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PREFACE.

In presenting the " Beauties of Gaelic Poetry" to the public, I find myself in a posi-

tion which demands some explanation of the motives that induced me to undertake this

arduous task, and the principles that guided me throughout its execution. I would |)re-

niise, however, that although they are called, and, I trust not inappropriately, Beauties,

it is not to be expected that every line, or stanza, or even poem, of the Collection, could

be of itself beautiful. The name under which the work is ushered into the world does

not warrant so high an anticipation. It is ineiely intended to signify, that the richest

and most valuable gems of the Keltic Muse combine to form this constellation of our

country's minstrelsy ; and, in instances where poems may not be so brilliant in poetical

genius or grandeur, they will be found to throw a stream of light on many of the manners

and customs of our ancestors.

In the compilation of such a work as this, however, it is impossible to meet the wislies

of every reader ; and, indeed, until the public agree among themselves on points of literary

taste, it will be impossible for the most skilful and sagacious compiler to gratify every

palate. Enough, however, it is hoped, has been collated to make the work as generally

acceptable as possible.

Regarding the cause which induced me to undertake a task so arduous, no one, who

knows me, will question my veracity when I say, that, veneration for the productions of my

country's talented sons and daughters, and an honest desire to preserve them in the most

imperishable form, were the impelling motives. Inthe morningofmy days, it was my happy

lot to inhale the mountain air of a sequestered spot, whose inhabitants may well be de-

signated the children of Sony ; and, in a state of society, whose niitnners were but little

removed from that of primitive simplicity, I had frequent opportunities of witnessing

the influence of poetry over the mind, and uniformly found, that cheerfulness and song,

music and morality, walked almost always, hand in hand. Thus nurtured, and thus tutor-

ed, the intrinsic excellence of the poetry which I was accustomed to hear in my younger

days, made such an impression on my mind, that neither time, distance, nor cir-

cumstances, have been able to obliterate. I was therefore bred with an enthusiasm which

impelled me, as I advanced in life, to dig deeper and deeper into the invaluable mine,

until, having obtained a view of the whole available materials, my admiration became

fixed, and my resolution to rear the present monument was immovably formed.

The compilers who have preceded me, either from the irresistible pressure of cireum-
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stances, or, from prejudices resulting from geograpiiical considerations, have interspersed

their collections with a preponderating amount of doggerel and inferior rhymes ; nay,

many of their best pieces are given in an imperfect, or garbled form ; while not a single

attempt has been made to explain obscure phrases, or to develop the real and legitimate

meaning of doubtful idioms and passages. The task thus left for the future gleaner, although

no doubt considerably facilitated, was still great ; and it was not until I had completely

traversed the Highlands, and secured a variety of old manuscripts, that I ascertained the

nature of the labour I had imposed upon myself, in appreciating the character and quality

of the materials.

It is not for me to say with what success I have brought my labours to a close.

Without, however, arrogating to m3'self any exclusive means of information, or any thing

beyond ordinary abilities, I should hope, at least, that credit for indefatigable perse-

verance, and diligent untiring research will be awarded to me ; and that, while the

transcribed part of the work will be found superior to productions of the same nature, the

amount of original and curious matter which it contains will bear ample testimony to the

extensiveness of the inquiries I have instituted.

Some small items of self-interest are ever apt to be interwoven, even with our most

patriotic actions ; and, therefore, to steer wholly clear of all personal considerations, in

whatever we undertake, requires more virtue than is possessed by the generality of men.

Yet I sincerely trust that purity of motives will be a sufficient shield from the aspersions

and insinuations which have been levelled at me, by individuals who measure their neigh-

bours' actions by their own. These, however, I shall contentedly bear, provided I can only

be the means of wreathing one laurel more for the brow of departed genius. I would gladly

be spared the pain of animadverting upon a class of men, whose assistance I Ijad a right

to expect in so national an undertaking,— I mean our clergymen and schoolmasters. Those

gentlemen who hurl their invectives against the high-minded, patriotic, and talented

Dr M'Leod, for his unwearied efforts to enlighten his countrymen, and to exalt them

to a higher status of moral and intellectual excellence, will very naturally be as forward in

discouraging my endeavours to preserve from oblivion the songs of our native country.

An indiscriminate charge, however, would be as ungenerous, as it would be unjust

;

and, therefore, with great pleasure I record, among both classes, many honourable excep-

tions ; and, to them I take this opportunity of conveying my heartfelt thanks.

I may here notice a few deviations from what is generally recognised as the standard

of Gaelic orthography, that have been made in the following pages. Had I been writing

prose, where no inflections could offend the ear, or destroy the smoothness or harmony of

a sentence, these emendations, however justifiable in themselves, would not have been in-

troduced. But in poetry it is far otherwise. Indeed, to do justice to the harmony of

the versification, no acknowledged rules will apply. A north-country poet uniformly

writes ian, where one belonging to Argyle sings eun ; both taking care tliat the accordant

word chimes with their peculiar orthoepy. How murderous, then, would it have been

to the cadence and clinh of the bard, were either of these words made to conform to the

stiffness of established rules I This is but a solitary instance where thousands niight be

J



produced, of anomalies and provincial phraseologies which render a sameness of orthogi'a-

phy impossilM' in poetical composition.

The difference of termination in the nominative plural ot nouns ending- in a, and the dative

in aibh, has been done away with here ; and both cases, which, correctly speaking, are the

Bame, have been made to terminate in an or can as the case may be—except where, for

the sake of harmony, their retention, in the vulgar terminations, has been indispensable.

This, however, has seldom been the case ; for, such terminations do not belong to Scottish

Gaelic. No Highlander would say Fo na h-eachaibh {eich). Bho na rnarbhaibh {mairbli).

Air do chasaibh (chasan). With the learned translator of Ossian's poems, I am anxious

to yield the credit of such discoveries to the monks of Ireland, who, regardless of the only

legitimate source of correctness, the language a* spoken by tht Aborigines, have tortured

their vernacular tongue into a similarity with the Latin ! And strangely enough, our

grammarians are endeavouring to perpetuate the error, notwithstanding that any old

woman in the Highlands could put them right on the subject ; for

" These rules of old discoverM, not devised^

Are Nature stUt, but Nature metfiodiz'd."

I hiivealso thrown out the Irish worihfuid/i, luidhe, tiyh, and dhoibh, and supplied thuir

place by their correct Gaelic synonymies fo, laidhe, tainli, and dhaibh—which are conso-

nant with the orthoepy in every part of the Highlands ; nor am I aware of any reason why

these words should be spoken in one way and written in another. The letter t, which

should always be used for the possessive pronoun, has been restored in the following

pages, in contradistinction to the " Revisers" of the Gaelic Bible, who have excluded it, as

in d'atàair, instead of t-athair, which is evidently the most eligible, the word being a con-

traction of tu athair (thy father). With these slight innovations, if such they can le

called, the orthography throughout will be found to accord with the recognised standards.

Before leaving this point, I may quote the words of Owen Connellan, Esq., Irish Histo-

riographer to her Majesty. " I regret," says he, " to be compelled to observe, that it has

been but too common among Irish scholars, to display extreme jealousy of each other

;

each appearing to wish that he should be looked up to as the sole expositor and oracle of

this neglected dialect ; and, prompted by a desire of exhibiting his own superior know-

ledge, he is ever ready to find fault with every other Irish production wliatever." Now,
had Mr Connellan been a Scottish Gaelic writer, he would have had to complain, not of

the " exhibition of superior knowledge," but of the dogged tenacity of many of our pretend-

ing Gaelic scholars, and, that too, on a matter subject to so iriany anoniaiies and inflections

which often derive their caste from provincialism, where it is perhaps impossible that

harmony of opinion should exist, even among competent scholars. But the evil is, that,

instead of co-operating to establish a grammatical system of uniformity, our literati have

thought fit to render no higher services to their country, than to play a game of cross-

purposes on the subject.

In a land of song, like the Highlands of Scotland, where every strath, glen, and ham-
let, had its bard, and, possibly, every bard his host of admirers, some obscure votary of

P
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the Muses may have escaped our notice ; and, a few day-dreamers have been designedly

passed over in silence. In the first case, the charge of intentional neglect does not .i]i|ily

to me ; and, «ith regard to the second class, I could mention the names of many poet-

asters, who have not been admitted into our galaxy of Keltic minstrels ; and, for this

obvious reason that they were not worthy of the enviable position. Their friends,

therefore, v ill pardon in me the oversight of not mentioning names that could not otherwise

be noticed.

The lives of the Bards form, |)erliaps, the most interesting part of the work. Biu^'rapiiy

has always been found a useful study ; and, although these sketches are necessarily con-

densed, they will be found to extend in length, and in minuteness of circumstantial detail, in

proportion to the claims of the subject of the memoir. The Highland bards filled a most

important station in society ; and I know no better mirror than their works, to shadow-

forth the moral and intellectual picture of the community among whom they lived. In

collecting materials for Uves of which no written records, not even, perhaps, the date of

their natal day was kept, I experienced considerable difficulty. Frequently have I blushed

to find among my countrymen, individuals wlio could learnedly tell me of Virgil's basliful

ness, and the length of Ovid's nose, with as much precision as if they had ujeasured it by

rule and compass, and put me right as to the cut and colour of Homer's coat when he

was a lialiad-singer ; but who knew nothing of our own poets—simply because they were

their own countrymen, and sang in their vernacular language!

These memoirs are generally commingled or followed by short critiques on the productions

of tlie bard under notice. My opinions, in this respect, are freely given, and if they sliould

run counter to the prepossessed notions of any one, it is submitted whether, perhaps, we

shall not agree on a reconsideration of the subject. I am aware how firmly early prepos-

sessions and local partialities lay hold of our esteem, and how difticult it is for us, in after

years, to exercise our judgment unlettered by first impressions ; but I can say with perfect

truth, that I have divested myself of every vestige of partiality when adjudging laurels to

the Highland bards. If, therefore, I have bestowed more florid encomiums on any one

than he merited—if I have anywhere taken a lower estimate than the reader would be

disposed to do— if I have been unjust in the distribution of praises or animadversion^^, I

hope it will be attributed, as it ought to be, to an error in judgment, and not to prejudice,

partiality, or evil intention. In writing them, much more attention has been paid to

siiDple and authentic detail, than to illustrative or excursive comments.

In the arrangement of the poets, due regard was had, as far as practicable, to seniority,

that being the most unobjectionable mode that could be adopted ; and the same rule

was observed in the classification of the i)oenis.

It may be deemed out of place, in a prefatory notice, to allude to my list of subscribers ;

but I feel so grateful on this subject, and so proud of their number, respectability and intelli-

gence, that I cannot help adverting to it. Their literary taste and discrimination afford

me the best assurance that the nature of my labours will be fully appreciated. From the

plan I have adopted, those who were accustomed to see the poems occupy so much space

in other works, may be apt to think that they have undergone curtailment— a jierusal



of them, however, will not only obviate this misconception, but convince the reader tliiit

they are given at greater length and in a more improved form than they ever appeared

before. Where spurious verses and monastic interpolations had intruded themselves,

they have, of course, been thrown out. The same system of ejectment has been carried

to indecent phrases and objectionable passages ; and, while nothing of the fire, or grandeur,

or general beauty has been lo^t, the utmost vigilance has been exercised that nothing

should be allowed to creep in, which could offend the most delicate, or afford ground of

complaint to the most fastidious.

The idea of this undertaking- was first suggested to me by a worthy friend, who is now

no more, James Robertson, Esq., Collector of Customs, Stornoway. Mr Robertson, himself

a I'entleman of high poetic talent, possessed a fund of curious information about the bards,

and several written documents, to which he obligingly gave me free access, and from

which, some of the anecdotes with which this work is interspersed, have been extracted.

After having collected all the materials which I deemed necessary for the completion

of the work, I met with so little encouragement, that I was on the eve of abandoning my

design, when Mr Donald M'PherMjii, Bookseller, London, with an enthusiasm and high

patriotic feeling that do honour to his heart, entered into my projects, and, by his warmly

exercised influence, put me into a position in which I soon enjoyed the pleasing assurance of

being able to carry my intentions into execution.

With equal gratitude I have to record the disinterested kindness of Archibald M'Neil,

Esq., W.S., Edinburgh—a gentleman whose name carries along with it associations of all

that is noble-minded and generous. To this gentleman I owe much. His exertions to

further my views were characterized by a warmth of zeal, and promptitude of action, in

ihe way of urging others to give the work their support, for which no words of mine can

sufficiently thank him.

I feel myself also deeply indebted to another gentleman, the mention of whose name

is sufficient to convince the reader of the sincerity of my feelings— I allude to Mr
Lachlau M'Lean, Merchant, Glasgow, author of the " History of the Gaelic Languaae,"

&c., who, in the most handsome manner, gave me the use of his library, and exerted himself

with his wonted enthusiasm to enlist pubhc sympathy and support in favour of the under-

taking.

There are other favourable circumstances and kind friends that might well elicit from me

the tribute of grateful acknowledgment but as I am more inclined to be concise than

ceremonious, my devoirs must be expressed in general terms ; and I therefore assure

all such, that I shall fondly cherish the recollection of their kindness until the latest hour

of my existence.

It is customary in a notice of this kind to take the precaution of disarming the critics,

—

a custom I would gladly honour in my own case. That errors have crept in, and that

imperfections may appear to the eye of critical acumen, is readily conceded ; but these

will form no greater defalcation than candour will allow it was impossible to eschew. If

I am afterwards convinced of any unintentional errors—convinced, as I have a right to

demand, by the force of argument and the power of philological reasoning, I will be as ready
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to acknowledge my mistakes, as I shall be imperturbable at the innocuous shafts of ill-

natured pedantic invective and declamation.

And now, Reader, having conducted you to the threshold of the palladium of the High-

land Minstrels, let me crave your leisure hours to the study and contemplation of their

works. We speak of by-gone ages in terms vvhich seem to imply that we are morally,

intellectually, and religiously superior to our ancestors. Would that it were so! We
exult in the progress of civilization, improvement and scientific knowledge ; but we are

retrograding in another point of view. Time was, when the hours which are now so

assiduously devoted to the propagation of gossip, to circumvention, scandal and chicanery,

were spent in singing songs, and reciting legends in the innocent comfort and simplicity

of unsophisticated manners. But the Bards have ceased to lash the backbiter, the drunkard,

and the moral delinquent ; and as snails shoot out their horns in a calm, so the human owlets

of our country have multiplied in a fearful degree !

Reader, farewell !—but ere I pronounce that doleful word, allow me, in the sincerity of a

warm Highland heart, to wish you the innocence, beauty, and simplicity of the mountain

maid—the prowess and patriotism of the plaided warrior—the lofty talent of the Keltic

bard—the age of our Apollo, silvery-locked Ossian—and the death-bed of one w ho is

conscious of nothing worse than having read and studied and sung the " Beauties op

Gaelic Poetry."

JOHN MACKENZIE.

C.LASfiOW, .1 ),!;/ 1, 1^41.
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Those who compose the poems and melodies which stimulate or mollify the passions of

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

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

a power over the mind, as in the " Ranz des vaches," or " Erin gu brath," how much

more forcibly must the bold chanting of heroic verse—the plaintive tones of injured inno-

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

have affected a people like the Gael, imbued with all the fervour of unaffected nature, and

who paid ardent devotion at the shrine of freedom ? How highly must an order have

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

universally felt, and how greatly must the general applause have fanned the flame which

burned so ardently in the poet's heart ? The deference paid to the professors of poetry

and music, was prompted by a sense of the utility of their labours, and by enthusiastic

approbation.

The retention of the Celtic Language and Manners by the unmixed descendants of the

most ancient people of Europe, is a singular phenomenon in the history of mankind ; and

not the least remarkable trait in the character of the race, is their genius for the sister

arts of poetry and music. The patriarchal system, as incompatible with an altered state of

society, has been broken up, and much indeed of national characteristic has been lost since

its abolition. The different condition of the Highland population has lowered the Bardic

profession from its former high standing. The powerful stimulus of " the man of song,"

is no longer required to animate the clansmen for the battle field, or to preserve by liis

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

moral preceptor, and historical instructor, are not now rewarded by the free possession of

a good farm, and other rights, but the innate love of poetry has still preserved the un-

broken generation of Bards. The people yet highly appreciate the poet's lays, and the feel-

ings of unabated delight with which the Highlander continues to cherish the Song, show

that the ancient spirit has not decayed.

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

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

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

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

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

imperishable compositions, the varied lives ofso many remarkable and talented individuals,

must prove an interesting novelty.

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

account of that long descended race, which so justly demands regard, and of which they

ever formed so important a class. Connected with this is a demonstration that the lan-

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

ancestors the most remote.

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

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

peojile gave themselves was Celtse, but the terms Calatse, Galatae, or Gallatians, and Galli,

or Gauls, were adopted by the Greeks and Romans, and were the apijcllations by which

in later ages they were usually distinguished.*

Various etymological conjectures are advanced as explanatory of these designations. A
name descriptive of locality does not appear reasonably applicable to nations spread over

an extensive continent and its numerous islands ; they could neither be described as living

in woods, nor on the hills, nor beside the waters, with any propriety, either by themselves

or by others.t A more probable derivation is from the fair complexion by which the

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

body was " Galactoi," milky coloured,- and as G and C are commutable letters, it must be

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

The original seat of the human race was undoubtedly the fertile plains of Asia, but

when the Celtic stream first rolled from that productive storehouse of nations, is never

likely to become known.J Successive waves of migratory hordes nmst have flowed from

the east, impelled by a want of food or a thirst for conquest, long before the Trojan war,

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

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

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

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

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

Various sections of the dense population of western Europe came alternately under

historical notice, as their power and influence brought them more prominently into view.

The Cimmerii, or Cimbri, the Getee or Goths, the Scythae or Celto-Scyths, the Germanni,

* Appian. Pausauias.

•f*
A host of original writers, Britisli and foreign, have exercised their ingenuity to give this word a

satisfactory siguitication.

X Prichard demonstrates their eastern origin from the language. See many curious analogies with the

Hehrew &c., in Maclean's Hist, of the Celtic Language—lU4t^.

§ Book IV. c. 3. he nourished 500 years, A. C.

II
Livy, Appian, Plutarch, on the Cimbrian war, &c., &c., Aic, show what frightfiU beings fear had painted

these formidable invaders.



INTRODUCTION. V

the Teuton!, and the three divisions of Gallia proper ; the Celts, Belgs, and Aquitains,

successively occupy a predominant share in the eventful page of history. From the testi-

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

than different nations. If Celtae gave place to Galli, Scythce became Germanni, &c. The

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

sidered it the same country as Gaul.*

There can be no doubt, that local position, commerce, and other circumstances, will,

in process of time, occasion so much difference between branches of an original race, that

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

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

tinction in manners or language appears to have then existed.f

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

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

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

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

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

all tradition of their origin, and, like their Gaulish ancestors, beheved themselves the

indigenous possessors of the island. J To the early Greeks and Romans it was unknown,

but the assertion has been reiterated that the Phoenicians had established a commercial

relation with the natives upwards of 2,800 years ago, and carried on a lucrative trade

with them in lead and tin.§

The author of the Argonautica, writing nearly 600 years before our era, speaks of lernis,

which, signifying the western island, [lar-inms,] would apply to either Britain or Ireland,

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

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

more curious than satisfactory or important ; the fact of an early colonization is proved

by the numerous population at the period of the Roman advent, 55, A. C.,|l and the

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

continent, forcing back the previous settlers and presenting those great divisions, in the

illustration of whose descent, historians have so laboriously employed themselves.

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

as the original inhabitants,** but it is admitted by their own antiquaries, and shown by

others, tliat the Gael, or in their own lingual form, tlie Gwyddel must have preceded

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

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

gauitors of those who possessed England, and the Brython, from Lhydaw or Bretagne, whp

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

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

t Tlincydiiles. I Ca-sar, of the Gallic waiB, book V. chap. 12.

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

Dael,'' 1. 34

II
Caesar, Diodorus Siculufl. •• "Welsh Triads and other authorities,

tt Edw. Lhwyd, &c. tt Talliesen. Whittaker.
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The Romans found the southern coasts occupied by tribes of Belgic origin, «ho are

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

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

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

possessed by a Celtic people, divided into twenty-one tribes, some of whom became at

times conspicuous from more daringly contending with their ambitious foes, or being

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

have ever been, denominated by themselves and their brethren in Ireland, Albanich,

Albanians ; natives of Alban or Albion, a name of which they still are justly proud, thus

vindicating their claim to be considered the primordial race.

Several of the great divisions lost their names in the fluctuations of a predatory and

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

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

praetentures, a sort of debateable land, exposed them more particularly to the devastations

of war, but gave ample scope for the acquisition of military renown, lost their prominence

when the Romans succeeded in forming their territories into the province of Valentia,

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

consequence, were quickly amalgamated with the general body. The Caledomi who

were the ruling tribe in the great confederation which Galgacus led to battle at the Gram-

pians, ceded their warlike pre-eminence to other branches who came into power. The

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

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

Albion and Erin, and it still subsists, if not the native, yet the classical appellation.f The

redoubted Picts themselves were at last embodied with their more successful countrymen

the Scots, but long retained the evidence of their descent in the designation of G:u"hve-

dians, and Galloway is still applied to a greatly reduced portion of their ancient kii'gdom.

No more prolific subject of literary contention has off'ered itself to the national contro-

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

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

held them as the original inhabitants ;% the Roman writers identified them with the

Caledonians,^ and in later ages they were recognised as Scots.
||

One opinion has many

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

guage, but were expelled by the Gael. Certainly we look in vain for a proof of this in the

names which remain, even in the territories of the Strathclyde Welsh, which arc believed

to have extended to Cumberland—all are Gaelic.T But reverting to another opinion

not less keenly supported : were the Picts of Gothic extract ? It is not probable, that at

so early an epoch, the Scandinavian wastes could furnish such a force as would be suflncient

to expel the Celts and supplant their language, for except there was a very considerable

number of colonists, the strangers would inevitably lose their own tongue in mixture with

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

* Chalmers' Caledonia. I. + Upwards of twenty etymologies are given of this name.

;^ Bede. See the arguments of Innes. Crit. Essay. § Eumenius, &c. || Cralfridus Monumutensis.

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

crease by the long estrangement of the branches, who own a common descent. Gram-

marians raise the polished structures, but the simple vocables attest the kindred alliance.

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

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

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

dominated in the Latin, derived through that most ancient Celtic race, the Umbri, who

were the aborigines of Italy, and this classic tongue in grammatical construction, bore

close resemblance to the Gaelic*

The assertion has been confidently repeated, that the Belgic portion of the British

tribes, Gothic as the Picts, like them, obtruded a different language, which in the form of

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

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

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

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

afford their evidence in its favour ; Caesar describes the South Britons as being in all

respects like the people of Gaul, from which country he says they were.f Tacitus in-

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

tribes, the Cimbri and jEstii, as using the proper British language.}

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

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

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

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

evidence of the progressive change of language among nations of dissimilar pursuits, is the

fact related in the Sagas, that widely different as the present English is from the northern

tongues, a Saxon could converse so easily with a Scandinavian, in the 10th century, that

he could not discover him to be a foreigner.! The Gothic did not become the language of

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

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

districts, of which a clear demonstration is afforded by the entire coincidence of local

names, personal appellations, similar modes of interment, and relics of superstition

throughout the whole extent of the country ; that this race was Celtic, is satisfactorily

proved by the terms being significant in the Gaelic language, and in no other. In the years

547 and 650, the kings of Northumberland ravaged the southern districts, and seizing the

country between the Forth and Tweed, filled the province with their Anglo-Saxon vassalsj

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

Norman conquest, 1066, when the royal family, the nobility and their followers were com-

pelled to seek the protection of Malcolm III., mightily assisted in the introduction ; for the

Kingdom became so filled with them, that there was not a farm-house or cottage in the south,

which did not contain English men and women servants !1[ The refugees were located

* Quintilian. Appendix to Report on the Poems of Ossian. 263. t De Belfo Gallico.

J De moribus Germauonim. § Aristotle, Strabo, Plutai-cb.
|j Gunlaug saga, &c.

^ Simeon Dunelmensis, L. II. c. 'òi.
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on the borders and east coast by the policy of our kings, as a good rneans of defence against

the English and Danes, and it may not have been so practicable to plant thein in the in-

land, the Highlanders bearing such intruders no good will. Moreover, the enterprise of the

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

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

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

language, and married princesses of that country, and when the seat of government was

removed from the Highlands, theirs became the court language, which gradually extended

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

order.§ The epithet was adopted by the monkish writers, but does not appear to have

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

to their national distinction.

In Erin as in Albion, the Scotic neople were named the Pictish, and were known also

as Cruthenich, a name indicative of pecuUar habits.
||

The close connexion between the

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

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

was long subject to the Scottish Hne, but at last the regal seat was removed to Argylej

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

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

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

who favoured it, was not accomplished without a display of " the high hand."l

Did the Dalriadic colony, as a different people, bring to Scotland their own language,

and become the first disseminators of the Gaelic, vulgarly called Erse ? This has been

rashly asserted, but after what has been said on the subject of language, it seems unne-

cessary to devote more time in disproving an evident absurdity.** The Gaelic, the pri-

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

* " The wandering nation" of the Seanachies and " restless wanderers" of Ossian. Amiuianu-
,
Dio, &C.

attest the vagrant habits of the Scots; Herodotus, Horace, Ammianus, &c., of tlie Scyths.

t Diodorus Sic, Dionysius Periegetes. J Ricaid. Cirencestrensis. § Bede.

1!

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

Grant's Thoughts on the Gael. U The Albanic Duau.

** See the authorities quoted. Ritson's Annals of the Scots, Ficts, &c.

J
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on the south and east sides of Scotland. In Carrick it was only lately extinguished: in

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

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

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

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

the Gaelic has not been in consequence of Saxon settlements, the manners of the people

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

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

acteristic taste for national melody.

The foregoing opinions are not newly formed : the writer of these pages having in

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

find that his views are now generally adopted.

The Celts, from whom it was reluctantly acknowledged by both Greeks and Romans,

that they had derived many of the useful arts and sciences, nay, even their philosophy,*

were distinguished by very remarkable habits and customs, many of which still charac-

terize their descendants ; and their personal appearance oifered a striking contrast to that

of the inhabitants of Italy and Greece. To whatever cause is to be attributed the general

mixture of dark-complexioned individuals among the Gael, inducing the assertion, so often

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

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

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

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

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

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

have been a matter of ostentation, when its preservation was an object of national care. If

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

sexes, comparing them to the gracefulness of flowing gold—to the loveliness of the golden-

haired sun; while one of an opposite colour is alluded to as an exception. The Welsh

are perhaps the darkest of the race, for they called the others Gwyddil coch, the red-

haired Gael. The careful arrangement of the hair, was one of the most particular

duties of a Celtic toilet, and the practice of trimming or " glibbing" it, was put down

in Ireland as an anti-English practice, by act of Parliament.

The comeliness and great stature of the Celts were acknowledged ; the Britons and

Caledonians, particularly exhibiting that stately appearance which in early society

would be an object of pride, and a favourite theme for bardic compliment. The com-

manding figures of the Fingalian heroes, and those of later date, are always kept in view.

The dispositions of a people are however more worthy of consideration, personal ap-

pearance being dependent on physical causes, while the mental affections and moral feel-

ings are influenced by other circumstances,

• Buchanan, &c. t Chalmers' Caledonia, vol. 1. X Diogenes Laertius. § Pliny, Xiviii. 12.

II
Herodotus, Cffisar, Strabo, Lucan, Livy, Silius, Diodorus, Tacitus, Pliny, Isidorus, ice, all describe

the Celts as fair. H Amm. Marc, xxvii. 1. Tacitus, &c.
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On the ministers of religion devolve the care of forming the morals, and on legislators

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

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

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

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

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

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

certainly not a more numerous nor popular division.

Britain seems to have been the hyperborean island alluded to by Hecataeus, a very

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

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

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

Britain was the grand seminary for Druidic learning, to which the youth from Gaul re-

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

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

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

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

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

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

(Teamhair) in Meath, and the science studied in different seminaries. In Scotland, besides

other consecrated precincts, was Elian Druinich, now lona, the isle wherein the chief

establishment of bards was placed, which the celebrated Colum or Columba supplanted by

a college of the scarcely less famous Christian order of Culdees, as he did with that sacred

grove where now stands the town of Derry in Ireland, t To this latter country the

bards are supposed to have been first introduced by the colony of Danas, and the name,

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

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

priate place among the Milesian adventurers.

Legislation—the services of religion, and the poetic art, were blended in primitive

society, and the united duties performed by one person ; the priests, the historians, and

the lawgivers, were consequently of the bardic order. Although it cannot be admitted as

true that " poetry preceded prose," yet it is not paradoxical to assert that verse was an-

terior to prose as the medium of record. It was used in intercession with the Deity, and

was the vehicle of all ])raise. The ethics of antiquity were delivered and orally preserved

in pithy rhymes ; in this way, the earlier decrees of Greece were promulgated, and re-

mained for ages ere they were engraven on tablets in the public ways, and even then the

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

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

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

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

* Diodorus. -j- Hence the u.irae, from Darach, an oak.

X Wood 00 the genius of Uomer. The Spartans would not permit theii laws to be written.
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Columba, who is himself believed to have been of the bardic order, and other early

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

impressive verse.* It was in this style of composition, that the Gaelic genealogies of the

Scottish kings, repeated by the seanachies at coronations were formed.f In Wales,

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

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

The Druids, like the Pythagoreans, a similar sect, were most careful to exercise the

memory, and it was a positive law that there should be no written record; the first devia-

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

mystical to be understood, save by the initiated, and it was not permitted to speak openly

of the ceremonials or secrets of their profession ; to sing in heroic verse the praises of

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

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

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

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

brightened the national prospects ;—the song kept alive the memory of transactions

which gained the friendship of neighbours, or exalted military renown—it transmitted to

-succeeding generations the history of illustrious individuals—the woes and calamities of

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

acquaintance with events, to the pages of the historian ? It is the record of vocal song

which so long preserves among the illiterate the remembrance of bygone transactions.

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

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

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

Celts the statutes were really poems, and the observation of Macpherson is just :
" The

moral character of our ancestors owed more to the compositions of the bard, than to the

precepts of the Druids."+ The druidic injunction for cultivating the power of recollection,

long aft'ected the national character, and in the Highland districts, it cannot be said to

have altogether ceased as a popular object. The Gael frequently met for the purpose of

friendly contest in the repetition and singing of their ancient poems, and poetic talent

was one of the most respected accomplishments. In Wales, its possession elevated one

to rank. A Highland amusement which Johnson describes, is illustrative of the poetic

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

frightened, rush forth ; the door is then closed, and before they are admitted, for the

honour of poetry, says the doctor, each must repeat, at least a verse. The young men

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

cite an extempore rhyme before they are admitted to any house. The Dronn, or rump,

was called the bard's portion ; whoever received it, was obliged to compose a verse ; and

many a humorous couplet has the present elicited. This is called Beanneachadh Bhaird,

* Dr Macpberson's Dissertation, 215.

+ The last repetition of a Gaelic genealogy -waa at the coronation of Alexander III,, in 1249,

X Introduction to the Hist, of Britain.
o
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or the Bard's Blessing, and it was customary to give a metrical salutation as a mark of

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

an itinerant mendicant, was formerly a personage whose entertaining and instructive

rehearsals always procured becoming respect. These men were walking chronicles, the

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

pastime among the Gael was recitations of the old poems in manner of dramas, for

which they were excellently adapted, if not originally so intended.

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

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

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

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

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

emulate the heroic virtues for which their ancestors were so highly extolled, as the only

means by which they could attain distinction here and happiness heiieafter. The labours

of those national preceptors were eminently successful, and the bloody and protracted

wars which they so intrepidl}' sustained in Gaul, against the conquerors of the world,

tarnishing their arms, before unsuUied,+ bear ample testimony to the love of freedom.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

most profound research.

§

An order which possessed the power of inflaming their countrymen to the fiercest re-

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

* Report of the Committee of the Highland Society of Scotland, on the authenticity of Ossian, p. 302

"I*
Tacitus, &c. X Ibid. c. 53. Amm. Marc. c. xxxi. Lucan.

§ Higgins' History of the Celtic Druids, 4to. p. 276.
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persecution of their implacable enemies. The cruelty with which the Romans accom-

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

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

indomitable spirit of resistance to aggression, which these illustrious patriots so effectually

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

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

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

Many instances are on record of the extraordinary power of music, which was always

in ancient times an accompaniment to the song. Tyrtaeus, by the chanting of his heroic

verses, so inspirited the sinking Lacedemonians, that, rallying, they gained a triumphant

victory, and saved the state. Terpander succeeded in appeasing a seditious outbreak, by

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

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

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

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

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

;

charging them to acquit themselves like men, and thereby obtain the approbation of their

country, assuring them of ample fame on earth, and a joyful existence hereafter, should

they bravely fall. " Ye bards, raise high the praise of heroes, that my soul may settle

on their fame !" was an appropriate Celtic ejaculation. To die without this fame was a

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

earth to ensure its posthumous meed of praise.

The bards were also the heralds who summoned the clans to the strife of arms, a duty

which was afterwards effected by the fleet bearers of the Crann taradh, and that important

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

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

the chiels were assembled, and raising aloud the song of war, he calls on the spirits to

come on their clouds, and be witness to the heroism of their descendants. The bards

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

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

every motive to exertion, endeavour to carry the day by esprit du corps, not unlike the

way in modern times of calling on the pipers

—

seid stias, play up ? But they stood in no

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

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

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

spears for immediate action ; and the ireful combatants, as if their fury had been tamed

by a charm, instantly dropt their arms.* The shaking of the " Chain of silence" by the

Irish bards, produced the same effect.

+

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

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

* Diodorus. •)• Walker's Hist. Ir. Bards.
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and projihecy, that the same individuals were |)rofessors of both, and hence it is that we

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

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

were held in much estimation for their auguries and predictions, and were consulted by

even the emperors of Rome. Those soldiers who were in their armies, perhaps from

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

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

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

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

of the conjunction, whilst among the Scottish Gael, the ability to prognosticate unerr-

ingly, was repeatedly claimed, and respectfully conceded. Fingal himself, by concurrent

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

children's safety ; that the freedom which their sires bequeathed, it was for them to

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

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

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

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

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

tolling their exploits in the most laudatory strains.

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

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

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

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

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

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

alleged the gods themselves were scarcely equal. The famed Caractacus would animate

his forces in a similar manner ; and it is probable both delivered their harangues in

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

the songs of the bards." " Go Ullin—go my aged bard 1 remind the mighty Gaul of

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

says the king of Morven.

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

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

* Diod. Murcel f Fordim, xiii. b. 'f Cambrian Register.



INTRODUCTION.

bard of Donald of the isles, at the bloody field of Harlaw in 141 1, is a specimen, curious

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

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

the battle field, and impossible to preserve such effusions afterwards, except he was

" attended by a secretary !" These, and many similar objections to the authenticity of

the ancient remains of Gaelic bards, have been offered by the late Rev. Edward Davies,

author of " Celtic researches," in a very rare work, entitled, " The claims of Ossian

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

most severe assailant of the venerable bard who has yet appeared, and it is to be regret-

ted, that the asperity, promoted by ignorance of the subject, which is evinced throughout

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

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

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

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

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

ratlier favourable to his poetic genius, while it imparted a melancholy spirit. He might

not be provided with an "amanuensis," but he had zealous admirers, and attentive auditors

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

arouse the sympathy of friends. In late and altered times, the poets exercised, by means

of their compositions, a power scarcely inferior to that of their predecessors, in the days

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—

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

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

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

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

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

ligion whence they emanated, which bad long been abandoned by the human race, but
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which left much, long entwined with the holy faith we now maintain, strongly imbuing

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

was well acquainted with the Gauls, he thus speaks : "the Druidae of a higlier polish and

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

life. The appellations, Be 'il and Grian, or Granais were applied to the glorious lumi-

nary, and they are still used by the Gael, although they do not attach to them those

unchristian ideas, which darkened the mind of his ancestors, or perhaps being at all aware

of the origin of terms formerly repeated with feelings of gratitude and veneration.f Many

superstitions which yet maintain a hold on his imagination, are traceable to the mysterious

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

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

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

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

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

The only names which the Gael yet apply to Heaven and Hell, proclaim their origin

in days of Paganism. The ideas concerning Flath-innis, the island of the brave or noble,

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

mal isle in which the wicked were doomed to wander, in chilling solitude, so inconsistent

with, and diametrically opposed to the Christian faith, could never have been imbibed

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

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

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

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

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

parts pleasure to the inhabitants of earth; and it is otlierwise inipossibli^ to form any idea

•f The Romans, or Romanized Celts, ^ai^ed altars to them.
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of the joys awaiting the righteous, the reality of which "it hath not entered the heart of

man to conceive." With the Gael, all the amusements in which they took delight, whilst

dweiiers in the lower world, were pursued without alloy in their aerial abode. All descrip-

tions of the Celtic paradise, must fall short of their own conception of its glories, but the

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

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

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

former days, there lived in Skerr, a. Druid of high renown. The blast of wind waited

for his commands at the gate ; he rode the tempest, and the troubled wave offered itself as

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

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

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

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

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

cloud, under whose squally skirts the foaming waters complained, rushed suddenly into

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

the wind, and around were a hundred moving oars : but it was void of mariners ; itself

seeming to live and move. An unusual terror seized the aged Druid: he heard a voice,

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

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

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

of the cloud he sailed away. Seven days gleamed faintly round him; seven nights added

their gloom to his darkness. His ears were stunned with shrill voices. The dull mur-

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

ate not, but he was not hungry. On the eighth day, the waves swelled into mountains ;

the boat rolled violently from side to side—the darkness thickened around him, when a

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

notes of the half-touched harp to the distant ear. The valleys were open and free to the

ocean ; trees loaded with leaves, which scarcely waved to the light breeze, were scattered

on the green declivities and rising grounds. The rude winds walked not on the moun-

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

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

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

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

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

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

There is here none of the barbarous ideas which distinguished the Scandinavians. The

Celts never dreamt of such joys as were found in Odin's Hall, or of carrying vindictive

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

justice, &c., which did not incur the severer ban, it was impossible ever to reach the

island of the brave. Their sluggish spirits heard no song of praise ; they were doomed

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

regrets.

