lisping, an anecdote is recorded of his infant

age of no ordinary description, though homely enough in its history. At the 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,

" 'aS olc a chiiid sin do 'n f/icur a dìì fhalhhas !"
i. e. " He who de[)arts 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."
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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 'Ic Neill,

IVIo bhroilleacli chur air mo chùlthaobh,

'S gun a dhùiiadh agam fhein !"

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 cliildren, 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 dol a null 's a nail,

Gus a ruig thu gruiiiid na clais',

Cha 'n 'eil air, ma tha e gaim,

Ach na tha ami 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 3Iusal. 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 ago we have mentioned. In this family our author remained

as a servant from this age till the period of his marriage. Here he experienced liberal

treatment, and sincere, unvaried kindness, of which he ever retained a lively and grateful

recollection, especially towards his master ; and it is no trifling praise to both, that though

they once or twice latterly had a ditference, the bard's esteem and affection returned

when the casual excitement had passed ; and when it lay upon his raind, 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 Irotn learn an àiridh,'' ^"c.

Here his passion breathes with an innocent, simple faithfulness, with an ardour and truth

of poetic recital, that no lays of the kind can perhaps surpass.

After his marriage, Rob Donn first resided at the place of Bad-na-h-acJdais, 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 ofiice, thouiih a humble one, of considerable responsibility and trust. In this

station he continued for the greater part of his after fife-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-

self felt inclined to accompany them. The regiment was reduced in 1763, and our bard

returned to his home.

Though we have said that he spent mostly the after period of life, since he entered the

service of Lord Rcay, 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.

He chose the latter alternative ; and removed, with his family, to the place of Achmore,

in that part of the parish of Durness which borders upon Cape Wrath. Indeed, though

we have no decided authority for the supposition, we are inclined to believe that the

difi'erence 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 difi'er-

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 witliin a fortnight of his death,

which tooic 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 w ith severity the powerful lash of his satire.

His stories of w it and humour were incxiiaustible ; 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, wlien 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 Donn !"

" 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

ever, my man, at the summit of yonder mountain?'' "I never was." "Then you

never have been so near to heaven." " And have you yourself been there?" " Indeed

I have." " And what a fool you have been to descend !" retorted the bard, " are you

sure of being ever again so nigh ?" M'Donald had caught a tartar. " I am far deceived,"

said he, " if thou be not thyself Rob Donn !" The bard did not deny it, and a cordial

friendship was formed between them.

To Rob Donn'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 iiis 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 Donn 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 tliirtecn 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 Donn's compositions may be classed into four kinds— Humorous, Satirical,

Solemn, and Descriptive ; all these severally, with few exceptions, belonging to the

species of poetry commonly called Lyrical. He was illiterate ; he knew not his alphabet.

The artificial part of poetry, if poets will grant that expression legitimate, was to him

utterly unknown. Perhaps he never took more than an hour or two to compose either

his best or his longest songs. Even the most of the airs to which he composed are

original, which presents as a single circumstance the resources of his mind to have been
]

of no ordinary extent. His works were published in Inverness, with a memoir prefixed,
!

in 1830. '

In farming an estimate of the moral and poetical merits of Rob Donn, 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

for publication. i

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 «ho j

feared the exercise of his wit. His satire is not rancorous and vindictive, but playful
j

and sportive ; more calculated to annoy than to wound. If he was not invited to a feast I

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 he cannot be placed in the highest rank. He is deficient in pathos and in-

vention. There is httle depth of feehng, and very slender powers of description to be

found in his works ; and, when the temporary and local mterest 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, 'vho has done himself honour worthj' of record by his activity and zeal

in raising the subscription, and bringing, witii 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.

TUIS TOMB WAS ERECTED AT THE EXPENSE OF A FEW OF HIS COUNTRYMEN,

ARDENT ADMIRERS OP NATIVE TALENT,

AND EXTRAORDINARY GENIUS.

1829.

[Second Side.]

" POETA NASCITUR NON FIT."

OBIIT 1778.

[T/iird Side.]

" BU SHLUAGH BORB SINN GUN BHREITHEANAS,

NU'AIR A DH-FHALBH TIIU, MUR SGATIIADII SUD OIRNN.

[Fourth Side.]

" SISTE VIATOR, ITER, JACKT IIIC SUB CESPITE DONNUS,

QUI CECIMT FORMA PRJDSTANTES RURE PUELLAS;

QUIQUE NOVOS LyETO CELEBRAVIT CARMINE SPONSOS;

QUIQUE BENE MERITOS LUGUBRI VOCE DEFLEVIT;

ET ACRITER VARUS MOMORDIT VITIA MODIS." *

^iTATlS ()4.

* Tlie aljovc lines, in memory of the bard, were written by the late Rev. Alexander Pope,

minister of Reay.
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IIANN AIR LONG llUSl'UINN.

[Sean long bheag, a bha air a càradh le ceannaiclie, bha

•n a shcan duine, agus a bhrist loiiiilie sin ; chàraich e an

long so, it" spruilli-ach luinge chaidh a bhriseadh n stoirm

gcamhraidh air tràigh lagus do Kuspunn ; bha 'n ceann.

aiche pòid' ri seann nigbin tacan ro'n am sin, 's iad gun
chlann. 'N uair rinn e suas an long, 's ann le luath

ranaich mar luchd a chaidh e leatha air a' cheud siubljal.J

O 'n tha 'n gaol ac air fas mar Fhaoilleacli,

Na bitheadli stri agaibh ri bhi [lòsd',

'A seasinhachd itintiiiii cha 'ii 'eil thn ciiirittach,

lie fad na li-aon oidiich' gu teacrid an lù
;

An tè a phaiitichens riut a chirdeas,

Ged tha i 'gràdh siid le caiiint a beùil,

r'o cheann seachdiiin, thig caochladh Heasgaich,

'S cha 'n fhaigh tlm facal dh'i ix- do bhe!..

Seana mharaich, seana cheannaich,

Le seana chaileig, "s iad gun sliochd
;

Gmi tuar conaich air a' chiial chrannaich,

Is luath rainich air cheud luchd.

Bha seat! acair, gun aon taic innt',

Air sean bhacan, ri sean taigh :

Leig an sean tobha gun aon cliobhair,

An sean eithear air seana chloich.

Bha triùir ghaisgeach gun neach caisrigt',

Air dhroch eistreadh 'n an caol ruith.

Gu long liuspiiimi nach i)àigh cuspunn,

An t-seana chupuill nam plàigh rith'.

'S mùr an eis e do fhear pension,

Bha 's na rancaibh fada muigh,

Bhi air chill fraighneach air stiùir Sine,

Gun dùil sineadh ri deagh chluich.

ORAX NAN SUIRIUHEACH.*

Fhkaramh ug' leis am miannach pòsadh,

Nach 'eil na sgeòil so 'g 'ur fiigail trom ?

Tha chuid a 's diomhair' tha cur an lin dibh,

Cha 'n 'eil an trian diubh a' ruigheachd i'uinn.

Tha chuid a's faighreachaiT air an oighreachd s',

O 'm beil am prise a' dol air chall,

Mar choirean làidir, cur mailT air pàirtidh,

Tha barail chairdean, a's gràdh gun blioiin.

Tba fear a' suiridb an diugh air iiiighean,

Guti bharail iomraill nacli dean e turn
;

Bha i uair, 's bu chumha buairi<lh,

A ghuth d' a cluais, a's a dhreach d' a sùil.

An sean ghaol cinnteach bha aig ar sinnsir',

Nach d'fhuair cead imeachdair feadh na dùthch',

Nach glan a dhearbh i, gu 'n deach' a mharbhadh,

'N uair ni i bargan, 'nuair thig fear ur.

'S iomadh caochladh thig air an t-saoghal,

'S cha chan an fhirinn nach 'eil e crosd',

Na h-uile maighdean a ni mar rinn i,

Tha fois a h-inntinii an cunnart feasd.

An duine treubhach, mur 'eil e spreidheach,

A dh' aindeoin eud, tha e feiii 'g a chosg,

'S le comhairl' ghòraich a h-athair dhùluni,

'G a deanamh deònach le toic, 's le trosg.

For the air, see "The Rev. Patrick M' Donald's Col.

lection of Highland Airs," page 17, No. 112.

Ach 's mòr an naire bhi g an sàrachadh,

j

Oir tha pàirt dhiubh de 'n inntinn stùlt',

; Mach o phàrantan agus chairdean,

Bhi milleadh ghraidh sin tha fas gu h-òg
;

Mur toir i aicheadh do 'n fhear a's fearr leath',

Ged robh sud craiteach dh'i fad a beò,

Ni h-athair feargach, a beatha searbh dh'i,

'S gur fearr leis marbh i, na 'laicinn pòsd'.

I Faodaidh reason a bhi, gu treigeadh

j

An fhir a 's beusaich' a theid 'n a triall
;

j

Ged tha e cairdeach, mur 'eil e pàgach,

Ud ! millidh pràcas na th' air a mhiann
;

' Tha '11 duine suairce, le bairachd stuaniachd,

A' call a bhuannachd ri tè gun chiall ;

'S fear oile 'g eiridh, gun stic ach Icine,

'S e cosnadh gcill dh'i mu 'n stad e srian.

Mur 'eil stuamachd a' cosnadh giuagaich,

Och ! clod a' bhuaidh air am beil a geall ?

Nach mor an neònachas fear an dochais so,

Gun bhi cnòdach ni 's modha bonn
;

Fear eile sineadh le mire 's taosiiadh,

Le comuiin faoilteach, no aigneadh trom,

'S ge math na tri sin gu cosnadh aonlachd,

Cha 'n 'eil a haon diubh nach 'eil a" call.

Ma tha e pagacb, ma tha e sgathach,

51a tha e nàrach, ma tha e mear
;

Ma tha e saniitach, ma tha e greannar,

INIa tha e cainnteach, a's e gun chron
;

J.Ia tha e bòidbeach, ma tha e seolta,

jMa tha e còmhnard, ma tha e glan
;

Ma tha e diomhain, ma tha e gniomharh,

Ud, ud ! cha 'n fhiach le a h-aon diubh sin !

