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87-A' MHAIGHDEAN ALUINN-THE PEERLESS MAIDEN.

Ket 6. Moderato, heating twice in the measure. Air—" Slan gii 'n till na Gaidheil ghasda.

$ 3^=^ rt^^^^^i^=^
(|l,:-:d|r :- :r In : - :d Ir : - :d 1 1,: - : 1, 11 :- :1 |l_jj : f in :- ts

Seisd. (Seinn-eamlduan a nis do 'n | mhaigh-dinn A tha I aoibh - eil, cridh - eil, Icaoimhn-eil;

Chorus. Sing the prais - es o' my dear - ie, Aye sae win • ning, blithe, and cheer - ie;

i
tf

atzs:
igziiiJ: -^-3

f|l:' n |r :d : - :s, 11,:- :1, Id :- :r If

L 'S lion-mhor| fear a bheir- eadh | oigh-reachd, Air

In her pres - ence wha wad wear - ie? For

son I roinn de ghràdh

her a' wad rich

- :n r :
-

a
I
crìdh'.

- es gi'e.

Tha mo leannan dreachmhor, direach,
'Us 'n a gluasad socair, siobhalt'

;

Cha 'n 'eil maighdean anns an sgireachd
'Thig a nios riut ann an gniomh.

'S ann fo sgàile nam beann-àrda
Dh' fhas an ribhinn a tha aluinn

;

Labhraidh i gu blasda 'Ghàidhlig,
'Chainnt a's fearr a tha 's an tir.

Dh'fhas i suas mar shòbhraig bhòidhich,
Modhail, màlda mar an neòinein

;

Cha d'_ fhuair amaideachd no gòraich'
Aite-còmhnaidh riamh 'n a crìdh'.

Tha mo ghaol-sa cridheil, ceòlmhor—
Co 'n a cuideachd a bhiodh brònach?
'N uair a theannas i ri òrain

Faodaidh 'n smeòrach a bhi bith.

Fait a cinn 'n a dhualan òrdail ;

Dheth cha 'n ioghnadh i 'bhi spòrsail ;

Ceum gu brkth nach dochainn feòirnein
;

Meòir a's bòidhche air an sgriobh.

Cha 'n 'eil maighdean anas an dhthaich
'Tha cho measail no cho clifiiteach ;

'S iomadh h-aon a thug dhuit timhlachd,
'Us a Ifib dhuit anns gach ni.

O'n a chuir mi {hem ort eòlas,
'S trie a bha sinn cridheil còmhla

;

Ach tha mis' an diugh a'm ònar
Dubhach, brònach, 'us thu 'm dhith.

'S ged a tha mi fad' air faontradh
Thall 's a bhos air feadh an t-saoghaii,
Air mo spèis dhuit cha tig caochladh

;

Thug mi gaol dhuit 'bhios gun chrich.

In her figure, straight and slender
;

In her manner, kind and tender
;

Nature's sel' could hardly mend her

;

In her movements, neat and free.

She was reared amang the Hielans, *

Land o' crofts and summer shielins
;How it charms and warms the feeling

When she Gaelic speaks tae me.

Like the daisy bloomin' bonny

;

Like the primrose lo'ed by mony

;

She grew fairer far than ony
And nae menseless ways had she.

When she sings there's nane sings sweeter
j

E'en the mavis canna beat her :

—

Wha'd be dowie ga'in tae meet her ?

Wha could pairt frae her wi' glee ?

Doun her gracefu' shouthers flowing,
Her rich curls are golden glowing

;

Scarce her footstep, lightly going,
Bends the flow'ret on the lea.

Liked by ilka ane comes near her ;

And the langer kenn'd the dearer

;

North or south there's nane can peer her

;

And she 's a' the warld tae me.

Though afar frae her I wander.
On my dear ane still I ponder

;

Ilka day but makes me fonder

—

Love like mine can never die.

From the day when first I met her,
My desire has been to get her ;

Come what may, I '11 ne'er forget her
Until death shall close my e'e.

Gaelic words by " Fionn." Translation by Mr M. Mac Farlanb.



3-NA LAITHEAN A DH'AOM-THE GAY DAYS OF YORE.

Key B ?. Beating twice in the nie'isure. Air— "Robi donn gòrach."

D.C.

(:d:r |n:-.r:d |d r-.l,: s, |s,:-.l|:d |r: -:d.r In :-.r :d |d :-.!,: s. Is, :-.!,: d |d;

(Tha na | Biantan air caochlaUh, tha'n | eaoghal fo sprochd, Chuir an | doineann fhnar, fhiadhaich an | ianlal.th 'u aD tosn ;

The Storm has subsided, the world is oppressed, All hushed by the tempest,the birds seek their nest;

ITha sneachda tròm, dòmhail a' còmhdachnambeann.A' lionadh nan glacan, s a' tacadh nan allt,

llie Ben is enwrapped in a mantle of snow, Con -cealing the streams, and im-peding their flow:

^f^
RaUantando. . .

irn.rld :n :s|d:n:s|l:s:n| r :-: s^ln :-.r:d |d :-.!,: s, Is, r-.l,: d |d:- I

I'S mise
I
'feitheanih an aisig aig I carraig a' chaoil, Ri |smaointeanairàbliachdnan|làitheanadh'aom.|

A • waiting the ferry, I sit by the shore, And silently muse on the gay days of yore.

