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ADVERTISEMENT.

THE following Poems contain many examples

of whatever is beautiful or fublime in compoG-

tion ; but being collecT:edfromvariouseditions,theymay

in fome places appear, perhaps, inelegant and abrupt;

it being fometimes neceflary to take half a ftanza, or

perhaps half a line, from one* edition to join to as

much of another.

As thefe Poems were, for the moft part, taken down

from oral recitation, frequent miftakes may have been

made in the proper divifion of the lines, and in the

affigning of its due quantity to each : a matter (o

which the poets themfelves do not always feem to

have been very attentive, their meafure often varying

as their fubjedl changes.

As thofe who recited ancient poems took frequent-

ly the liberty of fubflituting fuch words as they were

beft acquainted with in the room of fuch as were more

foreign or obfolete, a few words which may perhaps

be confidered as modern or provincial may occur in

the courfe of thefe compofitions. To expunge thefe

words, when none of the copies in the Editor's hands

fupplied him with better, was a talk which he did not

confider as any part of his province. He regrets that

he did not know, till they had gone to the Prefs, that

many
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many parts of them were well known in Ireland *,

otherwife he fliould have endeavoured to procure fome

editions from that quarter, although it is probable

they would not be very different from thofe found in

the ifles and Scottifh coafts contiguous to it. He

hopes, however, that «with all their imperfections,,

thefe Poems have Mill fo much merit as to give the

reader fome idea of what they had once been ; that

the venerable ruins are a fufficient monument of the

former grandeur of the edifice.

A N

* This inteliiger.ee U derived frcm a late Irifh writer, who, having

had frequent occafion to cite thefe poems in order to illuftratc his

fubject, adds," I have taken thofe paffages from Mr Smith's poems,

becaufe hi; poems are known to be tranflations from the Irifh in

many inflates."—And elfcwhere, " Mr Smith has freely and ele-

gantly tranflated a poem on the death of Dermid, intitled, Mar

rrbarbb Diarmadan Tore nimbe"

Mr Walker's Hiftor. Memoirs of Irifh Bards,p. si. & 39. Dub. 1786.
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DAN an DEIRG*.

A CHEUD CHUID.

ft EUCH Dearg fan doire na aonar,

*S e 'g eifdeachd ri caoiran na coill

;

A Feuch

* Dun an Deirg is afcribed to the Bard Ullin, who was

fomewhat prior to Olfian, and feems from the following old

diftich, to have been always held in high eftimation :

" Gach dan gu dan an Deirg,

'S gach laoidh gu laoidh 'n Amadain mhoir."

In a diuertation on the authenticity of Offian's poems, pre-

fixed to the tranflation of this collection, which was publifh-

ed a few years ago, the ./Era in which Olfian lived, was fup-

pofed to be the end of the third, or beginning of the fourth

century, Heftor Boethitts, whofe hiftory, dedicated to

James IV. was publifhed in 1526, conje&ured that he lived

about a century late/*.

" Conjiciunt quidam in haec tempora {Scilicet tempora

quibus regnavit Eugenius Filius Fergufii 2di qui obiit A. 462.

)

Finnanum filium Coèli, vulgo vocabulo Fyn mac Coul ; vi-

rum, uti ferunt, immani ftatura, (feptenum enim Cubitorum

hominem fuiffe narrant) Scotici fanguinis venatorià arte in-

fignem



2 DAN an DEIRG.

Feuch taibhfe Chrimin' * air cheo-tràglia,

'S na feidh nan tàmh air Sgur-eild'f.

An fealgair na ileibh cha taoghail,

Tha Dearg is a ghaothair brònacli ;

'S tha mife le d' fgeula fo mhulad,

Tha mo dheoir a' fruthadh an cònuidh.

San là ud, bha Comhal
J
nan buadh

Le cheol, is le fhluagh air an leirg,

(Ge h-iofal fo chluainein and fheidh

An diugh an Laoch treun ann am feirg,

f.gnem, omnibufque infolità corporis mole formidolofum :

Circularibus fabulis, et iis qua; de Arthuro Britonum rege,

paffim apud noftrates leguntur llmillimum, magis quam eru-

ditorum teftimonio decantatum."

Boeth. Hift. Scot. 1. 7 ad finera.

Archbishop Usher places Cormac, and fome other of

the heroes cotemporary with Offian, fomewhat later, but in

the fame century.

* Cri'-min, " tender heart" ; fhe was the fecond fpoufe

of Dargo. The fequel of this poem gives her hiftory.

f Sgur-eild', " the hill of roe3 :" the name of a rock or

mountain.

% Cao'mhal, (contraaed Cudl) " mild brow" the father

of Fingal, and grandfather of Offian,
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A leaba ^o-chòs nan clach *,

Am fafga na daraig aofda,)

Bha laoich ri 'n fleaghan an taic,

An fuilean glaifte, 's an aghaidh aomta.

Mor-ghaifg an Righ's Innfe-faile f,

Trà fguab iad an àrach le cheile,

Sheinn am Bard :—tra chunnas bàrca,

'Si feola gu tràigh na nial-eide.

" 'S i long Innfe-fàile ta ann,

I
'S i lann a bhuail am beùm-fgèith' ud

;

A 2 Grad-

* In ancient times large flag-Hones were raifed over the

tombs of eminent perfoos, as a monument of their fame. In

Ofllan we read fometimes of the " three," and fometimes of

the " four Gray ftones." Many of thefe rude pillars, of an

immenfe fize, are ftill to be feen.

f By Innis-fail, and Innfefail, is underftood a part of

Ireland, and perhaps of the Hebrides, inhabited by the Fa-

Jans.

£ al. 'S a chrann-tàra fuas ris na fpeuraibh.

The crann-tara, or " beam of gathering," ufed for a fig-

nal of diftrefs, or to communicate any alarm, was a piece of

wood half-burnt and dipt in blood. See Ol. Magnus, p. 146,

A flame or fire kindled on eminencies, was often ufed for

the
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Grad-leumaibh, thar barra nan tonn,

Gu fonn an Righ tha na eigin."

'S bu gharbh an doinionn a' deas

A' gleachd r'ar fmil bhreid-gheal

;

Tra thaom an òiche nar còail,

Air cuan dòbhidh nan tonna beucaehk

11 Ciod am fà bhi *g udal cuain,.

Is eilean fuar nan geotha crom,

A' fgaoileadh a fgiath nar coinneamh,

Gu'r dion o dhoininn na h òiche ?

Tha e crom mar bhogh' air ghleus,

Tha e fèimh mar uchd mo ghaoil*

Caithemid an òiche na fgeith,

Ionad aoibhinn nan aiding caoin."

'S chualas a chomhachag a' creig,

'S guth bròin ga freagairt a h uaimh %
y

Guth

the fame purpofe. (See Offian's works, poem of Carric-

thura.) We find this laft fignal mentioned by Jeremiah, to

denote diftrefs. " Blow the trumpet in Tekoa, fet up a

fign of fire in Beth-haccerem ; for evil appeareth out of the

north, and great deftru£tion," chap. vi. I,
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Guth Dheirg, arfa Cuàl, 's e th' ami,

A chaill finn fa chuan onfhach,

Tra pill firm o Lochlann * nan crann

'S gach doinionn gu teann gar lèireadh.

Thog tuinn an cinn ro neoil,

Ph'fhas fleibhte ceo air an lear,

'S a mhuir Iholach, mholach, ftuaghlas

A' luaigadh o noir gu n ear,

" A Dheirc fin ambarraibh nan crann,

Is fann an iall ris an d'earb thu ;

Mòr-bheinn cha'n fhajc thu gu bràth ;

f Tha d' fhalt ànrach air tuinn ga luafga',

—Is mor do bheud, a dhoinionn

;

Togaibh, a thaibhfe, leibh e."

1—Ach cha chual iad ar guth, arfa Cual,

O's dubhach, a laoich, do chònuidh !

O thaibkse bho Lochlann nan crann,

A lean finn gu teann thar chuanta,

Ma 's fibh tha ga choimhead an fàs,

Ge lionor, cha tài'r fibh buaidh air.

Thig
* Lochlann, the name which the ancient Highlanders

gave to Norway, or Scandinavia in general.

f a!. Dh'fholuich tonna-bajte uainn thu,
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Thig Treunmor * le dhoininn ro-ghairg,

Gu'r ruaga na fheirg, mar fhoghnan mm
j

Is marcaichidh Dearg air iomall a fgeith,

Le greadhnas gu clanna nan fion.

—Cluinnear nuallan do bheoil,

Ulainn, le feoid an àigh,

O's aithne dhoibh uile t èigheach,

Tnnis gu d' thig Treunmor gun dàil.

" Bean-

* Treun-mor, w tall and mighty," the father of Comhal,

and grand-father of Fingal. Among the ancient High-

landers proper names were all defcriptive. Many of thofe

names are ftill retained, as Donn-cheann (or Donnchà')

" brown-haired;" Donn-Jliuil (or Donull) " brown-eyed ;"

Gorm-JJmile (or Gormula) " blue-eyed." Even when they

have other names, fuch as Peter, John, James, &c. defcrip-

tive epithets are as frequently annexed as the proper fir-

name. Thus, John Black, if he happen to be fair-haired,

will probably be better known by the name of John White,

than by his proper firname. Giraldus Cambrenfis, in de-

fcribing the manners of the Irifh Highlanders, has taken

notice of this cuftom. *' Liberis, cum ad facrum baptif-

mum accedunt, profana nomina imponunt, anne&entes Al-

bus, Niger ; vel ex morbo, fcabie, calvitio ; vel ex fcelere,

ut latro, fuperbus ; ac licet contumeliarum fint impatientif-

fimi, haec tamen nomina non dedignantur." Apud Camb-

x>in in Hibern.
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" Beannachd do t anam, is buaidh,

Ma 's carraig no uaimh do chònuidh
;

! 's deacair leinn fhad 's tha thu uainn,

Aig taibhfe Lochlann, fa chuan dòbhidh.

Ma 's e cath thaibhfe nan nial,

No 'n iallach cruaidh tha ga d'theanndach,

* Tha Treunmor a' teachd le lainn thana,

'S le fgèith alluidh g' am fuadach'.

Mar chrion-dhuilleach an daraich

Air a chratha' f le franna-ghaoth fàfaich,

Ruaigidh e 'n taibhfe gu luath

;

} Beannachd is buaidh leat ad tràfa."

" 'S gur ioghna learn fein do ràite,

Bhaird Chuil, 's nach b'e àbhaift

Laoich do thighe riabh gu fàgadh

lad an caraid an uair gàbhaidh."

Dh' aithnich Gealachas guth an Deirg,

'S mar bu ghnà leis air an leirg,

Rinn

* al. Cha'n eagal nach cum thu riu co'rag,

'S a liuthad fear mor a ruaig thu.

f al. Air Mor-mheall fàfaich.

t al, F0Ì8 ann a t uaimh dhuit an tràfa.
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Rinn e miolaran, *s thug leum gàbhaidh,

Le mar aoibhneas ghios na tràgha.

Mar fhaighead o ghlacaibh an iughair *,

Bha chafan a' fiubhal nam barra-thonn ;

'S b' aite leis na mac na h eilde

Dcarg, 's e leum ri uchd a bhràghad.

'S chunnacas fbdan na deife,

Le folus brifteach nan reultan,

Mac-famhuil coinneamh nan cairdean

An tra tharlas doibh an cèin-thir.

2 'Sni

* Every body knows the bow to have been made of yew.

Among the Highlanders of later times, that which grew in

the wood of Eafragain, in Lorn, was efteemed the beft.

The feathers moft in vogue for the arrows were furniflied by

the eagles of Loch-Treig; the wax for the ftring by Baile-

na-gailbhinny and the arrow-heads by the fmiths of the race

of Mac PheiJearain. This piece of initrudtion, like all the

other knowledge of the Highlanders, was couched in verfe :

Bogha dh' iughar Eafragain,

Is ite' firein Locha Trèig
;

Cèir bhuidhe Bhaile-na-gailbhinn,

'S ceann o 'n cheard Mac Pheidearain.
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'S ni 'm bu chumhainn le Dearg ar loingeas,

Aig ro-mheud aighir 's a fholais.

Mur tugadh Gealachas air laìmh e

Ghios na tragha liar nar còail.

* 'S am beo dhuit, a Dheirg, a chailleadh

An cuan falach nan garbh-thonn
;

'S ioghna do thearnadh o'n bhàs

A fhluig le gànraich afuas thu.

I Le tulga tuinn' air mo lualga,

Bha mis' an òich' fhuar fin gu latha

;

Seachd gealaich, 's gach aon mar bhliadhna,.

Le 'n tragha 's le 'n liona chaidh tharam.

Chaith mi 'n là ri mànran ciiiil,

Ag eifdeachd nùallan } thonn is ian
;

'S an òich' an tiamh-chòra thaibhfe,

'G èala' 'm foill air eoin. na tragha.

'3 neo-ghrad fan àite fo ghrian,

Is mall-cheumach triall na gealaich
;

A Righ Chumhaill, nach b ioghna

Gu b'fhaide gach mios na bliadhna !

—-Ach ciod lb aobhar ur bròin ?

B Chi

* Comhal fpeaks. f Darpc fpeaks. % al. iurdalurosn
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Chi mi ur deoir a fruthadh
;

An e mo fgeul truaghs' a dhuifg iad ?

Is cruaidh leam gur cùis is dubhaich !

1—Noch beo Cri-mcra mo ghaoil ?

—

Og-bhean chaoin ! tha mifc dubhach,

Bho chunnas thu feola' nan nial

A dh' iadh mu fholus na hòiche,

Tra dh' amhairc i nuas, ro 'n fhrois,

Air gnùis fhoifneach na doimhne.

Chunnas * i air chaochla dreach,

'S a ciabha clearc a' file' dheur

;

Dh' aithnich

* The poetical licence of the ancient bards, understood

in a literal fenfe by the Highlanders of modern times, ferved

much to confirm tlKj ir pretenfions to the feco?idJight. Add

to this the pi&urefque but often difmal appearance of the

country ; the defert hill, the dark heath, the fall of the tor-

rent, the noife of the wave, the echo of the cavern and the

rock, the folitude and filence of the fequeftered vale, all

brooding on a warm, and perhaps a fuperftitious imagination,

and you have mod of the ingredients requifite to conftitute

a Highland fccr. If one of a thoafand of his reveries mould

fortuitoufly rcfemble fome fubfequent event, no more is re-

quifite to gain him the credit of a prophet. To imagine

there is anything fupernaUiral or prophetic in this pretended

gift.
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* Dh' aithnich mi cruth mo ghaoil,

'S an t-aobhar o'n chuan mu 'n d' eirich.

# # # * #

" Nach truagh Icat mis' a Chrl-mora,

'M fàg thu am onrachd an fo mi ?"

—Chuairtich òigh'-thaibhs' i le 'n ceolan,

f Mar ghaoith bhrònaich le 'n tuite' duilleach

;

'S ni 'n cluinnte gaoir eoin no tuinne,

'N fhad 's a rinn an ceolan fuireach.

B 2 " Thig

gift, were highly abfurd.—That the Deity mould reveal fu-

ture events to anfwer no end but the melt frivolous trifle,

fuch as the paffing of a funeral or marriage ; and that the

perfons endowed with this prophetic talent, mould be always

the moil idle and the moft ignorant, not to fay fuperìlitious;

and that the gift Ihould be entirely confined to this language

and this country—thefe are notions too ridiculous to merit

any ferious refutation. See Dr Beattie's Effay on the Second

Sight.

* al. Bha 'n aileachd na gruaidh mar fgriodan caochain,

Tra fgaoileas e 'm feadan feuraich.

f al. Mar chuile ri crònan an' gleann Caothan,

Tra fga9ileas am fonn air fruthaibh fis,

'5 a dh' fhàfas gu ciuin ceum na duibhre.
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" Thig leinn, a Chrl-mora, gun bhròn,

Gu talla nan oigheana fial,

Far am bheil Suilmhàlda le Treunmor,

A' fealg * feidh dhoilleir nan nial."

Chualas a h ofna leoin,

'S i feailtuinn le bròn na deigh •,

Sguir an ceol ;—an taibhfe threig,

'S dh' fhàg mife learn fein deurach.

Amliuil tonn f air tràigh leis fein,

'S am maraich ag eifdeachd o bhruth,

Bha guth mo ghaoil 's i gam threigfinn :

Mar aifling lealgair 's an èigh ga dhùfga,

Chuir mife nan deigh mo ghlaodh,

Faoin mar uifge ri h aonach
;

Mar fmùdan faoin an coilli' fhàs,

Dh'
•

* It was the belief of other ancient nations, with whofe

creed we are acquainted, that departed fpirits purfued in

another world the fame occupations and amufements in which

they were engaged in this.

(
l
uae gratia curruum

Armorujnque fuit vivis
; quae cura nitentis

Pafcere equos, eadem fequitur tellure repc.ftos.

Vid. JEn.6. & Odyfs. n.

| aL ry dhoininn an cèin.
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Dh' fhàg iad air fgeir mi am aotiar.

O 'n òg-mhadain gu dall-oiche,

Mo chaoidh o fin cha do fguir.

—C'uin a chi mi ris thu Chri-mora ?

Ri 'm bheo, bidh mife fo èiflean,

Tha m' anam a' fnàmh an ceo

;

Innfibh an dòigh an d'eug j,

" An fgeula truagh tra fhuair do bhean,

Tri làithe dhi na tofd gun ghean

;

Air a cheathramh dh' iarr i 'n tràigh
;

Fhuaras i fein an àit a fir.

Mar fhneachda fan fhireach fhuar,

Mar eal' air cuan na Lanna *,

Fhuaras i le òighean a gaoil

A theirinn o chaochain nan fliabh,

Le 'm min-bhos a' fiabadh an deur„

'Sle

* The lake of Lanno in Scandinavia, and that of Lego

in Ireland were fuppofed by the ancient bards to emit no-

xious or deadly vapours, and therefore they are frequently

y introduced as appendages to their talis ofivoe. Thefe va-

pours gave rife, it is faid, to a form of imprecation ufed in

thofe times, " Ceo na Lanna 's na Lèig ort."—The mill of

Lanna and Lego alight on thee.
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'S le 'n ofnaich a' feideadh an ciabh.

—Le lie is gorm-fhòid na tràgha,

Thog finn àite-cònui' do 'n mhnaoi,

B' iomad òighe fan là fin dubhach,

'S bu tiamhaidh ga cumha' gach aon :

Amhuil ceol tannais ag eiridh

Air cuile na Leige mall.

Air learn fein gu b' aoibhinn a cliu,

B'e mo run e bhos is thall.

—Ach cicd fo 'n folus an' Innfe-fàil,

O chrann-tàraidh an fhuathais ?

Togaibh ur fiuil ; tairnibh ur ràimh
;

| Grad-ruitheadh ar bare thar chuanta."

Shèid gaoth dhileas ar beann,

'S cha b' fhann ar buillean ga coghnadh ;

Sinn a' buala' mhullach nan tonn,

'S gach fonn is a fhùil ri comhrag.

—Bha uileann Dheirg air flios a fgèith,

'S e frutha' dheur a fios r'a taobh,

" Chi mi Dearg gu tiamhaidh tofdach,

Ulainn nan teud, tog fprochd an laoich."

Ban

f al. Grad-ruithibh gu traigh, is buaidh leibh.
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Dan Chaoilte *.

Ri linn Threin-mhoir nan fgia,

Ruaig Caoilte am fiadh mu Eite f ;

Thuit leis daimh chabrach nan cnoc,

'S cho-fhreagair gach flochd da eigne.

Chunnaic Min-bheul a gaol,

'S le curach \ faoin chaidh na dhàil

Shèid

* To Epifodes, fuch as this, which are frequently repeat-

ed as detached pieces, I give their proper titles, and they

may be read either feparately, or as parts of the poems to

which they refpe&ively belong.

f An arm of the fea in Argylemire ftill retains the name

of Loch- Eite.

% The Curach was a fmall boat made of wicker, and co-

vered with hides. It was fometimes, however, of a con-

fiderable fize.—That in which Columba and his companions

failed from Ireland, appears from its bed, ftill fliewn in Part-

a-churaich in Iona, to have been 40 feet long. Pliny and

Solinus make mention of thefe pinnaces, and Lucan defcribes

them in the following manner

:

Primum cana falix madefacta vinime parvam

Texitur in puppim, csefoque induta juvenco,

Vecioris
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Shèid ofna choiitiheach gun bhàigh,

'S chuir i druim an' aird air a bàrca.

Chualas le Caoilte a glaodh,

" A ghaoil, a ghaoil, dean mo chognadh."

Ach thuirling dalla-bhrat na hòiche,

'S dh' fhàilnich a caoi'-chòra.

Mar fhuaim fruthain an cèin,

Ràinig a h èighe na chòail

'S air madainn an onfha na tràgha,

Fhuaras gun chàil an òg-bhean.

Thog e 'n cois tràgha a leac,

Aig fruthan bròin nan glaf-gheugan ;

Is eol do 'n t-fealgair an t-àite,

'S mor a bhàigh ris an' teas na greine.

'S bu chian do Chaoilte ri bròn

Feadh an lò an coillteach Eite
;

i 'S fad

Ve&oris patiens, tumidum fuper emicat amnim :

Sic Venetus ftagnante Pado, fufoque Britannus

Navigat Oceano.

Pharfal.IV. 130, &c.
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'S fad na hòiche chluinnteadh a leon ;

Chuireadh e air eoin an uifge dèifinn.

Ach bhuail Treun-mor beum-igeithe * ',

Le laochraidh bu treun Caoilte :

Uigh air uigh phill a ghean,

Chual e chliu, is lean e'nt feilge.

Learn 's cuirnhn', aria Dearg, an laoch,

Mar aiding chaoin a chaidh feach,

Tra ftiur e gu hòg mi aig Eite,

'S a fhliuch a dheur-muil an leac.

—Ciod fà do thuiridh, a Chaoilte,

Com' am bheil t aos-chiabha fnithcach ?

Freagra dha fud bheireadh Caoilte,

" Tha mo ghaol fo'n fhòid fo na luidhe."

— A Chaoilte fnaigh dhomhfa bogha.

" 'S ann fodha fo tha mo ghaol-fa

;

O dean an t àite fo thaoghal

Mar roghainn o ruith an aonaich."

'S na dh' iarras, a Chaoilte, thugas

;

Do chumha bu trie ann am òran \

C Nam

* The Beum-fgeiths, or " linking the fhield" was the

ufual mode of giving a challenge, or alarm to battle, among

the ancient Caledonians.
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Nam biodh mo chliu-fa co mairionn,

Is mi le m' leannan fa cheo ud !

Is dearbh learn gu bi fin mairionn,

Arfa Cumhal bu chaoin labhairt,

Ach co fud, le 'n fgiathaibh gàbhaidh,

Toirt a fholuis o'n cheud fhàire ?

Slòigh Lochlainn, ma 's maith mo bheachd,

A' cuartach' Innfe-fàile le 'm feachd,

5S an righ, bho ard-uinneig fiuadhaich,

Ag amharc oim' a chàirde buadhach.

Chi e finn roi dheoir, mar cheo,

Ach thuit na deoir, is chi e'n feol

;

Tha aighear a' brùchda' na ihuil.

" Tha Cumhall am fagus ie fhiuil !"

Feuch Lochlann anuas nar codhail,

'S Armor rompa mar dhamh cròice
;

Air tràigh Eirinn a làmh, ge bras,

Mife dh' fhuafgail o theanna ghlais.

—* Càireadh gach aon air a leis

A lann ghlas, gu tràigh 's e leumnaich
;

Cuimh-

* In the ancient Galic poetry, one often meets with a

variety of rhyme and meafure in the fame piece. The fame

has been frequently obferved of the ancient poetry of other

nations.
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Cuimhnicheadh gach aon a thapadh,

Is mor-ghaifge laoch na Fèinne.

C 2 —Sgaoii,

Nations. It is not to be wondered at (fays Rabbi Azaria^,

fpeaking of the Hebrew poetry, ) that the fame fong ftiould

confiit of different meafures : for the cafe is the fame in the

poetry of the Greeks and Romans ; they fuited their mea-

fures to the nature of the fubjcct and the argument ; and the

variations, which they admitted, were accommodated to the

motions of the body, and the affections of the foul." R. A.

in Meor Enajim.

Rhyme did not feem to be effential to the compofitions

of the Celtic bards ; many of them are entirely deftitute of

it ; and when mad attention feems to have been paid to it,

it is done with a latitude unknown in Engiifh compofitions.

A conformity of found betwixt the lafl word of the preced-

ing line, and fome word about the middle, and fometim.es

in the end of the following one, is all that the ancient bards

feem to have wifhed for in the matter of rhyme. When

ftanzas confiil of four lines, the fame conformity is found of-

ten between the concluding words of each couplet, or be-

tween fome two of the vowels in thefe words ; for they were

not fo anxious about preferving any fimilarity betwixt the

found of the confonants.—This fimilarity of found, by which

the end of one line or couplet always fuggefted the line or

vouplet following, greatly facilitated the committing of thofe

pieceg
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—Sgaoil, a Dheirg, do fgia leathan ;

Tarruing, a Chaoirill, do gheal-chlaidhe,

Crath, a Chonaill, do chraofnach,

Is feinn, Ulainn, f dàn catha-baoifge.

Choinnich

pieces to memory; and for this purpofe, more than to pleafe

the ear with any jingle of found, the art feems to have been

at firft invented by the Bards or Druids.

" I do not look upon, rhyme (fays Mr Langhorne) to be,

as fome have fuppofed, of Monkifh extraction, I think it is of

a more ancient date. It was probably firft invented for the

aid of memory. The learning of the Druids was early com-

municated to their difcinles, and their precepts were retained

memorially under thoie forms of verfe in which they were

delivered. It fliould feem, therefore, that theyyfr/? found

out the expedient of rhyme, to make their verfes more te-

nable." Effuftons tffriendjlnp andfancy, v. ii. let. [8

It was probably, for the fame reafon, that the ancient He*

brew poets obfcrved that ParaUeKfm, or correfpondence of

one verfe or line with another, which is fo commonly to be

met with in their writings. With them a conformity in the

fenfe led the memory from one line to another, as a confor-

mity of found does with us. See Lowth D? Sacra Poeji

Hebr.

f It was part of the office of the Bards to fing the Pràf-

nacha catha, or " Indigation to Battle." Thefe fongs were

compofed in a rapid fort of meafure highly adapted to the

occa*
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Choinnich finn Lochlann 's cha b' àgh dhuinn

;

Sheas iad romhainn gu daingean làidir,

Mar an darag air uchd Mheall-mhoir,

Nach lùb air ailghios na garbh-ghaoith.

Chunnaic Innfe-fàil finn gar sàruch',

Bhrùchd iad gun dàil gur coghna'

;

Sgapadh an fin Lochlann o cheile ;

Shearg gach geug a bha beo dheth.

Choinnich Armor '5 righ Innfe-fàile,

'S ma choinnich bu ghàbhaidh an iomairt

;

Sleagh

occafion. Some idea may be formed of the nature of thofe

compofitions from the account which Tacitus gives of the

fame cuftom, as it prevailed among the Germans, whofe man-

ners, in many refpe&s, bear the neareft refemblance to thou:

of the ancient Caledonians.—" The Germans, {ays he,

have poems which are rehearfed in the field, and kindle the

foul iato a flame. The fpirit with which thefe fongs are

fung, predicts the fortune of the approaching fight. In the

compofition they fludy a roughnefs of found, and a certain

broken murmur. They lift their fhields to their mouths, that,

the voice, being rendered full and deep, may fwell by reper-

cufiion." Tacit, de mar. Germ. c. 3.

Such as are aquainted with the poems of Tyrtoeus, which

kindled a fort of warlike phrenzy in the breafts of the Lace-

demonians, when engaged in war with the Meflenians, may

form from them a pretty juft idea of the Profnacha cat' J-
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Sleagh an righ chaidh 'n uchd a mhor-fhir,

Cha'n flioghnadh a fgiath da tiugbad.

Ghuil Lochlann is Innfe-fàil,

Is ghuil na bha lath'r do'n Fheinn'

:

Is fheinn a bhard gu ro-thuirfeach,

Tra chunn' e gun deo cheann-feadhna.

* Cumhadh an Fhir mhoir ; no Tuireadh Ar*

mhoir.

Bha t airde mar dharaig fa ghleann f

.

Do luas mar iolair nam beann, gun gheilt

;

Do fpionna mar ofunn Lodda { na fheirg,

'S do lann mar cheo Lèige gun leighea:-.

O!

* Under this title the following epifode is often repeated

by itfelf.

•} His height was as the height of cedars,

His ftrength was as the ftrength of oaks. Amos ii. 9.

% The Loda, or Lodda of Offian is fuppofed to have been

the fame with the Odin or Woden of the Scandinavians. Odin,

according to the Danifh chronologies, was more ancient than

Homer. His many warlike exploits procured him divine

honours after his death. From him one of the days of the

week Hill retains its name of Woden's day, or Wednefday.
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O ! 's moch do thuras gu d' neoil,

Is òg leinn, a laoich, a thuit thu

;

Co dh' innfeas do 'n aofda nach beo thu

;

No co do tòg-mhnaoi bheir furtachd?

Chi mi tathair fo eithre aois,

Gu faoin an dochas ri d' thigheachd ;

A lamh air a fhleagh 's i air chrith,

'S a cheann lia, lorn, mar chritheach fan tsinc

Meallaidh gach neul a dhall-fhuil,

'S e'n duil gu faic e do bhàrca
;

Thig deo-grein' air aghaidh aofda,

'S a ghlaodh ri oigridh—" Chi mi mbàta!"

—Seallaidh a chlann amach air lear,

Chi iad an ceathach a' feola' ;

Crathaidh efan a cheann lia,

Tha ofna tiamhaidh 's a ghnuis brònach *.

Chi mi Crimin is fìa' ghàir' orr,'

A' faoilfinn bhi air traigh ga d' fhaicinn :

3 A
* —— Day after day,

Sad on the jutting eminence he fits,

And views the main that ever toils below ;

Still fondly forming on the fartheft verge,

Where the round aether mixes with the wave,

Ships, dim-difcovered, dropping from the clouds.

Thomsos.
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\ A bilidh na fuain a' cur failt ort,

'S i le gairdeinibh ait ga d' ghlacadh.

Och ! òg-bhean, 's faoin do bhruadar ;

An tuafal gu bràth cha'n fhaic thu ;

Fad o dh^chaidh thuit do ghradh,

An Innfe-fàil fo fmal tha mhaife.

—Duifgidh tus' a Chrimine,

'S chi thu gu robh taifling mealltach

:

Ach c' uin a dhùifgeas efan o fhuain,

No bhics cadal na huaighe criochnaicht

!

Fuaim ghaothar no buillean fgia,

Cha chluinnear na chria'-thigh caol

;

"'S a dh' ain-deoin gach iomairt is feilg,

Caidlidh fan leirg an laoch.

A fhiol na leirge, na feithibh an treun,

Guth feimh na maidne cha chluinn e ;

'S a fhiol nan lleagh, na hearbaibh a chòghna,

Cha dean * eighe còraig a dhùfga'.

—Beannachd

* Eighe co'raig, or Gaoir chatha, was the name given by

the ancient Highlanders to thofe (houts that were put up

when about engaging. The American tribes have likewife

their war-cry. Giraldus Cambrenfis tells us, that the war-

cry of the Celtic Irifh was Pbar-roh; " in congreffu Phar.

nth
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—•Beannachd air anam an laoich,

Bu gharg fraoch ri dol 's gach greis,

Ard-ri' Loi'eann, ceann an tfluaigh,

'S iomad ruaig a chuireadh leis.

— * Bha tairde mar dharaig fa ghleann,

Do luas mar iolair nam beann gun gheilt

;

Do fpionna mar ofunn Lodda na fheirg,

Do lann mar cheo Lèige gun leigheas.

Chriochnaich linn a chaol-chònuidh,

'S dh ? imich a fhlòigh thar tuinn
;

Bha fuaim an òran tiamhaidh tinn,

'S bu mhuladach air linn an croinn.

B' amhuil am bròn is fead an aonaich,

An cuifeig fhaoin nan gleanntai' fàfa,

Tra flieideas an ofag an ula nan tuama,

'S an òiche mu 'n cuairt doibh sàmhach.

D DAN
roh quam accerrime clamant."—Barditum ilium exiftimo, de

quo Ammianus, (inquit Cambden.)—The fame was, pro-

bably, the expreffion ufed by the ancient Caledonians. Any

loud clamour is ftill compared to gacir-chatha.—" Cha

chluinnte' gaoir-chatha leibh."

* The Bards frequently conclude their epifodes with a

repetition of the full ftanza, in order to carry back the atten-

tion to that part of the principal ftory from which they had

dig^effei.
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AN DARA CUID.

M AR ghath foluis do m' anam fein,

Tha fgeula na h aimfir a dh' fhalbh
;

Mar ghathaibh foluis air aonach aoibhinn,

'S gach ceum mu 'n cuairt doibh dorcha.

—Ach 's dlù an aoibhneas do bhròn,

Is dubhar a cheo gan rnaga'
;

Ni e greim orr' air fleibhtibh ard,

Is bidh na gathanna gràidh air am fuadach\

—Is amhuil, mar fholus ro neul,

Gu m' anam thig fgeul an Deirg,

Mac-famhuil an cath an Fhir-mhoir,

M' anam mar fheol fan doininn fheirgich.

An talla ftua-ghlas Innfe-fàil,

Chaith finne mar b' àbhaift an òiche,

Chaidh
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Chaidh 'n t * flige 's an t oran mu 'n cuairt,

*S cha bu dual duinn bhi gun aoidheachd.

Glaodhan bròin, uair feach uair,

Thainig gu 'r cluais air fgia na gaoithe

;

Dh' iarr Ulann is Suil-mhaith mu'n cuairt,

Chunnas Crimin' aig uaigh an laoich.

—Nuair a thuit a hArmor fan truid,

Thuit ife fo dhubhar gèige
;

Ach fhnàig i fan òiche gus uaigh,

Rinn i leaba gun luadh ri eiridh.

Thog linn leinn i gu foil,

Le 'r nofha bhròin a' freagairt d'a caoi

;

Is thugas i gu teach Innfe-fàil,

Bu tiamhaidh dh' fhàg fud an òiche !

Ghlac Ulann fa dheire chruit-chiuil,

'S gu ciuin farafda foil,

Dh' iarr e, feadh torman gach teud,

Ceol eag-famhuil le mheoir.

D 2 Sgeuhi

* The Highlanders drank their beverage out of fcallop-

ftells. Hence the " putting round the /hell" (a' cur naflige

ckreachainn mu'n cuairt) came to be the phrafe for drinking,

or making merry.
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* Sgeula Mbor-ghlain is Mhirfonn.

Co fo tuirling o'n cheo,

'S a' dòrtadh a leoin air a ghaoith ?

O ! 's domhain a chreuchd tha na chliabh,

'S is doilleir am fiadh ud r'a thaobh !

Sud taibhfe Morghlain na mais*,

Triath Shli'ghlais nan ioma' fruth

;

Thainig e gu Mor-bheinn le ghaol,

Nighean Shora bu chaoine cruth.

Thog efan ra'r n aonach gun bhàigh.

Is Min'onn dh' fhag e na tigh
;

Thuirling dall-cheo le òiche nan nial,

Dh' èigh na fruthaidh ;—fhian na taibhfe.

Thug an og-bhean fail ris an tfliabh,

Is chunnacas lè fiadh ro'n cheo ;

Tharruing i 'n tfreang le rogha beachd
;

—Fhuaras an gath an uchd an oig !

Chàirich

* The epifode of Morgan and Minona goes under thir,

title.
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Chàirich finn fan tulaich an laoch,

* Le gath is cuibhne na chaol-tigh.

B' aill le Min'onn luidh fa fhoid,

Ach phill i gu bronach dhachaidh.

Bu trom a tuirfe 's bu chian
;]

Ach fruth bhlianuidh ghlan uaip e :

29

'S thi

* al. Le gaothar ea-trom gu fiadhach ceo. It was

cuftomary to place fome implements of the chace and war in

the tomb, together with the bodies of the deceafed ; both to

denote the occupation they had in this world, and with a view

to avail themfelyes of their fervice in the next. Hence pieces

of fpears, arrow-heads, and the bones of animals are frequent-

ly found in barrows and other ancient repofitories of the dead,

(See Stukely's Stonehenge.) The fame practice and be-

lief prevailed anciently amotag other nations. The tomb of

Elpenor, who was a failor, was furnifhed by Ulyfles with an

oar, (Odyff. xiii. II.) and that of Mifenus, who was a war-

rior, a failor, and a trumpeter, was furnifhed by ./Eneas with

implements fuited to thefe various occupations ;

At pius iEneas ingenti mole fepulchrum

Imponit, fuaque anna viro, remumque, tubamquc,

Monte fub aerio. JEneid vi. 132.

" And they fhall not lie with the mighty that are fallen of

the uncircumcifed, who are gone down to Hades with their

weapons of war ; and they have laid their fwords under their

heads." Ezek. xxxii. 27
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'S tha i nis fubhach le oighean Shora,

Mur cluinntear a bròn-air uairibh.

Co fo tuirling o'n cheo,

'S a' dortadh a leoin air a ghaoith ?

O ! s* domhain a chreuchd tha na chliabh,

'S is doilleir am fiadh ud r'a thaobh !

Air learn gu do ihoilfich an là,

* ArfaCumhall na hàbhaift fhèil,

Gabh, Ulainn, do dheagh long,

*S thoir an oigh gu fonn fein

;

'S gu dealradh i ris mar a ghealach,

Tra fheallas i farafd' o neulaibh.

| " Mile beannachd orts' a Chumhaill,

Fhiy a chuidiche' gach feumach
;

Ach ciod a dheanams' am ttiir fein,

Far an dean gach ni mo lèireadh ?

Gach doire, gach coire, 's gach cas,

Bheir am chuimhne cneas mo ghraidh •

B' fhearr a bhi le d' òighean fein,

O's mor am fèile 's am bàigh.

An fin an oigridh nach b' fhiu learn,

Cha 'n fhaic mo fhuile ni 's mò ;

3 'Sma
* al. Air Innfe-fail na chiar-dhubh e:de.'

f Crimine fpeaks.
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'S ma their aon diu, C àit am bheil tArmor ?

Cha chluinn mi gu bràth an còra."

'S thug finne leinn Crimine,

'S thug finn a bos min do Dhearg

;

Ach ge b' fhuranach ar nòighean

Bfya i brònach leo air uairibh.

"Tv *Jp *7v- w »7r
*

Chuala gach eafan a leon,

* Bu ghearr a lò, 's bu dubh a fgeula.

'S la dhuinn a' fiadhach na Lèana,

Chunnas loingeas breid-gheal crannach
;

Shaoileas gu b' e Lochlann a dh' eirich

A thoirt Chrimin' air eigin thairis.

Sin nuair thuirt Conan crion,

'S coma learn ftri gun fhios c'arfon
;

Feuchaibh an toifeach le mim,

Ciod an run am bheil dhuinn a bhean.

Deargamaid falluinn a fir

Am fuil tuirc fan fhireach ard

;

Giulaineamaid e ris an riochd mairbh,

'S chi fibhfe ma 's fior a gràdh.

Dh'

* aì. Le airis bidh deoir air teudan.
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Dh' eifd Annex's b' aithreach leinn
f

Comhairle Chonain a mhi-àigh :

Leag finn an tore nimhe borb

Anns a cnoilli dlù do 'n tràigh. .

—Cumaibh riums' e, deir Conan crion,

"S da dhi, mo lamh, gu bi 'n ceann.

Chomhdaich finn Dearg leis an fhuil,

Is thog finn air ar muin an laoch
;

A righ bu tiamhaidh trom * ar ceol,

Ga ghiulan an còail a ghaoil.

Ruith Conan le bian an tuirc,

Bha e titheach chum uile a ghnà,

" Le m' lainn thuit an tore a lot tfhear,

Nuair bhrift a fhleagh air chèum fàs."

Chuala Crimin an fgeul,

Is chunnaic i 'n cruth èig a Dearg

;

Dh'

f Among the ancient Highlanders, funeral procefiions

were always accompanied with mournful fongs or lamenta-

tions. In many parts of the Highlands this cuftom exifted

till of late, and it is not yet quite extind in Ireland. The fame

cuftom appear to have prevailed among the Jews and other

ancient nations in a very early period. Ecclef. xii. 5.



DAN an DEIRG. 3$

Bh' fliàs i mar mheall eith fan fhuachd.

Air Mora nan cruaidh learg.

Tamul dhi mar fin na tàmh,

Ghlac i na làimh inneal-ciuil \

Mheath i gach cridh' ; ach cha d' fhuili'ng

Sinn do Dhearg e chorruch' air uilinn.

Mar bhinn-ghuth ealaidh * 'it guin bai$

No mar cheolan chàich mu 'n cuairt di,

£ A' gairm

* a/. Filidh. I have chofe to keep ealaidh in the text,

although fome naturalifts deny the finging of the fwan, fo

often mentioned by the Greek and Latin, as well as by the

Celtic poets. If the finging of the fwan is to be reckoned

among the vulgar errors, it has been a very univerfal one.

Over the well of Scotland, it is ftill frequently affirmed as a

faci, that the fwans which frequent thofe parts in winter,

are heard to fing fome very melodious notes, when wounded,

or about to take their flight. The note of the fwan is cal-

led in Gaelic Guileag; and a ditty called " Luinneag na

h' ealai", compofed in imitation of it, begins thus,

Guileag ì, Guileag ò,

Sgeula mo dhunaigh,

Guileag ì j

Rifin mo lèireadb,

Guileag o

Mo chafan dubh, &c.
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A' gairm an taibhfe bho lochan nan nial,

Ga giulan air fgiathaibh gaoithe :

B' amhuil fin caoi Chrimine

'S a Dearg na fhìne' dlu dhi.

Caoi Chrinline.

O Thaibhfe ! * bho airde nan nial,

Cromaibh a dh' iarruidh ur Deirg
;

Is thigibh, òighean an Trein, o 'r talla,

Le ùr-alluinn leibh do m' ghradh.

Coma, Dheirg, an robh ar crìdh'

Air an fnìomh co dlù nar com?

Is com' a fpionadh thufa uam,

'S an d' fhàgadh mile gu truagh trom ?

Mar
* That the fouls of the happy were admitted after death

into the hall of Treunmor, and other anceftors of Fingal, in

their Flath-innis, or " ifland of the brave" was a notion

which remained long among the Highlanders. Giraldus tells

us the fame belief prevailed in his time among the Irifh.

" Defunciorum animas in confortium abire exiftimant quo-

rundam in illis locis illuflrium, ut Fin Mac Chutl, OJkir Mac

Ofehint et tales ; de quibus fabulas et cantilenas retinent."

Gir. ap. Camhden. It would appear that the Poems of Of-

fian were well known in the days of Giraldus, who wrote in

?he 1 2th century.
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Mar dhà lus * linn fan drùchd ri gàire,

Taobh na creige 'm bias na grèine
;

Gun fhreumh air bith ach an aon,

Aig an dà lus aobhach aoibhinn.

Shèun òighean Chaothain na luis

;

Is boidheach, leo fein, am fàs !

$heun is na haighean ea~trom,

Ge d' thug an tore do aon diu 'm bàs.

Is trom trom, 's a cheann air aoma',

'N aon lus faoin tha fathafd beo,

Mar dhuilleach air fearga fa ghrein
;

1—O b' aoibhinn bhi nis gun deo !

Is dh' iadh orm òiche gun chrioch,

Thuit gu fior mo ghrian fo fmal \

Moch bu lannar air Mor-bheinn f a fnuadh,

E 2 Ach

* al. ròs.

f Mor-bhei.nn, the name of Fingal's kingdom and refi-

dence, is a term of the fame import with " Highlands." The

name is now confined to a fingle parifh, that of Morven in Ar-

gylefhire. It is not eafy to fix with precifion the boundaries

of Fingal's kingdom, but it is moft likely that it compre»

hended almoft all that territory, which afterwards made up

Vrhat was called the Scotfifi kingdom, before the Pictifh

kiii'T
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Ach anmoch chaidh, * tual an car.

"3 ma threig thu mi, fholuis m' àigh !

Tha mi gu là bhràth gun ghean
;

Och ! mur eirich Dearg o phràmh,

Is dui'-neul gu bràth a bhean.

'S duaichni' do dhreach ; fuar do chridh,

Gun fpionn' ad laimh no cli ad chois !

Och 's balbh do bheul a bha binn ;

Och 's tinn learn a ghraidh do chor !

Nis chaochail rugha do ghruaidh,

Fhir nam mor-bhuadh arms gach cath ;

'S mall,

kingdoms were annexed to it. According to two ancient

fragments of Scottifh hiftory publifhed in the appendix to

Innes's Critical EfTay, " Fergus the fon of Ere reigned over

Albany, from Drumalbinto the fea of Ireland and Innfegall

(or Hebrides.)" The fea of Ireland is a boundary well

known ; and by Drumalbin is meant, according to the beft

antiqliarjeP) thofe high mountains which run all the way from

Lochlomond, near Dunbarton, to the frith of Taine, which

icparatcs the county of Sutherland from a part of Rofs.

* Car tual (tua' iul) " unprofperous or fatal courfe," is

an allunon to the Druidical cufloms of going three times

round their circles and cairns. The Deis iul, or "turning

to the South" in the fame courfe with the fun, was reckoned,

1 ,'ckv ; the reverfe [at car tual) unlucky.
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rS mall, mar na cnuic air 'n do leum,

A chas a chuir eilde gu (lad !

Is b' annfa Dearg feach neach fu 'n ghrèin o

!

Seach m' athair deurach, 's momhathairchaomh

;

Tha 'n fuil ri lear gu trie 's an èigheach,

Ach b' annfa leamfa dol eug le m' ghaol.

* Is lean mi 'n cèin thar muir is glinn thu,

'S luidhinn sinte leat fan t-flochd

;

O
* This idea of two lovers being infeparable in life and

death, is beautifully illuftrated in the following epitaph, by

Boetius Torquatus, phyfician to Theodoric the Goth, in the

8th century.

Elpis di&a fui, Siculas regionis alumna,

Quam procul a patria, Conjugis egit amor;

Quo fine, mxfta dies, nox flebilis, anxia hora

:

Nee folum caro, fed fpiritus- unus erat.

Lux mea non claufa, tali remanente morito,

Majorique animae parte fuperftes ero ;

Porticibus facris jam nunc peregrine quiefco,

iEterni judicis teftificata thronum.

Ne qua manus buflum violet, nifi forte jugalis

Haec iterurn cupiat jungere membra fuis:

Ut thalami, cumuhque comes, nee morte revellar,

Et focios vlts neftat uterque cinis.
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O thigeadh bàs no tore dom reuba',

Neo 's truagh mo chàra' fein a nochd.

Is rinneadh leaba dhuinn an raoir,

Air an raon ud chnoc nan fealg
;

'S ni 'n deantar leab' air leth a nochd dhuinn,

'S ni 'n fgarar mo chorp o Dhearg.

* Tuirlibh, O thaibhfe nan niai,

O ionadaibh fial nam flath ;

Tuirlibh air ghlas-fgiathaibh ur ceo,

Is glacaibh mo dheo gun àtha.

Oighean tha 'n tallaibh an Tre'in,

Deilbhibh ceo-èide' Chrimine
;

Ach 's annfa learn fgiobul mo Dheirg ;

Ad fgiobuls', a Dheirg, biom !

Is mhothaich finn ga treigfinn a guth,

Mhothaich finn gun lugh' a meoir ;

thog

* The two following ftanzas are omitted in the tranflatjon

given of this poem, (Gaelic antiq.) Some other fmall varia-

tions have arifen from a more accurate comparifon of diffe-

rent editions ; fome of which have been procured fince the

tranilation was publifhed.
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Thog firm Dearg, ach bu ro-anmoch •,

Crimine bha marbh gun deo.

—•Thuit a chlàrfach as a laimh,

Dh'imich fan dan a h-anam.

—

Thaifg an laoch i air an traigh,

Le Crimora, a cheud ghradh,

Is dh' ullaich e fan aite cheudna,

An leac ghlas fo 'n luidh e feine.

'S chaidh dithis deich famhra mu'n cuairt,

Is dithis deich geamhra le 'm fuachd fin \

An cian ud tha Dearg na uaimh,

'S cha'n eifd e ach fuaim gun ghean.