To a northern people, as warmth is of all sensations the most desirable, so cold is the

most to be avoided. Exposure to chilling winds, and a state of intense and continued

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

to their natural chiefs and protectors.

Hospitality is a virtue of primitive society—its exercise was a positive law among tlio

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

ancient system remained entire, and it is now only cooled, where modern civilization and

refinement have intruded on the unsophisticated manners of an open-hearted race. "The

red oak is in a blaze ; the spire of its flame is high. The traveller sees its light on the

dusky heath, as night spreads around him her raven wings. He sees it, and is glad;

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

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

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

* Macpherson's Introduction, 190. -f I fuair fhuinii, the isle of the cold atmosphere or climate.

i Tacitus. I. Diodorus, B.
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•'I will listen," says he, "if I may hear their wandering steps. He goes. An aged bard

meets him at the door."* This paragraph is from tlie fall of Tura, and on it Dr Smith

remarks, that " hospitality is one of those virtues which lose ground, in proportion as

civilization advances. It still subsists to a high degree in the highlands ;
though vanish-

ing so fast, that in some years hence, its existence in some parts may be as much doubted,

as that of some other virtues ascribed by Ossian to his heroes. It is not many years,

since it was the general practice to look out every evening, whether any stranger ap-

peared, before the doors were shut. When any had cast up, the host had manifestly

more pleasure in giving, than the guest in receiving the entertainment."* The Gauls

never closed the doors of their houses, lest they should miss the opportunity of entertain-

ing strangers.f Cean uai na dai, the point to which the way of the stranger leads, was

the poetical appellation of the house of a chief. In the praise of this virtue thebardsever

indulged, and these portions may well be ranked among the beauties of their compositions.

" Hospitality stood at the outer gate, and with the finger of invitation, waved to the

traveller as he passed on his way."+ " Turlach lived at Lubar of the streams. Stran-

gers knew the way to his hall ; in the broad path there grew no mountain-grass—no door

had he to his gate. ' Why,' he said, ' should the wanderer see it shut?' "§ So a Cum-

raeg bard exclaims, " Cup-bearer ! fill the horn with joy; bear it to Rhys in the court of

the hero of treasure—the court of Owain, that is ever supported by spoils taken from the

foe. It supports a thousand—its gates are ever open."|| But the entertainment of

strangers and travellers was not left to individual feeling. In the Highlands, were

numerous spidals (Hospitia) which like the Irish Fonnteach, were provided for at the

public expense by Brehon appointment, and directed by the Bruighe or farmer of the

open house.

Lest the Gael might have an enemy under the roof, to whom they were equally bound

by the honour and the rules of hospitality, the name and business of a stranger were not

required, until after a considerable sojourn ; a year and day was often suffered to elapse,

ere a question on the subject was put—an extraordinary effort with a people so naturally

inquisitive.

The Druids would doubtless show an example of benevolence and condescension, which

the extreme deference they received, could enable them to do without lowering their

dignity. Had their rule been otherwise than benign, it would have been impossible for

them to have maintained their undiminished influence so very long, among a people pro-

verbially impatient of severity and coercion, yet more power was vested in them, than

even in their princes ; it was to them as to magistrates that the settlement of all disputes

was referred, whence they obtained the name of Co' retich, peace-makers, the Curetes

of the Romans. Being physicians also, their aid would be frequently required ; and

their kind offices were cheerfully afforded. The promptitude with which they threw their

protection over the distressed, is commemorated in a saying yet current in the

Highlands

:

« Gallic Antitiuities, 317. t Agathias, I. 13. t Cave of Creyla. § Finan and Lonna.

li
Cyveiliog, Prince of Powis ii. 1160.
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" Ge fagus clach do lar,

" S faigse na sin cobhair Choibhi."

" The stone lies not closer to the earth, than the help of Coivi is to those in distress."

This personage was no other than the Ard Druid, or chief Druid. Coivi is supposed to

have been the title of the primate ; it is that given to the one who attended a coun-

cil called by Edwin of Northumberland, when about to renounce paganism. Of their

prescriptions, one is preserved in tradition, the observance of which would much con-

duce to health. " Bi gu sugradh, geanmnaidh mocheir each." Be cheerful, temperate,

and rise early, or take exercise.

As those who entered the order were obliged to bear an unblemished character,* they

were eminent in the practice of the virtues they sedulously inculcated. " Within this

bosom there is a voice—it conies not to other ears—it bids Ossian help the helpless, in

their hour of need." In the same poem, the bard shows the impropriety of sons re-

viving the quarrels of their fathers ; had his excellent advice been attended to, in later

times, it would have prevented many unfortunate feuds which were unhappily fomented,

often for sinister purposes: "your fathers have been foes—forget their rage ye warriors,

it was the cloud of other years l"^ It was a high compliment to say that, "none ever

went sad from Fingal," and proudly might a Celtic hero declare :—" my hand never in-

jured the weak, nor did my steel touch the feeble in arms. O Oscar! bend the strong

in arms, but spare the feeble hand. Be thou a storm of many tides against the foes of

thy people ; but like the gale that moves the grass, to those who ask thine aid. So

Trenmor lived—so Trathal was—such has Fingal been. My arm was the support of the

injured ; the weak rested behind the lightning of my steel."J More examples could be

given of these just and generous sentiments of the bards, who, while they could determine

war, had also authority to command peace, and denounce its disturbers. Deeds of cruelty,

or the indulgence in a spirit of revenge was abhorrent to bardic principle, at least before

the profession became mercenary, and parasitical.

" If we allow a Celt to have been formed of the same materials with a Gieek and

Roman, his religion ought certainly to have made him a better man, and a greater hero."

Some have maintained, that there were no Druidesses. Among the Gael, celibacy was

certainly not a rule; for we hear of the bards having wives,— Ossian among others. The

Isle of Sena, now Isle de Sain[ts], oft' the coast of France, contained a college of Druid-

esses, who, like him of Skerr, had power over the winds, which they were in the practice

of selling to credulous mariners. These unfortunate damsels fell at last victims to the

sanguinary system of persecution, to which the votaries of bardism were every where sub-

jected. Conan, Duke of Bretagne, in the fervour of his zeal, committed them to the flames.}

Those who acted so conspicuous a part, when in desperation they defended themselves

against Suetonius and his legions in Anglesea, were most probably the wives of the

British Druids. Arrayed in black garments, they ran wildly to and fro, with dishevelled

' Welsh, Irish, and Highland authorities. + Oina morul. J Lora.

§ Rojoux. Dues de Bretagne. 1. 135.
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hair and drawn swords, forcing back, like the Cimbric females of old, those who were

retreating. " They are for this looked upon with detestation by those who at Eton, or

Westminster, imbibe the notion that every thing is good which a Greek or Roman could

do ; who triumph with iEneas over the unfortunate Turnus, or glory with the Romans

over the fall of Carthage. But if those women had been Roman matrons defending the

capitol, we should never have heard the last of their gallantry and patriotism."*

Old poems show that tlie bard had no partiality for a single life ; and the Irish, by the

ilbreacht laws, regulated the price of his wife's, as well as his own dress . in fact the

succession was hereditary.

Before dismissing the subject of religious belief, which gave so peculiar a character of

wild sublimity to their poetical compositions, the settled conviction that the spirits of

their ancestors "came to the ear of rest," and frequently appeared to men, acting as guar-

dian angels, must be noticed as having had a strong effect on the sensitive mind, and fur-

nishing to the bards a subject of the grandest description. It was a topic not to be over-

looked by bard nor druid, in addressing themselves to their countrymen. The system of

morality was adapted for this world, and, to please the great, and secure the approbation of

their immortal countrymen, was all else they expected. The appearance of Crugal, with

his melancholy presages, is an extraordinary effort of the poet. " Dim and in tears he

stood, and stretched his pale hand over the hero. Faintly he raised his feeble voice, like

the gale of the reedy Lego. My ghost, O Connal ! is on my native hills, but my corse

IS on the sands of Ulhn. Thou shall never talk with Crugal, or find his lone steps in the

heath. I am light as the blast of Cromla, and I move like the shadow of mist. Connal,

son of Colgar, I see the dark cloud of death. It hovers over the plain of Lena. The

sons of green Erin shall fall,—remove from the field of ghosts ?" This was not a dream,

but the supposed actual appearance of the fallen warrior. At times their appearance was

wishfully invoked ; for the Celts seemed to have had no feelings of dislik-e to such meet-

ings. How sturdily Cuchullin steeled himself against th<> argument of Calmar, who had

appeared to give him a friendly warning, against the perils of the approaching war ! He

would not be persuaded by him ; but, in rejecting the admonition, he gave him the ever

grateful meed of praise, which sent him off in his blast with joy. Departed bards were

pleased with earthly music, and would come to listen, while the harpers were performing.

Agandecca, before the engagement with Swaran, mourns the approaching death of the

people, a circumstance which coincides with the wailing of the Bean-sith, so well known

to give presage of family bereavements, in Ireland, where its existence is not doubted.

The entertaining Mrs Grant of Laggan gives in her Superstitions of the Highlanders,

many interesting and affecting anecdotes of their belief in supernatural appearances.

So highly esteemed was the profession of a bard, that those most distinguished for

rank were proud to be enrolled in the fraternity ; sometimes, even those of royal lineage

were found in it. The possession of poetical genius entitled one to claim the daughter

of nobiUty as his consort, and the alliance was deemed honourable among Celts and

Scandinavians.f Some of the continental Celtic kings are mentioned as poets. In

* Higgius Celtic Druids. •\' Torfsua.
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Wales, we find Aneurin, a prince of the Ottadini, Llywarch hen, and many others, who

gloried perhaps more in their bardic qualifications, than in their nobility of birth.

Among the Gael, Ossian stands conspicuous ; Fingal is celebrated for his poetical talent,

and more of the chiefs might be enumerated, as exercising the bardic spirit : indeed, the

national taste led the Celts to deliver themselves, especially on matters of serious import,

in a magniloquent and poetic strain.** The bards were, it is true, like other professions,

hereditary ; but this rule must have been modified by circumstances. One with no eaJ

for music, or soul for poetry, could not take the place of his father; and we know besides,

that aspirants were admitted. We are assured, that an irreproachable character was in-

dispensable, and a personal defect would incapacitate one from entering the fraternity

;

hence they were a class of superior appearance, while their consciousness of importance

gave them a commanding air.

Extraordinary honours were paid to the bards, and they enjoyed many important privi-

leges. They were exempted from all tax and tribute, and were not compelled to serve

in the army, although not prevented if they chose to do so ; their persons were inviola-

ble, their houses were sanctuaries, and their lands and flocks were carefully protected, even

amid the ravages of war. In the latter ages of their prosperity, ample farms were given

to many in perfect freehold, and they were entitled to live, almost solely at the public

expense. The Welsh laws of Hwyll Dda gave the bards and their disciples, liberty

and free maintenance. The various privileges and immunities, enjoyed by the different

classes, were strictly regulated by the Irish, who divided the order into seven grada-

tions. The first was entitled when travelling, to a horse and a greyhound, and two

men as attendants for five days ; he was then entitled to be kept for one day, where

he might stop, be supplied with all necessaries, and rewarded by a gift of two heifers

or a large cow, for his recitations or other duties. The second was entertained in

like manner, for three days, and was furnished with three attendants when traveUing.

As a gratuity, he received three cows. The third had four attendants provided for him

on a journey, and his reward was from one to five cows, according to the character of his

recitations or compositions. The fourth was allowed six attendants to accompany him,

for eight days. The fifth, accompanied by eight students in poetry, was entertained for

ten days, and was rewarded by five cows, and ten heifers. The sixth was entertained

for fifteen days, having a retinue of twelve students ; and twenty cows were his reward.

The seventh, or OUamh, was entitled to be freely and amply entertained for a month,

and had on all occasions twenty-four attendants—his reward for the services he might

render, was twenty cows. The last four, we are told, were specially protected. Con-

sidering their number, and the erratic lives they led, the contributions they levied were

by no means light. Keating says, that by law they were empowered to live six months

at the public expense, and it was therefore the custom to quarter themselves throughout

the country, from All hallow tide until May, from which they were designated as Cleir

na shean chain, the songsters of the ancient tax. A wandering life seems to have been

congenial to their feelings, from a desire to disseminate their works, as well as provide

* Diodorus. Marcellinus.
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for themselves, and they believed that their public utility fully justified this practice of

'sorning' which was afterwards sn grave a charge against them. "The world," says an

ancient bard, "is the country, and mankind the relations of every genuine poet." The

northern Scalds were held in equal esteem, and enjoyed extraordinary privileges. Among

the Welsh, the institutions of bardism became ultimately much refined and complicated,

although there were originally only the three primitive classes as in Gaul ; and they re-

gulated the duties and immunities of the different individuals with great precision, by

express laws which existed from an unknown age, but were first imbodied in a written

code, by the famous Hwyll Dda in the 10th century. Besides enjoying the same privi-

leges, as those among the Gael, respecting their persons, property, and domiciles, and

being permitted to solicit a largess or gift, by an appropriate poem, tendered without

troublesome importunity, which no doubt was often successful, the following perquisites

were allowed them.—The Court bard who was the eighth officer in the Royal household,

and sat at festivals next to the comptroller, received on his appointment, a harp and other

presents from their majesties ; the King provided him with a horse, and all his apparel

which was formed of wool ; the Quten supplying him with that which was of linen. In

war, he received the most valuable animal of the spoil, after the leader had got his share,

and this was for singing the accustomed war-song to rouse the courage of the troops

when in battle. At the Christmas, Easter, and Whitsunday banquets, he received from

the Queen the harp on which he performed, and had the comptroller's garment as his

fee. On making his Clera or professional tour, he was entitled to double fees. Whoever

did him an injury was mulcted in six cows and 120 pence ; and for his slaughter, 126

cows were exacted. He paid as Gabr merch, the fine on the marriage of his daughter,

120 pence; for her Cowyll or nuptial gift, one pound and 120 pence; and for her eyweddi

or dowry, three pounds. His mortuary or heriot was three pounds.

The chief bard of the district was the tenth officer in the household, and sat next the

judge of the palace. An insult offered to him, subjected the offender to a fine of sii

cows and 120 pence, and 126 cows were the expiation of his death. When a musician

had advanced so far in his art, as to drop his Telyn rawn, or hair-strung harp, he paid

this chief bard twenty-four pence ; and every woman on her first marriage, gave a like

Bum. His daughter's marriage fine was 120 pence, and his heriot was as much. These

were the only two bards who performed before the sovereign ; when desired, the latter

was to give two songs,—one in praise of the Almighty, the other extolling the king's vir-

tues and exploits, recounting all the famous deeds of his ancestors ; the former then sang

a third.

In 1100, Gruffudd ap Cynan, or GryfFyth ap Conan, finding the establishment rather

disorganized, called a congress of bards to which those of Ireland were invited ; and

with their assistance, he not only improved the music of the principality, but reformed

the order, and introduced many judicious alterations in the rules of government. By

these " statute privileges for the profession of vocal song, and for instrumental music of

the harp and of the crwth," the bard was to enjoy five free acres ; and the chief district

bard was to receive at each of the three great festivals, and on occasion of royal nuptials.
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forty pence and a suitable gift ; at weddings the fee was settled at twentj'-foiir pence.

The bard next in gradation liad also forty pence for the festivals and royal marriage,

but only twelve pence for attendance at weddings of others. The next in degree was

allowed twenty-four pence on the first two occasions, and eightpence for the latter; while

the two lower had twelve pence, and sixpence on the first occasion ; and the lowest in the

profession did not officiate at weddings, but his immediate superior did so, and received

sixpence. The genealogist got but twopence for a pedigree, except he accompanied

the bardic cavalcade on the triennial circuit, when the fee was doubled. The Clerwr, or

itinerant bards were allowed a penny from every plough-land in the district, and this

humble income was secured to them, by a power to distrain for payment. There was a

peculiar amusement afforded by the bards of Wales to the company assembled at their

great meetings, which was a source of some honourable emolument to an individual. The

most witty and satiric of the first order was appointed to an office called Cyff-cler, in

which he was to be the butt of all the jests and sarcasms of the others, which he was

patiently to hear, and afterwards reply to in extemporaneous verses, without betraying

any heat or loss of temper. For supporting this rather unpleasant character, he was re-

warded by a gratuity of eighty pence, and the doublet next to the best which a bridegroom

possessed.

The heavy eric or compensation exacted for the manslaughter of a bard, and for insult-

ing or wronging him, is an indication of the regard in which he was held.* It would in-

deed have been reckoned a grievous crime, to put one of these public monitors to death

whatever his offence might have been, and some individuals have had their names carried

down with the stigma of having avenged themselves on members of this privileged class.

In the " Fall of Tura," is an affecting tale, which shows, that the most savage disposition

would relax its fury, in the case of a bard. It is thus given in translation by the talented

compiler. " The bard with his harp goes trembling to the door. His steps are like

the warrior of many years, when he bears, mournful to the tomb, the son of his son. The

threshold is slippery with Crigal's wandering blood—across it the aged falls. The spear

of Duarma over him is raised, but the dying Crigal tells,—it is the bard." So infuriated

was the chief, that on a passing dog he wreaked the vengeance he intended for a human

being, had he not been the " voice of song."+

The English settlers sometimes massacred the Irish clergy; but i* does not appear that

they committed the same atrocities on the bards. One of the Triads commemorates the

three heinous strokes of the battle-axe ; they fell on the heads of Aneurin and Colydhan,

who were bards, and on Avaon, who was the son of the famed Taliesen.

The estimation in which the bards were held, was equally the cause and efl'ect of their

extraordinary influence. They were the indispensable followers of a Celtic army, and

members of the establishment of Celtic nobility at home and abroad. Struck with this

fact, they were viewed by many as insatiable parasites, rather than necessary attendants.

Their utility was extensive, and as in the pastoral and predatory state of society, there

* The Wesigotha esteemed it a four-fold greater crime to strike a bard than any other person.

f Smith's Gallic Antiquities.
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were alternate seasons for active exertion and inactivity, the bard was not less useful in

solacing his master in the hours of retirement, and entertaining his company at their

assemblies, than in aiding the military efforts of the clan in war. He conveyed infor-

mation of warhke movements over the land, and laboured as hard with his poetic weapons

to vanquish an enemy, as others with their sword ; and his was the grateful task to extol

the heroes of victory, singing loudly to his harp at the head of the returning host.

Their eager spirits often urged them to mix in the battle ; but they were usually sta-

tioned where their war songs could be most advantageously poured out, and where they

could best observe the gallant bearing of their friends. Care was always taken so to place

the Scalds; and should the fight have been one at sea, which was of frequent occurrence

with these "sons of the waves," they looked attentively from the land, protected by a

guard, and qualifying themselves to perpetuate in song, the prowess of the warriors. It

was no slight stimulus for such men to know, that their deeds were marked by the bard

who was to chronicle their valour in lasting verse, and thus convey their names with

fame to late posterity.

When lain Lom stood on the battlements of Inverlochy castle, marking the circum-

I
stances of the battle raging below, he was taunted by Montrose for having avoided parti-

j

cipation in the conflict. " Had I." says he, with somewhat of the pride of profession,

I
" mixed in the engagement, how could I have marked the many deeds of valour so no-

bly achieved, and had I fallen, who would have sung your praise ?" The heroic Bruce

carried with him his bard to celebrate the heroism of the Scots at Bannockburn ; and

Edward of England likewise took with him a rhyming monk of Scarborough, in tlie same

I

capacity, that he might delight the nation with the glorious account of the annihilation

of the rebel Scots. The issue of that dire collision would probably have left us no spe-

cimen of his talents, had he not fallen into the victor's hands, who made the poet sing the

praise of those whose fall he never dreamt of mourning for. Poor Richard Bastvvick did

his best in the doggerel Latin of the times, which has been rendered into English of a simi-

lar cast. Dolefully did the bard invoke the nine.

" With barren verse, this rhyme I make.

Bewailing, whilst this theme I take," &c.

He nevertheless describes in graphic, though uncouth language, the deeds of strength

and valour, which he had witnessed.

Another bard with more congenial feeling, celebrated the whole acts and deeds of his

sovereign the Bruce, in verso elegant for the age. Archdeacon Barbour of Aberdeen,

no doubt, had the feeling of a Celtic bard, and had in his eye the Gaehc duans ; for he

was well acquainted with the exploits of " Fin Mac Cowl" and his compatriots.

The above mishap at Bannockburn, is similar to what befell the Earl of Argyle at

Aultacholachan, when he took the field in 1597, against the Catholic lords. In con-

fidence of success, and greatly pleased with his bard's prophecy, that he should play his

harp in the castle of Slains ere the victorious army returned, he was proudly taken

along when
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" Mac Callain-mor "went fra* the west

Wr mony a bow and bran*

;

An' vow'd to waste as he thought best,

The Earl o' Huntly's Ian.'

"

On his defeat, however, the bard was made prisoner, and verified his claim to the

faculty of fore-knowledge, much to the delight of the confederates and Lord Errol, who

gladly aftbrded him the opportunity.

Before the chiefs in the Highlands began to think it unnecessary to number a bard

among their personal retainers, either from a consideration that their actions no longer

required the tribute of so antiquated a recorder, or by an unavoidable departure from the

former simplicity of living, finding it expedient to add the bard's farm, like that of the

piper and other hereditary officers in their establishment, to the rent roll, he was one of

the most respected in the number. The chiefs of Clan- Ranald retained a bard until about a

hundred years ago, when Lachlan Mac Nial Mhuireach, the 17th in regular descent, lost

his farm, and naturally dro|)t, as useless, the profession by which he and his ancestors had

so long held it. Iain Breac MacLeod of Dunvegan, who died in 1693, was perhaps the

last chief who upheld the ancient state by numbering in his retinue, bard, harper, piper,

jester, and the full number of what has been with an attempt at wit, designated the tail.

Dr Mac Pherson mentions one who kept two bards, and they held a seminary for the

instruction of students. About 1690, John Glass and John Macdonald, the bards of two

lairds in different parts of the country, met by appointment in Lochaber, to vindicate iu

a poetical contest their own excellence and their chief's honour ; but the result of this

duel is not related. Such challenges were not unfrequent, and it was a well-known

practice for the Highlanders to make small bets as to who could repeat the most of the

Sean dana, or old poems.

The bards who exercised so beneficial an influence on their countrymen while alive,

rendered the necessary and becoming services to the dead. The mode of sepulture is well

known ;
" the grey stones of the dead," half hid in the moss of ages, and the funeral

hillocks and cairns appear on all sides, where the industry of man has not laid the heath

under the operation of the plough—the striking monuments of ages far distant, but now

the useless record of those who were honoured in their day and generation. The stones

of memorial were raised amid the united voices of all around, and the plaintive music of

the harpers who gave out the funeral chant.

" Bend forward from your clouds, ghosts of my fathers, bend 1 lay by the red terror

of your course and receive the falling cliief ; let his robe of mist be near, his spear that is

formed of a cloud. Place a half-extinguished meteor by his side, in the form of the

hero's sword. And O ! let his countenance be lovely, that his friends may delight in

his presence. Bend from your clouds, ghosts of my fathers, bend !" In the same poem is

the affecting lament for the beauteous Darthula. " Daughter of Colla, thou art low!" said

Cairbar's hundred bards; "silence is at the blue streams of Sehna, for Trathul's race have

failed. When wilt thou rise in thy beauty, first of Erin's maids? Thy sleep is long in

the tomb, and the morning distant far. The sun shall not come to thy bed, and say,
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awake Darthula ! awake thou first of women ! the wind of spring is abroad. The flowers

shake their heads on the green hills, the woods wave their opening leaves. Retire, O

sun, the daughter of Colla is asleep, she will not come forth in her beauty, she will not

move in the steps of her loveliness."

The duty of performing the obsequies of a hero seems to have been imperative,

although his life might not have offered those traits of charaeter which so well suited the

bard's eulogium. They however did justice to his memory, neither suppressing any allu-

sion to his vices, nor refusing the praise he might deserve. A chief had broken his

oath. " His tomb was raised, but what could the bards say ? Manos remembered not

his words. When asked what he had done with his oaths ? ' Alas ! he said, where I

found, I left them.' Manos, thou wert generous, but wrathful and bloody was thy dark-

ened soul."

It has already been noticed, that without the funeral dirge, the spirit would be sub-

jected to wander in forlorn suffering about the place where the body had been laid : it

was therefore a matter of the utmost solicitude, that this should be performed, and the

ceremonial was observed in the Highlands to the days of our fathers. It is now discon-

tinued as a vocal tribute, but the ' Lament' of the piper played in front of the funeral

procession, is a most characteristic substitute. Many remains of the Coronach music are be-

lieved to be still preserved, and it is reasonably supposed, that the species of piobaireachd

appropriate to the melancholy event, has in many cases retained in the urlar or ground-

work, the spirit of the original dirge.'

The following detail of the ceremonial at the interment of an old Celtic hero, as given

by the Irish authorities, is conformable to what is otherwise related. The Druid first

performed those rites which may be called religious ; the Senachie then repeated the

eulogium of the hero departed, detailing the illustrious descent and personal titles of the

deceased. He was followed by the Filea, who recited the Caoine or funeral song, which

having been adapted to music by the Oirfidighc or musician, was sung by the Racaraide

or rhapsodist, who was joined by the wailing notes of all present.

f

The practice of Caoining at funerals is still practised by the native Irish, but since the

suppression and neglect of the order of bards, the mourners in Ireland have been merce-

nary females, generally of advanced years, and their hackneyed or extemporaneous lamenta-

tions are not particularly creditable to the art. They, however, tenaciously hold to this

rite, whether in Ireland, or elsewhere, and it is evident that there is no Christianity in it.

Take a specimen. " O son of Connal, why didst thou dieV royal, noble, learned youth
;

valiant, active, warlike, eloquent ! why didst thou die? Oigh ! oin-oigh !" Here follows

the Uilaluia or chorns, first gone half through, poured forth in the wildest notes of

extreme grief, being indeed the chief part of the performance, and as may be supposed

not the most regular nor musical. " Alas ! alas ! he who sprung from nobles of the race

of Heber, warlike chief ! O men of Connal. O noble youth, why didst thou die ? Alas!

* Pat. Macdonald on the influence of poetry and music on the Highlanders, prefixed to his admirable

collection of their vocal music.

+ The bards compose poems which the Rhapsodists repeat. Buchanan.

d
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alas 1" The semi-cliorus again is given, and then the full orgoll. " Alas ! alas! he who

was in possession of flowery meads, verdant hills, lowing herds, fruitful fields, flowing

rivers and grazing flocks—rich—gallant. Lord of the golden vale, why did he die?

Alas! alas!" Uilaluia, &c. " Alas! alas! why didst thou die, O son of Connal, before the

spoils of victory by thy warlike arm were brought into the hall of the nobles, and thy

shield with the ancients ? Alas ! alas ! Uila—luia, luia, luia, lu, lu, uoht o ong," &c., all

which had the most thrilling effect. After the interment, the bard was formerly accus-

tomed to perform the Elegy or Connthal sitting on the grave, which mark of affectionate

respect like the Christian services for the dead in the Romish Church, was repeated at

the new and full moon, for several months.* The Scriptural lamentations, as that over

Saul and Jonathan, are of no whit more religious character.

Adverting to the classification of the members of the bardic brotherhood, it wjU be seen

at first, simple and vigorous ; subsequently undergoing alterations and subdivisions. The

Druidical order was originally divided into three classes, which are distinguished as the

Druids proper, who were the priests and legislators ; the Vates, Ovates, Euvates or

Eubages and the Bards. The duties of the first have been briefly referred to, and a

general view of the bardic office has been presented, but scanty as our knowledge respect-

ing it is, a few more particulars may be given to improve a picture, unfortunately but

meagre.

The Vates have been considered by some writers, an order inferior to the bards, and by

others to have held an intermediate place in the triad, but many regard the term as sim-

ply denoting a more advanced noviciate. " The Euvates," says Marcellinus, " more

deeply considering nature, made attempts to discover the highest arcana, and lay open

its most secret workings, and amongst these the Druids," from which it would seem

that they were bardic aspirants for druidic preferment. Lucan classes them with tlie

bards, but allows them superiority to a simple poet. It is very probable that a claim to a

prophetic spirit was the cause of distinction. All three were accustomed to compose and

to sing, but all did not claim the faculty of foreknowledge. Vates, which in Latin is a

prophet or interpreter, is a word no doubt borrowed from the 'barbarians,' and the Gaelic

Paid signifying the same, appears to be the original word. Dr Smith however thinks

Euvates may be Eu-phaisde, promising youths.

To ascertain the etymology of names, often clears up the obscurity which envelopes a

subject: on this occasion, the attempt is more curious than useful. The general opinion

is, that the appellation Druid is derived from the name of the oak tree, which in Greek is

Drus, Derw in Welsh, Duir in Irish, Dair in Gaelic, Druith in the Cornish. Considering

the similarity of these words, the estimation which the Druids, like others, had for the oak,

and the veneration they paid to the Misletoe, the All-heal which grew thereon, it has

appeared a satisfactory origin for their name, and the Welsh bards of later days have on

the tree-system, raised a very ingenious allegory. The letters dd, having the sound of

th, form a common termination, so Derwydd, is the trunk of an oak ; bardd, from bar,

* Beauford. Trans, of the Irish Academy, Vol. IV. where the whole is set to music.
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the top, is significant of the full grown branches, and Ovydd, from ov, raw, pure, indi-

cates the saplings. Sir Samuel Meyrick gives less fanciful derivations—Der, superior
;

wydd, instructor ; and o-wydd, subordinate instructor. I n Whiter's method of determining

the affinity of words, by the consonants as radices, we see the same consonants running

through these words ; the tr, pervading a series of terms, indicates activity, industry, im-

provement; and dr or tr were connected with the mystical T, a Druidical and Pythagorean

symbol. The above laborious and profound etymologist, alluding to the Gaelic "draonaich"

so well illustrated by Coiremonadh,* as intimating a diligent cultivator, pronounces Druid

to signify a teacher.t The appellation is undoubtedly Celtic, originating with that peo-

ple, and not imposed by Greeks or others. The sense in which it is still used is that of

an artist, a learned person, or vulgarly a magician, and it is the word in the Scripture

translation for the wise men or priests. It is equally applied in Teutonic languages to

denote a dexterous individual or enchanter.

The word Bard has been pronounced insoluble. It is uncertain whether the peculiar

chant, called barditus, is the origin of the term, or its derivative. Bardachd in Gaelic is

poetry and history, literally the bard's work ; barddae-th in Welsh is also bardism.

The profession has given names to many localities, as Monadh-bhaird, ach na' m bard,

Tulloch-bardin, &c., and respectable families may trace their origin to those distinguished

poets. There are many ancient charters in which different individuals are designated,

le bard and le harper ; the Bards, Bairds, MacBliairds, and Wards are their descendants
;

in Ireland and Argyle are the Mac Faids, and Mac Faidzeans. Throughout the princi-

pality are numerous names indicating the residences and haunts of the different branches,

as Tre'r Beirdd, the bard's villages. Croes y Beirdd, the bard's cross. Tre'r and Bod

Drudan, the villages, and the houses of the Druids. Bod-Ovyr, the Ovyd's dwelling,

8;c. &c. The Baile-bhairds in (he Highlands and Harper's lands in the low-country, are

iiieiiiorials of the golden age of Celtic minstrelsy.

A sketch of the personal appearance of the different characters, seems an appropriate

accessory to a detail of their duties. Bodily imperfection being suflScient for exclusion

from the order, it gave an imposing specimen of the Gaulish race, and their dignities

were marked by suitable distinctions in dress. Their garments diff'ered from others in

aniplitude : they were " the wearers of long robes." The costume, as n«ay be supposed,

was of a peculiar form, calculated for the attraction of notice, as well as the becoming

denotation of raidi. The beard which the Celtic nations always shaved, the Druidic

officials wore long, and the hair of the head they cut close. The robes flowing to the

heel ; whilst those of the commonalty, and even of the nobles, fell only to the knee, as

sufficiently distinguished the superiority of the order, as the episcopal costume marks

the sacerdotal degree. White, denoting purity and truth, was the appropriate colour of

the druid's robes.

In Cathlava one of the poems translated by Dr Smith, is a picture of Sean'ear, a

druid, then a subject of persecution, but believed to possess supernatural acquirements,

ami consulted as an oracle by those, who, like the Roman general, might be disposed to

* Thoughts on the Cra'èl, &c., by James Grant, Esq. f Etymologicoii magQum.



XSX INTRODUCTION.

say, " I scorn them, yet they awe me." Under the awful shade of his oak he finds him,

leaning on his own trembling staff. His head of age stoops to the ground, his grey beard

hangs down on his breast, and his dim eyes are fixed on the earth. But his soul is mixed

with the spirits of air, and his converse is with ghosts. ' What seest thou of my love,"

said Ronan, ' what seest thou of Sulmina?'" The figure was that of a solitary and pre-

scribed anchorite, who submitted to his evil destiny, doubtless for his conscience' sake>

like many fellow devotees. In the original, the description is singularly striking.

" Au crith-tliaice ri luirg fein,

Fui' gheug dhoilleir dharaich,

Lan ogluidheachd :—a chrora aoraadh,

'S fheasag aosda sios mu bhrollach.

-air lar tha shuil a dearcadh

Acli anam ann co'radh thaibhse."

The figurative and laconic reply is very characteristic.

" Macan an fas cruaidh,

Barca, thar cuan, na dean

;

Shuilmhine ! 's cruaidh leam do glaodh,

A 'taomadli air tiunu gun fliurtachd !'*

In happier ages, the raiment was an object of careful attention among the Celtic peo-

ple, with whom every thing was precisely regulated ; even the colours of the robes were

apportioned by invariable law. In Wales, the bards wore a dress of sky-blue, the emblem

of peace and fidelity, and that of the Ovydd was a vivid green, the prevailing colour of

verdant nature. The Awenydd, or disciple, showed in his vestment, as an escutcheon of

pretence, the three colours, white, blue, and green. When officiating at religious cere-

monies, the bard had a cowl attached to the cloak, like that worn by the Capuchin friurs

;

it was called Barddgwccwll, and is the bardo-cucuUus of the Romans. The Druidesses

are described by Strabo, as arrayed in white garments, fastened with girdles and brazen

clasps. Among the Gael, a very remarkable difference prevailed with respect to the

vesture. A variety of colours was introduced, and the number which the gradations in

society were permitted to display, was regulated by a prevailing rule. It was a striking

mark of the estimation in which the bards were held, that they were allowed six colours,

being two more than the nobility, and only one less than royalty itself This was the

well known law in Ireland, and there can be no doubt it was equally observed by the

Gael of Albion. In Meyrick's splendid work on British Costume, coloured prints of the

various classes are given, among which we remark the two figures found near Autun, one

of which carries the "slat an drui' achd," or ensign of authority, and the other bears the

" cornan," or crescent, emblematic of the " cead rai re ;" the first quarter of the moon.f

The robe is fastened l)y a brooch on the left shoulder.

Sumptuary laws were not forgotten in the Brehon code. In A. D. 192, as Irish

Annals inform us, such enactments settled among other matters, the value of a bodkin

* Gallic Ant. 335, from the Druid's appearance, it is generally called " the song of the grey man."