Ann an Ikithean ar n-òige
Del 'n còmhdhail an t-sluaigh,

Cha sheall sinn ach faoin
Air mar dh' aomas iad 'uainn

;

Ch^. tig e 'n ar smaointean
Cho goirid 's tha 'n dàil,

Gus am brticlid oirnn gach leòn
Ni ar lùbadh gu làr,

Gun chilram gun èislein,

Aig teumadh air taobh.
Air làithean a' snag 'uainn
Gun àireamh air aon.

'N nair a luidheas an aois oirnn
'S a dh' aognas ar snuadh,
Ar ciabh 'dol 'an tainead,
Agus smal air ar gruaidh,
Bith'dh teugmhail nan còmhlan
A' còmhradh gu truagh,
Agus ckirdean ar n-òige
Air sòmhladh 's an uaigh

;

'S ann an sin bhios ar cridhe
Làn mulaid 'us gaoid,

Ri smaointean air àbhachd
Nan làithean a dh' aom.

O ! Ard-Righ na cruinne,

Ceann-uidhe ar dull,

Air an t-sneachda fhliuch fhionnar
Dhuit a lùbas mi glùn ;

'S guidheam gu'n òrduich
Thu dhòmh-sa gu glic,

'Bhi 'cuimhneachadh d'òrduigh
Gu h-ùmhal 's gu trie,

Chum 'n uair chriochnaicheas m' astar

Ann an glacaibh an Aoig,
Nach cuimhnich thu m' fhailinn

Anns na làithean a dh' aom.

In bright days of childhood
With free buoyant heart,

We think not how swiftly
The seasons depart,
How soon comes the time
When our health may decay,
And softly we '11 slumber
Beneath the cold clay

;

All heedless we count not
The years as they fly,

Nor days that unnumbered
Pass silently by.

In the gloaming of life,

When age furrows the brow,
Our locks getting thinner,

And white as the snow,
When this world's cold friendship
Is sad to behold,
And the friends of our youth
Are asleep 'neath the mould.
Then, our heart filled with sorrow.
Is sick to the core,

As we mournfully muse
On the gay days of yore.

Almighty Creator

!

My hope is in Thee;
On this snowy pathway
I now bend the knee

;

O, teach me Thy statutes
And guide me alway,
And let me remember
Thy precepts each day,
That, sleeping in Death,
When Life's journey is o'er,

The faults of my youth
Thou 'It remember no more.

Gaelic words by the late Dr Mac Laohlan, Rahoy. Translation by " Fionn.
./' D
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39-OIGFHEAR A CHUIL-DUALAICH-LADDIE WITH THE GOLDEN HAIR.

Ket a. Moderato.

Seisd,

Chorus,
I
fhleasg-aich an fhuilt chraobli-aich chais,

lad - die with the gol - den hair, In

d



40-AM FONN-THE MELODY.

Key Ct.—Moderato, with feeling. Air—"An nochd gur faoin mo chadal dhomh.

:d .,r In .,1, : 1, .,d Is, .,1, :d .,r In :- .r

1 I siod am fonii a clnial - a mi An I uair a bha mi òg, Mi 'n

Oh' that's the air I heard long since, In childhood's happy day, When,

ii^?feg^iig^E£EgEeZ5g=gg^gggigr^
(Id .,d :n .,s Id' .,t :1 .M'|s .,f :n .,s 1 1 :-.s 11.,s : 1 .,t ld'.,s :n .,s

(Icluain ri iichd mo mhàthar 'S mo I chridhe 'snàmh 'n a ceòl ; 'S'n uairrchuala mi a rithist e Aig
folded to my mother's breast. My soul drank in her lay

;

A-gain,when round my father's cot, I

f .n :r.d|l, :-.t,|d .,s, : 1, .,d |f .,s :1 .,s Is .,n :r .,n jd

nighinn ghil nam bo, Gu 'nl thal-aidh i mo chridhe leis 'S mi j mireag-aich mu'n chrò.

frisked a sportive boy, Full oft the milkmaid waked the strain, And thrilled my soul with joy.

Bu trie o sin 'g a chlkistinn mi,
Mu eadradh krd-thra nòin,

'S mi beadradh, air an àiridh,
Ri mo Mhkiri aillidh òig ;

No feadh nan glacag fkileanta
'S an tkrladh dhuinn, gun ghò,

'Bhi coinneachadh, gu manranach,
Fo sgkilean Choill-nan-cnò.

Ach b' ^iginn dòmhs' an kiridh
Agijs Mairi 'chur air chùl,

'Us siubhal fad' o'n kite sin

'S an robii mo ghrkdh 'us m' tiigh,

A slieasamh anns na blkraibh
'N aghaidh nkmhaidean ar dhthch'

:

'S an Iktha dh' flikg mi 'm Brkighe,
Rigii ! bu chrkiteach m' aigne briiit'

!

O ! siod am fonn a cliuala mi,
'S a cliuaileanaich mu 'm chrìdh',

A 's trie a dhtiisg dhomli sealladti

Air mo leannan 's air mo thir

;

An uair a bhitliinn airtnealach
'N am cliairtealan, le sgios,

Gu 'n taislicheadh e m' anam
'N uair a chanainn e learn fhln

!