Ma tha e piigach, tha e gun n.'.ire,

'S ma tha e sgathach, cha bheag a' chrois
;

I\Ia tha e gaolach, tha e 'n a cbaora
;

'S ma tha e faoilteach, tha e 'n a throsg
;

3Ia tha egniomhach, their cuid, "Cha'n fhiach e,

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."

C;i 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 nii 'g innseadh,

Nach 'eil 'n a dhiteadh dha air a chul.
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An duiiie meaiimnach, 's e toitnhseil, ainmeil,

Cha chluinu thu 'ainin ach mar fhear gun diù

'S iiach fliaic thu f'cin, air son ioinadh reusoin,

Gu 'u deach' an sprcidh os ccann cuille, 's cliù.

Tha fear fos ann, a dli-aindeoin dòchais,

A dli' fhaudas pòsadh gun inhòran char
;

Na'm biodh de cliiallaig' nadh' aithnich riamli,

Gu "n do dli-eirich grian amis an àirde 'n ear
;

Dean "n a dhuairc e, a rugadh 'n cuaran, '

Thoir baile 's huar dha, a's treabhair gheal
;

Leig labhairt uair dha, ri athair gruagaich,

'S bheir mi mo cMuas dhut mar Inigh e bean.

AM B R U A D A R.

Air FON>f—" Latha siuhhal slcibhe d/iomh."

Chunna' mise bruadar,

Fhir iiach cuala, thig a's cluinn
;

Ma 's breisleacii e, cur casg air ;

'S ma tha neart ann, hi 'g a sheinn
;

Na m' b' t'hlor dhomh i'uin gu 'm faca mi,

Am Freasdal, 's e air beinn ;

Gach nl a's neach 'n a amharc,

Is e coimhead os an cinn.

Chunna' mi gach seorsa 'n sin,

A' tigh'nn 'n an crùthaibh, cruinn
;

'S na 'm b' fhior dhomh, gu'n robhmùran diubh;

A b' eòl domh ri mo linn
;

Ach CO a bha air tliòs dliiubh,

Ach na daoine pòsd' air sreing,

—

'S a' cheud fhear a tliuirt facal diubh,

Cruaidh chasaid air a mlmaui.

Labhair glagair àraidh ris,

—

" 'S tu leig mo naimhdeas learn,

N uair phòs mi ghobach, iirdanacli,

Nach obadh cnàmhan rium
;

'S c 's tainnt an taobh mo leapa dh'i,

An uair is pailte rum,

Gu cealgach, feargach, droch inheinneach,

' 'S an droch-uair, teann a null.'

" Their i ris, gu h-ain-meiniieach,

'N uair dh' cireas fearg 'n a sròin,

Gu 'm b' olc mi ann an argumaid,

'S nach b' fheàrr mi thogail sgeòil,—
Cha b' ionann duit 's do c' ainm e sud,

'S deagh sheanachaidh c 's taigli-òsd',

O ! 's buidhe dhi-s' thug dhachaigh e,

B' e fein am fleasgach coir.

" 'Nuair chlosas mis' ri smuaineachadh,

Gach truaighe thug mo sh;.r
;

Their i, sgeigeil, beumach, rium,

Gur ro mhath dh-eisdinn sgeul
;

Is their i ris na labhras mi,

Gu 'n canadh clann ni b' fhearr
;

Aon ghniomh, no cainnt, cha chinnich learn,

Nach di-mol i le 'beul."

Thuirt ise :
—" Gu.'m b' eudach sud,

'S gu 'n robh e brcugach, meallt',''

Is thug i air mar b' àbhaist d'i,

Nach abradh 'bheul-sa dranml
;

" Tha 'n adharc sgorrach, citidh
;

Ach o 'n 's eigin d'i bhi ann,

O ! ciod e 'n t-kite 'n cLra dh'i

Bhi fiis, na air a' cheann."

Thubhairt fear de 'n iiireamh ud,

Bu tàbhachdaiche bh' ann,

" A Fhreasdail, rinn thu fiibhor rium,

Am pàirt 'nuair thug thu clann
;

Ged thug thu bean mar mhàthair dhaibh,

Nach dean gach dàrna h-àm,

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 l:i a dh' eisd mi riut.

Is tu 'na t-eigin chruaidh;

Mu 'n do chumadh leine dhut,

Bha 'n ccile sin riut fuaight',

Is ciod iad nis na fàthan.

Air am b' .iill leat a cur bhuat?"

" Nach bochd dhomh, 'nuair thig strainsearan,

Bhios ceòlmhor, cainnteach, binn,

'Nuair 's math learn a bhi fialaidh riulh',

'S ann bhios i liata ruinn?

'N uair dh' ilas mi gu cùirteil leath',

'S e gheibh mi cùl a cinn,

'S bidh mise 'n sin 'n am blireugadair,

Ag radh gu "m beil i tinn.

" Cha tàmh i 'm baile dithribh leam,

Cha toigh leath' gaotli nam beann,

An t àite mosach, fàsachail,

Am beil an cràbhadh gann ;

'S ged chuir mi làmh ri eagiais :,

Cha 'n fhada dh' fhanas ann,—
' An t-àite dona, tàbhurnach,

Bidh sluagh cur neul n a ceann.'
"

Sin 'n uair thubhairt Freasdal ris,

—

" 'S e thig do 'n ne:ich ni choir
;

A bhi ni 's dlùith' r' a dhleasannas,

Mar 's truime crois 'g a leòn ;
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Bha na ceadan pears' an sud,

'N an seasamh ann an rune,

Sbha casaidean aig mòran diubh,

JMa 'n aon iieach bha toirt taing.

AN DUINE SANNTACH

AGUS AN SAOGHAL, A' GEARAN AIR A CHEILE.

AN DUIXE.

'S Mi-CHOMAiNNEACH thiisa, Shaogliail,

'S b' abhaist dhut,

'S olc a leaiiadb tu ri daoine

A leanadh riut

;

Am fear a cheaiigail sreang gu teann riut,

Leis a' ghlut

;

'Nuair thaiTuinn gach fear acheann fein d':

'S es' a thuit.

AN SAOGHAL.

Is sibhse tha mar sin, a dhauiiie,

'S b' abhaist duibh,

'S olc a leanadh sibh ri saoghal

A leanadh ribh
;

Ged chuir mise sorchan fodhaibh,

'S air gach taobh,

Mas sibh feiii tha gabhal teichidh,

Soraidh leibh !

O, na 'n gleidheadh tu mis', a shaogliail,

Bhithinn dha do reir,

Oir tha na h-uile ni a's toigh learn

Fo na ghreiii
;

C uim' an leigeadh tu gu dilinn

Mi gu pein,

'S nach 'cil fiaitheas cho prlseil dhomh
Riut fein.

AN SAOGHAL.

S ann bu choir dhut bhi cur t-còlais

Ni bu dels',

Far am biodh na h-uilc solas

Ni bu treis',

Ged ni mis' an t-umaidh ;iraeh

Hi car greis,

'N uair a thogras-e fcin m' fhagnil,

Leigcam leis.

ORAN DO'N OLLA MOIRISTON.

LUINNEAG.

Binn sin uair-eigin,

Searhh sin off,

Binn sin vair-eigin,

Sf.arbit sin off s

Binn sinikiair-eiyin,

'N comunn so dW flitiaraich,

Air ail rohh earhall gU dfiuiiineil,

Ge bu ghuanach a blirhn.

A' BHLiADHNA na caluinn-s',

Bu gheur am faobhar a ghearradh an tend,

Bh' eadar Dòmhnull 's am IMorair,

S iad mar aon aim an comunn 's an gaol
;

Ach cia b' e ni bha 's na caiitean,

Chaidh e feargach oirnn seachad an de

;

'S CO a 's dacha bhi coireach,

Na 'm fear a dh-fhagas am baile leis fein ?

eigin, .^c.:n sin uair

Chunnaic mis' air a' bhùrd tliu,

Bhliadhiia ghabh Sine Ghòrdon an tat,

'S cha chuireadh tu t-aodaiin

Ann an comunn nach slaodadh tu Ital
;

Ach 'nuair shaoil leat do shorchan,

Bhi cho iaidir ri tulchainn a' gheat',

Shliob na bonna-chasan reamliar

Dheth na loma-leacan sleamhuiiin gun taic

Binn sin uair-tigin, ^c,

Dearbh cha ghabhainn-sa ioglinadh

As an leac so (;huir miltean a muigh,

Dhe na corra-cheannaich' bhriosgadi,

Aig am faicte 'ii da iosgaid air chritli;

Ach an trostanach treubhach,

Chuireadli neart a dha shluisd' an an sith.

JNla thuit es' aig an dorus,

Cia mar sheasas fear eile 's am biih ?

Binn sin uuir-eigin, i\c.

'S ann tha ceumanan Freasdail

Toirt nan ceudan de kasanan duinn,

Deanamh iobairt de bheagan,

Gu 'm biodh each air an teagasg r" an linn
;

Ach ma thuitcas fear aithghearr,

J^e bhi sealltuinn ro bhras os a ihiiin,

Cha 'n 'eil fhios again, aca,

Co a 's ciontaich' an leac no na buiiin.

Binn sin uair-eigin, ^c.

Tha mise fein aim an cagal,

'G iarraidh fàsaich no eag do mo sliàil,

Is mi falbh air an leacaich,

Air an d' fhuair daoine seasinhach an siir

;
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Ach tlia m' earbsadh tie chuiinart,

Mo gharbh-chnaiinhean uile bhi slàii,—
Oil- get! a thiirladh dhoinh clibeadli,

Cha 'n 'eil àird' aig mo sniigeid o 'n làr.

Biììii sin uair eigin, S^c.

An duin' iig s' tha 'n a leigh,

Tha mi clàìstiiin tha tighinn a 'dhuigb,

Fhuair e leasun o dhithis,

Chum gu'n siùbhladh e suidhicht' 'ii acheum;

Ach mu 'n chins tha d" a ]"eaiituiim,

Cuiream cùl ri bhi eantuinii iii 's leir ;

Ach iia 'm biodh biigli na mo chomiiairr,

So an t-:im am beil Somhairl' 'n a feum.