'S trie mis' f a' feinn da tra nòin,

'S Crimìn' air a ceo-foillfe.

—

—Feuch Dearg fan doine na aonar,

'S e 'g eifdeachd ri caoiran nan coillte

!

T I O M N A

f UltlK.
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JJN ACH tiamhaidh tofd fo na hòiche,

'S i taofgadh a dui'-neoil air gleantai'

!

Dh' aom fuain air iuran na feilge

Air an raon, 's a chù r'a ghlùn.

Clanna

* Tiomna Ghuill, in the moll common editions of it, is

much adulterated by a mixture of the Urfgeuls or " talcs of

later times." The fubjeci: of this poem is the death of Gaul,

the fon of Morni, who is much celebrated in other poems of

Offian for his undaunted courage and warlike exploits.

In poems of later date, his warlike character is in like

manner often alluded to. John Barbour, arch-deacon of

Aberdeen, who wrote the life of King Robert Bruce in the

year 1375, compares his hero at the battle of Dalri to Gaul

the fon of Morni, whofe exploits, as well as the poems that

celebrate them, feem to have been well known in the days of

Barbour.

" When that the Lord of Lorn far/

His men ftand of him fik awe,

That they durft not follow the chafe,

1 Right
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Clanna- nan fliabh tha e ruaga'

Na aifling, 's a fhuain ga threigiinn f

.

F Caidlibh,

Right angry in his heart he was,

And fair wondered that he mould fae

Stoney them him alone but mae.

He faid, Methinks Martheoke's fon,

Right as Go'w-mac-morn was won,

To have from Fingal his menzie j

Right fo from us all his has he,

He fet enfample thus him like,

The whilk he might more manner-like."

P. 35. edit. Glàfg. 1757.

The ftature and prowefs of Gaul is likewife alluded to in

one of the poems colle&ed by Mr G. Bannantyne, A. 1568,

and publiflied in Allan Ramfay's Ever-green. From the

the phrafeology it would appear to have been written before

Barbour's.

" My fader meikle Govj-jnac-morne,

Out of his moder's wame was fchorne,

For littlenes was fo forlorne

Sican a kemp to beir."

Interlude ofthe Droichi.

J-
Venantumque canes in molli fsepe quiete

Jaclant crura, tamen fubito vocefque

Mit unt, et crebras reducunt naribus auras,

Ut veftigia fi teneant inventa ferarum;

Expfr-
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Caidlibh, a chlanna an fgios,

'S gach rcul a' direadh nan aonach ;

Caidil a lu'-choin luaith,

Cha dean Oifian do fhuain a dhufga.'

Tha mife ri faireadh am aonar,

Is caomh learn doille na h òiche
;

'S mi 'g imeachd o ghleannan gu gleannan,

Gun fhiughair ri madain no foillfe.

Caomhainn do fholus, a Ghrian,

'S na caith co dian do lochrain
;

Mar righna Feinne, 's faoilidh tanam,

Ach crionaidh fathafd do mhòr-chuis.

Caomhainn lochrain nam mile lafair,

Ad ghorm-thalla, nuair theid thu

Fo d'chiar-dhorfaibh, gu cadal

Fo afgailt dhorcha na hiargail.

Cao'inn iad mu'n fàg iad thu taonai>

Amhuil mife, gun aon is blà learn :

Cao'inir

Expergefaftique fequuntur inania fxpe

Cervorum fimulachra, fugae quafi dedita cernant

;

Donee difcuffis redeant erroribus ad fe.

Lucret. lib. iv*-
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Cao'inn iad, 's gun laoch a' faicinn

Gorm-lafair nan lochran aillidh,

A Ghaothain nan folus aigh,

Tha do lochrains' an tràfa fo fmal

;

Amhuil darag air criona gu luath

Tha do phaiìlinn, 's do fhluagh air treigfinn.

Soir na liar air aghaidh taonaich

Cho 'n fhaighear do aon diu ach làrach ;

An * Seallama, 'n Taura no 'n Tigh-mor-ri'j

Cha 'n 'eil flige, no oran, no clarfach !

Tha iad uile nan tulachain uaine,

'S an clacha nan cluainibh fein,

Cha 'n fhaic aineal o 'n lear no o'n fhàfaich

A haon diu 's a bharr ro neul.

'S a Sheallama, theach mo ghaoil

!

An e 'n torr fo taos-larach,

Far am bheil foghnan, fraoch, is fòlach,

Ri bròn fo mile' na hòiche ?

Mu thimchioll mo ghlas-chiabhan

Ag iadha' tha chomhachag chorr,

F 2 'S an

* Seallama, " a beautiful view ;" Taura, " a houfe on

the fea-coafl ;" Tigh-mor-ri\ " a royal palace ;" the naxtieE

of fpme of Fingal's places of refidence.
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'S an earbag a' clifgeadh o leabuidh,

Gun eagal ro Oifiain a bhròin.

Earbag nan earn còfach,

San robh cònuidh Ofcair is Fhinn,

Cha 'n imir mi fein ort beud,

'S cha reubar thu choidh' le m' lainn.

—Gu druim Sheallama sineam mo lamh

;

Tha 'n fhardach gun druim ach adhar !

Iarram an fgia leathan gu hiofal
;

Barr mo ihleagh bhuail a copan !

—'S a chopain èigheach nam blàr !

Is sàr-aoibhinn leom fathafd tfhuaim,

Tha e duiga' nan làithe chaidh feach,

* 'S a dV aindeoin aois tha m' anam a' leumnaich.

—Ach uam fmuainte nam blàr,

'S mo fhleagh air fàs na luirg

;

An fgia chopach tuille cha bhuail i y

Ach ciod fo 'n fhuaim a dhuifg i?

Bloidh fgeithl air a caithe' le haois !

Mar ghealach earr^dhubh a cruth.

Sgia

f «/. Mar ghaoth ann am falafg an aonaich.

%l. Mar fhruth aonaich tha m' anam a' leumnaicL
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Sgia Ghuill 's i at' ann,

Sgia chòlain mo dheagh Ofcair

!

—Ach ciod fo chuir m' anam fo fprochd ?

'S trie, Ofcair, * a fhuair-fa do chliu -,

Air

* Ofcar the fon of Oflian died young, as he was fighting

againft Cairbre rua' in Ireland. The itory of his death

(tranflated in the ift book of Temora) is one of the moft

tender and affe&ing paffages of Oflian. This line may pro.

bnbly allude to the following verfes in that poem.

Dhomhlaich mu Chairbre a fhloigh,

Buidheann fhuileach fhaobhrach chorr,

'S ann' am briathra' garga fuarrai' falachai',

Labhair ri Ofcar an Cairbre.

Iomlaid fleagh a b' aill learn uait,

Ofcair nan arm faobhrach cruaidh,

Air neo an t fleagh mu 'm bheil do lamb.

Toillidh dhuit gu grad do bhàs.

Mac-famhuil Ofcar na aonar

Mar an t frann-ghaoth teachd thar aonaeh,

No mar fhrois o 'n iar na gathaibh,

Ro' na gaothaibh baoghlach plathach.

Tra chunnaic Ofcar na floigh,

Dh' fhàs e mar fhia' bar air mòintich,

Ko mar chù air cill no lothainn,

Ri am teachd do 'n tfeilg fa chomhain,
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Air còlan do ghaoil bidh fonn an tràs,

A Mhal-mhine * le d' chlàr bi dlù.

'Sbha

* Malvlna, to whom this and feveral of Offian's poems are

addreffed, was the love of Ofcar. This connection gave rife

to that tender relation which fubfifted between her and Of-

fian ever afterwards. Some beautiful remains of ancient

poetry are afcribed to her, though it is probable they were

compofed by Ofiian, in her name. Her lament for Ofcar,

(See Offian's works, poem of Croma) is fo tender and affect-

ing, that every reader of tafte and fenfibility, will forgive me

for inferting it here at full length.

'S e guth anaim mo rùin at' ann,

O ! 's ainmic gu aiding Mhalmhìn' thu.

Fofglaibhfe talla nan fpeur,

Aithriche Ofcair nan cruai'-bheum

;

Fofgluibhfe dorfa nan nial,

Tha ceuma Mhalmhine gu dian.

Chualam guth am aifling fein,

Tha farum mo chleibh gu hard.

C uime thainig an ofag am dheigh

O dhubh-fhiubhal na linne ud thall?

Bha do fgia fhuaimneach an gallan an aonaich,

Shiubhail aifling Mhalmhine gu dian:

Ach chunnaic is' a run ag aomadh,

'S a cheo-earradh a' taofga' m* a chliabh:

Bha
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'S bha 'n oiche doilleir duaichni,

Torman fpeur mar chreig ro fgarnaich ;

unit

Bha dearfa na grein' air thaobh ris •

Co boifgeill ri or nan dàimh.

—'S e guth anaim mo ruin a tli' ann

!

O ! 's ainmic gu m' aiding fein thu.

'S cònui' dhuit anam Mhalmhine,

Mhic Oifian is treine lkmh.

Thaom mo dheoir meafg fhile' na h oiche.

Ghuil mi 's each eile nan tàmh,

Bu ghallan aluinn a tfhianuis mi Ofcair,

Le m' uile gheugaibh uaine mu m' thimchioll;

Ach thainig do bhas-fa mar ofaig

O 'n fhàfaich ; is dh' aom mi fios.

Thainig earrach le file' nan fpeur,

Cha d' eirich duill* uaine dhomh fein

;

Ghunnaic òighean mi sàmhach fan talla,

Is bhuail iad clàrfach nam fonn.

Bha deoir ag tearnadh air gruaidhean Mhalmhinej

Chuannaic oigh' mi 's mo thuire gu trom.

C uime 'm bheil thu co tuirfeach am fhianuis,

A chaomh-ainnir aig Luath-àth nan fruth ?

An robh e fgiamhach mar dhearfa na grèine?

"M bu cho tlachdor e 'g eiridh na chruth ?

'S laitneacif
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Uillt a' bcucaich,—taibhs' a' fgreadailj

'S boifge tein' o'n adhar bholg-dhubh.

—San uair fin chruinnich an Fheinne

Gu h aoibhinn an talla Fhinn

;

4 Cha

'S taitneach tfhonn an cluais Oiuain,

A nighean Luath-ath nan fruth dian.

Thainig guth nam bard nach beo,

Am meafg taifling air aoma' nan fliabh,

Nuair thuit cadal air do fhuilean foirbh,

Aig cuan mor-fhruth nan ioma'fuaim:

Nuair phill thu flathail o'n tfeilg,

'S grian la thu ag òrradh na beinn.

—Chual thu guth nam bard nach beo

:

JS glan faiteal do chiuil fein.

'S caoin faiteal nam fonn o Mhalmhine!

Ach cloanaidh iad anam gu deoir.

Tha fòlas an Tuireadh le sith,

Nuair dh' aomas cliabh tuirfe gu bròn
;

Ach claoidhidh fad-thuiHÌ.' Gol dòr lirQt,

A fhlath-nighean Thofc^.- nan cruai'-bheum,

'S ainmic an la nan oial,

Tuitidh iad mar chuifeig fo'n ghrein,

Nuair flieallas i nuas na foillfe,

An deigh do 'n dubh-cheathach fiubhal do 'a bheinri,

S' a throm-cheann fo fliile' na hòiche.
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Cha b' aibhift fhuar e, mar a nochd,

Is cha robh fprochd air aghaidh fuinn.

Bha òl is ceol air uigh gach fir,

Is clàr an laimh gach filidh 's òg-mhnaoi,

Shiubhail mar fin an òiche,

Mun d' ionndrain finn idir uainn i

;

Is dhuiig a mhadainn fan ear,

An leabai nan neula luaineach.

Bhuail Fionn-ghael * a fgiath,

Cha b' ionan fuaim dhi 's an tràs;

Ghreas na laoich o 'n fruthaibh gu dian

;

Bhac a bhuinne Goll an àigh.

G Thog

* Fionn and Fionn-gha'H are fynonimous terms: the epi-

thet of Gael is often added to diftinguifh his country. The

Highlanders of ancient and modern times have always called

themfelves Gael (or C<elts) and their country, Gaèldochd,

" Finnanum filium CoeH, Fyn Mac Coul, vulgari vocabulo;

Scotici fanguinis, &c." Boeth. fupr. cit. The tranflatcr

of Offian has been charged with having coined the name cf

Fingal out of Fionn or Fin, as theyfuppofed he was only

known by the latter appellation in Gaelic poetry. But in the

place cited above (p. 41.), they may fee he was called by the

name cf Fingal by John Barbour above 400 years ago.
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Thog flnn gu I freòine ar fiuil,

Phili finn le 'r cliu 's le
?
r creich ; f

Com nach d' fheith thu, Ghuill nan fieagh,

Nach feachna' le (T dheoin an àrach ?

—Air long ea-trom nan garbh-thonn

Lean an fonn finn an dara-mhaireach.

Ach

f Among the old Caledonians, it was no difparagemen*

to commit depredations on other tribes, with whom they

were at variance. Robbery was the mode of declaring war
;

and the moft dexterous at making reprifals of this nature was

confidered as the braveft man. Nor was it only among our

anceftors of Caledonia that this fpecies of depredation was re=

putable. The Brigantej of South Britain; the Briganti'u

bordering on the Alps, and the inhabitants of Brigantium in

Spain, had all of them their name from Brigand, a Celtic

word which fignifies a Robber. (Bullet. Dici. Celt. II. 211.^

The Cimbri of Germany had their name for the like reafon,

if we may credit Sextus Pompems and Fiutarch. The Picts

too had their name (Pifìich) from their fuccefs in the fame

honourable trade, and the character which Virgil gives to

Ufens, and fome of the other chieftains who came to the aid

of Turnus is exactly fimilar to thefe ;

Conveftare juvat prsedas, & vivere rapto.

^En. vii. 749. & ix. 613.
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Ach co fud air a charraig, mar cheo,

?S i 'g amharc ro dheoir air Goll,

A gruag dhorcha fa ghaoith air faondra,

*S a lamh chaoin, mar chobhar, m'a cuailean ?

'S òg am macan na huchd,

*5 binn a cronan na chluais

:

Ach fhèid an ofnagh am fonn

;

Air Goll, Aoibhir-chaomh f tha do luadh Ì

Chìtear leatha 'n long an caol-chruth j

Le dubh-neul iofal ga comhdach,

Amhuil carraig air a hèide' le ceo;

" A mhic Morna, flàn gum pill thu! ,,

Le ceumaibh mall is 's le fealla cuil,

Phill i gu Stru-mhon ard ;

Mar thannas air linne nan ceo,

'S gun deo aig anail an fhàile.

# # # # * #

Bu trie a fuil air a chuan ànrach,

f* A mhic Morna, flàn gum pill thul"

Ghlac an òiche dhòbhidh dhorcha

Mac Morna 's e 'm meadhon ànraidh;

G 2 Tk*

f Aoilhir-chaamh, the fpoufe of Gaul, and daughter of

Cafduconglas. See Temora, B. iii.
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Tra fheun a ghealach i fein fo neulaidh,

'S gun aiteal bho reul air fàile.

Chuir fud mu feach oim' an laoch,

'S e fiubhal ea-trom air chuantai' dorcha-

Sa mhadain air I na freoine,

Bhuail e fa cheo beum-fgèithe ;

Le ioghna nach cual e colluin nam blàr;

" An cadal an tràs duibh, fheara naFeinne!"

'S truagh gun mife ri d' thaobh

;

Gha b' i lorg an aofda mo fhleagh;

Ach dearg-dhealan fo 'n tuiteadh ard-chroinn,

Tra chlifgeas bho làthair na fleibhtean

:

Bheirinn làn-dùlan, a laoich, do d' nàmh,

No thuitinn gu làr gun eiridh.

'S cha bu chrann feargta 'n fin Oilian,

Air chrith ro' oiteig an aonaich,

A leagas a chraob'h air a h uillin,

Thar fruthan dorcha nan ioma-ghaoth.

Bu deas mi mar ghiuthas Chaothain,

'S m' ùr-gheugan fa ghaoith gam chuartach'

;

O ! 's truagh gun Oifian bhi dlù,

A laoich Stru-mhoin, an fin na Freoine

!
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C àit an robh fìbh a thaibhfe

Nach d' thug fanas air foill I-freoine ?

'N ur cadal an ceo uaigneach ?

No cluiche' ri duilleig luaineich?

Ni hamhluidh;—le caifeamachd dhlleas,

Phill is phill fibh le 'r n an-fgairt;

Tra fhaoileas gu bu taibhfe gun bhaigh fibh

Le 'm b' aill ar cumail o Mhor-bheinn.

—Roi 'n ceo-èide las lann an Righ

;

u Leanuibh am foghnan is fiol nam meat,' 1

Le ainm Ghuill ga luadh,

Chualas am farum a' treigfinn,

Tiamhaidh. Dh' fhalbh iad nan ofaig,

Mar ofunn eafaich 's a chorr a' caoiran *.

lorn*

* Heilod notes the fame circumftance as £progniftication

of aftorm,

Mark when thou heareft from the clouds on high,

The crane emit herfrequent plaintive cry,

For then the ftorm, vrith fopious rain, is nigh.

Open et dies 1. ii. 62
\
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lom-cheift Ghuill},

'S am bheileam fein am aonar,

Am meafg nan ceuda colg •>

Gun lann liomhaidh learn

Sa chath dhorcha

!

—Tha imeachd nan tonn geal

Gu Morbheinn nam bad ;

An tog mi mo mini!,

*S gun chaomh am fagus?

Ach cionnus a dh'eireas an àìr^

Ma dh' fhàfas neul

Air cliu mhic Morna?

Ciod their Fionn le *m b' àbhaift

Am boile nan cath cruaidh,

A radh ri mhic bhras,

*' Nach faic fibh tèachd mhic Morna!'*

—'S a Mhorna na 'm faice tufa

Do mhac a* teicheadh o'n àraich,

4 Nach

•f
This foliloquy of Gaul is often repeated by itfelf. The

meafure of it is different from that of any other part of the

poem; and refembles much the difordered flate cf the ipea*

Iter's mind at the time.
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Nach tige' rugV air do ghnuis aofda,

5N lathair nan laoch neulach ?

'S nach cluinnte' tofna fa ghaoith

An gleann faoin na Strumoin,

Tra theireadh na taibhfe lag

" Theich do mhac an I-freoine?"

—A Mhorna, bu deacair kam

;

Is m'anam am chom mar fhalafg aonaich,

Tra fgaoileas a bras, o dhos gu dos,

'S a choille na caoiribh dearga.

—A Mhorna, feall orm o'n aonach;

Bha tanam fein mar fteud-fhmth bras

Fo chobhar ceann-gheall an cuinge garbhlaich

;

*S mac-famhuil fin anam do mhic.

—Aoibhir-chaomha S Og'uiil !
*—

Ach ni 'm buin dearfanna caornh do 'n doininn,

Tha anam Ghuill an colluinn a chòraig.

•

—

'S truagh gun Oifian mac Fhinn

Bhi learn, mar an linn Mhic Nuath ! f

—Ach
* Og-GhoH, the fon of Gaul and Evirchoma.

f This probably alludes to an expedition of Gaul and

Ofllan celebrated in the poem of Lalbman, tranfìated by Mr

Macpherfon,
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—Ach tha m'anam fein na thannas èiti'

'S e leum na aonar fa chuan atmhor,

A' taoraa' mile tonn air eilean air chrith,

'S a' marcachd a rls an cobhan na gaoithe.

Bhuail mac Morn' an tath-bheum fgèithe, *

(Cha b' ionan a hèigh is an trafa,)

Chlifg an I, is dhuifg a cathan

;

f Dhùldaich Goll, 's lann athar a' dealra'.

Gach taobh dheth tha daoine gan fgatha'

Mar ùr-bharrach an doire na fàfaich ;

An airm liomhai' fan raon air an fgapa,

'S eoin na healtuinn ri gàire.

A Mhala-

* The following paiTage may ferve to mow that the con-

cu6l of Gaul, though rafh, is chara&eriftic of the manners

of the times.

.
" Of all the nations of the world, fays iElian, the Cxltse

are the foremoft to encounter dangers. In this they are en-

coureged by thefe fongs that are compofed in honour of fuch

as fall bravely in battle. They reckon it fuch a difgrace

to fly, that often they will not Hep out of a houfe juft falling,

or on fire. Many of them will not remove even from the

flowing of the fea, but rufh armed againft the fury of the

waves, brandifhing their fwords and fpears, as if they could

terrify or wound the billows." A»5fC ;ruv &c . ^Elian, 1. xii. 23,

f al. Bhuail iad mar thein-adhair thun tragha*
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* A Mhala-mhm, nach fac thu fein

Sgaoth eunlaith air fteuda' fàile,

A' cuartacha muice moire,

'S na cuanta dòbhidh a' gànraich?

Nach fac thu bolg ban an eifg

(Mar fhiuil air an fèide') n uachdar,

'S na h eoin air na tonna' fad as,

Ri fgairteachd le geilt is fuathas?

—B' amhuil fin eagal na Freoine,

'S an geilt ro' chòrag Ghuill.

Ach dh' fhàs mac Morna fann,

'S e ri crann a' leigeil a thaic
;

Ceud corran na thaobh an fàs,

Is fhuil air màgh a fgeithe glai9.

—Ach 's dealan bàis a chiaidhe 5

'S tha crith air anam na Freoine.

H Ach

* This pafiage occurs in fome editions in the following

form.

Mar thonn gailbheach geal

Ri flios muice mòire,

Tra bhios eoin le geilt ga cuartach'

'S a bolg ban air uachdar faile ;

B' amhuil a fheas na floigh,

Le geilt ro chdrag GhuilL
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Ach com', a fliiol gun iochd,

Am bheil ur làmh ri lie ghailbhich ? *

An ann a fgaoileadh ur cliu

Gus na linnte dhùifgeas fan oran ?

Ach an cliu do fheachdar a h iomain

An caradh aon fhir 's e na ònrachd ?

—Bhuail i iliafaid an laoich,

Dh' aom e air a fgeith umha,

Alluidh : 's a naimh ga threigfinn,

| Mar iolair reubta le dealan na hòiche.

'S truagh nach b' fhios do na laoich,

Ioma-ghaoth nan cath ! do chor

;

Cho 'n eifdemid \ ceol no clàr,

?S mac Morna bhi 'n fàs teann.

Cha chaidle' § mac-an-Luin na thruaill,

'S cha bhiodh ileagh Fhinn gun luadh air àr :

'Sni

* In ancient times pillars of ftone were frequently erect-

ed by the conquerors in the field of battle, in order to com-

memorate their victory. Many of thefe obelifks are ftill to

be feen in all the parts of the Highlands.

f al. Mar iolair leont' air carraig nan cnoc,

'S a fgiath air a lot le dealan na hòiche.

t al. Oigh no bard.

6 The fword of Fingal had this name from Luno, a fmith

of
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'S ni 'm b'ioghna bho m'righ, 's e mofgla',

" Bhuail tannas no ofag an fgiath ud!"

Com' nach d'ath-bhuail thu do fhleagh,

A Mhorna nan ciabh aofda ?

H 2 Com'

of Lochlin, who had likewife fabricated arms for fome more

of the Fingalian heroes. Offian in return tranfmitted his

name to pofterity in a poem compofed on the fubje£t, and

known by the title of (y^« Calha) " The fmith." Some

fragments of this piece which {till remain are very chara&er-

iftical of the manners of the times. In the following lines,

the poet defcribes their joy on receiving thefe implements of

war, and mentions the different names or epithets given to

their refpeclive fwords ; fuch as " the fon of Luno ;" f* the

flame of the Druids;" " the raven, or bird of prey;" &c,

'S b' aighireach finn an dara mhaireach

Ann an ceardaich Loin 'ic Liomhain

!

Gum bu mhaith ar nùr-chloidhean,

'S ar deagh fhleaghan fada righne.

B' e mac an Loin Unn mhic Cu'ill,

Nach d' fhàg fuigheall riabh dh' fheoil daoine

;

Gu 'm bi 'n Drui'lannach lann Ofcair,

'S gu'm bi Chofgarach lann Chaoilte,

Gum bi 'n Liomhanach lann Dhiarmaid,

B' iomad fear fiadhaich a mharbh i.

'S agam fein bha Gearr-nan-calan,

Bu gharg farum 'n am nan garbh-charh

.
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Com' nach d'aom thu gu m' aiding fein,

" Oifian, eirich, 's Goll na aonar."

Ach bha timeachd gu I na freoine,

Shil frafan o cT dheoir air na fleibhte,

Bha crith air gach innis ro d' fgairt,

Làn bròin is do mhac gun eiridh.

Bhrift fair' air mona nan fruth,

Threig aifling na mnà caoin ;

Chaifd i ri caithream na feilg,

B' ioghna nach cual i a gaol.

San 16, bho thulachaibh nan dos,

Dh' èifd i a caoi fein
\

Is an-moch fheall i air Iear,

Brònach, *s gun long a' leum.

Ciod fo chum thu, ghraidh,

Seach each an I na freoine ?

Mife dubhach air aoma chreag,

'S mac-thallaidh a' freagairt dom' chòra.

—Nach feuda tu pilleadh a nis

Ge d' thigeadh ort ànra cuain,

Is tuigh bhi ri leanabh do ghaoil
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A thaomas learn ofna gu cmaidh.

'S truagh nach cluinne' tu, ghaoil,

Fuaim bhrifteach tainme

O bheul Oguill, gu d' ghreafad :

Ach 's eagal learn fein nach pill thu.

Chuimas aifling an raoi*

:

Bha gach neach air an raon ach Goil

;

Tamul as, is a thaice r'a fhleagh,

Bha n' laoch na fheafamh air aona-chois.

Bha chas eile na ceo glas

A charuich gach oiteag a fhèideadh,

Chaidh mi fein an còail mo ghaoil,

Ach fheid ofag o'n aonach uam e.

—Ach uam aiflinge geilt,

Pillidh tu, Ri' Strumhoin ;

'S do cheann mar òg-ghnuis na grèine,

'S i 'g eiridh air Crom' lia * nan taibhfe
;

Far an crithich fan òich' an taineal,

'S na tannais a fgairteachd gach taohh dheth

:

—Ach theich iad ro aiteal na maidne,

'S ghabh elan le bhata gu gluafad.

Is

* Crom-Jhlia, Places of worfhip among the Druids were

called crom'lia, or cromHcachd, from the bowing of the wor-

fhippers, and were fuppofed to be guarded by fpirits.
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Is amhluidh chi mi thu, ghaoil;

Nach e fud aogus do bhàrca ?

A fiuil mar chobhar nan creag

No mar fhneachd' air bharraibh na fàfach.

Am barea ta ann no ceo ?

Do m' fhuil-fa cha lèir lc bròn ;

Is i bàrca mo ghaoil ata ann,

A' leum thar fàile na deann.

Oiche, na falaich a fhiuil,

Na fgaoil do fgiath air mo run :

Greafam fan fgoth fo na dhàil,

Ro cheo na h iargaile tlà.

Dh' imich i,—-'s bàrca cha d' fhuair,

Bha 'n ceo luaineach le taibhfe,

A chleachd feoladh air lear o mean,

'S a lean an àbhaift a b' aoibhinn.

—Tha fgoth namnà ag imeachd

Gu camus innis na Freoine

;

Tha chaol-ghealach tro' neula balbha,

Cùl chrann, air farr-bheinn a' feoladh

;

Is reulta ro Ihrachda nan nial

Dubh-fgiathach air aghaidh na h òiche,

A' leum-
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A' leumnaich o nial gu nial,

'S mar thannas, gu dian a' treigfinn.

Dhearc a bhean na 'n dearfa caol

Air aogus àluinn a mic,

?S i ga fhàgail na coite chaoil

;

* " Oig mo ghaoil bi 'n fo gun fhios."

Mar cholum an carraig na hUlacha,

*S i folar dhearca da hàl beag,

'S a' pilltin gu trie, gun am blafad i fein |,

Tra dh' eireas an tfeabhag na fmuainte;

B' amhuil a phill tri uaire 'n Aoibhir,

'S a hanam mar thuinn air a luafga'

Bho bhàir gu bàir, 's an doinionn a' feide%

| Tra chual i guth bròin o ghèig na tràgha.

*' Tha mife, lamh threun nan cath,

A' feargadh air tràigh am aonar,

Gun
* al. Iarram tathair ri taobh na tuinn fo.

f Away they fly

Affedtionate, and, undefiring, bear

The moil delicious morfel to their young.

Thomson's Spring, 973.

% " Chluinn mi guth broin air uchd an àiUdh."
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Gun fhios aig Oifian no Fionn air,

Mur dean lbillfe nan fpeur dhoibh innfe'.

Innfibh, a reulta ruiteach f

Do theach nan laoch mar thuit mi fein

;

Is innfibh a thaibhfe nan fion

Mo fgeul-fa do Ri' na Feinn.'

Innfibh gu blieil m' anam fo leon

An I freoine, gun ibh gun ith,

Ach fàile gorm re là is là;

Na faigheadh mo ghradh air fios

!

An cèin biodh imeachd ur fgiath,

Gun fharum gun fhiamh dol feach

;

Na cluinneadh mo ghaol ur guth,

Mu 'n fiubhail lionn-dubh air a hinntin.

An cèin a ris biodh ur rathad,

'S biodh aiiling mo mhnatha-fa aoibhinn.

—Tha mhadain, a ghaoil, fad as,

Gabh fois le caidre' do naoidhein.

Am fuaim a chaochain, am faoin-ghleann eilde,

Biodh tailling aoibhinn, Aoibhir-chaomha."

i " 'S an

f " Barbaii hi quos dixi (fcil. Celts) contendunt et efle

deos, et noftri curam gerere, et prsfigaificare futura, magna

ex parte, per infomnia et flellas." ^lian. 1. 2. c. 31.
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M 'S an faoil thu gur fois domh fein,

Is Goll am pèin air afcain tràgha ?

Mo chridhe cha chofail ri carraig,

Cha robh m' athair o I na Freoine *.

—Ach c' àit am faigh mi furtachd dom' ghaol?

Js eumhaiim leamfgeula Chas-dn-conghlais.

I Sgeul'a

* Ifreoinc was confidered as a very inhofpitable place,

The following lines from Dan an fhir chlao'm give it the

fame character that it has here.

I fin alluidh na Freoine,

Le d' thiubh-cheo buan 's le d' ua'-bheiftean j

A thir nam pian, gun mhiadh gun bhhighj

Dol ad dhail be fad mo dheifmn.

Thefe are fome of the properties of the Celtic hell, a3 de

fcribed in the Hìjìory of the Druids. Since that vvas publifh

ed, I have met with the following lines in an old M.S. and

as they tend to illuftrate the notions which our Celtic an-

ceftors had of a place of torment, I infert them here.

'S maiig a ròghnuicheas Ifrinn fhuar,

'S gur i uaimh nan J driobhunn geur;

Is beag orm Ifrinn fhuar fhliuch,

Aite bith-bhuan is fearbh deoch.

t perhaps droighiona".
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Sgeula Chas-du-conghlais.

Tra bha mi òg an glacaibh m' athar,

Bha ar fiubhal aon latha 's na cuantaibh

;

Shèid an doinionn finn gu carraig,

* (Bha Crifoluis mar ruinn fan uair fin)

Tri chrainn ghlafa gun duilleach,

Bha 'n fin air bharr tuinne gan luafga'

;

Mu 'n cois bha fas nan dearg-dhearcag,

Cha d' rinn m' athair am blafa ge d' bhuain e. f

" A Chrifoluis, tha t fheum-fa mor,

A màireach foghnui' dhomhfa m' aonach."

Thainig madain 's am feafgar mu feach,

Ach b' i charraig ar teach an cònuidh.

Curach
* al. Chaidh ar curach a bhriite na bhruanach.

f Even fo a gentle pair

By fortune funk, but form'd of generous mould,

And charm'd with cares beyond the vulgar breaft,

In fome lone cot, amid the diftant woods,

Suftain'd alone by providential Heav'n ;

Oft, as they weeping eye their infant-train,

Check their own appetite, and give them all.

Thomson's Spring, 676.
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Curach do bharrach nan crann,

Dheilbh m' athair, is b'fhann a chòra.

—" A Chridhe 'n tfoluis, caidleam fein,

* Tra thig am fè biodh fibhs' a' gluafad."

" Gun mo ghaol ni 'n gluaifeam fein

;

Gun fhios domh an d'eug tanam?

Com' nach d' ith thu fubhan an fhàfaich ?

Gabh, a ghraidh, o na ciocha fo bainne.

Rimi e mar dh' iarr i, 's phill a high

;

Thuit a ghaoth 's bu dlù Idronlo.

Bu trie a luadh air fgeula mo ghràidh,

Tra thàramaid aig uaigh Chri-foillfe.

" Aoibhir-chaomha, na gnùife tlà,

Thigeadh do mhathair gu d' chuimhne,

Ma tharlas duit fein 's do d' leannan,

Mac famhuil e fo do ghàbhadh.' ,

Is amhuil ; is bheiream mar ioc-ililaint,

j Bainne mo chiocha do m' ghaol,

I 2 Foghnai'

* al. An cein tha aimfir mo dhùfgaidh.

f The following reply to the tender offer of Evirchoma

is generally repeated here ; but as it does not correfpond with

the fentiments that follow, I have omitted it in the text.

" Comhairle
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Foghnai' fin da a nochd,

?S bidh fin focair air tràigh am màireach.

Imichs' a gheug àillidh,

Gu d' thràigh mu'n dùifg an tfoillfe

;

Imich ad fgoth le d' leanabh a tuch&

Com' an tuit e mar mhaoth-bhlàthan,

Air a fgatha' le fleagh gun iochd,

An laimh laoich gun lliochd gun chairdeas?

Thuit e 's a cheann fo bhruaidlein

;

Le cheileir cruadail tha'n laoch ag imeachd.

—Imich *s fàg mife 'n I-freoine,

'S mi leonta mar chladach gun chaochan ;

Mar luibh a' iearga ro ghaoith gheamhraidh,

Nach tog a ceann le grèin a cheituin.

Thugadh na Trein'ir mi gu'n talamh ;

Ach thainig final air mo chliu-fa !

Fo'n

a Comhairle mnk a noir no niar,

Cha ghabh is cha do ghabh mi riabh."

Here likewife, or a little lower, another long paflage oc-

occurs in many editions, but which is fuppofed to refer to

fome other Gaul whofe fpoufe was called Aine. It begins

thus

:

A righbhin is binne ceol

Gluais gu malda 's na gabh bròn, Sec.
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Fo 'n chrann fo càireadh iad m' uaigh,

Chi 'n coigreach o ftuaidh an tsàil' i

;

Crathaidh e cheann is e 'g acain,

« Faic far an d' eug Mac-Morna !"

'S eugaidh mife le m' ghaol,

Caidleam ri thaobh fo'n fheur

;

Bidh ar leaba fa bhàs co-ionan,

'S ar taibhs' an co-imeachd nan fpeur.

Chi òighean ar ceuma fan òiche,

" Nach aoibhneach (their iad) a chàraid !"

—A choigrich nan fteud, guil a rithis,

Tha dithis nan cadal fan àr fo.

Ach ciod fo 'n guth am chluais ?

Guth Og'uill, 's e truagh gun fhurtachd
5

Tha m' anam fein a' mofgla'

'S a' plofgail gan chlos am innibh.

Is com an eirich anam Ghuill

;

Com' an cluinntear acain ghoirt

;

An guil mar fo athair a mhac,

'S an eol da acain màthar ?

Air learn gu bheil t anam a' leum
;

Giulaineam fein thu thun ar mic

;

'S ea-
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'S ea-trom an tuallach mo ghradh,

Faigheam am laimh do lorg."

Ghiulain i 'n laoch gus a fgoth,

'S fad na hòiche chothaich ri fteudaibh ;

Chunnaic gach reul a treife ga fàgail,

Fhuair a mhadainn gun chàil mar * neul

Air an òiche fin 's mis air an raon,

Thainig gu m' chadal an taos-Mhorna \

Bha thaice ri luirg air chrith,

Is aghaidh fnitheach ro bhrònach.

Gach clais na ghnuis bha làn,

Le fruthan ànrach na haoife \

Tri uaire flieall e thar lear,

Tri uaire bha acain caointeach.

. " An
* The ancient Galic poets are blamed for drawing fo many

of their comparifons from clouds and mifls. But this will

appear extremely natural, if we confider that they lived in a

mountainous country, where clouds and mifts were continual-

ly before their eyes ; and likewife that they looked upon

thefe clouds as the manfion and vehicle of their departed

friends. This laft circumftance could not fail to fix their

attention upon them almoft perpetually.—There goes the

chariot of my father ; there the car of my friend.
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" An cadal do charaid mhic Morna,

San am bu choir dha dùfga' ?"

Thainig ofag, na cuibhlidh, fa phreas,

Dhuifg i coileach an fhraoich,

Le tuire' glaoidh thog e cheann

;

O'm chadal chlifg mi fein,

Is chunnas Morna na neul gam fhàgail.

Leanas thar muir a cheum,

Is fhuaras an fge' na hinnfe 'n fgoth.

An taice r'a taobh bha ceann mo Ghuill,

Ri taobh uilne bha fgia nan cath
;

Thar a bile bha creuchd mu leith,

'S i dearg-fhruthadh mu chnapa-ftarra. *

Thogas a chlogaid ; chunnas a chiabhan,

Na 'n ànra fiar am fallas.

—

Dh' eirich mo bhuirich fein,

'S thog efan air eigin a fhuil

;

Thaini' 'n teug, mar final na greine ;

Tuille cha leir dhuit tOfcar !

Tha

* The cnap-Jlarra of the ancient Caledonians was, ac-

cording to Dion Caffius, " a ball of brafs fattened to the

lower end of the fpear in order to terrify the enemy with the

noife of it when fhaken." Dion Qajfius apud Xipkil. lib. lxiii
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Tha àilleachd Aoibheir-chaomha fo fmal,

'S barr lleagh aig a mac gun fmuairean,

B' fhann a guth ; bu tearc a ràite,

Thogas fein le m' laimh afuas i

:

Ach leag i mo bhos air ccann a mic,

'S a hacain gu trie ag eiridh.

A leinibh chaoimh, is diomhain tfhuran,

Do mhathair tuille cha 'n eirich ?

Biom fein duit am dhearbh-athair,

Ach ni 'm mairrionn an Aoibhir-àluinn !
*

—Ach ciod mu bheil m' anam co meat ?

Theirge' mo dheoir nan tuirinn gach ànra.

Ràineas talla nan còs-fhruth
;

Talla dubhach làn eiilein,

Gun fhonn baird, gun chruit chiuil,

Ach fuaim duillich a dhùifg an treun-ghaoth.

Luidh an iolair air barr an teach,

Shonraich i clù-nead dhi fein
;

1. "Co

* EviraUin, daughter of Branno, King of Lego in Ire-

land, was the fpoufe of Oflian. Her beauty is much celebra-

ted in the beginning of the iv. B. ©f Fingal, and in other

porms of Oflian.
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" Co dhireas a mullach, no dh' fhògras,

M' eoin riòch nan leabaidh flièimh ?"

Crùbaidh fo 'n dorus am minnean,

'S e ga faicinn air binnean na carraige.

Tha Cos-ulla' na luidh air an ftairfnich,

'S e farum Ghuill at' ann, tha e 'm barail,

JS le aiteas tha dheoir a' treigfinn.

Ach tha thuireadh a' pille' ('s e luidhe')

Cha 'n fhaic e ach mac na heilde.

Ach co dh' innfeas airfneal na Feinne,

'S iad mall a' tearna' mar cheathach,

Tra bhios fhaileas, ri am na frois,

A' gluafad air faiche na luachrach.

Iofal chi iad cliar nan cath,

'S an deoir a' file' mar bhainne na h ailbhinn.

Leig Fionn a thaice ri giuthas aofd'

(A leag a ghaoth) aig ceann mhic Morna -

y

Na dhuala' lia bha dheoir am falach, *

Is ula geal an franna na sine.

K Mar
*

. Molliffima corda

Humano generi dare fe Natura fatetur,

Quae lachrymas dedit, hxc noftri pars optima fenfus.

Jur. Sat. 1%.
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Mar chaoidh Fionn Mac Morna

'S a laoicfr feara na Feinne,

'N d' fhàg thu mife learn fein am aois ?

Tuille nach cluinn mi tèigheach,

Na farum do fgeith air an raon ?

Nach foiilfich tuille do chlaidhe ?

Le 'm faigheamar buaidh na làrach.

Nach marcaich fan tsine do long
;

TS nach cluinnear learn fonn do ràmhach ?

Tra thuirleas m' anam an oeo,

Tw dh' aomas neol air mo chiabh,

Nach cluinn mi o mhacaibh nam fonn,

" Sud air lear long Mhic Morna :"

Fonn nan oighean is guth nam bard,

Gu bràth cha 'n eirich ad chòail \

Cha 'n fhaic na ileibhts do bhratach,

Cha chluinnear tacainno tòran.

Cha 'n 'eil imeachd do chon air an tfliabh,

Tha iad fiar aig tfhardaich, brònach
\

Tha damh na cròic air an fhaiche
j

Cha 'n fhiu leo fhaicinn, 's nach beo thu.

Och

!
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Och ! a lù-choin, dh' imich an laoch,

Cha chluinri fibh fan aonaeh a ghuth :

An fo tha chadal, gun fealg air uigh,

'S beum-fgeith, a Ghuill. cha duifg thu.

Ciod e fpionnadh an laoich ?

Ge d' fgaoil e mar dhuilleach an cath -,

An diugh ge treun air an raon,

Bheir an daol am màireach buaidh air *.

Com', a dheora, ghuidh thu dhuit fein

Treife Ghuill na èide ftàilinn ?

Tra dhealruich e mar eith an gath-greine*

'S gearr ge haoibhinn a dhearfa !

Mar neul ruiteach rè an laoich,

Chi 'n fealgair, 's an òich' a* taofga

;

" 'S àluinn a dhreach mar bhogh' na frois !"

Sheall e, 's cha 'n fhaic e aogus.

Luath mar fherein an adhair^

'S an ioma-ghaoth na platha fo fgiathaibh*

Shiubhail an dreach àillidh,

'S na àite tha 'n ceathach ciar'-dhu.

K 2 Tuill?

* Mors fola fatftur

Quantula fint hdminum corpufcula. Jut,
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Tuille ni mairrionn do Gholl

;

Ach mairridh e 'm fonn nan teud

;

Ni hamhuil is ceo air an fhrois

Cliu treife nan treun-laoch.

Càiribh, a chlanna nan teud,

Leaba Ghuill 's a dheo-greine là ris

;

Far am faicear innis o chein

Is geugan os aird ga fgàile'.

Fo fgèi na daraig is guirme blà,

Is luaithe fàs, 's is buaine dreach,

A bhruchdas a duilleach air anail na frois,

'S an raon m'an cuairt di feargta.

—A duilleach o iomall na tire,

Chitear le eoin an tfamhraidh ;

Is luidhidh gach eun mar a thig

* Air barraibh f na geige urair.

Cluinnidh Goll an ceilear na cheo,

'S oighean a' feinn air Aoibhir-chaomha

:

'S gus

* H>or xoxxi/i, SiC.

When on the budding oaks of early fpring,

The cuckow fings and cheers the hill and dale.

Hesiod, Oper. et Dies.l. 2. roo,

f al. geige na Strumhoin,
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*S gus an caochail gach ni dhiu fo,

Cha fgarar ur cuimhne bho chèile.

—Gus an crion gu luaithre a chlach,

'S an fearg as le h aois a gheug fo,

Gus an fguir na fruthain a ruith,

'S an dèagh mathair-uifge nan fleibhtean

;

Gus an caillear an dilinn aois

Gach filidh, 's dàn is aobhar igèil.

Cha'n flieoruich an taineal " Co mac Morna?

No Cia i cònuidh * Ghuill nan lu-chon ?"

* al. Righ m Strumhoin ?

BAN
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1 JAN Oi'mara T
s na Dù-thuinn

Tha tuirling air m'anam an tràfa,

Mar cheo air bharraibh nam beann

Tra chaidleas fa ghleann an t àile.

f
" Is garbh learn beucaicli do thonn,

A mhuir cheann-ghlas ri bonn mo fhleibh »

Is ofnaiche atmhor eiti' a deas,

Cha 'n e mo leas gu do fhe'id fibh.

Ach a bhaca' mo flieol fein

'S faoin fe'itrich na doininne mear,

A fhrachdas an iarmailte lorn,

'S a luaifgeas gach tonn air an lear.

Cha

* This poem, from one of the circumflances mentioned

in it, is often called Dan-Oi'mara. The firft flanza was

omitted in the Tranilation.

f Fingal fpeaks.
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Cha mhair an doinionn ach feal,

Mar dhealan nan fpeura duaichni

;

Caidlidh a ghaoth fan fhri,

'S bidh sith air a mhuir bhuairte.

Tuitidh a ghaoth, ach mairidh ar cliu,

Cluinnear e *n duthaich Dhaorlai."

Chruinnich a chathan mu 'n Righ,

Bha fead fan t sin aig folt Dhumolaich,

Tha Leth crom thar a fgèi bholgaich,

Air an trie an robh colg *s na blàraibh.

Tha fleagh Mhorla air chratha fan adhar,

Is aiteas an fuil Ghorm-àluinn.

Ruith finn ro 'n chuan rtuadhach,

'S muca-mara gu f luath gar feachna;

Tha innfean a' clifg' as an rathad

'S gam falach air cùl ar loingeis.

Tha Du-thonn ag eiridh, mar fgeir

Air a cleith. air uairibh le fàile.

»Si

j Al, mu'n cuairt a' breAail,
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" 'Si tir Chonair at' ann,

An caomh le'm b' annfa mo chairdean !"

'S dorch', ars' am maraich' an òiche !

Chaill e 'n tiul, is threig an reul e,

Ro chirb nan neula fras-fhliuch

Tha e ris ga faicinn* aoibhneach.

Sheall each an aird ; ach .dhiiin an dorus.

Is aon reul fholuis cha lèir dhoibh.

" Tha fiubhal na hòiche dorcha,

Iarramaid for'uis na tragha,

Gus an eirich a mhadain òr-bhuidh

'S an còdaichear ileibh le fàire.'
>

Tha ar fiubhal gu geogha nan tonn

;

Feuch tannas dorch' air a chreig,

Ard mar chrann giuthais a chruth

'S e 'g aomadh thar fgèi nan nial

;

'S an rè dorcha siar a' dufgadh.

An lorg cheo-ghlas ud 's i fhleagh

:

Na barr tha lafadh nan reul,

Mar theine nan fpeur a lann,

i Mar
* Al " Feuch i!"
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Mar dheatach air iom-ghaoith a ghruag,

?S a fhuilean dorcha mar uaimh fhàfaiL

Bu trie an taibhfe gu Fionn ro chath,

Ach ni 'n robh atha ro' Chonar caomhail

Dhirich Fionn an ftùc le* Caoireall,

'S mac an Luin na laimh gu foilleir

;

Chunnaic an taibhs' e, 's air ofaig dh'imich,

An fgairt thug Fionn as, luaifg i 'n innis.

Chlifg na ileibhte creagach coillteach,

?
S dhuifg na treun'ir lafair oillteilf.

Càireadh gach fear a flileagh 's a luireach,

Arfa Fionn gu tùrfach deifneach,

'S eigin gleachd gun ghean mar b' abhaift,

L Innfe

* Carril was one of Fingal's bards, of whom frequent

mention is made in Oflian's poems.

f In the Interlude ofthe Droicht before cited, from Al-

lan Ramfay's Ever-green, there feems to be an allufion ei-

ther to this paflage, or to the encounter betwixt Fingal and

the fpirit of Loda, in the poem of Carric-thura.

" My fore Grand-fire heicht Fynn-MacKoull,

Quha dang the Deil, and gart him zoul,

Th£ ikies rain'd fludes quhen he wad fkouì,

He trublit all the air/'
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* Innfe' daimh no ainm cha dean finn.

Càireadh gach fear a ftileagh 's a luireach,

Cun durachd cron da chairdean,

'S gu biodh oirn fòlas an Du-thuinn

Tra ruifgeas folus an là finn.

Chòlaich finn, am farum ar ftàilinn,

Am feachd, air làraich na hòiche;

Bhuail an faighdean ar fgiath' mar mheallain^

Ach cha d' iarr finn anam ar daimheach.