Ach tiiog am fonn an trkth-so dliomh
Fkth cknrain agus bròin ;

_

Oir dhtiisg 8 ^omhaigh Mkiri
'Us mo mhktliar, 's iad fo'n fhòid ;

Gach caocliladh agus skrach
'Thkinig air na Gkidheil choir,

'n km 's 'n a biiuail an dan ud mi
Le grkdli, 'n uair 'bha mi (5g 1

And oft since then I've heard its notes
With rapture fill the ear

At noonday in the shieling, when
My Mary lilted near

;

Or when, in evening's peaceful calm,
Our steps together strayed,

With song and artless gaiety,

Adown the scented glade.

But cruel Fate at length decreed
That I should wander far

From Mary and my kindred dear,
To fill the ranks of war

—

My country's rightful cause to stand
Against a foreign foe :

That day I left the glen I loved,

What words could tell my woe !

Again I 've felt its moving tones
Around my heart entwine.

Awakening thoughts of home and love.

And joys that once were mine,
When, far away 'mid other scenes,

I thought of bygone years.

And hummed it o'er with melting heart
And eyes bedimmed with tears.

But when I hear it now, it wakes
Sad thoughts within my breast

;

It minds me of my mother,
And my Mary, now at rest

;

The evils that befell our land.

The wrongs my country bore.
Since first I heard that melody
In the happy days of yore.

GaeUc words from J. Munro's " FiLlDH." Translation by Mr M. MAC Farlanb.



Key D.—LiveUj.
41-EALAIDH GHAOIL-A MELODY OF LOVE.

( Gut Igil

JJot the swan
SEISD—Air fàill

Chokus—Air fal -

1 leann • an
the lake, or
inn, ill - ir

in, eel - yer

eaV
foam
uill

col -

air
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ir - inn,
yer - in,

snàmh Na Icobh - ar na
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I
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I
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I bliith - bhainn - e

white is the
fàiU • ir - inn,
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new milk that
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D.C. for Chords.
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chuach leis



42-GABHAIDH SINN AN RATHAD MOR-WE WILL TAKE THE HIGHWAY.

Kby a.— Lively, iviih marlied time.

-p.-^-

Us .,1 :s .,f In .,f :s Ir .,n : f .,n |r .,n : f Is .,1 : s .,f |n.,f : s.s

Seisd— (1 Gabhaidh Sinn an rathad in6r, I Gabhaidh sinn an rathad mòr; I Gabhaidh sinn an rathad mòr

Chokus—We will take the good old way, We will take the good old way, We will take the good old way,The

-m-'>
-:ir-m- ^ m^-^

In .,d : d .,r In .,d : n I f .,r : r .,n | f .,r : f

lOlc air nihath le ciich e. || Diridh sinn ri beinn an fhraoichi Tèarnaidh sinn ri gleann nan laogh,

way that lies before us; Climbing stifiE the heath'ry ben, Winding swiftly down the glen ;

D.C. for Chorus.^^^^^
[In .,d :d .,r

J 'S cha 'n 'eil fear de luchd-nam-braoisg Nach
Should we meet with stragglers then, Their

.,r :n

leig sinn gaoir

gear will serve

,d jr :d

Olc air mhath le Cloinn an-t-Saoir,

01c air mhath le Cloinnan-t-Saoir,
Olc air mhath le Cloinn-an-t-Saoir,

'S bodaich mhaol an làgain.

Gabhaidh sinn, &c.

Thar a' mhonaidh null 'n ar sgriob,

Sios Gleann-Comhann air bheag sglos,

Mèarsaidh sinn 'an ainm an Righ,
Olc air mhath le each e.

Gabnaidh sinn, &c.

Gu Mac-'ic-Alasdair 's Lochial,_

Bith'dh iad leinn mar bha iad riamh,

'S Fear-na-Ceapach mar ar miann,
Olc air mhath le each e.

Gabhaidh sinn, &c.

Thig Clann-aPhearsoin, feachd nam buadh,
'S thig Cloinn-Choinnich o'n Taobh-tuath,

'S mairg an dream do 'n nochd iad fuath,

'N uair dh' ^ireas gruaim nam blàr orr'.

Gabhaidh sinn, &c.

Thig Clann-Ghriogair' garg 's an stri

'Us Stiiibhartaich, 's iad sluagh an Righ;
Mèarsaibh uallach,—suas a' phiobl

Olc air mhath le each e.

Gabhaidh sinn, &c.

Maclntyres watch on hill

;

Be their wishes good or ill,

We will keep, whate'er their will.

The way that lies before us.

We will up &c.

O'er the mountain's rocky steep,

Down Glencoe our course will keep ;

In the King's name we will sweep
The rebels on before us.

We will up &c.

To Glengarry and Locheil,
Keppoch trusty, true as steel,

Hearts and claymores ever leal,

As were their sires' before them.
We will up &c.

Bold MacPhersons will come forth.

With MacKenzies from the north :

—

Where be they would try their worth
In battle's strife before them ?

We will up, &c.

Fierce MacGregors, to us speed,
Stewarts of the royal seed-
Bag pipes ready,—pipers, lead

The way that lies before us 1

We will up &c

Gaelic word^ attributed to John Breck Mac Kendrick. Translation by C. il. P.



43-0, TILL, A LEANNAIN-RETURN, MY DARLING.

Key B ^.—Moderato, beating twice in the measure.

:n |f :n

till, a leaim - ain

turn, my dar • ling,

I till,

turn,

:d |r

O, till!

re - turn

!