Biiin sin uair-eigin, i^c.

Ian ^Mhic-Uilleim 's an t-Srathan,

l-'aodaidh deireadh do lathach'-s' bhi searbh,

Ged tha 'n aimsir-s' cho sitheil,

'S nach 'eil guth riut mu phris air an tàrbh
;

Chaidh luchd-fàbhoir a bhriseadh,

Nabha 'a dreuchd eadarRuspunii's amPàibh ;

Am tear a thig le mùr urram,

Gheibh e ceud mile mallachd 's an fhalbh.*

Biiin sin uair-eigin^ ^c.

Note.—Dr Morrison, the hero of this song, was for a

long time in high esteem and favour in the family of Lord

Reay ; but at length a 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 ileamhuinn an ieac a th'aig dorus an taigW mhuir."

MARBHRANN.
[Do dhithis mhinistear ro ainmeil 'nan dilthaich, Mr

Iain Munro, Slinisteir Sgire Eadarachao'.ais, agus Mr
DòmhnuU Mac-Aoidh, Maighstir-sgoile, sgire Fair.3

Air fonn—" Oran na h-aoist>."

'S e mo bheachd ort, a bhàis,

Gur bras thu ri pàirt,

Gur teachdair' tha laidir, treum, thu
;

All cogadh no 'm blàr,

Cha toirear do shàr,

Aon duine cha tar do threigsinn
;

Thug thu an dràsd

Dhuiiin buille no dhà,

Chuir eagiaisean ban, a's foghlum
;

Is 's fhurasd dhomh ràdh,

Gur goirid do dhàil,

'S gur trie a' toirt beam 'n ar Cleir thu.

Bhuin thu ruinn garbh,

M« 'n dithis so dh-fhalbh,

'Nuair ruith thu air lòrg a cheil' lad
;

C uime nach d' fhàg thu

* " Hate dogs their flight, and insult mocks their end "

Jahm. fan. Hum. Hisl.es.

Bhuidhean a b' ;"iirde,

A bhiodh do chàch ro fheumail
;

A bhruidhean a b' fheàrr

A' tighinn o 'm beul,

'S an cridheachan Ian de reuson
;

Chaidh gibhteachan gràis

A mheasgadh 'n an gnàths,

'S bha 'n cneasdachd a' t";is d" a reir sin.

Dithis bha 'n geall

Air gearradh a bonn,

Gach ain-iochd, gach feall, 's gach eucoir;

Da sholus a dh-lTialbh

A earrannan garbh',

Dh-fhàg 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 buaidh a's feum dbeth
;

Mar ris gach aon ni,

Dh-aithris iad dhuinn,

Chaidh 'u gearradh a tim an leughaidh.

Dithis a bh' ann,

Bu chomhairl' 's bu cheann,

Do phobuU fhuair am g' an eisdeachd ;

Dithis, bha 'm bks

'N a bhriseadh do chàch,

Gidheadh gu "m b' e 'm fàbhor feiii e ;

Cha ladurn gu dearbh,

Dhuiun chreidsinn 'uuair dh-fhalbh,

Gu 'n d' fhreagair an earbs' gu leir iad
;

A dh' aindeoin an aoig,

B' e 'n cairide gaoil,

'Nuair sgair e o thir nam breug iad.

Tha sgeulan r' a inns*

Mu dheighinn na dith's,

A 's feumail a bhi sua ceudan
;

Feudaidh mi ràdh,

Cia teumach am bàs,

Nach tug e ach pairt d' a bheum uainn.

Ged thug e le tinn,

An corpa do 'n chill,

Bidh iomradh ro bhiiin 'n an deigh orr'

;

is iomadh beul cinn,

Ag aithris 's gach linn,

Na labhair, na sheinn, 's na leugh iad.

Sinne tha làthair,

Tuig'maid an t-stràchd-s',

Is cleachdamaid trà air reuson ;

Nach iaic sibh o'n bha,

An lathachan s' geàrr,

Gu 'n ruith iad ni b' flie'.rr an reis ud

;

'S mac-samhuil dhuinn iad,

Ged nath 'eil sinn cho àrd.
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Bi'dh gach duire diibh uaigneach,

'N dùil fuasgladh o bblàth
;

Bithidh an siiodhaihd a' tia«ighadh,

Gus an flireuinh as na shin e,

Ciupaidh rhairt lis gu dioiiach,

Gus an ciion i gu Jar
;

'N lori-dubh anns a' iiihadainn,

Sior sgreadail chion blàilhs.

Mhlos dheitheasach, chaoile,

Choimheacli, ghauthach, gun bhlàths',

Chuireadh feadail na fuarachd,

Anns gacti badan bu dualaicli',

Dhùirtead!) siieachda 'n a ruathar.

Air chruach nam bearin àrd',

'S an am teichidh na greine,

CaiUidh PImbus a bhlàths'.

jMhìos chaiseaneach, ghreaiinacli,

Chianail, cbainneanach, gheàirt',

'S i gu clachanach, curracb,

Chruaidhteach, sgealpanach, phuinneach,

Shiieachdach, chaochlaideach, thrasach,

Reùtacti, reasgach, gu sàr
;

S e na chaoirneinean craidhneach,

Fad na h-oidhch' air an l;,r.

'S ann bhios Flioehus 'n a reòtachd,

An ceap nam mòr chruach 's nam beann

Bidh "s an uair sin 's cha neùnach,

Gach eun gearra-ghobach gòineaili,

Spioladh iouiall an otraicb,

Cur a shriin anns an dam :

Còmhradh ciùrrta gun bheadvadh,

Le bròn a's sgreadal 'n au ceann.

'S an am tighinn an f'heasgair,

Cha bhi an aoaras gaini
;

Isi iad còmhnuidh 's gach callaid,

Buileach anmhunn a's callaidh,

Sgriobadh ùir as na ballaibh,

-Mlos chur duinionn nan gleann,

'S iad a' bt'ucail gu toirmneach,

'S cha blii 'n eirbheirt ach n.all.

Ach nach daochail 's a' gheamhradh,

Fann ghcim gamhna chion feùir,

Gnùgach, caol-dromach, fearsnach,

Tioram, tarra-ghreannach, àrsaidh,

Biorach, sgreamhanach, fuachdaidh,

Siltean fuaraidh r' a shròin,

'S f gu sgrog-laghrach gàgach,

Fulang sàrach' an reòt.

Gabhail geilt dheth na mhadainn,

Le guth a' chneataiu 'n an ceann,

Is tia h-aigheaii fo euslaimh,

Air son gun tlircig iad a' bhtinn.

Sud na puirt bu ghoirt gearradh,

Is bu shalaiche seinn,

Ghabhadh m' inntinn riamb eagal,

Roimh bhur sgreadail 's a' mhadainn,

'N ;im a' cliruidh bhi air gliadaibii,

'S an cuid fodair 'g a roinn,

'S iad 'n am baideinibh binniceaih,

Gu h-iisruidh, tioma-diasach, tinn.

Am bradan caol bbarr an fhior iiisg',

Fliuch, slaod-earbalhich, I'uar,

'S e gu tarr-ghlogach, i-onnach,

Chlamhach, ghear-bhalhich, lannach,

Soills na meirg' air 'n a eai radh,

Fianih na gainn' air 's gach tuar,

'S e gu crom-cheannach, burrach,

Dol le buinne 'na chuaich.

An t-samhainn bhagarach, fhiadhaich,

Uhubhrach, chiar-dhubh, gun bhliiths,

Ghuineach, ana-bhliochdac!i, f huachdaidh,

Shruthach, steallanach fhuaimneach,

Thuileach, an-shociach, uisgeacli,

Gun dad measaich acii cal,

Bithidh gacli deat, a's gach miseach,

Glacadh aogais a' bhàis.

yote This song appears to be aparcdyon twelveof the

stanzas of M'Donald's " Ode to Summer."—' We are in.

clined to thii)k that on a journey the poet made to tha

Isle of Skye, he might have heard M'Donald's ' Summer
Song' and composed this in imitation of it."

—

ihiiioit to

Edit. 18i9.

•S TROM LEAM AN AIRIDH.

[Rinn am bard an t-òran so d' a leannan, Anna Moir-

iston, nighean òg ro chliùileach, d' an tug e cheiid ghaol

;

bha e (ada 'g a h-iarraidh, agus ise car learn. leat, gun bhi

[

'g a diùltadh no 'g a gabhail ; ach turus a thug e chun na

;

h-àiridh far an robh i aig an am, 's ann a dhearc e oirre an

cuideachd an t-saoir bhàin, d' am b' ainm Iain Moraidh,

I

ghabh e gu rf>-throm i a chur cùl ris fein. Phòs i an saor

ban an deigh so, agus 'se aithris an t-sluaigh—nach

j

lobh i riamh toilichte gu 'n chuir i cùl ri Rob Donn
;

I

agus cha mho a dhearbh an saor ban e fein 'n a cheile ro

;
thaitneach.]

Bidh gach creutair d' a threisead,

'G iarraidh fasgaidh 's a' choill,

Bidh na h-ùrlaichean cabrach,

Gnùsdach, airtnealach, laga,

'S TROM learn an ;,iridh,

'S a ghàir so a tli'innt',

Gu'n a phairt sin a b'àbhaist,

Bhi 'n dràsd air mo chinn
;
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BRIOGAIS .-Mine RUAIRIDH.

[Rinneadh an t-òranso leis a' bhàrdaigbanais " Iseabail

NicAoidh," iiighean lain 'Ic-Eacliainn, air dli'i bhipòsda

ri lain.macChoiiinichSutharlain. Bhacruinneachadh ana-

barrach sluaigh air a' bhanais de dh-uaislean na dùthcha
;

achair do dh-Iain Mac-Tachuinn agusam bard curamach
air a cheile goirid roimh 'n am sin, cha d' fhuair am bard

cuireadh thun na bainnse, ged bha e chòmhnuidh ann an

àite fagus do laimh. Ach air do Choinneach Sutharlan,

athair fhir na bainnse, thighinn air an ath mhadainn an

dcigh a' phòsaidh, agus Kob Donn ionndrainn, thubhairt

e ri Iain Mac-Eachuinn, gu 'm b' fhearr cuircadli athoirt

do 'n bhard 'n a thràth, no gu 'n cluinnte sgeula mu
'n hhanais lathast. Bha fios aig Iain Mac-Eachuinn, nach

tigeadh am bard air 'àilleas.sa, ged chuireadh e fios air.