Mar thuinn mu charraig, dh' iadh iad umainn,

Cha b' uilear dhuinn coga' no failneach'.

Theirinn an Ri' na thartar eiti',

Mar thannas air èide' le fiontaibh.

Thog a ghealach a ceann os aird,

'S i dealradh air lann an Luin,

A flioillfich an laimh an Righ,

Mar eith Laoire 's a ghrian na hairde.

Chunnaip

* In thofe days of hcroifm, it was reckoned cowardice

to tell one's name to an enemy, left it mould be confidered

as claiming kindred with him, and declining the combat.

The fame extravagant notions of honour fèem to have prevail-

ed among fome other nations of antiquity. See Anc. Univ.

Hift. o/Fal, and Her. timtt, §6.
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Churmaic Du-thonn an lafair le geilt,

Is theich iad mar dhuibhre do'n fhàfaich.

Mall mar Lubar nan car,

Ag imeachd ro fhaiche na Dura,

Rainig finn eafach na leacainn,

Na leabai dhoilleir chlùmhair.

Bha. ar còra mu dhoininn a chatha,

'S mu ghniomha nam flathan a dhibir.

Sheinn Caoireall air aimfir o mean,

'S lean Oifiain air Conar is* Minla.

Thainig ofag an crònan an uillt,

Na luib bha acain bhròin,

'S i fann mar thaibhfe fan doire,

Tra ghoireas iad thairis air tuamaibh.

**
f Iarr, Oifiain, bruachan an uillt,

Tha crann caomh fan òich' air tiuteam,

Bheiream fein da ioc-lus an aonaich,

Mun tig farran air eudann Chonair."

J Dh'imich mi fein 's a ghaoir am chluais,

Shil mo dheoir anuas le dèifinn.

L 2 Caoiran

* Minla, the daughter of Conar, chief of Duthona, " the

ifland of dark waves."

t Fingal fpeais. % Offian fpeakr,
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Caoiran Chonair.

Is dorcha fan doininn mo chònuidh !

Gun ghuth am chòir ach ian tiamhaidh ;

Threig am bard :—tha 'n òiche mall,

O ! 's òiche gach là dhomhfa.

Cha 'n fhaic mi do ghnuis, a ghrian,

Orruidh foir, no ruiteach iiar ;

'S cha mho a chi mi tlm, ghealach,

Ag amharc ro chrannaibh air caochain.

. 'S truagh nach do thuit mi le Daorla,

'S thu d' luidhe ri m' thaobh a Mhlnla

:

Shiubhla' mo chliu air falbh

Mar dhearfa neulach air learga ciara,

Aoibhneas nam bcag fo m' dhùn craobhacli,

'S c 'g aomadh o'n fuil is o'n cuimhne.

Leigibh mis' as ur cuimhne cuideachd

A chlanna mo (hlòigh ghaoiaich,

Mur tuit fibh, mar dhuilleach fa chrith-reo^

Fo laimh chithich Dhaorlai.

'S truagh nach do thuit mife le Gara*,

'S mi cur a chatha le Fionn,

An

* Gara mac Stain;, or Swaran, the fon of Starno, was a

ttug qf LocrJin, with whom Fingal had frequent war. His

prowefs is fo much celebrated in nr.cient poetry, that to thii

day
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An fin ghuileadh mo Righ air m' uaigh,

?S bhiodh luadh air mo chliu le Oifian.

Theireadh filidh nam blianai nar deigh,

" Fo fguir a chuilm bidh 'n fgeul air Conar."

Ach a nis cha chluinnear mo dhàn,

Cha 'n aithnich an t ànrach m' uaigh

;

Chi e leac ghlas, is cuifeag ga còdach',

Feoruichidh co d'an uaigh i.

Cha'n aithne dhuinne, their clann a ghlinne,

Cha d' innis an dàn a chliu dhuinn.

* " Ach innfidh an dàn do chliu,

'S cha dearmadar thu 'n oran Chaothain.

Treig tuaimh, biodh do chraofnach fan àr,

Mar iainich an làir crionaidh Daorla.

Ach fgaoilidh do chliu-fa mar ùr-dharaig

Ag amharc thar ceathach nan gleanntai',

'S i crathadh a duillich le h aighear

Ri aghaidh na greine famhraidh."

'S caomh thu a thannais na hòiche,

Ni *n oillt le Conar do chòra.

Bidh

day a Gara mac Stairn is a proverbial exprelHon for a man of

uncommon ftrength and prowefs.

* Oflian fpeaks,
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Bidh ar luadh air ionad nam flath,

Gun ghuth air mo rath no mo chliu-fa.

*S amhuil mo chliu-fa 's ceo,

Air Mora nan aiteal ialach.

Bidh mife leat gu gairrid.

An teach do fhaimhe

;

'S thig finn le folas

Gu bruadar nan anràch*.

Siubhlaidh finn le 'n anam do 'n àraich,

'S thig crith nar laith'r air na treun'ir.

Bidh 'niall an fin mar fhalluinn,

*S an uaimh mar thalla na Feinne
;

Bidh an ofag mar chlarfaich nan cluais,

Is fuaim na cuifeig mar cheileir aoibhinn.

Gu fin, biodh do chòra trie learn fein,

A th^nnais aoibhinn, air oiteig na h diche.

* To fupply every defeat in the verification by the pro-

faic tales which accompany thefe poems, would give them a

motley appearance. As thefe tales, however, arc for the mod

part a kind of meafured profe, they are allowed to fland when^

ever they feem to form any fort of verfe, in their natural order,

»* here.
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'S thugas Conar ionnfuidh mo Righ,

Cha robh 'n uigh air ni ach folas,

Oir chuimhnich iad na làithe moch

San do ghktais iad am fochair ghleanntai*,

Tra b' e 'm foghnan glas am fiadh,

'S an eilid, ciob nan ciar-bheann faoine.

Bh' fhàs a ris am blianai' le cheile,

'S leum eildean romp' air Gorm-mheall.

Ach co, deir Fionn, a chuir Conar fo eill >

'S e dh' fheumas bhi treun fan iorguilL

" Chuala Daorla mo lamh bhi lag,

'S ghrad-bhuail e chugam 's mi m' aonar

;

Bhuadhaich fheachd ; tha e fein am thalla,

Minla fo fmalan, 's m' fheachd air fgaoile'."

Chualas guth Chonair le Fionn,

'S dh' fhàs air cith agus greann,

Chrath e na laimh a chrann crithich*.

'S air mac an Luin fheall e rithis»

" Cha *n am fo gu fois,

'S fear-togail ar creich co dlù ;

A fhluagh cuideachd ni 'n tearc,

Chunnas am feachd le'r fuil.

3 —Oifiain
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—Oifiain 'sa Ghorm-àluinn, gu traigh,

A Dhumolaich, gu àros Chonair

;

Dionaibh Minla, mata i fan teach,

Le fgiathaibh dorcha mar * rè na hòiche."

Thainig Caoireall le chruit thlà,

'S a fonn mar thaibhs' a' fnàg air Laoire,

Ga 'n eide' mu nòin le neulaibh foilleir,

Tra chluinnear air fruthaibh an caoiran.

Gluais gu foil, a fhruthain na hoichc,

'S gu cluinnte' leinn oran Chaoirill.

Daan na Lara.

'S tha geug aig Lara nan fruth,

Fo dubhar, eadar leaca tha 'm foghnan,

A' fileadh a dheur fan amhainn,

'S dà thanhas an cònuidh dlù dha. f

Urail

* re, an old name for the moon ; now it fignifies any fpace

of time indefinitely..

f In fome editions of this poem, the following ftanza is

fubjoined to this line.

Chitear an taibhs' an grian an nòin

Tra bhios faiche nam Mor-bheann fkmhach j

Fait aon mar cheo air a ghuaillibh,

'S mar neula duakhni a dhà fhuiL



DAN na DU-THUINN. 89

tTrail aofda, 's aon diu thufa,

?S tfhalt o d' mhuineal mar neula foillfe.

'S co fin mar cheo-fneachda la' ruit ?

A bhan-fealgair àillidh do nighean.

Bha clann Lara 'm bothan an fhàfaich,

A' tàr na cuilm an deigh na feilge
;

Chunna' Coigar iad, 's e luath

IVrar bheum ileibhe nuas o 'n aonach.

" Ighean Urail, imich learn fein,

Fo cheangal na heille bidh tathair,

Mu 'm buail e beum-fgeithe fan aonach,

"'S gu cluinne' na laoich an cein e."

Le Coigar ni 'n fiubhlam fein,

Is m' athair deurach na aonar,

Fhalt aofda le gaoith ga chratha,

'8 a fhuilean gun latha gun leirfin-n.''

Dh' imich nighean Urail air eigin,

''S a ceum gu trom *s gu tiamhaidh,

Mar fhliuch-cheo an gleannan na fàmhchair,

*S an dall-ghrian a' fnàmh ro neula.

M Dhuifg
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Dhuifg earba fan raon,

Leum i caol aig caochan diamhair,

Tha raineach uain' air uairibh ga falach "

x

" Faiceam tiughar, a Cholgair."

—Tharruing i 'n tfreang, is thuit an laoch,

Ph'Il i gu Lara, 's bha 'n taofda fubhach.

B' ionan fheafgar 's grian ag aomadh

Ail fleibhteao aobhach fan earrach ;

No duilleach a' tuiteam fa gheamhra,

Feadh ghleanntai' fàfail tofdach.

5S ni 'm bu tearc làithe Mor-àille,

Mu 'n do chaidil i la' ri hathair.

—--'S tha geug aig Lara nan fruth,

Tha dithis fo dubhar a chònuidh ;

Urail, is tufa aon diu,

TS aon eil' an tiuran òg ud. *

'S chaidh Gorm-àluinn 's mi fein gu tràigh,

Fo fgeir fhàfail fhuaras òg,

A

* The bards always adapted their fòngs to the cireum-

ftances of their hearers. The cafc of Conar was fimilar tp

that of Ural ; and hence the propriety of Carrii's fcng,

vhich ends here.
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A ghairdean air clarfaich'bhrifte,

*S lorg a fhleagh fo luirich eatroim.

Sheall a ghealach mar bhloidh fgeithè

Ro 'n fheur os a cheann 's e lubta ;

Ga luafgadh o thaobh gu taobh,

Mar ghiuthas an gaoith nan ftùcan.

—Co fo ni cònuidh fan òiche
;

i

'S co ris do dhaimh, ars' an t Aluinn ?

Fhreagair e, fo bhall-chrith mar dhuilleach,

Tha mife do fhilibh na Du-*thuinn ;

Chuala Daorla m' oran 's choigil

;

'S e 'n laoch thug na fleaghan o
7n Fheinne.

* ** O'n Fheinn thug e 'n fleaghan gun fhios,

Is bhuail e air Conar na aonar

;

'S treun a lamh Ygun neach na aghaidh,

Ach 's lag oidhrip ri uair bhaoghlach.

Is neul e 'g eiridh fan fhè

O chàrr monaidh, 's gun deo fan àile ;

Ach glacaidh an doinionn an neul fo,

Sgapaidh an Fheinne àilleachd.

& *7? *Jt
* * *«:

m 2 Mm
* Gormallon fpeaks.
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* Mata do bhaigh ri Daorla,

Innis gu daor-ruaig an Fheinn e
;

'S beanntai fraochach faoin a dhucha,

Le fhuil gu brath nach feuch e."

Bhiift uaithe bùire guil,

Mar eith na Lèig a' bruanfgail,

No mar ghaoth ro uaimh na hArdbheinn.

j. • # # # # # #

Na dit an tòg a Ghorm-àluinn,

'S trie a dh' fhailnich anam nan treun,

Ach pillidh e, mar ghrian gun final,

An deigh dhi bhi fealan fo neul.

Tha gleanntai' ait 'na hial aoibhinn,

'S aiteas air na fleibhtibh uaine,

Sguir

* As the following words are repeated In the form of

profe, I fet them do%vn in that fliape; but fuppofing they

might appear in the form of verfe by only dividing the lines,

without changing the arrangement.

" Ri' na Feinn' is beachd learn fein[|is oran aoibhinn OifeinJ|

Ach 's cian oDhu-thonn an Fheinnejj's is fad an eighoLoch-

Atha." This lad line is a well-known proverb.

f The following paflage ftands in the fame predicament

with the foregoing. " Oig na mi-mhifneich|jcom an leagha

do chridhetiom|j's gur ann a dh' atadh fir naDu-thuinn
(

"ni3r

fhiuil Fhinn ans an ann-uair i"
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Sguir gach geug a thulg' a mullaich,

'S an lear uile 'n sàimh fhuaine.

'S thugas an tòg-bhard gu Caoireall,

'S am fàire foilleir air fleaghan Dhaorlai

;

Balbh, tofdach, iheas a fhluagh,

Tra chunn' iad Conar le fluagh Mor-bheinn

:

Amhuil an fealgair air Croma-fhlia',

Tra dh' iadhas tomhail na taibhfe

;

Tha fuar-fhallas a' dalladh a leirfinn,

'S a lùgh ga threigfinn na uighe fhaondraich.

Chunna' Daorla le deoir

A Ihloigh gu fuil-gheal meat,

'S e crathadh fleagha na Mor-bheinn

Na laimh fan òg-fholus.

"Com an feas linn tofdach,

Mar Chraobha mofgain nan coillte,

Cha tearc linn, mar laoich na Feinne,

'S cha 'n 'eil finn as eug'ais iomraidh.

Tre 'n nàmh, tha 'n rathad gu 'r loingeas,

Ruithemid rompa le cruadal,

'S gu deanadh ar cairdean fòlas

Tra thig iad nar còail aig Car'uth."

Bhuail
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Bhuail Conar beum-fgèithe,

'S ghrad-leum a laochraidh na dhàil
;

Mar chaochain Chaothain a bhruchdas bras,

Tra thaomas frafachd a cheituin.

Chòlaich firm a cheil' agus ghleachd ;

Thuit Daorla nam feachd le Conar;

Chunna* Fionn e na luidhe gu hiofal,

'S labhair e gu fiobhalt r'a fhearaibh.

•• Cha 'n ait le Fionn a nàmh bhi truagh,

Ge d' fpion iad o thruaill an claidhe'.

Rachaibh gur duthaich gu'r dàil,

Ach gu brath na pillibh ath-bhuaiit.

'S gairid gearr beatha mo namh-fa,

Mar cheo thig an dàil na garbh-ghaoith

;

No mar cheathach air bheanntaibh arda,

Nuair bheanas dha neart an àilidh.

Cjiulaini'bh Daorla gu thir,

'S gu togadh Min-lamh a leac;

An ceòpan Char'uth chi i aogus,

'S e fein na chaol-thigh ùrach.

Com' a dbuifg thu o d' fhuain co moch,

Le d' chleachda fliuch air ailbheinn fhuair,

Com'
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Com am meall an cobhar do fhuil,

Cha 'n iad fmil do le^nnain a chi thu ?

~-Tha a caoidh ann an crònan Charuth,

'S Daorla an gaoix IVJhiq-thalla.

Tha dà leanabh r'a glùn

A' feuchainn decir an fuil am mathar;

Tha 'n lamh ga ghlaca* 's iad a' feoruich

Fà a broin, is cònuidh 'n athar.

—Is amhluidh, theagamh, Oiilain an tràs,

Tha Aoibhir-àluinn, 's a fuil ri d' theachd-fa,

A' ftiuradh Ofcair gu cnoc-feallta,

Le ihleagh chuilce 's le fgeith luachrach.

Cuimhnich orra fo, a mhic,

*S coigil an gaifgeach òg, mar Dhaorla,

A dh'fhàg a leannan gu deurach,

Och ! com' an d' eug thu Dhaorlai'*

!

I Aoibhir-aluinn mo fholais, is Ofcair

!

Cha feinn mife 's ur carlas am diuimhne.

* Similar to this are the expostulations flill ufed in the

Coronachs in Ireland, " Com a ghaolaich an d' eug thu, 'a

gur tu fein nach ruigeadh a leas e:" Nor is that of Euryalus*

mother unlike it:—Potuifti linquere folam, Crudehs? JEn*

Jx. tfz.



96 DAN na DU-THUINN.

'S truagh nach eil mi nur nimeachd

A' leum air fgiobul na gaoithe.

C uin a bhios ar cònuidh 's na neoil,

A' feola' ro-ghiuthas na Caothan,

C uin a thogas finn ar clearcan an' cèin,

Mar reulta geal foluis air aonach ?

*S truagh gun mis' ancluain nan fpeur,

Mar fhealgair nan lòinte greadhnach.

Caidleam fein

—

An gleidh thu mo chuimhn' a leac ?

Xo thufa dhàin ?

Ach treigidh fibh araon ;

Caidlidh fan raon an leac*;

Cha bheachdaich fuil a hàite,

'S bidh leab' a bhaird air iontrain.

'S càit' am bheil folus an dàin?

An feol e do'n ànrach mo leac?

Dhùin ceo bliadhn' air a dhearfa,

'S tha chuimhn' air fàilneach mar Dhu-thonn,
# # # # *

Sheol na lloigh gu tofdach,

Gach nlidh fo fprochd 's a dheoir air teudaibh

;

4 Gach

* Quar.doquidem data funt ipfis qucque fata fepulchris. .

Juv. Sat. io»
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Gach maraich' air feachran le trom-lighe,

'S gach ràmhaiche fnitheach fo èiflean.

—A fgioba nan deur, air lear,

Thoir an tfion fanear is an òiche.

'S bu tuirfeach an òiche fin Conar,

Is ofnagh a' togail a luirich,

Mar thonn fo fhèide na doininn,

'S a fhuil màr fholus a chaochail.

Bha ghnuis mar ghrian fa gheamhra,

'S doinionn nam beann ga còdach'.

Cha d' thuirt aon Ciod fà do fprochd?

'S a thalla nochd gun dearfa Min-fhuil.

Ghunnaic Fionn a bhròn,

'S leag e 'n feocan air aghaidh fein;

" A Chaoirill, anam nan dàn,

Tarruing le d' chlarfaich dlù."

Thainig Caoireall lia, le luirg,

A thorman ciuil na laimh chli

;

Ri th lobh tha òg-bhard na tràgha,

Le lùirich gu làr sinte,

Lamh-gheal a' còdach a gnùife
;

A gnuis nàrach, 's a lamh fior-gheal.

4 N —"Inghean
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t-" Inghean mo ghaoil!" 's e ghlaodh Conarv

('S a lamha m'a muineal gach taobh dhi;)

Phill anam an aofda mar ghrian famhrai',

Tra bhios neula dall fad uaipe

;

Thug e 'n òigh do 'n laoch Ghorm-àluinn,

*S le fiuil 's le akin thug linn' oirn Mor-bheinn*.

DIARMAD.

* This is among the few ancient Gaelic poems which

have a happy conclufion. The ancient t>ards, no doubt, em-

ployed their mufe in celebrating joyful as well as mournful

events. But as melancholy tender fcenes are moft apt to make

a lafting imprefiion on the memory, the latter are often re-

membered, when the former are loft and forgotten.
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%^A IA tiamhaidh thu nochd afGhleann Caothan

!

Gun ghuth gaothair thu 's gun cheol

;

Tha Suinn na feilg' an fuain gun eiridh

;

*S na fiiidh aoibhinn gun aon diubh beo.

Threig torman nan allt

;

'S mall fa chuifeig ceum na gaoithe
;

N 2 Tha

* This poem is generally interlarded with fo much of the

ur-fgeuls, or " later tales," as to render the moft common

editions of it abfurd and extravagant. But the drofs of the

15th century is eafily feparated from the more precious ore of

former ages.

f Gleann~ Caothan, fuppofed to be Glenco in Argylelhire,

was the refidence of Offian in his later days, from which he

is called guth hinn na Caothan. As the fcene of this poem

is fuppofed to have been near Kintyre, it is probable there

may have been more than one place of the fame name.
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Tha 'n glas-fhoghnan fa bhruaich na chada!,

'S a bhad air aoma' fo ihile' na hòiche.

:—Am fardaich fealgair an raoin

Tha 'n earba na faoin-fhois,

A minnean a' leumnaich dlù dhi.

(Air torr clùmhar an laoich nach eirich,)

'S adharc a' fgriofa' na coinich

;

An leaoa chòiach an caili e ciflean.

Och ! a Chaothain a chaochail,

'S a Ghulbeinn nan raon sàmhach,

Do cheann air èide' le ceathacli an nòin,

'S gun ghaoir feilge ga d' choir mar b' àbhaiH:.

Tha mile 's mo thaice ri m" luirg,

A ilh' eifdeachd ri cuilg do chrag,

Ach tha thu tofdach an leabai' nan nial,

Mur duifg am fiadh thu, 's a ghrian a' treigfmn

.

Tha thu freagairt d'a langan gu faoin,

?S do cheann ag aoma' gu clò-fuaine.

Cha b' ionan fo 's latha nan ruag,

Caothan a' luafga bho chnoc gu cnoc,

Mac o Duibhn' air Gulbeinn, 's an tore

Le chraos fo choip, mar bhuinne Laoire.

—A
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=—A mhic Ailpein, thoir aire do 'n fgeul,

Is deo-grein' air * linne nan cian e.

'S bu chiuin air Caothan a mhadain òg,

£ha òr-bheanntai' 'n cuan gun ghaoth,

Bha laogh nan fleibht' aig balbh-fhruthaibh,

'S a chuibhne-cuir a' cur air ioghnai.

—Shcid adharc Fhinn; ghrad-chlifg an damh;

" Ciod fo chluinn mi?"—Teich do 'n fhafaich..

" Ruaigemid an diugh an tore

Is trie a lot ar daoin' air Gulbunn."

| # # # # # #

'S chuir

* al. linntean an cian e.

f The verification here is imperfect. The following is

part of a fragment called Not feilge, fometimes repeated as 2

part of this poem.

Gun ar n èide 's gun ar n airm»

Cha rachamaid a fheilg nan cnoc;

Bhiodh lùireach oirn 's ceann-bheairt chorr,

'S da fhleagh mhor an dorn gach fir.

Bhiodh fgiath uain' air a gheibhe' buaidfy

'S claidhe cruaidh gu fgolta cheann,

Bogha cruadhach agus iughair,

S caogad guincach ann am bolg a



1C2 D I A R M A D.

'S cbuir firm ar coin ris an tfliabh,

Do ghaoir an cliabh fhreagair Golbunn.

Thàin' an fhuaim gu cluais mhic Duibhne,

'S mhofgail fhuil mar lua'-fhruth luimneach.

—" A chraofnach dhearg cà bheil thu ?

'S cà bheil m' iughar 's mo dhorlach ?"

Ach cha b' ait an fhuaim le Gràine,

San uaimh fhas nach b' fhios do Chonan

;

Conan crion le 'm b' annfa Gràine,

Thug a gradh do dhea' mhac Duibhne.

" Na heifd, a Dhiarmaid na gaothair,

Cha 'n 'eil ami ach faoghaid mhealltach."

" 'S ionmhuin do dhreach learn fein,

Mar bhlà nan geug fa cheud-fhas ùr,

Ach 's eigin domh tfhàgail le d' leanabh,

'S an tfeilg a leanail air Gulbunn."

" 'S am fàg thu mi, ghraidh nam fear,

Am fag thu mi, fholuis an duibhre?

C' àit ach ad ghnuis am bheil m' aighear ?

Ciod ach do fgiath-chatha mo dhidein ?

B' anns' thu na grian fa bheithe chubhrai',

£Ja dearfa ciuin air canach fleibhe."

# è *"
T #V •'.'.'. •

" 'S moch
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" 'S moch a ghoireas a chorr

Air an lòn àta 'n * flia'-gaoil,

San la a ghluais finn air an raon,"

Sheas i, ars' Aos nan crag,

Cian fada fan aon aite,

Sud am fà mu 'n goir a chorr,

Ri lie reota lean a sail.

—A lundaire feueh a chorr,

Mu 'n tig thu gu bròn amhluidh,

—An fo ni 'm fanam fein,

Mun abair Fionn gu d' eug mo threis:'

A Righ nam beann, bidh m' anam fein

Mar fhruth nach treig do luba.

Fan-fa, Ghraine, na d' theach,

'S thig mife le creach nan rua'-bhoc."

Mar Ihiubhal faighd' air a fgiathaibh glas,

D hirich gu grad an laoch :

Trom tuirfeach a dh' fhaicinn na feilg,

Dhirich Graine ri leirg an raoin.

Bha a braghad gu feimh a' foillfe',

Mar ghealach ri òiche fhàimhe,

'Si

* Siia'-gaoil'is ftifl the pioper name of a mountain neaf

Kintyre, faid to have been the refidence of thofe lover*.
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'S i gluafachd ro na neula balbha,

Mar fgia air ealachainn taibhfe.

Chòlaich i fan doire 'm fear aofda,

'S e caointeach thar lie ghlais ;

" An fo thaifg mi leannan mo ghaoil

;

Fo 'n fhòid ghuirm fo tha caoin-chruth 5

* B' fhad ar cònuidh le cheile,

Rè da linn a threig mar dhuilleach.

Am maothan a bhruthadh ar cas

Chunnas le aois a' crionadh as,

Sruthain a' caochladh an claifean,

Is ionntag an tighibh nam mor-righ.

Ar gean bu mhor, ar laithe b' ait,

Cha robh geàmhra fuar no òiche dorcha :

Bha Mìn-àille mar fholus gun chaochla,

Ach 's deo i air faondra fan uair fo.

'5 am faic thu 'n torr fin eile?

Leaba Thu'ail mo mhic ionmhuinn s

Chàireadh i le crith-laimh athar,

B' athach an tore a mhill e.

—Bha bhean a' greadh na cuilm>

Mife 's mo fhùil ri m' mhac \

Chualas

* This paflage 19 inferted in Lord Kaims's Hints on Edu-

cation, as a beautiful pidture of conjugal affection.
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Chualas a ghlaodh, 's chaidh mall na chòail
;

A leanabh og ri cirb mo fgiobuill.

—Bha athair marbh : a fhleagh na blòidibh,

Is eaibhui' chlaidhean air fan uair fin.

Ghlac a leanabh a lamh,

" Com' an caidle' tu 'n tràs' amuigh !' ?

Och nan ochain ! is trom a fhuain ;

'S beag luadh mo laoich ri helridh.

—An diugh tha Fionn ag eigheach ruaig,

Ach ni 'n cluinnear le Tuathal a ghuth ;

An cèin tha madainn na h uaighe :

'S truagh gun aig m' iuran fleagh !"

" 'S deacair a Chola, bri do fgeoil,

Shruthadh mo dheoir gu toileach ;

Ach greafam le fleagh thun mo ghaoil

;

Gleidhfa mo laogh gus am pill mi."

'S thainig Diarmad gu Caothan * an àigh,;

Mar fholus a' fàs an duibhre
;

Bha finne na lathair ait,

Mar mharaich' air lafadh na hòiche :

O Th?

* a/, mo ghraidh.
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Tha ceol air tuinn, is ròin a' caifdeachd,

Air linne fhèimh nach bac an aoibhneas.

Thog firm ri fliabh nan tuiach boidheacty,

Far am raicie ro cheo na cabair

;

San fgarnaich dhuifg finn an tore,

S lean ar coin e gus an d' eug iad.

Co chafgras, arfa Fionn, an tore

A lot ar coin is ar daoine ?

Gheibheadh e fgia chopach is fleagh righ,

* Is luibhean a dh' iceas a chreuchdan.

'S leamfa, deir Diarmad, tiolac an righ,

Neo tuiteam an ftri na beifte.

Mar theine nan fpeur na dhcifif dhian,

Tra bhios faiche nam Fiantai' dorcha,

'S laoich a' dearca' le oillt-chrith

Air cath thaibhfe Lochlainn is Mhorbhemu.,

Shiubhail Diarmad an folus a ftàilinn,

O bheinn Aile gu beinn Laoire
;

Tha Lea'-drom air chrith fa chofaibh,

Is Eilde ri cinaich fa ghleadhraich.

—Th-

f AL Is luibhean diomhair nan caochan fkibhteach,
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—Tha ceum an tuirc a' fàs ni
?
s maille,

'S coip a chobhair feadh nan ròidibh :

A thartar mar thuinn a flachda' fgeire,

No mar fgarnaich leis an cfojre.

Feuch iad a' djreadh Drim-ruaithe,

Sleagh Dhiarmaid a' bualadh an tuirc g

Cluinn am buillean troma baobhai'

Mar chrainn aofda ri maol na carriage*

Feuch, le fuilibh na'n caoir-lafair,

An tore a' cafadh ri Diarmad j

Mar fhalofg a' pilleadh air aonach,

Tra thionndas a ghaoth o 'n fhàfach
5

Chagnadh e fhleaghan readh ruadh,

Mar chuile na Lcige no mar luachair.

" 'S truagh gun thu agam, a Ghràine,

Le fleagh nan àrach o 'n bhalla!"

—" Sleagh nan àrach glac gu luath,

*S iarr mife fan uaimh fo 'm fagus !"

'S ge d' fhaigh e thu, bhean gun àgh,

Tha do laithean gun duil ri sineadh.

Le faighid an feachran na frithe,

Lota' ciocha geala Ghràine j

O 2 Tha*
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Tha fearrfaid ga falach, 's do Dhiarmad traagb,

Co dh' innfeas luach na lainn ud !

—Tha 'n laoch a' tarruing a bhiiille,

Tha 'n tlleagh am muineal na bèifte,

Mar dhealan bàis o cheathach na Lanna

Tha 'n lorg thar chrannaibh a leumnaich.

—Tha chlaidhe, a charaid ri gàbhadh,

Fathafd an laimh an laoich,

Tha roinn ga fhàthadh an colainn an tuirc *

'S e tuiteam air uchd fan aonach.

B' ait gach aon ach Conan,

'S e 'g radh, Tomhais an tore, a Dhiarmaid,

Tomhais

* It is from this event that the clan of the Campbell's

(who derive their pedigree from this Dermid) have affirmed

a boar's head for the creft of their arms. Hence too they

are called in the compofitions of the later bards, Sliachd

Dh'.avnaid an tuirc.

That clans and families fhould derive their pedigree from

Oflian's heroes, and their figns armorial from incidents men-

tioned in his poems, is a confiderable proof of the antiquity

of thefe poems, and of the regard paid to them for many-

centuries back.
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f Tomhais e le troighibh ruifgte
;

4

S ioghna learn fein a mheudachd.

Thomhais Diarmad an tore

Gu focair, 's cha d' fhuiling beud.

" Tomhais e 'n aghaidh a chuilg,

Is gheibhe' tu, laoich bhuirb, gach feud/ 5

Cha bu nòs do Dhiarmad eagal,

Fhreagair e ris guth Chonain,

Ach colg an tuirc, mar fhleaghan geura,

Reub a fhàil le mile lot.

Tha fhuil a' ruith, gun luibh ga cafgadh,

'S an laoch gafda mar chrann ag aoma'.
{

Ge

f al. O flioc fiar gu ruig a mail

;

Is gheibhe' tu mar dhuais da chionn,

Rogha nan arm rionn-gheur àigh.

% The current tradition with refpetì: to Dermid's death

is, That he was vulnerable only in the fole of the foot, and

that Conan's art was to get him wounded there. There is

reafon to fufpeci: that fome of the poem, which might have

othervvife accounted for his death, is loft, and that this tra-

dition was fet on foot, not very long ago, to fupply the de«

fed.

Since the above was written, a gentleman of my acquaint-

ance (Dr L. Campbell) told me, that he had lately the cu=

riofity to call into his room an old Highlander who could

repeat
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* Ge d' bu beirge ghruaidh na 'n caoran

Bhiodh air uilinn aonaich fhè'air,

Dh'fhàs e nis dui'-neulach uaine,

Mar neul fuar air neart na ereine.

Gaol Grain' agus Dbiarmaid.

*' 'S tha ceo air mo fhuilibh fein,

'S mo chàil a' treigfinn gun (tad ;

An tuil a bha 'm chridhe thràigh i,

'5 tha mis' air m' fhàgail mar fgar.

Bidh tufa brònach, a Ghràine ;

Cùis mo chraidh gur eigin dealach' ;

9 -—Tha

repeat a number of Offian's poems, and read to him the

Translation of this poem, to fhow how it correfponded with

his reeitaL He wa3 perfectly fatisfied with the correfpon-

dence till the Do&or came to the paffage relative to Der»

mid's death, when the Setiachie cried out, that there the

Tranflator was wrong, and gave his own edition of the paf-

fage, which I have not yet had an opportunity of procuring,

* el. Ge d' bu deirge ghruaidh na'n tfubh

Bhiodh air uilinn cnuic fan fheun
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=—Tha ceo air mo fhuilibh fein,

Is eigin do Dhiarmad cadal
f.

Co bheir do Ghràme an fgeul?

Ach feuch i dlù, is geug ga fgaile'

;

Tha i cluinntin acain a gaoil,

Tha hanam a' plaofgadh o fhuain;

Tha a caoi air anail na hofuinn,

A fail 's a deoir mu brollach anuas.

" O cairibh mife le m' ghaol

Na leabai chaoil aig eigheann nan crag;

Theid tharuinn an Truth le caoiran bròin,

Gun teachd a choir donn-chleachda Dhiarmai<Js

Chi 'n fealgair (le mànran a fhiubhlas)

Bogha Dhiarmaid air a rufga' fan tfruth.

" So leaba Dhiarmaid !"—" \S a cheile la' ris;'»

Their a bhean, *s i cràiteach dubhach.

Tuirfeach tofdach tha 'n imeachd

Le fios gu fgarar o cheil' iad.

—Ach iladaibh, a chàraid chaomh,

Cha fealgair faoin fo tha nur deign

;

Bn

f A long dialogue concerning Cuach Fhinn, or the me-

dicinal cup of Fingal, often repeated here, is rejected as the

fpuriou6 interpolation of fome later bard,
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£u mhor a chliu, 's bu treun a lamh,

'S bha ailleachd gun choi-meas fo 'n ghrein,

Bha bhrollach mar chanach an tfleibhe,

No mar ihneachd air orra-gheugaibh
;

#u dhearg a ghruaidh, bu ghorm a fhuil,

Mar chuifeig lubta bha mhala chaoin.

Mar cheol dhoire 's chaithream chlàr,

Le oighean, a ghraidh, bha do ghuth.

Ach threig do ghuth, 's tha mife fo fmalan,

Chan fhògrar m' fharran le aon diu.

Cha 'n eifd mi ri ceileir na fmeoruich,

Sa mhadainn bhoidhich cheituin
;

Uam grian is madainn is famhra,

'S mo ghaol na thigh geamhrai sinte.

—Cha dealruich a mhadainn gu là bhràth

A dh'fhogras do phràmh a fhuinn !"

Chàirich finn an dithis fan raon,

Tha bhogha 's a fhleagh ri taobh Dhiarmaid
;

*S le Graine* thaifgeadh leinn an guineach

A lot a muinpal 's a bràghad.

2 Shil

* It was the cuftom of old to bury dogs and arms, and

^ther implements of the chace or war in the graves of the de-

ceafed,



D I A R M A D. 113

Shil deoir mo Righ, 's e aomtay

Tra thaom na filidh an ceol

;

Bu bhrònach ar laoich, is ar madai,

Nan luidhe' air fgiathaibh du-dhonn/

Màrhb-rann Dhiarmaid 0' Duibhnet

Fois do tanam, a Dhiarmaid,

Is sith ami ad chria-thigh caol

;

Sguir fuaim nan arm, is ruaig an tuirc ,

Is thuit thu 'm fois as nach eirich.

—Cha duifg farura ieilge no fgèithe

Bho fhuain an èig thu, Dhiarmaid !

4 P Bha

ceafed, either with a view of informing' pofterity of their oc-

cupation, or from a belief that they could avail themfelves of

fuch conveniences in a future ftate. Thus, in fome editions

of the poem of Darthula, the graves of the three foas of

Ufnoth are defcribed as follows :

An tri fgiatha 's an tri ileagha

Anns an leabai chughainn chuireadh

;

'S chuireadh an tri chloidheana cruaidhe

Slnt' an sèimh-uaigh nan cathan
;

An tri choin 's an tri feabhaig leithir,

Le 'n trie a bhairte gach lauaidh fhsilge.



ii4 D I A R M A D.

Bha do near* mar thuilteach uifg^

Dol afios a chlaoi' do nàmh ;

An cabhaig mar iolair nan fpeur,

* No fteud èifg a' ruith air fail'.

San àraich b' ionan do cheum

Is eafach a' leum thar charraige,

Tra fgaoileas e cheo glas

Air gaothaibh, 's e bras ro Mhora.

—Tha crainn is tuilm na ghlacaibh

Gus am fairtlich a mhuir mhor air.

Cha ghluais e *n fin an duilleag,

Mur cuidich leis neart nan ioma-ghacth.

—Air ioma-ghaoith gabh-fa do thuras,

A mhic o Duibhne, gu cuideachd nan Treun'ar.

'S a thriath threun a b' ailli' leadan

Na aon fhleafgach tha fan Fheinn',

Gu ma sàmhach a robh tòr-chul,

Fo chudrom na fòide rè ! f

Feucb

* a!. 'S i leum air eilid an fhafaich.

f Kurai, &c.

Light lie the turf upon thy facred head,

Euryroedon, and let thy tomb be green J

Theocrit. Ejpit. in Euiymed.
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Feuch bare air barraibh nan fteud,

A fiuil a' leum o thonn gu tonn

;

« Barca Dhiarmaid!" .'S i a bh'ann;

Ach tha *n laoch 's an tore an lionn nan neul.

Chluinn mi caifeamachd feilg',

Tha fiol gun cheilg a' leum a' còfaibh,

Tha 'n lealgair air an raon ga 'n ruaga'

'S aon diu buailte trafd air caochan.

—Tha chafa mar chuifeig fa ghaoith,

Tha e tuiteam ri taobh na bruaiche.

Tha each gu faoin ga phurra'

;

Cha 'n urr' iad a thogail no fhàgail.

" Co fud ga 'n ruith ach Diarmad !"

Cuis m' iarguinnach beo e'n tràfa.

Chi mi feachd nan nàmh
;

Sruth laidir gan fguab' air ais

!

Sud, ars' an taineal, Diarmad na Feinne.

Och ! threig an laoch linn, ars' a charaid
f

Fo 'n chreig eighinn ud tha uaigh,

'S raineach uaine air teachd thairt

;

Spion mi fein an luibh air falbh,

Bu dalma dhi chliu a cheiltinn,

Tha
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Tha ògan a' feadail fa mhàgh,

Airm ghàbhaidh fa ghrein a' lafadh

;

Tha a mhaife mar ghathaibh na greine,

'S a ipionnadh a reir a mhaife.

Tha na hòighean gu hard air an tulaich,

'S an culaidh' mar bhogha nan fpeur,

Am fait mar chleachda na greine

'S i treiglinn air tuinn gun bhuaire'.

'S ciatach na 'n fuilibh an laoch,

" 'S cofail aogas, Och ! ri Diarmad !"

—Tha Diarmad ag eirigh na 'n cuimhne,

Mar fholus air duibhre Mhora,

Tra bhrifteas e ro na neulaibh,

'S a chi e na geuga brònach.

Chitear an deoir ro 'n ciabha dualach,

Mar reultan an gruaig na gealaich
;

Tha 'n file' bras, mar dheuraibh Oifein,

Ri cuimhneach' air Ofcar na Lèige !

Tha 'n oigridh a' crathadh an fleagh,

1* Co fo teachd ro 'n mhagh ach Diarmad?"

* A' fàgail an fleagh chuilce 's an fgèithe,

Tha iad aoibhneach an coàil Dhiarmaid.

—ià Cha
f al A' fagail a bhogh a dheflbh an Iaocl?.,
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—" Cha 'neat' ann !"—Air leth na flighe

Tha chlann a' pille' gu bronach,

Fuaim an cluiche tuille cha 'n eirich,

'S iad an-aoibhinn arfon mhic Duibhne.

Ann talla Fhinn tha ceol is aighear,

Tha 'n coigreach ghios an tighe ga chluinntin,

Tha thaice ri luirg, 's a chluas a* caifdeachd,

" Sud Diarmad !"—'s e dian na chòail.

Air anam bhoifg platha, 's e jftad

An leth an treas ceuma * :

" Cha bheo mae Duibhne !"—Mu fhuil tha

fhalluing,

'S e mall-cheumach le acain bhrònaich.

—Cha chluinn thu ach caithream nam bard,

A choigrich, an àros Fhinn,

Ag èide' cliu mhic Duibhne

Ga chur ionnfuidh blia'nai gach linn.

An laoch fein ni "s mò cha'n fhaic thu,

Tha leaba fo chlachaibh, le Gràine,

Aig

* Here, and in fome other parts of this poem, the verfifi-

cation is broken and incorreft ; but it was judged better to

give it even in this imperfedt Hate than to fupply the defeft

with \htfgevlachd or tale.
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Aig fruth Gkulbunn nan rua'-bhoc,

Fo charraig uaine nan eigheann bòidheach,

Thairis tha fruthan a' leumnaich,

* 'S iughar f fad-gheugach dlu dha.

Chi am maraich', ag aoma r'a chrann,

An tionad uaigneach o'n dui'-lear,

Is innlìdh e 'n fgeul da cho-fheoid,

Do nach leir le deoir a charraig.

Bheir iad gu tir aineil an fgeul,

'S bidh moran ag eifdeachd mu 'n tuineal,

Tha oighcan dubhach 's oig'ir deurach,

Tha 'n dithis ag eirigh nan fmuainte,

Tra dh' aomas bruadar mar cheo nan cadal>

'S iad fcadh an latha neo-aoibhinn ;

O dhufga na maidne moich

Gu aoma nan neul anmoch.

| 'S is trie fibh am fmuainte fein,

A chlanna na maife, tra theid mi mach

Fheuch

* Ingentem ftruxere pyram, cui frondibus atris

Intexunt latera, et ferales ante cupreflbs

Conftituunt, decorantque fuper fulgentibus armis.

JEntid. 1. vi.

j; al. Air feidh a' cur duibhre.

\ Offian fpeaks.
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Fheuch' an cluinn mi fan ofaig ur guth,

?S mo chruit air craoibh gheugaich.

'S tha mi fein mar gheig na h aonar,

fS i mofgain maol gun duilleach,

Gun mhaothan r'a taobh no ogan,

Ach ofna bhròin a' caoi' na mullach,

'S fagus an doinionn a fgaoileas

A crionach aofd' air feadh a ghlinne,

Mu leabai' Dhiarmaid 's nan laoch lugh'or

Aig Caothan nan luban uaine.

Cia tiamhaidh thu, Ghleann Caothan,

'S do laoich air iiubhal d' an cònuldh ;

O 'n tha ceo air mo fhuilibh fein,

O deanar mo leaba leo*fan

!

BAN
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V^lIOD fo chi fibh fan fpeur,

Oigridh aoibhinn nan làithe mear ?

Glas-cheo nam beanntaidh arda,

No fneachda tlà bho chrioch an lear ?

Am bheil gealach nan neul fo fmal,

'S a faileas air balbh-fhruth Chaothain

;

Am bheil taibhfe nan fleibhte ri caoi'

'S guth thannas an luib na gaoithe ?

" Tha 'n taonach, a bhaird, ro-gheah

Is faileas na rè air Caothan,

Taibhfean an tfleibh a' labhairt,

'S guth thannas an luib na gaoithe.

Ach 's caochla cruth am bheil ar beachd
5

Da dhuifneul am feachd na hòiche
;

Ta

* Called in the tranflation Finan and Lorma-
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Ta 'n imeachd air Albha nam boc,

'S an ciabha clearc air ofunn an aonaich.

Le aon diu' doilleir tha dhà chù,

'S a bhogha iughrach dorch' air lagh,

Bho flilios na hòigh tha fruthan daithtef

A falluing dearg 's a haghaidh brònach."

Cum air tais, a ghaoth,

Gus am faic finn aogas na deife,

Na fguab ad fgiobul araon iad,

'S na fgap air faondra' am maife.

—Tharghleann naluachrach ' s cruaidh nan èilde ,

Ta 'n leumnaich feadh ànraidh a cheo ;

A bhaird aofda nan linn a thrèig,

Co iad ri am dhoibh bhi beo ?

'S phill na blia'naidh a bha
j

Tha m' anamfa làn d' an ceol,

Mar chaoiran thonn a bhios an cèin

Ri uair fhaimhe, ta 'n ceum do m' choir.

—A chlanna Mhuirne, 's caomh learn ur dàn>

Is cian fhuaim o chlaraibh Sheallama.

Oigridh, bidh libhfe mar mife^

Cu fnitheach aon latha, 's gun leirfinn

;

4 Q^ Eifdibh
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Eifdibh ri fgeula na clainne,

S na ceilibh o *n àl nur dèigh e.

Co fo 'g aom' air a luirg,

'S a ihuilean am buifgean dheur
;

Fholt lia air guala na gaoithe,

?S guth caointeach o chliabh ag eiridh ?

A Mhuirne, ciod fà do chaoini'

* 'S Fionan le laoich fa chath
;

Ceuma Lorma air raon nan earba,

'S clarfach Thormain ri luadh air Math ?

" 'S mor fà mo thuirfe fein,

Fhionain, clja fteud thu fa chòrag
;

A Lorma, cha 'n eil thufa le oighean

;

Tha mo chlann fan torr a chònuidh.

—Cha 'n ioghna mife bhi tuirfeach,

Mar cheo f ro dhuflach na hiargail.

Glac, a Thormain, an fgia mar ghealach,

An claidhe dealain 's an tfleagh chraobhach,

Mar fin 's a cheann-bheairt, culaidh Ardain,

Airm àluinn athar Mhuirne.

Na

* Al. Is fuilean Fhionaia mar chaoir an cath.

•^ al. Air tulchanaihh grianach.
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Na hairm a bhuin e bho aineal,

Na cheud latha cogai' le Treun'ar.

" Bibh treun an tùs na teug-bhoil,

* 'S e cliu gach duin' a cheud iomra."

Ruith iad gu conas na Cluaithe

Mar dha iolair luath fan fpeur,

A lean fan -Doire (na 'n ceud ruaig)

Rua-bhoc og nan liorradh eu-trom,

Bha laoich gan laoire' o Threun'ar,

I 'S le laimh Ardain dh' eug Duthorran.

Ach, Ardain, dh' fhàilnich do ghineii,

An dà chraoibh chionail aig Albha,

Tha aonaran maol diu gun duilleach,!

'S aon eile mar luibh air a fearga'.

Tha mo mhac anns an torr na luidhe,

Is athair thar uaigh ag aoma',

*S gearr gu 'n leag an ofag alios e,

'S an criochnaich a ghineil aobhach

!

Càirich, a Thormain, na h airm,

A dh' innfe* na mairbh bhi treun,

0.2 A

* This line is become a proverb to recommend an early

attention to chara&er.

f al. Fhuair Ardan airm-eidi' Duthorrain,



j

2

4 DAN CLAINNE MHUIRNE.

A ghineil a thig cha'n urr' iad an togaiL

Co, their iad, bu chofail ri Albha ?

Ghiulain dà fhilidh na hairm

Gu 'n tafgaidh gu aimfir fad as,

Aon fgia mar ghealaich air ealachainn,

'S aon le roinn-fleagh falaichte foipe.

Duan na hEalachainn.

Tuirling, Ardam, o'n alla-cheo,

Tuirling o d' neoil an coinne tarma ;

Bi lubhach am meadhon do dheur
;

Do fhliochd fein cha b' fhuigheall farmaid.

Bha do fhleagh mar fholus na 'n laimh,

A fgànra doininn na hiorguill,

Fuil nan lag cha robh riabh na fmal

Air faobhar gorm an ftàilinn.

Do fgia mar charraig a fgriob an dealan,

Bu treun ealamh gach lamh a fgaoil i

;

Bha Muirne mar dhoininn fan darach,

^S mar lafair fan doire bha Fionan.

Tuirling,
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Tuirling, Ardain, * gu d' thalla,

VS cum anam a mhioghair o d' armaibh,

Cha b' ann dm' fin idir na treun'ir

A dh' èideadh le airm an righ fo.

—Anaim chrin, air tais

Airm ghaifge cha bhuin do d' laimh-fa

;

Imich gu d' fhruthan diomhair,

Far nach eirich fuaim na hàraich.

Caith t uine le feidh nan aonach,

'S bi aofda le fòghnain uaighneach.