4==^=^
i==r:

:n If : s :r |r :d : 1,

Dean | cabh-aig a Jlhai-li a

O, haste thee, my fair one, Ke-

11, :t, :d It, :r : t. 1, Is,:Id :r :s, |s, : f

,

I
dùth-aich nan Gall-ach, No I thèid mi le h-aimh-eal do 'n I chill, do 'n chill

!

turn now, my rare one, Nor leave me thus dai - ly to moum, to mourn.

O thus' a gheibh sealladh de m' ghaol, de m' ghaol,

Thoir fios dhi gu 'n robh i dhomh ièìn, dhomh f^in,

Mar chridhe do m' bhroilleach,

Mar iùl-chairt do 'n mharaich', [t-saogh'l.

Mar ait-ghrein an Earraich do 'n t-saogh'l, do 'n

0, c' kite 'm bheil coimeas do m' luaidh, do m
luaidh?

Mar ròs air ucbd eala tha 'gruaidh, tha 'gruaidh;

Clàr-aghaidli a's gile

Na 'm bainne 'g a shileadh,

No 'gbrian 's i gu luidhe 's a' chuan, 's a' cbuan.

Na 'm faiceadh tu 'pearsa gun naheang, gun

Na 'n cluinneadh tu 'labbairt gun sgraing, gun

Na 'm biodh tu le m' chruinneig [sgraing

—

'N am togail nan luinneag,

Gu 'n lasadh do chridhe gun taing, gun taing.

Mo chridhe-sa! 'stusa'bhiostruagh.'bhiostruagh,

Mur pill is' 'thog oirre gu Cluaidh, gu Cluaidh :—

Gu 'm b' fhearr na bhi maille

Pti tè eU' air thalamh,

'Bhi sinnte ri m' Mhaili 's an uaigh, 's an uaigh

!

If ever my loved one you see, you see,

O, tell her that she was to me, to me,

A chart for life 's ocean,

A heart for each motion,

My sun and my portion was she, was she.

0, what with my love may compare, compare ?

Not the swan or the rose so fair, so fair;

Much whiter I trow,

Than snow is her brow.

Or the sun setting low, so fair, so fair.

If you on my dear one should gaze, should gaze,

If you were to hear what she says, she says,

If you heard my pretty

One singing her ditty,

Your bosom would get in a blaze, a blaze.

But if she forsake me, my gloom, my gloom !

All pleasiure and strength shall consume, consume.

And rather than stray

'With another away,

I would lie with my May in the tomb, the tomb-

Gaelic ivords by Evan Mac Coll. Translation from "Fionn's Celtic Oakland.'



KEY F.

—

Moderato.
44-MAlRI LAGHACH-WINSOME MARY.

fl^^SS^ sÈ|E^;i_l^§^
^ (Ir .,r :n .,r :r .,d 11, .,1, :d .,n :s 11 .,1 :r .,n :f .,n Ir .,r :n .,s :1

Seisd. (I H6, mo MhMri laghacli, I 's tu mo Mhàiri bhinn \ I Ho, mo Mhàiri lagliach | s tu mo Mhàiri ghrinn;

Chokus. Hey, my winsome Ma - ry, Ma - ry, fondly free I Hey, my winsome Ma ry, Mary, mine to be!

^r^^^~^ ^^L:^gEg^E£g?E^SE|=

ili .,1| :d .,d : t| .,s, 11, .,1, :d ,,n :s ll .,t :d' .,t : I .,s In .,1 ;s .,n:r

\1h6, mo Mhàiri laghach, | 's tu mo Mhàiri bhinn; | Màiri bhòidheach lurach, rrugadhannsnaglinn.

Winsome, handsome Mary— who so fair as she ! My own Highland lassie, dear as life to me.

B'of? bha mise 's Mh,iri

'M fasaichean Ghlinn-sineòil,

'N uair 'chuir rnacan Venuis
Saigliead glieur 'n am fheòil

Tharruing sinn ri ch^ile,

Ann an end cho beò,

'S nach robh air an t-saoghal
A thug gaol clio mòr.

Ged bii leamsa Albainn,
A h-airgiod 'us a maoin,

Cia mar bhithinn sona
Gun do chomunu gaoil ?

B' annsa bhi 'g ad phògadh
Le deagh choir dhomh fein,

Na ged gheibhinn stòras

Na Roinn-Eòrp' gu l^ir.

Tha d' fhalt bachlach, dualach,
Mu do chluais a' fas,

Thug nadur gach buaidh dha
Thar gach gruag a bha

:

Cha 'n 'eil dragh, no tuairgne,

'N a chur suas gach la, ;
_

Chas gach ciabh mu'n cuairt deth,

'S e 'n a dhuail gu 'bhàrr.

Tha do chailc-dheud snaighte
Geal mar shneachd nan ard

;

D' anail mar an caineal

;

Beul o 'm banail fkilt

:

Gruaidh air dhreach an t-siris ;

Mln-ruisg ehinnealt, thlà ;

Mala chaol gun ghruaman,
Gnùis gheal, 's cuach-fhalt ban.

Cha robh inneal ciùil

A fhuaireadh riamh fo 'n ghr^in,

A dh'aithriseadh air choir

Gach ceòl bhiodh againn fèia

Uiseag air gach lònan,

Smeòrach air gach g^ig

;

Cuthag 'us gùg gùg aic',

'Madainn chùbhraidh Chèit.