An sin chuir na h-uaisleaii uile, 'n an ainm fein, fios air,

agus mur tigeadh a leis an teachdaireachd sin, gu 'n

rachadh iad fein uile g' a shireadh. Thàinig Rob Donn gu
toileach ; oir bl)a mòr 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 àmhuilteach 's am bith 'n am measg o

thòisich a' bhanais? Thuirt an teachdaire nach cual e.san

iiCti aon rud—Gu 'n do chaill " Mac Ruaraidh beag,"

gille thainig an cois fhir na bainnse, a bhriogais. Bu Jeoir

so leis a' bhard, agus rau 'n d' rainig e taigh na bainnse,

ged nach robh ann ach astar da mhile, bha 'n t-òran

dèanta; agus cho luath 's a shuidh e, thoisich e air a

ghabhail.]

lAlXNEAG.

All (I fhidii\ no 'n d' /hairich,

No '« cuala sihh,

Co idir thug hriogais

Milk Ruairidli Ids ?

Bha bhriogais ud agaiim

An am dul a chudal,

'(S ''nuair thainig a' mhadainn

Cha d'fhuaradh i.

CuAinn bhriogais a stampadli,

Am ineadhon iia coiinlaich,

'S chaidh Uisdean a dhamhs',

Leis na gruagaicliean
;

'Nuair dh-fhag a chuid misg e,

Gu'n tug e 'n sin briosgadli,

A dh-iarraidh na briogais,

'S cha d' fhuair e i.

A?id'fhidir,<^-r.

Na 'm bitheadh tu laimh ris,

Gu 'n deaiiadh tu gàire,

Ged bhidheadh an siataig

Na d' chruachanan
;

Na I'aiceadh tu 'dhronnag,

'Nuair dh-ionndrain e 'pheallag,

'S e coimhead 's gach cailai<i,

'Sa' suaitheachan.

An d'/kidir, ^-c.

Iain INIhic Eachuinn,

jMa 's tusa thug leat i,

Chur grabadh air peacadh

'S air buaireadh leath"
;

Ma 's tu a tliug leat i,

Cha ruigeadh tu leas e,

Chaidh t-uair-sa seachad

Mu 'n d' fhuair tliu i.

An d'/hidir, 4r.

Chaitriona Nigh'n Uilleim,*

Dean briogais do 'n ghille,

*S na cumadh sud sgilliiin

A' thuarasdal
;

Ciod am fios nach e t-athair,

'I'hug leis i g' a caitheamh,

—

Ijha feum air a leithid,

'S bha uair dheth sin.

An d''fhidir, 8;c.

Briogais a' chonais,

Chaidh chall air a' bhanais,

Bu Hatha fear fanaid

Na fuaidheil oirr'

;

Mur do ghleidh Iain -\Iiic-DliumhnuilI,

Gu pocan do 'n or i,

Cha robh an Us-mhòine

Na luaidheadh i.

An d' fhidir, 4-c.

Mur do ghleidh Iain Mac-Dhònihnuill,

G u pocan do 'n or i,

Cha robh an L's-mhòine

Na ghluaiseadh i.

Mu Uillcam Mac-l'h:.druig,

Cha deanadh i stà dha,

Cha ruigeadh i 'n àird'

Air a' chruachan dha.

An d'/hidir, i^r.

'I'ha duine 'n Usmhòine
D' an ainm lain Mac-Sheòrais,

'S gur ioiigantas dhomhsa

Ma ghluais e i

;

Bha i cho cumhang

I\Iur cuir e i 'm mugha,

Nach dean i ni 's modlia

Na buarach dha.

An d'/hidir, S,-c.

Na leigibh ri bràigh' p,

'M feadh 's a bhios e mar tha e,

Air engal gu 'n sàraicli

An luachair e
;

* Bean Iain Mhic Eachaln.
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Shaoil mi lein 's an flioghar,

'Nuair a tliiigli mi thu a triiiir,

Nach f'aiiadh tu clio f'ada bhiiain,

Ged b' f'hiach an gamhuiiiii ciii

AM BOC GLAS.

On tha mi na m' aonar,

Gu'ii teann mi ri spurs ;

Gu'u cuir mi mar dh-t'haodas mi,

'M boc air sheol.

'S gu'ii leig mi tios dhachaigh

A dh-iuiinsaiiili nan Catach,

Gur h-e 'in boc glas,

A bhios ac air an tòs.

Pe hefanndaraifeininn oth-orò,

Ilitldlifanndaraifeininn ìjth-orò,

Fa-thd-oth funiidaraifeininn oth-oro,

Ilithm fidabhal e,

Hanndarai hith-lioro,

Fa-thel-oth,fa-tM- oth.

'S iomadh òganach smearail,

Bha f'earail gu leùr
;

A chunna' mis

Ann an cogndh vigli Deùrs'.

'S cha'n t'liaca mi boc,

Ga thogail air feachd,

Ach aona bboc glas

A Bh' aig mac an larl' òig.

Pe liefanndarai, ^c.

'Nuair thigeadh am Foghar,

Co dhianadh a bhuain ?

Co dhianadli an ceanghal.

No sgrùdhadh an sguab?

Co chuireadh na siamanaii,

Ceart air na tudanan ?

Ach am boc luideach,

Na'm faigheadh e duals.

Pe hrjamidarai, ijc.

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 glihiis.

Pe he/anndarai, <^c.

A'o/c._This song was composed on a rake in Sutherland

shire, who, having got a number of young women in the

family way, was obliged to take refuge in the Sutherland

fencibles, where the poet gave liim the name of Hoc G/as

—a name that he retained during life. 'Ihe tune is excel.

lent, and may justly be entitled the first of the Sutherland,

shire pipe jigs. It was the poet's own conuiosition. He
also compoBCd several other popular airs of great merit.

OR AN.

[Do dh' flicar a bha suiridh air nighinn òig, agus fear eile

bhi'gatoirt bhuaithe ; bha mathair na h-ingliinn (.Ttha

lauhairt 's a' cheud rann) 'n a banàraich nig Morair

Mac-Aoidh, agus e-san 'a a bhuachaille: agus am tear

bha toirt na h-inghiim bhuaipe 'n a bhreabadair
—

'1 ha

t-òran air a sgriobhadh do rcir deaibh Ghàelig a bliàrd

fein oircha ghabhadh e seinn air caochladh oòigh.]

I,UI^'^•EAG.

Tlia '?i fjille math ruadh,

''S e laidir, luath,

Cha 'm urr' e hhi suas

'.S nach d^ fhuuir e i.

TJia 'w gi'le math ruadh,

^S e laidir, luath,

Cha 'w urr' e bid suas,

'S nach d'/huair e i.

1* Hi.EASGAicH tha 'g imcachd

An aghaidh na gaoith',

Gun dùil aig mo nighinn

Thu thighinn a chaoidh
;

Gu 'm b' fheàrr a bhi shiias leat

Am buaile JNlbic-Aoidh,

Na tìcasgach na lighe,

Le fhichead ho laoigh.*

Tlia '« yille math ruudh, &,-c.

Cha 'n urradh mi dhearbhadh

Mar chearb air bhur clann,

Gur aim aims na càirdean

Tha mhèirl' air am Ibnn,

'Nuair theid gach mearachd

A ciironachadh thoU,

Bidh fuigheall an innich

'S an ime cho trom.

Tha '« fjille math ruadh, S^c.

Tlia Seumas INIac-CulIacii,

'N a dhuine 'in bell spcis,

Tha oiioir bho 'Icanabas

'G a dhearbhadh 'n a blieus
;

Tha feiir anns a' bhaile-s'

Gun cliol ach an sprèi<ih,

Tha e 'n uidheam na goide

Ni 's faide no cis'.

Tha 'w gillc math rmtdh, i^a.

Mo chomhairl' a nigliean,

'S na suidhich do blionn,

Air rud bhios 'n a j)lieanas,

'S 'n a mhearadid dhut tholl,

Tha dull agad aclidaidh

Hi beartas 'n a stcoll,

Lt; fiiighleach an innich,

'S cha chinnich e boll.

Tha 'w c/illc math ruadh, ^yj.

* Fichead maidc na beairte.
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Na m I'aiceadh sibh 'in (leasgachaii

Tapaidh a th' agairin,

Ag iomavt nan casan

IMu seach air na maideaii,

l.e 'iteachan iiinich

A' pilleadh 's a' glagartaicti,

Cnap aig a' mhuidh,

'S an t-slinn a' feadaireachd.

Tiia \i gille math ruadh, ^c.

ORAN FHAOLAIN.

[Sgalag a bh'aig a' bhàrd, air an robh Faolan aca mar
leas.ainm. Cha robh Faolan ach 'n a chieutair faclianta,

agus b' àbhaist do dh' ingheanan a' bhàird a bhi 'g a IhiU

geadh air a cheile mar leannan.]

LUINNEAG.

Gu neaiiaich an seailth,

'S gu leasaich an sealbh,

An t-abhagan màrbJi ud, Faolan.

Gu neartaich an sealbh,

'.S' ga leasaich an sealbh.

An t-abhagan miirbh ud, Faolan.

Thig Ealasaid Mhoriiidh,

'Nuair chromas a' ghrian,

O 'n eirthir a nios do 'n dithreabli,

Oir chual' i 'n a chagaraich' bheaga aig each,

An t-urram bha glina aig Faolan.

Gu neartaich an secdbh, <.^c.

Thàinig oirnn Iain le naidheachd a nuas,

Cha chreid mi iiach ciial' an sgir' e,

(jii 'n deachaidh uainn Curstaidh

Le bi'io?gadh do Cliiurraig,

Eagal bhi dlù air Faolan.

Gu ncaiiaich an secdbh, t^c.