Caidil fan uaigh gun mhiadh gun chliu,

Do leaba gun ùigh, 's do fhliochd gun fheoruich*

Aon is aon diu' tlia crionadli,

Mar rainich an fgè na carraige,

Ta fàs, a' fearga' 's a' diothadh,

Gun duine chi no fhineas lamh riu.

—O'n fhalach thig ofunn a gheamhrai'

'S am bàs le ghreann air a h aghaidh,

Le mhile dorlach 's le choilion bogha

:

Chi e fan fhafach an duine lundach
;

Tairngidh

* In the Highlands it was believed, till of very late,

that every old family-feat had fome guardian fpirit or genius

attending it. The ancient lares, and the modern lobbins and

breiunies, were names of much the fame meaning with the

bocan zaàgruagacb of the Highlanders,
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Tairngidh e 'n tfreang, fiubhlaidh 'n tfaighead,

'S ge d' mharbh i cha'n fhaighear a creuchdan:

Cha'n eirich fonn le òigh no bard,

'S cha chàirich na feoid a leac
\

Bidh anam fan fhuar-cheo

(Mar iafg air reo-ihruth Lanna)

Am fuar-ghaile na gaoithe ga luafga,

Mar fhaighead fliuuthais an fgrios a chrith-rea.

Cha 'n fhaicear a cheum air ileibhte,

No cheo air re'lean nam rlaithcan arda.

—Ni 'm b
7
amhuil, Ardain, do fhiol-fa,

Mar thuinn a' dol iios do'n chath,

Le fgia dhuinn na doininn

A thogadh an tràs' a t fhardaich.

Ach treigidh fardach an laoich,

Mar chraoibh a leaga' le hofuinn,

Leumai' gach bras-fhmth thairte,

'S i tairfing air uiige Albha.

Ta 'n droighean uaine 'n fm o bhlà,

?S an dreas a' fàs gu hùrar,

An raineach ri turram fa ghaoith,

5S am fraoch fo 'n eilid a' lùbadh.

—Bhrùchd
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—Bhrùchd an tuil o'n aonach,

'S chladhaich i 'n fhaoin-ìàrach ;

An fgia dhorcha dh' eirich rìs,

An fgia fin bu trie fan àraich.

" Ciod i 'n fgia fo doiileir

Mar ghealach 's a hoir ri foillfe'
;

Ta 'n fealgair ga fuafgla' le flileagb

Is anam feadh ùine na di-chuimhn'.

Chi e pailiun mu'n cuairt

Na thulaich uaine fein
;

" So pailluinn nan feoid a bh' ann,

Pailluin righre na'n am fein !"

—* 'S e talla nan righ' ata ann,

Na buin da 'n fieagh ma 's fann do threoir,

Sleagh Ardain ; air ite' na doininn

Bi fein fan torruinn d'a còir."

B' amhuil a fheinn na baird

Ri togail an aird arma Mhuirne
;

mm
* crìnf' lrirova% xinai, &c.

Here fleeps Hlppònax in his peaceful tomb,

If thou art wicked dare not to come nigh j

But if thou art upright and good,

Approach thou may'it, and on it gently lie.

Theocrit. in Hippon*.
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Bha 'n laoch fein gu tiamhaidh trom,

Is ofna mar * thonn an uaigneas.

—Thugas leixm e gu tiamhaidh trom,

Tha da t thulaich air lorn le 'n cinn uaine

;

Na 'm meadhon thuit Muirne na neul

'S na feoid air an fheur mu 'n cuairt da.

Neach cha dubhairt ris, Eirich,

Dh' eifd finn ri tuireadh a thruaighe.

Tuire' na Truaigbc.

" Bhrift a chamh-fhair air Croma,

'S dh' eigh le solas mo mhac,

Tri choin flieanga leum m'a thuaiream,

Làn fodain ri fuaim a dhorlaich.

Dh' imich iad na 'n curach ro 'n chaol,

A ruaga' nam faoin damh ciara

;

Chunnas iad a' pille' mu anmoch,

Ro thonna garbha na mara iargalt,

An uachdar fa feach is an ìochdar,

Tha 'n curach a' dire' 's a' tearna',

Gus nach 'eil e ni 's mò r'a fhaicinn

A glaic na lear no na hòiche.

Gheiltich

* al. chuifeag na huaighc f aU kabai'.



DAN CLAINNE MIIUIRNE. 1 29

Gheiltich m' anam fein.

Ach ciod a dheanainn 's mi aofda ?

Dh' eight mi ris na blia'nai' a threig,

Ach dh' fhàg iad eifdeachd an fhaondraich.

Sgartaich mo nighean; bha m1 anam air chrith

Mar dhuilleig flieargta ri doininn eiti.

" Chailleadh mo bhrathair, mo bhrathair,

Chailleadh thu ghraidh arms an doininn!"

Bhuail i na deann gus an tràigh,

'S a righ gu b' anrach a himcachd
;

O fgeir thirim bha sùil 's a glaodh ;

s< A bhrathair mo ghaoil, nach cluinn thu

m'eighe!"

•—Ciod fud doilleir air bharr tuinn ?

Am bad gun iuim e; no 'n tu mo bhrathair?

—Fhreagair efan le fann-ghuth caol.

Tha hanam ait faraon agus ànrach.

Thainig dà chù ghlas gu tràigh

An treas aon dh' fhàg iad fan doininn

;

Chual an dithis caoi-ghuth Fhionain,

'S Ihm iad a ris an uchd ri fruth
;

Rol an treas tonn iad lefan gu tràigh,

Ghrad-fhailnich anam aon did.

R Thug
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Thug Lorma a brathair gu fgeir,

" Fois bheag. is mo chàil a' treigfinn."

—Chàirich i heide m'a uchd,

'S rinn i adhart do 'n ultach bu tirime.

" Bi tofdach a mhuir le tioma muc,

'S bi thufa fad as, a ghaoth

;

Mall is ciuin biodh imeachd nan fruth,

'S na buireadh am boc air an raon.

Caidleadh mo bhrathair 's e fgith
;

Gu ma sàmhach, Fhionain, do bhruadair !

—Och ! 's duaichni aogus mo bhrathar,

Mar ghealach a' fnàmh ro neul

;

Tha bhruadar air ànra na tuinne,

'S tha aghaidh gu duifneulach truailli',

Mar ghnuis lcinibh, 's e 'n fuain gun fhois

A' bruadar air madai' nan coilltean.

—An nòs do mhathair le hiochd

A leanabh fan riochd fo dhufga,

\S a bhruadar fhògra mar ofaig ?

Ach fathafd ni mofglamfa Fionan.

—Tha cuilean air gnùis mo ghaoil,

B' fhearr gu feudainn am fuadach'.

Falachai
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Falachai mi ghnùis le 'm ghnuis fein

Gu fèimh, 's cha treig a fhuain e.

—Och ! mo bhrathair ! fuar gun deo !

An e nach beo thu, ghaoil ! a bhrathair

!

Rainig a gaoir mi o'n fgeir,

Dh' fhàs a mhuir gun fhios do 'n oigh ;

An cii a' caoidh is is' a' balraich,

A' taomadh a hofnaigh air ceo.

Tha m' anams' air leagha le bròn,

" Nach coghn' thu, Mhuirne, do leanabh?"

" A Mhuirne," thuirt guth rium aftigh,

'* Tha làithe do ghaifge-s' air treigfinn."

Air uchd na tuinne dh' eirich mo chlann

A nail a ghios na tràgha ;

Bhuaileadh iad ri carraig dhorcha,

'S thorachadh r'i flios na mna'-gil.

Och ! dhearg a fuil an tonn !

Ta hanam air fonn le Fionan!

Och ! 's truagh mi fein a chlann,

Na 'r deigh gu fann aos'ar

;

Mar dharaig llieargta mi air aonach,

Ris nach pill gu brath a caoin-chruth.

R 2 Th,
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Tha *n dùlach dorch' anns a ghleann,

'S gach crann air an raon gun duilleach *

;

Ach pillidh fa cheituin am maife,

Ge nach faicear mo fgeimh-fa tuille.

Dh' fhailnich fiol Albha nam feachd,

Mar fmùid a' teach fuarraidh dorcha

;

Cha'n ioghna mife bhi trom a nochd,

'S tus' Fhionain fan tflochd, 's a Lorma!" f

Bu dubhach anam an aofd*

Is acain ga taoma 'n cònuidh ;

Sinne tcfdach nar n àite

Mar thaibhfe ri sàimh an an-moich,

No mar eith eadar bhruacha fneachda

'S a hula reota ri gealaich na hòichc.

Ach

* Bfttif *' 0,a- Tt P"*A*. &C.

Like leaves, the produce of the teeming fpring

We early flourifh, and anon decay
;

What though we balk in fummer funs a while,

Fell winter's blafts will fweep us foon away.

Mimnermus de Vitae brevit.

Oii rt{ pv*A«r, &c.

The race of men may be compar'd to leaves.

Simon ides, de Vk.
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Ach co fo fan aonach co fiata,

Mar eilid ag iarruidh a h annfachd ;

Fhalt òr-bhuidh air anail na h ofaig,

'S a cheuma docair eug-famhluidh ?

Is trie donnal a leoin,

Is bronach acain a chleibh,

Mar chaoiran gaoith arin an uaimh,

'S gach tonn air luafga' fan fhairge ?

—Co ach Uran òg an iughair,

Ris an trie an robh fiughair Lorma.

Bha cheum gu Dunalbha fan òiche,

B' ioghna leis fhaotain dorcha

;

Chleachd da reul ghorm bhi dearfa,

Ach dhruid am bàs deart-fhùile Lorma.

" A Lorma, c'ait an tàmh dhuit ?

Ionad do phràimh ca' bheil e ?

'N do ghlac an òich' thu fan fhafaich,

Air aghaidh nan ard-bheann feilge ?

Og-bhean an iughair is caoin flios,

'S truagh nach fias domh do chònuidh.

An i cois na creige do thuineach,

Aig bile nan fruthan uaigneach ?

Ma
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Ma 's i, do bhrollaeh bidh fliuch,

Bidh e fliuch, is tha 'n òiche fuarraidh.

—Ach tha thu ghna le m' anam fein,

A ghaoil, gu ma fèimh do bhruadair !

A thaibhfean air ofnai' na hòiche,

Buinibh gu caoineil ri m' ghaol,

Tha fè air a gnuis 's i ri gàire,

Na fèidear om ghradh e le gaothaibh.

Caoin is sèimh fo dhoinionn nan fpeur,

Tha m' annfachd fein, 'sah uigh air Uran ;

Na duifgear i le rua-bhoc an raoin

No le caochan * a ghlinne dhiamhair.

Fhirein fhiadhaich nam beann,

Na biodh tfharum f an gleann mo ghaoil.

—Caidil, a ghaoil, gun fmuairean,

Aig fruthan uaigncach nan ioma bad j

Mar chagar beacha na bruaiche,

Meafg J
ròfan uaigneach nan allt,

A' croma' fo dhruchd na maidne

Thig mife gu d' chadal, a Lorma.

—Sèimh gu robh, ghaoil, do thàmh,

'S ma thuiteas pràmh orm fein,

Eirich

* al. nam minnean ciara.

]• al. ofcionn. t al. chòfan.
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Eirich an aifling mo chadail,

'S biodh do ghnuis gu farafda màlda l*

Leag e thaobh ri Albha nan còs,

Thuit cadal mar cheo air a rofg,

An dearia na gealaich 's nan fruth,

Dh' eirich ath-bhuailt caoi'-chruth Lorma.

Bu chofail an òigh ri neul geal

Air aghaidh na gealaich fan earra-dhubh.

" A thannais mo ghaoil !"—

Shiubhail e *n raon gu tiamhaidh,

Gus am fac e 'n dà thulachan uainc

'S an cual e trom-chaoiran Mhuirne.

—Thuit e ; 's bu neo-amhluidh a bhròn,

Sinn' uile mar cheo air an tfliabh,

Gus 'n do thribuail am bard a chruit,

Tha gach uchd air an fhonn neo-aoibhinn,

Dan Turlaicb.

'S bu chian aig Lùbar nan fruth

Turlach nan turas àigh ;

Bu * lorn an tflighe gu thigh,

Ceann-uighe nam mile bàigh.

aI. leathan.

-Bha
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—Bha dhorus gun chòla, fial,

Ni 'm facamar riabh e druidt'.

A noir no niar do neach fo 'n ghrein,

Cha d' eura' leis riabh a chuid*

Ard mar a dharag fein

Eadar dhà chrann aoibhinn dh' fhàs e.

B' iurain uain' ann am bogh' na frois

Clann Mhuirne na maife gàbhaidh.

B' ioghna le each an ailleachd,

'S iad ag radh aig Lubar nan fruth,

" Tha 'm fear fo mar Ailltheas na bhoidhche,

'S an òigh fo mar Mhiguil na cruth."

Mar uifge balbh a ghlinne fein,

Dh* imich cein do bhlia'nai Thurlaich

;

* Bha ghnùis mar ghath-grein air an tfliabh,

Gun duifeal riabh fan iarmailt ùrair.

3 Ach

* The poet extends this image elfewhere, in an enco-

mium on his beloved fon Ofcar.

Bha do chridhe mar ghathaibh greine,

'S do fpiorad mar chanach fleibhe

;

B' e do nòs bhi aoibheil fkilteach,

Mar na ròfaibh air gach fàire.
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Ach ioma-chruthach mar neul nan fpeur

Air a fhleibhte tha laithe gach fir,

Garbh is feirnh tha 'n imeachd mu feach,

Tha iad foilleir nan dreach agus dorcha.

Chuir Miguil a bogh' air lagh,

Tha dà chu nam faoghaid fheilg dhi

;

Air madain tha 'n ceum fan druchd,

'S iad ri aghaidh nan ftuc ag eiridhi

Mar neoil ro anail nan fpeur,

Air fleibhte bha ceum na hòighe,

Le faighde co cinnteach 's am bàs,

Bha feidh nam fafach leonta.

Dhorchaich, le torran, an fpeur,

Tha Lubar na fteuda mora ;

Ighean Mhuirne, tha do chridhe fo final,

Gun faod air dol tharta beo dhuit.

Chunnaic a brathair a ceum ;

Bha leum dlù aig flugan carraige ^

Meur craoibh' air a fgaoile thairis,

'

Ri'n trie a ghramaich an fealgair.

Sheas Aiiltheas air a ghèig,

'3 ghlac gu feimh a lamh thual

;

S Chrithich.
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Chrithich an deis' air an daraig,

Chrath i, dh' aom i, bhrift i, bhruan i.

Rainig glaodh gu cluais an athar,

'S e fadadh an teine do Mhiguil

;

Chlifg e, leum e, 's chunn' e 'n deife,

Dol leis an amhainn air gheugaibh.

B' ard ach b' fhaoin a chaoi,

'S an òich' a* tuirling na ghleann,

Chuala na creagan a mhoch-ghlaodhf

'S chlifg eilde nam faoin-bheann.

Bhrift an fhàire ; thuit an òiche ;

'S Turlach a' caoidh a chlainne ;

Phill e le bròn gu thalla fàs,

Bu chian a chràdh 's na floigh nan cadal.

Chual e mu dheire caifeamachd catha,

'S leum e gu flathail o Lùbar
;

Gu I-àluinn ftieol e le laoich,

'S iad ri taoghla beag an* I-thulma.

Chunnas dà iuran aoibhinn,

Air carraig * an deigh nan earba ;

Thainig tiomadh air Turlach, ri faicinn

Na deife bu mhaifich' 's a b' aillidh.

* a!, fu' leum nan rua-bboc.
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" B' ionan fo clann mo ghaoil,

Ailltheas aobhach is Mig'uil ùr!"

Chual iadfan guth an athar,

San I gu 'n do tharruing a gheug iad,

Bha 'n leumnaich gu h ait na chòail,

'S phill aoibhneas gu cònuidh Lùbair.

Is amhuil fin, air an fruthaibh fein,

Dh' imich, re feal, clanna Muirne

;

Ach gheibhear iad an Innfe nan treun, *

Mar iurain aoibhinn fan doire uaine.

S 2 Cheana

* The Greek and Latin, as well as the Celtic poets,

placed the paradife of the happy in iflands,

K«< T01 fttl, &C.

The happy heroes in thofe ifles refide

Round which the Ocean fpreads its peaceful tide;

No care is theirs; for Earth fpontaneous yields,

And thrice a-year they reap their fertile fields.

Hesiod, Op. Sc dies.

Horace gives a ftill more pompous defcription of thefe

happy abodes in his i6th Epode, from the 41ft line to the

end.

—-Infulas,

Reddit ubi Cererem tellus inarata quotannis,

Et imputata floret ufque vinea; &c.
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Cheana chitear an caoin-chruth

A' fnàmh doiileir feach gealach na h òiche ;

Tra fheallas i nuas fo fmal

Air Albha nan ceuma ciuine.

Caifg, Urain, mata do bhròn,

'S na biodh do dheoir, a Mhuirne, co fhitheach,

'S gach aon air a fteud-lhruth fein

An deigh a chairdeàn ag imeachd.

Mar gheig air luaiga, tra fguireas an doiniorm,

Bha Uran an deigh an dàin
;

'S bha uchd Mhuirne 'g eiridh air uairibh,

Mar thuinn tra bhuairear fairge fhaimhe.

C A T H
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J. HA torman a chaochain am chluais,

'S e brùchdadh o'n charraig anuas
;

Gus an darag fan gluais e fan Ion,

| A mhacain na h òige ftiur mi.

—Tri chlacha le 'n còinich ghlais,

Tha 'n fin fo dhuilleach nam fras

:

Leaba draimheach mo ghaoil

!

Nach duifgear le fruth no le gaoith,

'S nach

* The lake of Lochavich in Lorn, appears from tradi-

tion, and from an old poem called Laoi' Fbraoicb, to have

been anciently called Loch-luine, or Loch-luana. Near it

probably was the fcene of this poem, as many places in its

neighbourhood are ftill called after the names of fome of

Offian's heroes.

•j* The Son ofyouth, to whom this piece is addreffed, is

fuppofedto be the Son of Alpin, fo often mentioned in fome

of the other poems of Offian.
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'S nach cluinn, gu h iofal na 'n ùir,

Farum ar ceum a' teachd dlù.

San aimfir ait bu lion'ar laochan

Air fleibhte nam Mor-bheann aobhach

;

Gach aon mar chrann-giuthais àluinn,

Air na tulachaibh gorma fàfaich.

Ach thainig an doinionn eiti',

Sguab i choill 's an talla aoibhinn,

Amhuil fruth no deo-grein' a chaidh feacli,

Cha'n 'eil folas no fpionna na'r teach

;

Tha chorahachag arm a chònuidh,

'S ar laoich fan Ion na'n sine'

Far an caidil, na'n cluainibh diomhair,

Feidh na fàfaich 's al na fridhe.

Co fo, *s a cheum trom,

Ri faicinn na fardaiche lorn ;

A' feoruich do bhuachal na fpreidhe

('S e uallach aig dubhar an tfleibhe)

C àit am bheil lloigh na Feinne,

'S Fionn nach d' thug do 'n Aineal euradh ?

Fhir a thainig an cein,

Tha na laoich gu leir iofal

;

Mar
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Mar ghiumhas air Daora nan lion,

A fpionadh le frann-ghaoth ard

:

Chi thu leaba nan treun

Air flios gach fleibh mu 'n cuairt,

Am feur a' folach an leac,

* 'S gun luadh ac' air feac no buaireas.

Ach ni 'n tofd do m' chlàrfaich fein,

Bidh iomra nan treun am dhàn ;

Cluinnidh an taineal an fhuaim,

'S aghaidh air uairibh gu làr.

—Tha mife dall,

Ach chluinn mi tacain ;

Imich le borbhan an dàin,

Gus an talamh o'n d' thain' thu *n cein ;

An fin taom an dàn

Air clarfaich nam fonn,

Is clanna nam bard

Air an clàraibh crom.

An fo tha mo chaoimh air an càradh,

Ach c' àit am bheil na leaca còinich

Aig taobh nan eafan còfach

A rinn an leaba chaol a chòdach ?

—Treigidh

* AL 'S iad tofdach mar cheathach na cliwine.
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—Treigidh còra nan leac,

Gun chuimhn* ac' air clanna nam feachd -,

Ach 's buan iad am m* anam fein,

'S bidh an cliu am farum mo theud.

—Bu trie mar bhuinne-fhruth fàfaich

Mife 's fibh-fein fan àraicb,

Ar ilailinn a' lafa' mar dhealan,

A chofgra' na naimh air gach bealach.

—Eifd baoth-chòrag nam fear

Air an tulachan ghorm fo 'n ear.

San raon fo bha Goll agus Garna;

Bu ftailinn an da anam,

Dol a choghna Mhorain am fad,

Gu Innis-Iui'ne nan gorm-bhad.

Chualad am pailliun an Ri'

Guth na hòighe nach bu chll

;

'S mar flineachda fa fhuil na greine

Leagh art anama calma treuna.

Thug an deife do Ainnir gaol,

Ach air Goll bha gorm-fhuil chaoin \

B' è cùis a haiflinganns an òiche,

'S cuis a caoi mu 'n chaochan choillteach.

i Cha
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Cha b' ionan 's Garna na gruamaich,

Mar lafair 's an toit ga cuartach*.

Le ceol is le cuilm fa feach,

Tri làithe dhoibh ait fan teach
;

Air a cheathramh chrithich an leirg

Fo chofaibh nam feara ri feilg.

* Thog Ainnir cuideachd a builg

"S a culaidh fheilg

;

\5 ma bu luath iadfan,

Cha bu mhaille ife.

Le cam 's le direach,

*S le falach tal'ainn,

T Bha

* This and the two following paragraphs, which I for-

merly mentioned as taken from the tale accompanying this

poem, are generally repeated, as all the tales are, as if they

had been profe. Upon examination, however, the greater

part of thefe tales feems to be a peculiar kind of meafurc
;

and therefore I have marked thefe parts down as fuch, ia-

itead of writing them as profe in the following manner

:

Thog Ainnir cuideachd a builg 's a culaidh fheilg ; 's ma

bu luath iadfan cha bu mhaille ife. Le earn 's le direach 's

le falach tal'ainn, bha i gu feafgar an fealbhan Gharna.

Marfo, Sec.
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Bha i gu feafgar

An fealbhan Gharna,

Mar fo b' fhada 's bu chian doibh :

Ciirom fiar a ghrian an-moch

Fo bheul gach tuilm is bruaiche

Bu leaba do'n ruadh-earbai.

An fin gu faoithreach fgith

Shuidh Garna fios

Air fgeilp creige na Càba.

Bha bhalg-faighead r'a thaobh

*S a chù r'a bhonn,

S a bhogha crom sinte.

Suil ga 'n d' thug e uaithe,

Chunnaic e gu focair feolta,

Ogan a' teachd na rathad.

Cia as a thainig thu (arfa Garna

Gu dorcha deacair)

'S cia fhad a ruigeas tu ?

" Tha mife bho Dhuaran

Aig tùr uafal na Cao'-mhara

;

JS e air cluintinn gu d' thug Garna gaol tual

Da lcannan aig Luana bbarraich.

Chuir
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Chuir e mar chomraich ort 's mar gheaia,

Gu feuma' tu a fàgail,

No tuiteam fo laimh

A nochd fan àraich."

Innis do'n mhac rahearcach òg

Nach ftriochd ri bheo Garna,

Mar ghèig na Mala mo lamh,

'S trie mo ftailinn an uchd threun-laoch.

Tha Goll na aonar air mo dheis

Bho thuit leis an Tore air Eilde.

—Innis do Dhuaran imeachd

Na fireadh e nighean Mhorain.

w Air Duaran ni bheil thu eolach,

Tha aird, ars' an tòg, mar dharaig,

Tha threife mar thorran nan fpeur,

A lann mar dhealan an gèig aofda.

Imich mun tuit thu gu hiofal,

Mar choille chrionaich 's tairm gan fgaoile."

Bho Dhuaran ni 'n teicheam fein,

Feucham, Fhir-arma, mo fhleagh *

Mo fgia 's mo ehlaidhe foluis.

—

—Chi mi da thannas a' gleachd

T 2 X.e
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Le colg feachda fan iarmailt;

Am fliil thana air falluinn cheo,

'S an lanna dòbhidh air fgiathaibh fpeur-ghlas.

—Tha na caomhaich a nis ri sith,

Tha 'n tfion gan fgaradh o cheile ;

Cha 'n ionmhuinn learn fud, ach cha'n eagal,

Fhir-arma, grad-fhaigh dhomh m' èide'.

Dh' imich an òigh gu tulaich Ghuill,

Bha truim an laoich air a fhleagh
;

Damh cabrach r'a thaobh sinte

'S faoghaid fgith air uchd a mhagh.

Tha fhuil air Lui'ne nan tùr uaine,

Ainnir na fmuaine, 's a cliu na oran.

" Tha m* annfachd fein mar bhò' nan fpeur,

?S a heide' mar dhearfa maidne,

A gnuis mhàlda mar ghrèin a' dearcadh

O neulaibh breac-dhearg air beanntaibh uaine.

\S truagh nach faic-mi mo ghaol,

Maileach air raon na feilge,

Mar iuran giumhais an gleann Luana,

'S a cheann air luafgadh am irois na greine.

Ait mar eilid an aonaich

Na deann air raon nan rua'-bhoc,

Tha
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Tha m' anam fein tra chi mi do dhreach,

Ighean Mhorain nan each 's nan carbad."

'S an tufa Goll? ars' an tog

;

Ge bòidheach t Ainnir, a mhic Ardain,

Gun chath cruaidh cha leig Duaran leat i,

An fud air leacainn tha cheum a* tàr ort.

" Do Dhuaran ni 'n geilleam fein,

Ach ma theid e gu m' chuilm a nochd,

Bidh a thuras an sith a màireach,

Mur nàmh e le 'n ionmhuinn trod.'*

Caith-fa do chuilm a-taonar,

Tha friogh is fraoch air gnùis Dhuarain

;

Feuch fud a cheuman an cèin,

Mar thannas air fgei na h òiche ;

Tha na neoil chiar-dhubh foilleir

Le lainn fholuis gan cuartach'

;

Cluinn beum a fgeithe !

Tha bàs nan ceud na fuaimneach.

Chaidh Goll alios na eide*

Mar thannas air fleibhte tairneach,

3 Ga
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Ga chrioflacha fein le dealan :

B' ionan Goll am farum a ftailinn.

Gus an tulach o'n cual e 'n fhuaim,

Bhuail e le mànran faoin ;

Bha Ainnir a ghaoil na aire

'S a ghniomha 's na laithibh a threig ft.

* An fo chòlaich na feoid,

Gach aon a' còrag ri Duaran,

An òiche doilleir air fleibhte,

'S na fpeuran fo dhubhar gruamach.

—B' eiti' farum nan laoch,

B' eiti fraoch is fuaim an lann,

Mar fhruthaibh dealain a' fniomh na cheile

'S na neulaibh duaichni' dall.

—Tha

* According to another edition, this paflage runs thus ;

Bhuail iad an fo air a cheile,

Gu cruaidh cuidreach is dò-bheumach,

Chaidh an leirg air chrith fo 'n cafaibh

'S chaidh teine d'an armaibh glafa.

Bhuaileadh iad gu neart'or <ìòbhidh

Mar dha bhuinne ri cruai'-chòrag.

Cho-fhreagair na creagan 's na beanntai'

Do airm nan Cuiridh'nibh cabna.
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—Tha cnuic is fluic gam freagairt,

Is Lui'ne fo gheilt le choilltibh ;

Tha 'n raon air chrith 's na h eilde luaineach
\

Nan fuain tha crith is oillt orrV

—Tha 'n fhuaim a' fas nan cluais,

Bogh' is gaothair gan cruai'-ruith,

Tha 'n aifling mu dheire gan treigfinn,

'S iad a' leum gu doire nam fàfach.

Am meadhon a chath thoirteil thruim,

Bhrift na blòidibh fgia mhic Ardain,

'S rinn lann Gharna fead fan adhar,

Mar Ihrann-ghaoth 'm barraibh nan coillte.

Sheas Goll, mar mhiol mhara

Air carraig thirim, gun tonn dlù
;

'S leum Garna, mar fhairge atmhoir,

A ghlacail an laoich le fpairneachd.

Gu clis fèigheach

Na cheile fhàs iad,

Mar dha thannas dhuaichni,

'S an doinionn le fuathas a' feide' ;

Cnuic air chrith ro'n torran,

'S crainn le '* dealan a' gèifge\

B' amhuil
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B' amhuil a ghleachd na laoich,

Cnuic le 'm fraoch a' leum o'n sail,

Firil is fallas a' frutha' fiar

A noir 's a niar air feadh an lair.

B' aona chòrag an òiche ;

San òg-fhoillfe thuit mac Ardain ;

Bh' aithnich Garna gnùis a charaid,

A lot ris, 's a chlogaid ga fhàgail.

—Tofdach tiamhaidh fheas e,

Mar chrann feargt' air fliabh Mhora,

Gun umhail do 'n lot na chliabh fein,

Thuit e na chreuchdaibh le chòlan.

" Beannachd air laimh an laoich !

Caidlidh mife ri taobh Ghuill

;

*S theid m' anam, air neulaibh foilleir,

Gu pailliun nan feoid le anam Ghuill.

Sgaoilidh ar n athraiche 'n comhla cheo,

S iad a' cromadh nar còail anuas,

Le mile tannas, nach feud fheoruich

Cionnus a lag oirne fan uair?

Ge do ghleachd linn mar dhà namhach

Bu laidir an am na buaidh finn

;

Ach
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Ach com a ghleachd firm ri cheile,

'S an d' eifd finn fgeul' air Duaran?

Chuala Goll a charaid

'S a ihuil a' cadal fan eug.

" Com' a ghleachd mi ri Garna*

'N riochd Dhuarain nan gath geitr ?

—
'S truagh bhi gun Ainnir mo ruin,

* Athraiche! bibh did dhomh fein."

Thainig Ainnir air chrith,

A cith fiadhaich 's a briathra gearr.

** A Gharna, com' a fheas

;

A Ghuill, com' a thuit

;

A Dhuarain, com' an cualas

Riamh luadh air do fhliochd?"

Thuit a bogha, thuit a fgia,

Sheall Garna gu fiata uaipe
;

Thaini' n òigh gu Goll ionmfouirfflj

'S thuit i gu tiom rau thuaiream.

-—An fin fhuaras an Ailleag bhrònacli
3

Ach beo cha bhuinte bho gaol i

;

U Beul

* al. Dhruid e fhuil, 's a chòra threjg.
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Beul ri beul 's uchd ri uchd,

Mar ia'fhlat mu Hoc aofda.

Feadh an lò, tre neula fliuch,

Sheall a ghrian air uchd na hoigh
;

Is feadh na hòiche bha taibhfe nan creag

A' freagairt da caoi-chòra.

Dhruid a luil air an dara là,

Thaini' m bàs mar chlò cadail,

Tra bhios an fealgair fan aonach,

'S an fhri na tofd fan fheafgar fliè'ar^

D\ latha 's a fhuil ris an raon,

'S da òiche * gun aoma' fuain

Bha athair Ainnir. f An treas là,

Le luirg na laimh, thug air a chluain.

Dhonnalaich roimhe cù glas,

Dh' eirich geal-thannas air aonach.

Chunnaic an t Aofd' an dreach

Le fhuil dheuraich.—Och a Mhorain !

* # * # * # ^.

* a/, 's a ghaoth na chluais.

•j- al. —" Ci mo lorg,

Air for'uis Ainnir gluaifeam."

An
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An fo leagas an triuir,

An fo thogas an uir tharta

;

Eu bhras a fhileadh ar deoir

Is caithream bròin am beul ar bard.

Caithream a bhroin.

'* Co fo bho dhuifnenl an aonaich

Na èideadh ioghna foillfe ?

Co fo fan fhaicne gu huallach,

Làn cruadail an cinnfeal gàbhaidh ?

Co ach Garna deacair dorcha,

Cathach, fleaghach, borb mar lleud-fhruth

?

Ach co fo tharlas na chòail,

Le chiabhan òir 's le chcum dàicheil,

Aghaidh ait an uair na hiarguin,

Mar a ghrian is neul ga fgàile' ?

Co fo 'g iomain na teug-bhoil,

Mar thorran nan fpeur fan àraich
;

A ghuth mar bheucaich nan tonn

'S a cheum mar fhonn air chrith fo fgarnaich ?

Goll ciuin caoin,

Mac Ardain nan dea'-bheus

;

U2 Bu
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Bu treun an laoch 's bu chaoin a dhreach ;

Och ! 's deacair a thug e gradh !

Bha còrag na deife caomha

Mar dha thannas air aomadh fhion

;

Am bàs mar dha dharaig uaine

Air am buain le" tannais ri ftri.

An taineal ag imeachd na hòiche,

Chunnaic na crainn fo mhaife chaoin ',

" Iurana grinne, 's bras ur fàs,

'S is gorm ur blà ri bile chaochain !'*

—Air madainn phill e ris,

Fhuair e iofal na dofan uaine

;

Gach freumh amis a ghaoith ga flicideadh,

Is barr gach geige fan tfruth ga luafga'.

" Is ionan fo (tha 'n deur na fhùil)

A thuiteas gach duil fan doininn gheamhrail?''

'S iofal fo dhoininn na hòiche,

Sibhfe bu treine 's na gleanntai'

;

I^ chaochail tàille-fa, Chaomh-ainnir,

*S tu 'n talla tofdach na * di-chuimhn'

!

Oighèan Mhor-bheinn nan fruth,

Cumaibh an dubh-là air cuimhne,

Biodh,

* al Siochaith.
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Biodh e brònach air leirg na Luana,

* Gach uair a philleas a bhliadhna.

O Gharna nan treun-chath !

A Ghuill bu fhlathail aogus

!

Ainnir chaoin a mhi-àigh !

Ma bhios ur nimeachd 's na neulaibh balbh,

No fuadach' air falbh nan fionta

;

Ma 's tofdach fibh le'r finnfeir fhuas,

I
No ma 's luaineach an ceo nan glinnte'

;

—Uaibh gach gaol is bròn is creuchd,

Is eifdibh ur cliu 's na dànaibh.

Treigidh clàr mun treig ur nainm,

'S e 'n guth fann nam bard a' caochla."

B' amhuil fonn nam bard aig an uaigh,

'S b' amhuil uams' e na thrà gach bliadhna,

—Tha torman a chaochain am chluais,

'S e bruchadh o'n charraig anuas

;

A mhacain ftiur an taofda,

'S na leig air faondra cliu nan treun-laoch.

CATHULA;

* al. Na ruaigear air fiadh nan aonach.

f al. No an Luana nan gorm-choillte.



CATHULA; no Mar mharbh

Cathula a mhac*.

MAR bhoifge greine fa gheamhra,

'S e ruith na dheann air raon Leana
;

'S amhuil fin làithe nam Fiann,

Mar ghrian eadar-fhrafach a' treigfin.

Dh' aom neoil chiar-dhu nan fpeur,

'S bhuin iad an deo aoibhinn o'n tfealgair
j

Tha loma-gheuga na coill a' caoi,

'S maoth-lufrach an tfleibh a' fearga'.

Ach

* From the refemblance between the names of Cathula

and Cuthulin, and both having a fon called Conloch, many

who repeat this poem fubftitute the more familiar name of

Cuthullin in place of Cathula, and call the poem by the

title of " Mar mharbh Cuthullainn a mhac."
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Ach pillidh fathafd a ghrian

Ri doire fgiamhach nan geug ùr,

'S ni gach crann fa cheituin gàire

'G amharc an aird ri Gath an iu.il.

Seallaidh e fin anuas le gean

Air gach rua' lus ro an bhraon,

Is togaidh gach aon a cheann

Aig bothan geamhraidh nan còs caoch.

—Thig iadfan amach le fòlas

Cha'n ionan 's luchd-cònuidh na huaighe,

Nach gluais le gathaibh na greine

'S nach eirich a' cadal nan tuama *.

Ach ni 'n fearg ur cuimhne mar lus,

Fheara bu rahor tlus agus bàigh ;

Mar

* li a< rat puxccxat, ire.

" Alas ! the tender herbs and flow'ry tribes,

Though crufh'd by winter's unrelenting hand,

Revive and rife when vernal zephyrs call.

But we, the brave, the mighty, and the wife,

Bloom, flourifh, fade, and fall,—and then fucceeda

A long long filent, dark, oblivious fleep j

A fleep which no propitious pow'r difpels,

Nor changing feafons, nor revolving years."

Moschus, Epitaph, in Bion,
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Mar fholus gu aimfir an cein

Triallaidli ur fgeula fan dàn.

Fhir d' an cònuidh a chreag,

Eifd beagan ri fgeul Innic-torc,

'S aitcal air m' anam fein c

Mar ghath rè ro dhoininn Lumoin.

Dheaiaieh Cathuil a chuilm,

ts igaoileadh le Fionn na fmil

;

Shèid a ghaoth bho na fleibhte foir,

'S an darach ag olhaich fo sàiltibh.

Bha nuallan thonn mu Innfe-orc *,

'S Carric-thura gun fprochd fan uair fin
;

An innis uaine ro neoil a' dire',

'S a lloigh gu lion'or le gean mu'r tuaiream,

Ach co fo ri gualainn an Righ ?

Mar chrann air crionadh aon diu

;

Dithis eile mar dha dharaig uaine
;

'S fuaimneach air tràigh an ceuma !

a —Failt

* Innfe-orc or Innfe-torc, Orkneys, or ifles of whales.

The word ore is ufed in the fame fenfe by Milton.

" An ifland fait and bare,

The haunt of feals, and ores, and fca-mews clang."
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—Fàilt air Conall o Thonna-gorm ;

Air macan cr-bhuidh *Ri-na'-magh,

'S air mac Ruro bho àr an tuirc,

'S ait leinii uile gur flàn duibh.

Faighear a chuilm is an tflige,

Fuaim nan clàr is caithream bhard \

Biodh mo chaomhaich ait am thalla,

Tha Cathuil am meadhon a chairde,

—'S ait leam fein an là,

Neul na tàradh air Carric-thura !*•

Cia gearr taifling aoibhinn,

Is eug-famhluidh, a Laoich, do làith' !

Mar am fè thig eadar dhà ofaig,

An òiche na doininne gàbhaidh.

Tha 'n fealgair air uilinn an raoin,

Tha bhruadair fhaoin ag eiridh :

Oighean lamh-gheal le ceol mu 'n cuaiit,

Is baird a' buala' chliu bho theudaibh.

—Bhuail beum air an fgèith,

'Ta anam a' leum fa chath ;

Tha 'n àrach a' fas mu choinneamh,

Chi e foilleir mile gath.

X —-Aoh

* King ai the plains or Maiata ; a jnhagh-tbif.
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—Ach bhuail an ofag, le fgairt, a bas,

Threig an aifling ; dhùifg an Sealgair.

" Threig thu mi aifling mo ghaoil

!

Mo bhruadar bu chaoin, ach mealltach !' ?

—-Bu neala glas na h oighean,

Bu ghaoth fa cheo na bardan,

Bu torran fuaim a chatha,

'S bu dealan na lanna dealrach.

—Bu ghairid ach b' ait am bruadar,

Is b' ionan fin uaille Chathuil.

Sguir cuilm an righ,

'S air darach na hòiche lag ;

Tha cluas nan laoch anns a chcol,

Suil-a-chatha 'n neoil na hòiche.

[Cath.] Tha mhuir na fuain chiuin,

fS na reultan iuil fan iar ag aomadh,

A' dearca' fan fhairge flièimh

Air maife fgèimheach an caoin-chruth :

—Amhuil oighean aig lruthana diomhair,

Tra chi iad le gean an aogus.

San duilleach tha 'n eilid da 'n còir,

Chlifg na h oighean le fnuadh-dhearg chaoin ;

—.1«
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—Is arahuil fin fnuadh nan reul,

Mar gu 'n tàradh iad fgeula baoth.

Ach chi mi ghealach leth-bhrèideach,

Ag eiridh ro chrannaibh air fàire
;

Taibhfe doilleir le 'n earradh ceo,

'S m' athair brònach na fhalluing àile."

An luib na hofaige dh'aom fuaim,

Gu faoin, fann, le fgeula bròin ;

Phill an righ gu thalla fo fprochd,

Is labhair Fionn bu fhocair nòs ;

—Bha bhriathra mar fhuaim nan clàr

An geal-lamha nighein Thoicair.

" San linn a dh'fhalbh mar fhrutb,

Chuir ar finnfir an uchd le cheile
;

Sarna, Colgar, is Cao'-mhal

Bu tri foluis chaoin fan teug-bhoil,

An àrach is trie a fguab iad,

Mar dhuifneul an cuairt na gaoithe,

Tra bhios tannas na fhraoch ga fgapa'

Gus an caidil e 'm fafga' choilltean.

—Tha 'n tannas a' marcachd nan fpeur

Is uigh ri feudan eile.
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i—

B

1

ionan fin aigne nan laoch

Gun fmuairean am fraoch nam blàr
;

?S am bi eagal oirn fein an clann,

Oe d' thig Lochlan nan crann nar dàil ?

—Philleadh ar finnfir uainn,

rS gu 'r bruadair cha'n aomadh aon diu y

Cha 'n fhofgladh iad an talla da 'n cloinn

Tra thuiteadh ar cinn * mar dhuilleach aofda..

Sheideadh an doinionn ar fpioraid

Mar chrith-reo air bruachaibh na Leige.

Ni hamhluidh, a chlanna nan righ',

Dhuinne thug ar finnfir an cliu,

'3 ruithidh an tuil nar deigh,

Mar Lubar nan fteuda mora."

" Gu ma mairionn do chliu-fa Fhinn,

Mar fholus air linntibh a thig
;

Abradh am filidh na dhàn,

JTha 'n tarmunn do fhiol na Feinne'.

—Ach mo fhiol-fa cha 'n fhaic mo chliu,

Mar fholus iuil gan cuartach'
;

A Chonnlaich mo ghaoil ! tha 'n òich' eiti

A fpion uam thu fein is do mhathair,

A(

* al. fa gpJeannan fhaondrach.
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Ag lot mo chridhe, 's i 'g eiridh le doininn

Am fhealla mar chuan na h fnnfe

;

Tra dh' eigheas tuinn, 's a ghèifgeas croinn,

'S a bhios taibhfe nam beann a' fianail.

Tha àitich Innfe-torrain fo gheilt

Gu clifg an Innis fo 'n fhairge.

~Ach tha m' anam fein mar ihrtith tlà,

Tra bhios fmuainte blà afteach
;

Tuir thus', a bhaird, an aithris neo-àgh'or;

Aithris ànraidh mo chreach.

Aithris an Anraidh,

An I chrom nan ioma crann

Tha farum lann is fuaimneach fhleagh,

Claidhean liomhaidh toirt foluis o'n rè,

*S luirgne catha 'g eiridh 'n airde.

JVEhofgail an earb as a main,

Chlifg le fuathas an Tùr leathan.

Ach earba ciod fà do gheilt ?

A Sgara* cha 'n eagal do d' phailliun.

Tha Sorcha treun ; ach fhèid an tua'-ghaoth,

7S tha Cathuil uallach a' teachd air sàile.

Tha
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Tha dhreach mar dhearg-thannas òiche

Tra bhios an fealgair fo oillt air ftucaibh,

Is briftear leis urfanna-catha

Mar lion dubhain-alluidh fan dùlach.

# # # # *

—Theich Sorcha Ie neoil na hòiche,

Mar lorg a luing' air aghaidh chuantai'n ;

Afuas an fgia, 's anuas an clàr,

A Sgara, biodh gàir air t òighean.

'S tha farum chlar is caithream bheul

An talla Sgara na fèile faoil

;

Tha 'n lann fan truaille *s an fgia na cadal

* Air bhalla, mar ghealaich dhuaichni.

—Tha 'n eilid ait air a carraig fein,

Is oighean aoibhin nan uineig ftuadhaich,

Tha ghrian aobhach, gun neul na dàil,

Ach 's e Cathuil grian àigh nan oighean.

—" Fonn air clar, is fonn air dàn,

Slan gu robh thu, 'righ na carraige !"
\

Ach

* al. 'S an tfkach ris a bhalla gun ghluafad.

f This, of the maids of Icroma, appears to have been a

chorus*
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Ach co fo 'n còail an laoich,

'S a ceum air braon-dhealt na maidne;

Drùchd gean air a caoin-fhuil,

Mar dheur na h òich' air magh ri gàire ?

Tha gnuis mhaifeach fo fgàil a ciabh,

'S a ghrian a dealra' rompa,

Air rughadh a gruaidhe caoin ;

Mar ghath grein' air rofaibh ùr,

A dealradh air druchd fa mhadainn bhraonaich,

Co fo ach Rofga-geala,

Geug àillidh talla na crom-I

:

Tha Sgara ga tabhairt do 'n laoch

A fgaoil doinionn na ftri.

" Deich nigheana ge bu learns' a laoich,

Gheibhe' tufa do ghaol do'n iomlan."

Mar fheabhaig a tuirling o'n aonach

Air eun an fhraoich na chuartaig,

Chluais

chorus-fong, a fpecies of compofition very ancient, and ftill

much ufed in the Highlands. The time of thefe pieces is

adapted to the various exercifes of rowing, reaping, fulling,

&c. The ancient Greeks ufed the fame kind of compofi-

tions for the like purpofes. A fpecimen of that which the

women ufed to fay while grinding their corn, called HM^xisr,

is preferved by Plutarch (in Conviv. Sapient.), and begins.
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Ghluais thar Cathuil fan I,

Tri bliadhna, 's a righ bu luath iad.

'S mithich pilleadh gu Innfe-torrain,

Gu tùr nan doireachan uaine,

Arfa Cathuil 's e 'g amharc na dheigh

| Air na bliadhnaidh a threig mar bhruadar.

Sgaoil e na fiuil gheala,

Bha bhean ait agus bronach,

—" Slan le eilean mo ghaoil,

Ionad aobhach mo laithean òga ;

—

Chi mi mo dhaimhich, chi mi m' eildeSn,

Ag amharc am dheigh o'n charraig chraobhaich.

—Ach com' am biodh mo dheoir a file'

:S mi g imeachd le righ na Carraige?"

Tha Connlach òg ànrach

An glacaibh graidh a mhathar,

A dha mhala mar ftialla foluis,

Fo chlogaide bèin an rua-bhuic.

Scimh an clò-luafga nan tonn,

Air beacha donn tha e bruadar,

i A

* a!. Mar fhealg-air air ceum a bhruadair.
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A cluinntin an crònàin fan aonach 3

$S a fmaoin air an cire cuachach.

— A Chonnlaich, 's faoin do fmaointe,

?S i ghaoth 's na fiuil tha thu cluinntin,

Mar ròs Lèana fo bhògh nà frois,

* 'S na frafa meallain na choail,

Ars' an fealgair, 's e greafad gu fafga,

" 'S caoin do bhlàth, ach 's fagus do-uair,"

Tha uchd na mna ag ofnaich

Mar chobhar thonn 's an cop ag eiridh,

A fuil a fileadh air gnùis a leinibh,

?S a bile gu sèimh ga fhiabadh.

—Thae mofgla', 's a' faicinn na doininn,

?S ga fholach an brollach a mhathar.

Thairis tha i fgaoileadh a fgiobuil,

Mar iolair Laoir' air a hàlach,

Tra chi iad le crith an iarmailt eiti*

'S a fhèideas nan dàil an iorguill.

»
—" Na biodh eagal ort, a leinibh mo ghraidh^

Is tathair le laimh gar ftiuradh."

Y « 'S

* al, Bha Connlaoch na fnuadh aillidh,
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" 'S na biodh eagal ort fein a ghaoil,

Cha 'n eil finn air faondra cuain,

Is trie ri doinirm bu ghàbhaidh

A mharcaich mo bharcà-fa 'n cuan.

—A ghaoil, tha 'n Innis am fagus

Air cùl na mara ceann-ghlais."

Tha ofna fhèimh is eitrich cuain

Gan coi-meafg air uairibh le cheile.

Thuit an òiche neulach,

Le torran fpeur, air chuantaibh,

Las gu duaichni an dealan,

'S na taibhfe fan adhar ri nuallan,

Le cirbibh an trufgain dàthta,

Tha iad a leum ghios na doimhne,

Muca mara ri fgreadail,

Is tonna gam freagairt o'n ailbheinn.