Long ere in my bosom
Lodged love's arrow keen,

Often with my Mary
In Glensmoil I 've been ;

Happy hours succeeded
By affection true,

Till there seemed 'neath heaven
No such loving two !

What although all Albinn
And its wealth were mine.

How, without thee, darling.

Could I fail to pine ?

As my bride to kiss thee,

I would prize far more
Than the all of treasure
Europe has in store.

What a wealth of tresses

Mary dear can show

!

Crown of lustre rarer
Ne'er graced maiden brow

!

'Tis but little dressing
Need those tresses rare,

Falling fondly, proudly,
O'er her shoulders fair.

Hers are teeth whose whiteness
Snow alone can peer;

Hers the breath all fragrance,
Voice of loving cheer;

Cheeks of cherry ripeness,

Eyelids drooping down,
Neath a forehead never
Shadowed by a frown.

No mere music art-born
Ere our pleasure crowned ;—

Music far more cheering
Nature for us found

;

Larks in air, and thrushes
On each flow'ring thorn,

And the Cuckoo hailing
Summer's gay return !

Gaelic words by J. Mac Donald, Lochbroora. Translation by Evan Mac Coll.



45-MO CHAILIN DILEA8 DONN-MY FAITHFUL AUBURN MAID.

KEY "F.—Modernto, with expression.

^=1^ ]5i=>»-
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\ I Gu ma
Oh, happy
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thee, my calin
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ohuailein rèidh air an I deise 'dh' èireadh fonn,

auburn ringlets, and voice of sweetest tone !
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I

s .,n : s Jjt
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'S i I calnnt do bheòil bu bhinne leam an
Thy pleasing words oft cheered me, and

:s .,f In ,d .- :l,.,t, |d

uair 'bhiodh m' inntinn trom,'S tu| thogadh suas mo chridh' n uair a I bhiodh tu 'bruidhinn rium.

raised my heart when sad ; Thy converse, like sweet music, my spirits would make glad.

Gur muladach a ta mi
'S mi nochd air àird' a' chuain,

'S neo-shunndach mo chadal dhomh
'S do chaidreamh fada bhuam;

Gm: trie mi ort a' smaointeach,
As d' aogais tha mi truagh

;

'Us mur a dean mi d'fhaotainn
Cha bhi mo shaoghal buan.

Sùil chorrach mar an dearcag
Fo rosg a dh'iadhas dliith

;

Gruaidhean mar an caorann,
Fo'n aodann 'tha leam ciùin ;

Mur d' aithris iad na breugan
Gu'n d' thug mi fèin duit run

;

'S gur bliadhna leam gach la,

O'n uair a dh'fhag mi thu.

Tacan mu'n do sheòl sinn

Is ann a thòisich each
Ei innseadh do mo chruiimeig-sa
Naeh tillinn-sa gu brath

:

Na cuireadh sud ort gruaimean,
A luaidh, ma bhios mi sjàn,

Cha chum dad idir uait mi
Ach saighead chruaidh a' Bhàis.

Tha'n t-snaim a nise ceangailte

Gu daingeann agus teann ;

'Us their luchd na fanaid rium
Naeh 'eil mo phrothaid ann

:

Am fear aig a' bheil fortan,

Tha crois aige 'n a cheana,
'S tha mire taingeil, toilichte

Ged tha mo sporan gann.

My heart is torn with anguish
This night upon the sea,

And restless are my slumbers
Since far away from thee.

How oft my thoughts entwine thee,
Though absent from my view

!

And if I may not claim thee,

My days shaU be but few.

Beneath thy pencilled eyebrows
Are eyes like berries blue,

Thy cheeks are like the rowans
Of red and ripest hue ;

I will confess with gladness
That I this maid adore,—

Each day has seemed a year
Since we parted on the shore.

A while before we parted
They sought to grieve thee sore,

And said unto my maiden
I should return no more.

Heed not their cruel slander;
My love, if naught befcide,

I '11 come again to see thee,

And claim thee for my bride.

The knot is tied securely
That binds me to my dear.

Though mocking foes are saying
'Twill bring me little gear

;

The man who weds a fortune
Its cross has oft to bear.

So I am quite contented
Although my purse be spare.

Gaelic words by Hector Mao Kenzie, UllapooL Translation by " Fionn.'



46-FUADACH NAN GAIDHEAL-THE DISPERSION OF THE HIGHLANDERS.

Key F.—Slow!t/, with much feeling. Air—"Lord Lovat's Lament."

P3=i=i~:*=»
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(Gur-a I mis - e 'tha tùrs - ach, a' I caoidh cor na dùth-cha, 'S nan | seann daoine ciiis - eil 'bha

I mourn for the Highlands, now drear and for - sak - en, The land of my fa - thers, the

(In .r :r .n |r :d .r In :n . s |f .,n :r .d
|
n .s : s .,1 |1 ^ :n .d

{| cUùiteach 'us treun ; Rinn I uachd-rain am fuadach gu I fada null thar chuan - tan Am
gal - lant and brave ; To make room for the sportsman their lands were all ta - ken, And

'S am fonn a bha al - uinn chaidh chur fo chaoraich bhàna, Tha

Where once smiled the gar - den, rank weeds have their sta - tion.And

Fine.