Tha Curstaidh a's Deònadh,

A's Ceitidh nigh'n Deòrsa,

Is Mairi bhuidh' òg nan caorach,

'G an deasachadh mir, gu leasachadh pròis,

A lljreasdal 's gu 'm pbs iad Faolan

Gu neartaich an sealbh, c^c.

Tha Curstaidh bheag Dhonn,

'S a cridhe ro throin,

Air eagal naeh crom rith' Faolan ;

Tha Màìri ag ràdh nach dean e dh'i st,"',

Nach 'eil e ni 's feàrr no caolan !

Gu ?ieartaich an sealbh, i^c.

An uair a fhuair Ceitidh sealladh dheth ris,

'S e thubhairt i tein a's t'aoilt oirr'.

Ged nach 'eil mi 'g a fliaiciiin

Clio sgiobalt ri puirt,

'S anil tha e ni 's t'earr na shaoil mi.

Gu neartaich an sealbh, i^c.

Cha 'n aithne dhomh nighean,

No bean air an fliòd,

A bheireadh d' an deòin an gaol da,

O 'n tha e gu siogaideach, rugaideach, marbh,

Cha bhoe, is cha tarbh, ach laos-boc.

Gu neartaich an sealbh, ^c.

Gu'in boil a' bhean aguinn 'n a laidhe ri làr,

'S i 'g acaiii gu bràth a caol-druiin

Cha chuir i dhiiinn tuilleiidh

A' mhin air a" bhiirii

;

Ach dheanadh i taobh ri Faolan.

Gu neartaich an sealbh, Sj^c.

Tha bean-an-taigh' againne

Leth-cheiid do bhliadhnaibh,

'S tha i cho liath ri caora,

'S ged nach 'eil fiacaill idir 'n a ceann,

Cha lughad a geall air Faolan.

Gu neartaich an sealbh, cjr.

Tha Ceitidh a"s Curstaidh, gu briosgant' an cùil,

O 'n tha iad an diiil ri daoiiie

;

'Nuair bhios mi beartach,

Gu 'n toir mi dhtibh gun,

Na 'n deanadh iad mùn air Faolan.

Gu neartaich an sealbh, ^c.

Comhairl a bheirinn a nis ort a Phàdaidh,

O 'n nach 'eil n:\ir 'na t-aodaiin,

'Nuair ni mi 'n ath chrathadh

Gun toir mi dhut greim,

Na 'n leigeadh tu br * *m air Faolan.

Gu neartaich an sealbh, i^c.

Shaoil leam nach labhradh e

Mu'n a' bhuntàt',*

Ach bidh e ni's paight' no shaoil leis,

Na'n tigeadh an donas do 'n bhail-s"na dheann,

Gu tugaiiin air cheann da Faolan.

Gu neartaich an sealbh, S^c.

* The bard and Faolan being one day planting potatoes

in a field near a public-house, some acquairitances of

the former came that way, who went in to have some re-

freshment, and took him along with them. Faolan also

followed, and got his "shull," 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 Ac could n< t work by him.
self. On Kfib returning home at night, Faolan's ttory was
related to him, and befoie supper was ready this song was

composed on hhn.
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TURUS DHAIBHT DO DH' ARCAMH.

[Bha Daibhidh so 'n a bhuachaille, agus 'n a àireach,

aig duiri' uasal àraidh, ann am bail' eile, beagan mhlltean

bho 'àite fèin ; agus 'nuair a bha Uaibhidh dol dachaigli

leis an im agus leis a' chaise, gu mhaighstir, fhuair e air

bàta ceiipe, bha dol an rathad ; ach 's ann chuireadh leis

an stoirra iad air tir ann an Arcamh, 's ged a b' ann 's a'

ghrunnd a racliadh Daibhidh, cha deanadh iia nàbaìdh-

neaii mòran caoidh air a shon]

Nach cruaidh, craitcach, an t-aiseag,

A fhuair Dhaibidh do dh' Arcamh,

Dh-fhalbh an càise, 's a' cheilp, a's e-fcin.

Nach cruaidh, &c.

O 'n chaidh a bhàs dheanamh cinnteach,

Shuas mu bhraighe Loch-Uinnseard,

Gu'm bu ghàireach gùth minn as a dheigh.

O 'n chaidh, &c.

Thubhairt nigh'n Dho'uill 'Ic Fhiunnlaidh,

Ris an t-Siorramh neo-shunndach,

Dearbh cha mhise an t-aon neach tha 'a eis.

Thubhairt nigh'n, &c.

Ma chain thusa t' fhear impidh,

Chain raise m' fhear aon-taigh
;

Co nis is fear-punndaidh do 'n spreidh ?

Ma chain thusa, &c.

Bha do nàbaidhnean toigheach,

Anns gach bagh 'g iarraidh naidheachd,

'S leis a'chradh bhorr',cha'n fhaigheadh iad dear

Bha do nàbaidhnean, &c.

Ach o 'n chual iad thu philleadh,

O na cuaiiitean, 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 chràdh as do dheigh.

Mach o acaraich, &c.

Ach ma 's bJis dut mas tig thu,

'S ann bhios deuchainn a ghliocais,

Aig an fhear bhios cur lie ort le spois.

Ach ma 's bàs, &c.

Sgriobhar sios air a braighe

—

" So am ball 's am beil Daibhidh,

A luchd na h-eucoir, thig bàs oirbh gu leir."

Sgriubhar sios, &c.

Sgriobhar suaicheantas Dhaibhidh
;

Ceann gaibhre, a's càbag,

Rotach gleadhrach, a's fal.idair geur.

Sgriobhar suaicheantas, &c.

Ceann griomach a bhagair,

Sùil mhìogach nam praban,

Beul biogach nan cagar 's nam breug.

Ceann griomach, &c.

'S ann tha 'n eachdairidh ghàbhaidh,

Nis mu ais-eiridh Dhaibhidh,

'S e tighinn dachaigh 'n a slàirneanach treun.

'S ann tha 'n eachdairidh, &c.

Leis gach deoch a bha blasda.

Is iomadh biadh nach do chleachd e,

'S aim is fearr e 'na phearsa mar cheud,

Leis gach deoch, &c.

Dh-fhas e stailceanach, pùinnseach,

'S ann is treis' air gach puing e,

Cuiribh 'cheist ris a' mnnaoi aige fein.

Dh-fhas e stailceineach, &c.

Tha mnathan uaisl' anns a' mhachair,

O na chual iad mar thachairj

Chuid bu stuama an cleachdaibh 's am beus.

Tha mnathan uaisl' &c.

A bhiodh deònach gu 'n tachradh,

Gnothuch coir anns na cairtean,

Bheireadh oirnn' dol a dh' Arcamh gu leir.

A bhioùh deònach, &c.

ORAN AN AINM DITHIS NIGHEAN

IAIN MHIC EACHAINN.

[Tè dhiubh air tighinn dachaigh bho sgoil, agus gun

speis aice nis, na 'm b' fhior, do 'n dùihaich ;
agus an tè

eile, nach robh riamh o 'n bhaile, a' moladh na dCithcha.J

CiA b' e dheanamh mar rinn mis',

Bu mhisd se e gu bràth,

Dhol do 'n bheinn, an aghaidh m' inntinn,

Mhill e mi mo shlaint'

;

Pairt de m' acain, braigheach ÌNIheirceinn,

'S ait gun mharcaid e.

Ach Spain a's copraich, 's b:i-theach fosgailt',

'S graine shop ri lar.

Clia 'n 'eil seòmar aig Rjgh Breatainn,

'S tuitneich' leam na 'n Cdrtz,

Oir tha e uaignidheach do gliruagaich,

'S ni c fuaim 'nuair 's àiU
;



ROB DONN. 211

Feur a's coille, blà a's duille,

'S iad fo ioinadh iieul,

Is ise le echo, mar na teudan,

Seirai gach seis a 's feair.

Cha b' àite còmhnuidh leani air Dhìjmhnach,

A bhi 'n rijig no 'n earn,

Oir, mur robh strianach ann air bliiiadliiia,

Cha robh riainh iii b' fhearr ;

Fiiaim na beinne, 's gruaim -a ylilinne,

'S fuathach learn a' ghàir
;

O! cràdh mo chridhe, reubadh lighe,

An t-iiit an tighe 'm t'eur.

Ciod am fath mu 'n tug thu fuath sin,

Do na bruachaibh ard ?

Nach fhaic thu fein, 'uuair thig an spreidh,

Gur feumail iad le 'n àl ?

Cha chradh cridhe, air làrach shuidiip,

Fuaim na lighe lain,

Do 'n gnkth bhi claghach roimh a h-agliaidh,

Is feur na deighidh a' fas.

Na bha firinneach dheth t-amhran,

'N fhad 's bha 'n sanihradh blJith.

Rinn e tionndadh oidhche-Shanihna,

'S bheir an geamhradii 'shàr ;

Duille shuidhicht' barr an fhiodha,

Dh-fas i buidhe-bhan,

'S tha mais' 'n t-Srath' air call a dhath,

Le steall de chathadh-làir.

Gleidhidh 'n talamh ihun an t-samhraidh,

Sin a chrann e 'n dràsd,

Beath a's calltunn lattia-bealltuinii,

Geatltanach air fas

;

Bidh gruth a's crathadh air na srathan,

'S teirgidh 'n caitheadb-làir,

Nach grinn an sealladh, glinn a' stealladh,

Laoigh, a's bainne, 's biirr !

'S barail leam-sa gu 'n do chaill sibh.

Air na rinn sibh chàìs ;

Dhol do shliabh, gun chur, gun cbliathadh,

'S nach robh biadh a' fas ;

B' fhear bhi foUuiseach an Goll-tbaobh,

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 Mtic-Eachumn,") 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 GIIUE,

ROGHAIKD.

[Agus e air caochladh ann an Siorramachd Pheairt, air

a shlighe dol dachaigh do Chat-taobh.]

Tha rògairean 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 Siorramachd Fheairt

;

Dh-aindeoin a dhreachdan 's a chiall

:

Cha do chreid duine riamh a bha ceart,

Aon smid thainig mach air a bheul

'S cha mho chreid e fein High nam feart.

Cha 'n aithne dhomh aon ni cho laidir,

'S an t-saoghal-s', ri bàs, gu toirt teum
;

'N t-strac thug e an dràsd' oirnn air aghairt,

Gun do marbh e fear Roghaird do leum.