—Chual' a ghealach na teach neulach

Gach beuc oilteil thug, an cuan as,

Dh' fhill i 'ceann an ceo na Lanna,

'S na reultan am falach mu 'n cuairt di.

Air chrith, ro bhrifte nan neul,

Chithear an eudann * air uairibh ;

* a/, 's as gruag-cheann.

Mac-
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Mac-famhuil is fealgair a' dearcadh

O bhothan am fafga nam fuar-bheann.

—A fhealgair eilid an tfleibhe,

'S truagh gun bhi tearuint' dlù dhuit

!

A charraige nan Innfe crom,

Bu trie a chuala fonn a èlar,

Ciod tha fibh ag eifdeachd a nochd,

Torran fpeur, * no tonnan ard ?

B' airde na fo nur cluais,

Fuaim Shulin-gorma ri caoidh

;

A h ighean 's a leanabh air cuan,

'S i bualadh a bas ris a ghaoith

;

—Cha fiuil na fumainne geala

;

Pill, pill f gu d' thalla bho 'n òiche.

—Dh' fhalbh i, phill i, chunn' i barca,

** 'N flan duit, och aon-ghin ghaolach !"

" Ciod an guth fin o'n chreig dhuldai ?

Grad-leagaibh na fiuil, a chòlain."

Y 1. Tha

* al. fa choilltich aofda.

•f
al. '3 gun t ighean ga d' chluinhtiu.
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Tha 'n iolach ait is brònach fa feach ;

" Ighean nan òr-chleachd an flàn duit?"

Sud guth an tannais chaoin,

A chunnas air aodan na doimhnc ;

Thig, a thannais * gu m' aifling fein,

?San òiche fheimh, 's do chruth am chuimhne.

Chual' an aos-bhean a ghuth,

•S phill i gu tuirfeach a ceuma

:

Bu trie Rofgeala na glaodh,

Cho-fbreagair an raon da heighe.

Tha Rofgeal air a chuan fgaoilte,

'S dearfa daraich a' taomadh o fhad,

Tha Cathuil a faicinn a ghaoil

Mar oigh-thaibhfe chaoin na ghath.

Mar rcul an caol-chroma na gealaich'

'S i ionus falaicht' fan dorcha,

Bha a mac au uchd na h og-mhnaoi,

B' e 'n fealla fà bròin an treun-laoich.

Chuala*

* Al. air gath an re*
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Chualas ofna le mhnaoi mhalda,

" Ciod fà do chaQi, a ghaoil ?

Ge dorch' an doinionn cha mhair i,

Bidh ceuma na gealaich' air fleibhte,

Caomh-chruthach ; 's na reultan àillidh
'

A' gorm-lafadh an fàmh na h Innfe.

An Innis cha 'n fhada uainn,

Nach ann uaip' a thaomas an dearfa ?
,?

A dhearfa m' anama fein

!

An doinionn eiti' theid thairis,

Is folus mo theach aoibhinn

Chithear an sèimh-mhuir Innfe-torrain.

—Ach ciod òiche, qo dpinionn, no cein-thir,

'S fè air tanams', a gheug àillidh ?

Leig ris domft mo ghaol, a fholuis,

Ge d' bhoifg thu air dhochair a Sorcha,

Bhrift an teithear air fgeir,

Aig an laoch tha 'n deife na lamhan,

Air carraig fhuair nan flata mara,

Jpnad falaich nan ròn flàpach.

a «*< Chi
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" Chi mi 'n tràigh is i dlù,

Ruigeam i le lùgh mo lamh,

A dh' iarruidh bàrca fan feol finn

O chorruich * Shorcha ro bhrifle fàire.

Fan-fa 'n fo, tha 'n doinionn a treigfinn,

Tha reultan a crathadh a cheo dhiu
;

Glas-ghnuis na gealaich an craobha cèin,

Feuchaidh an rè dhuit mis' a pilltin.

A ihoillfe dhealrach nan fpeur,

'S a thaibhfean aoibhinn iuil,

Innfibh do m' ghaol 's i na h aonar,

Gu faic fibh m' aogus-fa dlù."

" Ach ciod ma ni mhuir eiridh,

No 'n doinionn feide' le abhachd thaibhfe f

,

Ma dh' fhafas a mhuir, ma threigeas na neoil,

No ma dhuifgeas an lò mu 'm pill thu ?

—Ach pillidh mo ghaol gu grad,

Pionaibhfe Cathuil, a thaibhfe!"

—Dh'

* The ifland of Sora or Sorcha, againft whofe king Ca-

thula fought in the aid of Sgaro.

f This opinion, that ghofts and fpirits had the power of

troubling the air and raifmg tempefts, prevailed long among

fhe Highlanders.
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—Dh' imicb c gu tràigh, 's gun eithear dlù -,

Bu trie a fliuil air a charraig dhorcha.
j

'S brònach bean nan rofg tlà,

Le fuil air tràigh na h oiche,

Cathuil cha leir dhi 's an fhairg' a fàs,

Tha Connlaoch na laimh ga ghiulan. .

** Ciod fo ta baca' mo ghaoil,,

Tonna baoth, no tràigh gun bhàrca ?

'S truagh gun thu, 'leinibh, air tir,

TS gu biodh fois aig cridh' do mhathar.

Cheangail i 'n leanabh air fgèith,

Air barr gèig llieargta dlù dhi.

—" 4-n duifg mi thu, leinibh mo ghaoil ?

Ach ruigeadh do ghaoir mo chridhe.

Gu ma llàn a ruigeas tu 'n tràigh,

'S gu ma cairdeil riut righ na Sorcha !
*

—No

* The ifland of Sora or Sorcha is frequently mentioned

in the poems of Offian. It is uncertain where it lay ; but

it leems to have been noted for the cruelty of its inhabitants.

This appears particularly from the prefent poem, and from

the Epifode of the Maid of Craca in the 3d book of Fin*

gal ; an edition of which, perhaps not the leaft correct, is

fab*
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*—No ma tharlas ort tathaif ;—
Ach tathair, a ghaoil, cha bheo ;

Riums'

fubjoined below. It is repeated Under the title of Catb Mi'

Sorcha.

Là do Fhionn le beagan fluaigh

Aig Eas-rua' nan cighe mall,

Chunnacas a* ieoladh o'n lear

Curach ceo is aon bheann ann.

'S b' e fin curach bu mhaith gleus

A' ruith na fteud air aghaidh cuain,

Clos cha d' rinne' leis no tàmh

Gus an d' rainig e'nt Eas-rua*,

'S dh' eirich as maife mnki,

B' ionan dealra dhi 's do'n ghrcin,

Bha h uchd mar gheal-eiridh nan tonn,

Le fliuch-ofnaiche trom a cleibh.

Is fheas finn uil' air an raon,

Na flaithean caoin is mi fein
;

A bhean a thainig an ccin

Bha finn gu leir roimpe fèimh".

'S a gheug na maifc fo dhruchd bròin f

3S e labhair gu foil mi fein,

Ma 's urra gorm-lanna do dhion,

Bidh ar cridhe nach cli d'an reir.
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Riums' air a neoil tha è feithearrih ;—
Grad-ghreafaidh mi fein na chòail."

Z Dh3

JS mo chomraich ort ma 's tu Fionn,

('S e labhair ruinn am màife mnà)

S i do ghnuis do'n anrach a ghrian*

*S i do fgia Ceann uighe na bkigh.

—Do Righ Eilean nan Crag

Bu deo-greine gun fmal à ghruaidh fo,

'S bu trie a fhreagair Crom-mhala nan coillte

Do ofnai caoi Fainne-foillfe.

Tòrachd a ta orms' air muir,

Laoch is mor guin air mo lorgj

Mac Ri' Sorcha nan fgia dearg,

Triath d'an ainm am Maighre borb.

'S glacam do chomraich a bhean,

Ro aon fhear a th'air do thi

;

'3 a dh' aindeoin a Mhaighre bhuirb,

Fo dhuibhre mo fgei gheibh thu diori.

Tha talla nan crag aig laimh,

Aite taimh clanna nan tonn,

Ach 's leor fafgà doininn nan fleagh

;

(Bha mo dheoir, le deoir, a' tuirling.)

*S chunnacas a' tighn' air fteud

Laodh a bha mheud thar gach fear,

<
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Dh' eirich air a charraig tonn

Gu h ard trom, le cheann geal

;

Sguab

A' caithe na falrge gu dian

An taobh ciadn' a ghabh a bhean.

Bha chlaidhe trom toirteil nach gann

Teannt' air a flilios gu rè,

Sgia dhrimneach dhubh air a leis,

5S e 'g iomairt chleas air a clè.

B' ard a chroinn, bu gheal a fhiuii,

Bu mhire 'n tiul na cobhar fruth ;

" Thig a mharcaiche nan fteud ftuadhach

Gu cuilm Fhinn nam buadh an diughV

Mar ghallan uaine a bhartaich,

Air a chrathadh le ofunn an aonaich,

Sheas an Ainnir ; ach thain' an tfaighead

;

** 'S maith tamas, a Laoich, ach '3 baoth thu."

Dh' eirich Ofcar 's dh' eirich GoU

Bheireadh lofga lom *s gach catb,

'S dh' eirich iad uile na flòigh

A dh' amharc comhrag nam flath.

Thug Goll mac Morna 'n urchair threun,

Asa dheigh do thilg e fhleagh
;

B' i 'n urchair bu truime 's bu treine,

t)a fgei do rinn i da bhlòidh.

Thns
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Sguab c na ghlaic a bhean aillidh.

*' Gu ma flàn duit, a ghaoil, a Chonnloich 1"

Phill Cathuil na bharca

Gus an tionad an d' fhag e bhean,

A charraig dhorcha cha leir dha,

'S i 'm falach fo fgei na lear.

—" Chaill mife mo bhean is mo mhac

;

'S truagh nach do ghlac an aon eug linn

!

Nar n uchd aoibhinn bhiodh Connloch flàn
;

Is ionann bàs is beatha leom-fa."

Bhriil a chamh-fhair air Sorcha,

Tha innis dhorcha le huaimh dlù ;

Z 2 Darag

Thilg an tOfcar le làn-fheirg

A chraofnach dhearg le laimh chll,

Do mharbhadh leis ileud an fhir

7S mor an cion do rinneadh l'i.

'S thug finn buaidh fa chath air an Iaoch
?

Air learn fein nach b' fhaoin an gniomh,

"S dh'adhlaic finn le Fainne-foills' aig an Eas,

Macan mor nan cleas d\,
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Darag aofda ga falach,

Le hearradh fein do chòinich.

Cuig linnte 'nan laithibh fein,

Chunn' an cuan ag eiridh 's a' tràghadh,

O thiubhraich a gheug fo fafga

Do righ gaifge na Sorcha.

Dh' fholaich e bhean fan uaimh,

Tra ghluais e chumail blàir
;

" A rnàireach pillidh mo thriall,

Maol Lann-fada fiar fo m' laimh."

Dh' imich e ; chaidh 'n lann na, thapbh
j

Cha d' fheud e, mar gheall e, pilltin.

Dà la is cpilion òiche,

Cha 'n fhacas rua-cheann Ulan-orchuill

,

•S tiamhaidh Oi-dàna 'na h uaimh,

A' buala' bas mar chobhar barr-gheal.

Chualas a caoiran bròin

Leis a mharaich' a' feola' na hòiche
;

Dh' iarr e' n robh tannas ri ceol,

Fhuair c òg-bhean an ionaid dhiomhaii.

An fo dh' fheith Cathuil an òiche.

Le foillfe laifte reultach
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Dh* aom i ; 's Rof-geala na cuairt

A' fèimh-ghluafad air agbaidh na doimhne,

Tha 'falluing do cheo na Caothan

Sa mhadain bhraonaich cheituin ;

A fearrfaid fiiuch mar mile nan ròs,

^iig fruthaibh mòdhar nam * mall-eighe,

Dh' airis i mar fhuair i bàs,

Mar chàirich i Connloch air fgèi :

*' Ach cluifg, a Chathuil nam buadh^'

Is teich gu luath gu tinnis. fein.' ?

Dh' imich e gu tofdach trom,

*S is tuirfeach fhonn uaithe fin.

Tha dheoir fa mhadainn arfon a rnhnà,

?S air crich an là arfon a mhic f

.

'S mor a Chathuil do chuis bhroin,

Arfa Fionn, mur beo do mhac :

Mur d' imir an fgia gu tràigh,

JS mur d' fhuair e bàigh o Shorcha,

<-* Togaidh e 'n fgia fo gu 'r dion ;"

Theireadh laoich, is sith nan aire

;

Theireadh

;

* at. malla-cheuma.

f Jiere ends Aithris an anraìdb^
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Theireadh ; is their iad fathafd,

" Is amhuil a lamh is lamh Chathuil."

—Ciod mu bheil thu mata fo fmalan,

'S gun thu 'n iorguill a chatha na t aonar.

Mar fo chaitheadh an òiche

*N Carric-thura, gu foillfe fàire,

Le fuile foir a' plaofga'

Mar lhealgair air raona fàfa.

Tha tonna dorcha gan èide*

('S barra Ihleibhte) 'm falluing fhoiilfe
j

Reulta gam falach fan adhar

Ro cheuma flathail na greine ^

•S i fealltuin le fuil fhial

Thar triall righrean an tfaoghail.

Tha reultan a' feachnadh a gnùife,

Mar ni coigrich fuil Mhal-mhine.

'S ni 'm b' ait le fear ar faire

Sgeul an lath' ud air chnoc na feallta
;

Loingeas Lochlan air traigh a' taomadh,

Mar bheachan, nan fgaoth gun àireamh.

—Phill ar luchd-fanais gu luath,

" A Chathuil, tha fluagh air an tràigh ud !"

Ni
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Ni lieagal fin learn fein,

Arfa Cathuil, *s mo threin'ir dlù
;

Ach ciod a cheil an fluagh co fada ?

*S a chum do ghath-fay ghrian, air cùl ?

An robh thu 'g eifdeachd fgeula bròin j

A' caoi' tòg-mhnaoi is do mhie ?

Bha, oir tha timeachd ataonar,

Gun do choimeas ri d' thaobh do fhoillfe,

Spion an doinionn do bhean uait,

'S do mhac, ann an cuan na hòiche ;

'S tha thu nis mar mife gun leannan,

'S gun ghallan òg ri d' ghualainn.

—Ach tha do Ihoius air uairibh gun bhròn,

'S do naimhde mar cheo ag imeachd,

Tha taibhfe dòbhidh na h òiche

Gam falach *an tuill an fhirich.

Is amhuil a dh' eireas mo chliu-fa,

Cha cheil bròn om fhuil an iorguill ;

Mar bhuinne-fhruth 'n amar cughann,

Atai' m' anam mar thuil a' leumnaich,

Mat

al. fa choill ro d* thigheachd.
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Mar mharbb Cathuil a mh'ac.

Bhutlil Cathuil beitm-fgeithe ;

Chaidh Conall is Fionn nan eide'
;

Mar bhogh frois anns na fpeuraibh ardà \

Bha bratach àluinn righ nam màgha.

Sheas mac Ruro 's mi fein,

Mar dha neul fan latha mamhraidh,

Maifeach amach, 's am bolg ag at*

Le lafair is rùcail tairnich.

Mar ftoirm ghailbhich mheallaìn
y

Na fteud-ruith thairis air cuantaibh,

A fguaba' nan tonna ftuadhach,

'S gam buala' ri *uchd nam fuar-bheann;

No mar thannas na doininn a' feide'

Nam beanntan eiti fàile

Le 'n cobhar ceann-ghlas a' ftairirick

Meafg charraige eruaidh ri gànraich ;

—

B' amhuil fin farum ar feachd

Dol an cinnfeal gleachd do 'n àraich.

2 Dhomhlaich

* al. miala duaichnk
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Dhomhlaich Lochlan mu Mhanus

Mar ealtuinn bharnach air fgeir mhara

Dhorchafo 'n fgiathan, 's i 'g eiridh gruamach,

Gun chrith ro fhuathas na fairge.

Sin nuair thuirt Fionn lis na laoiqh,

(A righ b' aobhach finne ga eifdeachd),

Tha ar nainme-na cheana fan dàn,

A laocha mora nan Ian chath,

Biodh là na h Inns' aig an oigridh

;

Theid finne gu 'n coghna ma 's eiginn.

Chuir Ogan a lamh gus a lainn

;

Tha fleagh mhic Ruro 's a ceann an aird ;

'S tha fuil Oifein air Fionn,

Gun bhi dall no tiom mar an tràs\

V Chi mi tri urfanna catha

'N tùs nan gathan fo nar còail,

Aon a' dealra' na cheud fheachd,

'S ni 'n lag e fa ghleachd dhòbhidh.

Oifein, a mhic chaoimh,

Na caifg a dh' aon-bheum a Iholus.

Tha 'n deur an fuil a leannain,

Tha athair an ceathach na haoife,

A a Gua
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Gun mhac aig', theagamh, ach efan

;

Na cuir as da, Oifein, * le d' chraofnaich.

Cum-fa, Ogain, cath

Ris an athach fhada mhor ud
;

M

—'S mife, arfa deadh mhac Ruro,

Ri Manus fleaghach ni còrag.

Sheas na frighrean, 's bu mhor am modh,

Chaidh
J
finne gu cath, mar fteuda cobhrach :

Ach fheas feachd Mhanuis

Mar charraig-bhàrach an Innfe-toire
;

Ge d' robh muic is tuinn ga buala\

Cha ghluais iad a chreag o hàite.

'S nior fheas feara Lochlan gu faoin,

Nuair dh' eirich gaoir nam bard §.

Tha

* a/, a dh' aon-bheum.

f Fingal, Connal, and Cathula,

t Oflian, Ogan, and the Son of Ruro.

§ i. e. the Brofnacha-catha. It was part of the office

of the bards to animate the combatants during the a&ion.

The old Perfian magi did the fame. And Homer alludes

to the like cuftom in the time of the Trojan war.

Thro' the Grecian throng,

With horror founds the loud Qrthianfong :

The
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Tha Ogan fo cheangal nan caol,

'S mac Ruro 'g aoma' fo Mhanus.

Bha 'n toig'ear fleaghach (Hù dhomh fein,

'S cha robh mo dheigh air a bhualadh.

" Am bheil do neart ri tàir air m' oige

(Bu reachdmhor deoir na fhuilibh),

Am bheil do neart ri tàir air m' oige,

'S gun do fhleagh mhor ga h iomairt ?

Cia fhad a bhios mife mar leanabh,

*'S do fgia leathann mar ailbheinn ?

Air mo chliu mar fo cha d' thig luadh,

'S mo chairdean a' buain na h àrach."
»

Dh' imich e, 's dh' imich a ihloigh

;

Bha mis' air an tòir gu ciuin,

Mar thri frutha geala bho 'n aonach,

'S iad a' leumnaich gu caol-ghleann uaine,

'Nan fteudabras, le 'nclachaibh 's le 'n crannaibh,

B* amhuil fin imeachd ar fean-laoch.

Choinnich Manus is Fionn a cheile,

7S bu deifneach gleadhar an ftailinn
;

A a 2 Ach

The navy (hakes, and at the dire alarms

Each bofom boils, each warrior flarts to arms.
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Ach co bu choimeas ri Fionn nam fleadh r

Shniomh e 'n tfleagh a lamhan Mhanuis

;

Is choir e ceangal nan tri chaol

Gu daor air an righ 's gu docair.

—'S cha bu lag Conall buadhacli

An àit an Ogain uaibhrich iofail.

Choinnich Cathuil an gath òg,

A chaidh uams' an toir air cliu ;

Bhlàthaich a chridhe trà chunnaic e dhrcach, i

An cuir thu as, ars' anam, an leus fo ?

Com' an tuite' tu, oig aobhaich,

Mar chraoibh chubhrai 's tfamhra ?

Pill, mu 'm bi do leannan ri bròn,

Pill, pill gu tòg-mhnaoi annfadh."

—" Cha phill gus am faigheam mo chliu."

—" Gheibh thu, air tùs, do chafgairt leamfa.'*

'N fin chaidh iad an dàil a cheile,

Mar dhà bhuinne ri treun-chòrag ;

'S gach gaoth a' neartach' an faoithreach,

Buillean baobhai, beucach, dòbhidh.

Gu cuidreach, cuidreamach, beumnach,

Bha na trein mar thuinn teachd dà-thaobh,

Gan
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Gan ruaga' le ftoirm, toirt nuallain

Air carraig chruaidh mheadhon bàrach.

Chaidh 'n fleaghan fan fpeur nam blòidibh,

Ach tha 'n clòidhean mar dhealan nan lamhan.

Thug lann Chathuil fiorra' fuathais,

Phill i ruadh o uchd an àrmuinn ;

Sruth daithte dearg o iomlaic a fgeithe \

Cha'n eil treun gach uair gun fàruch'.

Thuit e mar chrann giumhais ard-ghorm

Le gaoith fhàfaich, thun a ghearraidh ;

Lc geilt thug a charraig fuaimneach,

Chrithich agus ghluais an talamh.

—Tha chas ga tuma' fa chaochan,

'S fhuil chraobhach na luib-ri borbhan.

" Thuit mis' an tùs na teug-bhoil,

'S cha 'n eirich mo chliu fan dàn ;

Ach thuit mi le laimh nam buadh,

'S bidh mi lefan an duan an àir.

—" 'S i lann righ Innfe-torc

A lot fan àraich an taineal."

—Beannachd do tanam, abhaird,

Cluinneam fein gu h ard do ghuth
y
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'S biom ait air marcachd na sine,

'S glas-cheo na frV gam èideadh.

—An leac ud fan lònan uaine

Togaibh afuas aig mo cheann ;

Gus an leagar thar fruthan faoin i,

'S an dean an taof-dàn a hionndrain.

Ainnir Shorcha mo ghraidh ?

Ge d' thuit fan àraich fo tannfachd,

Shileadh do dheoir gu bras,

Nam faighe' tu, ghaoil, mo chlaidheamh.

A fhuil cholgach nan dearg-chath,

Crochs' ad thalla mo chaomh-fgia ;

Sgia mo ghraidh, (ge d' rinn i mo leon,)'

Orra ftieol mi ro lleuda sàile."

Mar fhaighead bàis, no dealan òiche,

Tra fgriofas e choillteach ùrar,

Thain' a bhriathra gu anam an aofda

;

Thuit e air aodann aona-mhic.

Chuartaich na feoid an dithis,

Mar chraobha giumhais air Gormla,

Tra chi iad croinn uaine mu 'n cuairt doibh,

Air am buain le tannais na hòiche.

Chluinnt'
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—Chluinnt' air uairibh acain an aofd',

Is finne gach taobh dheth fnitheach.

" 'N do thuit thu, mhic mo ghraidh !

'N do thuit thu le laimh tathar

!

Mu 'n d' thugas an lann a' truaill,

Is truagh uach mife bha iofal

!

—Canar riumfa tuille

Cathuil nan ioma' truaighe.

—Och is ochain, a mhic dhileis !

Gu dilinn cha duifg thu tuille !

Och agus och nan och eire !

'S truagh gur mairionn mis' ad dhiaigh !"

Air faicinn do Fhionn a bhròin,

Shil a dheoir rè feal an uaigjneas,

Dh' fhofgail e 'n uaigh fa dheire do 'n laoch,

Is thaom na baird le caoidh an ceolan.

" Com', a Mhanuis, am miann leat blàr?

(Arfa Fionn, 's a lamh ga fgaoile',)

Com' an gearraich thu laithean an laoich,

Mar an ròs fin fan raon air fearga' ?

Com' an dorchaich thu laithe na h aois,

Ata chean' ag aoma' fo 'n uallach

;

3 Com'
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Com' am fag thu 'n òg-bhean deurach,

'S an òigridh as eug'ais athar ?

Am bheil an ofnaigh ad chluais mar cheol ?

An ioc-fhlaint' an deoir do tanam ?

An ait leat an guth-caoi tra dh'eugas

Sealgair am feidh air drim an aonaich?

—Nach lionmhor dofgaich fan raon

Ag aomadh an còail an tfealgair,

Gun uilc a thilge' na rathad,

'S a cheuman a chratha' le claidhean ?

Anns na ceumaibh tearc gus an uaigh,

Com' nach gluais thu gun faltairt am fuil ?

Nach leor aighean do choillte fein,

Gun imeachd mar neul * ro 'n fhuar-ghaoith ?

—Feuch fuil an òig, is gul an aofd'

;

Is mac an Luin, le *n aobhach fuil.

—Triall gu d' mhnaoi, 's gu t aighean ciara,

'S ni 's mò na hiarr gu cuan na hlnnfe."

"Ma dh' iarras, treigearm' uchd leis an fgeithf

,

Air an d' eitich m' athair a bhriathran.

B'

* al. air fuadach'.

f Manos fwears here by his fhield, and gives us to under-

ftand
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B' fhearr learn nach d' thiginn fan uair,

Is cruaidh leom an laoch bhi iofah

Dh' imich e na chabhlach dorcha

;

Phill finne bronach le Triath nan tùr ;

Bu tiamhaidh ofna, 's bu mhall a cheum,

'S a fhuil na dheigh air uaigh a dhea'-mhic.

Bb 4 C A T H

Hand his father had the fame pra&ice. In the fame manner

tre find Achilles fwearing by his fpear. And in an edition'

of the poem of Clann Uifneachain {Darthula) juft now be-

fore me, Nathos gives an oath of the fame kind.

Do thug Naothais a bhriathra fior

'S a luthadh am fianuis arm,

Nach cuireadh e orm fearg no gruaim,

Gu 'n rachadh e le fluagh nam marbh.
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UIRLING, a chlàrfach a bhroin,

Tuirling o chònuidh nan fgia,

'S gu cluinnte le taibhfe do cheol,

'S an imeachd air ceo nan fliabh.

Is ait leo torman do chlàr,

Is iad aomt' air an àile nuas

;

A' cafga' fion-fteuda nan fpeur,

'S iad aoibhinn a' caifdeachd na fuairn.

Tha 'n òiche na fè 's ni bheil ofunn

A' fogra clos na mln-lear uaine,

No oiteag a caruch' an duillich

A fhearg air mullach nan llua'-bheann.

Na chadai tha 'm foghnan fan àile,

Tha gheakch na tàmh air an aonach,
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'S i dealradh air ceo nan gleanntai'

;

Solus fann, ciar-chònùidh nan taibhfe,

Ta tofdach ag eifdeachd an fhilidh

Bu mhinic a chual iad le haoibhneas.

'S ni 'n ceileam mo cheol fein,

A thaibhfe aoibhinn mo ghraidh !

'S ni mò bhios a chruit fo balbh

Tra bhios fibhs' a falbh nam màgh.

Ni 'm binn a fuaim, mar cheol nan nial,

'S i aofda lia mar mi fein,

Ach leibhfe 's aoibhinn a guth,

O dhuifgeas i 'n solas a threig.

Oir 's ait leis na feoid na chleachd,

An teach clainne Chu'ill is Bhaoifge
;'"

Mar cheolan faoin an t frannain

San fhaiche do 'n fhilidh aos' ar.

Ach c'àit am bheil ur barda fein,

Am bheil ur talla glas-neulach gun òrain ?

Ulainn aofair nan teuda binn,

Ailpein ghrinn, 's a Chaoirill cheolair,

'N do chaill fibhs' orain na 1'einne,

'S ur fpeis do chleachda na Morbheinn ?

Bb2 Ni
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Ni hamhluidh ; a chlanna nan dàn,

'S trie fonn ur clàrfach fa cheo,

'S e taofga' le ofunn an aonaich

(Feadh ghleanntai' faoin nam fàfach)

Qu cluas na heilid 's i 'g eifdeachd

Fo fhruth-gheugan fan òiche fhaimhe.

'S ni 'n tearc gu m chluafa fein

Fuaim cutrom ur ciuil bhinn,

Tra 's gann air guala na daraig

A ghluaifeas an duilleach tha feargta.

—Chi mi doilleir mile tannas

Ag ia'adh nam pannal m' an cuairt duibh,

A chlaifdinn am molaidh fein

;

'S an taic eutrom ri fleagha gun bhuaireas.

Tha'n fgia mar chruth dorcha na gealaich

Air crios leth-fhaluicht do nialuibh,

'S an claidhe dealain na thruaill fein

Ri ilios doilleir gach treun-churaidh,

Ach c'àit a bheil ur treife a nis,

Tra dh' fhogras an ofag na cuairt fibh ?

ph' imich na luib am filidh 's an ceol,

'S na fir mhcra na 'n neulaibh duaichni.

The
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Tha 'm fonn a' fgaoile' fea' ghleanntai tofdach

'S iad fein an ofnaiche Laoire. *

Ni 'm b' ionan fin maithe' na Feinn'

A' bras-leumnaich mar mhile tuil,

Tra dh' eirich an iorguill aig Laoire

Mar ftoirm air Luimoin 's ar fuil ri fàimhe,

f Sheol finn o Charraig nan tùr

'S an òiche dhuldai air tuinn ga luafga,

Na reulta dh' fholuich an aghaidh :

A fhiol na h òiche 's doilleir fuar e !

Tog a Mhor-bheinn do cheann ro 'n cheo

A Sheallama feol finn le d' fholus,

* As when a fhepherd of the Hebrid ifles,

Plac'd far amid the melancholy main,

(Whether it be lone fancy him beguiles,

Or that aerial beings fometimes deign

To ftand embodied, to our fenfes plain,)

Sees on the naked hill or valley low,

The while in Ocean Phtebus dips his wain,

A van; affembly moving to and fro;

Then all at once in air diflblves the wondrous mow.

Cajile ofIndolence,

f This alludes to the conclufion of the preceding poem,

with which this is connected.
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A Thòn-theine f crath t fhalt fan doininn,

'S Iul-òiche f dean foilleir an cuan duinn.

A ghealach nan trà fgaoil do fhiuil,

'S faicear do ghnuis leathan 's na nialuibh,

Feuch am beum foluis caol ud,

Mar dhearfa bho eudann taibhfe,

Tra fheideas anail nan fion

A ghlas-chiabha mine ceo.

—Is caomh-thannas eigin a tann,

'

Leanamaid gu teann a lorg.

Ràin'eas an folus fann

Taibhfe ni' n robh ann no tannas,

Ach folus uaimh Innfe-cola,

Lag, 's e leth-thomhas na hòiche.

'Nar còail thaom acain a bhròin,

Mar cheolan cuilce 's na gaothaibh

;

Shil e bho fhàs-uchd nan creag,

'S e ri fead an ula na huaimhe.

Laoidh

f Names of (tare.
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Laoidh '« Amadain mhoir*.

" 'N do thuit thu dhaimhich na haois,

Is mis* am aonar am uaimh,

'S trom eire mo bhlianai 's mo bhròin,

'S nach beo ceann deire mo dhilfeachd.

O' nach mis' a rinn imeachd,

'S do dheoirs' a' fil' air mo chreubhaig

!

Ach gearr bhiodh do laithe le tuirfe

Mar lus Eite 's torair ga reuba.

(Tra lag mo chos cha robh tuigh air Ion,)

Bhiodh do leaba le bròn fan uaigh
;

Co nis a bheir fiothann gu 'm chònui'

Nam b' àill leam bhi beo ad dheigh.

—Ach cha d' fhàg thu mi, ghaothair bhàin ;

Tha mi clàifdinn farum do cheuma,

Gun an tUmaidh dan geille' na flòigh

Bidh tus' ann ad cheo fo eiflean.

Is

* Much of what is generally repeated under the title of

Laoidh an Umaidh, or Lao? n Amadain mhoir; is reje&ed as

fpurious ; not at all anfvvering the ancient account of it J

Gach dàn gu dàn an Deirg.

?S gach laoidh gu laoidh 'n Amadain mhoir.
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Is gearr cuairt aighe na cròice,

'M feadh fin biodh do chònuidh am uaimh,

Far am bi t uaigh air a treachailt,

Is truagh gun mo leaba-fa la' riut.

" Com an iarra tu 'n leaba chaol,

Fhir-àitich na faoin uaimhe,

An gairid an òiche fo 'n fhòid,

Gu racha tu d' dheoin da hionnfui' ?

Dh' imich do dhilfean nan linn,

'S is geal eide' do chinn fein,

Ach cha lag an Fheinne gu d' dhion,

*S cha diobrar leinn an taofda."

" Mo dhoigh ge bàigheil gur lag,

M' fhia' cha folair no m' uaigh \

—Ach taibhfe ni 'n èidear le ftàilinn.,

Afteach fibh o ànra 's o fhuachd.

Bu trie a rinn mife gu h aobhach

A chuilm a fgaoile do 'n aineal j

Is fathafd tha m' aros fgaoilte,

'S m' aoidheachd ag iarruidh tathaich.

—Thigibh o ànra na hòiche,

?S leibh Ion a ghaothair nach eirich."
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'S chunnacas au gaothar ban

Sud fà m' an guileadh an taofda,

Croma-dheurach air luirg a fhleagh,

Fholt is ula feadh na gaoithe.

Och.cha 'h fhaic mi tdiridh !

No do lù-chas aoibhinn fan fhireach

;

Eilid an aònaich cha ruaig thu,

'S truagh gun mife bhi tionad !

Eifdibh fgeul Umaidh nam feachd,

Nach do chleachd bhi na aonaran critheach
3

'S aim dà gu freagradh am mor-fhrath,

Srath uaine nan fleibhtc coillteach,

Nan fruthaa aoibhinn 's nan creagan eighinn.

B' ioma laoch am thur an sith,

Sa chath bu lionar iad ri m' fhròl.

B' iomad fruth-aonach aig m' fheidh*

B' ait grian ag eiridh gach lò,

M' fhardach fheachain an duibhre,

'S da fholus gach òiche ga liona

:

B' aoibhinn òg innte Morad,

'S bu fnoithe' fòlafach La-mine.

Ach thuit fmal air # dearfa na deife,

\S eheil iad fan doininn an aodanm

4 C c x>w
* al àilleachd.
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Dh' fhurail Calmar a ghaol,

B' annfa le m' nighein iaoch Ghleann-diamhalr

Thaine' Calmar a Borba le fheachd,

Bha mife fean 's mo mhac gun eir'eirt
;

Ghluais e gu Ri fial na Feinne,

Ach chual a nàmh a cheum tra'n òiche;

Thuit mo mhac ;—tha ghaoir am chluais
;

Gaoir na truaighe do 'n Umaidh aofda.

Thog mife fail ris an tfliabh,

Ghlac mi 'n fgia, thog mi 'n lùireach,

Ocli *8 tfom an iarguin an aois,

Cha 'n fheudainn mo lann a rufgadh.

An fo gu fàs-innis

Chuireadh mife *s mo ghaothar ban,

A thug da là air lie ri leon
;

A file' dheoir air uaigh mo dhea'-mhic.

'S ni 'n robh bhruadair air feilg fan òiche.

(Tha Morad na chadal 1) làn eiilean,

O nach leum e leis tuille fan aonach.

—Ri m' fhàil-fa bha cheuma trom,

Mar chom an aofda 's a mhac ga adhlac*.

Tri bliana fheol tharum gu mall,

'S le tuille' chaill mi mo chos

;

Ach
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Ach eire na beatha ge b' earra trom
?

Cha bu deacair learn is mi le m' ghaothar."

Do chomraich orms', Umaidh mhoir

;

(Theann an tUmaidh choir a ghaothair.)

" A rì' nach raibh tuaigh fan tfrathan mhor !"

B' ait a chòra, tra thuirt gu bitheadh.

Shèid an ofag fan raon

Lùb a chraobh fo ghaillinn an aonaich,

Bha a fuaim mar thorrunn an cein,

'S air a huchd bha èide taibhfe.

Na laimh bha ciaidhe do *n dealan

Dui'-rua, 's a ghealach m' a thuaiream
;

Chualas a ghuth air eigin

f Aghaifgich na Feinne gluaiiibh."

Sgaoil finn ar fiuil bhreideach,

'S leum finn mar mhiol nanOrca,

Air a ruaga' le fpionna nan cuantai,

An ftoirm uabharr fteuda Lochlanm

Fhuaras Manus air an tràigh

San òiche tra thàin'eas tofdach :

m
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An Ri' bha fada bho laimh

* '3 thug Maims a mhionn do n piteig.

Tha 'n fhàir' a' brifteadh o'n Ear,

-*S mor-bheanntai
;,

na folus ag eiridh.

Tha 'n ceo ag dìreadh o Laoire,

\S a' fagail na 'n fuain faoidhean Mhanuis.

" Caifgeam aria Cpnan an ceannard

Mu 'm meall e linn tuille le chòra."

''A

* a!. 'S leig Minus a mhionn air di-chuimhn.

The following verfes are fometimes repeated here,

though manifeflly fpurious,

Mar fgriob curaich air cuan nan colg,

Mionnan borba fiiochd na foill

;

Na mionnaich le d' dheoin anns a choir;

;S e Dia na gloir fear-agairt mhionn.

The Gaelic abounds in moral and Sententious verfes of

this nature. Moil of them are undoubtedly the aborigines

of the foil ; but forne of them bear fo {hiking a refemblance

to fome of the wife fayings of the Grecian fages, as would

lead one to fufpeci they had been tranflated probably by the

learned Doctors of Iona. The following Greek verfes of

an anonymous author, are perfectly analogous to the Gaelic

ones juft now fet down :

AvSpat <Tf tfxu\ci/ ogy.ov Eif viap ypxpt,

Oeov irrocr.st fin ioxii AemSevki.

Qgxot <T: fvyi xav Siy.uiut Ofirvn(.
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"Achrionaichnam Fiannamb' aill leat mile

Bhi gun mhia' gun mheas mar Mhanus ?

Mar ghath na h òiche (gun bheum-fgeithe)

Cha d' theid neach uam fein do'n àraich.

—Fhearais oig gabh thufa na 'n dàil,

* Cha d' thug Fionn riabh blàr gun chumha."

Dh' imich Fear'as mo bhrathair fein,

i Mar orra-fhleibhte bha chruth,

Tra bhios dearia na maidne fan drùchd

'S a choill P a blà fan lochan fhè'ar.

Ach thuirling oiteag o 'n aonach,

'S mhill i caoin-ghnuis na tràgha
;

Threig na coillte,—threig na lleibhte

Eha san lochan fhèimh ri gàire.

—B' amhuil fin caochla cruth

Mo bhrathar teachd dubhach nar còail,

O fheachd Lochlainn bha fiar uainn.

" Tha Manus ag iarrui còraig."

Gheibh e fin, arfa Conan uaibhreach,

Bheireams' a cheann bhar a ghuaille.

Com

* This, like many other lines of Oflian's poems, has paf-

led into a proverb.

f al. Bu chofail ri deo-grein' a chruth,
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Com nach mothaiche' Conan

Lughad a thoirt arms an Fheinne ?

Dh' imich e; ach Manus corrach

Chuir Fuathas gu Conan crion.

—B' ait le Fuathas bhi air dheire,

'S cha bu fhaor o eagal na dheigh fin.

Air gleachd dhoibh aon òiche ri gealaich

Neo-ealamh nan deigh bha Fuathas,

Toobh eile caochain dh' eirich Athach,

'S a fkleagh na laimh gu fada liomhai'.

Theich am Fuath, is lean an t athach,

Muin air mhuin thuit iad thall

;

Cha sòram fein neach am mhèin

Ars' am Fuath 's gun aig' ach fhaikas.

—An famhuil fo do gheilt

Ionnfui' na gneis thaini' Fuathas

A fhleagh mheirgeach ri fuaim air a fgei,

Mar ghànraich eun air fteuda fuara.

Dh' oilltich Conan, ach chuimhnich e Ri,

Chaidh e iios is lot e 'n fhearrfaid,

Thuit an Lochlanach gu talamh,

Shaoil e gu b' e chlaigeann a bhuaileadh.

Thionndai Conan le tèabhachd,

• S gu b' è fud tionnda a dhunach,

Bhuin
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Bhuin Fuathas deth na cluafan,

Chualas le glinn a bhurral.

" Fhinn, diol bàs do laoich,"

Arfa Conan maol is e tuiteam.

An fin chaidheas afios gu mòdhar,

'S Lochlan nar còail le 'n itailinn,

B' iomad ann claidhe, 's b' iomad fgia,

B' iomad triath le lùirich àigh
;

B' iomadach ann clogaide cruaidh'

B' iomadach ann tuath chum àir.

Ach feuch og maifeach o'n aonach

A fhleagh mar chraoibh 's a fgia mar ghealaich,

Chuireadh e cath cuilge na Feinne

;

Ach bha Manus gu heiti uaibhreach,

Chuimhnich e iallan Innfe-torrain,

'S ghlaodh e 'n Righ is * cothrom na Feinne.

Chaidh Fionn afios le tartar uamhann

'S fuaimneach arm mar fpiorad Lodda,

A'

* Cothrom na Feinne, is a proverb denoting an " equal

combat," it being the practice of Fingal never to engage an

enemy with fuperior numbers,
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A' fgaoile' gioraig is cith-chatha,

Feadh an rathaid gu grad chòrag t

No mar mhilte tonn a' beucaich

An floirm eiti ri flios carraig

;

Mar fin bha fuaim arm 's a lùirich,

'S air a ghnùis bha dùlachd catha.

Bha chlaidhe liomhai a' dealra,

Togt' an aird an laimh a churai

;

'S na gaoithe ftrannarr' a gluafad

A chiabh, air fhnua freotha buinne.

Na cnuic air gach taobh dheth chrithich,

'S chlifg an tilighe fo a chafaibh;

Las a fhuilean ;—dh' at a chridhe ;

R' an-fheilidh a chith 's a choflas.

Chòlaich na cathan a cheile,

'S bu deacair co bu treine innfe.

Chaidh an fgiathan breac 'nam blòidibh,

Chaidh an claidhean gorm a bhearna ;

Chaidh an fleaghan fada liomhaidh

A chaba' fa ghniomh bu ghàbhaidh.

Fhreagair na creagan do 'n fhuaimneach

Thug gathanna cruaidh gan fttàchda'

Thall
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Thall *s a bhos-air cuirp nan treun-laoch
j

Cho-fhreagair na fpeuran ard doibh.

Tha ceangal nan tri chaol

Air Manus gu daor 's gu deas

;

" Cumaibh rium Manus nan lann,

'S gu fgarainn a cheann o chorp."

Tharla mile fo lamhan Fhinn

"S e b' annfa leam na bbi fo d' fmachd."

" 'S ma tharla tu fo m' lamha fein,

Cha 'n imir mi beud air flath,

Gheibh thu do chomas duit fein

;

Ach pill j 's theid thu eug 's a chath.'
,,

Tha Manus uaine, 's a fhleagh air chrith,

An luib an fhòghnain tha chith ga threigfirin;

Le fleagh an Ri chaidh chliabh a dhochann,

Oir chual an fgia mionnan Mhanuis.

Dh' eirich uaigh 's na baird nan tofd,

Oir leig Manus fhocal a' cuimhne.

C'ait am bheil na mionnan mor', a Mhanuis,

" Dh' fhàgas far an d' fhuaras."

A Mhanuis fhuilich, chorraich, fhial,

'S truagh leig thu do bhriathran a chuimhne

!

D d Thàineas
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Thàineas gu Seallama nan tur

An tògan ùt bha e leinn
;

Bu trie a fnùil ris an raon,

" Dh' fhàgas mo ghaol air an leirg

Theich finn ro' Chalmar nam Borb-fhruth
1

Oir dh' fhailnich na bhuine' do Mhorlach.'

Mar chraoibh ag aomadh air Lèana,

Bha 'n tUmaidh, tra chual e ghuth,

An aoibhneas aois. Dh' iarr e ighean ;

Ghrad ruith i, 's tha 'n anam le cheile.

Shil ar deoir (nach b' ioghna!) ge b' ait,

Mar mhil na daraig, 's a ghrian air Morlia.

* " Sgaoilear a chuilm dhoibh an diugh.

yS a màireach fgaoilear an fgia;

Tra chi f mac an Luin faoi na aire,

Is ro-ait leis fuil nan cliaiv'

'* Fingal fpeaks.

f How the fvvord of Fingal came by the title of The

Son of Luno, will appear from the following fragment of a

poem called an Gabha (the Smith), in which Oflian cele-

brates the praifes of this Scandinavian Vulcan.

0»
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Dh' fhalbh an òiche le cuilm 's le ceol

'S cha bu bhronach do ghuths' a chlarfach,

Mar mife bha do chaoimh ga d' chuartach',

Fionn fein is a fhluagh gradhach.

Le fealla-taoibh bu mhor an aire,

'S iad ag aomadh ad charadh o'n àite.

—San aimfir a bli' ami o chein,

Cha bu cheo fan fpeur ar cairdean

;

Cha b' fhaoin-ghuth fan aonach thufa,

'S cha bu mhaol-ehrann gun duilleach mife.

D d 2 TRATHUIL.

O' b' aighearach finn an dara mhaireach

Ann an ceardaich Luin 'ic Liomhain 5

Ou 'm bu mhaith ar n ùr-chlaidh'ne

'S ar dcagh fhleaghan fada righne.

B' e mac ar. Luin lann mhic Cumhail

Nach d' fhag fuigheal riabh dh' fheoil daoine i

Gun bi 'n Drui'-lannach lann Ofcair,

•'S gu 'm bi Chofgarrach lann Chaoillte.

Gum bi Liomhanach lann Dhiarmaid,

E' iomad fear fiadhaich a mharbh i

:

'S agam fein bha Gearr-nan-calan

Bu gharg farum 'n am nan garbb-chath.
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Sgeirfachd air Tratbuil nam buadb,

'S air Colguil nan tual bheart.

jt\. Ghrian na h og-mhaidne ! 'g eirigh

Air fleibhte foir le d' chiabhan òr-bhuidh
;

'S ait ceuma do theachd air air an aonach,

'S gach caochan fa ghleann ri gàire.

Tha croinn uaine, ro dhrùchd nam &as,

Ag eiridh gu bras a d' chòail,

'S filidh bhinn nan coillte fàs

A' cur fàilt ort gu moch le 'n òran.

Ach c'àit am bheil ciar-imeachd na hòiche

(Ro d' ghnuis) air fgiathaibh an fhirein?

C'àit am bheil aig duibhre a conuidh.

?S uamh chòfach nan reulta foillfe?

Tk
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Tra leanas tu 'n ceuma gu luath,

Mar fhealgair gan ruaga fan fpeur 5

Thus' a' dire
7 nan aonach ard,

'S iadfan air faoin-bheannta fàs a' leum' ?

'S aòibhin do fhiubhal a fholuis àigh,

A fgaoileas le d' dhearfa gach doinionn ;

'S is maifeach do chleachdan oir

A' fnàmh liar 's do dhòigh ri pille'.

Le feachran an dall-cheo na hòichc,

Cha ghlacar thu choidh' ann ad churfa

;

'S doinionn nan cuanta gàbhaidh

Cha fèid gu brath as d' iul thu.

Le gairm na ciuin-mhaidne bidh teiridh,

'S do ghnuis fhèilidh a' dufga' gean,

A' fògra' na h òich' o gach àit

Ach fuil a bhaird nach faic do fholus.

Ach amhuil fo, aos-lia lag,

Bidh tufa fathafd a d' aonar

;

Do fhiubhal 's na fpeuraibh mall,.

'S tu dall mar mis' air an aonach,

Doilleir mar ghealach nan trà,

Bidh t ànra 's tu fiubhal nan fpeur

;

Caifcamachd na maidne cha chluinn thu,

Mar na fuinn gun luadh ri eirigh.

An
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An fealgair feallaidh o 'n raon

Ach cha 'n fhaic e taogas a' ti'ean ;

Bmchdaidh a dheoir 's e pille* fo fraalan ;

" A mhadai'mo ghraidh ! threig a ghrian finn !"

—Bidh aoibhneas an fin air foluis na hòiche,

Tra bhios mac sa foillfe mar Thrathuil.

Nach cumhainn leat * cobhan an laoich,

A b' aobhach cèum air cul Ghorm'ill ?

Dà fhleagh mhor a fhinnfear na làimh,

Is fgia fo bhràgad foillfe.

Bha ghruaidh ruiteach fo dhui'-bheairt,

'S fhalt cleachdach a' frutha' m' an cuairt

;

Smuairean cha rabh air an ògan,

'S e crònan dhàn nan treun-laoch.

Dubh-bhronach 's deur-dhearg fliùilcach,

Dhuifg na chòail macan aofda,

Srann aig fhalt an gaoith nan aonach,

'S ofna mar aon ga màruch 7 '

Mo

* Ccerulus haud aliter dimicat incola Thules,

Agmiaa falcifero circumvenit adla covino.