^^^^:z^lE^S
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l| fearann chaidh thoirt uapa 's thohtl suas do na fèidh. jj 'S e

they had to seek out new homes o'er the wave. Oh,

feanntagach 's a' ghàr • adh 's an lar - ach fo fheur.

deer are pre - ferr'd to a leal - hearted race.

Id' :d'.,l |1_^^ :n .d

jsud a' chulaidh nàir - e bhi

shame on the ty - rants who

^ at=^: 3Efe
s : s .,1 11 1 .t Id' ;d' .,1 |1 .s :n .d I n .r ,n jr

t|faic-inn dhaoine laid - ir 'G ani| fuadach thar sail - e mar jbhàrr - lach gun fheum;

brought de - so - la - tion, "Who banished the brave, and put sheep in their place.

Far an robh mdran dhaoine
Le 'm mnathan 'us le 'n teaghlaich,

Cha'n 'eil ach caoraich-mhaola
Ei fhaotainn 'n an ait'

:

Cha 'n fhaicear air a' bhiiaile

A' blianarach le 'buaraich.

No idir an crodh guaill-fhionn

'S am buauhaille ban.

Tha 'n uiseag anns na speuran,
A' seinn a luinneig gleusda,

'S gun neach ann 'g a h-èisdeachd
'N uair dh' ^ireas i àrd ;

Clia till, cha till na daoine
Bha cridheil agus aoibheil

—

Mar mholl air latha gaoithe
Chaidh 'n Bgaoileadh gu bràth.

Oh ! where are the parents
And bairns yonder roaming?

The scene of their gladness
Is far o 'er the main ;

No blithe-hearted milkmaid
Now cheers us at gloaming ;

The herd-boy no longer

Is seen on the plain.

The lark still is soaring,

And sings in her glory.

With no one to listen

Her sweet morning lay

;

The clansmen are gone—
But their deeds live in story-

Like chaff in the wind,
They were borne far away.

Gaelic words and translation by "FlONN."



47-A' GHRUAGACH BHANAIL-THE BLYTHESOME LASSIE.

Key AÌ7. Moderato. Air—'' Bithibh aotrom 's togaibh fonn.

j:r .n Is .,f :n .r Id

Skisd— i Air a' | ghruagaich tha mi'n geall,

Chorus—Tae my lassie wake the strain;

:f .n



48-CRUACHAN-BEANN-CRUACHAN-BEN.

Key C— With animation.



49-GILLE MO LUAIDH-THE LAD I LOVE WELL.

Key K.—^Modcvato, beating twice in the measure.

d



50-EILIDH BHÀN-AILIE BAIN.

Key Hi^.—Moderato. Air—" Buain na rainich.''*

i^^B^3^*z*:

(|r .r :r' |dM :d' 11 .,s :n .r |d .r :n .d Ir .r :r' |d' .1 :d'

Seisd— (|EilidhbhànChoire-chnh,imh,|Maighdean bhanail nam beus ceanail, JEilidh bhàn Choire-chnàimh,

Chokus—Ailie Baia o' the glen, Bonnie lassie,' winsome lassie ; Ailie Bain o' the glen,

Fine.

1
1 .,s : n . 1

I
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I C6 nach tugadh gaol dhi? II Mi'n so 'niaoiiar'smanadh pòigonnlo'nmhnaoiòig'srìinclèibhdhomh,

Wlia could help but lo'e her ? Here wi' lips foretok'ning kisses, Waiting dull and wearie;

i

D.C. for Chorus.

^^^^ rjiza.
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1 'S beag an t-ioghnadh cainnt mo chridh bhi j
" Greas a nlos ort,

'Tis nae wonder my heart's wish is— Quickly come, ray

èud

dear

: r

ail!'

Gaol gach gille, clih gach filidh,

Tuath no deas gu'n tèid mi—
Na 'm b'fhear-dhkn mi mar a b' kill learn

Gu Ik bhrkth bhiodh sgeul ort.

Eilidh bhkn, &c.

Gun dad fasgaidh ach mo bhreacan,
'S mo lamh dheas mu d' chaol-ohrios,

Sud mar fhuair mi 'n oidhche 's buaine
Trie ro-luath 'g ar sgaoileadh.

Ged tha fear-a'-Bhrkighe, thall ud,

'S ciadan eile 'n dèigh ort,

'S leam-sa, neothar-thaing dhoibh iiile,

Gaol us furan m' èudail !

'S truagh nach b'ann an nochd, a leannain,

Dh' òlar deoch na rèite
;

'N sin le 'r gairm, gu Cill-a'-Mhunna
Cha bu ruith ach leum learn.

A' the lads are daft about ye ;

A' the bardies praise ye

;

Were I ane mysel', I doubt na
I 'd gang rhymin' crazy.

Ailie Bain, &c.

On the cauld nichts tho' my plaidie

Sheltered us but sparely.

Yet my partin' frae beside ye
Seem'd tae come owre early.

What, tho' monied cuifs endeavour
Wi' their gowd tae lure ye,

True tae me yer heart beats ever

;

Ne'er shall they secure ye.

Would this e'ening saw them risin'

Frae our bottling, Ailie

;

Tae Kilmun tae put the cries in

I wad trip it gaily.

Gaelic words by Evan Mac Coll. Translation by Mr M. Mao Faklanb

' This air is extremely popular, and ever associated with a Fairy Song, of which the following is a fragment-

Tha mi sglth 's mi leam fhin,

Buain na rainich, buain na rainich
;

Tha mi sgith 's mi leam fhin,

Buain na rainich daonnan.