•j* Pliny says of tlie Celts, ' ante omnia sexta luna.'
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of refined silver for the king or a bard at thirty heifers. The clothes of a poet and his

wife cost three milch cows, and the raiment of an Ollamh, and of an Anshruith, the next

in rank, five cows.

Some proof is found that the Cochal or upper garment which was evidently, from the

name, of coarse texture, was fringed and ornamented with needle-work.* The full dress

is described as consisting of the Cathanas, cota or body covering, and the Triuse, the

gathered or girded up portion.

The shoes were wooden, and of a pentagonal form,f and an Ollamh was entitled to wear

the barred or cap of honour. Thus in all respects did the bardic order appear strikingly

different from others. On the extinction of druidism, it is probable that the peculiarity

of costume was abandoned, the Christian missionaries naturally discouraging a distinction,

which was calculated to prolong a reverence for the professors of a pagan creed.

The course of bardic study was long and arduous. So rigid was the term of probation,

that the education of a student in the science of druidism, was not completed in a shorter

period than perhaps twenty years, during which time he was obliged to commit to mem-

ory, a prodigious number of verses ; twenty thousand by the lowest computation, but

Chambray the Celtic professor at Paris, says the number for those of the highest class

was not less than sixty thousand.

In later ages, as we learn rom Irish authorities, the time occupied in acquiring the

necessary bardic instruction was twelve years, three of which were devoted to each of

the four principal branches of poetry. Another writer gives them sixteen or twenty

years to complete their education, and he tells us he has "seen them where they kept

schools, ten in some one chamber, grovelUng upon straw, their books at their noses ;"

and although their seminary was thus rude, those men were well grounded in the classics,

and invoked the muses with great success. The accommodation, it is presumed, was not

in all eases so homely. We can scarcely suppose that the practice described by Martin,

adopted by some in the Highlands to produce inspiration, was very usual. They would

shut both doors and windows, wra|) their plaids about their heads, and lie with their eyes

closed, and a large stone on their bellies, for a whole day IJ Poets are sometimes suffi-

ciently eccentric.

If a vassal obtained permission from his lord to exercise a poetical or musical talent, he

w oidd, according to his genius, obtain rank by the courtesy of Cambria, but no one, what-

ever his merit might be, was classed among the bards, except he went through the regular

cniriculum. There were three individuals of no little celebrity otherwise, who were in

this way unqualified:—the great kings Arthur and Cadwalon, and Rhyhawd ap

Murgant.

It is much to be regretted, that the Scottish Gael adhered so faithfully to the druidic

injunction, not to commit their knowledge to writing. Those of the sister island were

haply less obstinate, and have preserved many of the Breith-neimhe or laws of their

native judses. Those which relate to the bards have been collected with praiseworthy

t Dr Smith. + Description of the Western Isles.
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care, and given to the world ; and althougli they are likely to show considerable innova-

tion on the primitive institutions, upon the whole, we may believe the regulations in both

countries were not materially different.

The order presented three principal classes, in which were several gradations, viz. :

—

The Ollamh re dan, graduate of song, or bard properly so called ; the Seanachadh, or

historian and genealogist ; and the Brehon, Breith, or judge, which last, in the eleventh

century, was separated from the bardic establishment.

The following were the gradations in the order of Fileas or bards, and the qualifica-

tions required in each.

The Fochlucan, the youngest student, was required to be able to repeat twenty poems,

or liistorical tales.

Tlie Mac Fuirme was required to have forty tales, any of which he should be able to

repeat when desired.

The Dos was qualified by being perfect in fifty poems or stories.

The Canaith, although a degree higher, was not obliged to learn more than the Dos.

The Cli, whose duties are not given in the authority we have consulted.

The Anra, or Anshruith, had to commit to memory one hundred and seveni\-(ivo com-

positions on different subjects.

Lastly, the Ollamh or Doctor, who was the bard, the otliers being noviciates. He was

required to posse£s a perfect knowledge of the four principal branches of poetry, and bo

able to repeat three hundred and fifty pieces.*

The Aois dana preceded even the Ollamh, and sat with the chiefs in the circle. This

class, however, does not appear earlier than the seventeenth century.

The Welsh had a division of bards no less complicated ; the department of each class

being pointed out with tedious minuteness, a comparatively modern alteration.f With

them there were six classes of bards, three being poets, and three musicians.

The poetical bards were first, historical or antiquarian, who sometimes mixed prophecy

with their effusions. Their duty was to sing in praise of virtue—to censure vice and

immorality, and it was specially permitted them to address the clergy and married ladies,

upon fitting subjects and in becoming language.

The second class, who were domestic bards, exhorted the people to a strict practice i^f

the social virtues, and celebrated those who were patterns to others for their upriglit con.

duct and patriotism.

The third order, who were denominated the Cleirwr Arwyddveirdd, or heraldic banls,

with their other duties, were assigned the composition of jjoeins on amusing and jocular

subjects.

After passing through the gradations of the Awen, or muse, the title of bard was con-

ferred, and, retaining the ancient claim of superiority, the addition of ' Ynnys Prydain

was alway; given.

* Walker. Several of these terms are of uncertain etvmology; anshruith may be from an, good; srath

knowing. Ollav -will strike the scholar as resembling tlie Heb. Aluf, a prince,

•f*
Borlase,
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The activity of Welsh genius led them to remodel and refine the bardic institutions,

with the same care as they have cultivated their language, so that in modern times it

must exhibit a very different aspect from what it originally displayed. There were eight

orders of musicians ; four of which only were admitted to be bards ; the Harper, Crwther,

and Singer, were regularly invested poets, the Pencerdd being their chief. The four

inferior orders were, the Piper, the Taborer, the Juggler, and the performers on the

humble Crwth with three strings ; the fee of these minstrels was a penny each, and they

were to stand during their performance.

The Irish Oirfidigh, or musical order, was in like manner classified, taking their

appellations from the instruments on which they performed, of which there were a con-

siderable variety. The following enumeration is given.

The Ollamh re ceol, or Doctor of music, presided over the band consisting of the

Crutairaigh who played on the cruit or fiddle. The Ciotairigh. The Tiomponaich, who

played on the horn ; and the Cuilleanach.

These musicians were of much consequence as a constituent portion of the Fileacht,

and being good vocalists, after the introduction of Christianity, they added much to the

eft'tct of the band of choristers for which many abbeys were famed in both islands. It

may be observed, that as the Welsh held the harp to be the indispensable instrument of

a gentleman, so we find many instances of bishops and abbots excelling in their skilful

playing. We have a curious intimation in the venerable Bede anent the harp ; ho

describes an individual, who at an entertainment being unable to perform on the instrument

which was always handed round, slunk away ashamed of his deficiency. Want of a

musical taste was accounted an indication of a bad disposition.

The decline and fall of an institution which existed so long, was so widely diffused,

and, after the cessation of its direct influence, left so deep an impression on the national

character, is a subject of much interest, and affords ample matter for reflection. Like all

human establishments, it is seen to advance from simplicity and usefulness, to refinement,

corruption and decay. The epoch of Christianity was the commencement of druidic

decadence ; but with the pertinacity which animates the professors of proscribed opinions,

the ancient system was clung to for several subsequent centuries, and indeed where full

conversion was found impossible, the apostles and missionaries accepted the profession of

the Christian faith, with the retention of many of the established superstitions, wisely

considering it better to accomplish the great end by judicious conciliation of long-rivetted

prejudices. When the Pagan priesthood was annihilated, the bardic branch, as an order

of acknowledged utility, retained its place in Celtic society. Many who were touched

with zealous fervour in the true religion, became clergymen, and were not the less pious,

in that they continued to exercise their poetic talents, and solace themselves with the

melody of the harp.* So long were the Welsh in abandoning the institutes of druidism,

that Prince Hwell, who died in 1 171, invokes the Deity to protect his worship in the

groves and circles. This is sufficiently curious; but it is still more so to find that a small

* In Wales, the bardic clergy sometimes accompanied the chanting of the service vith the harp.
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society still existing, allege that they are the descendants, and possess a knowledire of

the ancient mysteries of the druids, which has been transmitted purely, by a successiuii of

the initiated, who could explain many of the mysterious triads, &c. , were they at liberty

to divulge their knowledge.*

The Highland traditions are copious on the subject of the fall of the druids, which,

from the particulars related, was not a sacrifice to the cause of Christianity. The fre-

quent wars in which the Scottish tribes were engaged, increased the power of the

Feargubreith, while it lessened that of the druid, who had long been the arbiter of all

transactions. Treunraor, grandfather of Fin Mac Cumhal, was appointed commander of

the Caledonian forces by general election, on which the druids sent Garmal Mae Taruo

requiring the chief to lay down his office, with which order he had the fortitude to refuse

compliance. On this a civil war immediately ensued, which after much bloodshed, ended

in the discomfiture of the druids, whose resistance was so obstinate, that few survived

the desperate contest. The bards, who it may be readily believed were prone to flatter

the powerful, and avenge real or imaginary wrongs by the sharpness of invective, being

no longer under the salutary control of their superiors, the druids, became exceedingly

presumptuous, abusing their ample privileges, and drawing on themselves severe chastise-

ment. The Irish legends detail the circumstances of their expulsion twice before the

celebrated council of Drumceat, held in 580, where the whole order was doomed to pro-

scription for their oppressive exactions, having gone so far as to demand the golden

brooch which fastened the plaid or cloak of Aodh, the king of Ulster ! The good

Columba, the apostle of the Highlands, left his charge in the college of li, fur the pur-

pose of interposing his influence to avert the destruction of an order, which, under proper

regulations, was so well suited to the genius of his countrymen, and he was successful in

softening very materially the severity of their sentence. The bards were on this occasion

reduced to the number of 200, one only being allowed to each of the provincial kings,

and lord of a cantred, and he was enjoined for no cause to prostitute his talents in flatter-

ing the vanity of the great, or covering vice by adulatory strains. He was to compose

and sing to the glory of God, honour of the country, praise of heroes and females, and

exaltation of his patron and followers. There was evident necessity for restriction ; the

numbers having so greatly increased, that they were estimated at no less than one third of

the population ! The propensity which those who were so highly favoured, and possessed

such influence, had, like most others, to exceed moderation, required a check. Cupidity,

it has been observed, is an inherent passion ; and the possession of much, begets a desire

for more. The bards subjected themselves to uuicli obloquy and dislike by their arro-

gance and neglect of their proper duties, whicli eventually led to sundry curtailments of

their personal immunities.

In Wales, they were not less inclined to abuse their privileges. Several regulations

had been passed previous to the time of Gruffudd ab Cynan, who, uiucli concerned to

lind the bardic profession in disorder, held a congress of all wiio had any knowledt. of

* Cambrian Mag.
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I
the science throughout Wales and Ireland, when a great reformation was accomplished ;

the three classes of poets, heralds and musicians, being then instituted, whereas the offices

were formerly held by one individual, and they were forbidden to demand the prince's

horse, hawk, or greyhound, or any property from others above a reasonable value.

There is a curious account of this notable convention given in an ancient MS. pre-

served in the library of the Welsh scliool, London, from which it appears there were four

chief judges who decided, with the approbation of the audience, as to forming the song,

preserving it in memory, and performing it correctly. The names of the four were Alban

ab Cynan, Rhydderch the bald, Matholvvchthe Gwythelian (Gael) and Alav the songster.

Mwrchan, Lord of Ireland, was umpire, and by his power confirmed the proceedings at

; Glen Achlach.* The judicious improvements introduced at this time, were the means

1 of restoring bardism to a sound and flourishing state, which continued until the death

I

of Llewelyn the last prince in 1282. From the strictness of these coercive laws, it is

I

evident the bards were a little unruly at times. If any one left a party for which he

had been engaged, offered an insult to a female, &c., he was fined, imprisoned, and his

circuit fees for a proportionate time, were forfeited to the church. In fine, although

j

Edward the First actually carried a harper with him to the Holy Land, he subsequently

I
considered the bards a dangerous body ; and although they were retained at the courts of

his successors, along with minstrels, whose proper occupation was originally that of his-

torians, yet they certainly gave at times great offence by their freedom and assumption :

hence such enactments were passed as one in 1315, to restrain them from resorting in

unreasonable numbers to the houses of the great ; and another by Edward III., which

provided that bards who perverted the imagination by romantic tales, and those who were

tale-tellers, and seduced the heges by false reports, should not be entertained in the man-

sions of the great, or harboured by the people. This is like the decree passed to repress

the insatiable curiosity of the ancient Gauls, who were the greatest known encouragers of

those who could amuse them with stories—compelling strangers to stop even on the high-

ways, and entertain them with some recital, in consequence of which they were misled

by the mendacious tales to which their importunity gave so much encouragement.

Long after the maintenance of a bard as a retainer in a Celtic estabhshment was con-

fined to these portions of the kingdom, their services continued in partial requisition

elsewhere ; but from the advancing change in society, this neglected class, with difficulty

maintained a degree of respectability, but were obliged to itinerate in considerable num-

bers, and trust for their support to casual employment, by those who made their efforts to

please a subject of rude jest. The following no doubt excited a laugh at the expense of

the Gael : it is a curious allusion to their manners by a lowland poet

—

" Then cried Mahouu for a hieland padzean,

Syu ran a feynd to letch Makfadzean,

Far northwart in a nuke

;

Be he the coronach had shout,

Earse men so gatherit him about.

In hell grit rowm they tuke :

* About 1 100. The harp and style of its music were on tliis occasion introduced from Ireland.
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That tarniagants in tag and tatter,

Full loud in Earse begoud to clatter.

An' rowp like ravin rowk
;

The deil sae deivit was wi ther yell,

That in the deipest pot of hell

lie tmorit them wi' smouk."*

In Saxonized England and Scotland, the bards and minstrels were denounced as idlers

who lived on the useful and industrious, levying their contributions on an unwilling peo-

ple. In the reign of James II., 1449, an act was passed, which declared that " gif there

be onie that makis them fiules, and are bairdes, thay be put in the kingis «aird, or in his

irons for thair trespasses, as lang as thay have onie gudes of thair awin to live upon, that

thair ears be nailed to the trone, or till ane uther tree, and thair eare cutted off, and ban-

ished the cuntrie." By a statute of Jas. VI., in 1579, those who were sangsters, tale-

tellers, &c., and not in the special service of Lords of Parliament or boroughs as their

common minstrels, were to be scourged and burnt through the ear with a hot iron.

When the court of the Scottish kingdom was Gaelic, the ancient usages were closely

observed, and the class whose history is now under investigation, continued, at least occa-

sional services, for ages afterwards. At coronations, a Highland bard attended in his her-

aldic capacity, to repeat a poem on the royal genealogy. His attendance at the enthrone-

ment of Malcolm II., 1056, and the oration then delivered, are recorded, and the same duty

was performed to Alexander III., in 1249, when the poet, we are informed, was clad in a

scarlet dress. Various notices are found in the Lord Treasurer's accounts, of the ser-

vices of seanachies and minstrels at royal entertainments, an extract from which will not

be thought uninteresting. Blind Harry, the author of the metrical life of Sir William

Wallace, sang his compositions to the king and nobility,t and received frequent gratuities.

In 1490, and 1491, he was paid eighteen shillings. In the former year, " Martin Clare-

schaw and ye toder Ersche Clareschaw, at ye kingis command," were paid eighteen shil-

lings, and shortly afterwards the same payment was made " till ane ersche harper." In

1496 are these entries:

—

April. Giffin to James Mytson, the harpar at the kingis command, xiii s. iiij d.

June. To twa wemen that sang to the king, . . xiii s.

Aug. 1. That same day giffin to the harpar with the ae hand, ix s.

That samyn day, to a man that playit on the clarscha to the king, vii s.

1503. Item to Pate Harper, clarscha, .... xiiij s.

Item to Alexander Harper, Pate Harper, Pate Harper Clarscha,

Hew Brabanar and the blind harper, harperis, ilk ane, xiiiJ s.

Item to Hog the tale-teller, .... xiiij s.

Item to the Countes of Crawfurdis harjier, . . . xiiij s.

In this year there were also sundry payments to minstrels: eight of which were English,

and four Italian. In 1507, there was paid xiiij to the " crukit vicar of Dumfriese that

sang to the king."

« The Daunce. Ramsay's Evergreen, I. p. 246. + Major, Lib. iv.
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In 1512, gevin till ane barde wife called Agnes Carkell, xlii s.

Item, to O Donelis (Irlandman) liarpar quliilU past away with liim, vii L.

In the household book of the Countess of Mar, under the dates 1638— 1642, we find;

To ane blind singer, who sang the time of dinner, . xii s.

To twa hieland singing women, . . . . vi s.

To ane woman clarshochar, . . . . xii s.

The kings of England, with few exceptions, continued to employ one or more Welsh

harpers in the royal establishment. The marriage of Catherine, widow of Henry V.,

with Sir Owen Tudor, a nobleman of Mona or Anglesea, from whom Henry VII. was

descended, lirought the bards into more notice, and the title of the eldest son of the

reigning monarch, offered a sufficient reason for compliment to so worthy a portion of

the British subjects. When James VI. succeeded to the English throne, Henry, Prince

of Wales, appointed one Jones as his bard. The author of the work, whence so many

curious particulars of this class have been transcribed, Edward Jones of Henblas, was

the talented bard to the last of our princes who bore the title.

That the bardic institutions have been so entirely neglected in the Highlands, is only

to be accounted for by the very different position of the two countries. Wales has been

for many centuries a province of England ; their wars of independence have long ceased,

and even internal dissensions have for a great length of time been unknown. In peace

and tranquillity, the natives could therefore cultivate their poetry and music as an

agreeable source of rational amusement, and if they continued to chant forth their

ancient martial lays, it was a pleasing solace to have reflection drawn to departed renown.

An indulgence in reminiscences of a state which no more can be reverted to, is some

slight alleviation of regret.

The Gael, on the contrary, who had ever to struggle for national independence, were

between energetic resistance of the common enemy; the civil wars in which they were

involved, and the clannish feuds which were fomented by designing foes, at last plunged

into a state of sanguinary turmoil, which was but ill calculated for the fosterage of such a

system as their happier brethren were permitted to cherish in peace. In these inau-

spicious circumstances, the soft and melting strains of the clarsach might be well suited

for the enlivenment of their entertainments, and as an accompaniment for the grateful

themes of love, and pastoral pursuits; but the utmost fervour of the harper's efforts, would

fail to rouse the vengeful ardour of the Gaelic heroes. It was the piobaireachd's shrill

summons, thrilling in their ears the sad tale of their devastated glens, and their houseless

friends, which gathered them for the war, by notes which had often sounded to hard,

earned victory ; speaking in strains which made their blood boil with glowing emulation,

as they marched to the foe, and which pealing to survivors of the battle-field in notes re-

echoed by the frowning crags, drowning by its piercing tones, the loud wailings of the

bereaved, and the woful shrieks of the despairing women, called in a maddening voice

for speedy and unsparing retribution.

The pipes supplanted the harp as the instrument for war among the Gaelic tribes.

The potency of bagpipe-music as a stimulus to heroism was acknowledged by the Irish,
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who always used pipes in their warlilce operations. " As others with the sound of trum-

pets, so those with the sound of the pipes, are inspired with ardour for the fight."

Derriclc liltewise alludes to its martial use, and in the representations of battles, we ob-

serve the pipers in a prominent position, but do not perceive a harper. The great pipe

has survived, an equally national instrument, which is much better adapted for an accom-

paniment at the festive board. The exhilarating but loud-toned Piob is less suited to

appear in place of the bard at the feast of Shells, who by his sweet-sounding harp and

vocal melody, afforded a double gratification.

These remarks are by no means to be taken as in disparagement of the professors of

this admirable instrument, the sound of which strikes so surely a responding chord in a

Scotsman's heart. It is matter of delight to perceive its use so nobly upheld, and its

music preserved with so much patriotic zeal. The frequent " competitions" of performers

in different parts of Scotland, present a becoming counterpart to the means so successfully

pursued in Wales and Ireland, for the preservation of their poetry and music ; and this

ancient regulation, especially in the former country, is so peculiar, bearing as it does on

the subject, that it cannot with any propriety be omitted.

It appears that king Cadwaladdr, about 670, presided in a meeting assembled for the

purpose of hearing the bards recite old compositions and their own productions. Those

meetings were called Eisteddvodau, and were like the Clera or circuits, held triennially.

Prince Gruffudd, who, with the approbation of his Gaelic friends, did so much for

the repression of abuse and introduction of improvement in poetry and music, laid

down express rules for the guidance of these meetings, regulating the mode of competi-

tion, qualification of candidates, &c., the chief object being " to extinguish falsehood, and

establish certainty in the relation of events," the proper observance of which excellent

practice served so well to perpetuate the true history of transactions. Invention, or pro-

jiagation of falsehood was declared punishable by imprisonment and fine, and the like penalty

was exacted for mockery, derision, or undeserved censure. Rhys ap Gruffudd, Prince of

South Wales, gave a magnificent entertainment in the manner of the country, to King

Henry II., when a large assemblage of bards attended, and received a confirmation of all

their franchises. Similar meetings have been held at various times and places, some-

times by royal summons; at others, under the auspices of the nobility. Henry VIII. issued

a commission for one to be held at Caerwys in Flintshire, 1523, " for the purpose of

instituting order and government among the professors of poetry and music, and regulat-

ing their art and profession, according to the old statute of Gruffudd ap Cynan, Prince

of Aberfraw." Queen EUzabeth appointed another to assemble at the same place in

1568, and those who were not found worthy to hold so honourable a calling, were charged

to betake themselves to honest labour, on pain of punishment as vagabonds. On the '22d

September, 1792, "a congress of the bards of the Isle of Britain," was held on Primrose

hill in a suburb of London, with the view of " recovering druidical mythology and bardic

learning."* Since then, the Cymrodorion society has given frequent Eisteddvods in the

Gentleman's Mag. LXII.
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metropolis, and they are held periodically throughout Wales. The kindred people of

Bas Bretagne have been desirous of a similar convention being held there, and we have

heard some literati of the Principality observe, that a gathering of bards on the same

principle in lona, where, in the days of persecution, the Cumraeg druids found refuge

with their Gaelic brethren of the same order, would be a highly interesting and appro-

priate commemoration, and productive of much advantage to the bardic cause. Some

degree of literary character was at first given to the competitions in pipe-music, when

prizes were awarded for poetic compositions, and when the admirable Doncliadh-Ban nan

orain was accustomed to present tlnj Comunn Gaelach na h-AIba, with a complimentary

effusion in his happiest style. If the idea of the liberal-minded archdeacon Williams,

rector of the Edinburgh Academy, and several other gentlemen of literary character and

respectability, is ever matured, we shall have a grand union of the three divisions still

remaining unmixed in these realms—the Gael of both islands and the Cumri, " jointly and

severally," engaged in the prosecution of Celtic literature, of which the bards were from

unsearchable antiquity the only conservators.

The Irish, less affected by tho^o unpropitious circumstances which operated on the

Highlanders, have retained the use of the harp and its appropriate melodies.

They however had their golden age of bardism, to which the iron naturally succeeded.

They escaped the visitation of Roman persecution; but from the time of Henry II., it

was an object of solicitude with the invaders, to repress the order as seriously inimical to

English designs. Taking advantage of their privileges, they mixed with the enemy and

acted as spies, while they excited their countrymen to unceasing opposition. In the sta-

tutes of Kilkenny, 1309, it was attem|)ted to abolish the influence they possessed by

Celtic usage, but with little eftect. In the 13th of Henry VI., 1434, it being found that

Clarsaghours, Tympanours, Crowthores, Kerraghers,* Rymours, Skellaghes,t Bardes,

and others, contrary to that statute, were constantly passing between the armies, exer-

cising their ' minstrelsies' and other arts, and carrying all information to the Irish camp,

means were taken in order to repress so dangerous a practice. The mercenary spirit

was but in few cases sufficiently strong to extinguish the patriotic; yet if any of these bards

would officiate in the same vocation on the English side, he was taken under protection,

and amply provided for. A precept occurs in the 49th, Edward 1 1 1. ,1375, for the remunera-

tion of Dowenald O Moghane, a bard, who did great service to the English in this way.

J

Henry VIII. received with much satisfaction, 'a Breviate' of certain regulations for the

good of the country, by Lord Finglass, in which it is recommended, that no Irish min-

strels, Rymers, Shannaghes,S nor Bards be " messengers to desire any goods of any man

dwelling within the English pale, upon pain of forfeiture of all their goods, and their

bodies to be imprisoned at the king's will."|| Their habits were no wise changed in the

succeeding reign. An act was passed in 1563, for reformation of the enormities which

arose in Limerick, Kerry and Cork, by certain idle men of lewd demeanour, called

Rymers, Bards and Carraghs, who, under pretence of their travail, carried intelligence

* Players at chess, gamesters.
-I- Tellers of tales. J Rotul. Patentium, 258, 94.

§ Sheanachies.
|| Hanis' edition of Wares' Hibemia, 98.
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between the malefactors inhabiting these countries, to the great destruction of true sub-

jects ; it was therefore ordered that none of these sects be suffered to travail within these

territories, against the statutes. " And for that these Rymers do by their ditties and

rhymes to lords and gentlemen, in commemoration and praise of extorsion, rebellion, &c. &c.,

encourage those lords and gentlemen rather to follow those vices than to leave them, and

that for making of such rhymes rewards are given, &c , for abolishing so lieinous an abuse,

orders be taken, that none of them, from henceforth, do give any manner of reward for

any such lewd rhymes, and he that shall offend to pay to the Queen's majesty, double the

value of that he shall so pay, and the Rymer that shall make any such rhymes or ditties,

shall make fine according to the discretiance of commissioners, and that proclamation

be made accordingly." That a bard should vent his indignation on occasion of such a

stigma, is not to be wondered at. The Hibernian warmth is natural

:

" When England would a land enthral.

She doomed the muses' sons to fall.

Lest Virtue's hand should string the lyre.

And feed with song the patriot's fire.

Lo ! Camhria's bards her fury feel

;

And Erin mourns the bloody steel."

The ' factions' which have continued to agitate the Irish peasantry so unhappily to the

present day, had an injurious effect on the poetical character, the bards becoming mer-

cenary and sycophantic followers of the great. The poet Spenser, who otherwise had a

proper respect for the profession, gives a quaint and curious, but on the whole we may

believe, a just picture of the bards.

" They were brought up idly," he says, " without awe of parents, without precepts of

masters, and without fear of offence ... for little reward or the share of a stolen cow,

thev wax most insolent, and half-mad with love of themselves. As of a most notorious

thief and wicked outlaw, which had lived all his lifetime by spoils and robberies, one of

their bards will say that he was none of the idle milk-sops brought up by the fireside, but

that most of his days he spent in arms and valiant enterprises ; that he did never eat his

meat, before he had won it with his sword : that he lay not all night slugging in a cabin

under his mantle ; but used commonly to keep others waking to defend their lives, and

did light his candle at the flame of their houses to lead him in the darkness; that the day

was his night, and the night his day ; that his music was not the harp, nor lays of love,

but the cries of people, the clashing of arms, and 'finally,' that he died, not bewailed of

many, but making many wail when he died, tliat dearly bought his death." Such a song,

he adds, might be purchased for 40 crowns.*

Many who could not themselves compose, acted the rhapsodist, which Buchanan notices

as a practice in the Highlands also, and sang the poems of others as a profession. In fact,

the bards in Ireland became a public annoyance, and frequent petitions were made for

their suppression.

Most part were extremely profligate, and consequently poor, but some became afHuent,

* View of the etate of Ireland.



INTRODUCTION. xli

ana renounced a profession become disreputable.* A genuine bardic feeling animated

Richard Roberts, a poor harper, who performed at a late Eisteddvod at Caernarvon,

who, on receiving his fee, observed, " this money has been of service for my wants, bnt it

has spoiled my music, for I never play so well for hire, as from my love of the art, and

desire to please."

Oral poetry, the only medium through which the Celtas preserved the memory of all

transactions, was in no wise so feeble an instrument as a late Essayist considered it.f A

poem of the bard Taliesen, who lived, anno 540, described the death of King Arthur,

and the place of his interment, which being repeated before Henry II., about the year

11 87, the king ordered search to be made for his tomb in the churcliyard of Glastonbury,

and there it was found. A similar discovery was made by the recitation of the duan of

Cath-Gabhra by an old harper, in which an account is given of the burial of King Conan.

The Irish academy, to verify the correctness of the bardic record, had the spot excavated,

when the grave was found as described in the song 1

It is unfortunate that the Greeks and Romans did not consider the compositions of the

Celts worthy of preservation. They may not indeed have been very important, except

as relics of extreme antiquity ; but the ghmpses of ancient manners which they would

ha\e afforded, and their curiosity as productions of ages so remote, render their loss

matter of much regret. It is certain from the few intimations which are given on the

subject, that there were many in existence of very distant origin. Some of the Celt-

iberians asserted that they had poems, containing their laws and history, six thousand

years old. So long a duration may well be doubted, but if it was only a moderate frac-

tion of such a number, it would be confessedly great, and there is no question, but that

other tribes made equal claims. The German poems, which formed their national annals,

were ancient in the days of Tacitus, who flourished in the first century, and he mentions

some composed in his own time ;i their remains were extant seven hundred years after-

wards. One of the pursuits in which Charlemagne took great delight, was, searching for

those decaying rehes of poetic antiquity and coumiitting them to memory. It was a

similar practice with the great Alfred. There is one fragment which may be given

as the oldest specimen of the bardic genius of an ancient Celt. Luernius, king of the

Arverni, was wont to court popularity by extraordinary munificence. A poet once

arriving long after the others, saluted the prince with a poem extolling his virtues and

his benevolence, but lamented his misfortune in being too late to receive his bounty. The

song procured the gift of a purse of gold, to the happy bard, who then chanted loudly,

saying that Luernius' chariot-wheels as they rolled along, scattered wealth and blessings

among the children of men.§

Alihough not disposed to go beyond an era of probability in the belief of the alleged

antiquity of many British remains, yet as the inhabitants were found by the Romans, in

most parts which they explored, as far advanced in civilization as the Gauls, and wer«»

^* In the book of Fermoy is a collection of mercenar}' rhapsodies. Lawless.

+ The Late John Anderson, Esq., W.S.

:J;
One in praise of Arminius (Armin.) a celebrated chief, is mentioned in the Annals.

§ Posidonius apud Ritson. He flourished about '60 years before Christ.
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much their s\ip(;riors in bardie knowlocige ; not to advert to the genera! supposition that

the famed chief-druid Abaris, who visited Greece clad in a tartan robe, must have been a

Caledonian, and other points which would serve to show considerable civilization in early

times ; there seems good reason to admit that the Britons had also preserved historical

poems which may have reached a high antiquity. From certain dark and figurative verses,

the early chroniclers jjrobably drew their materials, which, incorporated in their works

without sufficiently comprehending the meaning, led to erroneous constructions, and the

fabulous narrations which mark the productions of the early writers. Gildas and Nennius

or Neniaw, 550 and 608, who were bards, compiled their histories from such authorities;

and the former deplores the destruction of many old records by the enemy, and loss

of others carried away by those who were driven from the country by the inroads of the

northern tribes. Many Cumraeg MSS., were at one time in the Tower of London,

either the spoils of war, or carried there by Welsh captives, taken in the Saxon and

Norman invasions. They are supposed to have been poetical ; but whatever they were,

with a policy which subsequently actuated English monarchs with respect to the national

songs and records of the sister kingdoms, they were committed to the flames. Owain

Glendwr's rebellion, 1400, led to the destruction of most of the remaining bardic com-

positions which had been committed to writing ; William of Salisbury says on his defeat,

not one that could be found was saved ! The Llyvr du o Caerfyrddyn, Blackbook of

Caermarthen, is supposed to be the most ancient British manuscript in existence ; it con-

tains the works of bards of the 6th century.*

Among the more ancient remains of bardic science are those of Merddin, or Merlin the

Caledonian, who flourished in 470. He was born at Caerwerthevin, near the forest of

Celyddon, supposed to be Dunkeld, where he was protected by Gwenddolau ap Ceidio,

with whom his mother, a nun, had sought refuge : having through accident killed liis

nephew in battle, he became subject to insanity, whence he was called the Wild, and

his effusions were accounted prophetic. He received a tract of fertile land from this

prince, which he lost in the wars with Rhedderch, King of Strathclyde. A poem which

he composed on this gift, praising it under the name of an orchard, is a fair specimen of

this bard's abilities. The verses have an unequal number of lines, but in each the final

syllables rhyme. A verse or two are thus translated :

—

AFALLENAU MYRDDIN.

" Sweet apple tree, growing in the lonely glade ! fervent valour shall keep thee secure

from the stern lords of Rhydderch. Bare is the ground about thee, trodden by mighty

warriors ; their heroic forms strike their foes with terror. * * * Death relieves all,

why does he not visit me ? for after Gwenddolau no prince honours me ; I am not

soothea with diversion, I am no longer visited by the fair : yet in the battle of Arderydd,

1 wore the golden torques, though I am now despised by her who is fair as the snowy

swan.

*' Sweet apple tree, loaded with the sweetest fruit, growing in the lonely wilds of the

> Jones' poetical relics of the W. bards.
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woods of Celyddon! all seek thee for the sake of thy produce, but in vain ; until Cad-

waladr comes to the conference of the ford of Rheon, and Conan advances to oppose the

Saxons in their career, &c."*

There are some pretty similes here, and the Celtic character is impressed on the com-

position, but how far short it comes of the Gaelic poems of antiquity !

The Welsh having so sedulously maintained the science in all its peculiarities, a refer-

ence to their history could not with propriety be avoided. From the kingdom of the

Strathclyde Britons, through that of Cumbria, which extended to the marches of North

Wales, the tribes appear to have for some time formed the link between the Cumri and

the Gael ; the intercourse therefore which apjiears to have subsisted between the two

people in early ages, will justify a frequent allusion to those who at Brst thought miyht

appear quite disconnected with the Gaelic bards.

From the beginning of the 5th century there were numerous bards, the remains of

whose works are still extant. The antiquaries of Wales enrol in their list the names

of several who are assigned an antiquity so remote, that a degree of scepticism is ex-

cited as to their existence, but the Irish writers quite surpass them; for they lay claim to

national poetry three thousand years old !+ It is impossible, without a great stretch of

credulity, to believe that any relic anterior to the Christian era has reached our times.

Fingin and Fergus of the 2d century, and others, may be real personages, and the authors

of poems ascribed to them ; without questioning the truth of the legends concerning the

more ancient personages, it may be suflScient to say, that from the advent of our Saviour,

downwards, the numerous individuals distinguished in the science are recorded by the

bardo-monkish chronicles in precise detail. We find among those most noted in the 5lh

century, Torna and Dubthach who is said to have written a poem in which the rights of

the bards are enumerated. He subsequently became a convert to Christianity, and in this

class are to be ranked Feich, Cronan, Columcille, Adamnan, Dalian, Seanchan, Angus,

Amergin, &c. These primitive Christians, being of the privileged class, by the old insti-

tutions, did not fail to set forth in a favourable light, the glorious state of ancient poetry,

thinking it an enhancement of the national honour, to show that Ireland was the cele-

brated land of bards before it acquired the more exalted title of that of saints. The

powerful exhortations of St Patrick and his successors, induced numerous bards to betake

themselves to the services of religion, many acquiring dignities in the church, and con-

siderable celebrity. In 884, died Maolmhuradh—his contemporary Flann was accounted

the Virgil of Ireland ; Donagh O Daly, Abbat of Boyle, who died in 1244, was called

the Ovid.

We find, from what is recorded of the bardic system in Ireland, that like the Welsh,

they had triennial conventions, and the lomarba, or contests, were professional competi-

tions. The practice in Ireland must be held to be the same as was observed by the Gael

* By the Orchard, Merddin perhaps means the asylum he found in Athol, Abhal or Adhul, which Ì3

believed by many etymologists to acquire its name from fi-uitfulness in abhlan, apple-trees. The poet there-

fore seems to play on the A/allarxan, or apple-tree garden.

t Dr O'Comior.

/
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of Scotland. The Munster bardic Sessions which were held so late as the beginning of

last century, were suppressed by penal statute.* Attempts have been made to restore in

some measure the ancient practice of the harp and vocal melody, as a means of preserving

the poetry and music so rapidly on the decline. A Mr Dungan offered four prizes

of seven, five, three, and two guineas to the best performers on the harp, in a meeting

held at Granard, in 1781, at which eight or ten performers attended. In 1792, a meeting

of the harpers, as the descendants and representatives of the ancient bards, was called at

Belfast, by a number of gentlemen who raised funds for the purpose of reviving and per-

petuating the old " music, poetry, and oral traditions," at which ten harpers attended.

The Belfast Harp Society, for supporting a professor and students, was established in 1807.