Tha Satan ro bhrònach, 's cha 'n ioghiiadh,

Ged fhaigheadh e 'n taon-sa dha fein,

Air son nach 'eil fathast air sgeul aig'

Fear a sheasas dha 'dite 'na dheigh.

'S fad a bho chunnacas, 's a chualas,

Gur teachdaire gruamach am bàs ;

Gidheadh gu'm beil cuid bh'aiin an daoch ris,

Toirt rud-eigin gaoil da an dràsd' :

Tha dùil ac' an Cat-thaobh 's an Gall-thaobfa,

Nach urr' iad a mholadh gu brkth.

Air son gur he fein thug a' cheud char

A fear thug cùig ceud car a each.

Sibhse tha mòr agus mion,

Sibhse tha scan 's a tha òg,

Thugaibh cheart air' air a' bhàs,

'Nuair is beartaich' 's is làirie bhur cr&g
;

Oir thig e mar mhèirleach 's an oidhch',

Ged robh sibh uile cruinn mu na bhòrd;

'S cha 'n fheudar a mhealladh le foill,

'S gu 'n do mheall e Ceann-feadhna nan ròg.

Rinn deamhnan is triucairean talmhaidh.

Election mu chealgair bhiodh treun,

Co bu staraich', bu chàraich', 's bu cbeilgeich',

'S a b' fheJirr chuireadh lith air a' bhreig
;

B' e Satan am breitheamh bu shine,

Da 'm b' aithne gach fine fo 'n ghrein
;

"S b' i 'bharail nach fhaigheadh e leithid,

Mur robh e 's na Grèadhaich iad fein.

Bu mhath leam an ciontach a bhualadh,

'S cha b' àUl leam duin' uasal a shealg
;

'S ged chuireas mi gruaim air a' choireach,

Cha gabh an duin' onarach fearg ;
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Tha Caiptein Rob Grè air a dhiùltadh,

Le breitheanas Prioiinsa nan cealg ;

Rinn coimeasgadli Reothach a chiimadb,

Gu uails" agus duinealas gharg.

Tha breugan a's cuir air am fJigail,

Do 'ii fhear a 's feàri- tàlann g' an inns' ;

Cha cheadaich a' chùis e do Bhàtair,

Tha onuir a's àrdan 'ii a ghrid ;

Ge comasach Iain a bhiàthair,

Cha 'n fhaigh e an dràsd' i chion aois
;

Ach an sin gheibh e obair an t-Sàtain,

Ceart comh-luath 's is has do thear Chraoich.

M A R B H R A N N,

UILLIEM MHUILLEIR, AJf CEAKD.

O 'niiair 's a chaidh Uilkam fo 'n ùir,

Gur tearc againn siiil tlia gun deur,

Do nihuilleir, a bhrachair, no 'chiicair,

No 'mhnathan da 'n nòs bhi ri spieidh ;

Cha mhodha na clainhain a's gaothair,

Tha subhach '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 fhàsach,

O 'nuair chaidh thu bis o cheann mios;

Ge maiseach na macain so dh-fliàg thu,

Cha seas iad dhuinn t-àitse 'n an dios
;

'S ann a tha acuinn do cheàirde,

Mar rud chaidh 'n an clàraibh 's an diosg
,

An t-i)id a's am balg ris an teine,

An rusp, a's an t-innein, 's an t-iosp.

'S giorra mo sgil, na mo dhùiachd,

Gu innseadli do chliii mar is coir
;

'S minig a dhearc mi do chruinn-leum

Do 'n iiite 'm bu chinntich' do Ion
;

Sgiathan do chòta fo t-achlais.

Is neul an tombac' air do shroin ;

Bhiodh gaoir aig na coin 'g a do ruith,

Agus mir air dhroch bliruich ann do dhòrn.

Air fhad 's a thi-id cliii ort a leantuinn,

Cha 'n urrainn mi chantainu gu leùir
;

'S tudh-fhuineadh,aghuiteadh, 's achriathradh,

'S tu dh-itheadh, 's a dh-iarradh an còrr ;

'S tu rachadh do 'n t-sruthan a chlisgeadh,

'Nuair ghabhadh na h-uisgean gu Ion :

Bu choltach ri rapas na seilcheig,

Au easgaun mu thimcheall do bheòil.

Cha'n aitline dhomh neach feadh natalmhainn-

A' choiteir, a' shearbhant, no 'thuath,

Nach ionndraineadh Uilleam, as aodann

Oir shiùbhladh e 'n sgire ri uair
;

Nis o 'n a chual iad gu 'n deach' e,

Tlia 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,

PC) THRIUIR SHEANN FHLEASGACH.

[CLA^SN FHIR TATGH RUSPUIXN.]

Air roNN—" Latha ' siubhal sleibhe dhomh,

'N AN laidhe so gu h-iosal,

Far na thiodhlaic sinn an triùir,

Bha fallain, làidir, inntinneach,

'Nuair d' inntrig a' bhliadhn' ùr ;

Cha deach' seachad fathast,

Ach deich latha dh'i o thus ;—

Clod thios nach tig an teachdair-s' oirnn,

Ni 's braise na ar dùil?

Am bliadhna thim' bha dithis diubh,

Air tighinn o 'n aon bhroinn,

Bha iad 'n an da 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 snàith'n na beath-s' ac',

Gun dail ach latha 's oidhch'.

Aon duine 's bean o 'n tàinig iad,

Na bràithrean ud a chuaidh,

Bha an aon bheatha thimeil ac',

'S bha 'n aodach de 'n aon chloimh ;

Mu 'n aon uair a bhàsaich iad,

'S bha 'n nkdur d' an aon bhuaidh ;

Chaidh 'n aon siubhal dhaoine leo,

'S chaidh 'n sineadh '3 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-l'hàs—

Chaidh stràc de 'n t-saoghal tharais orr',

'S mu dheireadh thuair iad biis.

Nach 'eil an guth so labhrach,

Ris gach aon neach againn beo ?

Gu h-?iraidh ris na seann daoine,

Nach d' ionnsuich an staid phòsd' ;
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Nach gabh na tlia 'nan dleasanas,

A dheasachadh no Ion,

Ach caomhnadh ni gu falair dhaibh,

S a' falach an cuid òir,

Cha chaith iad fein na rinn iad,

Agus oighreacliaii cha dean,

Ach ulaidhnean air shliabh ac',

Bhios a' biadhadh chon a's eun
;

Tha iad to 'xi aon diteadh,

Fo nach robh, "s nach bi mi fhein,

Gur duirche, taisgte 'n t-ùr ac',

Na 'nuair bha e 'n tos 's a mhèinn.

Barailghlican Ard-Righ—
Dh-fhàg e pàirt de bhuidhean gann,

Gu feuchainn iochd a's oileanachd,

D' an dream d' an tug e meall

;

C arson nach tugta pòi-san,

Dhe 'n cuid stùrais aig gach am,
Do bhochdan an Ti dheònaicheadh,

An còrr a chur 'na cheann ?

An deigh na rinn mi rùsgadh dhuibh,

Tha dùil agam gun Iochd,

'S a liuthad faca! firinneach

A dhirich mi 'n ur n-uchd,

Tha eagal orm nach eisd sibh,

Gu bhi feumail do na bhochd ;*

Ni 's mù na rinn na fleasgaich ud,

A slieachduin gus a nochd.

A'o/<f.—Two of these bachelors were somewhat remark-
able, having been born together, brought up togetlier, 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.

MARBHRANN
DO DH' I.\I>- M.\C-EACHL'INN.

[An duin' uasal, aig an do thogadh am bard, 'n a

theaghlaich, o 'n bha e 'n a bhalaehan òg ; agus bu
duin' e a choisinn a leithid a chliù, o a luchd.eòlais airfad,

's gu 'n d' aidich iad uile, gu 'n robh am marbhrann so

gun rahearachd, 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' eòl Iain Mac.
Eachainn gu'n robh e ceart J

Iain Mhic- Eachainn, o dh-eug thu,

C ait an teid 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.

'S ni tha cinnt' gur heart' chunnairt,

Nach dean duine tha aosd' e,

'S ged a bheirt' de 'n al òg e,

'S tearc tha beò fear a chi e.

Dearbh cha b' ionann do bheatlia,

'S do dh' fliir tha fathast an caomhnadh,
Thionail airgead a's t'earann,

'S bi'dh buidhean eile 'g an sgaoileadh
;

Bhios iad It-iu air an geairadh,

Gun ghuth an caraid 'g an caoineadh,

Air nach ruig dad do mholadh,

Ach " Seall sibh fearaun a dhaor iad."

Tha iad laghail gu litreil,

'S 'n an deibhtearan geura,

Is iad a' pàidheadh gu moltach,

Na bhios ac' air a cheiie
;

Ach an còrr, theid a thasgaidh,

Gur cruaidh a cheiitinn o 'n fheile,

Is tha 'n sporan 's an sùilean,

Cheart cho dùint' air an fheumach.

Leis an leth-onoir riataich-s',

Tha na ciadan diubh faomadh,

Leis am feàrr bhi to fhiachan,

Fad aig Dia na aig daoitie
;

Thig fo chall air nach heir iad,

'S e ceann mu dheireadh an diteadh,

" C uim nach tug sibh do 'n bhochd.

Am biadh, an deoch, a's an t-aodach ?"

Ach na 'm b' urrainn mi, dhùraighdinn

Do chliù-s' chur an òrdugh,

Ann an litrichean soilleir.

Air chor 's gu 'm beir an t-àl òg' air ;

Oir tha t-iomradh-s' cho teuiuail,

Do 'n neach a theid ann do rùidean,

'S a bha do chuid, fhad 's bu mhaireann.

Do n neach bu ghainu' ann an stòras.

Fhir tha 'n latha 's an comas,

Wa 's àiU leat alia tha tiughail,

So an tim mu do choinneamh,

An coir dhut greimeachadh dlù ris ;—

Tha thu 'm batal a' bhàis,

A thug an t-.irmunn-s' do 'n ùir uainn,

Glacadh gach tear agaibh 'oitig,

'S mo làmh-s' gu 'n cothaich i cliù dhuibh.