Statius.
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" Mo chomraich fein ort a Ri' nan lann,

Ma 's tu a tann a Thrathuil threin,

'S trie a chuala taobh na Dula,

Fuaim ulla'- mo fgeithe fein
;

Ach a nis cha 'n iul do 'n choimheach

Fuar-thigh tofdach Thual-arma.

—Chunnaic Mor-ardan maife m' aon-ghin,

Ach cha b' annfa lè a ghnàthan
;

Mhùch e lafair ? thàin' e 'n cèin,

Is ceathrar ag eirigh mu ràmhan.

Mi fein 's mo ghaol Slis-geal

Bha nar feafamh air tràigh fan am
;

Tharruing e leis finn g'a churach ;

Feuch fhuireach air tràigh na Lèana.

—Tiubhraich dhomh aon do d' dha fhleagh,

'S thoir fein ma feadh dhomh do chònadh."

Dh' èifd Trathul ri fgeul a bhròin,

Le corruich 's le fòlas mu feach,

An tfleagh thiubhraich e gun eagal,

Bha thartar mar eas fo chòfaibh,

—F' a chomhair dh' eirich feachd

Fo 'n fgei chaidh am macan aofda ;

Theab
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Theab Trathuil na chorruich a bhuala* ;

" Na falaich do lann uafal na fhaoin-fhuil."

Feuch caogad claidhe 's coilion 's fleagh,

A dealra' mar leois nan fpèur
;

Tha Colguil nam meadhon aoibhin,

Mar theine beumach an deataich dhuaichni

:

Mar dhealan nan nial fan òiche dhoilleir,

Tra chluinneas na fleibhte torran na sine.

Chuir Trathuil 's e fein an ruaig

Le cleafaibh cruaidh aig Doire nan eas

;

Chunnaic an òighe Ri' nam buadh,

'S ni 'n gluaifeadh i fein le Colguil.

Bh' irnich an laoch mar thannas na ghruaim,

Nuair nach gluais e le anail a chraobh,

'S e feithe' na uaimh ri dian-fhèide'

Doininn eiti nam milte gaoth.

"Tha Trathuil leis fein an tràs

'S a neart a' fàs mar uifg' an Inbhir
j

Mar chuantai' atar air fèide'

Tha tanam ag eirigh a taonar

;

'S do fhòlas mar thannas na hòiche

Dearg-bholtrach air neul nan aonach.

* # # # # # #

3 Chaidh
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Chaidh Trathuil alios na eide'

Mar fgarnaich o mhullach lleibhe ;

Mar bhuinne-fhruth fuaimneach oillteil,

No mar theine 'm fait nan coilltean.

Bha Colguil 's e fein mar dha fhruth aonaich,

Chluinnte air gach taobh am beucaich

;

B'airde fuaini am faobhar geala

Na toirm mkic-thallai' 's croinn gan gearra',

Bha Trathuil mar neart na gaoithe

Leagas giuthas Mhorbheinn aobhach
;

'S bha Colguil mar luas nan fteud-mruth

Bhios le aodann ihliabh a' leumnaich.

Tha fradharc Cholguil a' fnàmh an ceo,

'S a cheann-bheairt fo leon nan fleagh
;

Tha Corran gun fgia, mar charraig

A fgriobadh le dealan na hòiche.

Tha lamh Dhuchonais air uchd

A' cofga fruthain a chreuchdan,

A thaice ri aos-chrann brifte :

Ceann is ceann-bheairt Chrifoluis nam blòide.

—Tha Tual-arma fan dus na chreuchdaibh

Ga lèire' fo chafaibh nan an-laoch.

Chrath Colguil fa fhuil an ceo,

'S a ri bu dòbhidh imeachd

E e (Mar
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(Mar dhubhar na Lèige) gu Trathuil,

'S ami da-fan air learn gu t' aithreach.

Thionndaidh Trathuil, 's Colguil theich,

*S mo Righ gu tràigh ga ruaga
;

Le aon do mhilte guineach mu Thrathuil

Thuit Colguil 's a lamh na churach.

—Leum Trathuil na bolg,

TS e tionnda' gu floigh nan colg
;

Ach fheid ofag e 'mach,

"S e ait am meadhon a thèabhachd.

ì)h' fhàg e 'leannan na tigli,

'S dithis leanabh r'a glùn,

An cluas fo chiabhan òir,

A' cromadh an còail a chiuil.

Tha 'n clàr nan lamha fein,

'S iad fo ioghna gu d' threig an fhuaim

;

Tha am meoir a' fguaba' na emit,

'S am mathair ri huchd nan cruach.

" C àit am bheil ceuma mo ghaoil,

Air faondra' meafg bheannta fàfa !

Faiceam taogas a' teachd,

'S do chiabha clearc mar ghath air fàire."

Dh*
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Dh' imich a bhean dhonn-fhuileach,

Mar cheo an drùchd a' direadh aonaich

;

Tra dh' eireas e 'n gleannan diamhair,

Air fgia na maidne, fo lufaibh braonach.

Chunnaic i bare air barra thonn,

Is mile fonn is fleagh air tràigh ;

" Is coimheach gach aon diu fud,

'Smo ghaol am meafg mhìle nàmh."

B' ard air carraig a fcread,

'S na glinn a' freagairt da h eigne

;

Air ionndrain Thrathuil, le fuathas

Dhòirt an oigridh nuas o 'n fleibhte.

Gu buidheann Cholguil bhuail iad, dian :

Ach chualas o 'n lear guth Thrathuil

;

Chaifg an onfha ; dhuifg an aidhear

Ri faicinn an Righ na bhàrca.

Chruinnich iad mu Cholguil, ach fhuaras

Dorcha duaichni' gnuis a mhilidh-

Cuid da ur-gheugan*aobhach,

\S cuid fgaoilte mar dhuilleach glinne.

'S air cladhach' dhuinn leapa nan laoch

Chuireas Colguil na chaol-fhardaich ;

E e 2 Lùb
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Lùb ogan le baxr a flileagh ;

Thrèig a lùireach a fhneachd-bhràgad.

Dh' aithnich bean nan fuile donn

* Gaol Cholguil 's i trom na neul

;

Dh' aithnich i n ighean Shorna nan cuacb,

*3 thug i lua' le deoir air a fgeul.

Ban cèile Cholguil.

IgheaiPna maife 's cruaidh learn fein,

Air traigh na Feinn' thu bhi d' fhineadh ;

Ach 's aoibhinn tanam a d' neoil

'S tu le Colguil fa chònuidh iofail.

Fofglaidh ar tannais an àros

Do 'n òg aillidh a' teachd nan còail
;

Ni gaifgich aoibhneas an talla nam fleadh,

?S bidh oighean greadhnach le'n emit ri ceolaa,

Bidh gean orts' a d' neoil,

Ach tAthair an Soma bidh dubhach :

Ag imeachd air bile na tràgha

Thig gànraich nan tonn g'a chluafan
;

"An

* al. An Cailin mòdhar 'a i trom na neuL
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" An e fo do ghuth, ighean mo ghaoil !"

—Tha ula aofda ri fiontaidh arda.

Pill gu talla nan corn glas
;

Pill o ftoirm alluidh na tràgha,

'S gun neach a' freagairt do ghlaodh

Ach Mac-thalla nam faoin-fhàfach.

Tha do n ighean ag imeachd air neoil,

Is talla nan corn cha taobh ;

Le Colguil tha a ceuma luath,

Thig i gu d' bhruadair * gu caoin.

—Ighean na maife 's cruaidh learn fein

Air tràigh na Feinn' thu bhi d' ftiineadh,

Ach 's aoibhinn tanam ad neoil

'S tu le Colguil fa chònuidh iofail
!"

B' amhuil fin cliu na hòigh,

Ach co bheireadh oran do Cholguil ?

Mar chrith-reo na Lanna 's an òiche,

Thig am foill air bothan an tfealgair,

Tra bhios a ghaoth na tàmh, 's gach fuil na main,

B' amhuil gluafad an fheachd mu'r tuaiream.

—'S trie an taibhfe ri fnàg fa cheo

Bhios brònach air bharra na huaighe,

G«
* al. an Soma fàmhach.
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Ge nach faicear le fùil na greine,

An ceuma air aonach duaichni.

Ach 's leir dhuit, a fholuis an la,

Taibhfe Thrathuil na cheo glas,

Tra dh' eir'eas e d' dhearfa trà nòin,

'S a bhios ceo air binnein nan fleibhte.

*S taitneach le d' dhearfa leaba nan treun,

'S ceo-èide nan laoch gàbhaidh
;

'S trie thu blà air leabuidh Threinmhoir

'S ag eirigh air lie Thrathuill.

Is cumhainn leat, a iholuis mo ghaoil^

Na laoich bu mhaifeach air Morbheinn,

Oir is fine do {bolus na aon diu,

'S an deigh dhoibh caochla' 's beo thu.

Mairidh tus', ars' am filidh o fhean,

Tra dh' fhàfas fean gach tiir is talla

;

Tra ftieideas an ofag ro Sheallama,

'S a bhios Taura na fhardaich fhalaimh.

DEARG

* al. fhaondraich,
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[_ HA fuaim am chluafa fein,

Mar thonn an cein air muir fhaimhe
5

Do ghlaodh, Shruthain-dorcha, 's e tann,

Ri torman an gleann nan geugan.

'Na d' dhoire tha rà nan clach,

'S taibhfe cianail nan glas-eide.

Is tiamhaidh fo !

Deir clann nam meat,

'S an ùigh ri triall

O fhiantaibh thaibhfe.

Ach

* As the name of Dai-go is frequent in the poems of Of-

fian, this hero is further diftinguifhed by his patronymic of

Mac-Drui-Bheil, " the fon of the Druid of Bel ;" probably

the Arch-druid of the Caledonian kingdom.
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Ach dhomhfa cha torran ur guth

5N ur cruth-cheo tuaiream ur pailliun,

'S gur cuimhne learn iomairt nan ileagh

An aghaidh ur Deirg 'ic Drui'bheil.

Sgeula nam bliadhnai a threig

Air bharraibh an fgeithe doirche.

Sguir an tfeilg is choidil na feidh

Fo dubhar gheug air chòinich ;

Thuit brat na h òich' air na fleibhte,

'S fèifd aig fecid an Seallama.

Bha dàn is dàn ann mar bu nòs

Bha fud ann is ceol nan clàr,

Le donnal chon am fè na greis

O'n chreig fa'n geal an tràigh.

—Leig dithis gu tràigh nan du-thonn,

Suil-nan-ròide 's Cafa-caola.

A ghealach leth-dhoilleir nan trà

Dùifg an aird o charraig Mhor-bbeinn,

Seall ro gheugan air èilde nan cadal,

Is tuite' do ghathan air Caothan.

Feuch do'n choimheach *s do'n chaomh an till].

Is ftuir o'n lear iad gu Seallama.

Tha
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Tha dorus Fhinn do 'n ànrach fial

* Iul-òiche tàr o'n fpeur do iholus.

Ach lochrain nan fpeur tha nan fuaift

'S an ceo m' an cuairt gan èide'

Tha 'n raon dorcha, gun ghath air leaf

An iar no 'n near ag aomadh.

Tha taibhfean a' feola feach,

'S a' feachnadh an ionaid le 'm bàrcaibh,

Duifg, a ghealach o'n raon,

Is taom, Iulòiche, do dhearfa.

Sheall a ghlas mhadain

Air bharraibh nan fleibhtean aobhach,

Tha borbhan an cluais an luchd-faire

Mar chuilean maidne nan fgaothaibh,

Dranndan bheachàn an aonaich

(Arfa Cafa-caola) nam miltean

A' taomadh o 'n chuachaig chòinich

San Ion an d' imich an luaineachu

Cha chuilean maidne 's cha bheachan aonaich

A ni ghaoir fo (deir Suil-nan-ròidean)

F f Mar

* Taoma gach reul fro* cheo an fo'u".
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Mar ghealach an neulaibh tofdach

Tha feachd a' coifeachd fa cheo ud.

Le gnuis nàraich phill na fir

Le fios gu Fionn na * Feinne,

An fleaghan gu trie air an talamh

'S iad athach le ceuma neo-amhluidh.

A' bualadh an uchd, 's a lliogadh an ula.

Sheas iad fo fliruthan a' leumnaich

O ftac gu ftac 's a cheo nam fait

'S an anam an cein a fmuainteach'.

Bhrift acain Suil-nan-ròide,

Chual am firein i 'n còs a chraig,

Chrath e fgiathan ; chlifg na laoich

'S le beum-fgeithe ghlaodh iad còrag.

Mar dha bheum-ileibh' o'n fhireach

Le cheil' a' fire' gu gleanntai,

A' fguaba chlod is chlach is chraobh,

yS gan taomadh thall 's a bhos air lointibh,

(Tra bheireas an leanabh, gam faicinn,

Le gealtachd air daraig na bruaiche ;)

B'' amhuil fiubhal nam fear gu còrag ;

Mar fliruthaibh an còail na fairge,

—Tha Cafa-caol an iallaibh cruaidh,

Is còrag tual aig Suil-nan-ròidean

Ach
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(Ach co b' urra còrag ri Dearg

Dearg deacair fin mac Drui'bheil?)

Chluinntear leis an tfealgair na chadal

An cois na carraig' an fhuaimneach,

Amhuil fgairneach o chreagaibh arda

Tra ni tairneach neamh am buala.

Tha 'n earba le fmbhal sàmhach

A' goid feachad le hàlach ciar

Làn ioghnai mu 'n tfealgair leifg

Nach teich gu doireacha diamhair.

Crathaidh fi ceann is i falbh

" A fhealgair is baobh do chiallfa."

Dh' eirich farum nan arm

An Seallama am aifling fein

;

Ghlac mi am fhuain mo fhleagh,

* Dhuifg mi 's an fhuaim ag eiridh.

Dhuifg an Righ a b' fhuaimneach fgia

?S bhuail chuige gu dian a fhlòigh

Mar fhruthaibh o mhullach aonaich,

No mar ioma-ghaoth 'n craobha còs.

F f 2 film

. * Mun du bhuail mi gu grad beum-fgeithe.
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Bha ceud ann do mine Innfe-faile

Chab' abhargean doibh Deargmac Drui'bheiì^

Chunn' iad a bhratach dhaithte uaine

'S chual iad e 'g eigheach iorguill.

Chruinnich a chuideachd mu Fhionn,

Bu choigrjch clann Innfe-fail

;

Sheas iad, gach fear 's a fhleagh na dhorn,

'S a fliuil fo chòrfaid air Fionn-ghaèl.

Amhuil foluis fo r.eula dorcha

Tra bhios coill air chrith, 's an fpeur ri bcrbhaiv

Chunnaic Fiorm cath duldai

An fuil gach laoich, ris fein a' còra,

'S fhuair an Fheinne chean' an cliu

Chluinnte 'n dùcha cèin an òrain.

Leats' an diugh biodh an cath,

A Churaich nan gath; 's biodh Oifian dlù,

Bu trie a fgia mar chreig do 'n daraig

Tra lùbas an doinionn na coillte.

Bha triath aofda nan Slia'-fhruth

Is uileann air craoibh chrionaich,

A
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A fpionadh anuas bho carraig"

- Le gao'-chuairt is farran taibhfe.

Tha aon lamh ga rufga gu faoin,

Sleagh a fhinnfear fan aos-laimh eile,

Oig' a' leumnaich mar fhruth bras

Air anam, 's e borbhan' dhàna,

Chual e guth Fhinn r'a mhac

Ghrad-bhac an fgeuj ud a fmuainte

;

Dhuifg gean eadar a chiabha glas

'S e tionnda gu cas a fhùl air aorumhac,

—Thionndaidh e fliuil gun fhradharc,

'S ceo-aois' air taoghal a ghruaige.

So dhuit a mhic mo dhea' fhleagh

Is trie a leag na feoid mar gheugan ->

Iomair i mar do fhinnfear fan àraich,

Biodh iadfan gairdeach, 's mi fein gun Ieirfirm,

Feucham do lann a mhic nam feachd,

Fo chaill Sorglan beachd a fhul,

Feucham do lann an geur cruaidh i,

'S an *umha do fgia ri uair gàbhaidh.

1

—

Càirich an iall fo, a mhic

Cha mhife dh' earbadh .'s mi òg r'i,

Tra
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Tra bhiodh mo cheum gu iorguill nan fleagh,

5S mo chuifle mar bheum an aonaich.

'S bha mis' a Churaich am òige

Mar dhoininn a' dorta' do 'n àraich,

Seachd laoich bha fud am imeachd

* 'S ioma damh an I-forla fàruicht.

Lionadh Ul-thorran le fraoch is feirg

Air an leirg 's e fad air dheire,

Loifg e ar bàrca fiar air tràigh,

'S chuir e fichead am fà gu'r mille'.

Mhothaich ighean da bhriathra bàis,

'S da ghnuis a' fàs mar cheo Lanna,

B' ionmhuin lei mo cheuma fein ;

Dh' fhàs mo dhreach mar gheig na hanam.

—" Ma leagas an doinionn thu gheug uaine,

Cha bhuan mife, 's cha 'n fhàs mo dhuilleach."

An-moch nar n uaimh fhas

Fhuaras an reul àigh Iulorno,

A fait òr-bhui' mu gnùis nàraich

'S i g innfe' 'n fhà do chaitheadh oirne.

" Seachnaibh a nochd an uaimh

Ach na hinn'fibh gu d'fhuair fibh fios

;

Ta

* Tri laithean am fircach I-forla.
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Ta anam an Ri' mar dhubhar na huaighe,

'S mo lua' fein air aineal o's n iofal."

Dh' imich i mar ghealaich £0 neul,

Tra dh' fheuch i fhlighe do 'n ànrach,

'S e 'g imeachd air ailbheinn oillteil

Mun do bhoifg an folus gu h aghor.

Chofgair finn am fichead fear mor

Dh' iarras an oigh ;—ach fhuaras marbh i.

Lot lann a hathar a huchd,

Is thuit i dlù da fhardaich.

Caoin mar eal' air Lanna nan fruth

Tra bhios faighead na huchd fàithte,

Bha 'n oigh ;
—

's a brathair ga dùfga,

Làn ioghnai finne bhi cràiteach.

Claidhe' foluis thugas dha,

Chàireas an oigh an leabai' chughainn,

Far an dealraich a ghealach an duibhre

'S an cluinnear caoi nan oighean-taibhfe,

Ta anam Iulorno fa cheo,

Ri ceol tiamhaidh mu 'n tuaiream,

*S a ghrian a fealtuinn ro' n bhraon

Air druchd caoin na cònuidh uaine.

Tri
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Tri làithe flail ar deoir

* Air a cheathramh fheol finn dachaidh,

— B' àmhuil fin m' oige fein :

A Churaich bi treun mar t Athair
f.

ft

Ait

* Mu 'n fheolas am bare Ulthorrain.

f The following verfes are fometimes repeated here. A 9

they have fome poetical merit, I fet them down, although

they may more probably belong to fome other poem.

Chuir finn amach a dh' fhulang dorainn,

Bratach Fhearais òig mo bhrathar,

*S thog finn amach bratach Chaoilte

?N Lia'-luideagach aobhach ànrach.

Thogadh afuas mo bhratach fein,

*S a folus mar ghrein an duibhre ;

'S thog finn amach an Lia-luimneach,

Bratach Dhiarmaid oig o Duibhne :

Ard mar neulaibh ball-bhreac

Am barraibh nan giufach uaine,

loma-dhathach mar bhogha nan fpeur

'S frafa ceituin air cluainibh

Gach frann a chluinnte fan adhar

O chratha nan fròl gàbhaidh,

Mhofgladh an fhuil 's an tanam

Le fparradh a chum na hàrach.

I-eumsdh
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Ait mar iolair nan ard-bheann

*S i tearna' le fgiathaibh fuaimneach

Gus a chòs am faic i air faondra

Minnein ea-trom na faoin-chluaine,

Dh' imich Curach : bha fhloigh na dheigli

Mar eafaich' ag èigheach ro fgarnaich,

No mar tharnaich fo choill air chrathadhj

'S gun aon tein-adhair fan fhàfaich.

~Mar uifge Bhalbha nan ciuin-eheum

Gu domhain treun bhuail chuige Dearg ;

Cith-chatha na fhuilibh lafrach^

'S a fliloigh gu tartrach m' a thuaiream,

'N fin chaidh finn an dàil a cheile,

Sloigh nan Druidh' is fuinn na Feinne,

Gg 53

Leumadh an fhull co bras,

An cuiflibh nan gaifgeach mora*

Ri beurn fleibh o'n aonach,

'S gach aon ag eigheach còraig.

An fin bhiodh torrunn a chatna

Mar dhullibh an adhair fan do-uair,

Tra bhios gaoth is gaoir is dealari

Ri farum an coill nam Mor-bheanru
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'S bu luaithe na greann-ghaoth earraieh

Sinn a' dol an tùs na teug-bhoil

:

Na bu luaithe na milte do fhruthaibh

A' ruith an aon flugan o ardaibh

Bhiodh a' beucaich gu treun meamnach

Le toirm gheamhraidh o gach fafach.

Cha bheuca treun-thonn na tuinne,

Nuair bhuailt e ri creagan arda,

Le neart na gaoith tuath fan fhaoilteach,

Cha ftuadhadh ri gaoir an ard-chath.

—Ceart choimeas còrag nam fear

Cha 'n fhaca mi riabh ri m' latha.

Thall 's a bhos gach taobh do Mhor-ihruth

Sheas na feoid am fè na dàmhair ;

Air bharraibh an fleagh mu dheire leum iad

An còail a cheile * fa bhoile ghàbhaidh.

Tharta mar dhealan 's na neulaibh

Bhuail gu cheile 'n flòigh le 'n ftàilinn.

Tha caoire dearg thar fgiathan a' breabail,

Fuil air fgeiran, 's laoich gam bàthadh.

Ach co dh' innfeas onfha na hàraich ?

Chaill Curach a làmh 's a fgia

;

An
* al. fan amhainn fheir^ich.
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An fealbhan a cheil' air uchd an tfrutha

Tha 'n fiubhal ; 's e Dearg a ghearr iad.

Leum Curach a tri air ais,

Is leum a chlaidhe geal as a thruaill,

" Sgaoil Oifiain do fgia : caomhainn do lann,

Is fann cliu gun chothrom Feinne."

" Ri Laoch leointe ni 'n gleachdam fein,

Cha 'n eireadh mo chliu na bhàs,

Imich gus na blàra chaidh feach

'S gu gleachdainn ri Oifian na hàbhachd."

Dh' imich e 's a fliuil na lafair,

Thachair air fleagh gun aon ga giulan,

(Efan a dh' iomair trie i fan àraich

Cha chluinn an tràs gaoir a chatha.)

—" A Chaoin-chanaich ceangail ri 'm uchd i,

'S nach faicte Curach a dhiobhail làimhe."

Thuit mo fhleagh fein air Dearg,

'S e dire' ri calg na bruaiche,

Ghlac e 'n taos-dharach na thuaineal

Feadh bhruafgail lann is chrann is chnàmhan.

Dh' eirich e 'n take r 'a gheig

* Ach chao'inn mi fein an laoch claoidhte,

Gg2 Thuit

* a!. 'S a lamh gu trexm na chlaidhe.
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Thuit a dhaoine bhos is thall

Mar dhuille chrann an doininn dùlaich.

Tharta tha na fruthain ri breabail

'S am fait mu chreaga ga fgaoile,

Clogaid is ceann-bheairt an fo 's an fud

Air udal an cobhar na haimhne.

Tog arfa Dearg do chlaidhe iiomhai,

A mhic Ri, 's gun mife claoidhtc.

Togams' e, arfa Curach cathach,

'S e fgatha chrann afios is dhaoine,

'S a leagail a chlaidhe, mar dhealan

Feadh daraich, air Dearg nan Druidhean.

Thuit an laoch fan amhainn fhuaimnich*

Làn fuathais theich a dhaoine.

Ach bha Conn an iomall na Feinne

Gan lèire mar * dhus an cuairt-ghaoith.

Ghrad-thionndai mi fein na chòail

Gus am facas Fear'as og mo bhrathair j

A chridhe laifte le boile-chatha,

?S a fhuil mar phlatha na h òiche.

B' amhuil e 's iolair òg

Tra chi fi meann o Mhor'uth fleibhteach,

$ ah mar mneachd air fuar-eitL

Air
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Air tuilteach gaoithe fgaoil i fgiathan,

Ach leum an ciar-mheann fo gheugaibh.

Sheas Conn na aite fein

Mar thannas air Lèana fan òiche,

Tra èideas e bhuill le dealan an adhair

A ghios a chatha na bhoifge.

<—B' amhuil Conn 's a Ihloigh ga threigfinn,

Lean e fein iad mall is gruamach.

Dà uair phill e fan ag

Mar fhruth Balbh' a' ftad an imcheift.

Ach fuil gan d' thug e ri Athair afuas,

Chunn' e ghruag dhearg fan tuil,

An claidhe fathafd na leth laimh,

A gheug an fàs fan laimh eile.

Gu grad thug e Athair gu lhliabh,

Bu tiamhaidh fuaim a chaoi 's a lùirich.

Phill finne gu Fionn gu caoin,

Chòlaich caochan linn fan Ion,

Ionnfui thug Curach gu leum,

Ach thuit air a fgei mhoir.

—Tha 'n fruth a' dire' r'a bhrollach leonta

t§ a' crònan feadh bholg a fgeithe.
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" 'S mo chomraich ort, Oifiain 'ic Fhinn,

Thoir an ckidhe fo ionnfui mo mhic,

'S e ruaga' nam fònan * fgiathach

Aig Slia' Ihruth aobhach nan dofa trie.

Dlù dha taomas an teas

Eadar gorm-phreafa na bruaiche
;

Thig an toirm gu cluafa mo leinibb,

11 Tha m* athair (a deir e) mu m' thuaiream.

—Le ceuma neo-amhluidh am chòail,

Chi e brònach an fteud a mheall e.

Pill a leinibh gu tfhònan faoin,

'S air neulaibh caoin bidh mife aoibhinn.

—Innis da, Oifiain, mo threubhas fein

SS gun eireadh anam le bhlianaibh.

—Tha oigh nan làmh min gu deurach

Ag ull'ach èidi' fa chomhair Churaich,

A bos fa ceann ri turram bròin
;

Oigh mo ghaoil, tha mis' am fhine.

—Leig dhiot do fhaothair og-bhean

Foghnai dhomhfa ceo nan aonach.

Dh' fhofgladh do'n laoch an ùir-chònui,

'S thogadh le crònan bhard a leac.

Rainig

* taibhfeach.
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Rainig an èigh gu Athair aofda

'S e 'g aomadh an còail a mhic.

Shaoil e gu bu leis buai-làrach.

'S tha lamh amach na choinneamh,

Ach chual e ris guth caoi nan leac

;

" Am bheil t Athair gun mhac, a Churaich!"

Mall, dall, ag imeachd an raoin,

Thuiilich air laoch fo laimh an èig

" Och cia J>eag a nis tha do threoir

Aig Triath mor nan fruthan fleibhteach !"

Sheall an leont' thar bile fgei,

'S i fpàirte ri creuchd na uchd

" An robh thufa riabh an Iforno?

Ma bha theag gur eol duit an lann fo

;

Fhuair mife 's mi òg an gath foluis

Nach tog tuille Ulan-forna."

Bhruchd cuimhne na bha

Mar thuil air amhghar Shorglain.

Chualas e, acain air acain,

A' caoi brathar ghafda Iulorno.

Dh' iomchair finn an dithis fear

Gus an uaigh 'n do leag finn Curach,

B'
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B' ait le Saorglan an taite cònuidh,

'S cha b' ann le Ulan-forna bu mheasa,

" Cuirear mo chraofnach uinfinn

Gu m' aos-mnathair, am ionad fein,

Mac no og-bhean ni 'n d' fhagas

Ri faicinn air tràigh Iforno.

Mar ghallan air fleibhte faoine

Tra thaomas ofnaiche Lanna,

Tha mife gun bhri gun fhàs

Cuiribh mo fhleagh le baigh gu m* thalla.

Cuirear dhachaidh do fhleagh, a Laoich,

Arfa Fionn gu bronach caoin.

Do d' mhathair tha nis gun mhac

Do fhleagh cha toir moran tlachd.

Tha 'n lafair, na talk, geal

;

Is amhlui (deir am bard) gun final

Tha cliu do mhic : ni ife gean,

'S crith fholais thig gu hanam fean,

" Mar ghrein do m' anam fein

'S mar òrra-fhleibhte do m' aois,

Bidh cliu mo mhic ghradhaich,

Faic, their an oigridh, a mhathair.''
,

—Tha i Had a fhiabadh a sùl,

Tha fuaim fgei fann air a cul,

i Tha
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Tha dreach fol' air a bui'-bholg

Thug fud do 'n aofda geilt is colg.
,

Tha donnal glas-mhadai fan fhaiche

'N e Ulan forno ta e faicinn ?

Tha'n taos-bhard air a fhleagh ag eifdeachd

'S a fhuil an gorm-thir ard nam fpeura.

Tha neoil air gaoith thar tear

Dh' aithnich e tannais nam fear.

" Fofglar an talla 's na neoil doibh

Is cromadh an finnfir nan còail."

Ard ro chàch tha imeachd Ulain,

Caol dhears' òiche * ro a mhullach,

A fgia bhrifte na flioma dorcha

Mar cheum na gaillinn air chreagaibh corracha,

Chaochail an neul is phill am bard,

Glas-ghnuifeach mar na fpeuran ard -

9

Thribuail e chlàrfach le fonn,

A fuaim bu tuirfeach 's bu trom.

" Fhilidh na Forna taifg do chlàr,

An aros Fhmn fhuair finne dan;''

H h Fhuair

* dl. ro it' iolalr,
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Fhuair thu fin o gach bard

A mharcaiche nan fion ard

'S o Fhionn fein, is Saorglan bronach,

Aig an aite 'n robh Curach na chònui.

'S is trie thu 'm aire fein

'S tu teachd fa ghaillinn o chein,

A dh' amharc air faiche do chliu

'S a chlann a' feoruich co thu.

" Tha tannas air Mor-fhruth ag aoma,

Roimhe ta 'n folus a' taoma'

Fann : is aileachd a ghath

Na fgèi is na bhrollach o'n chath."

Aithneamfa bho fgeul nan òg

Triath Iforlo 's Dearg d'a choir

A ghruag air a deilbh do dhealan dearg,

'S an * darag aos'ar dlu dha feargta.

Cuairt

* The oak was the favourite tree of the Druids. " The

Druids, (fays Piby, 1. 1 6. c. 44.) have fo high an efteem for

the oak, that they do not perform the leaft religious cere-

mony without being adorned with garlands of its leaves."

The temples of the Druids were frequently placed in the

midil of the thickeft groves of oak, fuchas that defcribed by

Lucan; Pharfal. iii. 393.

Lucus erat, &c.

Not
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Cuairt nam flath gur ait learn fein

Gu aonach nan tannas gun bheum,

Far chuire' gach falachd air cul,

fS a bheil na feoid air fad a dh'aon run.

Tha còail nan Cathan an fith,

'S iad air fgiatha na doininn gun ftri,

Gun bheum-fgeithe gun fharum lainne

'N cònuidh thofdach na caomh-chloinne.

Tha fliochd Lochlinn is Fhinn gu hard,

Ag eifdeachd caithream nan aona bhard,

An ùigh cha'n èil tuHle ri ftri,

'S gun uireas' air fiothainn no fri,

Tha rn fuil air na blia'naibh a threig,

(Le fnotha gun ghean mar mi fein)

'S air raon nan rua-bhoc le ioghna,

O'n glas-eideadh air mharcachd mine.

H h 2 —Mar

Not far away for ages pall had ftood,

An old unviolated facred wood ;

Whofe gloomy boughs, thick interwoven, made

A chilly, cheerlefs, everlafting fhade.

Rowe's Tranflat.

The priefls of many other ancient nations, and even the

Hebrew patriarchs feem to have held this tree in the like ve-

neration. See Gen. xxxi. 4,8. Jo(h. xxiv. 26, &c.
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—Mar fgeula nam blia'nai chaidh feach

Air iteig aonaich le 'n ciar-dhreach,

Tha * aiding na beatha dhuibhs' a Fhlaithean,

Mar tha dhomhfa Dearg nan cathan.

—Sud fgeula nam blia'nai a threig

Air bharraibh an fgeithe dorcha.

CONN.

• A\x cuyov xpovm, &.C.

Few are our days, our youth is like a dream

Which fleets a moment o'er the thoughtlefs mind*

And is fucceeded by unlovely age

Which leaves the mighty frail, forlorn, and blind.

Unlovely age ! more to be fcar'd than death,

Thou mak'ft our beauty and our ftrength decay

;

Our fons defpife us, and the young forget

That we, like them, have once been young and gay.

r^imnermus, de Senrft,
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j^GEULACHD air Conn mac an Deirg

Air a liona le trom-fheirg ;

Dol a dhiola' bàis Athar gun fheall,

Air Uaiflibh 's air Maithibh na Feinne.

Tha gaoth thiamhaidh nan fpeur

Ad gheugan aofar, a ghiuthais mo ghraidn,
]

Do cheann lùbta 's tula aofda

Ga fgaoile mar chuailein a Bhàird.

Dh' imich air fruthaibh na fafaich

An fpionnadh a b' àbhaifHeinn,

Tra chlifg am magh fo cheuma Chuinn

;

Jvfach cuimhne leat fein na làith' ud ?

* Conn, a contraftion of Guth-thonn, ** the noife of

waves,'*
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No 'n do chaill thu mar mife do bheachd

'S tu gleachd ri iarguin na h aoife,

Gun air' air na làithean a threig,

Is aoibhinn ge doilleir an cuimhne.

—Sgeul air na blia'naidh nach pill

On feachran air luim na fàfaich.

'S bha fgia fein fo uilinn gach laoich

'S cath baobhail Dheirg air fgur,

Mis air uaigh Churaich am mine,

'S ceo-cadail a' liona m' anama

;

Far an d' eirich fo 'n gheig uaine

Tri leacan o bhruaich nan còfan,

Thuirling air m' anam ceo-chruth,

Mar ghrian mu luba na Caothan,

Tra bhios beanntai doilleir fa cheo, •

?S daimh chròice fo fgàil an aonaich.

Dh' eirich Curach na cheo bho'n àraich

B' amhtiil a ftàilinn 's leus an duibhre
;

Bha fhuil, mar b' àbhaift, na lafair-chatha

rS a fgia ga cratha gun ghairdean.

Dh' aithnich mi fein an caomh-thannas,

'S e re feal fo bhròn a' gluafad,

• A5

!
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A' pille' gach uair gu chnith fein

Ge (T fheid an ofag na cuairt e.

" Com an caoidle' tu Oifein,

(Se tharum air ofaig a' taoma',)

Com an cadal do 'n Fheinne

'S * gàbha-bheil nan caradh ag aoma'

:

-47

yit

Chrath e gheug ghiuthais air bharr,

'S chuir e mis' a dàil mo bhruadair

;

An fgairt a thug e 's 'g imeachd

Chuir crith air na creaga mu 'n cuairt domh.

Sheid mi lafair fan darach lia,

Theich gu dian luchd-fiubhail an duibhre

;

'S

* This term has been explained formerly in the Hijlory

of the Druids. It is compounded of gàbha, danger; and

Beal, the objeft of Druidical tvor/Jpip. It alludes to the

trial by the Ordeal of fire* as pra&ifed by the Druids. He

who efcaped unhurt from this trial was faid to come out of

gabha-bheil ; and hence the word came to denote any great

jeopardy or danger. Death itfelf feems to have appeared

lefs dreadful than gabka-bkeil; when the ifiue of it proved

unfavourable.

" Creach is croich, is gabha-bheil,

Is meafa na iad fud araon," Sec.



-
48 CON N.

*S thainig fear-faire na Feinne

Le fgeul o fhluagh nan Druidhean.

Gus an * innis an coidil a fhinnfear.

Fo dharaig nan geuga lubta,

Bhios ag aomadh air uilinn nan leac,

Dhiunaich iad Dearg nam feachd baobhaidh i

Far an tribuail baird 's an eigh taibhfe

Nan dui-neula 's an dearg-fhuil caointeach.

Le Suil-òiche phill mi fein

Gu fcimh thar uifge Mhor-fhruth ;

Chualas f mic Lodda ri tribuail fgread

Ri tannais an geilt mu 'n cloich thiamhaidh.

* Suppofed to be Tonat which was anciently called Innis-

Druinach, and which was poffeffed by the Dmids, till St

Colun?.ba, towards the end of the 6th century, fixed upon it

for the feat of his monaftery. The inhabitants ftill point

out the burial place of the Druids, and call it " Claodli

nan Druinach."

f i. e« The Scandinavian priefts. Their incantation is in

a different meafure. The wildnefs of its numbers admirably

corcefponds to the fubjefl of it.
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" A cheo na Lanna

!

Uamharr alia,

Air dhath fala,

Taofg o'n chala gun deifinrii

Taom, a Lodda

!

Fraoch do chorruich,

'S lion le ogluichd

Aifling *s brollach na Feinne,

'Nam fradharc èirich

Ad chruth eiti

;

Torran fhleibhte

'S lafair fpeur ga d' chòdach,

A cheo na Lanna,

Aom nan cara'

;

*S buair an codal

A chruth-Lodda nan leir-chreach J

O fgap do dhealan,

Luaifg an talamh,

Buail an artam,

Is na maireadh colann oeo dhiu."

'S nim bu tofd do na h aofaibh iia

Bi fonn tiamhaidh chàich.

I i Ghok
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* Ghoir iad, 's nior ghoir gu diomhain

;

An luib an fiontai chual an cairdean.

Air

* The following lines are a different recital.

Chualas le Loda 'n fhuaim,

Dh' aom a chruth dorcha nuas*

B' eide dha dealan fpeur,

Duili' 's doinionn meafg a chcii
7

.

B' ionan anail istcin-adhair,

*S e ga fèide plath' air phlatha ;

Chuireadh a fgread, a fgairt, is eigne

Cith is crathadh air na fieibhte :

'S mur dealra' lann an Luin an lalmh Fhinu

Mheathadh e cridhe gach fuinn.

Ach theich e roimhe le fuathas,

Tra thug an Ri' fiorra ma thuaiream.

Theich e le toirm na torruinn

'S e marcachd a tnhile donionn.

Of this pafiage the following lines may be almolt taken as

a tranflation, though not intended as fuch.********
" See Loda's gloomy form advance,

On high he lifts his fhadowy lance,

Within his hand the tempefts lour,

The blaft cf death his nofln'Is pour :

Lik*
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Air an èide le teine na h òich'

Air uairibh flioillfich iad mu Chonti.

'S trie a theich coimhich o'n iarguill dheirg,

Mar earba bho fhalafg an aonaich,

A grad-leumnaich gu coire nan coillte

Gun fhuireach ri fealltuin uaipe.

*—B' amhuil geilt laoch ro ghàbha Dheirg,

Sheas Fipnn air an leirg gun mheatachd.

Ii2 »S

Like flames his baleful eyes

Appal the valiant—from the fight

They turn before the blading light
;

His hollow voice like thunder fhakes the flues,

Slowly he moves along, exulting in his might.

Vain are thy terrors, dreadful made !

Lo ! Morven's king defies aloud

Thy utmoft force.—His glaring blade

Winds through the murky cloud.

The form falls fhapelefs into air :

His direful fhrieks the billows hear*

And flop their rapid courfe with fear.

The hundred rocks of Iniftore reply,

/is rolPd into himfelf he mounts the darken'd fky."

Ode to Ossian,
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\S chunnas Conn na aonar

Trom-fmaointeach air fleagh dhealruicn,

A ghairdean air chrith 's a fhleagh air chratha,

Le clachaibh fa ghealaich a' boifge.

Chunnas anam ga leire'

Le fmuainte cath is eiridh bròin,

Tannas Athar o'n ghealaich ag aomadh

Air dus nan neul is aogas tiamhaidh
;

Amhuil * aonaran lia nan creag

Le aire leagt' air iaoghail dhorcha.

Bha ula dearg an fruth na gaoithe,

'S ofnaigh mar ghaoir na Leige,

Tra fhnàgas tannais na dhall-cheo,

Gun bhard le cheol gu'n deanadh aoibhin,

Bhuail Fionn am bolg

Cho-fhreagair gach tolm is creag

;

Chlifg eilde bho 'n callaid chòfaich

Sgartaich èoin nan coillte fàfa.

Chual' an talla-mhada 'n fhuaim

*S e tearna nuas g;u mort na hàraich,

Phili

* The aged Druids lived frequently in retired caves and

rocks after their power had been broken.
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Phill e gu uaimh le nuallan feargach

'S le fuile dearga, bàs nan rua-bhoc.

Sheall Suil-òiche 'n d' fhalbh gach reu!?

('S ar ceum an còail an Righ)

Sgrios a chas air laoch le Dearg

Am fafga carraige na mine'

:

Bloidh fgeith 'lì b' adhart da cheann

*S fhalt na ghreann am fuil ga fgaoile.

" Coma dhuifg thu 'n Laoch as fhois

Le d' chois fhaondraich 's mo lamh gun lùgh,

Com' a dh' fhuadaich thu m' ailling air ghaoithg

*S mo ghaol Rofcana bhi dlù ?

—B' aoibhinn learn imeachd le haiteal,

Ach bhac thu mi, aineil an fhaondrai."

Co, arfa Suil na hòiche,

An Rofcana bha co loinn'ar,

An robh a huchd mar chanach fleibhe

'S an robh a mil mar fholus reultan ?

A guth mar chlarfaich Ulainn,

A ceum mar lùba cuifeig,

a A
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A dreach mar ghealach 's na neulaibh

A' feola' fan òiche 's ro-fhèimhe ?

An d' fhuair thu i, mar eal' air chuantai,

Maifeach faondrach air bheag luaghair ?

Fhuair ; 's bu learns' an leannan àluinn
;

C àit, a Laoich, an d' rinn thu fàgail?

" Fhuaras i 'n uchd na tuinne,

'S i feoladh air bras-bhuinne

Gu hinnis ; a chumail còail

Ri fear do fhearaibh nam Morbheann.

Thairgeas di gradh is gaol

An I-uaine tra dh' òb an laoch
;

Tri miofa dh' eur i m' aoibhneas,

Dh' fheuch an tige' Suil na hòiche.

Mun do dhorchaich an treas gealach

Shearg an òigh mar gheig air thalamh ;

Shearg i mar * og-ghiuthas uaine

Le gaoith bheann an deigh a luafga.

A geugan fo 'n doininn lorn,

'S gun luadh aig eun innt' air fonn.

Thogas a huaigh air tràigh

Dà lie fan làr gu 'n lèth

Iughar

* ghiuthas og I-uaine.
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lughar le duibhre dlù,

Is caochan # ciuin ri flios na geige,

—So leaba na h òigbe gaoil

:

Chi am maraich a caoin-chruth,

J Air a hèide le ceo ro-gheal,

J Sa churach an cala na h òiche.

—B' amhuil a dreach am aifling fein,

Le deo aoibhin b' annfadh imeachd

;

Pill a Rofcana gu m' ailling fein,

A dhec-grein' am brollach na duibhre. §

'N

* al. bròin o charraig eithne.

f al. " Tha teide do cheo ro-ghcal,"

J al. 'Se faor o dhoininn na hòiche.

§ In the following tender ode by Mr Thomfon, this

thought is beautifully enlarged.

Tell me, thou foul of her 1 love,

Ah! tell me whether art thou fled,

To what delightful world above

Appointed for the happy dead ?

Or doft thou, free at pleafure roam,

And fometime fhare thy lover's woe,

When, void of thee, his cheerlefs home

Can now, alas! no comfort know?

Ohf
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'N do thog thu leac mo ghaoil,

A thriath Innis-uaine nan craobh ?

Mur leighis luibhean do chreuchd,

Bidh do leaba 's do chliu learn fein.

—A bhuinneag Mhoi-ura 'n d' eug thu J

'N do fhearg a Rofcana do ghcugan
;

Tra ghluais mi fein gu blàraibh Fhinn,

Fios chuireas nach do phill

;

Bha mo cheud fhuil gach moch air Iear

'S gach an-moch thug mi 'n cuan fainear,

San òiche bi m' adhart a chreag,

Ach ni 'm facas mo ghaol a' teachd. *

—A thriath I-uaine—ach cha bheo thu,

'S glas do ghnuis ann orradh òiche
;

Oh! if thou hovcr'fl round my walk,

While under every well-known tree

I to thy fancy'd fhadow talk,

And every tear is full of thee?

tha

Should then the heavy eye of grief,

Befide fome fympathetic ilream,

In flumber find a fliort relief,

Oh! vifit thou my foothing dream!

* Al. am dhufga.
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Tha do fliuil mar thein' a chaochail,

Ach eiridh t uaigh, a chaoimh mo ghaoil-fa.

Mar thuiteam daraig am feafgar fèail

Tra fhreagras gach coilP is creag do'n eigheach,

Chualas a ris fgia Ri na Feinne

'S i co-ghairm a chuideachd le cheile.

Leumas air ar fleaghan gu luath

Seach an tàit an robh Curach na uaigh,

—Ach co fin air fhòid uaine,

Madain no beum-fgei cha ghluais e ?

Sud Cofa-geal ; bha Thriath air chall

'Sbhabhior-chluas ard ri gaoth gac ball,

A' tionnda bho ofaig gu h ofaig

Chluinnte leis * fgia na huifeig.

Dh' iarr e Curach fa bhlàr,

I San dearg-chobhrach fhuair a lamh,

Gu brònach thog e na bheul i,

'S rainig e uaigh Churaich gu deurach
?

K k 4 Shin

* a!, faoin-fhuaim ite duilleig.

f al. air bile Mhor'-uth.
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Shin e e-fein
r
s an lamh fa mhuineal,

Mar thuit thar Ofcar mo * chaomh-chuilean.

—Tamu!

* al. chuilean tarr-gheal.

Oflian gives the following description' of his favourite

dog Bran, in another of his poems.

Cafa buidhe bhiodh aig Bran,

Da thaobh dhubha ri tarr geal
;

Drim uaine fu 'n fuidh an fealg,

Cluafa corracha cròc-dhearg.

The following lines in the fame poem which mention his

regret for having once ftruck him, are highly e^preflive of

his regard for him.

Dh' amhairc ormfa Bran buadhach,

B' ioghna leis mi ga bhuala',

'N lamh fin le 'n do bhuaileadh Bran

'S truagh o'n ghualainn nach do fgath.

In the paflage in the text, the poet probably alludes to

the following very tender paflage in the ift Book of Te

mora, where Oflian laments the death of his fon Ofcar.

Chruinnich iad uime na fluaigh,

'S gach aon neach ri buirich thruagh
;

Cha chaoineadh Athair a mhac fein,

'S cha ghuileadh a bhrathair e :

Cha chaoineadh piuthar a brathair,

'S cha chaoineadh mathair a mac ;

Acii
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—Tamul do m' fhleagh fo m' cheann,

Dh' at mo chridhe le ofnai theann

;

Phill mi ri madadh a bhròin

Ach cha leanar leis mi d'a dheoin.

Le tri fgalan dh' imich anam

;

Gun deo, mar chrè, tha Cofa-geala.

—Com a bheil m' anam co meat ?

Ach tha fuaim an Ri le fhloigh gam dhùfga,

Mar ioma-ghath greine fan fhrois

A' boifge' ro dhoininn gun fhois,

Mu thimchioll Fhinn air gach làimh

J-.as lainn Innfe-fail is Mhòr-bheinn,

K k 2 Tha

Ach iad uile anns a pblofgaJl

A' geur-chaoine' mo chaomh Ofcair.******
Donnalaich nan con ri m' thaobh,

Agus bùirich nan fean laoch,

Gul a phannail fo co fnitheach,

Sud is mò a chraidh mo chridhe.

Cha d' fhidir duine roimhe riabh

Gur cridhe feola bh' ann am chliabh
5

Ach cridhe do chuibhne cuir .

Air a chòdacha le ftailinn.
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Tha C urach iofal

;

Tha mile fail air Fionn,

Tofdach, an duil ri ceann-fea'nais.