An institution worthy of the descendants of the ancient Dalriadic Scots deserved a more

extended existence: it only survived until 1813.

t

Returning to the bards of Caledonia, to whose history this essay is more particularly

devoted, it must be confessed that they have not met with the ready chroniclers who

have celebrated the others ; but they have left a more splendid monument, in their own

i- imitable works.

Who were the "bards of old," whose poems were alluded to by the renowned Ossian,

or in what age did they exist ? Tlie expression carries the mind back to a distant and

indeterminate era, and it proves that there were poems well known in his day, which were

then reckoned ancient. " Thou shalt endure, said the bard of ancient days, after the

moss of time shall grow in Temora ; after the blast of years shall roar in Selma." Fer-

gus, Ullin, Orain, Daol, were his contemporaries, but we know not who was the author

of the " Tain bo, Cualgne," a poem co-eval with the epoch of redemption. The Duan

Albanach, repeated at the coronation 1056, was formed from some similar record, of much

higher antiquity.

The era of Ossian is fixed by concurring opinion, formed from the evidence contained

in the poems, in the third century. The compositions of several who lived in his own

time, as well as the immediately succeeding ages, have come down to our own times

;

owing their preservation to that peculiar beauty which characterizes the works which

preceded the full establishment of Christianity. Collections of the Sean-dana have been

pubhshed under the general affiliation to those ancient bards; but as it cannot in the case

of several pieces be with certainty shown whether it was the ' voice of Cona,' which gave

theiii being, or the others, the descriptive appellation of Ossianic poetry seems an appro-

])riate designation. At tlie same time it must be observed, that the judgment of the

Highlanders may in general be relied on ; some of the anonymous poeuis given in the

following collection, althougli evidently formed by those who had not embraced Christian-

ity, and compositions of acknowledged merit, are nevertheless so far from the nc plus

ultra of the acknowledged standard of excellence, that they are never ascribed to Ossian

• Walker, who quotes memoirs of Clau Ricard, 1727. See Hardiman's Irish minstrelsy for a copious

list of Bards and Seanacliies and poetical ecclesiastics. From the identity of language and similarity of

names, our Irish neighbours have Laid claim to several bards, who ought assuredly to be placed in the

Albanic list.

t Bunting on Irish music, 1840.
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Mac Fhinn.* The authois of some of those ancient compositions are known, as of

Mordubh and Collath, but many others are anonymous, or of uncertain authorship.

It will scarcely be expected that the question of the authenticity of the poems of Ossian

which so long agitated the literary world, shall be resumed in the pages of this short essay.

The ample proofs of the existence of those poems in the oral record of the unlettered

Highlanders, as well as in several MSS., long before MacPherson undertook the labour

of collecting and translating them, obtained by the searching investigation of the High-

land Society, and of individuals, have, we should think, settled the controversy to the satis-

faction of the unprejudiced. The evidences which tlie poems were supposed to exhibit of

their recent composition, as urged by Laing and others ignorant of the language, have

been happily overthrown by natives of the country who well understood the originals, while

the correspondence of the chronology of those compositions with the events in Scottish

history, is an extraordinary proof of their being the genuine production of antiquity.

" The history of the bards, is perhaps of all others the most extraordinary," is the ex-

pression of an eminent writer on poetry and music ;+ and another has said, that " on the

construction of the old Celtic poetry we want much information."? Since this wish was

expressed, the subject has been treated by writers qualified by a competent knowledge of

the language. The Triads, which form so curious a record, commemorate Tydain, who

first made an order and regulation for the record of vocal song ; and it is laid down that

there are three requisites for a poetical genius—an eye that can see nature, a heart that

can feel it, and boldness that dares to follow it. In Ireland, Ceanfaela (who flourished

about 500,) we are told, wrote or revised what is called the " uraicepht na neagir," or

rules for poets, a very useful work, since we find there were upwards of 100 kinds of

jioelical construction. In ' Anglia Sacra,' mention is made of a Scot who was acquainted

with 100 different sorts of verse, with the modulation of words and syllables to music,

to which letters, figures, poetic feet, tone, and time, were necessary.

§

The Triads are a sort of oracular stanzas, composed with much art in three lines.

This triplet form was not unknown to the Highlanders, but it was more peculiarly Welsh,

and appears to be, as is unilbrmly asserted, the favourite druidic style. It is generally

termed Englyn Milwr, the warrior's song, which points to its use as the " cerdd voliant

prosnachadh," or stimulating address which animated the troops in war. It was in this

measure, doubtless, that the famed UnbeniaethPrydain, or heroic poem called the Monarchy

of Britain, was composed. This is now lost; but it had a wonderful effect on the hearers,

referring to the pristine glories of the Britons when they held the sovereignty of the

island. It was Eydeyrn, the golden-tongued, in the reign of Gruffudd, Prince of Aber-

fraw 1258-82 who made an analysis of the metres of vocal song, " to be as a record and

a code."! Those who wish farther information respecting the Welsh bards will be amply

gratified by consulting the elaborate works of Jones and Evans ; it may be sufficient to

* There "were others of the name. Those poems in which matters relative to Christianity are introduced,

which are current in Ireland, were in all probahility the composition of that Ossian, who became St

Patrick's disciple.

f Dr Brown. J Pinkerton " the Goth."

§ II. p. 213. II
Owen's Dictionary.
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s.iy, that the three divisions of Englyn, Cywydd, Awdl, close, parallel and lyric metre,

were divided into twenty-four, the last of which was " the iiiaster|)iece."

Tlie poetical genius of the Highlanders has been often subject of remark. Pastoral

occupations and an Alpine situation are congenial to it. The mountains of Boeotia were

the favourite abode of the Muses, and the Arcadians, who were the Highlanders of Pelo-

ponnesus, became famous in the most early ages for their poetry and music. The modes

of Gaelic versification are various, but on a close examination are not so numerous as at

first would appear ; it is evident, however, that the ancient poets did not cramp their genius

by adherence to any rule, although there was an attention to rhyme and cadence. In later

times, the system was rendered intricate and complicated by a curious classification of the

letters, in which the Irish particularly distinguished themselves. The Gaelic language is

well adapted for poetry, but it cannot we think, except in a few cases, be successfully

scanned according to the rules of latinists, although this has been attempted.*

In the scarce work of Mr Davies before referred to, this learned Cambrian—endeavour-

ing to prove that the poems of Ossian, if allowed to be older than the days of our fathers,

are the productions of an age long posterior to their behoved era—enters very particularly

into the systems of versification, which his elaborate ' Celtic Researches' and intimate

acquaintance with such matters, enabled him to do with great critical acumen; nevertheless

most of his dicta may be very confidently repelled. ' Rhime,' he admits, 'was peculiarly

known to the Celtffi,' and with alliteration it formed the true mark of antique compositii.n
;

with which observations we readily agree. He subsequently says that alliteration wa^ a

more recent invention than rhyme, and that rhyming verses are the nearest resembUuice

to the style of versification used by the druids. The Welsh were ignorant of altcriiate

rhymes or quatrains, their poetry being usually of such a form as the following

:

Mor yw gwael ^eled,

Cyrawro cynnired,

Brattau a brithred,

Brithwyr ar gerdded.

It is rather surprising that this people should not have this style of versification

in their heroic pieces, for which Dryden recommends it as most suited, and in which

style the Ossianic poems are generally composed. Mr Davies' object is to test the anti-

quity of this poetry, but he does so by a comparison with the Irish system which he

allows to be so full of art, and so fanciful, that it could not be of ancient origin, nor the

manner " of any Celtic tribe whatever !"

The system, as Gaelic scholars know, is by a complex and arbitrary classification of

the letters, and the strict application of the rule of "caol ri caol, agus leathan ri leathan,"

short to short, and broad to broad. Mr Davies acknowledges that their table nmst have

been the work of time, and says, the oldest specimen in which he found it in full foice,

was of the time of Queen Elizabeth : certainly the oldest Gaelic poetry does not exhibit

this feature. If ' both nations vefsified on the same principle,' is there not some incon-

* Dr Armstrong in his excellent Dictionary, and Mr Munro in his Grammar, have reduced the bardic

works to this classical mode of testing their merit.
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sisteiicy in savins; that the Highlanders were bungling copyists of the Irish ? The rough-

ness of this charge is indeed a little smoothed down by the subsequent admission, that

whatever they copied they much improved, having, he confesses with unexpected candour,

a genius for poetry !

The war-song of GoU he accounts a fair specimen of the poetry of the age of Ossian.

He takes it from an Irish versiun, and a short specimen will be quite sufficient for a

Gaelic scholar to determine whether the Hibernian or Caledonian displays the finest

genius, or bears the strongest marks of antiquity.

" Goll mear mileata Laoch gu Ian ndealbhnaig

Ceap na crodhachta Reim au richuraibh

Laimh fhial aracbta Leomhan luatharraach

Mian na mordhasa A leonadli biodhbliaidh

Mur leira lanteinne Ton ag tream tuarguin

Fraoch nach bhfuartbear GoU nan gnatb iorguil." ice.

It is within the range of our observations to consider our author's opinions a little far-

ther. He brings forward many instances of what he terms defective rhyme, but it is

evident, he was not sufficiently master of his subject, for he errs in supposing that the

final syllables ought to rhyme—it is the penult syllables which do so. He gives four lines

which are certainly as perfect rhymes as could be produced.

*^ Triatb na trom cbanna.

Briathra bin mbala

Mile mear dlianna

Dlightheacb diongmhala.

"

Ml- Davies dwells at considerable length on the sounds of the consonants and their

combinations, according to the Irish table ; but although he notices Shaw's observation

" that the Highland poets, following their example, had also a classification," he does not

let his readers know that the two differed. The sound of ch, by the Irish is accounted

rough ; by the Gael of Alban, it is deemed soft, sprightly, forcible, &c. His objections

tlierefore to laoich, which he maintains should be laoigh to agree in character with faoin;

fithich, which ought to be the Irish fiaigh ; oigh, and seod, and other words whicli he

asserts do not rhyme, are therefore groundless. He may have satisfied himself and been

able to persuade others, that the genuine Ossianic poetry is not a production of the

Highlanders, because until late years, they had neither grammars nor dictionaries ; but

surely it will not be gravely maintained, that the grammarian preceded the poet! In-

genious persons would endeavour to reduce to rule, and innovate upon, or improve the

acknowledged, although sometimes rather obscure laws of verse, but they no more fnnned

those original laws than Shaw formed the language of which he first gave the ' Analysis.'

The Irish poetical letter-table was not thought perfect until Uttle more than 260 years

ago. Mr Davies allows the very ancient rann on the Lia-fail, or palladium of Scotland, to

rhyme very well, although he suspects it to be Irish; but in truth so much time should not

have been given to the consideration of his objections to the authenticity of these poems,

did not his defiance call for some reply, and the weight of so great an authority require it;
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the subject at the same time being so appropriate to that in hand. Both nations versified

on the same principle, and as few countries produce a Homer or an Ossian, it is not sur-

prising that there should be contending claims for the honour of their birthplace. It

no doubt astonished the antiquaries of other countries, to find that such extraordinary

compositions should be the production of "a people who had never boasted of their liter-

ary treasures," but our learned objector could not find many, except among the hope-

lessly prejudiced, to believe that " the Scotch poems are the trivial songs of the illiterate

peasant in the reign of George III." ! To close these remarks, we are happy to insert

Mr Davies' own opinion of the same poems, which doubtless was not hastily formed,

being expressed in more elegant language than we could readily command, or becomingly

use for ourselves.

" The Fingal and Temora, upon subjects so interwoven with the feehngs of the people,

set this corner of the island far above poetic competition, not only with any Celtic tribe,

but we may almost say with any nation in Europe. What people now existing can boast

of epic poems, so interesting, so original, so replete with generous sentiment, and at the

same time so nationally appropriate ? The man who believes himself descended from

Fingal, from either of his heroes, or even from the nation which produced such characters,

must be a degenerate wretch indeed, if he can do otherwise than think nobly and act

honourably."*

Previous to displaying more particularly the beauties of the Gaelic bards, their system of

versification requires to be more fully developed ; but it is a difficult task to convey a clear

idea of that which is so much " sui generis," and constructed on principles in many cases

at entire variance with the laws which govern in other languages. The variety of measure

in Gaelic poetry, is not more remarkable than its complication of rhythm and cadence,

often presenting a wild excellence, which to those unacquainted with the language, ap-

pears to be a perfectly lawless arrangement of lines. Some of the early productions of

untutored bards, and even portions of the Ossianic poetry, are in verse so irregular, as to

present the aspect of disjointed prose. The natural flow of the passions is not restrained

by attention to measure or adherence to rule, and events which produce strong mental

agitation, are not likely to be commemorated, in soft, flowing and well adjusted linos.

The ancient bards do not appear to have composed under any fixed laws of versification,

yet the wildest effusions were not without a certain rule ; their poems, although in

blank verse, had a peculiar adjustment of cadence and feet, easily discoverable to a prac-

tical ear.

Polymetra, or verses of different measures, employed according to the poet's taste or

feeling,—a style, capable of being rendered extremely effective, is held to be the first form

of composition, and has been frequently used by both the ancient and modern Gael. It

was adopted by other nations, and successfully practised by the French and Sp;iniards

—in England, it is first seen in the works of Ben Johnson.t

* Besides several literal and versificJ translations in English, the Poems of Ossian have appe.ircil in

Latin, Italian, Spanish, Portuguese, French, German, Russian, Danish, Swedish, &c.

f" See Transactions of Irisli Academy.
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Much of the Gaelic poetry might be scanned; but a great deal of it cannot be properly

subjected to this classical test by the most ingenious ; and yet a Celtic ear will tell that it

is good. We are of opinion that the rules for scanning, by which Latin verses are governed,

are alien to the Gaelic, which certainly does not owe the art of poetry to the Romans.

The concord does not always depend on the coincidence of final words; but rests on some

radical vowel in corresponding words, and these not terminal alone, but recurring in

several places throughout the verse, which will be best understood from examples.

Muir, cuir; each, creach; gleann, beann, &c., are quite perfect, but in fios, gion; làmh,

bàs ; feidh, sleibh ; beul, speur, &c., the rhyme is in the corresponding vowels. In the

same poem, especially if ancient, we frequently meet with good regular versification,

and portions in which there is no rhyme at all: indeed in one piece, there are often various

sorts of verse.

Rhyming lines, which are thought to be the nearest resemblance to the style of versi-

fication used by the Druids, are common.

" Bha geal-làmh air clàrsach thall

;

Chunnaic mi a gorm-shuil raall

Mar ghlan thaibhs an iomairt a' triall

Le cbeilte an cearb nan dubli niall."

Tiykmora, Duan IV. Vol. III. p. 52.

Here is a specimen of alternate rhymes, which exemplifies their independence of the

final consonants. The cadence in the middle of the line is also observable.

" O ! ra' anam faic an ribhinn og,

Fo sgeith an daralcb, righ nam flatb,

'S na lamb sbneacbd meisg a ciabhan 5ir,

*S a meall-shuil chiuin air og a gràidb.

" Esan a' seinn ri taobh 's i balbh,

Le cridhe leum, 'sa snarob 'na cheol.

An gaol bho shnil gu suil a falbb,

Cuir stad air feidb nan sleibbtean mor."

1 Bhaird aosda, p. 16.

Heroic verse is usually of seven, eight, nine, or more syllables.

Latba do Phadi-uic na mbui

Gun sailm air uigb ach ag ol

Chaidh e thigh Oisein *ic Fhinn

On san leis bu bhinn a gloir.

Again ;—

' Na h-eoineanan boidbeach a's ordamail ponng,

Stu marceach nan sranneach a*s farrumacb ceum.'*

MucLac?dan,

Some modes of versification are very singular, having a curious concord of vowels,

without alliteration, running through the whole, and occurring in different parts of the

lines, forming compound rhymes : for example :
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" Sin fhuil bhan cuisl' ar SINNSEAR,

San INNSGINN a bha nau aiguQ

A db' fbagadb dhuinn mar dhiLIB,

Bhi RIOGIIAIL : bu sin am VaidiiP p. 1 30,

Again :

—

" Is mor a ghreis a thug na seoid

*Sna SLOIGH a coimhead an cwcMan

;

Acb chlàon iad araon air an FHRAOcn,

'S fuil CHRAobhach a ruith o* n cre^ic/idaibb.'*

Morduth.

Besides the reg^ular rhymes, there is a sort of melodious cadence pervading the verse,

which of course is more or less beautiful according to the genius of the poet. The follow-

ing anonymous composition shows the harmonious adaptation of the language for versifi-

cation ; it seems to flow with the greatest facility in the happiest agreement of rhythm

and measure. It is usually sung to the fine old air of * Johnny's grey breeks.'

" A nigbean donn na bwaJle

Gam bbeil an gluasad fARusda,

Gun tug mi gaol co huan duit,

'Suacb glwais e air an EARracb so;

Mbeall tbu mi le d' sbCigradh

Le d.' bbriodal a' le d' cbuine,

Lùb tbu mi mar fhiurao,

'S cba dùcbas domb bbi fALLain waitb."

Here is another specimen of a similar style :

—

Fhuair mi sgeula mocb dicèdin

Air laimh fbeuma bba gu creucbdacb,

'S leor a gbeurad anns An leumsa

Anal on treud bba b«aghar.

O Dbun Garanacb ur allail

Na'n trup meara*' s na'n steud seanga,

Na'n gleus glana s' ceutach sealladb,

Beicbdail allaidb waibbreacb,

Mary MacLeod, better known as Nighean Alastair ruadh, the daughter of red Alex-

ander, had so fine a genius, that she appears to have struck out some new measures.

Here are two specimens of a very plaintive cast.

Rigb ! gur muladacb 'tbà mi,

'S mi gun mbire gun mbanran,

Anns an talla ''ra bu gna le Mac-Leoid,

Rigb gur, &;c.

Taigb mor macnasach, meagbrach,

Nam macaibh 's nam maighdean.

Far 'm bu tartaracb gleadbraicb nan com,

Taigb mor, lVc.

6^ p. 24.

Tha mo dhuils' ann an Dlfi,

Guir muirneacb do tbriaU,
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Gu Dun ud nan cliar,

Far bu duthclias do* m thriath,

BUiodh gu fiughantach fiall foirmeil,

Btìiodli gu, &c.

See p. 30.

The following- variety is by the celebrated John MacDonald, not Iain Lorn, but Tain

dubh Mac Iain 'ic Ailein ; the Eigg bard.

Si so 'n aimsir an dearbhar

An targanacb dbuinn,

'S bras meinranach fir Alba

Fon armaibh air tbOs
;

Nuair dh' eireas gacb treun-laoch

Na' n eideadb gblan ùr,

Le run feirg agus gairge

Ge seirbbis a chruin.

Donchadh Ban, or Duncan Maclntyre, the boldness and originality of whose concep-

tions, clothed in poetry of the most genuine excellence, unassisted by the slightest educa-

tion, have obtained for him a comparison with Ossian himself, offers many a beauty scattered

profusely throughout his numerous works. In that admirable poem called Beinn Dou-

rain, he has adapted the verses to the piobaireachd notes, commencing with the ùrlar, the

groundwork or air : the second part is the suibhal, or quickening, arranged in a different

measure, to which succeeds the crun-luath, swifter running music, to which a suitable

measure is likewise adapted. It is a curious effort, and his model seems to have been an

older piece which accompanied Moladh Mairi, the praise of Mary, otherwise the Mac-

Luchlan's salute.

His lines are extremely meUifluous, and his compositions show a great poetical versa-

tility. Let us present a verse of his Coirre-Cheathaich, scanned according to Dr Arm-

strong.

"S a' mbadainn
|
cbiiilH gbeal,

|
ann am dhomh

|
dusgadh,

'Alg bun na
|
stùi'ce

|
b e'n siigradh

|
leam

^

A chearc le
]
sgtucàn

|
a gabbail

|
tuchain,

'San coileacb
|
cùj'rteil

|
iig dwrdail

|
trom.

An dreatbiin
|
sui-dail.

|
's ii rlbbid

]
cblul aige,

X cur nan
[
smuid dbetb

[

gu liitbar
|
binn

;

An trui'd sam
|
bru dhearg

]
le moran unaicb,

Re ceileir
j
sùnntìich

|
bu shiubblach

[
rann.

The measure is repeated at every second line. It will be observed, that there is an

agreement in sound between the first syllable of the second and third foot ; in the second

and third lines, between the first syllable of the second, and the middle of the third foot.

His beautiful song to Mairi bhàn òg, fair young Mary "so often imitated, but never

equalled," is another captivating beauty in the composition of 'Fair Duncan of the songs.*

In the fourth book of Fingal is the war song, prosnachadh, or exhortation, which the bard

chanted to inspirit the renowned Gaul, when engaged in the heat of a desperate battle.

So expressive is the language, and with such skill did the bard compose his address, that

the very sound echoes the sense; it could never, we apprehend, be mistaken, even by one
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totally unacquainted with Gaelic, for a gentie pastoral. An English translation is given,

which is not so elegant as that by MacPherson, but it is more literal, and will, therefore,

be considered more fair, i. e. if it were from this version he translated.

A mhacain cheann,

Nan ciirsan srann,

Ard leumnach, Righ nan sleagh

II.

Lamli threun 's gach càs
;

Cridlie ard giin sgà
;

Ceann airm nan rinn geur-golrt.

Gearr sios gu bàs.

Gun bharc sheol ban,

Blii snàmh ma dhubh Innistoir.

Jlar thaiineanach bhail

Do bhuille, a laoich

!

Do shuil mar cbaoir ad cheann.

Mar cbaraic chruinn,

Do chridhe gun roinn;

Mar lasair oidlicV do larin.

Cum suas do sgia,

Is crobhuidhe nial.

Mar chith bho reull a bhàia.

VII.

A mhacan ceann.

Nan CLirsan stann,

Sgrios naimhde sios gu lar.

Offspring of chiefs,

Of snorting steeds.

High bounding, King of spears

!

Strong hand in every trial

;

Proud heart without dismay.

Chief of tlie host of deadly, sharp weapons.

Slay down to death,

That no white-sailed bark,

May sail by daik Inistore.

Like the thunder of destruction,*

Be thy stroke, O hero !

Thy darting eye like the flaming bolt.

As the firm rock.

Unwavering be thy heart.

As the flame of night be thy sword.

Uplift thy shield.

Of the hue of blood,

Portentous star of death.

Offspring of the chiefs,

Of snorting steeds,

Cut down the foe to earth.

In the poem entitled Conn.t is preserved an incantation or invocation to I.otia the

Scandinavian deity, which seems to partake of the stem character of northern poetry, and

has but a very slight approximation to rhyme in the final syllables.

Cheò na Lanna

Aom nan cara

;

•S buair an cadal,

Chmth Loda nan leir-chveach.

Sgap do dhealan
;

Luaisg an talainh
;

Buail an anam

;

*S na maireadli ni beì> dhiubh.

t Smitli's Gallic Antiquities.

J
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The Duan Albanach is on a subject which did not admit of any copious introduction

of the graces of poetry; a portion of it will nevertheless be thought curious, as exhibiting

a production of the middle age, presuming, that the bard who repeated it in lOòG was the

author, in Gaelic of an orthography now rather obsolete. There are 27 verses, of which

the following are the tirst and last.

A eolcba Alban uile,

A shluagh feta folt bhuidhe,

Cia ceud ghabhail an eol duibh,

Ro ghabhustar Alban Ijhruigh.

Da Righ for chaogad, cluiue,

Go mac Donncha dreach ruire,

Do sbiul Eric ardgloin a noir,

Ghabhsad Albain, a eolaigh.*

One of the most curious alliterative poems is that composed by Lachlan mòr Mac

Mhuireach, bard to MacDonald of the Isles, to animate his troops at the battle of Har-

law, fought 14 II. The bard gives a part for every letter of the alphabet, and each con-

tains the most felicitous collection of epithets under the respective letter. Towards the

end, the strict alliteration is abandoned, and the piece concludes as usual in heroic poems,

with the opening lines, which call on the children of Conn, ** of the hundred battles," to

behave with becoming hardihood in the day of strife.t A portion will be found, p. 62.

Another selection from *' the voice of Cona," will exemplify the freedom with which

the ancient bards versified, presenting events in the most impressive language, without

restraining the flow of the muse for the mere sake of making the lines ' clink,' as Burns

would say.

Mar cheud gaoth an daraig Mhoirbheinn,

Mar cheud sruth o thorr nan aonacb.

Mar neoil a' curadh gu dubhlaibb.

Mar cliuau mor air traigh a*" taoniadb,

Cbo leathean, beucacb, dorcha, borb,

Thachair laoicli fo cholg air Lena.

Bha gairm an t-sluaigh air cruach nam beann,

Mar thorrunn an oidhch' nan sian,

'X uair bbriseas uial Choua nan gleann

'S mile taibbs' a' sgreadadh gu diau

Air gaoith, fhaoin, fhiar nan earn.

Ghluais an Rigb na' ueart gu luath,

Mar tbannas Threinmhoir, fuatli gim bbaigh,

'N uair thig e' ii crom-osag nan stuadh

Gu Morbheinn, tir sinns're a ghraidh.

* Renira Hib. scriptores veteres.

f Tbe farm, beretofore Muir of Harlaw, is on the uortb side of the river Urie, about 17 English miles

from Aberdeen. It is in the Gariach or rough district, whence the battle is called by the Highlanders,

cath (fariach. On the Held of conflict were to be seen the sepulchral cairns of the slain—MacLean, M'"Intosh,

&c., but the industrious utilitarian now raises his crops on the soil which enwraps the undistinguished re-

mains of the gallant warriors, who fell in that well-contested field.
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Here in some parts the final syllables rhyme extremely well ; in others, there appears

no such agreement. The 5th and 11th lines prove how truly Mr MacLean speaks in his

" History of the Celtic Language," when he says it is the voice of nature,—an echo, re-

flection, or vocal painting, so to speak, of passion and action. Celtic versification is

indeed one of the most venerable remains of European literature, and its correspondence

with the Hebrew style indicates the most remote antiquity.

This extract is truly one of the bardic beauties, but no translation can do it justice.

MacPherson was certainly deeply imbued with the spirit which animated those who com-

posed the poems he rendered into English, and although not always strictly literal, they

are undoubtedly the most happy attempts to convey in one language the feelings displayed

in another. He thus translates the passage.

" As a hundred winds on Morven ; as the streams of a hundred hills ; as clouds fly

successive over heaven ; as the dark ocean assails the shore of the desert: so roaring, so

vast, so terrible, the armies mixed on Lena's echoing heath. The groan of the peojjle

s|)read over the hills : it was like the thunder of night, when the clouds burst on Cona,

and a thousand ghosts shriek at once on the hollow wind. Fingal rushed on in his

strength, terrible as the spirit of Treunmor, when in a whirlwind he comes to Morven, to

see the children of his pride."*

How much has the Celtic poet here made of a simple battle—what striking accessories

lie has introduced, and what grandeur of simile he has employed, to impart a conccplion

of the fiercest of fights in which his hero appears so conspicuously ! In "revolving a

slender stock of ideas," how admirably he has here availed himself of his scanty imagery!

It would certainly be impossible to preserve in any translation, the native simplicity,

force and beauty of Gaelic poetry. To those acquainted with the language, the represen-

tations are highly graphic and often sublime; but the feeling and felicity of descrijiliou

could not be clothed in an English dress without lamentable deterioration. Could Mac-

Donald's lorram for instance be translated so as to carry all its force of expression with

it? Language is used to convey ideas and express action and feeling. In a primitive

tongue it does so emphatically to a natural mind : when society becomes artificial, language

undergoes a similar change. It is to be regretted, that to the English reader, the beauties

in this work will be almost unicnown, except from the instances submitted in this introduc-

tion, and they are merely sufficient to convey a general idea of the peculiar merit of Celtic

poetry. The language is no doubt happily adapted for metrical composition, but the

people possess a poetical genius, in no inconsiderable degree diffused throughout the com-

munity; for it is a fact that numerous bards were perfectly illiterate ; some of the sweetest

being ignorant of the ABC. Duncan Maclntyre is a celebrated instance, and a long

* A translator may lose the spirit and sense of an author it" too metaphrastic : we shall however be for-

given for making a few remarks on the above, presuming it was the original from which the translation was

made. The oah of Morven are forgotten in the first line; Borb is more correctly ^te'Te

—

doìxhsL^ darkemng

is omitted. The gairra was not a groan or cry of affright, but the buttle-skQid of defiance. For the ^ hollow

wind,' the 11th line would be more literally ' on the idle^ eddymg u-tnd of the cairn? It is curious to find

sinns're, ancestors^ instead of progeny! These unimportant criticisms can never deteriorate from the just

fame of MacPherson, and are by no means penned in a spii it of detraction.
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list of others who lived in comparative obscurity could be given, many of them in the

humblest walks of life. The feeling which aniinateil these plebeian composers was recip-

rocated by the taste of their countrymen, and many a popular song is the work of

obscure or unknown peasants and seafaring men. Such are Fhir a bhata, Air mo run

geal òg, and numerous others. The Rebellions, particularly that conducted by Tearlach

6g Stiuart, 1745, inspired many an individual of both sexes with poetic fervour, who never,

before or after, felt the same irresistible impulse to invoke the muse.

The Gaelic poetry and music are usually of a melancholy cast, and this has been attri-

buted to the atrabilious temperament of a depressed people. Such a character is surely

unsuitable to a people who have been characterized as high-spirited, proud and pugnacious.

Yet the tender and atfecting ])oem3 of the ancient bards, and the titles of popular airs,

have been considered as satisfactory proofs of the justice of the assertion.* The unhappy

situation of Ossian will fully account for the plaintive character of most of his pieces,

but, admitting that the muses are most frequently invoked in seasons of trouble and ad-

versity, and that in general the poems are of that gloomy and sorrowful cast, it will

show undoubtedly a keenness of s/nsibility towards affliction, yet it will not follow that

the Highlanders are naturally a querulous, dejected people. Poems, commemorative of

calamity and distress, took stronger hold on the memory, and more powerfully excited the

feelings than those of an opposite character, according well with a grave and reflective

race. Dr Beattie speaks thus on the subject : " The Highlands are a picturesque, but

in general a melancholy country. Long tracts of mountain desert, covered with dark heath,

and often obscured by misty weather ; narrow valleys thinly inhabited and bounded by

precipices, resounding with the fall uf torrents ; a soil so rugged, and climate so dreary, as

in many parts to admit neither the amusements of pasturage, nor the labours of agricul-

ture ; the mournful dashing of waves along the friths and lakes that intersect the country;

the portentous noises which every change of the wind, and every increase or diminution

of the waters, is iipt tu raise in a lonely region, full of echoes and rocks and caverns; the

grotesque and ghastly appearance of such a landscape by the light of the moon ; objects

like these difi^use a gloom over the fancy, which may be compatible enough with occa-

sional and social merriment, but cannot fail to tincture the thoughts of a native in the

hour of silence and solitude. What then would it be reasonable to expect from the fan-

ciful tribe, from the musicians and poets of such a region ? strains expressive of joy, tran-

quillity, or the softer passions? No: their style must have been better suited to their

circumstances
; and so we find in fact, that their music is. The wildest irregularity ap-

pears in its composition ; the expression is warlike and melancholy, and approaches even

to the terrible."

No doubt there is much truth in this, but it will not account for a similar character in

the compositions of the Irish, whose country is comparatively champaign, and who are

blessed with a genial climate and fruitful soil. Whence also the plaintive and tender

melodies of the low country and southern counties of Scotland ? Both people were im-

* Dauney—Ancient Scottish Melodies ; a curious and valuable work.
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bued with the same feelings—they used the same musical scale to poetry constructed on

the same principle.

The prevalence of poems which detail the calamities of war, deaths of heroes, dis-

appointments of lovers, ravages of storms, disasters at sea, Sic, with melodies suitable to

such lamentable subjects, shows, that tragic events leave a deep and enduring impression
;

while convivial, humorous and satiric effusions, are usually forgotten with the persons or

incidents from whicli they arose.* The bards sought not to avoid the melancholy vein

—

tiiey rather gave way to the feeling, and in this mood, many of their best productions

were executed. " Pleasant is the joy of grief! it is like the shower of spring when it

softens the branch of the oak, and the young leaf lifts its green head." That mind must

be little susceptible of the softer feelings of human nature, which does not sympathize

with the poet in the recital of a moving tale of wo. The sensitive bards are represented

as at times bedewing the harp-strings with their tears, while repeating the sad story which

the sterner chiefs could not listen to unmoved. A bard of Wales, about 1450, describes

a similar effect.

" The harper blest with lofty muse.

His harp in briny flood imbrues."

" Cease the lightly trembling sound. The joy of grief belongs to Ossian, amid his

dark-brown years. Green thorn of the hill of ghosts that shakest thy head to nightly

winds ; 1 hear no sound in thee ; Is there no spirit's windy skirt now rustling in thy

leaves ? Often are the steps of the dead in the dark-eddying blasts ; when the moon, a

dun shield from the east is rolled along the sky."f Beautifully does the bard again ex-

press himself. " I am alone at Lutha. My voice is like the last sound of the wind,

when it forsakes the woods. But Ossian shall not be long alone. He sees the mist that

shall receive his ghost—he beholds the cloud that shall form his robe, when he appears

on his hills. The sons of feeble men shall behold me, and admire the stature of the chiefs

of old ; they shall creep to their caves."t The closing portion of the aged bard's wish is

of a similar cast. See page 15.

The generous sentiments whicli animated the Caledonian heroes, are worthy of the

brightest age of chivalry.

"Puil mo namh cha d' iaras riamb

Nam bu mhiann leis triall an sith."

" The blood of my ibe I never sought if he chose to depart in peace."

Female beauty was a very congenial subject for bardic eulogium. The berries of the

mountain-ash afforded a simile for the complexion of health, and snow, or the Canach, the

white, flossy down of a plant which grows in moors and marshy iJ-round, vvitli the plu-

mage of the Swan, for the fairness of the skin.

• It must strike a student in tlie poetry of the Highlanders, as reniaiKable, that it exhibits much more

to indicate the state of hunters, than of shepherds or agriculturists,

+ Tighmora, 404. J Berrathon.

Jl
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" Bu ghile bian na canach sleiblite,

No m--sneachd air bharra gheuga.***

" The star of Gormluba was fair. White were the rows within her lips, and lilie the

down of the mountain under her new robe was her skin. Circle on circle formed her fair-

est neck. Like hills beneath their soft snowy lleeces, rose her two breasts of love. The

melody of music was in her voice. The rose beside her lip was not red ; nor white be-

side her hand, the foam of streams. Maid of Gormluba, who can describe thy beauty !

Thy eyebrows, mild and narrow, were of a darkish hue ; thy cheeks were like the red

berry of the mountain-ash. Around them were scattered the blossoming flowers on the

bough of the spring. The yellow hair of Civadona was like the gilded top of a moun-

tain, when golden clouds look down upon its green head after the sun has retired. Her

eyes were bright as sunbeams ; and altogether perfect was the form of the fair. Heroes

beheld and blessed her."

What a poetical picture of a vessel in a gale does Alexander MacDonald, in his Pros-

nachadh Fairge or stinmlus to a Biorlin's crew, give us : the imagined bellowing and roaring

of I he monsters of the deep, wiiose brains were scattered on every wave by the prow, the

boat being damaged in the furious collision ! &e., evince a truly imaginative genius.

Tlie old bards called Echo, " the son of the rock"—Maclntyre's "ghost of sound," is

umch more poetical.

There is fortunately less necessity for extending the number of examples, inasniucli as

the bardic " beauties" are so liberally spread before the reader in the succeediuL;' pages;

yet before closing our extracts, it will not be accounted a digression, to give a short spe-

cimen from the compositions of the Sister-kingdom. ' The Songs of Deardra,' are held

by the Irish to be of equal, if not greater antiquity than those of Selma. As the poetry

of a kindred people, it is similar in character; but those who are conversant with the sub-

ject of ancient Gaelic versification and its peculiar idioms, will be able to sav whether it

carries the mark of so remote an era as is claimed for it.

Soraidh soir go b Albain uaim, larla maithe Albann ag ol,

Faith maith radharc cuan is gleaim. Is clann Uisneach dar coir cion

Fare claim Uisueach a seilg, Dingeau tliiarna Dhu:i na Ttreoin,

Aobhinii siigbe OS leirg a nibeanii. Gu thig Naoise pog gan fbios, ice.

" Farewell for ever, fair coasts of Albion, your bays and vales shall no more delight

me. There oft I sat upon the hill, with Usno's sons, and viewed the chase below.

The chiefs of Albion met at the banquet. The valiant sons of Usno were there, and

Naesa gave a kiss in secret to the fair daughter of the chief of Duntroon. He sent her a

hind from the hill, and a young fawn running beside it. Returning from the hosts of

Inverness, he visited her by the way. My heart was filled with jealousy when I

* Bas Airt 'ic Aidaiv. Smith's Antiquities, 360.
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heard the news. I took my boat and rushed upon the sea, regardless whether I should

live or die," &c.* This is the ' Clan Uisneachan' of the Highlanders.