Oir ged tha cuid a bhios fachaid,

Air an neach a tha tialaidh,

'S i mo bharail-s' gur achdaidh

Bu chtiir an achuingso 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 tichead de bhliadhnach'.



214 SAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH.

'S lionmhor neach bha gun socair,

A chuir thu 'ii stoc le do dheilig,

Agus bàth-ghiollan gòrach,

Thionail eòlas le t-èisdeachd
;

Deaibh cha 'ii aithiie dhoinh aou ueacb,

Mach o ùmaidhnean spieidbe,

Nach 'eil an iuntinn fo cudthrom,

Air sou do chuid, no do clieile.

Fhir nach d' ith mir le taitneas,

Na 'm b' eùl dut acrach 's an t-saoghal,

Fhir a chitheadh am feumach,

Gun an eigh' aig' a chluinntinn ;

B' fheàrr 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-fillt" e.

Chi mi 'n t-aim-beartach uasal,

'S e Ian gruainain a's airtneil,

'S e gun airgead 'n a phòcaid,

Air an taigh-ùsda dol seachad
;

Chi mi bhantrach bhochd, dheurach,

Chi 'n doirceach Ian acrais,

Chi mi 'n dilleachdan ruisgte

Is e falbh anns na ragaibh.

Chi mi 'n ceòl-fhear gun mheas air.

Call a ghibtitean chion cleachdaidh,

Chi mi feumach chion comhairl',

A' call a ghnothuich 's a thapadh.

Na 'm bitheadh air' agam fhiarachd,

Ciod e is ciall do 'n mhùr acain-s',

*S e their iad uile gu leir rium :

—

" Och! nach d' eug lain I\Iac-Eachuinn!

Chi mi 'n t-iomadaidh bluaigh so,

'N an culaidh-thruais chionn 's nach bcò thi

'S ged e 'n call-s' a tha 'n uachdar,

Chi mi buaiinachd nan òlach ;

—

O 'n a thaisbeaii donih 'm bliadhna,

lomadh biadhtach nach b' eul doinli,

Mar na reannagan rialluidh,

An deigh do 'n ghrian a dhol fo orr'.

'S trie le marbhrannan moltach,

A bhios cieachdach 's na dùthchaibh-s',

Gu 'ni bi coimeasgadh masguill,

Tigh'nn a steach annt' 'n a bhiùchdan

Ach ged robh mis' air mo mhionnan,

Don 'Ii tha cumail nan dùilean,

Cha do liiaiilh mu 'n duiiie-s',

Ach buaidh a chunna' mo shùil air.

MARBHRANN EOGHAINN.

'5 cianfada, gurfada,

'S cianfada gu lehir,

O '« la bha tJiu/b sheac-thinn,

Gun aon ag acain do bhròin ;

Ala tha '« tim air dol seachad,

'5' nach d' rinn thu cleachdadh air choir,

Ged nach dàil dut ach seachduin.

Dean drochfhasan a lebn.

'S TRic thu, Bhàis, 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 mòr leat
;

'S ann o mheadhon an fhoghair,

Fhuair sinn rabhadh a dh-fhòghnadh,

Le do leum as na cùirtean,

Do na chùil am beil Eighann.

'S cianfada. gurjiida, c^c.

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 tàmailt leat cromadh

;

'S i mo bharail gur fior sad,

Gur àrd 's gur iosal do shealladh ;
*

Thug thu Pelham a mòrachd,

'S an d' fhuair thu Eòghann 's a' Pholladh i

'5' cianfada, gurfuda, ^c.

Tha thu tigh'nn air an t-seòrs' ud,

Mu 'm beil bròn dbaoìne mùra,

'S tha thu tighinn air muiiintir,

INlu nach cluinntear bhi cùine ;

Cha 'n 'eil aon 's an staid mheadlioin,

Tha saor fathast o dhòghruinii,

Do nach buin a bhi caithris,

Eadar Pelham a's Eòghann.

'.S cianfada, gurfada, ^c.

Tha iad tuiteam mu 'n cuairt duinn,

]Mar gu 'm buailt' iad le peilear,

Dean'maid ullamh, 's am fuaiin so,

Ann ar cluasan mar fharuin ;

Fhir a 's lugha measg mòran,

An cual thu Eòghann fo ghalar?

Fhir a 's niò anns na h-àitean-s',

An cual thu has mhaighstir Pelham?
'Ò' cianfada, gur f'uda, i^c.

• " Pallida mors aquo pulsat perie pauperum tabernas.

Regumque turtes."—//or. Cartnin. lib. i. Carmin. jv.
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Ach a chuidheachd mo chridhe,

Nach toir an dithis-s' oirii sgathadh !

Sinn mar choinneil an lanntair,

'S an da cheann a' slor chaitheamh
;

C ait an robh aims an t-saoghal,

Neacli a b' ils' na mac t' athar-s' ?

'S clia robh aon os a cbeann-sa,

Ach an righ bh' air a chathair.

^ò' vianfada, gurfada^ &;v.

Nute.—Amorig Rob Donn'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 Mùrb/irann Eog/iaiim,

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 e.\hibits a poet's mind. Kob Donn
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 Durness, 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
Pclham'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.

When the bard came to the recital of the last verse, the

concluding lines of which may be thus metrically ren-

dered, though we iicknowledge 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

s[ioke 01 it as a good joke, the bard could never indulge,

we are told, even in a smile, upon the subject. He s|)oke

of it with solemnity ; and did not desire to hear the cir-

cumstance repeated. Ewen's elegy has l)een frequently

compared to the well known Ode of Horace, " Sulvitur

acris hums," &c. ; and hj* Kob Donn studied Horace, we
would doubtless say that he had at least in view the lines,

" PaUidif mors ccquo puUat peUe," SiC.*—Memoir. 1829.

[A rinn am bard, air mad.iinn, ann an taigh ministear

'Shleibhte, air an turns bha e san eilean-sgiathanach.

Thainig bard de mhuinntir an Eilein do thaigh a' mhinis.

tear, agus iad ri 'm biadh-maidne. Dh-iarr am ministear

air rann a dheanamh air :—" Sgiath chogaidh, im, muc,

piorab-thombaca, agusSagart." liinn am bard Sgiathan.

ach so, mar chithear; agus thubhairt liob Donn, "
'S

bochd dh-fhagthu 'n Sagart," agus ann an tiota rinn e-fein

a'n rann mu dheireadh.3

THUIRT AM BAHD SGIATHANACH.

A' mhuc mar bhiadh,

'S an sgiath mar bhòrd,

'S an Sagart nach itheadh an t-im,

Sparrainn a' phiob 'n a thòin.

TllLlRT KOB DONX.

Bhiadhainn an Sagart gu grinn

—

Eheirinn dha 'n t-im air a' mhuic
;

An targaid air a laimh chli,

A's piob-thombaca'u a phluic !

* Regarding this ele^y, 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 (/ain il/ac 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,'~\l will be

greatly more instructive than any sermon you can give." Mr
Macdonald's esteem for Ewen's elegy did not go quite so far, as to

cause hint to adopt the advice.
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DONNACHADH BAN.

Duncan Macintyre, commonly called DonnacJia Bun nan òran 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 I7th of January, 1746. He engaged as the

substitute of a Mr Fletcher, of Glenorchay, for the sura 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 sviord (Claid/ieamh 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

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 was probed by the disapprobation of all who witnessed his conduct, which recoiled on

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

Braidalbanc, in Coire- Cheathaich, and Beinndòrain ; 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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dùain," 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 lew can aspire. And

while we affirm that he was never equalled in this species except by the celebrated

M'Donald, in his praise of Mòrag, 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

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, ej/ic, 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'Callum, of Arisaig, "saw him travelling slowly with his wife. He was

dressed in the Highland garb, with a checked bonnet, over which a large bushy tail of a

wild animal hang ; a badger's skin fastened by a belt in front, a hanger by his side, and

a soldier's wallet was strapped to his shoulders. He was not seen by any present before

then, but was immediately 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 with him. He spoke slowly ; he seemed to have

no high opinion of his own works ; and said little of Gaelic poetry ; but said, that officers in
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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. " No ;" replied 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 Bhàn òg." 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 j 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 BHLAIl NA H-EAGLAISE B II I C E.*

Aiii. roxN

—

" Alasdair a Gleanna-Garadh."

Latha dhuinn air machair Alba,

Na bha dh-armailt aig a chuig»>e,

Thachair iad oiriine iia reubail,

'S bu iieo-eibhiiiii leinn a chuideachd ;

'Nuair a chuir iad an ratreut oirnii,

'S iad 'liar deigh a los ar murtadli,

'S inur deanamaid feutn le'r casan,

Cha tug siriue srad le'r musgan.

'S a dol an coinneamh a Phrionnsa,

Gu'rn bu shuiindach a bha sinne,

Shaoil siiin gu'm faigheamaid cùis dheth,

'S nach ro dhuinn, ach dol g'a sireadh
;

'Nuair a bhuail iad air a cheile,

'S ard a leumamaid a pilleadh,

'S ghabh sinn a niach air an abhainn,

'S dol g'ar u-anihaich ann san linne.

'N am do dhaoine dol nan eideadli,

Los na reabalaich a philleadh,

Cha do shaoil sinn, gus na gheill sinn,

Gur sinn iein a bhite 'g iomain
;

Mar gu'n rachadh cù ri eaoirich,

'S iad 'nan ruith air aodainn glinne,

'S ann mar sin a ghabh iad sgaoileadh

Air an taobh air an robh sinne.

Sin 'nuair thàinig each 'sa dhearbh iad

Gu'm bu shearbh dhuinn dol nan cuideacbd
;

Se'n triip Ghallda g'an robh chàll sin,

Bha Coluinn gun cheann air cuid diubh :

'Nuair a thachair ribh Clann-Dòmhnuill,

Chum iad c'omhail air an uchdan,

Dh-fhàg iad creuchdan air an rèubadh,

'S cha leighiseadh leigh an cuislean.

Bha na h-eich gu crùitheach, srianach,

Girteach, iallach, fiamhach, trùpach
;

'S bha na fir gu h-armach, fòghluimt',

Air an sonnrachadh gu murta.