Air ais fheas Fear'as nan cath

Eag-famhluidh : a fhuil air dhath

Reul ro' bhraon, * 's gun ghaoth a' gluafad
;

Anam ag at, ucli4 a' bualadh,

Fhuil air ghoil ; a flileagh ga paradh,

\S e g amharc thar chàch air Ri na Feinne.

f C'ait am bheil an og-iolair fhuaimneach

Bu tartrach fgia am feachd a chruadail?

Cha b' fhònan lc 'n do fgaoil thu 'm blàr

'S cha bu lorg leinibh do fhleagh a d' làimh,

Chi mi orra colg a chatha

;

*S leats' a mhic an diugh an latha.

Lùb an tuaibhreach, 's na buail am fann,

•S am fail a mhiodhair na truaill do lann.

Mur tuit na trein cha 'n eirich do cjiliu,

' S taibhfe nan fpeur gu d' cheum cha tig dlu.

Caomhainn an lag, ach an aghaidh an làidir

Biodh mar dhoire ri theine do ghairdean.

Mar

al. fan oiche chluanain

Fingal fpeaks.
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Mar ghaoith gu feide' na caoire

Bidh mo ghuths' air an raon fo làmh riuf.

Mar thonna dorcha doininn

A' togail na mara ceann-ghlais,

'S ga tilge' mar fhlcibhte fncachda

Thar ailbhcinn chreigc na tràgha,

Tlmirling Conn anuas le fheachd,

A Ri bu fgreataidh an nàmji e.

Chualas an fhuaim lcis an aos-fiiealgair,

?S e 'g eiridh * o chluainein na hearba;

" Sud (is e caifdeachd) torman an torrain,

Ach cha'n fhaic mi na lorg an dealan.

—Theaga gu bheil doinionn air chnantai'

Chi mi o'n charraig a fluaidhean."

O'n ghlas-fgeir bha 'n fhairge ciuin

'S o fhleibhte foir a ghrian a' dùfga,

'S ag amharc ro 'n bhraon air aos-ula

'N tfealgair, 's e g eifdeachd ri f fuaim na tuinne,

Air faicinn da feachd Chuinn,

f Ruitheam fios a choghnadh Fhinn."

* al. fna còfanaibh falchaidh,

•J-
taic a lainne.
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* A Laoich nan cath dòbhidh,

Fuirich air carraig do chònuidh ;

Tha floigh na Feinne lionmhor

'S iolach f bhàis an am dol fios ac\

Tha Fear'as rompa, treun na fhraoch,

Mar thannas fo'n lubar an raon,

Tra ghlacas e doireachan uaine,

i'Sa thilgeas e bonn afuas iad ;

Na cheann tha torrain ; na fhuil tein-adhair

\S fhalt os cionn chrith-dhaoin' air chratha.

—IT amhuil Fear'as an cinnfeal Chuinn,

'S an leirg air chrith o thuinn gu tuinn.

Le fgreadail an lanna garbha,

'S le caoiribh teine bho'n cruaidh arma,

Chuir iad iafg nan cuanta fhiadhach

Ann an caoilte caola fuara.

Chuir iad feidh nam beanntai arda

Gus na gleanntai fuara fàfail,

'S eunlaith bhinn-fhoclach nan coillteachi

Anns na fpeuraibh le crith-oillte.

Ghabh òighean làmh-gheal geilt ro 'n fgartachd,

'S iad ag itealaich dol tharta

;

Chòdaich

* The poet fpeaks. f ghàir.

% al. mar luibh le ògan guanach.
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Chòdaich iad an cinn nan fuain-chrith

'S fir na Feinn' a' ruith nan fmuainte.

—Oighean lamh-gheal nam mòr-fhruth,

'S ioma treun a nis nach beo dhiu,

'S ioma caochan dearg fan aonach,

'S ioma craobh le geugan fgaoilte

;

Laoich mar chroinn a leag an dealan

'S an cinn uaine tinn fan doininn.

Mar dha iolair a' ruith o charraige,

Gu coinne' 's gu cogadh air neula dorcha

;

Bho thaobh gu taobh le gaoith gan luafga,

'S an ealtuinn uil' air chrith le 'm fuaimneach.

Chòlaich Fear'as is Conn a cheile,

'S b' fhada 's cian gun bhuaidh am beuma
;

Thog Lodach fa dheir' a fhleagh,

" A mhic Ri, do'n tfeabhaig dean fleadh."

Bi thus ann a d chuilm do 'n ftàilinn

Arfa Fear'as na mor-àbhachd.

Thuit a cheann-bheairt gu talamh 's an ceann,

'S a cholann crochta fan tfleagh gu teann.

Chunnaic Fionn a mhac an teinn,

'S tharruing e chlaidhe air a bheinn

;

" Com
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" Com am bi mathair mo mhic brònach ?

Cha bhi 's e buadhach, a leannain m1 oige!"

Air marcachd na sin' tha tannas o mean,

Ag amharc le ioghnadh air còrag nam fear;

" Is amhuil fo 's mo cho-laoich fein"

A deir e'se tuirling na neul.

Sheas e eadar a mhac is Fionn,

rS ni 'm faicte Fear'as ro an lionn.

Le geur-iomguin 's uamhann ftoirmeil

Dh' aom Fionn, mar nimh-thorc Ghorm'ill

Tra chi e ('s e forra' na leacainn)

Ceum an tfealgair an caradh a bhrocluinn :

Tha creagan a' freagra da eigheach,

'S a' crathadh an cinn le'n coillte geugach.

B* amhuil Mor'uth air chrith ro Fhionn,

'S a bhard mar dhearg bheum-lleibh na dheann.

—Ghrad-las a ris mor-fheachd na Feinne,

Mar fhalafg air Laoire 's gach gaoth ga fheide,

O bheinn gu beinn, le toirm an-fheili

;

'S le fmuidrich ghlas an aird 's na fneuraibh.

Tha taibhs' a' cluiche na dhò-lafair,
'

'S an earba na ftill air aflar,

Gu
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Gu cluain a minn *i an deur na sùil ;

Cha 'n fhaic i e beo, tha i 'n duil.

Thuit no theich òigridh Chuinn

'S an Fheinne gan ruag' air an druim

Thar Mor'uth nan fteud ; is Conn gointe,

Mar charraig le fairge caithte,

Do 'n doininn aird a' toirt dùlain,

Tra bhios geilt air a mharaich teachd dlù dhi>

Bhrofgluich e ri faicinn an Ri,

Ach chunnaic Fionn a fpionna d'^. dhi,

'S leig e dha imeachd gun fòradh,

An deigh a chathan thar Mor'uth,

A' dire' na bruaiche thall,

Air an treas ionnfui thuit e nail,

Thug an amhainn lùbach èigh aifd,

Mar gu tuite' fgarnach * gheugach

Tra fhiubhlas an torran 's na neulaibh,

'S a bhios na glinn air chrith le 'n treudaibh.

—Leum gach fleagh an dàil an Laoich,

B' amhuil aogas as òiche gun lochran.

4 LI A

* al Jhleibhteack
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A mhilidh bu treine 'n diugh

Thuit thu (do rà Fionn) fan àraich !

Cia lua-fhiubhlach làidhean an laoich !

Sguabaidh e 'n raon fa mhadain,

Ach mu 'n tuirling òiche nan neul

Cha 'n 'eil ach fuar-chrè dheth r'a fhaotainn,

Tha mhathair 's a leannan gaoil

Mu thurlach aobhach na fèifde
;

Tha 'n cluas amach, tha fuaim ag eirigh,

An folus na rè tha bhuidheann dlù dhoibh

;

Tha 'n ruith le aoibhneas na chòaiì,

An * cajnl-chrò tha 'n laoch ga ghiulan.

—Dorcba

* Ca't/tl chrb is an obfolete expreffion, which feems to

hare been the name for a coffin or bier made of wicker,

and ufed in ancient times by the Highlanders. The word

occurs in this fenfe in a poem of great antiquity (though

later than Oman's) called Lao? Fhraoicb, beginning with

thefe lines,

Och mo dhunaigh Cuan ud Fhraoich !

Corp an Laoich an caifil-chro :

Truaighe bho 'n tuirfeach gach fear,

'S o'n guileadh gach mor-bhean òg.

It is remarkable that the vehicle in which the ancient

Romans carried their dead was exaftly of the fame texture.

" Ferelruai
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—Dorcha, gearr, gun dears' air raon,

Tha beath' an Laoich, mar latha dulaich.

Fhearais, thoir Conn da chaoimh air aineal,

Is farraid a noclid iad gu fleadh na Feinne.

Chuala Conn an Ri',

Is fliìn e làmh, 's e crith-bhriathrach,

Gabhfa Fhear'ais mo fgia,

'S aig Fionn nam fiann biodh an tflat* :

Tha m' anams' air
-f
rioluinn a' triall,

Gu ionada rial nam flath

;

Càiribh mo cholann lem' fliinnfear

An' caol-thigh taimh na hlnnfe-uaine.

L 1 2 Dan

" Feretrum conftar cratis fuit, e ligno et yemine contextual.

"

Car. Rusus in JEn. vi. 218.

* The Druids wore a white rod, called Slatan Druidheashd

or " magic wand," with which they pretended to perform a

great many wonders.

f That fouls on their departure from the body take their

flight to the other world in fuch vehicles, is an opinion which

ftill prevails in fome meafure among the vulgar Highlanders,

who generally believe that certain meteors, to which they

give tjie name of Dr'eug, portend the death of eminent per-
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Dan Liughair *.

Chunnas ag imeachd an raoin

Roi chraobha ceuman an tfealgair ;

Liomh e tri uairean a fhlcagh,

Is bha ofna gach uair dhiu cràiteach.

Le laimh air chrith 's le ciablia geal,

Shiab e ghncag a dhall e.

Ach phill, ri mòr-ghabha na Feinne,

A laithe treun, is aois air di-chuimhn,

Bhuail e nar dàil :—ach fguir an iorguill,

'S le borbhan do'n fhafach phill e.

Aig diobradh fhalluinge, bha fgia

l'araon is ula lia ga chòdach,

Mar fm is bian tuirc air a thaobhcuil;

Chuir e air ar Tuile deifinn.

" Thugar

* To the ir.of: common editions of Dan Liugkair is pre-

fixed the following Ranza, which probably introduced fome

epifode respecting Lugar in another poem :

La gan deachai Fionn do thigh Leir.

Bu lion'ar ann ccir agus fion ;

Ge d' tha e 'n diugh na aibhifl. fhuair

Bha e uair a b' aros righ.



CONN. 269

* l Thugar an fhalluin fo do 'n fheumach

Ars' an Ri, '« do'n fheifd a chuid."

t* Gabham falluinn an Ri fhèil,

Ach ni feitheam r'a fheifd an diugh."

'S e Liughar at'ann le chu glas,

Arfa Fionn, 's e grad-dhol na dhàil,

Ach cha do leig leis neach do chàch,

A chum 's nach cuirte nair' air Liur.

A Thriath Mhoi-àluin 's ait learn fein

*A charaid threin, gu bheil thu beo.

Thug thu dhomh nuair bha mi òg,

Cuig iichead bo le 'n cuid laogh,

Is baoghan an cois gach bò,

Air an raon ofcionn Drim-caol.

Thug thu dhomh fichead each

Do m' iomchar as gach càs-claoi ;

Thug, is cuig bàrcai fo m beairt

Do m' thoirt gu traigh as gach tuinn.

Thug thu fin dhomhfa gun bhreug,

Gun eura, gu fèilidh coir,

Is gheibh thu nis diola ga chionn

Fhir is ceilli cainnt is gloir.

Cha

* O chionn cein.



270 CON N.

Cha mhife fein a nis Liughar

Ars an fean'ar bu mhor iochd,

B' fhearr leam bàs fhaotainn gun teach,

Na gu gabhta mi na riochd.

Gu deimhin is tu Liughar fein,

'S thig feachduin gu feifd Fhinn ;

Theid feachd laoich an fin leat dhachaidh,

* Gun fharran an imeachd do cheum.

'S bha Fionn is Liughar laimh air laimh

Is each a leantuinn nan deigh,

Nuair thachair oirn clach air an raon
.

'S a thuirt Liughar aofda na cheill

:

" Com' am biodh luchd na co-fheifde

Ri ftri le cbeile ni 's mò,

No iorguill aig fiol nan treun,

Ait, aon-fgeulach, marbh is beo.

A chlach fo, gin na carraige,

Togaibh an aird air leacainn Mhor'uth,

Ni chlann do 'n aofda a thig,

Seadh na lice fo fheoruich.

* Stiuraibh

9 A dhion tfhuilt o dhoinfon nan /leibhte
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< Stiuraibh mife, their efan,

Air laimh, gu leacainn na Mor'uth.'

Le ceuma ro-ghairrid ra thaobh,

Tha chlann leis an aofd' a' triall,

A thaice r'a *fhleagh, 's a chuilean dall,

Am feafgar mall 's na heoin a' feinn.

Tha ceum nan aighean fan raon,

Ach an Laoch no chuilean cha chluinn,

An iar-ghrian is gann is leir dha,

Aoibhneach na lia-chuailean,

Amhuil fo, air gach taobh da mhuineal,

A' trufa mu bharr a luirgc.

Rainig is laimhfich e 'n leac,

4 Si fo, a chlann, leac na Mor'uth

(A deir e'se fgith r'a taic)

So an leac a thog ar finnfear

;

Cuimhnichibh a chlann an sith,

Gach uair a cki fibh f leac na Mor'uth V

Innis

* luirg.

f The cuftom of fetting up fuch pillars as monuments of

the ratification of folemn agreements, was very common in

ancieftt times. See note in the tranflation, p. 308.
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Innis a leac do na blia'nai mall

Tha thall air chùl'aobh na greinc

* 'S nach cluinn guth na maidne gu cian,

Leis fo gu d' iarradh sith na Feinne.

A leac na sith aig fruthaibh mora,

Cuire' taibhs' is còineach dion ort,

Na deana' nàmh, no doinionn, no fruth,

Am feadh amhaireas Mor-fhruth,do dhiobhail f
."

Chaitheadh an òiche ri cuilm is ceol

Is dh' imich air madain lloigh
J
nan Druidh

;

Sheinn gach filidh caithream broin

'S cha robh cloir nam Morbheann fàmhach.

Bu

" 'S do 'n tfiol nach eirich gu cian.

-j- At the end of Dan Liughair is generally repeated the

following ftanza, fuppofed to have been the approbation gi-

ven it by fome Culdee or " Son of the rock," to whom it

was firft addreffed.

Mile beannachd dhuit gach rè,

Oifein fheilidh is binne gloir

;

Arfon aon fgeoii co maith blagh

'S a dh' airis thu riabh ri d' bheo.

t a!. Chuinn.
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Bu treun a Chuinn do làmh,

'S bu laidir a Laoich tanam,

Bu trie timeachd fa chuan-cheo,

Gu dòbhidh ofcionn na hàraìch.

Achft nis cha 'n 'eil agamfa leirfinn

Ge do chluinn mi tèigheach fa ghiuthas

;

Ge do chluinn mi fan fheafcar fhàirnh thu

Mar an tràs aig toirm an tfruthain.

—'S binn a fhruthain do bhorbhan

?S binn do thorman feadh do lùban.

Ach teichidh am bard o'n òiche

Bho chaoiran coilich an aonaich,

A' luidhe' na chuartaig chòinich

'S e glaodhach o'n raon r'a cheile.

—A cheile mo ghaoil-fa, Aoibhir-àluinn,

Is amhuil a b' àbhaifl leamfa ;

Ach a nis cha toir feairt air mo ghlaodh

Ach mac-thalla nam fàoin-bhruachan.

—Tha Fionn na neoil, 's cha bheo Ofcar,

Aoibhir-àluin na tofd is Mala-mhine,

C' uin a bhios Oifian le fhinnfear

'S a dhiobras *a bheatha bhall-bhreac ?

M m Dhithich

* al. a laithe fad-òicheach.
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Dhìthich mo chairde, mar lic-lighc,

Tha "n cònuidh r'a fire' 's an cuimhnc.

* Ach cha 'n
r
eil anra aig Oifian na aoflar ;

A Liughair aofda bu leatfa cuid deth, |

Chunnas a d' thalladh an fheifd,

Do choinlean cèir agus tfhion,

Ge d' tha e 'n diugh na aibhift fhuair

Bha e uair a b' aros Righ !

Chunnas mar fin teach Leir,

Ach mar ioma-char deas na bliadhna,

Chunnas Liughar gun tigh gun teach

E fein is a chaomh-bhean f hial.

A' fiubhal gleannan na Moi'àluinn
f,

Fhuaras na fhafach tigh Liughair,

Minnean

* This and the following paragraph are generally repeat-

ed with the former part of Dan Liughair, when it is taken

as a feparate poem.

f In a note to the Tranflation of this paflage, it was ob-

ferved how eafily the Gaelic language could accommodate

itfelf to the nature of whatever fubject it had occafion to

treat of, fc as to make the found generally convey an idea

of
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Minnean na hearb' air a dhrim uainc,

'S a fuaine sinte fan fhardaich aoibhinn.

M m 2 Na

of the fenfe. Some inflances were likewife given of lines

harfli or foft, rough or fmooth, according to the nature of

the fubjeel defcribed. It was particularly obferved, that in

this paflage, which relates to a tender and mournful fubjeci,

the moil prevailing founds (a/, oi, uai, &c.) are fuch as

may immediately inform either the eye or ear, of even a

ilranger to the language, what the poet treats of.

The Gaelic being an original language, is in a great mea-

sure an imitation of nature. All its founds, therefore,

mull be more an " echo to the fenfe" than thofe of any

borrowed or artificial tongue. It is, however, more peculiar-

ly adapted to defcriptions of the foft, tender, plaintive, and

elegiac kind ; a circumftance to which may be owing, in

fome meafure, the prefervation of thofe ancient poems which

fall under this character. But when we fay that this lan-

guage is particularly adapted to the foft and tender, per-

haps more fo than any language in the world, ftrangers to

its ftrudture and genius may fufpeft us of prejudice or par-

tiality. They fee its aukward appearance in a garb which

is not its own, and fuppofe, very naturally, that the letters

which they look at have the fame found and power as in

other languages with which they are acquainted. Hence

they immediately form conclufions unfavourable to the har-

mony of the language, as will eafily appear from a fingk

observation
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Na uinneig bha ian rm hòiche,

'S eigheann a' cur duibhr' air aghaidh,

An

obfervation or two, which will ferve at the fame time to

confirm what has been a little ago aflerttd.

The Gaelic alphabet confifts of eight'een ( originallyfix-

teen) lettors. Of thefe five are vowels ; bcfides the letter h,

which lias iomcwhat of the power of a vowel, as well as of

afpiration. Such a proportion of vowels muft be attended

with a harmony and foftnefs not to be found in other lan-

guages, in which the proportion of the vowels to the con-

fonants is much lefs. It muft likewife be obferved, that of

the twelve confonants of this language eight or nine, in moll

of the inflections, are altogether mute ; the effect of the

afpirate, fo often annexed, being either to deprive them of

their power, or to render that power more yocal, foft, and

mellow. This peculiar circumftance contributes fo much to

the euphor.ia or harmony of the language that if it were

written as it is founded, when properly and gracefully pro-

nounced, the number of its vowels would be found pro-

bably equal to that of the confonants which retain their

power. And \o guard againfl any inconvenience that might

arife from lo great a proportion of vowels, this language has

made admirable provifion, by a general law which feldom or

never allows two vowels to be pronounced (unlefs in a diph-

thong) without interpofing a confonant. There is either aa

elifion of one of the vowels, or of two or three auxiliary or

fervile
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An gaothan ga chuartach, 's na ciar uighean

£eul a thighe fan tfruth, fo fmuairein.

A

fervile letters provided for the purpofe, one or other naturally

fteps in and fills Ùnthiatitt. But of the admirable and peculiar

ftrufture of this language we can give but a very inadequate

idea in the bounds of a note. Few languages bear more

evident marks of having been cultivated by Grammarians

and Phjlofophers, although we know not at what period.

In this view alone an acquaintance with it would amply re-

ward the labour of the fludent. Connected as it is top

with the learned and ancient languages, as well as the

fource of a confiderable part of the modern tongues of Eu-

rope, the Philologift would find the knowledge of it a very

important acquifition. This would lead him to the origin

and meaning of hundreds of words in living languages, of

which no tolerable etymon or account can otherwife be gi-

given. It would likewife lead to the pronunciation and

meaning of innumerable vocables in the ancient languages
;

Hebrew, as well as Greek and Latin.—The following paf-

fage, which contains a juft, as well as an elegant and con-

cife account of this language, will form a proper conclufion

to the preceeding remarks.

" Lingua Hibernica adeo copiofa eft, ut gravitate Hif-

panicam, comitate Italicam, amoris conciliatione Gallicam,

terroris incufficme Germanicani, fi non xquet, modico fane

intervallc
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A fhliochd nan fleibhte, 'm faca fibh Liughar ?

Ach 's cubhaidh gur ait leibh nach beo c.

Ach failnichi' fibhfe mar elan,

'S bidh ur daimhich aon latha ga'r feoruich.

Crathaidh ur clann an cinn le fmalan,

Cha 'n aithne dhoibh gleann ur cònuidh I

Is amhuil caochla na beatha 's na bliadhna >

Bha mife gun iarguin an famhra m' oige,

Mar ghiuthas na Mor'uth uaine,

Gun fmuairein ro' dhoininn a gheamhrai.

Shaoil mi gu maire' mo dhuilleach

'S nach cuireadh an aois air mo gheugan.

Ach a nis tha mi lorn mar thu fein

Is m' aos-chiabhan air fgei' na gaoithe •>

Dh' fhalbh làithean ar gean le cheile,

Air fgei' na doininn do 'n aonach.

LOSGA

intervallo fequatur. Sacer orator, Hibernicse linguae ful-

mine fceleratos a flagitio faepiflime deterret, ejufdem quoque

lingux lenicinio, a flagitio ad virtutem attrahit. Linguam

Hibernicam multa concinnitate prsediftam efle quis neget ?

cum earn Stanihurftus ipfe fatcatur, acutam, fententiis

abundantem, ad acria apophlhemata et jucundas allufiones

accommodatam efle." Cnmlrcn. everi- p. 1 6.
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\^j O fo taomadh a bhròin,

Mar dheo air anail na h òiche ?

A ghuth ànrach an cluafaibh Oifein,

A' tòra' cliu, le ofnaiche caoirain.

Taom, a thaibhfe, do ghuth,

Niomfa gu fubhach eifdeachd ;

Mo chluas na ciabha lia,

Ag iarruidh tainme 's do fgeula.

Tha

* al. Teamhra. Sometimes called Laoì Ghara s nam

Ian. The latter part of the poem is generally repeated as a

feparate piece, under the title of Oifian a' caoi nam Fiann-

" The lamentation of Offian for his friends."
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Tha 'n fhuaim air an iarmailt a' fàs,

Mar fteall aonaich fo dha bheul eas,

Trà dhùifgeas e bho amar na cheo,

'S a dh' aomas e 'n còail an tfealgair,

" A Laoire, (their efan o bhuth)

Is binn learn ro d' Kiba tfhuaim,

Is binn learn do cheum 's a ghleanri,

Na dheann ro dhoininn nam fuar-bhean."

Is binn guth Laoire fan anmoch,

A Shealgair nan eilde ruadha,

Ach 's binne na fin an fhuaim

Ta 'm chluafa fein fan uair fo.

Mar cheol nam bard air an gaoith,

An cuilidh chaoil nan fruthan uaigneach *.

4 No

Aerial mufic in the warbling wind?,

At diflance riling oft by fmall degrees;

Nearer and nearer came, till o'er the trees

It hung, and breathed foul-diflblving airs.

Thomson,
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No mar fhonn * a ghaoil tra dh'aomas Ofcar

'S a bhios clos aig an fhònan fhèail.

Nn 'S

* Mar fhonn a ghaoil tra dh'aomas Ofcar, " like the

mufic of his love to the ghoft of Ofcar." In the Celtic

mythology it was believed, that fongs in praife of the de-

parted contributed to their ready admittance to Fhth-innit

or " ifle of the happy;" and
#
proved afterwards a grateful

incenfe to their ghofls, when they hovered around. As

the following verfes give a true idea of thofe fongs, to

which our text refers, it will not be foreign to our fubjeft

to infert them, though already well known, by the title of

Ofcar's Ghoji.

O fee! that form that faintly gleams!

'Tis Ofcar come to cheer my dreams

;

On wings of wind he flies away,

O ftay my love! my Ofcar, flay!

Rife Offian! laft of Fingal's line,

And mix your fighs and tears with mine
j

O ! tune the harp to doleful lays,

And foothe my foul in Ofcar's praife.

The (hell is ceas'd in Ofiian's hall,

Since gloomy Cairbar wrought thy fallj

The roe on Morven lightly bounds,

Nor fears, the cry of Ofcar's hounds.

Ceafe,
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'S i gaol mo chaomh-Ofcair a t' ann,

Faoin-uifeag nan gleann falamh,

Is amhuil i 's gealach air fleibhte,

Mall-cheumach, 's a gnùis fo fmalan.

Ta i caoidh * gach peathar a threig,

Cha 'n fhaicear an ceuma ni's mò,

Mar reulta fan fpeur air caochla',

No mar ghealaich 's a h f aogas dorcha.

Ighean Thofcair,
J

*s falamh an tàitc,

Duifg-fa le d' dhànaibh m' anam.

Duifg

Ceafe, Tofcar's daughter! ceafe to mourn,

Your hero never will return,

But long fhall Ofcar's name be known,

And far be fpread the Chief's renown.

Ne'er fell his fword on vanquifh'd foe?.

Though great his foul when danger rofe;

And when by friendfhip's words betray'd,

The field with death your Ofcar fpread.

Ye Sons of fong ! your voices raife,

And fing the mighty warrior's prajfe
;

That heroes yet unborn may cry

—

May I, like Ofcar, fight and die!"

* al na cuideachd a dh'eug. f al. eudaelt.

t al. far dhomh mo chlarfach.
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Duifg e bho chlò-chadal na haoife,

An-aobhach, gun folus do chiuil-fa.

Mar chlàr taibhs' air ceathach an noin,

An gleannan mòdhar nan caochan lubacb,

Tba guth na faoin-uifeig am chluais,

Taom fhuaim air * chlar is duifg mi.

—Dall air m' anam fein

Tha na bliadhnaidh a threig a' pilltin

Thaineas o Arda le buaidh,

Gu huallach air fteuda nan f coigreach,

'S ar gean mar ghathaibh na greine

'S i luidhe' fiar air fleibhte Thaura.

Chiteadh am fè na fairge

} Coillte le 'n carraigibh eighinn,

*S clann ag amharc le ioghnadh,

Air fmuidean Thaura fuidhe.

Mar bho' na frois air fleibht

<

Bha oighean aoibhinn nar còail,

A' feinn caithream nan ceud clàr
f

Le mànran binn an òrain.

N n 2 Failte

* al an òich'. f al. gall. % a!. fldbJi.U.
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Failte na Feinne*.

Co fo liomhaidh na eide'

Le f mharc uaibhreach ard-cheumach
?

Glas-mhuinneach, le fmùidre ceathaich

O fhroin (mar dheathach Thaura)?

—Co fo air an each fteudach

Las-fhuilcach, chobhar-bheulach,

Amhach mar bhogha-catha

Lùbta grinn fan ard-adhar ?

—Co
* i. e. " Hail to the Heroes." It was cuflomary that

the women came out to falute the men with fongs, as here,

on theii return from war.—We find the like cuilom among

the Jews in the days of David and Saul. And the women

came out of all the cities of Ifrael, finging— *« Saul hath

{lain his thoufands, and David his ten thoufands."

i Sam. xviii. 6, 7.

On this fubject, fee Mr Walker's memoirs of Irifh Bards,

page 2Z.

f Marc, " a horfe," is now obfolete, except in its com-

pounds and derivatives, in which it Mill keeps its place—
As cattle formed the m.dium of commerce in the early ftate

of focitty, before the invention of coin, the image and name

of certain animals, of a cow, a flieep, or a horfe, were gi-

ven to the firfl coins to denote the value at which they

were to pafs. Hence the name cf the old coin tzxrk, from

the above word fignifying a horfe.
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—Co ach Fionn nam fiantai' feachd

Mharcaicheas am bras-each frianach?

Tha do chliu, a Righ na Feinne,

Mu'n cuairt duit, mar ghathaibh greine,

Na fholus tha miltean aoibhneach,

'S an gnùis mar an lear is fè air ;

An gean mar Chaothan fa cheituin,

Tra bhios iafg ri cuilean ag eiridh.

Ach na laoich, co ciuin an sith,

Tha mar dhoininn ri am na ftrl.

—Theich fibh, a choigrich o chein,

'S a righrean an domhain gu leir;

Theich libh gun eide' gun each,

Dh' fhàg fibh nur deigh iad fan fheachd

!

—" C'àit' a bheil ur nairm 's ur nèide'?"

—" Feoruichibh do fhiol nan fleibhte."

Theich ur daoine fein gu nàrach,

Cha bhi 'n ainm am feafd 's na dànaibh.

Oigh cha tig le clar nan còail

Nan teach uaigneach tha iad brònach.

—Brònach bithibhs' oighean aineil,

'S balla-chrith biodh air righre 'n domhain
;

Le clàr is ceol bidh finne aoibhinn,

A' cur fàilt air flòigh na Feinne,

B*
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B' amhuil a fheinn ar n òighean

'S an gnuis mar òrra-ihleibhte,

Tra bhios duilleach na daraig uaine

Gun ghluafad thar uifge Lubair.

'S ni 'm b' fhois do chlàraibh nam bard

An Taura ard fan uair fin,

Le 'n crith-ghuth ait fan talla aoibhinn,

Chluinnt' ann an cein am fuaimneach.

—Tha 'n darag dhearg na lafair,

A folus gu fairfing a' fgaoile'

Gu ciar-imeachd an Aineil

Air fliabh na falluinge doirche.

—'S ait le fhuil-fan an talla,

* So far an caith finn an òiche ;

Teach Fhinn ! tha chònuidh fgaoilte,

'S e ainm aobhach * Tigh na feile f."

Dh'

* a/. Teach an Aineil.

f The doors that know no fhrill alarming bell,

No curfed knocker plied by villain's hand,

Self-opened into halls.

Cajile of Indolence
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Dh' amhairc an Righ gus an raon,

Am faiceadh e aogas coigrich,

'San dorus chòlaich e Bard aos-lia

'S e 'g aomadh air fuigheall luirge.

Le aoibhneas thug Fionn e fleach,

Air a leachd bha imeachd a dheoir,

Fhalt tana toinnt' air gach taobh,

'S uladh aofd air uchd ga chòlach'.

—Air a chulaobh, a' giulan a chlàrfaich,

Bha ògan ànrach athach :

Shuidh iad gu'r cuilm le cheile,

'S gach aon ag eiridh gu muirneach,

Dh' iarras orra bhi fubhach,

Is am mulad mar cheo nach gluaife*

Glas-neulach air bonn nan fleibhte,

Ge * d' eirich a ghrian mu'n cuairt da.

—Fa dheire ghlac an taofd' a chruit,

A fonn gu tiamhaidh nar cluafa thuit.

Ban

* al. Ioinnear*.
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Dan an aos-fìnìidh.

" 'S bha Sithaimhe na Thriath an cein ;

A thalla dh' eirich air gorm nan lùb,

An afgailt bheann is choilltean aofda,

San amhainn aobhaich tha dreach an tùir,

—Deich is da fhichead am fa ghleann,

Ofcionn Sithaimhe fhearg an darag,

" Faicibh ar laithean a' failneach,

Do radh e gach uair ris gach caraid.

—Mar dhuilleag dharaich, mar fheur aonaich,

Tha gach aon mu 'n feach a' fearga'

;

'S ionan aimfir na beatha 's na bliadhnai,

Mar dhian-ruith cloiche ro' gharbhlach.

Tha cuid a' fearga' mar ròs,

Cuid mar dhuilleach òg fan tfamhra,

Cuid mar mo ghaol fan fhoghar fhailneach,

'S cuid mar Sithaimhe fa gheamhra *.

3 o

* Behold, fond man !

See here thy pi&ur'd life
j

pafs fome few years,

Thy flow'ring fpring, thy fummer's ardent ftrength,

Thy fober autumn fading into age,

And,
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O 'n tha ar n ùine mata co gearr
;

Faigheamaid na thràth ar cliu ;

Biodh ar ceuma mar mollis air aonach,

Mu 'n caochail ar laithean ànrach f."

Cha d' iarr Sithaimhe riabh

Ach fiothann a fhliabha fein,

Is deoch cha d' iarr e òl

A' fruthaibh mor' an cèin.

Tra dh' iarradh an lag a choghna,

Bha a lann an cònuidh deas,

Air chùl a fgeithe dileis

An tanfhann fo dhidein fheas.

Dh' eirich falachd eadar chairdean,

Dh' iarr Du-arma bàs a bhrathar
;

Ge d' thug Sithaimhe do 'n lag e chònadh,

Cha do thòr e buaidh na làrach.

Thuit Talma is Sithaimhe !

O o Gu

And, pale, concluding winter comes at laft,

And (huts the fcene.

Thomfon's Winter, 1028.

f Sithama, who moralizes here on the brevity of human

life, feems to have been one of the Druids, whofe infi.rudior.9

were frequently delivered in this fententious manner.
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Gu Gorm-luba thàr Du-arma.

Tha mac Sithaimhe og,

Cha'n eol da iomairt arma.

—Chi e coigreach na dhàil

('S an òich air barr nan geuga)

Lua'-cheumach, amhuil athair,

Ghluais e na charadh gu haoibhinn;

Mar chrann fo dhruchd a cheituin,

B' ait leis ceuma gach aineil.

—Chunnaic e Du-arma fo ghruaim,

" Tha chuirm fan uair fo fgaoilte,

(Thuirt e, 's e sineadh a làimhe,)

Com nach biodh tu bàigheil aobhach ?"

Freagra cha d' thug Du-arma,

Ach a mleagh gu garg a thogail

;

An tògan theich le oidhrip fhaoin,

Tha fhuil a' fgaoileadh air ftairfnich Athar,

Chunnaic a phiuthar fearg a nàimh

'S a ciabha donn air clàr a huinneig,

" Aos-bhaird an urr' thu mo dhion ?

Ach chrion do làmh, och cha'n urrainn.'*

Tha
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Tha uinneag eil' air tràigh na tuinne,

O'n trie a chunnaic i gnuis,

O fin thug i leum fan t fruth j

Bu dubhach am bard aofda.

* Critheach, deurach, ghios an doruis,

Bu chofail e ri Laoch ag iomchar

Mic a mhic gu 'leabuidh thofdaich,

Thuit e fan ftarfnaich air Crigeal.

f
'* 'S e m bard, ars' an togan a t'ann"

Bha ghuth fann 's an teug a' ftri ris

Thainig cu a* caoi ' mu'n cuairt,

'S an t'fleagh fhuair na thaobh cli.

Dh' imich am bard fo bhròn,

A dh' iarruidh na hòighe fan t fruth
3

Fhuair e i Jcrochta ri geig,

5 A flùn i fein thar llugan dubh,

O o 2 Chaidh

* al. Air chrith le chlarfaich, &c.

f The charafter and perlbn of a bard were always held

facred, even by the moll unfparing cruelty.

% al. le folus na rè.

§ al. 'S le lafair eiti' a.n tùir.
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Chaidh Crigeal a chàra' na leabai fein,

'S chaidh 'n oigh na eide' leis a bhard;

A Right na Feinne, thoir dhoibh do choghna,

Do'n tfean 's an tòg an fo a d' lath'r."

Sguir am Bard le bùire bròin,

?S dh' fhalbh le'r n oighean Ciabha-donn,

(Amhuil fliuch-reul a fhoilfich tamul ;)

Bha 'n fhalluing mu ccann reubta.

—Thainig tiomadh air fuilean Fhinn

'S ni 'm bu chuimhne le laoch am fleagh

;

Faiceam, arfa Freafdal, mo lann
;

Ghlan Fionn a dheoir le chiabha.

" Deichnear gu talk Dhu'arma

Theid air falbh o bheinn ar feilge,

\S ge be 's annfa leis an òighe

Fanadh e na coir na dheigh fin."

Leum finn mar thannais na hòiche,

Tra thig foillfe na fàire, mòdhair *
;

Is dh' fhàgas Gara fan talla,

Gu faire nan caomh-òighean.

Ciod
* a/, do 'n aonach j
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Ciod fàth do throm-ofnaich,

Ighean Thofcair, 's iad fathafd aoibhinn ?

Tiormaich do dheoir gus an cluinn finn

An cuibhrionn eile d'an fgeula.

Tha dàn a bhroin mar chaochan

Am bheil anam nan laoch a' leaghadh :

Tha 'n imeachd na fhiubhal dorcha,

'S a thorman gu tiamhaidh aoibhinn.

Nach cuimhne leat fein an àilleag,

A Mhala-mhine, tra thainig an tfoillfe r

Bha timeachd fan la fin gu Ard-bheinn

Air falaire la' ri mo dhea'-righ. .

# Innfeam pairt do dhreach na reul :

Bu gheal a deud gu hùr dlù.

'S

* The above defcription of " a fine woman" is fre-

quently repeated by itfelf under the title of " Aifling air

dhreach mnà."—The reader will not be difpleafed to fee it

accompanied with another beautiful defcription of the fame

kind:

Chuala Fionn 's nior chian uaidh,

Gul air bruaich locha fhèimh
j

Se fud a bh'ann maife mnà

A b' fhearr càil d'am faca fe.

Bha
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'S mar chanach an tfleibhe,

Bha a cncas fa h eìde ur.

Bha a gruaidh mar an ròs,

Bilidh a beoil air dhath nan caor

;

Bha a cneas mar am blàth,

'Sa leaca bhàn mar an taol.

Air dhath an òir bha a felt

Mar reult adhair a rofg min ;

A Phadruic nam feice' tu a dreach,

Bheire' tu fein feirc do'n mhnaoi

!

Dhruideas Fionn a dh' iarruidh fgèil,

Air mhnaoi (hèimh nan cuach òir
;

Is thubhairt, A rioghainn nan gruaidh geal,

Am feca tu mo choin fan tòir ?

Air do fheilg ni bheil mo fpeis,

Ni feca mi fein do choin ;

A Ri na Feinne gan tàr,

Is meafa learn fà mo ghoiL

An e do chèile fhuair bks,

A bhean bhlà, no do mhac ?

No cia 'n neach fa 'm bheil do chaoi i

Ainnir mhin is aillidh dreach.

No cad as fa bheil do bhròn,

Ainnir òg nam bos min,

Bha

Ke
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Bha a bràighe cearclach ban,

Mar fhneachda tlà fan fhireach,

Bha dà chich air a huchd ciatach,

B' e 'n dreach fud miann gach fir.

Bu fhoitheamh binn a gloir,

9S bu deirge na *n ròs a beul

;

Mar chobhar alios r'a taobh

Sinte gu caol bha * gach meur,

Bha a da chaol mhalai mhine,

Du-dhonn air liomh an loin,

A dà ghruaidh air dhreach nan caorran,

'S i gu h iomlan faor o chron.

Bha a gnuis mar bharra-gheuga

Anns a cheud-fhàs ur.

A fait buidhe mar orra-fhleibhte,

?

S mar dhearfa greine bha fuil
f.

Raineaft

No am feudar tfhurtachd le Fionn ?

Is dubhach leam thu bhi mar chiom.

See more of this poem in Mr Walker's Hiftorical Me-

moirs of the Irifh Bards,

* al. a lamh.

f The following lines of fome later poet are generally

repeated here. •

'S
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Raineas talla Dhu'-arma

Ach dh' fhalbh e le geilt ro'r cliu,

Bha A hair is uileann air lie,

A* caoi' a mhic a chaill e

;

A cheann lia air a bhos ag aomadh,

Is ula aofda fios gu làr.

'S trom acain air aflaich na gaoithe,

'S is dall dearg-chaoinnteach a fhuil.

Chluinn e mu leabaidh Thalma ar ceum,

" Is aoibhinn learn, a mhic, do thaibhfe!'

—Bu ghoirt leinn ofnaigh an aofda,

'S bhuin linn gu caoin *s gu coir ris.

Raineas-

'S truagh nach mife am fear,

Ainnir nan rofg mall,

D' an tiubhra' tufa gradh,

Is bheirinn a dha da chionn.

Bheirinn gaol thar ghaol,

Bheirinn gradh thar ghràdhj

Blicirinn run thar run,

Is mèin thar mèin a ghnà ;

'S nam biodh do chridhe neo-fhuar

Gun ghluafad a choidh',

Bheirinnlk dhuit gradh

>7ach crionadh a là no dh' òich.
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Ìlàineàs cònuidh Sithaimhe,

5S fhuaras gu tiamhaidh dorch' i,

An fionnach o'n làraich chlifg

"S an teun òiche bho 'n eighinn ftuadhaich,

Dh' iarras gu faoin an uinrieag

O'n do fhiubhail an òigh le fuathas,

Ach chunnas an fruth a' cleafachd

Mu na clachan an leabai na haimhne,

Chunnas fuil Chrìgil fan dorus,

San tfloc a rinn cafa nan aoidhean,

Bu tuirfeach an oighe chiabh-dhonn,

Ach dh' iarras air Freafdal a faoradh.

Bha Fionn air Ard-bheinn gar feithe'

'S ghabh fmn fleadh leis fan òiche,

Bu tuirfeach dreach thaibhfe nar cadal,

Bha fonn * an clàrfach tiamhaidh.

Amhuil ofnagh aonaich an cein
y

Seal mu 'n eirich an doinionn ghàbhaidh. f

Pp Bha

* al. am barda.

•f
Along the woods, along the moorifh fens,

Sighs the fad genius of the coming ftorm ;

Arta
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Bha 'n cruth 's an ath-chruth fa ghaoit-h,

JS iad ag ofnaich air aomadh àile.

Dh' imich cadal an Ri*

Rinn taibhfe fa thri a dhàfga' ;

Dhìrich e na 'n còail gun ftad,

Chunn' e fmùidrich gu cas nan iula ;

Ag eiridh uaine bho thalla fein,

Thug e 'n eighe,—'* Taura milltel"'

Chlifg gach aon ro 'n torran.

Is ruith finn mar dhealan gu Caolra

;

Leum gach fear air barr a fhleagh'

ìs dh'fhàgas mac Reatha fa chaolas.

Na feallaibh- orms' ars' an laoch,

Tearnaibh mo ghaol is an talla.

—Thug e da phlaofg' air a fhuil y

Is dhuin mu cheann an amhann.

B' anmoch ar teachd ghics an talla-,

Bha ceann na lafrach iofal,

An teach air tuiteam gu- làr,

'S a' fmàladh an teine fo fhineadh.

2 Bha
And up among the loofe disjointed cliffs

And fraciur'd mountains wild, the brawling brook

And cave prefageful, fend a hollow moan,

Refounding long in lift'ning Fancy's ear. Wir.ie-,
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Bha 'n dorus (leth-loifgte) fo chrann,

5S truagh nach do theann ris na hoigheani

Tuille cha chluinn iad a mhadainn,

No guth an leannain ri dùfgadh.

—Thionndas ri Taura ar cùl,

'S ar cinn lubta air lorga brònach.

Ceud feacamh 's ceud bheairt bholgach,

Is ceud fgia le 'n còdach crann,

Mar fin is ceud lùireach loinnreach,

X>e choilion do chloidhean dealrach ;

Ceud cuilean lughor dian,

'S ceud frian bulgach nan each ard,

Ghabha gaoth an gathaibh chrann ;

Bha fud air fad an teach Fhinn

Gun fuim aig neach iad bhi ann.

B' iad ar ceud bean ar cuis bhroin,

Le 'm macain òg nan earradh uaine,

'S iad aoibhinn mar dhoire fgiamhach,

'S a ghrian ro'n fhrois a' tuirling.

—Bha iad fgiamhach, ach leag an lafair

Am maife fan luaithre iofal.

A Mhala-mhine, cha'n ioghna do bhron,

'S gach folus a d' choir air treigfinn j

P p 7, Do
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Do chaomhaich uile nan luidhe'

Fo laraich an tigh' as nach eirich.

Mar fhruth reota fan aonach fhuar,

Sheas finne gu tuaiream na hòiche,

'S fheafamaid ni b' fhaide cian,

Mur deanadh iarguin Gharadh ar dùfgadh,

Dh' iarras an laoch na thùr,

Ach chualas a bhùirich a' huaimh,

Far an deanadh e gu goirt caoiran,

Gun uigh ri fodan no fòlas.

Thainig fuaim na lafrach gu bhruadar.

Mar thartar fuaimneach nàimh,

Thuit an talla mar bheum-fgeithe,

Ghrad-eirich an laoch o thàmh.

Ach dh' fhàg e le meud a chabhaig

Fhalt 's a fhic-chinn fan tfail an fàs.

Chunnaic an laoch am bruth iofal,

Chuir fud air di-chuimhn' a ghoith ;

" Oighean mo ghaoil, ni 'm buan mi fein."

Dh' eug e fan raon an fo.

'S ni 'n d
7 eug thu taonar, a Gharadh,

Bu ghearr latha chàich fan raon thiamhaidh,

Shearg
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Shearg iad mar bhlàth chaidh crith-reo tha'ris,

?S a chaidleas an cos an aonaich.

—Amhuil * taibhfe nach d' fhuair an cliu,

Cha tàradh aon diu gu aoibhneas,

'S ann a fhiubhla' gach aon da uaimh,

Tra dh' eireadh fuaim chlàr nan teudan.

Oijlan a? caoidh nam Fiann.

Cha'n ioghna, Ighean Thofcair,

Mo fprochd-ia bhi trom fan uair ;

Chaill thufa do f pheathraichean àluinn

Ach tha mife gun Armunn dlù.

Iarram iad an glinn an àbhaiit,

Cha laimhfich mi bheag ach an uaigh

;

Sin fein cha'n fhaighear gu gearr,

San aonach cha tàrar a luadh,

Seafuidh Righ nan laithe nar deigh,

Air tulaich an tfleibh an robh Taura;

Chi

* It was the opinion of thofe times that the fouls of the

departed could get no reft till the bards had fung their

praife in the funeral fong. This was a powerful induce-

ment to praife-worthy actions,

•{ (holuis aghor,^
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Chi e Caothan gu leug-fhruthach,

A' fmbhal ro choillte treudach

;

Chi e 'n cein an cuan critheach,

Le iomad innis uaine,

'S am maraich' a' leum air sàile,

Gu tràigh aig cois a chluaine.

" 'S aoibhinn an raon fo, deir an Righ,

* Chitear uaidh gach linn 's gach cnoc,

Togar talla dhomh fein aim,

Am fradharc eild' agus f bhoc."

Tha 'n tulach uaine ga claodhach,

An tulach laoghach an roth Taura ;

Tha fleaghan ag eiridh air dhreach an teine
P

Le fgiatha leathan mu'n cuairt 4oibh.

* This paflage is pretty well imitated in the following

verfes of an old elegy called Marbh-rann O'Nèiit.

'S ann aig O'Neill a bhiodh an teach

O'm fai£te gach linn 's gach loch
j

ChUeadh o mhullach amach

Beachai* cur meala gu moch.

I wifh to preferve another ftanza of this elegy for the fake

of its hyperboles.

J-
al mhuc. jV
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*—" 'S i leaba nan laoch a t'ann ;

Druidibh, a ehlann, a chòmiidh chughann."

Gairmidh

B' fhcilidh O'Neill afteach

Na mhuir mhor mu maorach ;

'S bu lionmhoire duine na theach

Na duille fa choille chraobhaich.

As many of the Irifh elegies have much merit, fome per*

fon who may have the opportunity ought to preferve them.

The following verfes of an Irifh bard on the death of his wife

mud excite curiofity for more of the fame kind :

Innleachd na hEirionn, na Greige, 's na Roimh,

Ged' bhiodh fud an aonfheachd, an aonbheairt am choir,

Ghlacainn gu h aoibhneach, ro mheud fin do fheoid,

Mairi na h Eirionn, nan eireadh i beo.

'S turfach Ian eiflean mi fein gach tra nòna,

'S a' mhadainn ge d'eirich, cha'n eirich i dhomhfa;

Ge d'fhaighinn ioma treud agus fpreidh agus floras,

Cha ghabhainn bean fo'n ghrein air do dheighfa le'pòfadki.-

Fhuair mi feal an Eirinn, gu h aoibhinn 's gu sòghail

Ag òl leis gach treunfhear gu h eifeachdach ceolar,

Dh'fhagadh na dheigh fin leam fein mi gu brònach,

An deireadh mo rè, 's gun mo cheile bhi beo ham.