A few passages, too, from Cumraeg poets, will serve for comparison with their brother-

bards among the Gael. David ap Guilym, who is called the Welsh Ovid, flourished about

1370. His Ode to the Sun is a feeble effort compared with that of Ossian, and is less

striking than those by Milton or Thomson. The allusions are commonplace, as ' ruler of

the sky,' ' ornament of summer,' ' looking on the nianly race of Cambrians,' &c., David ap

Edmwnt, about 1450, composed a Monody on Sion Eos, a bard who was executed for man-

slaughter. The poet makes good use of the epithet Eos, nightingale, which was given

for his mellifluous strains, and he sorely laments that the unfortunate man was not tried

by the impartial laws of Howel the Good, which would have found the act justifiable.

" A man," says David, " punished for an act in his own defence ! Let misfortune fall on

such as fail therein—of evils the lesser the better. Is the soul of the slain made happier,

or his ghost appeased by life for life as an atonement ? * • * Neither the passions

of man, nor the virtue of angels was unmoved by the melody of his harp, which whirled

the soul upon wings of ecstasy. » * * What have I said ? they deprived him of life :

he has life—their verdict only changed the scene of mortality for that of innnortulity.

Their wilful judgment will have no effect in that court of equity, which is held at the

gates of heaven. He now sings before the throne of mercy with an incorruptible harp."

&c. It seems the weight of John the Nightingale in gold was oft'ered for his ransom,

but the days were long gone, when the law would be satisfied with an eric of any amount

for such a crime.

Sion Tudor, who lived about 1580, is the author of an elegy on the death of twenty

poets and musicians who departed this life in his own time. He names each individual

with varied terms of praise and regret. The expressions are peculiarly bardic, and ajiproxi-

mate to those of a much older generation. " It was God's pleasure," he observes, " to

send for these men to hold a feast with him in heaven ; may their souls enjoy the celestial

mansion ! Peace to their shades; their like will never more be seen. They are gone to

their heavenly abode : let us hasten to follow."t

There is a decidedly Celtic and pleasing vein in these compositions, but there is not

wild grandeur and elevated sentiment, that originality of conception and nervous expres-

sion, which characterize the works of the Gaelic bards.

The Celtic poems were framed by the bard to suit the melody of the harp, the instru-

ment sacred to the order ; and to its music they were sung,—a music simple and natural,

which long preceded the artificial and complicated. The peculiarity of the Scottish scale is

well known as the enharmonic, consisting of six notes in the ke)' of C, with C D E G A

C, corresponding to the black keys in a piano. Defective as this scale may appear to be,

it is admirably suited to express the passions in the effective tones of nature, the harmony

of which is felt long previous to the adoption of scientific rules, and it strengthens our

arguments for the unity of the ancient inhabitants of Scotland, that the melodies of the

* Nalson, Introduction to the Irish language— 180C. Anotlier version is given by Gillies.

f Jones. One of those commemorated, is David ap Hywell Grigor.
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high and low country are invariably formed on the same scale, and possess the same cliar-

actei-. The larger harp was strung with wire, and was the clarsach of the Gael, the

lesser being the cruit.

Cambrensis describes the Irish performances on this Celtic instrument in terms of great

praise; and, had he visited North Britain, he would have had no reason to speak other-

wise of the Scottish harping.

" The attention of this people to nmsical instruments, I find worthy of commendation ;

(he was a bard himself,) in which their skill is beyond all comparison superior to any

nation I have ever seen," S:c. And he then describes the music as being quick,

not slow and solemn as that of Britain, yet at the same time sweet and pleasing.

Girald entertained a strong dislike to the Irish, which adds to the value of his favourable

testimony. Major, the Scottish historian, who was rather willing to underrate his

" upthrough" countrymen, in speaking of the musical acquirements of James I., says, in

performing on the harp, he excelled the Hibernians or Highlanders, who were the best

of all players on it.* Roderick Morrison, better known as Rorie dàll, being blind, was

the last professional harper in the Highlands. He lived about 140 years ago, was of a

respectable family, and well educated, three brothers being clergymen,-t-

The Ossianio class of poetry is usually sung or chanted in a kind of recitative, executed

with the gravity due to such revered compositions. An old Highlander considered it

becoming to take off his bonnet when reciting them, and the term laoidh, hymn, by

which many are distinguished, indicates the veneration with which they were regarded.

The Highlanders were accustomed to sing at all their employments, and it was an excel-

lent stimulus, serving also to relieve the irksomeness of labour. Those Highlanders of

Greece, the Arcadians, were remarkable for a similar practice, and it is thus very ration-

ally accounted for by an ancient historian, whose observations are strikingly applicable to

the Gael. " Singing is useful to all men, but truly necessary to the Arcadii, who undergo

great hardships ; for as the country is rugged, their seasons inclement, and their pastoral

life hard, they have only this way of rendering nature mild and bearable ; therefore they

train up their children from their very infancy, until they are at least thirty years of age,

to sing hymns in honour of gods and heroes. It is no disgrace to them to be unacquainted

with other sciences, but to be ignorant of music is a great reproach, &c."t We have a

very curious account of the vocal attainments of the people by Giraldus, from which it

appears they understood counterpoint! " In the northern parts of Britain, the inhabitants

* Book VI. Hibernienses aut sylveàtres Scotos. The bvlvestriau ìScot^ were the Ceuriiaech a choile, tl.e

Highlanders of the woods, a terra formerly applied to these active warriors. Hardiman, a compiler of Iri^h

poetry who delivers himself with suthcient confidence on matters extremely doubtful, says, '' Ireland gave

its music to Scotland !" with equal justice the assertion may be made in the e.xact reverse, but would it

prove the fact ? Speaking of the hai-p mentioned in the ancient poem which had passed through so many

hands; "this," says Mr H., like every other research connected with the natives of the Highlands, lends

to their Irish origin." If any discovery were made to prove this notion, it would save authors from filling

their pages with much unmeaning observation, and groundless and illiberal conceit. If we thought the

acerbity of feeling in Mr Davies unbecoming, how could we have grappled with O'Reilly, whose work ou

the same sore subject, displays so transcendent a share of national prejudice !

t See Gunn's able work on the use of the harp iu the Highlands.

; Polybius IV.

A
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use, in singing, less variety than tlie Welsh. They sing in two parts, one munmiring in

the Bass, the other warbling in the treble. Neither of the two nations acquired this by

art, but by long habit which has made it familiar and national, and it is now unusual to

hear a simple and single melody well sung, and what is more wonderful, their children

from infancy sing in the same manner !"

There is nothing more remarkable in the Gaelic mode of singing, than the repetitions

of a verse, one or two lines, or sometimes a part of one in chorus, which adds much to the

effect, and is a great means of diffusing a knowledge of songs, since by repeatedly joining

in them, the whole must soon be impressed on the memory. These tunes or Luinigs are

simple and touching, and the efi'ect in a liarvcst-fiekl is particularly pleasing. The jier-

son who sings leaves the chorus to the others, who all join, the leader taking u]) each

succeeding verse.

The lorrams or boat-songs are those by which seafaring men likewise alleviated

the labour of rowing and managing the vessel, keeping time by the motion of the oars,

and relieving the singer by carrying out the chorus. When at home, and at social enter-

tainments, the whole company join hands or modulate time by plaids and handkerchiefs

passed from one to another. All these songs were formed for the harp or the voice

alone—there could be no vocal accompaniment to the bagpipe.

There is a very curious method of singing peculiar to the Welsh. It is called Penillion,

and consists in adapting verses to the harper's tunes while performing, without any pre-

vious knowledge of the order in which they will follow, and it is thus performed, as we

have observed at a bardic Eisteddvod. A harper is brought forward, and around him are

seated several persons who are the Penill singers. He commences playing, when one of

the party joins him by a song—the harper presently changes the tune ; the other as

promptly alters his verse, and when he chooses to stop, another takes up the air, and so

it goes round. But the true penillion is the extemporary production of a verse or verses

to the tune, and it is remarkable that this improvisitorial feat is frequently accomplished

with astonishing success, by persons quite illiterate. Many of those ' poetical blossoms'

display great command of language and considerable genius.*

After the period when Ossian, Or.iin, Ullin, Fergus, Fonar, Douthal, and otljer un-

known bards flourished, which reaches to the union of the Pictish and Scottish kingdoms,

there seems to have been for a long time few poets of any note. About the end of the 13th

• Walter in Dissert, de Biirdis, £Ì\t& :l couplet whicli he pronounces grand.

' Tan a dwr yn yrawriaw,

Yw'r taranau dreigiau draw.'

The roaring thunder, drctdful in its ire,

Is water warring ^vith aerial tire.

Many of these epigrammatic stanzas are preserved. The following on a silkworm is curious as being

formed without a consonant.

O'i wiw wy i weu e a, aia weuau

O'i wyau y weua

;

E weua ei we aia,

A'i, weuau yw ieuau ia !

I peiiali by my art ; dig my own grave ; I spm my thread of life ; my de.ith I weave I
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century, a revival took place; and, since then, numerous bards of acknowledged excellence

have from time to time appeared, besides those of lesser note whose songs were of too

local and circumscribed a range for general popularity. Had any compositions of suffi-

cient worth been produced in this dark interval in the history of Highland bardism, they

would no doubt have been handed down, like those of older date.

In this essay, to illustrate that distinguished order in Celtic society, the bards— the

system under which they so long flourished, beneficially exerting their accorded power, a

picture has been given, rather of that which formerly existed, than what could have been

witnessed in many by-gone generations. It was among the Gael, that the primitive

manners and usages were preserved, when elsewhere they were suppressed or amalga-

mated with those of the conquerors. Under pretence of abolishing a mischievous super-

stition, the Emperors prohibited the practice of druidism ; but although the 'Romans

carried their gods as far as they did their eagle, they were not able to extend the one or

the other over the mountains of Caledonia.' Little, however, it has been seen, is to be

found here or elsewhere concerning this religious belief. Most of the historians, who

allude to druidism, flourished when the phenomenon had nearly disappeared, and ' all that

they have done, serves only to excite our curiosity without satisfying it, and to make us

regret the want of a history, which seems to have been replete with instruction and

entertainment.'

If the age of bardism, in its primary sense, is gone, it is satisfactory to preserve a

memorial of what it was, and evidence of its present state. In the following pages are

the flowers and blossoms of Gaelic poetry, culled with careful discrimination, and without

the encumbrance of redundant stems and foliage.

The piper is now held in the same esteem as the harper of old, and his performance is

a noble substitute for the softer strains of the clarsach ; but would not a bard in his multi-

farious office, combining poet, historian, genealogist, &c., be a useful and becoming per-

sonage in the train of a chief? At a Highland banquet about fifty years ago, a call was

made for the bards to be brouglit to the upper end of the room. "The bards are extinct,"

observed Mac Nicail of Scoirebreac. '• No,'' quickly lejoin^d Alastair buidh Mac Ivor,

" but those who patronised them are gone !"

L.





AN CLAR-INNSIDH.

AM BARD AOSDA.

Miann a Bhàird Aosda,

DOMHNULL MAC-FHIUNNLAIDII HAN DA

A Chomhachag, ...
MAIRI NIGHEAN ALASDAIR UUAIDH.

Fu
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'R SRATH-MHAISIDII.

) Oran do Bhonipart,

I Duanag do Mac.an l.Saoir Ohlinn

Curaha dodh'Eoblion Mac.Phearsoh .

Coinunn an uisRe-bheatha,

A hhmuis bhSn, , . . .

A niirigis Laclidunn, . .

IAIN IIUADII STIUBHAKT.

I.atha Chuilodair, . . . .

Oran oik' ilo lalUa Chuilodair,

I'rnaigh lain linaidh,

t umlia do Uliaintighcarna Mhìc-an-Tòisich,

COINNEACII MAC-CnOIN\ICn.

Mnlidh na Luinge, . . , .

Am Feile Preasach.

M-iirearad ^tliolacli Mhln,

An Tc Dlinbh

Dritbhair nan Caileagan,

UILLEAM EOS.

SEUMAS MAC-GIimOGAIR,

Oran ai
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Mort Ghlinne.Corahann,

nha llaidhcamh air Iain, .

Fear a Bhata,

Oraii Gaoil do Mhaighdin uasai

An nighean bhuidh* bliàn,

Oraii le Nighean fhir na Rllig,

Duanag Gliaoil,

Mo nigiiean cliruinn donni .

A nighean dubh,

Ochoinlmocliaiiln,

Tha mo chadal luaineach,

Nighean donn na buaile. .

Ancailin dlleas donn,

An (ale dubh Clar.dhubh,

Cruinneagaehruidh, .

Fear an leadain bhàin,

Fàilte dhut a's slainte leat,

Hi-ri.ri 'i> ho la-ill-ò,

Oran do dh.Eachuin

Oran do Shir Eachu

Ruadh nan cat

in Mac*Illean,

lorram do Sheumas Beton,

Oran le Forsair choir'.an.t-sl.

Oi: I Gaoil,

nhradh eadar dithis nighean,

Oran do nighean Fliir na comraich,

Cumha' Alasdair Dhuinn,

Màiri dhonnXhorra.Chaisteil,

Màiri Ghreannar,

Tha tighcan fodham eiridh,

Oran alahain suiridh, .

Oran sLigraidh,

Gaoir nam ban Muileach,

Oran sùgridh,

Oran Dilcha,

à



SAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH;

THE BEAUTIES OF GAELIC POETUY, &c.

MORDUBII.

A' Cheud Eakran*

Am bcil thus' air sgiathan do luatliai^,

A ghaoth, gu triall le t-uile neart ?

Thig le cairdeas dli'ionnsuidh m' aois

—

Thoir sgriob aotrom thai" mo chiaig.

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

*S uaigneach m' aigne ii iiamh mo bhròtn
;

*S mòr mo Icon fo lamh iia h-aois.

Osag tha 'g astav o tliuath,

Na dean tuasaid rium, 's mi lag.

Bha mi uair gu'n robh mo cheum

Cho aotrom liut feiii, a ghaoth ;

I\!o neait mar chraig a Chriiaidh-mhill,

'S iomadh cath 's na bbuail mi beum

;

'S trie taibhse mo naimhdean ag astar,

Le reum lag, o bheinn gu beinn.

Ach thig am do bhroin-sa, ghaoth,

'N uair dhireas tu 'n t-aonach gu mall.

Cha'n imrich thu nroil thar coill,

'S cha lub a choille fo d' laimh,

'S cha gheill am fraoch anfhann fein.—

Ach togaidh gach geug an ceann.

lii-sa haigheil rium-s', a ghaoth,

Oir tha 'n aois ort fein ro theann.

Cuir lasair ri geug do'n ghallan,

A sliealgair coire 's aille snuadb.

Tha 'n oidhche siubhal o'n ear,

» The Author of this Poem, whose name is Douthal,

was both a Chief and a Bard ofgreat repute. The accounts

whicli tradition Rives of him are various; but the most
probable makes him the Poet of Mordiibh. Kinp of the

Caledonians A fraRment nf this Poem has been published

in Gillies* Collection, in two Parts, consisting of the J-'irst,

and nearly half the Second Part It is now given in three

Parts entire ; and differs not materially fn m the Transl.!-

tinn given in " Clark's Caledonian Bards"_a small Volume
published in the last century.

Tha ghrian a' critheadh 's an iar.

D'fhosgail eilean Fhlaitheis sa' chuan,

Tri uairean dorsan nan nial,

A glaodhaich, " Dean cabhag thar a chuatn

Le d' chuach-fhult àliiinn, a ghrian."

Tha neoil dubh siubblach na h-oidhche,

Gun anibhneas air chiil nan tonn
;

'S trie iad ag amharc do thriall,

A ghnuis àluinn tha 'g astar o'n ear.

Ach eiribh le 'r sgiathan o'n chnan.

A neoil dhorch nan iomadh gruaim.

Tha sgàilean nan snnn o shean,

Tabhairt cuireadh do'n ghrein gu flath-innls.^

Beannachd le ribhinn chiùin do ruin,

Buaidh le d' shaigheid air gach beinn,

A shealgair, tha tabhairt dhumh treòir,

'S mi leointe fo laimb na h-aois"

!

Ach suidh thusa ann am uaimh,

A's oisd ri tuasaid ghaoth a's chrag

;

Innsidh mi dhut sgeul is mor brigh.

Air suinn tha sinte fo'n lie:

'S taitneach na smaointean a thriall
;

'S miannach dreach nam bliadhna dh-fhaibh !

Pill thusa, m' oige, le t-uile ghniomb,

A's feuch do m' anam bliadhn' mo neirt
;

Feuch gach cath 's na bhuail mi bourn,

A's airm nan laorh bha treuhhach borb,

Tbugaibh stiil o neoil 'ur suain.

'Fheara i>ha cruaidh anns gach cath,

Cltiinnidh 'ur clann fuaim 'ur cliù.

» Tlie Sun was supposed to sleep in Flath-innis, the hie
of Heroes, in the western ocean. The human mind has

been in every age ambitious of obtaining a happy heio.

after. The Kelts, indulging in this pleasantpreseiitimcn',

sent the ghosts of their departed friends to this imaginary
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'S thig silendh an sul gu làr.

Tha m' anam a soillsfacliadh le gniomh,

Nam bliadhiia dh-fhalbh, a's nach pill.

Dh-fhalaich a ghealach a ceann,

Bha cadal reulltan air cliul neoil;

Cabhag ghaoth a's chuan o chian,

Bu gharbh an catb 'bha edar stuaidh,

A's sileadh ghailbheach nan speur,

-shamhla Shailmhoir,*
.' gharbh chuan

;

LÌbh nan stuagh,

nbh chath mu'n cuairt.

N uair dh' eirich (

O leabaidh fhuair

A siubhal air bhar

S a ghaoth' cur m
Dh' eirich mac an aoig air sgiath

Nah-osaig, gu gruaidh Chraigmhoir;

'S bha aiiail fhiadhaich nan nial,

Ag eiridh ma shleagh gun ghuin.

Ag amharc anuas o leabaidh t'huair,

Bu rahòr a brìdh a bha na ghuth :

" Duisgibh ! cblann Alba nam buadh,

*S garbh colg *' ur naimhdean o thuath ;

A' gluasad air bharraibh nan town,

Tha clanna Lochluinnf nan lom long.

Eiribh ! chlann Alba nam buadh,

*S mor neart ur naimhdean o thuath."

Air sgiath na h-osaige fuair'

Dh-n»albh mac na h-oidhche gu luath.

Lub an darach garbh fo chasan,

'S chrith gach gallan roi' fheirg.

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

Thubbairt Ceann-feadhna na h-Alba,

« Soillsichibh srad air Druim-Feinne,

A*a thig mo laoich o ghruaidh gach beinne."

Labhair Mordubh, High nan srath,

'S lionar crag tha 'g innseadh sgeil.

Chuala clann a chath am fonn»

A's leum ìomadh lann ghlas amach.

Dh' eirich a mhadainn san ear,

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

B* àtuinn, maiseach, fiamh na greine

Tigh'nn amach gu ciùin o'n chuan

;

' Boillsgeadh a gathan air airm

Nan laoch mòr-bhuadhach anns gach cath.

Air adhart dh' eirich Ciabh-ghlas treun,

A's ittmadh sleagh air chul Cheann-aÌrd.

Tha Treunmor a tional a shluaigh
;

'S c'uim'am bi Mordal air dheireadh.

Labhair Ciabh-ghlas, bu mhor aois,

** Co chunnaic Sunar o thuath ?

Am beil e togail iomadh sleagh ?

» Tradition says that Salinor was drowned in passing

from the mairilaiiil to his own house in one of the Ilcbriilcs.

on hearing that his wife was taken prisoner, and his lands

laid waste by Tuthinar, a Chief of Norway, whose father
Salmor is said to have killed in b-iltle.

+ The Lochlins, signify in Gaehc The Descendant of
(he Ocraii, and comprehend all the Northern Nations who
invaded the Caledimians.

i fein am òig air buaidh.

roi'n diugh anns a chath,

n sin gu neartar cruaidh.

neart, no d' chrnadal feum.'

•bhui bu bheag cliù,

nach, Sunar o thuath.

;reine a leum

deadh an t-seoid.

eartar ri thaobh,

Thugi
Ge fan

Bham
" Ni m' beil a d

Thuirt Mac- Co
'* 'S Ireun mean
Tha gathan na gt

Mu'n cuairt a dh'

Tha suinn gharbh neartar ri thatj

Is ard a choille tha lubadh fo chasan.

Tha creagan Thir-mhoir beag fo cheum,

*S trom colgar, gailbheach righ Lochluini

'S cha toir Siol Alb* air buaidh."

CiAEH- Ghlas.

" Imich thus' a ghealtaire chlaoin

Gu aiseiridh shàmhach nam ban.

Tha t' anam air chrith mar dhuille uainp;

A ghluaiseas roimh anail nan speur.

Mar thuiteas i roi' fhuachd a gheamliraic

Teich thusa o na naimhdean borb :

Ach is ioma' craobh gharbh sa blieinn so

A sheasas 'n uair is gailbheach sian.

Is trie thainig naimhdean o thuath,

Ach buannachd cha tug iad riamh.

Imich thuse mhic gun chliù,

Gu aiseiridh chuil nan daoine crion'.

Mur biodh aige-san tha gun chliu,

Naimhdean nach bu mho na thu,

B' aobhar eagail nach b' fhiù dha

Airm a rusgadh sa chath.

A feith air Clainn Lochluinn o thuatli,

Bi 'n cruaidh lannan fuilteach o'n taobh.

Chualas t' fliacail bu bheag stà,

A mhic an ardain tog do ghath."

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

Uhuiag anis neart na h-Alba,

Chum garbh chath thabhairt dh'i fein:

Ach, thainig sgiath laidir an t-sluaigh,

High àluinn Albainn a nuas,

Le corruich mbor, 's le from ghruaim,

Dh' amhairc e air na suinn làn fuath.

Bha shuil gu fìadbaich ag siubhal,

Gu dubhach o fhear gu fear ;

Air eagal gu tuiteadh an sluagh,

Borb luath ag imeachd bha gliuth :

" Na ruisgeadh lann a chloinn na fairgp,

Na canaibh gu leag sibh sitin.

Is trie dh' eirich sleagh ur 'n atliraiche
;

Is lionar an cÌII air ar tràigh ;

Ach 's aoibbinn duibhs', a chlaini Lochlui

Leagar Alba le h-airm fein !"

Làn maslaidh blio fheirg an righ,

Shiubhail na laoich a dhuisg an stri

;



Mar dlià iieul tlia sìuhhal air earn,

*Nuair shiubhliis a ghrian air min dbriuchd:

Dubliach bha na glinn roi 'n ceum,

Ag amharc an tigbinn an deoir nan speur.

Cba 'n fliiù leo an cnocan crion,

Tha triall cbum gruaidh Ard-chraig.

Rlar sin a shiubhlas na stiinn,

An cdinneamh a iiaimhdean borb.

Air adhart tha ceum rigb Alba,

Mar gbarbh chraig an agbaidh tuinn mhoir,

'N uair chruinnicheas na stuaidb,

A tabhairt garbh cbath do thullte.

Mar ghaoth oidbche shiubhlas air speur,

Thainig clann Lochluinu nan sleagh ;

Cha siubhail osag na h-aonar,

'S ann comhla tha dubh ghruaim nan sian.

Dh' eirlch airm Albainn gu h-ard,

Mar thairneanach tha gairm nan cnoc
;

Mar thuiteas da chlach o bheiiin aird,

'S iad tacbairt air ùrlar a gblinn'.

Mar sin liha toiseach garbh a chath',

Is iomadh nànih a thuit leinn.

Bha uamhann a bblair air an fhraoch—

Bha tuilte fala rau sbleagh Cheann-ard ;

B' iomadh creubhag a lot Mordal

—

Bu chruaidh, borb, flathail, gach fear.

Ach CO b' iirrainn seasadh roi' cheud ?

Chunnaic an Righ .ir ceum air ais;

Las anam a ghaisgich le feirg,

'S àllt dearg a leanailt a shleagha ;

Bha taibhsean a naimhdean mu'n cuaiit,

Ach fad' uaith fein bha na laoich.

Thainig e mu dheireadh nan deigh,

Mar thoiin a tuiteam o'n chreig
;

'S trie a dh' iarr an fhairg air direadh

—

S trie a thilg an stuadh e bho bhonn ;

Tha gàraìch a chomh-strl garg,

*S am barr glas briseadh 's a ghaoith,

C uime tha thu gruamach 's an iar,

A ghrian àluinn ag astar nan nial?

Cha b' anfhann na suinn

—

Cha do theieh sinn roi 'n mheata.

'S trie chuir neoil dhorch smal ort fein,

An aimsir ghailbheach nan sian.

Aeh 'n uair thuid fògradh air a ghaoith,

»S theid eaonnag nan speur gu taobh
;

'N uair bheir thu smacbd air na neoil,

'S a ghlacas a ghaoth air do laimh

;

'N uair sheallas tu oirne nuas,

•S do ehuaeh fhalt àluinn a sniomh
;

'N uair bhios fiamh ghair air do ghnuis,

'S mòr aoibhneas 'g eideadh gach cnuic—

'S aighearaeh leiun do bhuaidh 's na speuran,

A's beannaichidh sinn do ghathan, a ghrian.

Imich gu d' leabaidh le ceòl,

Thusa tha measg nan reuUtan mòr
;

Bheir slnne buaidli fathasd,

Ged' tha sinn a nochd fo leon.

An Dara h-Earrann.

Tri uairean chrath an oidhche

A sgiath dubh, cheòthach, 'a an ear ;

Tri uairean sheall na reulltan,

Mar neoil ghruamach nan speur.

Bha osnadh thamailtc nan laueh,

'S a ghaoith ag astar nan earn ;

Bha co-shamhla nan sotin o shean,

Le corruich ag siubhal nam beann-

Chualas trom osnaidh nam marbh,

'S b' anfhann an guth 's na neoil;

Chuimhnich sinue gaisg' an lamb,

A's ghabh sinn tamailtc nihor.

Air ard-chraig dh' amhaire .in righ,

'S lionar gaisgeach bha fo ghruaim ;

Bha 'n smaointean soillear dha fein,

A's labhair e le briathraibh cruaidh.

Air cuis 'n uair laidheas gruaim,

Theid fuadach an cridhe crion,

'S theid fir fhann gu luath fo dhioii

;

Togaidh an calma cheann roi 'ghailleanu;

'S cha bhi fiamh taise na ghnuis.

Tha ceuman nan sian "s an doire,

'S cha lùb an darach a ghlùn.

Abraibh sibhse Chinn-fheadhna,

An tainig sinn o dhaoine erion !

An ann do gheuga fann ar sleagh ?

O dharaeh Alba nam mor ghniomh,

'S trie thainig naimhdean o thuath,

'S c'uin a theieh ar sinnsir gun bhuaidh ?

An geill sibhse do chloinn na fairge.

Far am b' àbhaist taibhse nan naimhdean

Leum bho osaig gu h-osaig,

Le trom osnadh bhròin nam niarbh ?

Tha chlach ud le mòintich liath

A cumail cuimhne air treun laoich,

Ag radh, ** Cha do theieh ar n' athraiche riamhi

Fhearanh leanaibh dian an lorg !"

Ag eisdeachd ri briathranjin righ,

Bu dubhach bha na suinn mu'n cuairt.

Ag amharc claidheamh, sgiath, a's sleagh,

*S le facail gun bhrigh ann a chluais.

Sheas Morcheann, Triath AUt-duibh,

Tri uairean chrath e sgiath,

Tri uairean bhuail e an darach
;

1

" Ainmic bha mo bhuillean fann.

Ainmic fhuair mo naimhdean buaidh ;

Ge d' thug bliadhn' air falbh mo neart,

Ni 'm beil gealtachd am ghruaidh.

Shaoil leam gu'n togadh mo mhac
1 Mo leac, 's gu caireadh e mo cheann.
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Chnoidh ni 'n togar sgiatli, no It-ac

Leoigear flathail nan deas lann,

Bha cheuin air adhait sa chath ;

Ach d' fhaillig gach caraul mu 'n cuairt.

Bha ioraadh namhaid na stii ;

•S thuit an laoch roi' nil.lle sluaigh."

'* Beannachd" ars an righ, " do'n laoch,

Ach na aonar ni 'm faod e falbii ;

Theid Ceann-feadhna nochd na lorg ;

Sdorch do choigrich tamli nam marbh."

Ghlac Ogan Mac-Chorbuidh a sgiath,

An dioinhainn duinn gu eiiidh grein'

Nan' dean sibh icathainh da'r luchd mì-rùin ?

An sill do labhair Ceannard treun,

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

Ach c' uin a thainig bàs air coigrich,

'N uair a thachair iad le inùìrn ?

Is treubhach, niaisearh, linn Lochltiinn,

A's buinig sinn fòs ar cliù.

Ciod uiine thuiteamaid mar netil,

Thig le sgleo bho llnne bhuirn,

A suamh as air bharraibh nam beann,

'N uair chaidhleas a gbealach fo sbuain,

•S a chrathas gailionn clachan trom',

'S fiamh eagail air rionnag nan siaii ?

Crathaidh mhadainn a ceann 's an ear,

'S eiridh a gbrian le cnach-fhalt ciuin
;

Biodh solus a gath' air gach sgiath,

'S bus a gearradh airm gach suinn.

A cur air sgiath Dhunairm,

Deir Morfhalt,"'" fanaibh gach Inoch,

Air an tog lamh mhin-gheal leac,

Ach laidhidh mise nuchd air fraoch.

Cha bhi deoir air gruaidh am dheigh—

Cha 'n eirich clach It* mo chliù—

Cha 'n abair athair—" mo mhuc,"

No gruagach—" mo chreach, mo rtiin !"

Lot mo shaighead uchd na ribhinn,

Bha tiachdar thar mhile mnà.

Bha fuil mo chairdcan ag cur smuid,

Dheth na h-airm dhu'-ghorm 'n am laimh
;

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

Aig High Lochluinn, b' ainmeil iad.

B'aite learn siubbal na fairge,

Thog sia gaisgich bhorb mo bhrrid.

Thainig gaoth le cabhaig o thuath,

'S thog na stuaidh le feirg an druim ;

Bha meanbh chathadh g-eiridh mu'n cuairf,

S neoil ghruamarh ag astar os-cinn.

Dh' eirich Albainn air bharr tuinn,

Morfhalt was a Scanilinavian. His history, as River

by himself, is full of the most afTccting incidents. Hii

character is distinRUishcd by valour in the highest degree

and unshaken fidelity, to the Chief of Dunarm, who s(

hospitably received him on landing in J^cotland, and 1»

whom he occasioned the greatest misfortune—the loss o

bis family

!

!
'S chrath gach doir' an ciabh le fàilte.

Bha sleibhtoau gòrm gu ceolmhor, binn,

Lecathadh mia bho cheann ar bare.

I Be Dunairm ceann-uighe nan coigreach,

1 A's shin an Ceannard gasd' a lamh.

'S e beatha clann Lochluinn an Albainn,

I
'N uair bhios meirg fiochaidh air an lamh,

'S lionar ar feidh, a's lùn ar sligean ;

I

'S tha cliù a's misneach 'n ar sgeul

;

I

'S c'uime chitear gruaim air coigreach ?

!
Chaidh surd le solas air cuirm

;

B' aoibhiiin leinn còmhradh ar sith ;

'S bheannaich sinn naiuihdean ar tir!

Mar ghath greine air madainn chiuìn,

'N uair chromar le driuchd gach geng,

Bha Min-bhas an talla na miiirn,

A's iomadh laocli toirt suil na deigh ;

Ach, thug Ì H run do ]\lhorfhalt.

Agam cha robh sliabh no suinn ;

Bha mi am aonar sa chath,

Thuit naimhdean Lochluinn le m' laimh—

Thuit, 's cha d' eirich mo chliù.

Imìch thusa, ars' an oigh,

Gu cathaibh righrean coin
;

Kireadhdochliù-safadas,

A's cluinnidh Min-bhas an sgeul.

Baineasrigh Eirinn nan sleagh,

A's thuit a naimhdean le m' lainn ;

Sheinn am bard, as lad' thar chuan

Chualas m' iomradli gu fial.

B' fhaoilidh oighean Innse-fail,

Le 'n lamhan min-gheala caoin,

Ilomham gu furanach fial,

Ach ni 'n d' fhuair a h-aon mo ghradh.

*N tra thraoigh f'carg, 's a phill sith,

PhiU mi gu oigh nam biis min.

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

Bha ghrian nu tamh an cluain seamh,

'S a ghealacli a siubha) gu luath

O nial gu nial le baoisge geal—

Thainig guth air osaig na hoidhiche,

O chirb an doire ud thall,

jMar ghuth na maidne cubhraidh,

Air aiseag gu m' chluais gu min mall:

" Imich, 's ma thuiteas tu ghraidh,

Mo shuilean bi'dh silteach gach tra."

Chrith in'anam le eagal am cliabh,

Ma ch rol)li nh.

j

Chunnacas Min-bhas nan gaol

Le àrmunn gasda ri taobh.

Lùb mi 'n tiubhar, ag radh--

I
" A shaighead ruig cridhe na coilg

' Nior rachadh an laoch an rein,

A bhuidhean diù do chridhe 'n a

j

Hainig an guin nimhe a tanbli,

I

A's cblaon an oìgh-mhìn atr tom.

\
Bha cuach-fhalt dearg Ic fuil.

dai



MOUDUBH.

A's dh'imich a h-osnadh ii\v osaig na h oi

Cion a thainig guin an aoig?"

'riiuirt an laoch, le guth ard,

" O laiinh an fhir nach bu tais,"

A's thog mi an t-sleàgh am laimh.

A nihacaiii iia ti-oidhche uaignidh,

Thuirt an t-og le mor ioghnadh,

" Tlia iiKart a d' laimh, a ghaisgich

'N uiiii- is faoin do nàmh.

Nior thog an gaisgeach a shieagh,

Le cridhe gun iidhudh, gun ghean.

Falbhaidli do thaibhse duaichnidh,

Le macaibh na gaoithe duibh' ;

Far nacli tog do lamhan lann,

'S nai-li guin do shaigiiead cridhe gaoil."

ir tl.;id agliu-is thug Sinn,

Cha chualiis Mìn-bha^ le gdii- ainn :

Thuit a shieagh o laimh mo namh ;

A's cblaon e fadheoigh air an f'hraoch.

Thainigaghealachoneoil;

A's chunnacas mo charaid na fhuil,

" An do thuit thu, bhrathair ghaoil?
'

Thuirt an òigh, 's an t-aog na beul

" 'S tiach faic t-athair thu pilleadh o n t-s

O ! IMhorfhuilt an tir chein,

C'aite an elrich do shieagh?

Cha chhiinn tliu guth mo bhrathar fein,

Cuv fàilt ort tille le d' chliù.

Acli uair eigitm tliig an laoch,

A's togaidh e *n uaigh da ruin.

Tiiaruinn mi 'n t-saighead o'n chreuchd—

S a h-uchd inìn-gheàl air a lot

!

A's shil mo dheoir le braonaibh fala

Na h-ighinn, 's a suilean a plosgadh

N uair chun' i lamh Mhorfhutlt na fuij,

'Sgread i mar thannasg, a's theich

A talbhse air neulaihh na gealaich.

Ceithir chlachau le 'n còinnteich Ifaih

Thogadh sud mu uaigh an laoich :

Cia choir sin an stiain na tàmh,

Tha "n rildiiii.i bu ghile taobh.

Sileadh oigliean deoir a bhròin
;

A's seiniiidh na h-eoin gu tiamhaidii

Mu dhoire nan neultan dorcha.

He na h-oidhche ag eisdeachd na gaoitu ,

Bha neoil dhubh dol tharum luath
;

A's clann an adhair, gu d' theich

Le mor gheilt, toirt dhomh-sa fuath !

Tlia Ceannard Dhunairm na onar,

Ki bron, 's a sileadh dheur
;

Airuairhh thig e gan coir;

A's cluinnear a leon air a ghaoith.

Cha tog es-an a shieagh ni 's mo,

Ach cuinnichidh a namh ma shieagh.

Thuit Mac Dhunairm le m' laimh

-

Thuit Min-hhSs fo dhailire na gealaich.

An re na gealaiche nuaidh,

Thuid mi an caramh an t-sluaigh.

Cha 'n eil mùirn an talla Dhunairm,

Theid mi, a righ ; ach ni' m pill

;

Siuhhlaidh mi mar ghruaim nan speur,

A sheideas gu cruaidh air an raon,

'N tra sheargas na luibhean maoth,

Le anail fhuar na h-eigh-reotha.