Cùl an tomain, brkigh an tomain,
Cùl an tomain bhòidhich ;

Cùl an tomain, brkigh an tomain,
H-uile làtha 'm ònar.



51-MO NI6HEAN DONN-MY BROWN MAID.

Key Y.— With spirit. Fine.

(Ir .,n :f

Seisp— (iTIieirmi h6,

Chorus— Singing ho

D.C. for Chorus.

^ ^^^1fzi-zi Ji-^.

\\ :r Ir .,n :r

(| 'S mithiclil dh6mh-sa dol

'Tis time to go

r .n :s .,1



52-EILEAN AN FHRAOICH-THE ISLE OF THE HEATHER.

Key "B^.—Boldli/, beating tivice in the measure.

^ Cl.ld:-

r^m-- :S^ es3: :^=1=—:=i:

.t,: 1| |S| in,: sjni-.r :d |d: -:d.r|n :-.d: 1, 1 1,: s, :n, Isj-.d : 1, |s,:-

Seisd. ( A Ichi - allnachmis-ebha'nlEil-eananfhraoich.Natnl fiadh nambrad-an, nam|fead-ag,'»nannaosg;

ChoetjS. I wish I were now in that Isle of the sea, The Isle of the Heather, and happy I'd be;
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(Nan I lochan, nan òban, nan | osan 'snan^caol—Eileanl inn-is nam bo, 's aite I còmhnuidh nan laoch.|

With deer in its mountains.and fish in its rills, Where heroes have lived "mong its heath-cover'd hills.

An t-Eilean ro mhaiseach,
Gur pailt ann am biadh

;

'S e Eilean a's àillt' air 'n

Do dhealraich a' ghrian;
'S e Eilean mo ghraidh-s' e,

Bha 'Ghàidhlig ann riamh;
'S cha 'n fhalbh 1 gu bràth
Gus an tràigh an cuan siar

!

'N am tìridh na grdine
Air a shleibhtibh bith'dh ceo,

Bith'dh a' bbanarach ghuanach
'S a' bhuarach 'n a dòrn

Ei gabbail a duanaig
'S i cuallach nam bo,

'S mac-talla nan creag
E.Ì toirt freagairt d' a cebl.

Air feasgar an t-Samhraidh
Bith'dh snnnd air gach spreidh;

Bith'dh a' chuthag 'us fonn oirr'

Ri òran di fhèin ;

Bith'dh uiseag air Ion
Agus smeòrach air g^ig,

'S air cnuic ghlas' 'us leòidean
Uain òga ri leum.

Na'm faighinn mo dhùrachd
'S e 'lugainn bhi òg,

'S gun ghnothach aig aois rium
Fhad 's a dh' fhaodainn bhi beb,

Bhi 'n am bhuachaill' air àiridh
Fo sgail nam beann mòr'

Far am faighinn an cais'

'S bainne-blàth air son òl.

Cha 'n fhacas air talamh
Leam sealladh a's bòidhch'

Na 'ghrian a' dol sios

Air taobh siar Eilean Leoghas

;

'N crodh-laoidh anns an luachair,

'S am buachaiir 'n an tòir

'G an tional gu iiiridh

Le àl de laoigh òg'.

This dearest of Isles

Is so fertile and fair,

That no other island

May with it compare

;

Here Gaelic was spoken
In ages gone by,

And here it will live

Till the ocean runs dry.

At dawning of day
When there 's mist on the hill,

The milkmaids go skipping
By fountain and rill

;

When milking their cattle

They raise a sweet song.
And softly the echoes
The chorus prolong.

The notes of the cuckoo
Are welcomed in May,

And the blackbird sings blithe

'Mong the silvery spray

;

The lark and the mavis
Pour forth their sweet lay,

While the lambs in the meadows
Are sprightly at play.

Could I get my wish,
And be once more a boy,

I 'd thither return
And its pleasures enjoy,

A shepherd, to wander
O'er heather-clad hills.

And drink a cool draught
From its bright mountain rills.

There ne'er was a picture
More lovely to see,

Than the sun as he sinks
In the blue western sea.

When homeward the cattlii

Are wending their wayi
And all things are stilly,

At the close of the day.

Gaelic words by M. MacLeod, Govan. Translation by "i'lONN."
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Flavel (E.)—Tokens for Mourners, cloth, 1

Macfarlane (P.)—Life of Joseph, cloth 1

M'Callum's History of the Church of Christ, cZoiA.... 2
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Highlander's Friend, square 8vo, half-calf, ... 18

M'Donald (Dr. John)—Uisgeachan Jordain, Waters
of Jordan, IBmo, sewed, 2

Psalms of David, and Paraphrases, with Gaelic and
English, cloth, 1

Psalms and Paraphrases,in Gaelic only,cloth,gilt edges, 1

Seirbhis, Gaelic Communion Service, c/o?A, ... 1

Smith (John, D.D.)—"Prayers for Families," &c
,

12ino, cloth, 1
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Beith (A.)—Catechism on Baptism, «€?tied. Id.; per doz. 6
Dearbh-bheachd air Slainte, Assurance of Salvation

sewed, (per dozen, 2s), 3

Dewar (Rev. Dr.)—Ceithir Searmoinean, sewed
(per dozen, 2s.), 4

Edward (Rev. Jonathan)—Sermon, Id.
;
per dozen, 6

Haughton (S.M.)—A Saviour for You, 18mo, sewed, 2

Hall (Newman)—Thig gu losa: Come to Jesus, ... 3

Laoidhean Eadar-theangaichte o'n Bheurla
(per dos!en, 2s.), 3

Leabhraichean Joib, Nan Salm (per dozen, 2s.), 3

Loudin (D.)—Doctrine & Manner of Church of Rome, 1

... Maille ri Consachadh, 1

Maclaurin (Rev. John)—Glorying in the Cross of

Christ, 1 2mo, «e«;ec?, ... Id.
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per dozen, 6