M'aon-tlachd 's mo fholas thu, òg-bhean bu chiuine,

M'inntin ad dheigh, och is kir gu bheil mùthteach,

Cu
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Gairmidh e ehuige 'n taos-dana,

" Co do 'n àros an uaigh fo?"

Iarruidh efan a cho-luchd-fgeil

;

Ach 's geilg e mar Oifian na aonar„

Is geug am aonar mi fein

Air a treigfìnn le eòlain uile,

Aon air aon diu' dh' fhàilnich,

Is dh' fhag iad mife gu dubhach.

Mala-mhine.,

'S nach geugan a fhearg luath,

Mo pheathraichean uafal fein,

Gun ùr-fhàs ri fhaicinn nan àite,

* 'S mis air m' fhàgail nan deigh.

San lò cha'n fhaic mi d' an luirg

Aeh tuilm uaine 's leaca còinich ;

Sail

Gu deimhin cha'n fheud mi acl dheigb a bhi funtach,

A Mhari na ceille 's nam bens a bha cliuteach.

See Mr Walker's Hift. Mem. of Irifli Bards, Appen. p. 93.

* al. Sud a cbraidh gu goirt mi fein-.
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San òiche filidh mo dheoir,

Ach cha'n fhaic mi lochran fan fpeur.

'S amhuil mi 's reul na maidne,

Glas-neulach an deigh gach lochrain
;

Is geari cuairt a foluis fein,

'S i 'g imeachd nan deigh brònach.

Eir'idh an òigh gu fealg an aonaich,

Ach cha'n fhaic i haogas fhuas

;

" Caochlaidh finne nar naimiir fein ;"

Their i, deurach, ri each mu'n cuairt.

Oifian.

'S tha mo chridhe-fa 'n dùlach bròm,

Mar ghrian 's na neoil ga cuartach',

Gun dearfa caol a' ruigheachd an aonaich,

'S an gleann mu chaochan duaichni.

—Threig folus nam flath caoin,

A dhealruich ri m' thaobh mar ftàilinn,

Q^q Mala-
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Mala-mhine.

Threig faraon mo fholuis fein,

Tha mo chridhe nan deigh mar earr-dhubh ;

Mi falach mo ghnuife le m' eide'

'S mi tuire' gu geur na dh' fhalbh uam«

Tuiridh ; a rcultan an àigh,

Is blàth learn ur bròn-chuimhne *.

Oìfean.

Is amhuil, is caomh learn fein

Urfanna treun a chatha.

Ge trom an fuain 's gun lua* ri 'in faicinn,

Tha 'n dreach gnn ftad ann am fmuainte.

—So far am faca* mi 'n Fhiann,

Chunnacas ann Cian agus Comi

;

Fionn

* A while, O lend us from the tomb

Thofe long-loft friends for whom we fmart,

And fill with pious awe and joy-mixt woe the heart.

Thomson.
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Fionn fein is Ofcar mo mhac,

Raoini' Art, is Diarmad donn ;

Seimh-mhac Luthaich, 's Caoin-cheann gun

chealg,

Mac Ghara garg, tri Fionain 's Fead.

Bu loinreach an fo ceann-bheairt Aoigh,

'S bhiodh fead fa ghaoith aig leadan Daoire,

Gruag Dheirg mac-famhuil bratach,

'S Treunar gafda mar gheig fan doire.

Bha Torman mar fhruth o'n aonach,

Ardan mar chraoibh ro cheo,

Muirne ri thaobh is Sith-bheulain,

Ag amharc fèimh thar fgiatha gorma.

Cleafamor maraon, an gaifgeach calma,

'S Fearra-ghuth nan lann ban,

Caoireal binn, faraon is Ulann,

'S na floigh air uilinn ri'n dàn.

—Chunnas ann Moran is Filidh nan duan,

Conal fuairce na cainnt thlà,

Lamh-dhearga le lainn deirg,

Is Curach bu mhor feirg am blàr.

—'S c' àit a bheil Liughar na fèile,

'S Fad-èighe nan iolach cruaidh

;

Q^q 2 I Raon-
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Raon-ùr-rua' nan leadan òir,

Luimne mor-chathach 's Caoilte luath.

—-C'àit a bheil Leadan nan rofg mall,

Beanno armach 's Tofcar òg,

Mao'-chruth, Galmar is Cao-mhala,

Luchd-fgarai' thorc air Gorm'all mor ?

- G'àit a bheil Faolan mo bhrathair fein,

*S Fear'as beul-dearg bu bhinn gloir,

Cm'geal bu loinreach eide'

'S Deo-greine b'ait le laocha mòr ;

—C'àit a bheil Ma'-ronnan nan cuach

'S a mhaife bha 'n gruaidh Aillidh ?

Feuch dhomh ceuma Dhuchoimir,

Is Crigeal na haghaidh ghradhaich.

—Bha Sorglan, Suine 's Conn-laoch

Mar fteud aonaich ann fa chath,

Goll mar fhrann-ghaoth na fàfaich,

Is Conal a' cur bàis o ghath.

—Threig fibh mi, fheara mo ghraidh,

Cha 'n 'eil caomh a chàireas m'uaigh

;

Tha mife ri bròn nur deigh,

Is mi fein an t aonaran truagh !

'S tiamhaidh mi 'm feafd nur deigh
A

Air fieibhte fàfail am aonar.

Theich
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Theich oighean mo ghraidh mar reulta,

'S tha mife nan deigh brònach,

Mar ghealach tra dh' eireas a ghrian,

'S na reultan a' dian-dhol o'n àite,

Oìjìan.

* Tiormaich ighean Thofcair do dheoir,

Dh' fhàg thu bronach m' anam fein
;

Mar

* The following ftanzas feem to have been a part of fome

other poem ; but as they are beautiful and tender, and fome-

times repeated here, I fet them down, accompanied with a

tranflation, as none has hitherto been given.

Otfian.

Com' an fileadh do dheoir,

Mar thobar an còs nan fleibhte
;

'S com' an cluinntear ofna do bhroin,

Mar chpol ann an cuilc na Leige?

Mala-mhine.

An ioghna leat fa mo bhroin,

'S am fònan ann Seallama fo fliiosj

An
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Mar an òiche dol feachad na fiubhal,

Cha'n fhuirich ar bròn ach fealan.

An ioghna Ieat fa mo bhròin,

S an * ialtag an cònuidh Fhinn ?

Chualas fuaim ann fa ghaoith,

" Carbad Chuchulinn!"—b'fhaoin do rà' mi;

Chunnas air Leana folus ;

Cha bl lann Ofcair mo ghraidh i

!

—Ofcair ! tha do lann fan uaigh ;

Tha do fgia' duaichni 'n Seallama ;

Chunna' mi a bolga fo fmal,

'3 a h iallan air fad air truailleadh.

Oifian.

Amhuil fin, a ghaoil mo ghaoil,

Cha bhi finne ri fhaotainn, no Seallama,

Mur faighear ar leaba uaine,

Far an ciuin ar fuain gun dùfga.

—'S ciuin cadal na huaighe,

Com' am biodh do ghruaidh-fa fnitheach ?

Bha do chaomhaich mar fholuis nan fpeur,

Bha 'n ceuma gu dealrach dligheach.

Mala-
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'3 amhuil e *s bruadar òigh nan eilde

Na carraig fein fo lhuain na fine'

;

Na

Mala-mhtne.

Dh'aom an òiche le neoil,

Thuit an ceo air an kar ;

Siubhlaidh an òiche 's an ceo,

Ach tha mife ri m' bheo gun ghean.

Oifean.

Malvina, fay what now renews thy woe ?

Say why thy tears, like rills, inceflant flow ?

Why heaves thy bofom with the moanful cry,

Like Lego's reeds when ghofts among them figh ?

Malvina.

And doft thou afk the caufe of all my woe,

When yonder Selma's moffy tow'rs lie low?

When bats and thirties dwell in Fingsl's hall,

And roes bound fearlefs o'er its mould'ring wall Ì

—Befides, I heard upon the diftant wind

A found that rous'd my fadly-muiing mind;

It
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Na beachd tha i tuirling fan tfmth,

(Sa hanam mar eun, fo 'n tuil, 's air uachdar)

Ag

It is, I fondly faid, Cuchullin's car ?

The Chief returning from the roar of war !

—A light had likewife gleam'd on Lena's heath ;

My love, my Ofcar ! 'tis thy fpear of death !

I faid : but Ofcar's fpear is in the tomb
;

His fhield, O Selma, in thy empty womb.

I faw its boffes cover'd o'er with ruft,

And all its thongs faft-mould'ring into dull.

Ev'n fo, Malvina, my brave Ofcar's love

!

Like thofe we mourn for, we muft foon remove;

No trace of us or Selma fhall be found,

Save the green mound that marks our fleep profound,

— Soft are the flumbers of that bed of peace;

Let then Malvina's flowing forrow ceafe ;

Nor weep for friends whofe actions were fo bright,

Whofe Heps were mark'd with beams of heav'nly light.

Malvina.

Now Night defcends with all her dufky clouds,

And Ocean in her fable mantle fhrouds;

Yet Night will foon refign her place to day,

But my protracted woe muft laft for ay.
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Àg eìgheach r
%
a gaol, gun chomas a coghna :

—Ta h anam gu neoil ag imeachd.

A gaol ga caoi' is ife 'g acain,

Le hofnaich o eadal a' dufga'.

Togas i ceann fo fgei a creige,

'S grad-theichidh a geilt 's a bruadar.

Is amhuil aifling ar beatha fein,

Ighean Chaothain nan geuga gorm
5

Duifgidh ar caomhaich linn gu grad,

Tha 'n guth chean' ann am badaibh nan coillte,

Nach ait, ighean Thofcair.. am fuaim?

" Bidh Oifian 's Mal'-mhine gu luath leinn^

'S amhuil e 's toirm Laoire do 'n Aineal,

'S gun e 'g amas air a fhlighe fan òiche.

Cha lèir dha Seallama a ghaoil,

'S an doinionn fan raon mu'n cuairt

;

An rod cearr cughan air faondra,

'S taibhfean à' glaodhaich na chluais.

ChlUinn e mu dheire toirm Laoire,

'S e 'g radh le aoibhneas, " Tha Seallama dlu!'
?

—'S co ait as fin Oifìan ànrach

Ri clàifdin cagar nan taibhfe

Rr Gs
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Ga chuire' gu talladh a ihinnfear'

Aite còail nan caomh air ionntrain.

An talla nam flath am bi bròn,

No faoi le deoir air a ghruaidh,

An tAthair an caoi' an tOfcar,

'S am mair ofnaigh Mala-mine?

An fpionar Aoibhir-àluinn o gradh,

No 'n loifgear àros nam Fiann

;

An fgarar na cairdcan o cheile,

No 'n dealuich an teug linn o'r miann?

—A real na maife ni hamhluidh,

Ach dealraidh mar lann an Luin ar folus

;

Ar n aoibhneas mar an fhairge cha tràigh,

'S cha 'n fhailnich mar aghaidh na Gealaich.

—Ar caoimh mar fnoluis a chaochail,

'S na fpeura faoin os ar cionn

Cha bhi ni 's mò; ach taomaidh

* Le ceol aobhach an aiteal tharuinn.

—Ighcan

* Le ceol aobhach, &c. Here, as in feveral other places,

Oflian makes mufic or fong a part of the happinefs of a fu-

ture ftate. So much indeed were the ancient inhabitants

of Scotland and Ireland addifted to mufic and fong, that

the firft Chriftian mifiionaries veryjudicioufly called the fong

and
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—Ighean Thofcair, uifeag a taonar,

Leig air faondra mata do thuirfe.

and the harp to their aid when they undertook their conver-

fion. The fame of St Patrick's harp is tranfmitted to us

by Giraldus Cambrenfis, and its magic powers may have

probably been equal to thofe of the lyre of Orpheus. In

ancient poems addrefTed to the fame Saint, he is frequently

called Padruic a chanas na failm, or Patrick the finger of

pfalms. Columbanus, too, (or St Columba) feems to have

been indebted for a great part of the allonilhing veneration

in which he was held in Scotland and Ireland, to his having

conformed his monaftic rule fo far to the tafte of the people

as to have made myfic or finging the chief part of it. Ac-

cording to it—the monks were to afiemble thrice every

night, and as often in the day. In each office of the day

they were to ufe prayers and fing thixe pfalms. In each

office of the night, from October to February, they were

to fing thirty-fix pfalms and twelve anthems, at three feve-

ral times ; through the reft of the year, twenty-one pfalms

and eight anthems ; but on Saturday and Sunday nights,

twenty-five pfalms and twenty-five anthems. See his Rale

published at Rome by Luc Holstein Deepin. 1661.

So popular was this rule, however fevere it may appear

now, that 300 churches which Columbanus eftablifhed in

Scotland and Ireland, adopted it. And the Saint himfelf

rigoroufly conformed to it till he died in the exercife of it at

mid-
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midnight vigils, in the 77th year of his age. He is faid to

have addrefled the people frequently in verfe, and even to

have delivered his lail difcourfe to his difciples in that form;

of which the following lines, relating to the mutability of

all fublunary things, and particularly to the fate of his great

monaflery of Iona, are faid to be a part :

An I mo phridhe, I mo ghraidh,

An àite guth Manaich bidh geum bà j

Ach mun tig an faoghal gu crich,

Bithidh I mar a bha.

The followers of thofe holy men conformed to the tafle

of the inhabitants, by following the fame practice in much

later times.

" Epifcopi et Abbates, et Sanc~ti in Hibernia viri, cytha-

ras circumferre, et in eis modulando piè deleciari confueve-

nnt. Came. Top. Hsb.

CATH-



CATH-LAMHA; no Dan an

Fhir-leidh*.

JfXlG ceuma mall do chaochain chiuin,

Le d' t chruit-chiuil na tofd,

R r 2 Tha
* This poem feems to have been the compofition of Or-

ran, though fometimes, like moft other ancient poems,

afcribed to Ofllan, from the fimilarity of the names.

f Cruit was the name of an ancient mufical inftrument

ufedbythe Celts, and in Wales it ftill retains its name(Oau//5.)

It was probably the fame with the clàrfach, and perhaps not

very unlike the form of the prefent Irifti harp, if it be that

Barbarian cytkara of which aBifhop of Lyons, who wrote in

the 5th century, fays, that it was fhaped like the Greek

delta. But from the following lines of Venantius Fortuna-

tus who wrote a century later, fome have fuppoied the hart

to be different from the Cruit., which he calls crotta.

Romanufque Lyra plaudet tibi, barbarus Harpa,

Grascus Achilliaca, Crotta Brittana canat. Lib. vii.
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Tha thufa, mhic Arair a d thàmh,

'S na taibhs' air gach làimh a nochd.

Doilleir air aoma gach neoil,

Do ionad an cònuidh dlù,

Cromaidh a dh' eifdcachd am molaidh

?S cha chluinn iad fan ofaig an cliu.

—A mhic Arair, com' ad thofd,

Is clann na gaifge co dlù?

" Co b' fhearr fios na thu fein,

Orrain, air beus na dh' fhalbh ?

Tha 'n cuimhne mar dhears' air tanam,

Can anns an dàn an tèabhachd
;

Gu fmbhladh an cliu gu linnte cèin,

Mar dheo-grein' air anam nam bard,

Tra bhios Orran 's a chlàr nan fuain

Mar fhè nòin air uachdar càrraidh."

Caidlidh Orran 's a chlàr,

Ach mairidh an dàn na dhèigh,

Eifd, a mhic Arair, an fhuaim,

Tri buail i do chlanna nan teud.

San tfliabh fo bha Dumor nan fleagh,

Ma feadh is ighean chaoin
;

Bu



CATH-LAMHA. 319

Bu bhinn na theach a ceol,

Thug Làmha' do 'n òighe gaol.

Ani feachd Dhumoir bha Làmha' treun,

Is cha d' eur an Ri dha Min-fliuil.

Cha d' eur an Ri, ach dh' eur i fein

Aig meud a fpeis do Ronan àillidh.

Ronan bho Shruth-thorman nan fteud,

Chuir fios air a cheile bàigheil.

Dh' imich ife le fear an iuil,

Bha Làmha' dlù air an raon.

Cheangail e 'm fear-iuil ri daraig nan colg,

'S an luing nam bolg chuir e ghaol.

Air chuantai' ftuadhach chluinnt' a glaodh,

" A Ronain mo ghaoil dean foir!"

—Cha chluinn e do ghlaodh oighe ànrach,

Aig fruthan fàfail tha luadh air tòran.

" Is mall do cheuman, a ghaoil,

Is cian o'n chaochan mo leannan;

Cha chluinn mi timeachd fan raon,

Ach gaoth ann an gèig an * tSean'ir.

Thig, a Shuil-mhine mo ghaoil,

Mar eilid an raoin, aoibhinn,

Com,

* A fequeftered Culdee or Druid,
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Com* a bheil do cheuma co mall,

Air Gorm-mheall nan gleann eildeach?

—*S cian an òiche 'smi 'm aonar,

A luchd imeachd nan fpeura gorma,

'N di-chuimhn duibhfa bhur turas

A* fuireach mar mife r'ar nannfachd?

Ciod a rug ort a ghrian na maidne,

Gu caidle' tu foir a d chluain ?

—Choinnich thu do Mhin-ihuil aoibhinn,

Cha *n 'eil ur ceum 's na fpeura fhuas.

A fhoillfe maifeach, le 'r cloinn fein,

(Na reultan aillidh uaine)

Tha ur cònuidh 's na neoil le cheile,

'S is gearr aoibhinn leibh an uair-fa.

—Ach 's cian an òiche leamfa,

'S mo Mhin-ihuil dhonn air chuairt.

Tog tòr-cheann, a ghrian aoibhinn,

Is dealruich air a ceuma gu luath."

Dhealruich a mhadainn aobhach,

Cha'n fhac e aogus a ghaoil.

DW eirich neul ailli' dlù

Mar an oighe Shuil-mhin chaoin.

I
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'S gaoil e ghlaca na dhàil,

Ach dh' imich fan àile 'n dreach
;

Dall duaichni a' caochla,

Mar cheo nan aonach meach.

Dh' imich Ronan 's e Ian geilt,

Gu Sean'ar nan creag aofda,

Bha 'n crith-thaice ri luirg fein,

Fo ghèig dhoilleir dharaich

Làn ogluidheach :—a' crom-aomadh,

"S fheufag aofda fios mu bhrollach.

—Air làr tha fliuil a' dearcadh,

Ach anam an cònuidh thaibhfe.

Ciod a chi thu, arfa Ronan,

Mu Shuil-mhine mo leannan gaoil-fa?

" Macan an sàs cruaidh

Bàrca thar cuan na deann,

A Shuil-mhine ! 's cruaidh learn do ghlaodh,

A' taomadh air tuinn gun fhurtachd!"

.
—" * Is deacair learn fein do fgeul."

—" j Cha chual thu gu leir olcas."

S s Dh'

* Ronan fpeaks. f Seanar fpeaks,
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Dh T

imich an laoch le tuirfe,

'S e toirt buille do'n bholg bheumach,

Chlifg ceud ògan aobhach

Am meadhon eilde fan raon luachrach,

Dhoirt finn gu fruthaibh an laoich,

Tofdach caointeach fad na hòiche;

Fonn clarfaich no fuaimncach ilige,

Fleadh no teine cha robh dlù ;

Fuar fliuch gun deo leirfinn

Chaith finn gu leir an òiche ;

*S air madainn bhuail finn gu lear ;

Bha oighean gun ghean air charraigibh.

Bu neo-amhluidh, a Dhumoir, do chor-fa,

Sa mhadainn mhoich aig ciridb,

Gun tighean or-bhuidh le fuilegorma,

A.d thalla dorcha ga heide.

—Chruinnich na h òighean iughrachj

Air druchd moch na maidne,

*S iad mar ghathaibh na greine foir,

Ag imeachd a chum na feilge.

Dh' iarr iad Suilmhine na teach diamhair :

Ighean Dhumoir is cian do chlos,

Aii
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Air fleibhte nan earba ciara

Do cheum cha robh riabh air deire,

Duifg, is a ghrain ag eiridh
;

Duifg, is na heildean a' mofgla;

Crath, ighean Dhumoir do chiabhan,

Gu feilg nan fliabh bidh ar n imeachd.

—Och ! tha 'n oigh air ionndrain !"

Mar fhead na gaoithe gu cluais Dhumoir,

Thainig guth nan oighean brònach ;

Bu tuirfeach Dumor fan lò fìn,

Ach bu tuirfich' gu mòr Pvonan.

Chruinnich an ath-òiche na clò,

Chunnacas mar cheo an tràigh
;

Gu tofdach tiamhaidh fhuair finn an cala,

'S an òiche gar falach na dui'bhrat.

Doilleir gun fhafga bho fliìn

Bha ar cor fan fir chèin,

Bha foluis na h òich' air uairibh

Ag amharc trùailìidh ro chirbe neul.

Bu dòbhidh an dreach dearg
;

'S bu trie fgalartaich ar con
j

Chluinnte cuideachd taibhfe tiamhaidh

Ag amhare ro chiar-cheo na hòiche.

S f % Shuidtì
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Shuidh Ronan air lie chòinich,

•S a fgia air geig chòfaich thairis,

(Chluinnte na hiallaibh fead na gaoithe)

'S mife r'a thaobh le * dàn Athar ;

Athar,

* It was part of the office of the Bards thus to compofe

the foul of their Chief to deep, by their harp and midnight

fong;

When fleep was coy, the Bards in waiting there,

Chcer'd the lone midnight with the mufe's lore;

Compofing mufic, bade his dreams be fair,

And mufic lends new gladnefs to the morning air.

Cajile of Indolence.

Pythagoras applied mufic to the fame purpofe; " Pytha-

goras ut animum fuum femper divinitate imbueret, priuf-

quam fe femno daret, et cum efTet expergitus cantare con-

fueverat :—perturbationes animi lyrà componebat."

Jambl. vit. Pyth. &c.

The mufic of the harp, when well played, was believed,

like David's lyre, to be powerful enough ,to charm the evil

fpirit himfelf. So fays even a Bifhop (Grofthead.)

Next hys chamber, befyde his ftudy

;

Hys harper's chamber was fall by :

The virtue of the harp, through Hull and right,

Will deftrye Ùtitfìndys might.
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Athar, a ghleachd ri Comar * nan tulach

An criochaibh fUlann 's na laithibh iom-chein.

Leig dhiot ars' an laoch an dàn,

Gus an dealruich a mhadain ghlas,

Oir dhùifg an fgeula mo chorruich fein

Tha m' anam a leum gu bras.

—Tra phill Comar o'n iorguil bhorb,

'S a lean e 'n Sru'thorman an rua-bhoc,

Bha thi air mife a fgrios

Og, 's mo chlaidhe na thruaille.

Ghabh aon da laochaibh truas diom maoth,

B'e fin a fhaor mi bheum na fleagh

Ar n airm tha fathafd aig Làmha,

Le lua'-bhàs m' athar ghaolaich.

Ach ciod fo 'm borbhan o'n raon,

Sean laoch a' tarruing dlù ;

Leanabh a' ftiuradh a leth-làimhe,

Sleagh throm fo làimh eile,

Tha cheum air a bhaca' le caochain fhaoin,

Mac-famhuil 's le fraoch feargta.

—Ciod

* ah fleibteach. f al. Eirinn,
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—Ciod mu'n fiubhail thu 'n òich' a taonar,

Air an raon le ceuma fean ;

Am bheil thu mar mife ri bròn ?

An do chaill thu gu hòg do bhean ?

" Chluinn mi guth, a leinibh chaoimh,

An e Athair do ghaoil a t' ann,

Ga m' ghairm-fa gu ionad a thàimh,

* Far nach tarruing mo nàmh a lann ?"

i Bha

• a/. Far nach urra mo namh mo dochknn.

As feveral paffages of thefe poems, and feveral various

readings, are manifeftly from Irifh editions, we muft often

be at a lofs how to read them, fo as not to give the verfe the

appearance of halting, as the Irifh accent their words differ-

ently from us, and give them frequently a different quantity.

To be thus found in fragments in both countries, is a proof

of the high antiquity of the poems ; but which was the ori-

ginal pronunciation of certain lines or words, it is often dif-

ficult to determine. At prefent the Irifh accent thofe

words in the end which we accent in the beginning; as in

the following Epigram of a late Irifh Bard, on a butler who-

would not allow him to enter his cellar

:

Mo chreach, a Dhiarmaid O'Fhlinn,

Nach tu ta air dhorus Ifrinn

;
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Bha guth m' athar caomh,

Ach caomh cha'n eil e fud ;

'S amhuil na hairm ud 's airm m' athar,

Ach 's eug-famhuil an guth."

" 'S am faic thu 'n airm ? a leinibh teich,

Fàg mife gun gheilt am aonar

;

§

Deanadh Làmha rium na 's àill,

?S mi 'n tràs aig uaigh mo dhea'-mhic."

Theich an leanabh gu luath,

Le fuathas air feadh an raoin
j

'S gu haos-chritheach na àite,

Sheas gu dàn an lean laoch.

Mar eun cir-dhearg an aonaich

Tra thig an fealgair gun fhios air àlach :

Gus am falaich iad an ceann fa chòinich,

Cha 'n òbar leis fein an gàbhadh.

Chuii

O's tu nach leige' neach do choir,

An àit am bithe' tu ad dhorfòir.

n What pity Hell's gates are not kept O Flinn
;

$0 furly a dog would let no body in."

Walker's Ir. Bards.
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Chuir Ronan failt fhith air an aofda,

*S ghlac mife gu caoin an leanabh,

" Cha'n 'eil ar ceum o Làmha nam blàr,

'S cha toir ar lann bàs do 'n tfean'ar.

—Tha flainte nan lag air chùl ar fgia,

Gabh fois is tiarguin innis."

Gabham fois air an leabai chrè

San caidil gu fèimh mo mhac.

Cia tofdach a nis thu fo 'n lie,

Ge bu trie fa chath thu mar chuairt-ghaoith.

—Do fheanga balbh, 's do ghairdean lag,

Do mhaife mar lus air fearga,

Cha ruaig thu 'n earba ni's mò fa ghlinne,

'S cha dirich thu 'm fireach le d' armaibh *.

—C'ait

* Sometimes the following lines are repeated here :

Oigridh mhear nan aonach ard,

Cha d' thig Lamhor tuille leibh ;

Cha dean faoghaid no feachd a dhùfga',

San talla dhùldai dhuaichni
;

Iolach na feilge cha 'n eifd e,

Guth aoibhinn na maidne cha chluinn e.

Cha ghluais e le gaoir a chatha,

Na leabai gun latha gun reulta.
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w-C'ait am bhe^j aobhar uaill,

Is Lamhor fan uaigh na mine' ?

Ri imeachd aona ghreine

B' aoibhinn thu laoich liomhaidh,

Toirt foluis fhann do fhuile t Athar,

Ach a rtis tha do latha gun lèiriìnn.

Pillidh a ghrian gu h ait a rìs,

'S a gruag fail oir na ftioma dualach 5

Ach 's cian cian an òiche fo 'n lie,

'S cha d' thig crioch, a mhic, air do muain-fa,

—Ach tha t imeachd an faoghail chein,

'S tu aoibhinn le laoich fan àraich,—
Guilibh, a choigridh, an laoch treun,

Bu tiom cridhe ri fgeuladh ànrach.

—Ghuileamaidj arfa Ronan, an laoch,

Aobhar a bhàis am b' e Làmha.

" B' e Lamha fin gun chuis,

Ach feothas rùin mo mhic j

B' e nòs a fhinnfear 's gach linn^

Gun bhi tiom an cuis an laig

:

Bu chomhla phrais ar fgia gu 'n dion,

TS b'e crann an didein ar fleagh.
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Tra bha mi fein am òg-eide'

Mar bha 'n de an laoch tha dorcha,

Le athair Làmha chaidh mo cheum

Gu creach tigh aoibhinn Stru'thormain.

Chronuich mi fein an gniomh,

'S gun neach ri eiridh na aghaidh,

Ach aon leanabh ag iomairt iaighde,

'S ga tilge' mar lainn na chòail.

Thuit an tfaighead gu faoin

Air cois Chomair nam baoth bheus,

Sheall e air an leanabh le gruaim

r* " San eilean uaigneach bidh do chònuidh."

Thugas an tòg do 'n eilean uaigneach j

Bha fleagh Chomair fliuas os a cheann,

Leth-thogta trie.

—

Bu deacair leam fein an leanabh caomh

Thain' e dlù tra chual e m' ofna,

B' ioghna leis m! airm a' dearfa,

Ghlais a lamh gu teann mu m' chofaibh.

Sheall e 'm ghnuis le gorm-fhuil dheuraich,

M 'S aoibhinn leam taogas, athair."

—Leagh

* a/. Cha tog thu fleagh an cath dobhidh.
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— Leagh mo cbridhe ; ma; fhruth bha ro'anam,

No mar chuairt-ghaoth 'n cunglach Atha.

—Bha mo dheoir a' file' gu diamhair

Na òr-chiabhan, 's a cheann fom chrios

:

Amhuil earba le minnein ciar

;

Tra thig an fealgair liar gun fhios :

No mar iolair, tra chi e a carraig,

A bheir gu falach a hàl fan òiche :

'S amhuil a ghiulain mi fein, ro' thuinn,

Gu mhathair fan òich' an tògan.

Mar neul frois' bha is' air an tràigh,

'S do ràdh i rium fein gu bait,

" So dhuit fleagh" (an t fleagh fo am laimh,)

(l 'S theirear * Ronan gu brath n 'm miiac."

Air Ronan ni 'n cualas fgeula,

Gus an d' innis Lamha, o flileibhte Dhumoir,

Tt-2 Gu

* Rq thonnqn, " through waves," alluding to the man-

ner of his deliverance. He was probably the father of that

Ma'ronan mentioned in the battle of Lwa.

Freiteach blia'na ri mùr Fhinn,

Thug an dithis bu chaoin-dearg dreach,

Deagh Mi.ac Ronain nan fleagh geur

Is Aildhe nach d'eur neach,.
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Gu d' fhàg e 'n laoch na thir leonta,

Fa broin na hoighe ciabh-dhuiim.

An fpeis thug mife do Ronan,

B' aithne do m' rnhac, is dhuraichd

Cu robh e fan ionad gu choghna,

Le lleagh mhoir Struth-thormain.

Chuala Lamha an guth mor,

Is chruinnich a fhloigh mu 'm aon~mhac,

—Feuch uaigh !—Tha ur deoir a' fileadh ;

Abraibhs', M An fin tha leaba Làmhoir."

—'S i cuideachd leaba Athar,

Oir 's gearr gus an caidil Rùnma.

—Ach mo chomraich gu daimhich Ronain,

Le m' leanabh, 's le m' Ihleagh * is eol doibta

Thug laoch Struthormain ofna,

ii 'S mife do Ronan !" 'se'g aoma'

;

Ghuil iad araon air uaigh Lamhoir,

'S ghuil mu'n cuairt doibh iomad laochan.

— Ach cicd an fhuaim fin, mar cheum caochain<

Tra bhios aogas na doininn ma neuiaibh ?

—-Feachd

* al. ma 'S eol duibh>
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^-Feachd Lamha, le 'n fleaghan liomhaidh,

'S iad lionar a' buala' nar còail ;

A' dealra' mar lionn air carraig,

Tra dhearcas a ghrian ro' neulaibh.

Chuala Ronan an dan,

Aoibhinn mar b' abhaifl fa chath,

Bhuail e 'n fgia' 's a fhloigh mu 'n cuairt

Mar neoil * air gualainn Dhùra.

Mar thannas na hòich' ag imeachd

An tional na doininn eiti\

Gu dortadh air doireachan Ard-bheinn,

'S an darach air bhall-chritb ga eifdeachd;

£' amhuil Ronan dol fios do 'n àraich,

'S a laochraidh làidir na cheuma.#######
—Le mac-famhuil fo do fhuathas

Bha fiubhal Lamha, 's a fhluaigh do 'n àraich,

Mar thorran 's na neuia dorcha

fra 's duaichni faiche na Lara,

—Tha

* fid dhuaichni Dhura.
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—Tha 'm mile clogaid is fleagh ard

A' dealradh mar dhoire na chaoiribh.

Ach co dh' innfeas cith a chatha ?

Chunn' thu, mhic Arair, dà chreig dhorcha,

Le 'n fgarnaich, a ruith o fhleibhte

'N còail a cheile gu glinnte ;

Neula duis nan fmuidrich dhorcha

San fgriodan air lorg gach aon diu

—

—B' amhuil gach taobh dp 'n chòrag.

-—Tha fgiathan nam blòide,

Tha cloidhean gan flràchdadh ;

Cinn is cinn-bheairt a' tuiteam,

Na mairbh mu chumachd nan leonta,

Fuil a ruith na milte caochan,

'S anam nan laoch dol fuas na fmùidibh,

Feuch iad air cirb gach neoil,

Mar cheofan air fgeith an fhirein,

Tra dh' eireas e bho ghleann nan rua-bhoc

Gu Moma nam ftuadh ceopach.

Ach ciod -an da iolair fgiathaich,

A ghleachdas co fiadhaich fan raon ud

;

Cha mhinnean gorm no coileach cireaeh,

Ma
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Mu 'm bheil an ftrì le lanna bàf'or.

Feuch, aon air a ghlùn ag aomadh,

'S a thaice ri taobh a fhleagha,

Mar ghiuthas a lùb an doinionn

An coinneamh carraige Dhunaora.

—" Geill, arfa Ronan, do fhleagh,

Is geill ma feadh dhomh Suilmhine,

Bàs mo nàmh cha mhiann learn fein,

Tra chi mi an creuchd 's iad nan sine."

" Thraogh m' fhuil fein mar fhruth ?

Bheiream dhuit, am ain-deoin, do ghaoi:

Air chùl na carraig' ud tha h uaimh,

* Air bruaich a ghuirm chaochain

:

Ach togadh an ainnir mo leac,

Oir, ge bu deacair, thug mi gaol di."

Thuit e air a fgei na thofd,

Is Ronan choifg an ruaig ;

'S e greafad a dh' iarruidh a ghaoil,

Mu 'n tfruthan fhaoin is mu 'n uaimh.

Fhuair e 'n eaochan 's an uamh fhaoin,

Ach bean a ghaoil ni 'n d' fhuaras ann ;

* al. Fo luafgadh a chritluch aofda.

335

Cha
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Cha chluinnt* ach fuaim na hofaig fhalaunh

* Is farum an duillich fheargta.

" C àit a ghaoil am bheil do thàmtù

Nach tig thu gu lài'r do Ronain?

Thig, à ghaoil, o d* ionad diomhair,

Cluinn, a Shuil-mhine do Ronan."

—Ach *3 diomhain do ghlaodh 's do ghuth,

—Cha toir ach carraig is Truth dhuit eifdeachd.

Tha fgal a chuilein fan àraich,

An tàite 'n do thuit Suilmhine

;

Bhuail i gu coghna Ronain,

Na huchd chaidh corran na faighde :

—Chaochail an folus na sail,

Is fhearg na gnùìs an ròs àillidh.

Thuit Rònan na cheo uaine,

Ait a muineal leth-fhuar fo 'n eug

;

Amhuil eitheann a dh' aomas gu làr

Tra thuiteas a darag ard air fieibhte.

—Thug a bhean plaofg' air a sùil,

'S ghrad-dhùin iad gu h ait fa bha-.

2

* al. Mu luirg an tfionnaich mharbhtaich.

Eu
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Bu chian duinn an fin ri bròn,

'S ar deoir a* frutha' mu 'n cuairt doibh,

Gus 'n do labhair Rùnma gu glic,

'S e teachd nar dàil gu mall-cheumach.

" * An gairm bròn ar daimhich o'n eug?

An eifd iad nan fuain ar glaodh."

Cha'n eifd ; nan fuain thruim

Cha chluinn iad gu brath ar caoiran.

Ach 's gearr gus an lean linn an ceum,

Gu talla nan neul is gu clos ;

Tra ruitheas ar laithe tearc

Air bras-fhruth sèimh nan gleanntai.

.—Nach faic fibh cheana 'n fhalluing cheo,

Fa chomhair Rùnma 's na neoil ud deas'j

U u 'S

* Fi ra Sxy.pVySiC.

Could bitter tears remove our caufe of grief,

Or give the burden'd mind a fure relief,

Then might we purchafe tears with precious gold.

And more than half their price be yet untold
j

But ah ! in fpite of long-protrafted woe,

The ills of life in equal tenor flow.

What then avails it that we figh and mourn?

Can tears awake the afliea of the urn ?

Menander.
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'S ni 'm fada bhios Ronan na dheigh,

Air a lèireadh le bròn am feafd.

—Tha bròn mar an fruthan diamhair,

Ag iarruidh fo iochdar na bruaiche

;

Tha 'n gallan cheanadh ag aomadh,

A thog ri thaobh a gheugan aillidh.

Tuiteadh ar bròn, mata, 's eireadb ar ciiq,

f

S ar nuin a ruith air fgiatha gàbhaidh.

'S ciuin, a Ronain, ceuman a bhroin,

'S e caithe' gu foil a bhilidh uaine
;

Tha 'n tùr-ròs air a chaithe' fo bhonn,

'S gu trom, trom, tha cheann a' fearga."

Dh' eirich Ronan 's a chneas fo bhròn,

Thug teach a nàmh do 'n òg 's do 'n aofda,

Dh' fhàg e Fearmor a dhion an tuir,

E fein is fear-iuil na hòiche.

Chuireas an òigh an luing an laoich,

Is thogas caointeach an fo a leac,

An fo tha leaba Ronain faraon,

An laoch bu treine 's a b' àillidh.
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3u tuirfeach tearc a làithe fan raon

An deigh a ghaoil cha b' fhada beo.

Tha nis a leaba fo 'n chloich chòinich,

Taobh a ghaoil fo 'n fhòid chluaineir.

Tha cib aon fhònain aofda

A' taomadh air còinich gach lie

'S tha mife ri folus na rè

A' lèirfinn an taibhfe gu trie.

—'S aoibhinn air ghaothaibh an imeachd

Tra chluinneas iad fonn mo chlarfaich.

—A mhic Arair tha taibhfe mu 'n cuairt,

Na ceilfa gach uair do dhàn doibh.

Uu2 BAS
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TuiREADH AN AoSDA *.

1^3 cianail m' aigne 's mi m aonar

Calmar ag eiridh am fmaointe,

'S a' liona mo chridhe le mulad,

O nach faic mi tuille mo dhca'-mhac.

Bu chofail e 'n sith ri gathaibh greine.

"S am boile chatha ri teine fpeuran

;

Bu lionar gallan aims na ròidibh,

?S e ruith mar ioma-ghaoth fios gu còrag.

Bhiodh ath-phille' mar ghrian air faire,

\S an taofda le gcan a' cur fàilt air.

Ach

* This poem feems to have been the work of fome an-

cient but unknown bard, pofllbly of Ardar himfelf, as no

other poet appear? throughout the piece.
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Ach chaochail, a Chalmair a ghrian

A dhealraich gu fial am theach,

Thaini' Fuarda mar dhoininn gu moch,

'S tha folus mo ghreine-fa mach.

—Tha Ardlia dorcha bho dh'eug thu,

'S Art mar reul fharm fa d'' chomhair.

—Cha lag gidheadh do lamh

A mhic'mo ghraidh, an tùs tfheuma,

Ge nach urra mife do dhidein,

Air fleagh mo fhinnfear ag aomadh.

—Is lorg mo fhleagh, is eire mo fgia,

Bu mhiann learn, a mhic, thu philkin.

Ach co fo na òg-mhaiie

Mar dharaig air uchd an aonaich,

A chiabhan òir a' luafga mar dhuilleach •,

'•S duin' e fhliochd Armainn o'n iorguill.

Fàilt ort òig ànraich,

Am bheil thu 'n tràs o chath nan laoch ?

Am beo Art ? am bheil e flàn ?

Am pill mo ghradh gu athair aofda ?

—Ach chi mi do ghnùis bhrònach

Ag innfe' nach beo mo mhac ;

Threig
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Threig Calmar is Art maraon ;

*S truagh gun mife fan aon leabai

!

Gun mhac am feafgar m' aoife

Mar dharaig na h aonar air Meallmor.

—Thig an ofag o'n fhireach 's o'n fhàfach

'S cha feid a hàile mo dhuilleach uaine.

—Thig frafachd a cheituin o'n fpeur,

Ach cha 'n fhaicear mo gheug-fa fo bhlàth,

Dealraidh a ghrian ro' bhraon an druchd,

Ach cha 'n ùraich mo gheug-fa gu bràth.

Am fhalt a deir guth na sine,

Bidh Ardar iofal gu gairid

;

Ach aon folas tha uam an dràs,

Innis Armainn mar thuit mo leanabh ?

" Cha do thuit e gun chliu fan àraich,

Bu ghàbhaidh le moran imeachd,

Mar thorunn ro' choillte, no mar dhealan,

Ga fhalach an deigh an leir-fgrios.

Chrithich, theich, is thuit na nàimh,

Bha fgrios o laimh Airt gan ruaga,

Mar fgarnaich Mheall-mhoir a' ruith ro' choillte,

'S ga falach an linnte dorcha :

i -B'
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B' amhuil ceum an laoich tha iofal,

Mun d' thain' an tfaighead fan tsìn dòbhidh."

Is ait, a mhic Armainn, do fgeul,

Amhuil reul an duibhre na h òiche ;

Bha Art mar a fhinnfir fa chath,

'S bidh ainm mo leinibh 's na dànaibh.

—Tra thuiteas na trein fa chath,

Mar ghath nan deigh bidh an dàn ;

Ach tuitidh an lag gun chliu ;

'S cha bhi fùil nan treun air nan daimhich.

Bidh 'n fuibhal uaigneach fa ghlean nan aonar,

Cha feas a haon diu' le flaithibh arda.

—Ach ciod fà tofnai 's tfhaondrai,

Brathair no bean-ghaoil air ionndrain ?

" Brathair cha bhuin domh fein,

'S do chèile' cha bhuin mife.

'S i buinneag Charnmhoir fà mo dhocair,

Smuainte mo là, is ofna m' òiche.

—Ach thug an òigh a hanam do Art,

Chunn' i thartar afios do 'n àraich,

Sheas i air cnoc le iomguin,

Le deoir dhiomhair, 's ofnaigh chràiteach.

—." Air
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— •« Air a chnoc fo bidh mi fein •

Gus am pill Art aoibhinn gaolach."

Thainig mis* an còail mo ghaoil,

Ach cha 'n fhaic mi h aogas did
;

Is doilleir an gleann gun Chaol-mbal,

Is doilleir mife gun ghaol mo fhiil.

—Cha 'n fhaic mi mo ghaol fan aonach,

Na h aogas air flios mar dheo-greinc
\

Bu ghile bian na canach fleibhe,

No ùr-mneachd air bharraibh gheuga.

—Ach co fo na fgaoim o Mheall-mor ?

Co ach m' annfachd—nil' air caochla
;

A gnuis gun folus, a fùil gun focair,

Cluinn a hofnaigb a' caoi' a gaolaich.

Caoi-mhal.

Ciod fo chum mo ghaol ?

B' aobhach tfhaicinn, Airt

;

Tha m' anam an iomguin ghèir
;

Ad dheigh cha bhi mi mairionn.

Spion an eitheann o craoibh,

Spion an iolair o ciar-chreich,

Spion
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Spion an leanabh o mhathair ghaoil,

Ach na fpion o m' ghaol mife.

—Ach co fo chi mi dlù ?

An e mo run a' teachd o'n chath ?

Och ! is e mac Armainn at' ann

Ni's mò na dean, Fharna, mo leanail.

—C'àit an d' fhàg thu mo ghaol ?

Nach faic mi tuill' a chaoin-chruth ?

'N do thuit e fa chath dhòbhidh ?

—Chi mi fa cheo ud eide\

—Feith ruim, Airt, air do neoil,

Cha 'n ait aonach ni 's mo leamfa

;

Cha toir fruth no eilid dhomh aoibhneas,

Na fàg learn fein mi, Airt nan gaol.

Farna.

, Och dh' fhailnich-dh'eug an òigh ;

Cha bheo gorm-gheug na maife
;

B' ionmhuinn le m' anam fein thu,

Ge d' thug thu do fpeis do Art.

—Threig thu, 's mo fholas-fa leat,

Beannachd le cleachda na hoige,

Beannachd le m' bheatha, 's le m' aighear,

Le m' aonach 's le m' aighean ciara :

X x Beannachd
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Beannachd le Carn-mor is Ardlia nan tur ;

Le m' lùth-choin is le m' fhlejbhte *.

—Dh'
* In the following pafiage of an old poem, called

Miami a Bhaird, this farewell to the mountains feema

beautifully imitated.

O ! ceum an t fealgair ri mo chluais,

Le ftranna ghath is chon feadh fleibh

;

'N fin dearfaidh an oig air mo ghruaidh,

Nuair dh'eirèas toirm air fealg an fheidh.

Duifgidh nn fmior am chna'ibh nuair chluinn

Mi tailmrich dhos is chon is fhreang;

Nuair ghlaodhar " Thuit an damh" ata mo bhuinn

Ag leum gu beo ri aird' nam beann.

'N fin chi mi air learn an gaothar

A leanadh mi anmoch is moch,

'S na fleibh bu mhiann learn bhi taghal,

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

Chi mi an uamh a ghabh gu fial

'S gu v-ric ar ceuman o'n òiche,

Dhuifgeadh ar funt ri bias a crann,

'S na fòlas chuach bu mhor aoibhneas.

Bhiodh ceo ar fieadh bharr an fheidh,

Ar deoch a' Treig, 's an tonn ar ceol;

Ge d' fhianadh tàifg, 's ge d' rànadh fleibh,

Sinte fan uaimh bu (hèimh ar ncoil.

Chi mi Scur-eild' air bruaich a ghlinn'

Anns an goir gu binn a chuach an tùs,

u
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—Dh'eug Caol-mhal 's dli'eug gach folas,

Iarram 4o'm dheoin an teug,

3 O
Is Gorm-mheall ait nam mile giuthas,

Nan luibhean, nan earba 's nan Ion.

Chi mi loch eilein nan craobh,

'S an caorran air lubadh thar luinn

Chi mi Beinn-ard is aillidh fniamh,

Ceann-fea'na nam milte beann,

Bidh aifling nan damh na ciabh,

}S i leaba nan nial a ceanm

'N do threig thu mi, aifling nam buadh ?

Pill fathafd; aon fealan beag pill;

Cha chluinn thu mi, ochain 's mi truagh,

O ! a bheannaibh mo ghraidh, flan leibh.

Slan le comunn caomh nan hòige;

Is Oigheana bòigheach, flàn leibh :

Cha leir dhomh fibh; dhuibhfe bidh fòlas

An t famhraidh j 's e mo gheamhra s' e choidh'

O càiribh mi ri grein tra nòin,

Fo 'n bharrach aig fiubhal an lòin;

'3 air an t feamraig 's anns aft neonan,

}S an tig aifling na h oige 'm choir.

Biodh cruit is flige la' ri m' thaobh,

'S an fgia dhion mo Shinnfir fa chath;

Fofglaibh an talla 'm bheil Oifian is Daol,

Thig am feafgar 's cha bhi 'm Bard air bhrath.
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O laimh gun fpionna gun treoir,

?S bidh mo chònuidh a ris le Caol-mhal.

Ardar.

Beannachd le 'r nanam, a chlann,

1

S luath chaidh ur ceann fo 'n ùir
;

Ach 's aoibhinn imeachd nan òg,

Mu'n caill iad an treoir is an lùth

Mu'n dorchaich air aonach a ghrian,

?S mu'n fnàg am blianai' roi cheo.

'S mall fruth bhlianai learn fein,

'S mo cheum air Ardlia am aonar

;

Aithriche Ardair ftiuraibh ur mac,

Gu clann mo thlachd agus m' aoibhneis,

—An e fin ur guth anns a ghaoith ?

Bidh mife gu haobhach leibh

An luib cuairt-ghaoith nam flath,

Gus an talla bheil Art agus Calmar.

—Sguiridh an fin mo bhròn

'S cha bhi mi am onrachd tuiile.

A C H R I O C H.
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