Laidh an damh aig steigh na carraige
;

'S tha eunlaidh luath gun cheòl.

Tha' n darach gun duilleach uaine.

Tha cirb an doire ri crathadh
;

A's siau an adhair ga ghluasad,

Theid an duine ga theach,

O fhearg na doinione f'uair'

;

Ach sealhiidh athair na soillsc

Air na raoin, V iad bronach.

Dearsaidh a chiabhan le maise
;

A's fògraidh se namhaid nan luibh
;

Crathaidh na cnuic an gruaim air f'.illjh,

'S ni fàilte ris a dol seach.

Suidhibh sibhse so gulà,

A Cheann-feadha nan slogh,

A's tuitidh mise am aonar,

A measg ur naimhdean is geur colg ;

Nach abrar, " Nach toir sibh buaidh,

Chiona gu'm beil mi fhein na'r measg."

" 'S mnladach do sgeul r'a luadh,

A Mhorfhuilt," se thuirt an Righ,

*' Ach ni 'n tuit thu ad' aonar sa chath,

'S clann Alba an so na'n suain.

Mar dhealan thu an am na stri,

Ach coigil do chairdean a Mhorfluiilt,

Tuitidh fadheireadh an treun,

Treigidh samhradh an àidh,

'S thig geamradh le ghruaim gun bhàidh.

Bha Min-bhas am madainn a h-òige,

Mar dheo greine am barraibh bgain ;

'S CO dheanadh còmhrag na fheiig,

Hi mac Dhunairm a bha garg?

Cha do laidh e gun a chliCi,

Anns a chria'-thaigh chumhann chaol.

Gu b' iomràiteaeh a ghaisge, 's an dan,

Sheinn na baird gu blasda binn.

Ach tha sleagh t-athar, a Mhorfhuilt,

L'o smal an ad' lamh sa 'n uairs'
;

Cha tog tlui i 'n aghaidh ar namh—
Cha bhi fuil t-athar air do chruaidh."

*S i sleagh Cheannaird Dhuinairra,

A tha dearg le fuil a namh.

Cha togar ma lann sa chath,

Tha i *slnte Ihimh' ri m' ghradh.

The stnm of laying the it

1 the grave with tin

iplements ofwar,

fallen hero, has
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*S blm broUiffli

Thi^eadh smal

Bu ladair an lamh a liobh

An t-sWagh so a th' agam fhein ;

Ach tha e coimheud an taibhse,

A thieig uaith air laon iia nial.

S an toir a naimhde buaidh,

Air athair an lai a shean nois ?

Cha toir— s e tia cliiablian liath,

O righ, 'n tra thogam-sa shleagh.

A's tog e a laoich le buaidb>

Arsa Ceannard bu mhòr cliù,

Ach, eisd ri truaighean is mo.

Btia mo thuireadh sa I'avaon,

Airson Ainiiir a chaidh aug ;

Acli ni'n tuir acain, nu bròii,

Air ais dhuiiin an dream tha fo'n fhòd.

Bu mhaiseach air sliabh Culàluinn,

Ainiiir nan lamh geala, caoin ;

Dubh mar fbitbeach bha a fait,

cal' air caol.

dearsadh, gach òigh',

An lathair nigli'n Shonmhotr nan rath

Gu'ni b* àluinn mathair mo chloinne !

A bha fonnar an talla a chiùl.

'i'hainig nighean Aunuir nan Sleagh,

Da'n robh mo run an tùs m' oige

;

'S ghabh a snil bu mhor goin,

Culàluinn, am maise mnà.

Na h-aonar fhuair Ì mo rUD^

A's labhair i rithe am toil ;

Nach ionmhuinn siubhal* an lo»

•S cubhraidh' Chuilàluinn am beith.

Tha tir na seilg air beanntaibh ciau ;

Thràigh a mhuir lada nuH,

Fagail a carraige sa ghaoith bhlàth.

A nighean Shailmholr nam has min

Rachamaid sìar gun dàil.

Chaidh Ìad tro choille nan crann,

'S fo charraig àìrd mu'n iadh an cuaii,

Chaidil Culàluinn bu gheal snudh*

Cheangail a ghuineid mbnà
A fait amlagach grinn,

Na dhuail ri feamainn nan tonn ;

A's thill i uaipe, cridhe bà!

Le h-aighear mu gniomh nach àdh.

Thain an fhairge tonn air thonn,

A's dhuisg Culàluinn a suain,

A's b' ioghna' lea ceangal a gruaige.

(> fuasgail mu leadan, a ghraidh ?

Nach truagh leat fhein mi, òigh !

C nime bhuin thu rium cho bà,

'S mo mhacain aillidh am dheigh !

I'hrcagair mac talla nan creug,

been observed here by Moralt. Abandoned to despair, he

probably regarded his fpear as of no further use to him
;

and. as the only prool he could give of his affection for the

deceased, who so unforlunatcJy fell by his hand, he laid

it in her grave. Dunarm, being iveak through age, gave

bim his own spear, and made him his adopted son.

Ach bha nighean Aonair uaithe cian.

Thainig tonn bàiteach thar sgeir,

'S na dheigh cha chualas a h-eigh.

D'fhagadh i na còdaibh-euu,

'N tra threig a bhuinn' an sgeir

;

Tri trathan dh'i bhi mar neul,

Air aigeal na mara ud shios.

Ach ni'n tcarmunn dhut gu bràth,

A Ghuineid, do bhrathair baoth.

Thuit an laoch le 'm gheur lann,

Ged' dhion e ml aon uair sa chath.

Laimh ris ann an suram suain,

Laidh thusa a b' uabhraiche gniomh
;

Is minig an aisling na h-oidhche,

Thig do thaibhse le droch fhiamh.

Ach a Chuil-ùill an fhuilt duibh,

Is ionmhuinn leam thus* am shuain !

Thig thu gun chith, gun cholg,

'S cha sheun fear cuairt do chòtnhnaiùli,

'N tra dh' eireas gealach gun smal.

Is minig a chluinnear do ghuth.

Uui' thighinn na doinionna ghairbh'.

Cluinnidh am maraiclx' an eigh,

A's gabhaidh tamh fo sgeith na creige
;

A coimhead nan tonn gun bheud,

Is caomh leis eigh nam bughannan,

Ged' eireadh iad ard san duibbre !

Amhuil a thuit mo cbaomb, a Mhorfhu

A'a dh' eirich mo shleagh le buaidh ;

Cha mhaireann aon ghràdh air thalamh

A'a leagar mor ghaisgeach san uaigh.

Dh* aithris Ceannard sgeula bhrùin,

'S am feacltd bha tosdach trom !

Bhrùchadh osnaidh a' chleibh,

'N tra dh' aithris e sgeula na truaighe.

'San doire dhaillreach bha lliamh,

Cha d' ghluais an o^ag am fraoch min
;

Cha do shiubhail na neoil thar bheinn,

*S ni *n robh siaii an ciabh nan crag
;

Bha gach crann a's lus an skh,

A's laidh a ghaoth a sios gu grad.

Ciod tha dearsadh san ear,

Faoin chruth 1» fàite gàire ?

Tlia gliealach na cadal gu seamh,

'S ni'm beil a ghrian a tighin air faire.

'S i oigbe an uchd chreuchdaich a th' am
Le mile solas tighin' na deann.

Min-bhas gu Mhorfhalt an tir chein,

A tha giulan sgeith a h-athar.

Ni'm beil a h-imeachd am feirg,

Is caomh i air an leirg gu h-ard.

Cuir fuadacti to smalan na h-oidhche,

Tha *reull na maidne na dearna
;

A tighin' mar dhearsadh am nioch thrà,

Toirt fios duiiin niu eiridh na greiuc.

* Moidearg-mhadne.
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C' uime tha t-imeachd cho luatli,

Ainnir shiiairce *s gile gnùis ?

Ach dh-fhaji thu mhadainn òg 'na t-aite.

Is caomh leth-dheàhach do chruth ;

Thar bhadan ceathaich na leirge,

A dh-fhalbhas ro' eiridh na greine.

An Tjleas Eaiihak.

Bha briseadh na fàire 's an ear,

'S theich duiblire air sgiatban luatliais :

Db' imicb na reulUan fad as ;

*S bha ghrian a togail a cinn àidh,

- 'N tra thog am bald a ghuth.

Chuir Stinar, Ceann-feadhna nan laoch,

Tha ti-eini mar charraig nan tonn,

Mar chnoc air thir-mor nach gluaisear,

Mise thugaibh, sliiol nam beann.

Tha fiiireim air sgiathan ro threun ;

*S tha sheobhaig ma cheum gu luath ;

Bha fhithlch ma loma long !

Air imeachd nan cuaintean mòr.

An tabhair ceannard na tir'

A shuiiin dhaibh mar chlosaich ?

Na 'n tuit e sioa do'n ghaisgeach,

Ag tabhairt feidh a shleibhteau ard?

Uaibhse, theich o'n cbath,

Tha Siol Lot;hluinii nan sleagh geur',

Ag iarraidh freagairt gu grad.

'S ard guth Shunar gun ag,

Fhilidh dhàn nan ciabban Hatha:

Tha bhriathran labhar neo-mheat',

A chionn nach eil a naimhdean lionmhor.

Ach, suidh thus' air an fhraoch,

A rahar.ain nam fuiiii is binn'

;

A's theid an t slige Ian mu'n cuairt

;

Cha 'n eil ar fuath air c.larin nam fonn;

A's pill a lithisd, gu foil,

Gu High Locbluinn, a ghlòir nach àdh ;

Iiini.s dha gu'm beil eunlaidh nan sliabh^

Air sgiath an deis ati creich fein.

Thigeadh e le mhiltean sloigh ;

Tha neart n'ar cridhe-ne 'ta mòr

Chual am bard brìathran an Righ,

A's dh-fhalbh e 'n ardan a chri :

Bha aitbris nan taiblise na chuairt,

O'n chunnaic e 'n sUiagh a thuit.*

JIar tbig an duireann bho thuath,

* The bnrd, leaving the adverse host, reHocted on the

high spirit of either army, and inferred tlie effects that

^voiildiiafurally ensue BeinR inspired with such thoughts,

ho looked forward with a prophetic eye, and pronounced
the fall of the people. Hence often the ground of belief

in the secor.d sight.

Le gaoth Iiiath a's nialta fliuch,

A tuirlinn o ghruaidheuu nam beann,

Nuas air aonach, gliHnn, a's shiochd—

Mar sin thainig Suiiar le shuinn.

Bha *n sgiathan mar nialaibh na h-oidhche—

«

Bha 'n aghaidh mar reulltan a' lasadh,

*S na plathanaibli duibhreach, nialach.

Chaidh neart na h- Alba air adhart,

Mar ghaillbheann thonii le gàir,

Tha g' imeachd an neart nan sian,

Tha gluasad o chiun gu h-ùrd.

Cluinnidh am maraiche an toirm,

'S le tiamh theid e na dhàìl,

O nach urr' e nis a sheachnadh,

Tha 'g iomairt air aghaidh na bhàrc.

Cia mar dh'aithriseam fein

Gniomhan euchdach 'ur n-arm ?

A she;dgair Choirre-naii-stùc,

Chunna' do shuil Mor-chreag—

A tha togail a chinn gu h-àrd,

*S a gabhaii nan nial na chiabh,

O mhulach tha tùirleum a nuas,

Le tailmrich o ghruaidli na craig,

Sruth laidir, tha siubhal gu hiath,

Gu cuan, o aonach a's ghleann,

'S a tuasaid ri buinnc na fairge;

Ach bu ghaire, a shealgair, an trod.

Mar lùbas a chuiseag fhann,

Fo dhoinionn na h-àiblteis fuair',

*N uair bhios buaireas thaibhse dian,

*S na siantan uile fo ghruaim.

Lùb Siol Lochluinn gu luath

Roimh Righ Alba nan sluagh air.

Chunuaic Sunar e tighin—

A's chrath e tri uairean a shieagh.

Ach crathaidh tu i gu faoin,

A mhic Lochluinn a ghuth aird.

Mar charraig roi' dhoineann garbh,

Tha ceann-feadbna na h-AIba an tràs.

Am buinne tha neartar, mear,

Teichidh roimh aghaidh gun chail.

" Ach an do theich mise riamh,"

'S e labhair Righ Lochluinn nan cliar.

*' Mar dhoinionn an adhair mo laimh,

Cha seas na beanntan fein le'n coill,

'S le'n stacaibh cragach, am lathair.

Air an fhairge thug mi buaidh,

'N uair le feirge do sgaoil an cuan,

Mu fhearann a's fhonn, ag eigheach,

Is bheum gach rutha, a's sgeir bheucach.

Ach 's faoin a labhair thu, chuain,

Bhuirb nan stuadh-ghlasa baoth?

Nach tug mi fcin oit roimhe buaidh?

'San seas Ceannard ant-sluaighsorim'thaobh?^
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Sill saiiihuil do bhriathraibh an laoicli.

Ach, chiithnich an taliunh niu'n cuairt,

'N tra thog iad an sleaj^han ard ;

Thuit craubban le m* freumbacb biiuint',

'S cbrith creagan fo chasan nan treun?

A's b'um iad o'n leabaidh tbuiinb.

'S iomadh cruaidb a bha a truaill,

A's saigbead a siubliul a b-iubbar.

Bba scoid ag ambarc an stri,

'S da 1 igb a gU*ac' gu boib.

Tbuit sgiath Sbunair gu lar,

'S thai* a sbloigh tbiùge le liamb ;

Thog Mordubh a sbleagh gu b-ard,

Acb cbun' e uchd a nàimh gun sgiatb*

Bha smaointeau air gnioinbun uucbd,

A's gnleidh e lainih air ais.

Bba Moribalt air agbaidh 's a ibatb—

Leis tliuit laocb air gacb buiib;

Sheas Cpann-ffadhna blio tbuath an cc-iii
;

Bha airde mar rbraoibb fo blà.

Dh'aom rlann Alha air an ais,

O sgt'itb laidir mar stuadh o cbarraig,

Ambuil darag aosda nan ard,

'S na siantan ri comlistrl dhiaii.

Ach togaidh tu do ciu-ann le buaidh

Tba maiseacb, gun bbeud o'n stoirm

:

Mu d' tbimcbeall tba dion gacb uair ;

'S tbig an sealgaù- o'n fbuacbd a d' dhlùtbas,

A's gheibh e dion o'n iunnrais thuair ;

Mar sin tba sgiath an laoicb da shluagb.

Thog MorfhoU a shleagb gu cuchd,

A'» ghabh e'n rùdbail a ghaisgicb,

S bu gbàbbaidh cùmhrag nam fear borb ;

Fhrcaguir maivtalla nan creag

Do dir ftiuaim an lannaa glas' gcura

—

Chuir iad coill a's fraoc.h a bun,

Le 'n casan air uilinn an t-slfìbbe—

A's chrithnii-h clanna nan crÌ(Mi,

Ag coinihead ri gniouib nan ti-eiin-nie.u-

Is mor a ghreis a thug na seoid,

'S na sloigh a coimbt-ad an iSucbdan
;

Ach cblaon iad araon air an fbruoch,

'S iuil cbraobbacb a ruith o'n creuchdaibh.

Sin labhair Mort'holt na mur gbniomIi>

Cba'n eiricb mo sbleagh iii 's niù ;

'S cba ruisgear mo cbruaidh 's a chath.

Tba aon bbrathair agam fòs,

Mas' a beò e, Solbha treun,

Sealgairan fbeidb air liunar:

Ma tbuiteas tu leis gheìbb tbu cliù^

Oir cha tnù an t-òg gun mbcang.

An do thog mi mo lamb, 's mo lann,

A Mhorfhuilt, a t-agbaidb, mo bbrathair?

A sbeol an tùs dbomb cleasan lùgb
;

Ach, ni 'ii t-sleagb ni 's mo.

Fàram lamb mo bbrathair cbaoinili,

'S gu 'a càram an so e ri m' tbaobb.

Theid sinn le cheile air chuairt,

Gu teach ar n' athraicbean thug buaidh;

Biodh ar leabaidh 's an nial,

An ionadan sian nan taibbse.

Chnal an sluagh balbh a gliloir,

'S bu mhor am bròn air son an laoich.

Tbi^ich Siol Locbliiinn g' an cabhlach,

A's shit dcoir iVihurdbuibh mar bbraon ;

Pbilleairaisashuinn--

Thog iad leac-ligbeguh-ard,

A's sbeinn am bard cliù an t-seiod.

Tha darag aosda na r.hòir,

'S na mheuraihb mtir tba sranna ghaoth—

Tha dealan an adhair mu'n cuair,

'S cha tig fear turais na dhàil—

Seacbnaidti e 'n t iuil nacb àdli,

An aimsir nan reulltan cian—
Tha da thaibbse unrii cuairt an cùmbnaidh.

Le acain bnrori tiia suitjlial air biaiitailb.



COLLATE.

Tha acaln am aislinj neo-chaoin !*

An cadiil i!u laogll, athair?

Is eagat leamsa doinionn chraidh ;

Tha toivm gun àdh air iia ilathaibh.

Ciod e, Chollaith, fii t-acain ?

Arsii Aosai' a ghuth bhinn.

Chimiiacas, deir e-san, slige gu h-òl.

Do riiuil iifiinh o dhortadh lariii.

B' uamhaiin do m' aiiam an gniomh \

Ciod bljrigh, a sliiol nan rann ?

Ach 's faoill so aisling na siiain?

Is faoin neo-bhuan gach uile ni.

Tuitidli an gaisgeacb treun na threis,

A's àillteaclid gauh crutli gu crion.

I\Iar sliruthas blà na coill

—

Mar thig neul daillreath air a glirein—

Is ainbuil sin beatiia nam beo !

Clia clioigil 's cha chaomtiain sinn send

Acli, an comhnuidli dhomlis' am thanil

A mhii: Chollaith, mo ghraidh, 1 tin

chfile ch; fih!

A t.aipnarain bcil thuair lear?

i;iii:in lann nd air an callachainn,

iMau-samhailt do dhealan nan cath.

riiog Oglaoch an lann so g'a liobli

—

Lann m' athraichean an gniomli nan rath.

Is iomadli cath a's cònihrae cruaidli

imhi ' leai I blii 1l- buaidh.

Fhreagair an sin Aosar nan dan,

A clinraidh, a Chollaith nam buadh. i

C'uiuici—ma bitheadh t-inntinn to phràmli—
liha Oglaoch mar athraichean treun,

Curaidh treubhach e 's a chath,

A' mosgladh air faiche nan crnaidh.

S e bheireadh buaidh thar mhile Hath.

A's aosda lag mi nis fo biirùn,

Tiiuin Collath, 's a dheoir a ruith !

* Fonar, the Author of this Poem, belonged to tlte

illustrious and once powerful family of Collath. lie ac-
companied his young fiiend, in his last expedition, to res-

rue Annir, the betrothed bride of Oglach, and only child
of Ruiha, whom Ardan, a chief of a distant isle, carried
off in the absence of her friends. Her exquisite beauly
gained her many admirers. She preferred the Son of
Collath. By their marriage the two most powerful
families of Caledonia would have been united. But Ihrse
hopes were never to be realised, 'i he Toeni opens with a '

vision ofCollath, and concludes with a lament of the fall of
;

the race of Collath, chief of Carrig. It is partly dramatic,
j

Tha tuilte dol tharuiiin gu dlù,

A c' ait' am beil m' annsachd fein an diugh.

Gu b' ioiimhuinn thu Oglaoich threin.

Mo Icanabli fein a b' aille cruth !

Bha thu fann roimh imeachd do nàmh,
'S an triall mar thoran thar Mealldubh;
A's thig an li gun teach, gun ùigh,

Gun talla, gun fhlathaibli, gun cheò],

'S am bi Siol Arniuinn fo sprochd.

Mar fhaileas ruiteach tro' neoil.

Ach 's diomhain mo thuireadh gu leir !

Ciod so 'm fa mu'm beil mo cliri

Fo bhruaillean le aisling chruaidh ?

A bualladh gu critheach, gun fhois.

Mar dhuilleach roi dhoinionn 's na cluanaibh.

Fhreagair mi fbein gu seamh,

A's tioma bhròin ga 'm chlaoi

!

" Am fanam-sa so am thamh,"

Thuirt Oglaoch, " 's mo ghradh am dhi ?

Cha chain mi, ars* e-san, mo chliu,

Ann am madainn chaoinh na h-oige.

B' eug-samhuil na h-armuinn thrcuna,

M' athraiche feile, gun ghiomh :

'S ni 'm fanamsa so gun àdh,

Mar gheng gun duille gun bhlà;

Bheir mi buaidh air ardan fein,

Neo tlieid mi eug, 's e chual

-Mi, as tartar a cheuin

A ruighinti gu h-eutrom mo cliluas.

'i'ha ' cruth caoin mar dheo greinc,

'Sdeirgebeul no bilibh ròis
;

Tha h-anail ni's cubhraidh na'n s&th,

'S a guth binn mar inneal ceoil

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

Bheireamsa buaidh da trid !

Aiteal SÙ1 is glaine snuadh,

Aiimir shuairce 's igheann righ.

Mar torchair mi 'n oigh le m' lainn,

Ni mi cùdhail rithe thall.

Mo chridlie tha 'g eiridh neo-throm,

A leumnaich le aiteas am cliom !

O thaibhse nan treun fhear, a threig,

C ait an comhnuidh dhuibh o'n eug?
An comhnuidh d' ur n' anma an adh,

Guncheò na Lanna, no blàr ?

Gach fìiìran le òigli gun smal,

Thog e ri crannaibh na seoil,

A's dhomhlaicb uime a shluaigh
;

lii comh-stri ghailbheach nan tonn,
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Bha fonn a ghaoil ann a. bhcul.

Cha mheata, am tVasd, a chii,

A's Ainnir da dhi 's an iuil ;

'S an oidhehe fliearthuinneach gu lo,

Ag udal ciiain an agli;iidh shlan,

" Fagamaid arain a's bròn/'

Thuìrt Oglaoch, *'gu clanna nan crion,

Taosgar gach boinne de m' fhuil.

Mu'n leigear leo an òigb."

le cairdean treun,Dh' eirich leinn

Thar lear a thoi

Dh' eirich leinn

Dh' eirich leinn

A chaitheadh ai

Gbabh sinn an

;har cliu—

Eiiean nan laoch—

Fraoch a's a shluagh.

slighe 's a chuan,

in duanmuseaeh;
Sin sheinn duinn (ili.ih nam ionn,

'S a ghuth blia atd thar tuinn a's lear.

Biodh anam àidh ag taomadh,

Mar cbaochan ann an nualan ciuil

,

Is eibbinn le m' chluas an torraghan ti'om !

Mar chabblach nan caomh fo shiuil.

Tha 'g eiridli àdbmhor a steacli !

Mar chlaraibh an talta nam I'onii,

Mar chuileann an sonn nach meat,

Mar I'hlath-innia mhlle bard,

Biodh smaointe graidh a chrl !

lonmhuinn gach sile, gach braon,

lonmhiiin maraon a's Beul-bi,

Caoiii cbruth geal nau ioma dual,

O shiul iia cathraiche nuaidh,

Càir glieal a chamhair a cneas,

'S a leaca nun mar na rots ;

Amhuil i 's an t-sobhrach bhàn,

UeuU nan ioma b' àìUe snuadh
;

Bha i mar aiteal na greine,

'S a mhailiiirni ag eiridh gun ghruaim.

Acli tuitidti fathasd luibh an raoin ;

Seargaidh a caoin chruth 's a dreach
;

" Sruthiiidh a blàthan gun bhuairi,"

'S e deir Mac Nuaith is geire boaciid.

Thug I ceisd, a's a gaol trom

Du Shonn ùg a chaidh thar lear
;

A's dh'eirich doinionn nan lann

Mu oigh chaoin gheal nan cleachd,

Tha uigne 'n laoich mar aiteal speur,

No lasair dliein air aonach ard ;

Co thraoghas a bhuirb gliàir ?

A i-hlanna 6a1 nan armunn fìuidbidh,

Eiribh gu duthaich fad as,

Gu taomadh oirn mar dhoinionn ghairbh,

Ni h-aoibhinn an fheirg a tlia las'.

Ach mairidh cliu nan saoidh gach ial,

A ghleachdas ri truaighean gun mheath.

A laochraidh nan sleagh liobhaidh geur.

Togadh oirbh, mear, leumnach, garg,

Mor—uaiblireach—borb,

Le uambann cith agus rolg !

rheid gathaibh Icoin tre 'n cridhe;

(Is aoibbinn i'ulang nan treun !)

Buirbe nan gaisgeach "s an strì,

Coigil a d' chleibh a's a d' shuain.

Lamh nan treun gu cath biudh leat,

'S an àrach fo lamh gu sguab.

'N tra thraoghas gailbheinn na h-ùibheìs,

Mar an t-ànrach claoite sgUb ;

Seallaidh gnuis an iunrais caoin,

Amhuil laoich n' tra phiUeas sUh.

Ach e-san a thuiteas le buaidh,

Tha e faighinn caochladh nuadh ;

A mhealtuinn Ìonmhas nan saoidb,

Nach ionmhuinn a chaoi, a chomhnuidh !

Thai nig tioma air mo cbri,

Hi cuimhne na cbunna' mi fhein !

Guahmn-chatha nach bu tim,

Flathaibh fuileach bha ri m' linn.

Nach eil a h-aon diu am shean aois?

Nach b' eibhinn a bhi leo seach leinn ?

Chunnacas sonn mur nam buadh,

Curaidh uaibhreach nan gniomh garg:

Lubadh nan cathan fu lainn,

'N uair a mhosgladh e am feirg.

'S e aigne an laoich a bha ard

—

Bha bhoile mar cbaoiribh chruach.

Cha robh e riamh ann an slth,

'N uair ruisgeadh na lannan san stri

;

Bha imeachd mar thoran tro ghleann,

Mar dhealan an adhair bha dheann.

Ach threig an gaisgeach o chian,

Carraig-chatha a cbridhe Ihial

;

'S chaidh mar aon ris iomadh còmhlan,

Cha n-è mo shÒlas nach eil e buan.

Ach teirigidh sinn uile fa-dlieoidh,

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

Ach mairidh gu sutliain 's an dan,

I
Gniomban ailoil aidii nan saoidh ;

*N uair cbrionas a cholluinn gu smùr.

Mar an ùìr an còmbdach crìudh ;

Mar cheathach tra nòin air an t-sliabli,

Triallaidh an deò ag imeachd uainn.

Par nach leirig grian. no gradh

—

Far a maireann àdh nan sonn.

Ach, Oglaoich, is dcacalr trom,

Sean aois a chromas an t-àrd,

A chaocliaileas crutb nam fiath,

* Fonar, who was a w-inior as well as a bard, recites past

events, in wliich lie, toticiInT with the aged chief, whose

mind is southed wiili a iccilal of the deeds of lormer days,

actfd a part : and Ilis own slate frequently and naturally

(iceurs to him.
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'S a dhallas fradharc cbail nam bàrtl.

CÌa mar sheìiineas mi dhut ceòl,

A laoioh oig, am chiabhan liath ?

'S e labhaìr nil fein ris an t-saoidh,

Cejuinai'd òg nam mile cliar.

Chunnacas veuU bu dealrach dreach,

A soiUse tro' dhuibbre na h-oidhche ;

A's bhoillsich a gbealacli a rls,

'S na neoil ag imeachil gu Itiath.

" Mar aiteal nan reull ud gu h-ard,

Tha maise Ainnir," ars' an laoch,

" A lionadh ra' anam do ghradh ;

Ged' tha thusa balbh ad' dheoir !

Còm is meuchaire, mhìne, ghile,

Tanniadb gaoil mar dhearsa na h-òidhche !

A linnadb anam de shòlais,

Is binne guth no i'uaim nan clàr,

Is àille dreacb no cruth cubhraidh,

An noÌDcin bbàin fo dhealt nan speur.

Is anmhor an t-aiteas so am chliabh !

Ciod so an solas diamhair,

A tha ga'm lionadh gun t*hos;hnadh ?

Tha m' aigneadh a' leumnaich a ghna,

Lc buaidh a's mor ghradh na h-oighe.

Air an t-sleagh so ann am laimh,

Pillidh Sinn o'n àr le buaidh !

Fillidh, no tuitidh le diù.

Air son an ruin a tha bhuainn.

Pillidh mar aon a gaol

Ro chaoin, mar ri caochladh cath.

Tha m' aigneadh a' leumnaich gu còmhrai
Is ionrahuinn le oigiiean mac rath.

Aithris dhuinn fhilidb nan dan,

Thiiirt mi t'hein am briatbraibh ciùin,

Mar bha oigli na h-iomair bhaigb,

Rèalathaan reull iiiil.

Bpul-bl * solus mhile cri,

Maise mii:i a bhil bhi
;

Ighean ghaoil bu bhlasda ceol,

A fait mar Ihitheach, dubli mar smeoir.

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

A mala crom mar ite 'n loin ;

A com seamh, tìuealta, t'uasgailt',

Cha lubadh a ceum am feoirnean.

Bn cliruth ionmholt an ribhinn;

Ach ciod am t'k mu'n robh sa 'g radh ?

Gach aoiia bhuaidh do bhi air fìnne,

liha sud air dunach nan laoch,

A thuit mar ghallan nan gleann,

j\Iar sgathar fiùran nan crann.

* The history of Belvi i5 intrciduced here with great
propriety. The injured are apt to think their own case
without a parallel, andtlie burden of the afHicted becomes
lighter, when they arc assured that others suffer the like,

or greater hardships.

Ach dh-fhailig mor mhais' a ghaoil,

Chaochail ' cruth àiUidh gu h-aog !

'N uair bhuail lann Chonnlaoich uchd Dhonna-

ghaill,

*S a ruith ihuil na thonnan blà !

Chlaon e air uilinn an t-armunn.

An gath nimhe chaidh tro' airnean ;

Gatli yeur guineach nan tri cholg,

Os ceann imleig shàth na bholg.

Bha tosga tiugha nam beum luatha,

A reubadh t'eoil, a's cnai' ga'm bruasgadh.

Gach lann, mar dhealan an adhair,

Mar fhalaisg air sliabh na lasair,

Dh'aom na tìathaibh fo mhaoim :

Bu dearg gach sruthan san raon.

Thuit e mu throma ghridh na h-oighe !

Mar chobhar sruth bha fhuil a dortadh,

'S a ruith
—

's e full a chridhe bh' ann,

A brucadh tro' chreuchdan nan lann.

Uaith sin, chluinte caoiran na h-oigh' :

—

" Och, mo dhorainn, agus m' acain !

Nach deachaidh mi eug o chian,

I\lu'n d'fhuair aon fhleasgach mo ghaol !

Thuit mo roghainn, thuit mo rijn,

Ach ma thuit e, fhuair e chliù.

Och ! nach robh sinn, ruin ghil còmhla,

Fo'n fhòd ghròm a gabhiiil comhnaidh !

Theireadh iad, an sin n'an tàmh,

Tha òg-fhlath nam buadh, 's a ghradh,

An ceangal buan, an glais a bhàis.

Thuit iad mar luibhean an raoin,

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

'S an dealt a boillsgeadh le gath greine."

Mar sin, thàr sinn chulge gu seamh
;

Bha ar caoimh a tighin' san duibhre
;

Thamh sinn car ghreis air an leirg,

Gu briseadh fàìre na maidne.

Bha'n cuan siar mar lainnir,

Le soillse àdhmhor o'n ear ;

A's dealt nan speur air gach blà,

Gu foiiieil tlà mar an lear.

Chaidh sinn far n' armaibh gu leir
;

'S chaidh mosgladh fa eilean nan sluadh.

" Rachadh, thuirt Oglaoch, ard, mear,

Romhainn a nis' teachdair luath."

Chuir sinn romhainn Lùghmhor òg,

Le fios gri Ardan, gun àdh !

" E chur chugainn Ainnir na mais",

'S gu'm piUeadh ar feachd ga'n cabhlac-h."

'S e thuirt Ardan a cliridhe bhuirb,

" Sinn fein a philleadh gu grad,

Air neo gu sguabadh e gach saoidh

Gu lear, mar fhaileas roi'n ghaoith

Gu lubadh e Oglaoch fo lann.

Mar mheangan an doire nan crann,"

Dhomhtaicl) an sin na sloigh

Air an fhaiche gu h-ard.
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A's thai-

Guti fhii

inn u suns n;in coilh:iil

nh, ge b' iomadh ii;i hmi

Bhuail na saoidh air a chuile,

A's ohrith an leavj; lo'n cnsaii,

Thainig Ardan, mar bluiiiine borb ;

Aff ianaidh Oglaoich gu còmhrag,

E-san sheas roimhe gu tieun,

Mar chavraig roimh ehidh nan tonn :

Bu chruaidh am buillean 's bu gbarg,

\S an chridhe leiimnaich nan com.

Mar thuiteas taosgadh a chuain,

'S a dh'islirheas buirbe nan tonn,

Roimh Oglaoch nam beuma nacli ell,

liba Ardan a fannach' *s an strl.

'* Am meaiiglan mi nis a lùbas

Fo d' laimhse, -:huraidh gun àdb ?

Cuime iiach leigeadh tu leam

All oigh a thug tliu tliar tuiiin?

Ainnir nam meall-shuilean mine,

S an domh fhìn a thug i gradh !"

" Cha leiginn leat an oigh chaoin,

No k' aon laooh ann ad t-fheachd.

is eian a shinbhail nti 'n cuan,

Is eileanan stuadh-ghiasa sail',

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

'S cha sgar o cheile sinn ach has."

Sin mar labhair na suinn,

An cruai'-giileachd 's am buiiiii ga 'n stailc
;

Bha aigneadh an armuinn nai h bu chli

Ag ciridh air bhoile *s an stri.

Thug e iarraidh dheacair thicuii,

A's sliàih e chruaidh an cridlie Avdain.

Tbuirlinn na cathaibh gu domhail,

•S bha Oglaoc-.h am meadhon a nàmh.

Tbainig Fraodi nan sonn ga chomhna,

'S bha abhainn fala dol seach.

Mar dhealan an adhair bha 'n laniiaibh—

An tartar mar thòran adhair,

—

Shin a's thar Ìad gu cheile,

A's thuit na trpun-fhir sa* bhlAr.

Cha robh Ceanna-bheirt na dhldinii

—

Cha robh roinn gun reuba fuileaeh !

Mar sin bha iomairt nan laorh,

Gus an do theieli na li-iomadh.

Thug siim ar n'aghaidh gu K'ar
;

A's thog sinn leinn Oglaoch creuclidach,

A's Fraoch, a's iomadh fear treuii,

A charadh fo lie an cois na tr.-igbad :

A's Ainnir a tharuinn nan dàil,

Fhuaradh ise urad siar,

A crutli a caochladh mar neul

!

A's sleagh sàithaite na cliabh

—

A com caoin bu ghile snuadh,

Air caochladh le dlle fala !

—

A fait am-lubach cleachdach

Na dhualaibh a falach a taobh

—

Bha h-acain leoln fadheoidh.

Mu Oglaoch caomh a graidh !

Thog sinn da lie le 'n còinntich,

A's sheinn an filidh an cliii

;

'S am fuigheal brònach a mhair,

Thog sinn thar lear ar siuil !*

Bha sinn lùtha sglth air ehuan,

Air udal st>aeh stuadban ard,

A seoladh gu muladach trom,

Aseagaisant-suinn'saghrhidh,

" A's dh-ihag sibh mo hu.gh aii c:-in,

Arsa CoUath, "s a dheur a ruith ;

*' Bu gheal an cridhe bha na rhom,

'S bu ehaoiiie no deo grein a chruth.

Shaoileam, Ogluoirh threin,

Gu biodh tu leam fhein an diugh.

Mar Heart dhomh am shean aois,

A's feasgar nio la dhomh dlii,

Isgearranreatliuair

Thu, Ogiiin a b'uaisle gi.iomli !

Bu mhor tleoir do lamli 's do lairin :

A's tliuit thu, Oglaoch iiach bu chli !

Ach inairidh do chliù 'sail dan,

A's tiiallaidh mise gun dàil a d' dhiigl

Gu eilealt nan Hath sai) iar,

'S mo ghrian a laidhe air lear.

'S neo-aoibhiiiii a sealla an tràs—

Fhilidh dhàn iiach eil Ì 'm hron ?"

" Thii, " thuiit Birin-ghuth gu raiiiii
;

" Ach duisgidh i thall ud a ceoLf"

•N uair threigeas i sinne car seal,

Cha bhi gal air saoidh tha thall,

" Ach I'honllair, aithris do sgeul,"

Arsa Collath tciii, an sin.

" Eilcan ino ghauil, 'seat' anil,"

Arsa 'm Filidh, ar fear iuil.