'Nuair a dh-aom sinn bharr an t-sliibh',

Is mòran feum againn air furtach,

Na bha beo bha cuid dhiubh leoint',

'S bha sinn bronach mu 'na tbuit ann.

Dh-eirich fuathas ann san ruaig dhuinn,

'Nuair a ghluais an sluagh le leathad
;

Bha Prionns' Tearlach le chuid Frangach,

'S iad an geall air teachd 'nar rathad :

* This is the author's first song.

Cha d' fhuair sinn facal comand'

A dh-iarraidh ar nàimhdean a sgathadh
;

Ach comas sgaoileadh feadh an t-saoghail,

'S cuid againn gu'n fhaotain fhathasd.

Sin 'nuair thainig mise dhachaigh

Dh-ionnsuidh Ghilleaspuig o'n Chrannaicli,

'S ann a bha e 'n sin cho t'hiata,

Ki broc liath a bhiodh an garraidh
;

Bha e duilich ann san am sin,

Nach robh ball aige r'a tharruinn,

'S mòr an diùbbail na bha dhi air,

Claidheamh sinnsireachd a sheanar.

Mòran iarruinn air bheag faobhair,

Gu'm be sud aogas a chlaidheimh
;

'Se gu lùbach, leumnach, bearnach,

'S bha car ciim ann, ann san amhaich
;

Dh-fhàg e mo chruachainse briiite

Bhi 'ga giiiùlan feadh an rathaid,

'S e cho tròm ri cabar fearna,

'S mairg a db-fhairdeadh 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 ann san am sin

Claidheamh ceannairt Chloinn-ati-Leasdair
;

Claidheamh bearnach a mhi-fhortain,

'S ann bu choltach e ri greidlein.

Am ball-teirmeisg a bha meirgeach,

Nach d'rinn seirbheis a bha dleasach
;

'S beag an diùbhail leam r'a chunntadh,

Ged' a dh-ionndrain mi mu fheasgar,

An claidheamh dubh nach d't'huair a sgùradli,

'S neul an t-suthaidh air a leath-taobh
;

'S beag a b'l'hiù e 's e air lùbadb,

'S gu'm b'e diuthadh a bhuill-deis e.

An claidheamh braoisgeach, bh'aig na daoine,

Nach d'rinn caontiag '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 thàrladh leis an cunnart.
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Mulad no mi-ghean
;

'Se shKiiiairh an culaidh,

Feoil nihais, agus mhuiiieil,

Bhi tiimhachd am bunailt,

An cuile na frithe ;

Le àilleas a fuireach,

Air fiisach 'nan grunna,

'Si 'n iisainn a mliuime,

Tha cumail na ciclie,

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 corpannan glanna,

Le fallaineachd fior-uisg;

Le farum gun ghearan,

Feadh ghleannan na milltich
;

Ge d' thigeadh an siieaclida

Cha 'n iarradh iad aitreabh,

'S e lag a Choir'-altrum

Bhios aca g'an didean :

Feadii stacan, a's bhacan,

A's ghlacagan diomhair,

Le 'n leapaicheau fasgach

An taic Eas-an-t-sithan.

Urlar.

Tha 'n eilid anns an fhritb

Ular bu chùirdh'ìbhi,

Far am faigh 1 millteach

Glan-feòirneanach ;

Bruchorachd a's ciob,

Lusan am bi brigh,

Chuireadh suit a's igh

Air a lòineinibh.

Fuaran anns am bi

Biolaire gun dith,

'S millse lea' na 'm fion

'S e gu'n òladh i
;

Cuiseagan a's riasg,

Chinneas air an t-sliabh,

B' annsadh lea' mar bhiadb

Na na t'òghlaichean.

'S anil do'n teachd-an-tir

A bba si'ghar lea',

Sobhracb a's eala-bhi

'S barra neòineanan ;

Uobhrach, bhallach, mhin,

Ghobhlach, bharraeh, shliom,

Lòintean far an cinn

Fna mòtbraichean ;

Sud am pòrsan bidh

Mheudaicheadh an ell

Bheireadh iad a nios

III .'im do licheinn ;

Chuireadh air an druim

Brata saille cruinn,

Air an carcais luim

Nach bu lòdail.

B' e sin an caidreamh grinn

Mu thrà-ne'uine,

'Nuair a thionaladh iad cruinn,

Anns a' ghlòmuinn :

Air fhad 's ga'm biodh an oidhch',

Dad cha tigeadh ribh,

Fasgadh bhun an tuim

B' àite i'òmhnuidh dhaibh
j

Leapaicheau nam fiadli.

Far an robh iad riamh,

An aonach farsuinn lial,

'S ann am mùr-mhonadh.

'S iad bu taitneach tìamh,

'Nuair bu daitht" am bian,

'S cha bi 'n aire am miann,

Ach Beinn-dòrain.

Siuhhal.

A bhein lusanach, fliaileanach,

Mheallanach, liontach,

Gun choimeas 'ga falluinn

Air thalamh na Criosdachd ;

'S ro-neònach tha mise,

Le b'uichead a sliosa,

Nach 'eil cùLr aic' an cistP

Air tiotal na rioghachd
;

'S i air dùbladh le gibhtean,

'S air lùisreadh le miosan,

Nach 'eil bichiont' a' bristeadh

Air phriseanaibh tire;

Liiu trusgan gun deireas,

Le usgraichean coille,

B.ìrr-gùc air gach doire.

Gun choir' ort r'a innseadh ;

Far an uchd-ardach coileach,

Le shrutaichibh loinneil,

'S eoin bhuchalach bheag' eil

Le'n ceileiribh lionmhor.

'S am buicean beag sgiolta,

Bu sgiobalt' air grine,

Gu'n sgiorradh, gu'n tiibaist,

Gu'n tuisleadh, gu'n diobradh,

Crodhanadh, biorach

Feadh coire 'ga shireadh,

Feadh fraoich agus firich,

Air mhire 'ga dhiieadh
;

Feadh ranaich, a's barraich

Gu'm b' araideach inntinn,

Ann an iosal gach feadain,

'S air àirde gach creagain

Gu mireanach, beiceasach,

Easgonach, sinteach ;

'Nuair a theid o 'na bhoile

Le disge sa' choille,

A's e ruith feadh gach doirc.
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Bias meala I'a òl air
;

Sruth brioghmlior geal tana,

'S e siuthladh tor 'ii ghaiiieamh,

'S e 's tnilUe na'n caineal,

Cha b' aiii-eolach oirnn e :

Sud an ìuc-shlàinnte mhaireanti,

A thig a iochdar an talaimh,

Gheibhte lionmhoireachd math dh i

Gu'n a cheaiinach' le stòras;

Air fiiruiim na beiiine

Is dàic)iea1a sealladh,

A dh'fhàs aims a' cheithreamh

A' bheil mi 'n Rinn-eùrpa :

Le gloinead a h-uisge,

Gu mao-bhlast a brisg-gheal,

Caoin, caomhail, glan, luiusail,

Neo-mhisgeac)i ri pòit' air :

Le fuaraiiiibh grinne

Am bun gruamach no biolHÌr,

Còineach uaine mu'n iomall,

A's iomadach seòrsa :

Bu ghlan uachdar na linne

Gu neo-bhuaireasach mills,

Ti'gh'n 'na chuairteig o'n ghrinne.il

Air slinnein Beinn-di)rain.

Tha leth-taobh na leachdainn

Le raais' air a cbmhdach,

'S am fridh-choirean creagach

'Na shesamh g'a choir sin,

Gu stobanach, stacanach,

Slocanach, laganach,

Cnocanach, (-rapanach,

Caiteanach, ròmach
;

Pasganach, badanach,

Bachlagach, bòidheach

A h-aiseirine corrach,

'Nam fasraichsan molhich,

'Si b'asadh dhomh mholladh,

Bha sonas gu leòir oirr' :

Cluigeanach, gucagach,

Uchdanach, còmhnard,

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, srònagach
;

Lag a' Choire-tTiraoich

Cuid bu bhòiche dheth
;

Sin am fearann caoin

Air an d'l'hàs an aoidh,

F"ar am bi na laoigh

'S na daimh chròcach ;

A's e deisearach ri grèin,

Seasjjaireachd g'a reir,

'S neo-bhcag air an èildeig

Bhi chùmhnaidh ann.

'S glan fallain a ere,

Is banail i 'na beus;

Cha robh h-anail breuii,

Ge b'e phùgadh i.

'S e 'n coire choisinn gaol

A h-uir òganaich,

A chunna' riamh a thaobh,

'S a ghabh eòlas air :

'S lionmhor feadan caol

Air an eirich gaoth.

Far am bi na laoich

Cumail còdhalach
;

Bruthaichean nan learg

Far am biodh greidh dhearg,

Ceann-uighe gach sealg

Fad am beò-shlainnt'
;

A's e Ian do'n h-uiie maoin,

A thig amach le braon,

Fiiile nan suth-chraobh,

A's nan ròsann an.

Gheibte tachdar eisg

Air a còrsa,

A's bhi 'gan ruith le leus

Anns na mòr-shruthan
;

Mordha cumhann geur,

Le chrann giubhais fein,

Aig fir shubhachjthreubhach

'Nan dòrnaibh :

Bu sholasach a' leum'

Brie air buinne reidh,

A' ceapadh chuileag eutrom

'Nan dòrlaichean
;

Cha 'n'eil muir no tir

Am beil tuille brigh,

'S tha feadh do chi ìch'

Air a h-òrdachadh.

An Crunliiaith.

Tha 'n eilid anns a ghleannan so,

Cha 'n amadan gu'n eòlas

A leanadh i mar b aithne dha

Tig'n farasda na còdhail,

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 coir e ;

Feadh shlochd, a's ghlac, a's chamhaaan,

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 tbarruiiin air

Cho macaiita 's a b' aithne dha,

Gu'n glacadh e ga h-aindeoin i

Le h-anabharra seòltachd ;

Le tfir, gun ghainne baralach,

An t-sùil a chuir gu danara,

A' stiùireadh' na du'-bannaichi',