Macleod (Rev.T., D.D.)—The Spiritual Warfare, Id.;

per dozen, 6

Macleod (Dr. Norman)—The Sinner's Friend, in Gaelic, 2

Muir (Rev. W,, D.D.)— Sermons, Id.
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per dozen, 6
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Families, Id.
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per dozen, 6
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Id.
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per dozen, 6

Thomson (Rev. Dr. Andrew)—Sacramental Cate-

chism, Id.
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per dozen, 6
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and Familiar Phrases, crown Bvo, cloth, ... 6

... The same, large paper, 4to, half roxhurghe, ... 21

Crofters—The Crofter in History, by Lord Colin
Campbell ("Dalriad"), crown 8vo, cloth,

(pub. 28.), 1
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ters, who suffered in the North of Scotland
in 1843, for the Cause of Religious Liberty,
Enlarged Edition, with additional Biogra-
phies, and an Introduction by the Rev. Dr.
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Free Churchmen, 4to, handsomely bound in

bevelled cloth gilt, ... (pub. £1 Is.), 6

14

2

2 6

OBeied at

Stewart's Sketches of the Character, Institutions,

and Customs of the Highlanders of Scotland, s. d.

cloth, (pub. 5s.), 2 6

Clerk (BI.C.)—A Birthday Book; or, Highlander's
Book of Days, in Gaelic and English, fcap.
Z-vo, cloth 3 6

Flora Macdonald in Uist, by William Jolly, seiced, 6
Eraser (John, B.A.)—The Etruscans: Were they

Celts? 8vo,cZo<A,

Gaidheal (An), A Gaelic Magazine, vols, for 1876
and 1877, 8vo,cZo<A, each

MacCoU's (Evan) Poems and Songs,
Massacre of Glencoe (The), 1692, Reprint of a Con-

temporary Account, parchment covers,

Masson (Donald, M.A.)—Vestigia Celtica; Celtic
Footprints, sewed,

M'Lauchlan (Rev. Thomas)—Celtic Gleanings; or,

Notices of the History and Literature of the
Scottish Gael, cZoC/;, 2

Rebellion, 1715—Gathering Clouds: Account of the
Events immediatelyprecedingtheRebellion,8vo,2 6

... The same, large paper, 4to 5

St. Kilda (J. Sands)—Out of the World, illustrated,

crown 8vo, cloth, ...

Costume of the Clans (The) by John Sobieski Stol-

berg Stuart and Charles Edward Stuart, with
37 fuU-page plates, illustrating the History,
Antiquities, and Dress of the Highland Clans,
copied from Authentic Originals, and Bio-
graphical Introduction.

Price with coloured plates, 252
Do. uncoloured plates, 105

A small Remainder of this most important Celtic Worlc.

North's Highland Arts: The Book of the Club of

True Highlanders (Leabhar Common nam
fior Ghael), a Record of Dress, Arms, Cus-
toms, Arts, and Science of the Highlanders,
compiled from printed and MS. Records and
Traditions, and illustrated with Etchings of

Highland Relics, and the Keltic Vestiges of

Great Britain and Ireland, by C. N. M'Intyre
North, Architect, Chief of the Club of True
Highlanders, London, 70 beautifully executed
large full-page plates, containingmany figures

and subjects, 2 vols, folio, beautifully bound
in silk tartan (subscription price, £5 5s.),

privately printed for the Club. Now offered at 63
Scottish Celtic Review, edited by the late Rev. Dr.

A. Cameron, Brodick, Parts I. to IV., all pub-
lished, large paper edition, half-morocco, in

1 vol, gilt top, ... 20
Robertson (.James A., F.S.A., Scotland)— Concise

Historical Proofs respecting the Gael of Al-
ban, or Highlanders of Scotland, with Short
Notices of the Highland Clans, and a Disser-

tation on the Gaelic Topography of Scotland,
also Explanatory Notes, Map, and Descrip-
tions of the Country of the Gael, Second
Edition, with 16 full page illustrations, crown
8vo, c/o<A, very scarce, Edin., 1866 7 6

Very useful as a Hand-book to the Waverleij Novels.

Scottish Language—A Dictionary of the Scottish
Language, by Cleishbotham the Younger; a
closely printed work, contg. a great amount
of information, 12mo, c/o<^ /mp, Edin., 1858, 1

Scottish Poetry, 1721-1813, comprising the Jacobite
Songs of Scotland, chronologically arranged,
with Notes ; The Select Songs of Burns and
Tannahill, chronologically arrang-ed, with
Memoirs; Hogg's Queen's Wake, with Notes
and Memoir ; and Kamsay's Gentle Shepherd
and Select Songs, with Memoir—4 works in 1

vol., fcap. 8vo, c/o<A (pub. 5s.), Glasgow, 1871, 2 6