" An t-eillean mu'n iadh an cuan aril,

A togail a chinn gu cur'

!

Togail a chinn tro cheo-allaidh,

A's neul a t'olacli gach stuadb.

Mo chean ort fein, ge d' is cian,

Caraid fhial bu mhor gradh !

De shiol fhlathaibh nad ceud chath,

Thainig oirn' an la nach àdh !

Thuit na gaisgich, thuit na saoidh.

'S truagh an laoidh a Iha na 'r beul !

A caoidh sliochd Chollaith nan griulb

A's fblà an Kutha a thuit uaith cian.

O fhinne gaoil a tha gun mbairg,

'S e mo chreach ! an fliairg tlia sleach.

* This description of the heroine ielteaiitifulEiiil .iffi'i-t

iiig. On thefallorArdanshewassL-tatlarge.andsuUKli
her friends in the midst of danger ; a spear pierced he

side—they found her like a pale clnud, intjuiring for thi

youth of her love with her Litest breath I

+ See Note, iVIordubh, page 1. line :)0,

t Annir, daughter of Arniin, Chief of Rutha, poelicall;

called " The bloom of beauty.'*
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nris a cheiieiii urar, blilù,

liltiud dreach is àill' air gach slios.

Is gui'iu badanach am i'laocii,

Am faiglu'adh iia saoidh an siiaiii
;

'S gur dearuir, dmmhair, cluain an Hieidh,

'S am bioiih Collatli treun, 's a shluus;h.

Bha 'ii t-àra sin, arsa an Ceannard fein,

Mar la grein ghil, cubhi'aidh, caoin !

Ach thainig feasgar an la sin ro luath,

A*s threig mo shluagh, mar dhealt to grein,

'N uair thainig dù'-neoil o na speur,

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

Sguabadh gu h-am-lubach air falbh,

'S cha robh a dealbh air cnoc no sliabh.

Ach, ' ghrian, thig la do bhroin,

N uair nach laidh liiu le ceùl 'sail iar,

S nauh eirich thu 's an eai- le treoir,

Ach mall mar mis', am chiabhan liath."

Bhiodii cneas Bhrai-shealla ri grein

Shamhraidh, to gach leur a's cncamli

;

An ealabhuidh 's an noinean bàti,

'S an t-sobhrach an gleann fas nan luibh
;

Atins am t'aigheadh an Icighe liath, ''^

t'urtachd tiach do chrenchd a's leòn !

OUa shiol nan sìeaghan gfur,

Ua'n comhnidi: o chcin an t-Sroin.

'S traugh nach robh e san ùr,

'N uair thàr sinn gu tvàigh fad as !

'S bheireadh e na saoidh o'n bhàs,

S bhiodhmaid mar bu ghnàth air lear.

'S iomadh iomart bha ri m' linn,

Cruai' bhfumach air chirint gach uair;

A's shileadh ar deuir mar fhras nan speur,

'N tra thuiteadh gaisgieh threun nam buadh.

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

Hi linn na threig a's nach pill,

'N uair thuit do chòlan tn-nn,

Ceannard Rutha, nach bu tlom.

Thuit an crann a b' urar fas,

A faillean mo gràidh san fhonn ;

Mar mliaoim sleibh, no dealan speur,

Leagadh Ceann-feadhna nan cath.

An dh-fhag e ach am meanglan òg ?

Ainnir nach bcù leinn an nochd !

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

'S ni 'm beil a lathair dhiù inac ratli.

Goiildb a chunihachag u creig,

A's freagraidh gutb airt lu-ul u h-nainih
;

Blar siirar guil'eag bluùin ro lag,

* The belief was common among the Caledonians, that

for all ll-.e diseases to which mankind is liable, there
grows ail herb somewhere, and generany not far from the
locality where the paiticuUr disease prevails—'he proper

ai>i'Hcation of which would cure it.

A nis a tuireadh gu truagh.

Thar sinn mar so lcis an oidhche,

Gun aoidh, gun chuilm, gun cheòì ;

Liiidh smai air gach fonn a's feur,

A's dhurchaich na leulltan fo bhron.

'is faoin carraig ClioUaith a nociid—

Is faoin tha Innis la sprochd,

I.eth dhoilleir ameasg nan nial,

A's saoidh nan rath air ànradh ciao.

Thainig cii* ie burai bròin,

Bha'n gaotbar tiamhaidh truagh !

Nach cianail a nis am bruth,

A's Uutha nan stCic ann an gruaim !

Gun laoch aig baile ni sealg ;

Gun chuilm, gun mhùirn, gun choin.

Slan leibh a bheannaibh mo ghaojl,

Anns am faighinn mang a's damh ;

Soraidh le Armuinn a threig,

Ni h-eibhinnnandi-igh ai- seal.

" Tha binneas," arsa C'villatb, *'a d' bhròu,

'N tra dhuisgeas tu smaoin mu'r n-òig' le geua

Beannachd leibh nile gu lò

'San còdhail sinn thall o'n eug,

Far nach iiobh gaisgeuch a Jann,

Far an dealrach òigh gun fheall.

'Sam biodh Oglaoch a's Ainnir

Mar reuUtan soillseach nan speur

—

An anma ag lasadh le gaol,

Mar dheo grein' an aghaidh gun smal,

Mar so biodh aisling mo shean aois,

'N uair direirea:'. niu ghuth gu bròn bìnn I

'S nach dirich mi Creubh-bheinn an fheidh,

Ach mall air larach a gblinn'.

Beannachd a's ciad soraidh slàn

Le beanntaibh mo ghraidh 's mo ruin,

O'n sgar an aois sinn san am,

'Smi gun sleagh. gun Jann, gun lùgh.

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

A's i 'san Icig an dtis a Ifùn !

Air a fagail faoin lea Icin,

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

Dh-fhailig mo spionnadh 's mo threis,

Chaochail mo mholhach 's m(» bhlas,

Ni "m beil e ionmhuimi na their.

Tha m' Ìntinn gun cliàìl, air meath,

Tha m' eibhneas uileadh air falbli

Le blianaibh calma na h-òige.

Is ciannail fuireach air traigh

Sean aois, gun m' aiseag a null ;

'S mo thògradh ga m' ghreasad gu Inath,

Gu Flath-innis shuas gu bràth."

The
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MIANN A BHAIRD AOSDA.'

O caraibh mi ri taobh nan allt,

A shiubhlas mall le ceuraaibh ciiiin,

Fo sgàil a bharraich le.tg mo cheann,

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

Gu socaii* sin 's an fheur mo thaobh,

Air bruaich nan dithean 's nan gaoth tlà,

*Smo chas ga sliobadh 's a' bhiaon mbaoth,

S e li.badh tharais caoin tro'n bhBr,

Mu'n cviairt do bhruachaibh ard mo gblinn*,

Biodh lùbadh ghèug a's orra blà ;

*S clann bhcag nam preas a' tabhairt seinn,

Do chreagaibh aosd' le òran gràidh.

Briseadh tro chreag nan eidheanu dlii,

Am fuaran ùr le torramam trom,

'S freagraidh mac-talla gach ciùil,

Do dh' fhuaim srutba dlù nan tonn.

Biodh sòbhrach bhàn is àiHidh snuadh, Freagraidh gach cnoc, agus gach sHabh,

M'an cuairt do'm thulaich is uain' fo' dhriùchd, Le binn-fhiiaim geiir nan aighean mear;

'S an neòinean beag 's mo lamb air cluain,
|

'N sin cluinnidb misc mile geum,

'S an ealabbiiidh' aig mo chluais gu h-ùr. A' riuth m'an cuairt domh 'n iar san ear.

« Perhaps it

any certainty to 1

belonged, nr at

Laggaii, who b,

poem, says. " It'

authority she ha

nish some evidci

Ixichaber. Tre^

to the hunters.

s impossible, at this day, to decide with

/hat part of the Highlands the Adbd Babd
ivhat time he flourished. Mre Grant of

IS given a metrical version of the above

i-as composed in Skye," though upon what

i not said. The poem itself seems to fur-

ice that at least the scene cf it is laid in

i* is menlluned as having afforded drink

Now Loch Treig is in the braes nf Loch-

O let me hoar the hunter's step, with the sound of his

darts and the noise of his dogs upon the wide-extended
heath; then youth sh;i!l beam on my cheek, when the
voice of hunting the deer shall arise.

A^hich i :alled Bcn-Weki
ard or Scur.eilt. Perhaps Ben-ard is another name for

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

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

in Locbaber. The following is almost a literal tranblation

of the above poem :

—

THK AGED BARD'S WISH.

O place me near the brooks, which slowly move with

gentle steps; under the sh-ide of the shooting branches

lay ray head, and be thou, O sun, in kindness with inc.

At ease lay my side on the grass, upon the bank of

flowers and soft zephyrs—my feet bathed in the wandering

stream that slowly winds along the plain.

Let the primrose pale, of grateful hue, and the little

daisy surround iny hillock, greenest when bedewed; my
hand gently inclined, and the calvi f at my car in its fresh-

Around the lofty brow of my glen let there be bending

boughs in full bloom, and the children of the bushes mak-
ing the aged rock re-echo their songs of love.

Let the nc^v-born gurRling fount.iin gush from the ivy-

eoverrd nn-k ; and let all-melodious echi) respond to the

sound of ihi? stream of

Let the voice of every hill and mountain re-echo the

Ewcet sound of the joyous herd; then shall a thousand

lowings be heard all around.

Let the frisking of calves be in my view, by tlic side of

a stream, or on the aclivity of a hill ; and let the wanton
kid, tired of its gambols, rest with its innocence on my

Poured on the wing of the gentle breeze, let the plea-

sant voice of lambs come to my tar ; then shall the eives

answer when they he.ir their young running towards them.

• We likewise find Treig spoken of in " Oran na comhaehaig^^

The I I he,of my bones shall awake \

noise of horns, of dogs, and of bow-strings ; and when the

cry is heard, ** The stag is fallen," my heels shall leap in

joy along the heights of the mountains.

Then inethinks I see the hound that attended me early

and late, the hills which 1 was fond of haunting, and the

rocks which were wont to re-echo the lofty horn.

I see the cave that often hospitably rcceiveil our steps

from night; cheerfulness awaked at the warmth of he/

trees ;« and in the joys of her cups there was much mirth.

Then the smoke of the fenst of deer

from 'J'reig, and the

shriek, and

turbed was our rest.

I see Ben-ard of beautiful curve, chief of a thousand

hills; the dreams of stags are in his locks, his head is the

bed uf clouds

I seeScur-eilton thebrowof the glen, where the cuckoo
first raises her tuneful voice; and the beautiful green

hill of the thousand firs, of herbs, of roes, and of elks.

ur drink

sic; though ghosts should

lined in the cave, undis-

Let joyous ducklings swim
pines. A slratb of green firs

on the pool of tall

I head, bending the

Let the beauteous swan of the snpwy bosom glide on the

tops of the waves. When she soars on high among the

clouds she will be unencumbered.

She travels oft over the sea to the cold region of foaming
billows, wliere a sail shall never be spread out to a mast,

nor an oaken prow divide a wave.

Be thou by the summits of the mountains, the mourn,
ful tale of thy love in ihy mouth, O swan, who hast tra.

veiled from the land of waves; and may I listen to thy

music in the heights of heaven.

Up with thy gentle song; pour out the doleful tidings

of thy sorrow; and let all-melodious echo take up the

strain from thy mouth.

Spread out thy w
ncss from the strcn,

are the eehoings

love.

main. Add to thy s

ind. Pleasant to m
iided heart—the sor
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M'an cuairt biodh lu-chleas nan laogh,

Ri taobh nan sriith, no air an leirg.

'S am minnean beag de'n choinhraig sgith,

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

Sruthadh air sgeith na h-osaig mhin,

Glaodhan maoth nan crò mu'm chluais,

'N sin tVeagraidh a niheaiimb-spreigh,

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

A ceinn an t-sealgair ri mo rhhiais !

Le sranna ghath, a's chon tV'agh slL-Ìhh.

'N sin dearsaidh an òig air mo ghruaidh,

*N uair dh-eireas toirm air sealg an fheidh,

Dùisgidh smior am chnaimb, 'nuair chluinn,

Mi tailmrich dhos a"s clion a's sbreang,

Nuair ghlaodbar—'* Thuit an damh !"

Tha mo bhuinn, a'leum gubeòriàrdnambeann.

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

A leanadh mi an-moch a's moch ;

'S na slcibh bu mhiannach leam ' thagball.

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

Chi mi 'n uamh a ghabh gu fial,

'S gu trie ar ceumaibh roi 'n oidhch'

;

Dhùisgeadh ar sunnd le blathas a crann,

'S an solas chuaeh a bha mòr aoibhneas.

Bha ceo air fleagh bhàrr an fheidh

An deoch a Tieig 'san tonn ar ceòl,

Ge d' sheinneadh tàisg 's ge d' rànadh slcibh,

Sinnte *s an uaimh bu sheamh ar neoil.

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

Are the tears in thine eyes, O thou virgin most modest
and beauteous, andofthe whitest hand. Joy withoutend
to the smooth cheek that shall never move from the nar-
row bed.

Say, since mine eye has failed, O wind, where grows the
reed with its mournful sound ? by its side the little fishes

whose wings never felt the winds' soft breath, maintain
their sportive conflict.

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

Then sli.ilt thou come, O gentle dream, who swiftly

walkest among the stars; let my niyht-work be in thy mi
bringing back the days of my joy to my recollection.

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

He sings by her side—She is silent. Ilcr heart pant»,
and swims in h \s music ; love flies from eye to eye ; deers
stop their course on the extended heath.

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

Chi mi Beinn-àrd is àillidh fiamh,

Ceann-feadhna air inhile beann,

Bha aisling nan damh na ciabh,

'S i leabaidh nan nial a ceann.

Chi mi Sgorr-eild' air bruach a ghlinn'

An goir a chiiach gu binn au tòs.

A's gorm mheall-àild' na mile giubhas

Nan luban, nan earba, 's nan Ion.

Biodh tuinn og a snàmh le sunnd,

Thar linne 's mine giubhas, gu luath.

Srath ghiubhais uain' aig a ceann,

A' lubadh chaoran dearg air bruaich.

Biodh eaV àluinn an uchd bhàin,

A snàmh le spreigh air bharrnaii tonn,

'Nuair thogas Ì sgiath an àird,

A measg nan nial cha'n fhàs i tròm.

'S trie i 'g astar thnr a chuain,

Gu asraidh fhuar nan ioma' ronn,

Far nach togar breid ri crann,

'S nach sgoilt sròn dharaich tonn.

BÌ thusa ri dosan nan torn,

Is cumha' do ghaol ann ad bheul,

Eala ' thriall o thir nan tonn

'S tu seinn dliomli ciiiil an aird nan spcur.

O ! eirich thus' le t-òran ciùin,

'S cuir naigheachd bhochd do bhròin an ceill.

'S glacaidh mac-talla gach ciùil,

An gìjth tCirsa sin o d' bheul.

Happiness without end to the lovely pair, who have
awaked in my soul a gleam of that happy joy that shall

not return ! Happiness to thy soul, lovely virgin of the
curling locks.

Ha hou forsaken mc, O pleasant dream ? Returi
little glimpse return: thou will not hear me
am sad. O beloved mountains, farewell.

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

O place mc within hearing of the great waterfall, with
its murmuring sound, de.-.cending from the rock; let a

harp and a shell be by my side, and the shield that de-
fended my forefathers in battle.

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

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

But ah ! before it come, a little while ore my shade
retire to the dwelling of hards upon Ardveii, from
whence there is no return, give mc the harp and my
shell for the road, and then, my beloved harp and shell,

farewelL



Tog do sgiath gu h-àrd thai' chuan,

Glac do luathas bho ncfirt na gaoitli,

'S eibhinn ann am chluais am fuaiin,

O'd chridhe leòint'—an t-òran gaoil.

Co an tir on gUiais a' ghaath,

Tha giulan glaoidh do bhroin on chreig ?

Oigeir a chaidh uain a thriall,

'Sa dhfhàg mo chiabh ghlas gu'n taic.

B'eil deòir do ruisg O ! thusa ribhinn,

Solas gn'ri chrloch do'n ghniaidh mliaoith,

A chauidh nach gluais on leabaidh chaoil.

Innsibh, o thrc-ig mo shuil, a gbaotli*,

C ait' am beilachuir a fas,

Le glaodhan bròin 's na brlc r'a taobh,

Le sgiath gun deò a cumail blàir.

Togaibh mi

—

càraibh le'r laimh threin,

'S cuiribh mo cheann fo bharrach ùr,

'N uair dhVireas a' ghiian gu h-àrd,

Biodh a sgiath uain' os-ceann mo sbùl.

An sin thig thu O ! aisling chìùin,

Tha 'g astar dlù measg reull na ii-ùidbcb',

Biodh gnoimh m' oidhche aim ad cheòl
;

Toirt aimsir mo mhùìrn gu'm chuimhn\

O ! m'anam faic an nbhinn òg,

Fo sgpjth an daraich, rigb nam ilatb,

'S a lamh shneacbd ' measg a cial>han 6ir,

'Sa mealUshui! chiùin air òg a gràidb.

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

Le ci'idhe leum, 's a snàmh' tia cheòl,

An gaol bho sliuil gu suil a falbh,

Cuir stad air iV'idh nan sb'ibbtean mòr.

Nis threig am i'uaim, 's tha cliabh geal niin

Ri uchd 's ri cridtie gaoil a' fas,

'S a bilibh ùr mar ròs gtin smal,

Ma bheul a gaoil gu d!ii an shs.

Solas gun chrioch do'n chomunn chaomh,

A dhùìsg dhomh m' aobhncas ait nach pi!),

A's beannachd do t-anams' a ruin,

A nighean chiùin nan cuach-chiabh grinn.

'Ndo thruig thu mi aisling nam buadh?

Pill fathast—aon cheum b.'ag—pill !

Cha chluinn sibli mi 0<-h..in ! 's mi truagh.

A bheannaibh mo ghraidh

—

slàn leibh.

Slàn le comunn caomh na h-òige,

A'soigheannan bòidbearh, slàn leibh,

Cha leir dhomh sibh, dbuibhse tha samhradh,

Ach dhomsa geamhradh a chaoidh,

O ! cuir mo cliluas ri fuaim Kas-mòr

Le chrùnan a' tearnadh on chreig.

Bi'dh cruit agus slige ri'm thaobh,

'S an sgiath a dbian mo shinnsir sa' chath.

Th iichile càirdeas thai

Osag mbiM a ghluais gu mall.

Tog mo cheò air sgiath do luathais,

'S imich grail gu eilean fhlaitheis.

Far'm beil na laoich a db -fhalbh o shean.

An cadal trom gun dol te ceùl,

Fosylaibh-sa thalla Oisein a"s Dhaoil,

Thig an oidhche 's cha bhim bUrd air bbrath.

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

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

Fair cruit 's mo shliye dh-iunnsaidh 'n ròid,

Ansin;mochruit, 'smoshligeghraidbjSlutileibb,

AWc—This is a curious and valuable rclir nf antiquity.

It afPjrds internal evidence that the doctrines of Chris-

tianity were either wholly unknown to ibe poet, or had no
place in his creed. The Elysium of bards upon Ardven,

the departure of the poet's shade to the hall of Ossian and

Daol, his last wish of laying by his side a harp, a shell fuH

of liquor, and his ancestors* shield, are incompatible with

the Christian doctrine of a future state.

That it is a composition, howevci", long subsequent to

the times of Ossian, is evident from the change which the

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

to the pastoral state. At any rate, the art of taming and

breeding cattle was certainly not practised bv the Fingal-

ians. Hunting and war seem to hiive been their Mile uilu-

patioiis. Our aged batd, however, lived in the pastoral

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

subject of that species nf poetry denominated pastoral.

Our bard exhibits tender senses, and describes happj

situations. He paints the beauties of nature with the hand

of a master, and expresses the warmth of his feelings in

glowing numbers. His style is nervous, his mannerchaste.

His fancy wears the native garb of purity and simpbcity :

and true taste will recognise his composition as the genuine

offspring of nature—as real poetry.

The poet has enumerated those rural occupations which

afforded him delight in the vigour of life. He has arranged

and drawn furth to view rural objects, attended by such

^i^culll^t.lnccs as had made the most pleasurable and last-

ing miiiression upon his own mind ; and he seems, at the

same time, to have been highly sensible of the beauties of

nature, and capable of producing those strokes of fancy

which evince poetic merit.

'I'his poem shows that men leading a p.istora] life are

capable of refined feelings and delicate sentiments, and

may be actuated by the best affections of the heart ; that

long posterior to the days of Ossian, the Christian religion

had not perhaps been heard nf by the Caledonians ; and

that they were ofopinion that the snul was an airy siilistancc

capable of existing in a state of separation from the body,

and of enjoying, in the region of (he clouds, those agree-

able occupations which had given it pleasure upon earth.
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A' CHOMHACHAG.

A Cljomhachag bhochd na Sròine,

A nochd is brònach do leabaidh,

Ma bha thu aim ri linn Donnaghaill,

Cha'n ioglinadh ge ti'om leat t-aigneadh.

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

Bha na t'aÌUean ann sa' choinntich,

'S iomadli linn a chuir ml rombam,

'S gur mi comhachag bhochd na Sròine.

Nise bho na th;i thu aosda,

Deun-sa t-fhaosaid ris an t-shagart,

Agus innis dhà gun èuradh,

Gach aon sgeula ga'm bell agad.

'* Cha d' riun mise braid' no breugan,

Cladli na tearmann a bhristeadh

Air m' fhear fèin cha d' roinn mi iomltias,

Gur cailleach bhochd ionraig mise.

Chunnacas mac a Bhritheimh chalma,

Agus Feargus mor an gaisgeach,

As Torradau liath na Sròine,

Sin na laoich bha domhail, taiceil."

Bho 'na thòisich thu ri seanachaa,

A's ùigin do leanmhuinu ni's faide,

Gu 'n robh *n triuir bha sin air loghnadh,

Ma 'n robh Donnaghall ann san Fhearsaid.

" Chunnaic mi Alasdair Carrach,

An duin' is allaile bha 'n Albainn,

'S minig a bha mi ga eisteachd,

'S e aig reiteach nan torn sealga.

Chunnaic mi Aonghas na dheigh,

Cha b' e sin raghainn bu tàire,

'S ann 's an Fhearsaid a bha thuinidh,

'S riun e niuillean air Allt-Larach,"

» This poem is attributed to Donald Macdonald better

known by tlie cognomen of DùmhuuU vine Fhitdlauih nan
Dan— a, celebrated hunter and poet. He was a native of

Lochaber and flonrished before the invention of fire-arms.

According to tradition, he was the most expert archer of his

day. At the time in which he lived, wolves were very
troublesompj especially in Lochaber, but Uonald is said to

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

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

after killed in Strathglass by a woman. He composed
these verses when old, and unable to follow thechase; and
it is the only one of his compositions which has been
handed down to us.

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

Bu lionmhor cogadh a's creachadh,

Bha'n an Lochabar 'san uair sin

C'àite 'm biodh tusa ga t-fhalach,

£oin bhig na mala gruamaich.

" 'S ann a bha cuid mhor de m' sbinnsir,

Eadar an Innse a's an Fhearsaid,

Bha cuid eile dhiu' ma'n Dèaghthaigh ;

Bhiodh iad ag eigheach 'sa'n fheasgar.

'N 1 a chithiunse dol seacbad,

Bheirinn car beag far an rathaid,

'S bhithinn grathunn sa' Chreig-ghuanaich,"

Creag mo chridlie-s' a Chreag gbuanach,

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

Creag nan aighean 's nan damh siùbhlach,

A chreag ùraìl, aigbearach, ianach.

Chreag ma'n iathadh an fhaoghait,

Bumhiann leara a bhi ga tagbal,

'N uair bu hhinn guth galhiiu gaodhair,

A' cur graidh gu gabhail churahainn.

'S binn na h-iolairean ma bruachan,

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

A's binne na sin am blaoghan,

Ni an laogban meana-bhi'eac, ballach.

A's binn leam toraman na'n dos,

Ri uilinn nan corra-bheann cas,

'S an eilid bhiorach is caol cos,

Ni fuis to dhuilleich ri teas.

Gun de chuil aic' ach an damh,
S e 's muime dh'i feur a's cneamh,

Mathair an laoigh mheana-bhric mhtry

Bean an fhir mhall-rosgaich gblain.

and decrepit with age, his "crooked rib" seem* lo take

a pleasure in tormenting them. Fear, rather than respect

might possibly protect Donald himself, but she neither

feared nor respected the poor dog. On the contrary, she

took every opportunity of beating and maltreating him.

In fact, '* like the goodman's mother," he *' was aye in the

way." Their ingenious tormentor one day found an old

and feeble owl, which she seems to have thought would

make a fit companion for the old man and his dog; and

accordingly brought it home. The poem is in the form ot

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

likely that he had ever ht-ard of ^Esop, yet he contrives to

make an owl speak, and that to good purpose, On the

whole it is an ingenious performance and perhaps has no

rival of its kind in the language. Allusion is made to bis

" half marrow," in the 57th stania.

B
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'S siùbhlach a dh'-flialbhas e raon,

Cadal clia dean e sa'n smiiir,

13' fhearr leis na plaide fo' thaobh,

Bàrr an fliraoich bbadanaich ùir.

Gui- àliiìnn sgeainh an daimh dhuinn,

'Thearnas o shireadh nam beanii,

IMac na h-eilde ris an t-shonn,

Nach do chrom le spid a cheann.

Eilid bbinneacb, mheargant, bliHll;uli»

Odhar, eangacli, uchd reidh àrd,

Darnh togalach, croic-cheannach, sgiambii

Ciònnnach, ceann-riabbach, dearg.

Cba do cliuir mi duil san iasgacb,

fihi ga iarraidh leis a mbadhar,

'S mor gu'm b' aiinsa learn am tiadhach,

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

'S eibbinn an obair an t-shealg,

'S ait a cuairt an aird gu beacbd,

Gur binne a h-aighear 's a fonn

Na long a's i del fo bheairt.

Fad 'sa bbithinn bed no maireann}

JJeò dhe 'n anam aii am chorp,

Dh~fhanainn am i'ocbav an fheidb,

Sin an spreidli an robh mo thoirt.

Gur gasd' a ruitbeadb tu suas,

Ri leachduiiin cbruaidb a's i cas,

INIoladh gach aon neach an cii,

Acb molams' 'n trùp tha dol as.

Creag mo chi*ide-sa cbreag mhor,

'S ionmbuinn an Ion tba fo ceann,

'S amis' an lag a th' air a cùl,

Na machair a's mur nan gall.

Rr annsacbd beinn sheasgaich nam fuaran,

An riasgach o'n dean an damh ràiian,

Chuireadh gadhar is glan nuallan,

Feidh na'n ruaig gu Inbbir-Mheorain.

B' annsa* leam na dùrdan bodaich,

Os ceann leic ri eararadh sil,

Bùirean an daimh *m bi gbnè dbuinuead,

Air teacann beinne 's e ri sin.

'N uair bhuras damh Beinne-bige,

*S a bbem-as damh Beinn-na-craige,

Freiigraidh na daimh ud da chuile;

*S thig feidh a' Coirre-na-snaige.

Bba mi o*n rugadh mi riabh,

Ann an caidridh fbiadh a's earb',

Ch an fhaca mi dath air bian,

Ach buidhe, riabhacb, a's dearg.

Cha mbi-f'hin a sgaoil an comunnf

A bha eadar mi 'sa Chreag-ghuanach,

Ach an aois ga'r toirt o cheile,

Gur grathunn an fbcil* a fbuaras.

'S i creag mo ehridhe-s' a Chreag-ghuanach,

A chreag dbuilleach, bhiolaireaoh, bhraonach^

Na *n tulach ànl, àluinn, fìarach,

Gur cìan a glialih i o'n mhaoraeb.

Cha mhinig a bha mi 'g cisjeachd.

Re sèideadh na muice-mara,

Ach 's trie a chnala mi mòran,

Ub chrònauaich an daimh allaidh.

C'àit' an cualas ceol bu bhiune,

Na mothar gadhair mhoir a' teachd,

Daimh sheannga na' ruith le gleann,

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

'S truagh an diugh nach beo an fheoghainn.

Gun ann ach an ceo de'n bbuidbeann,

Leis 'm bu mhiannach gloir nan gadhar.

Gun mheoghail, gun òl, gun bhruidhinn.

I

Bratach Alasdair nan Glcanu,

A sròl fathruraach ri crann,

Suaicheantas shoilleir shiol Chuinn,

Nach do chuir suim an clann ghall

'S ann an Cinn-Ghiubbsaich na laidhe,

Tha nàmhaid na graidbe deirgc,

Lamh dheas a mbarbhadh a bhradain,

Bnmhath e 'n sabaid na feirge.

Dh-fhag mi san Ruaidhe so shios,

Am fear a b' olc dbomo' a bbàs,

'S trie a chuir e ' thagradh an cruathas,

,
Ann cluais an daimh chabraich an sàs

Raonull Mac-Dhombnuill ghlais,

Fear a ibuair fòghlum gu deas,

Deagh Mhac-Dhombnuill a chuil chais,

Ni'm beo neach a cbòmhraìg leis.

I

Alasdair cridhe nan gleann,

Gun c bhi ann mor a' chreach,

'S trie a leag thu air an torn,

Sliochd nan sonn leis a chu ghlas.

! Alasdair mac Ailein mhòir,

I

'S trie a mbarbh sa' bbeinn na fuidh,

j

'S a leanadh fad air an tòìr,

! Mo dboigb gur Donihnullacb treun.

I

A's Dùmhnullach tbu gun mhearnclid.

,
Gur tu buinne geal na cruagharb,

Gur càirdeach thu do Chlann-Chatain,

S gur h-e dalt thu do'n Chreig-ghuanaich.
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Labhair an aois a lithist ;
Clia leigiim mo bliogha leatsa,

" 'S mo 's ruighinn tlia thu Icantainn. Uo mhathas no d' ar, eigin.

Uis a bhugha sin a ghiùlan,

'S gur mòr bu chuibbe dhiit bàta." " ' S iomadb laoch a b' fheaiT no thusa,

Dh-fhàg mise gii tuisleach anfhann,

Gabh tbii!,a bbuamsa 'm b.'ita, 'N di-is I'haobhachadh as a sheasamh,

Aois gràiidu L'baii'tidb iia pKide. Bha riomhe iia fbleasgach meamnach."

MAIRI NIGHEAN ALASDAIR RUAIDH.

The real name of this poetess was Mary M'Leod, though she is more generally

known among her countrymen by the above appellation. She was born in Rouilal, in

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

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

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

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

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

made to please the children under her charge.

"All Talla 'm bu yhnà le Mac-Leùid" was composed on the Laird being sick and

dying. He jilayfully asked Mary what kind of a lament she would make for him ?

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

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

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

" Hithill utiiill ugus ho" was composed on John, a son of Sir Norman, upon his

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

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

the charge of a relative of his own.

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

or " Luimieag Mhic-Leòid." On this song coming to M'Leod's ears, he sent a boat

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

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

release, and returned with the boat to Dunvesan Castle.

* Tliere was another, though inferior poetess, of the family of Alasdair Ruadh, who is some-

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

Finnacjhnl Niglican Alasrlair Ruaidli. This poetess lived in Trnterness, and was a native of Skye.

She was mani.-d, and some of her descendants are still in tbat country. All tbat we bave been

able to meet with, of Flora's poetry, is a satire on the clan Mac-Martin, and an elegy on M'Leod

of Dunvegati. We liave tbe authority of several persons of high respectability, an<l on whose

testimony we can rely, that Blary M'Leod was the veritable authoress of the poems attributed to

her in this work.
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Soon after this, a son of the Laird's had been ill, and, on his recovery, Mary com-

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

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

hor for again attempting song-making without his permission. Mary's reply was, " It is

not a song ; it is only a crònan,"—that is, a hum, or " croon."

She mentions, in a song which we have heard, but which was never printed, that she

had nursed five lairds of the M'Leods, and two of the lairds of Appleeross. The song

ends with an address to Tòrmod nan trl Turmod.* She died at the advanced age of

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

repeated, yet we do not feel them tiresome nor disagreeable. Her poems are mostly

composed in praise of the M'Leods ; yet they are not the effusions of a mean and mercen-

ary spirit, but the sjiontaneous and heart-felt tribute of a faithful and devoted dependant.

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

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

splendid Sir l'ùrmùd." During her exile she composed one of the finest of her poems:

the air is wild and beautiful ; and it is no small praise to say that it is worthy of the

verses. On her passage from Mull to Skye she composed a song, of which only a frag-

ment can now be procured ; we give a few stanzas of it :

—

' Theid mi le'r

M- iiiU air a

Bu choir dhc

Leòdacli, ma
Siubhiaidli ir

Do'n tùr g'ai

On cliuaUs a

1 dhooiii do dhCllliaich Mhic.Leòid,

nhòr luachach sin,

nih gum bi m' eòlas san tlr

• pill cruadal mi,

i 'n iarr, tro dhùlaclid nan sian.

1 bi Iriall Ihuath-cheathairn ;

1 sgeul buadhacli gun bhreug,

chleibh thuadacliadh.

Chi mi Mac-Leòid 's priseil an t-òg,

Rìmlieach gu mòr liuadhalach,

Bho Ollaghair nan lann chuireadh sròlaibh ri crann ;

'S Leòdaicl) an dream uamharra.

Eiridh na fuinn ghleusd air na suinn,

'S feumail rl am cruadail lad,

•Na fiirranaibh gharg an am rusgadh nan arm,

'S cliutach an t-aiimi I'huaras leibh.

' Siol Tòrmoid nan sgiath foirmealach flal,

Oh' eireadh do shluagh luatli-lamhach
;

Deàlradh nam pios. tòrman nam plob,

'S dearbh gu'm bu toibh 'n dualacUas
;

'J'hainig teaclidalr do'n tlr gu macaiita mln,
'S ait leam gach iil chualas learn,

O Dhun-bheagan nan steud 's am freagair luchd.tlieud,

Bhcir greis air gach sgeul buaidh-ghloireach.

' 'Nuair chuireadh na laoich loingheas

Turas ri gaoith ghlualste leibh,

O bhari-aibh nan crarm gu tarruinn n

Teaiinachadh teann suasritlie,

lomairt gu leoir mar ri Mac-Leòid,

Charaìch fo shròl uain-dhait' i,

Bho àrois an fhinn gu lalla nam plus,

Gu'm beannaich mo Ulgh *n t-uasal i

r chaol.

* We knew an old man, called Alexander M'Rae, a tailor in Mellen of Gairlocli, whom we

have heard sing many of Mary's songs, not one of which has ever been printed. Some of these

were excellent, and we had designed to take them down from his recitation, but were prevented by

his sudden death, which happened in the year 1833. Among these was a rather extraordinary

piece, resembling M' Donald's " Birlinn," composed upon occasion of John, son of Sir Norman,

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

FUAIM AN T-SHAIMH.

Ri fuaim a

'S uaigi.eac

t-shaimll

mo gliean,

r nach b'e sud ]

Bha mis' uair, &c.

Ach piob nuallanac.h mbòr,

Bheiieadh buaidh air gach ccòl,

'Nuair ghluaist' i le meoir l'bàdruig.*

*^uaU*t ghluaist' i, &c.

Gur mairg a bheir geill

Do'n t-saogbal gu leir,

S trio a cbaochail e cheum gabhaidh.

'S tiic a cbaochail e, &c.

Gur lionmhoire chùrs

Na'n dealt air an driucbd,

Ann am madainn an tùs maighe.

Ann am madain, &c.

Clia'n fhacas ri m' ic,

Aon duine fo 'n gbieitl,

Nach tug e ghieis fein dha sin.

Nacli tug c, &c.

Beir an t-soghraidh so buam,

Gu talla nan cuach.

Far 'm biodh tatbaich nan truadh dàimhail.

Far 'm biodh, &c.

Thun an taighe nach gann,

Fo 'n leatbad ud thai),

Far beil aigbcar a's ceann mo mhànrain.

Far beil aigbear, &c.

Sir Tòrmod mo run,

Ollaghaireacb tbu,

Foirmeil o thus t-abbaist.

Foirmeil o thus, &c.

A thasgaidh, 's a' chiall,

'S e bu cbleachdadh dbut riamh,

Teach farsuinn 's e lial failteach.

Teach farsuinn, &c.

Bhiodh tional nan Cliar,

11Ù tamul, a's cian,

Db fbios a bbaile 'm biodh triall cbairdean.

Dli-lbios a bbaile, &c.

* ThecelcbratL'd PADRiKi mòr Mac Cruimein, on

the family pipers of MacLeod of Dunvegan.

'Naile chuiina' mi uair,

S glan an lasadh bha d' ghruaidh,

Fo ghruaig chleachdaich nan dual àr-bbuidh,

Fo gbruaig, chleachdaich, &c.

Fear direach deas treun,

Bu ro i'iiirinneach beus,

'S e gun mbi-ghean, gun chenm trailleil.

'S e gun mhi-ghean, &c.

De'n I'nne a b'fhearr buaidh,

Tha 's na criocbaibh mu'n cuairt,

Clann fliirinneach Ruairi làin-mlioir.

Clanii fitirinneach, &c.

Cha'n eil cleachdadh mhic rigb,

No gaisge, no guiomh,

Nach eil pearsa mo ghaoil Ian di'tli.

Nach eil pearsa, &c.

Ann an troine, 's an liigh,

Ann an ceutaidh 's an cliù,

Ann am fcil' 's an gnuis iiàirc.

Ann am fcil, &c.

Ann an gaisge, 's an gnionih,

'S ann am pailte neo-rhrion,

Aun am maise, 's am miagh àilltcachil.

Ann am maise, &c.

Ann an cruadal, 's an toil,

Ann am buaidh thoirt air sgoil,

Ann an uaisle gun chron càilcach»i.

Ann an uaisle, &c

Tuigs-fhear nan tcud,

Purpas gach sgeil,

Susbaint gach ceill naduir.

Susbaint gach, &c.

Gu'm bu chubbaidh dbut sid,

Mar a thubliairt iad ris,

Bu tu 'n t-ublial tbar meas aird cUraoibli.

Bu tu 'n t-ubhal, &c.

Leodaich mo run,

Seorsa fhuair cliù,

Cba bu thoiseachadh iir Uiiaibh Sir.

Cha bu tboiseach, i'iic.

Bha tins CO sibh

Ann an iomartas righ,

'Nuair bu mhulaidicb strl Thearlaich.'*

'Nuair bu, &c.

« King Charles II.
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Sal" clieaiinard air trùp tliu,
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Creach nid an t-seobhaict

Air a sgatha ri aoti uair.

Ach a Chlann an fhir allail,

Bu neo mhalartaich' beusan,

Ann an Lunnuinn, 's am Paris,

Thug sibh ban- air na ceudan,

Chaidli n-ur cliù tharais

Thar talamh na h-EÌphit,

Cheann uidhe luchd ealaidh,

'S a leannan na feileachd.

Ach a fhriamhairh nau ciiraidh,

'S a chuilein nan leoghan,

A's ogha an da sheanar,

Bu chaithreamaich' loistean

;

C'àit' an robh e ri fhaotuinn

Air an taobhs' an Roinn-Eòrpa,

Cha b' fhurrasd ri thaighinn

Anns gach rathad, bu dòigh dhuibh.

Ach a Ruairidh mhic lain,

'S goirt learn fhaighìnn an sgeul-s' orf,

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

Bhi na laidhe gun eiridh,

Agus Tòrmod a mhac-sa,

A thasgaidh mo cheille !

Gur e aobhar mo ghearain,

Gu'n chailleudh Je chuil' iad.

Nach mòr an sgeul sgriobhaidh,

S nach ionghnadh leibh fein e,

Duilleach na craoibhe,

Nach do sgaoileadh am meanglan,

An robh cliù, agus onair,

Agus moladh air deagh-bheairt,

Gu daonachdach, carthannach,

Beaunachdach, ceutach.

Ge goirt leam an naidheachd,

Tha mi faighinn air Ruairidh,

Gun do chorp a bhi 'san DCithaich,

Anns an tuama bu dual dut
;

Sgeul eile nach fusadh,

Tha mi claistinn san uair so,

Ged nach tolr mi dha creideas,

Gur beag orm ri luaidh e.

Gur ro bbeag a shaoil mi,

Ri mo shaoghal gu'n eisdinn,

Gun cluinnearaaid Leòdaich,

Bhi ga'm fogradh o'n oighreachd,

'S a'n còraichean glana,

'S a'm fearann gun dòìgh air

*Sar ranntanan t'arsulnn^

Na'n rach-te *n am feura sud.

Gu'n elreadh na t-aobhar

Clann-Raonuill, 's Clann-DòmhnuÌU,

Agns taigh Mhic 'llleain,

Bha daingheann 'n-ur seorsa,

Agus fir Ghlinne-Garaidh,

Nail tharais a Cnòideart,

Mar sud, a's Clann Chama-Shroin,

O champ Inbhìr-Lòcbaidh,

'S beag an t-ionghnadh Clann-Choinnich,

Dheanadh eiridh ri d' ghuailean,

'S gu'n robh thu na'm tìneachd,

Air t-fhilleadh tri uairean,

'S e mo chreach gu'n do Chinneadh

Bhi ma chruinneachadh t-uaghach,

No glaodh do mhna muinntir

'S nach cluinntear, 's an uairs' i.

Tha mo cheist air an oighre,

Th'a stoidhle 's na h-Earadh,

Ged nach deach' thu san tuam' ud,

Far bo dual dut o d' sheanair.

Gur iomadh full uaibhreach,

A dh-fhuairich ad bhallaibh,

De shloinneadh nan righrean,

Leis na chiosaicheadh Manainn.

'S e mo ghaols' an sliochd foirmeil,

Bh'air sliochd Ollaghair, a's Ochraidh,

O bhaile na Boirbhe,

'S ann a stoidhleadh thu'n tòiseach ;

Gur ioma fuil mhorgha,

Bha reota sa chorp ud,

De shliochd armunn Chinntire,

larl' ir, agus Rois thu.

Mhic Iain Stiubhairt* na h-Apunn,

Ged a's gasd* an duin' òg thu,

Ged tha Stiubhartaich beachdai),

lad tapaidh 'n am foirneart,

Na ghabhsa meanmadh, no aiteas,

A's an staid ud, nach coir dhut,

Cha toir thu i dhaindeoin,

'S cha'n thaigh thu le deùin i.

C'uim' an tigeadh fear colgreach

A thagradh ur'n Oighreachd

;

Ged nach eil e ro dheaibhta,

Gur searbh e ri eisdeachd,

Ged tha sinn' air ar creachadh

Mu chloinn mhac an fhir fheilidh,

Sliochd Ruairidh mhoir allail,

'S gur airidh Ìad fein oir.

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

Lend of Dunvegan, which made the Mac-Lcods afraid

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

Mac-Leod having left no male heir.
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MARBH-RANN
DO DH-KHEAK NA COMHAICH.

Tha mise air Icagliadh le biòn,

O'n la dh-eug tliu 's naeli beò,

Mu in' fhiuran faigliiilneacli, coir,

Uasal, aighearacli, ùg,

•S uaisle shuidlie iiiu bhòrd,

Mo chreach t-fhaigiim gu'n tieòir eiridh.

'S tu'n laoch gun laigse, gun leòn,

Macau min-geal gun sgleò,

B' fhearail, tiuealt an t-òg,

De shiiochd nam leai- mòr,

U'a bii dual a biii coir,

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

'S tu chlanu na b-ireinn a b'fhearr,

Glan an riamh as an d'fhàs,

Cairdeas rigli as gacli ball,

Bha sud sgriobt' leat am bainn,

Fo laimh duine gun mheang,

Ach thu lion-te de dh-ardan cuchdach.

A ruairidh algeantaiili aird,

O Chomraich ghreadhnaich an àidh,

Mhic an fllir bu mhor gàir,

Nan lann guineach, cruaidh, garg,

Ort cha d'fbuaradh riamh cearb,

lar-ogha Uilleam nan long breid-gheal.

Fhuair mi m' àiUeagan ùr,

'S e gun snial air gun smiir,

Bu bhreac min dearg do gbnuis,

Bu ghorm langhach do shuil,

Bu ghlan sliasaid, n's glùn,

Bu dcas, dainghcan, a lùb gbleust thu.

A lub abhoil nam buadh,

'S mairg a tharladh ort uair,

Mu ghlaic Fhionnlaidh so shuas,

Air each crodhanta luath,

Namhaid romhad na ruaig,

Air dhaibh buille cha b'uair cis e.

Ach fhir a's curranta lamh,

Thug gach duine gu cràdh,

'S truagli nach d'fhuirich thu slan,

Ui uair cumaisg no blàir,

A thoirt cis dheth do nàmh,

Bu leat urram an la cheudaich.

Bu tu'n sgoileir gun diobradh,

Meoir a's grinne ni sgriobhadh,

L'asal faigbidneach, cinnteach,

Bu leat lagh an taigh sgriobhaidh,

'S tu nach muchadh an fbirinn,

Sgeul mo cbrciche ! so shil do chreuchdan.

Stad air m'aighear an de

Dh'fhalbh mo mhar.anta fiiin,

Chuir min ciste nan tcud,

Dbiult an gobba dhonih gleus,

Dhiult sud mi 's gach leighe

'S chaidh m'onair, 's mo righ db'eug thu.

Thuit a chraobh thun a bhlàir,

Rois an graine gu làr,

Lot thu n cinneadh a's cbràdh,

Air an robh tliu mar bharr,

Ga'n dionadh gach la,

'S mo chreach ! bhuiiiig am bus treun ort

'N am sutdbe na d' aheomar,

Cbaidh do bhuidhean ai] ùrdugh,

Cba b'ann mu aighear do pbòsaidh,

Le nighean larla Chlann-Dùmhnuill,

As do dheigh mar bu choir dh'i,

'S ann chaidh do thasgaidh san t-sròl ghle-gheal.

Ach gur mis' tha bochd truagh,

Fiamh a ghuil air mo ghruaidh,

'S goirt an gradan a fhuair,

Marcacli deas nan each luath,

Sàr Chcannard air sluagh,

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

Ach fhuair mi m'àilleagan òg,

Mar nach b'abhaist gun cheòl,

Saoir ri caradh do bhord,

Mnai ri spionadh an fheòir,

Kir gun tàilisg, gun cbeòl,

Gur bochd fulang mo sgeòil cisdeachd.

'Nuair a thionail an sluagh,

'S ann bba'n tioma-sgaradh cruaidh,

Mur ghair sheillean am bruaich,

An deigh na meala thoirt uatb,

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

'S lad ma cheannas an t-sluaigh tbreubhaich.

MARBHRANN DO DH' IAIN GARBH
MAC'ILLKCHALUM KAHSAIDH.*

Mo bheud, 's mo chràdh,

Mar dh'-eirich dba

'N fhear ghleusda, ghraidh,

Bha treun san spàirn,

'S nach faicear gu bràth thu' n Rarsa.

Bu tu 'm fear curanta, mor,

Bu mhath cumadh, a's trcòir,

O t' uilean gu d' dhòvn,

O d' mliullach gu d' bhròig,

Mhic Muire mo leoii,

Thu bhi n innis nan ran,

'S nach faighear thu.

• This ccleliratcd hero was drowned while on avoysge

between Stornow.iy and liaasa.
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'S math lùbadh tu pic

O chùl-thaobli ilo chinu,

'Nam rusgadh a ghill,

Le ioniisaidh iiach yiill,

'S airmolaimh gu'm buciiinteach saigliead uat.

Bu tu sealgair a ghcoidh,

Lainh gun dearmad, gun Icon,

Air 'm bu shuarach an t-or

Thoiit a bhuanachd a cheòil,

'S gu'n d'fliuair thu na 's leoir,

'S na chaitlieadh tu.

Bu tu sealgair an flieidh,

Leis an deargta na bein ;

Bbiodh coin uarbsacii air eill

Aig an Albanacli threun
;

C'ait' am faca mi fein

Aon duine fo 'n ghrein,

A dheanailli riut euchd flathasach.

Spealp nach dibreadli,

An cath, nan stri thu,

Casan direacli, fad' fiuealt,

Mo chreach dbioiihail

Chaidb thu dhitb oirn, le neart sine.

Lamb nach dibreadb caitlieadh orr'.

'S e dh-fhag silteach mo sbuil,

Faicinn t' fbearainn gun surd,

'S do bliaile gun smuid

Fo cbarraig nan sùgh,

Dheagh mliic ChaLum nan tiir a Rr

Och ! m' flicudail bhuam,

Gun sgeul sa' chuan,

Bu gblc mliatb snuadh,

Ri grein, 's ri fuachd,

'Sechlaoidbdosliluash,

Nacli d' flieud tliu 'n uair u gliablia

Mo bhèud, 's mo bhròn.

Mar dh' eirich diiò

Muir beucacb, uiiir,

Ag leum mu d' bliòrd,

Thu iein, 's do sheoid

'Nuair reub 'ur seòil,

Nacli d'fliaod sibh treòir

A cliaitlieadh orr.

'S e an sgeul' craiteach

Do'n mhnaoi a d'fhag thu,

'S do t-aon bhvathair,

A shuidh na t'aite,

D.luain CJisge,

Chaidb tonn bait ort,

Craobb a b' aird' de 'n ablial tiiu.

CHUMHA MHIC-LEOID.

Cha surd cadail.

An runs air m'aigneadii.

Mo sliuil Irasach,

Gun surd macnais,

'S a' chùirt a chleachd mi :

—

Sgeul iir ait ri elsdeaclid.

'S trom an cùdthrom so dhrùìdh,

Dh-fhag mo chùslein gun lùgb,

'S trie snigii' mo shuil,

A tuiteam gu dlù
;

Chail mi iuchair mo chuil

:

Ann a cuideaciid lucbd-ciuil,

Cha teid mi.

Mo neart 's mo threoir,

Fo thasgaidli bhòrd,

Sàr mhac 'Ic-Leòid,

Nan bratach sròil,

Bu phailt' ma'n or,

Bu bbinn-caismeachd sgeoil

;

Aig lùchd-astair

A's ceòil na h-Eireann.

Co neach ga'n eòl.

Fear t-fhasain beò.

Am blasdaclid beoil,

'S am maise neoil.

An gaisge glois.

An ceart san coir;

Gun airceas na sgleò fci!«.

Db-fhalbh mo solas,

Marbh mo Leodach,

Calama, cròdha,

Meanamnach rò-ghlic,

Dhcarbh mo sgeoil-sa,

Seanachas eolais

;

Gun cbearb foghluim,

Dealbhacli rò-ghlan t-eagaisg.

An treas la de'n Mhàirt,

Dh' rlialbh m'aighear gu bralh,

Bi sùd saighead mo chraidb,

Bhi 'g amharc do bhàis,

A ghnuis fblatbasacb àilt ;

A dheagh mbic rathail.

An àrmuinn eucbdaicU.

Mac Ruairidb reachd-mhoir,

Uaibhreicb, bbeachdail,

Bn bhuaidh leatsa,

Dualchas farsuinn,

Snuadb-ghlaine peaysa

;

Cruadail 's smachd gun eucoir.
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'Uaill a's aiteis,

'S an Viiuat ^u falglite,

111 uair ceartais,

Fuasgladh lacail

;

Gun ghruam gu lasaii
;

Gu suairce, siiaiste, reusant.

Fo bhùird na ciste,

Cliaidh grùrind a ghliocais,

Fear fiughant, miseal,

Cuilmeach, gibteil,

An robh cliù gun bhriseadh ;

Chaidh ùir Jò lie air m' eudail.

Gnuis na glainne,

Chuireadh sùnnd air fciiraibh,

Ail' each crùidheach ceann-ard,

'S lànn ùr than ort.

Am beart dhlu dhaiiighinn :

Air cull nan clann-t'halt teiid-bhuidli.

'S iomadh fear aineoil,

Isaoidh *slùchd eallaidh,

Bheir turnaia tainiil,

Air criiin a mhalairt,

Air iùil 's air ainiie,

Bu chluith gun aithreis blireug è.

B tu *n sith-thanih charid,

Ri' am tigh'n gu bail,

Ol dion aig fearabh,

Gun strl gun ch;irraid,

'S bu mhiam leat mar ruit,

Luchd inns' air aniias sgeuKi.

Bu trie aoidh chairdean,

Gu d' dhùii udhmhor,

Suiibhear, iàìlteach,

Cuilra-mhor stàtoil,

Gun bhuirb gun ardan :

Gun diultadh air n;àl dbeirceach.

Tliu shliocliJ Ollaghair

Bha mor morgha.

Nan seòl corra-bheann,

*S nan corn gorm-ghlas,

Nan ceòl òrghan

'S nan seòd bu bhorb r! eiginn.

Bha leath do shloinnidli,

Ri siol CholU,

Nan else tromadh,

'S nam pios soilleir,

Bho choig-amh Coinneach,

Bu lion-mhor do luingeas breid-gheal

'S iomadh gàir dalta,

*S mnài bhàs-bhuailt,

Ri là tasgaidh,

Cba 'n fbàth aiteis,

Do "d chairdinn t-lbaicinn

FÒ chlàr glaisde.

Mu thruaidh ! cbreach an t-eug sinn

Ingliinn Sheumais nan crùn,

Bean cheilidh ghlann ùr,

Thug Ì ceud ghradh ga run,

Bu mhòr a' h-aobbar ri sùnnd,

Nuair a shealladh i'n glinuis a ceile.

Si fhras nacli ciuin,

A thainig as ùr,

A sbrac air siùil,

Sa bhrist ar stiùir,

'S ar cairt mhath iiiil,

S ar taice cùil ;

'Saircaìdridh ciùìl,

Bhiodh againn'nad'thìir uibhìiiti.

'S mor an iùnndraìn tha bhuainn,

Air a dùnadh 's an uaigh,

Air cuinneadh 's ar buaìdh !

Air curam 's ar 'n ùaill
;

'S ar sùgradh gun ghruaim

'S fad air chuimhne

Na fhuiiir mi fein detb.

LUINNEAG MHIC-LEOID.

*S rai 'm shuidh' air an tulaich',

Fo mhulad 's fo ime-cheist
;

'S mi coimhead air lie,

*S ann de'm ionghnadh san am so.

Bha mi uair nach do shaoil mi,

Gus 'n do chaochail air m' aimsir

;

Gu*n tiginn an taobh wi,

A dh' amharc luraidh a's Sgarbaidb,

I h~urabh Ò, i h-oiriunn òy

Jk-nrahhò, i h-oirìunn ò ;

I h-urahh ò, h-ogaidh ho- ro,

H-i-ri-ri rithibh h-o-i ug ò.

Gun tiginn an taobh so,

A dh' amharc luraidh, a's Sgarbaidii

Beir mo shoraidh do'n dùthaicb,

Tha fo dhubhar nan garbh-bheann.

Gu Sir Tòrmod ùr, allail,

Fhuair ceannas air armailt ;

'S gun caint' ann 's gach fearann,

Gum b' airidh fear t-ainm air.

Ihurahh o, Ì(c.

Gun caint' ann *s gacli fearaan.

Gum b* airidh fear t-ainm air \
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Fear do cheille, 's do ghliucais.

Do inhisnich, 's do inheanmainn.

Do chruadail, 's do ghaisge.

Do dhreach, 's do dhealbha;

Agiia t-òlachd ast-uaisle,

Cha bu shuarach ri leanmhuinii.

1 h-urabk 0, §T.

Agus t-òlaclid, as t-uaisle,

Cha bu shuarach ri leanmhuiiin
;

Dh-fhuil direach righ Lochluinri
;

1>' t> sid toiseach do sheaiiachais.

Tlia do c'hairdeas so-iarraidh,

iUs gnch lai'la tha 'n Albiiinn
;

'S ri uaislean na h-Eireann,

Cha breug. ach sgeul dearbt' e.

I h-urahh o, §"c,

*S ri uaislean na h-EÌreann,

Cha bhreug ach sgeul dearbht' e ;

A mhic an fhir chliutich,

Bha gu fiùghantach ainmeil.

Thug barrachd an gliocas.

Air gath Ridir bha 'n Albuinn ;

Ann an cogadh 's an sio'-chainnt,

'S ann an dioladh an airgeid.

/ h'UTab/i 0, §-c.

Ann an cogadh "s an sio'-chainnt,

'8 ann an dioladh an airgeid
;

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

Bhidh gu beachdail inor, meanmnach.
Bhidh gu fiughant', tial, farsuinii,

On a glilachd sibh mar shealbh e

;

Clann Ruairidh nam brataeh.

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

I h-urahh o, §-c.

Clann Ruairidh nam brataeh,

*.S e mo chreach-sa na dh-fhalbh dlùu'

Ach an aon fhear a dh' fhuirich,

Nir chluinnean sgeul marbh ort.

Ach eudail de dh-lhearaibh
;

Ge do ghabh mi bh'uat tearbadh
;

Fhir a chuirp 's glan cumadh,

Gun uircasaidh di-albha.

/ k-urabh 0, ^'c.

Fhir a chuirp "s glan cumadh,

Gun uireasatdh dealbha;

Cridhe larsuinii, tìal, (Varail
;

'S math thig geal agus dearg ort.

Suil ghorm 's glan sealladh,

Mar dhearcaig na talmhuinn
;

Lamh ri gruaidh ruiteach,

Mar mhucaig na feara-diiris.

I k'UTabh 0, §•€.

Lamh ri gruaidh ruiteach.

Mar mhucaig na feara-dhris,

Fo thagha na gruaige,

Cul dualach, nan cama-lub.

Gheibhte sId ann a t-fhardaich.

An caradh air ealachuiun
;

Miosair a's adharc,

Agus raogha gach armaehd
;

Ih-urabho,^c.

Miosair a's adharc,

Agus raogha gach armachd
;

Agus lanntainnean tana,

O'n ceannaibh gu 'm barra-dheis.

Gheibhte sid air gach sliosdhiu,

Isneach a's cairbìnn
;

Agus iubhair chruaidh, fhallain,

Le 'n tafaidin cainbe.

Ih-urabh o, S(c.

Agus iubhair chruaigh, fhallain,

Le 'n tafaidin cainbe,

A's cuilbheirean caola,

Air an daoirid gu'n ceannaicht' iad.

Glac nan ceann liobhta,

Air chuir sios ann am balgaibh ;

O iteach an fhir-eoin,

'S o shioda na Gaille-bheìnn'.

Ih-urabho,^c,

O iteach an fhir-eoin,

'S o shioda na Gaille-bheinn'

;

Tha mo chioii air a churaidh,

Mac IMhuire chuir sealbh air.

'S c bu mhiannach le m' leanabb,

Bhi 'm beannaibh nansealga;

Gabhail aighear na fridhe,

'S a direadh nan garbh-ghlac.

Ih-; ahhi

Ghabhail aighear na frithe

'S a direadh nan garbh-ghlac
;

A leigeil na'n cuilein,

'S a furan na'n seanna-chon.

'S e bu deireadh du'u fhuran ud.

Foil thoiit airrhalgaibb,

O luchd nan CL-ir geala ;

S nam falluinnean dearga.

/ h-jirabh o, ^'c.

O luchd nan ceirgeala,

*S nam falluinnean dearga,

Le d' chomhlain dhaoin' uaìsle,

Rachadh cruaidh air an armaibh.

Luchd aithneachadh lalha,

'S a chaitheamh na fairge,

'S a b'urainn ga seòladh,

Gu seòl-ait' an tarruinute* i.

/ hurabh o, ^c.
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Tha na Gàeil gu leii%

Chn cairdeach dhut feiii,

'S gur feaird thu gu t-£heum,

Sii- Domhnull a Sleibht,

Ceaniiard nan ceud,

Ceannsgalach treun rò ghlic,

Ceannsgalach trcun, &c.

'S math mo bhaireil 's mo bheaclid,

Air na fiurain as leat,

Gu curanntach ceart,

'S ann de bharrachd do neart,

Mac-'lc-Ailein "s a mhac
Thig le t'aruni am feachd,

Gud charaid a chasg t-fhoirneart.

Gud ch.iraid a chasg t-fhoirneart, &c.

A Gleann Garadh a nuas,

Thig am baraiitas shiaidh,

Nach mealladh ort uair,

Cha bu churantas fuar

Na fir sin bho chluain Chnòideirt.

Na fir sin bho chluain, Sec.

'Sleat Mac-Shimidh on Aird,

'S Mac Choinnich Chinntail,

Thèid 'nad t-iomairt gun dail,

Le h-iomadaidh gràidh,

Cha b'tonghaiitach dhaibfa,

'S gur lioiimhor do phairt dhaibh sin.

*S gur lionmhor do phairt, &c.

'S goirt an naighp-ichd 'r gur cruaidh,

Mac 'Illean bhi bhuainn.

Gun a thaigheadcas suns.

6ha do cheanglial rìs buan,

T-ursainn-chatha ri uair deuchahin,

T-ursainn-chatba ri uair, &c.

B'iomadh gasan gun chealg.

liu deas faicinn fo arm,

13heireadh ceartachadh garbh,

Js lad a chlaistinn ort fearg,

Eadar Bracadal thall as Brolas.

Eadar Bracadal, &c.

Tha mi 'g acan mo chall,

lad a thachairt gun cheann,

Fo chasan nan Gall,

Gun do phearsa bhi ann.

Mo chruaidli-chas narh gann,

Thu bhi anns an Fhraing air tògradh.

Thu bhi, &c.

A Chrosd cinnich thu fein,

An spiunnadh *s an ceill,

Gu cinneadail treun,

'N ionad na dh' cug,

A Mhic an fhir nach d' fhuair beum,

'Saghineadh o'u chre rò-gblan.

'Sa ghineadh o'n chre, &c.

A Rlgh nan gràs,

Bldh fein mar gheard.

Air feum mo ghràidh,

Dean oighne alàu

Do'n 'Jeaghlaich àigh,

Da'n robh catfimhneasi

I )a'fi robh

L* bharr sòlais,

nhneas air bbarr, JKC.
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IAIN LO M.-

JOHN MACDONALD, THE LOCHABER POET.

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

commonly called Iain Lorn, literally, bare John ; but so named from his acuteness, and

severity on some occasions.* He was sometimes called Iain MnmUach, from an impedi-

ment in his speech. He was of the Keppoch family; lived in the reigns of Charles I.

and II., and died at a very advanced age about the year 1710.

We know little of the early education of the Lochaber bard. Of him it might be said,

"poeta nascitur nonfit ;" but from his descent from the great family, Clann-Raonaill ria

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

manners of those times than ordinary. His powers and talents soon rendered him a dis-

tinguished person in his native country; and subsequent events made him of importance,

not only there, but likewise in the kingdom.

The first occurrence that made him known beyond the limits of Lochaber, was the

active part he took in punishing the murderers of the heir of Keppoch : the massacre

was perpetrated by the cousins of the young man, about the year 1663. The poet had

the penetration to have foreseen what had really happened, and had done all he could to

prevent it. He perceived that the minds of the people were alienated from the lawful

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

ing their minorit}', and their affairs being intrusted to their cousins, who made the best

use they could of the opportunity in establishing themselves by the power and authority

thus acquired in the land. Although he could not have prevented the fatal deed, he was

not a silent witness. He stood single handed in defence of the right. As he failed in

his attempt to awaken the people to a sense of their duty, he addressed himself to the

most potent neighbour and chieftain Glengarry, who declined interfering with the aflairs of

a celebrated branch of the great Claim-Dughaill ; and there was no other that could have

aided him with any prospect of success. Thus situated, our poet, firm in his resolution,

and bold in the midst of danger, was determined to have the murderers punished. In

his ire at the reception he met from Glengarry, he invoked his muse, and began to praise

Sir Alexander M'Donald.

Nothing can give us a better idea of the power of the Highland clans, and of the state

of tlie nation at this period, than this event, which happened in a family, and among a

people, by no means inconsiderable. M'Donald of Keppoch could bring out, on emer-

gency, three hundred fighting men of his own people ; as brave and as faithful as

ever a cliieftain called out or led to battle, that would liave shed the last drop of

L.
* Some say he was called Iain Lorn because he was bare In the luce, and never had any beard.
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their blood in his cause, ami yet he had not an inch of land to bestow upon them. The

M'Donald of Keppoch always appeared at the head of his own men, although only a

branch of the great clan. He might have got rights, as he had just claims to land for

signal services: but " would he care for titles given on sheep skin?* he claimed his rights

and titles by the edge of the sword
!"

The kingdom of Scotland, as well as other nations, often suffered from tlie calamities

that have been consequent on minorities. The affairs of Keppoch must have been

in the most disordered state, when a people, warlike and independent in spirit, were

trusted to the care, and left under the control of relations— selfish, and, as they proved,

unworthy of their trust. The innocent, unsuspicious young men were sacrificed to the am-

bitious usurpation of base and cruel relatives. Our poet alone proved faithful ; and, after

doing what he could, it was not safe for him to rest there. The cause he espoused was

honourable ; and he was never wanting in zeal. Confiding in the justice of his cause, and

his own powers of persuasion, (and no man better knew how to touch the spring that

vibrated through the feelings of a high-spirited and disinterested chieftain,) he succeeded.

Being favourably received by Sir Alexander M'Donald, he concerted measures for pun-

ishing the murderers, which met his lordship's approval, and indicated the judgment and

sagacity of the faithful clansman.

A person was sent to North Uist with a message to Archibald M'Donald (An Ciaran

Mabach,) a poet as well as a soldier, commissioning him to take a company of chosen

men to the mainland, where he would meet with the Lochaber bard, who would guide

and instruct him in his future proceedings.

The usurpers were seized and beheaded. They met with the punishment they so richly

deserved ; but the vengeance was taken in the most cruel manner; and the exultation and

feelings of the man who acted so boldly, and stood so firmly in the defence of the riglit,

have been too ostentatiously indulged, in verses from which humanity recoils. How dif-

ferent from his melting strains, so full of sympathy and compassion for the innocent young

men whose death he avenged

!

The atrocious deed has been palpably commemorated, in a manner repugnant to huma-

nity, by " Tobar nan Ceann."

Sometime thereafter the poet and Glengarry were reconciled. The chief well knew

the influence of the " man of song" in the country, and had more policy than to despise

one so skilled in the politics of the times—who made himself of more than ordinary conse-

quence by the favour shown him by Sir Alexander M'Donald. No one of his rank could

command greater deflference. There might have been found votaries of the muses that

poured out sweeter strains, but he was second to none in energy and pathos, in adapting

his art to the object in view, and in producing the desired effect. He was born for the

very age in which he Hved. To the side he espoused he faithfully stood, and exerted all

the energies of his mighty mind in behalf of the cause which he adopted. We shall not

say that he was always in the right : in the one already related, he undoubtedly was ; in

a subsequent and greater cause he made one of a party. A poet is often led away by

* Alluding to vclUlin.



34 S.\;i-OBAIIl NAM BARD GAELACH.

feeling-, by passion and prejudice, wlien not left to cool reflection, or to the exercise ol a

better judgment. But Iain Lorn, entered on his enterprise with heart and zeal. A wider

scene of action opened to his view. Usurpation, family feuds, and intestine troubles,

gave way to civil war ; and the vigilant seer became an active agent in the wars of

Montrose.

One trait in tlie character of our poet, though not common, yet is not singular, and

may be worthy of a remark or two. He was no soldier, and yet would set every two by

the ears. Men of influence in the country, as well as chieftains at a distance, knew this,

and dreaded him. An instance will put this in clear light. In the active scenes of those

intestine troubles, a great pohtician and a famous bard was a person not to be neglected.

He became an useful agent to his friends, and he received a yearly pension from Charles

II. as his bard.

The Loohaber poet was the means of bringing the armies of Montrose and the Argyle-

shire men together, at Inverlochay, where the bloody battle that ensued proved so fatal

to so many brave men, the heads of families of the Campbell clan.

It will be unnecessary to follow here a history so well known. The Argyleshire men,

on learning the intentions of their enemies to make a second descent on their country,

marched north in order to divert their course, and save Argyleshire from another devas-

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

army of Montrose with the intelligence that the Campbells were in Lochaber. Mr Alex-

ander M'Donald, (better known by his patronimic, Alasdair Mac Cholta,) who commanded

the Irish auxiliaries, took John as guide, and went in search of the Campbells. He,

after search was made, and finding no trace of them, began to suspect the informer of some

sinister motive; and declared, " if he deceived him, he would hang him on the first tree

he met." " Unless," answered the poet, who was well informed of the fact, " you shall find

the Campbells all here, for certainly they are in the country, before this time to-morrow,

you may do so." The enemy at length appeared, and they prepared to give them battle.

" Make ready, John," says the commander to the poet, " you shall march along with me

to the fight." The poet, as has been asserted of the greatest of orators, was a coward ;

yet he too well knew his man to have altogether decHned the honour he offered him ;

for Mr Alexander was not the man to be refused. The other was at his wits end. A

thought arose quicker than speech ; and it was fortunate for him. "If I go along with

thee to-day," said the bard, "and fall in battle, who will sing thy praises to-morrow?

Go thou, Alasdair, and exert thyself as usual, and I shall sing thy feats, and celebrate thy

prowess in martial strains." " Thou art in the right, John," replied the other ; and left

him in a safe place to witness the engagement.

From the castle of Inverlochay, the poet had a full view of the battle, of which he gives

a graphic description. The poem is entitled The Battle of Inveiìocliay. The natives

repeat these heroic verses, as most familiar and recent ones. So true, natural, ai:d

home-brought is the picture, that all that had happened, seem to be passing before their

eyes. The spirit of poetry, the language, and boldness of expression, have seldom brrn

equalled, perhaps never surpassed; yet, at this distance of time, these martial strains are

rehearsed with different and opposite feelings.
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The changes which afterwards took place produced no change in the politics of our bard.

He entered into all the turmoils of the times with his whole heart, and with a boldness

which no danger could daunt, nor power swerve from what he considered his duty.

He became a violent opposer of the union, and employed his muse against William and

JIary. It mattered little to him of what rank or station his opponents were if they

incurred his resentment. He treated his enemies with the same freedom and boldness

whether on the throne, at the head of an army, or in the midst of a clan on whose

fidelity the chief might always depend. But his friends who were of the party which he

espoused were spared, while he made the nicest distinction between the shades and traits

of character. How ingeniously he revenged himself on Glengarry in the praises

bestowed on Sir Alexander M'Donald! Yet, would he suffer a hair of the head of any

of his clan to be touched ? No truly.

But how severe was he against a neighbouring clan that was always in opposition to his

own. The Campbells he always lashed with the sharpest stripes of satire. The marquess

of Argyle, who, on the score of heroism might have shaken hands with himself, felt the

influence of the satire and ridicule of the popular bard and politician so much, that he

offered a considerable reward for his head. The conduct of M'Donald on this occasion,

indicates well the manner in which the character of a bard was respected and held

sacred.

The poet repaired to Inverary, went to the castle, and delivered himself to the mar-

quess, demanding his reward. We have already given an instance of his cowardly spirit.

No one would accuse him of rashness ; for he proved his prudence, caution, and foresight,

from the long experience and trials he had in troublesome times. It was, therefore, on

the safety granted to the office of hardship that he depended. Nor did he trust too much.

He was perfectly safe in the midst of his enemies ; even in the very castle of their chief

who offered a reward for his head. The marquess received him courteously, and brought

him through the castle ; and on entering a room hung round with the heads of black

cocks, his Grace asked John :

—

"Am fac thu riamh Jain, an uiread sin de choilic/i

(Ihubha an aon arte?"—" Cfiunnaic," ars Jain. "C'àite?"—"An Jnbher-Lòchaidh."

—"A! Iain, Iain, cha sguir thu gu brack de chagnadh nan caimbeulach f"—"'Se 's

duilich learn," ars Iain, " tiach urradh mi ga slugadh." i. e. " Have you ever seen, John,

so many black cocks together?" "Yes," replied the undaunted bard. "Where?'

demanded his grace. " At Inverlochay," returned the poet, alluding to the slaughter

of the Campbells on that memorable day. " Ah! John," added his grace, "will you

never cease gnawing the Campbells?" " I am sorry," says the other, " that I could not

swallow them."

He was buried in Dun-aingeal in the braes of Lochaber; and his grave was till of late

pointed out to the curious by the natives. Another bard, Alexander M'Donald of Glen-

coe, composed an elegy to him when standing on his grave, beginning thus:

—

*' Na shineadh an so fo na pluic,

Tba gaol an leogbainn 's fuath an tuire, &c."

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

which are given in this work.
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MOUT NA CEAPACH.

'S tearc an diugh mo chùis ghàire,

Tigh'ii iia ràidcaii so 'niar ;

'G amhaic fonn Inbher-liiie,

'N deigh a stràchdadh le siol

;

Tha Cheapach na fàsach,

Gun aon aird oirre 'a fiach
;

'S leir li fhaicinn a bhraithrean,

Gur trom a bhàrc oirnii an t-sion.

'S ann oirnne thainig an diombuain,

'Sa 'n iomaghuin gheur ;

Mur tha claidheamh ai- finnc,

Cho minig n' ar deigh
;

Paca Thuicach gun sireadh,

Bhi a pinneadh ar cleibh ;

Bhi n' ar bieacain g' ar filleadh,

Measg ai* cinne mor fein.

'S gearr o chomhairl' na h-aoine,

Dh' fhag a chaoidh sinn f'o sprochd ;

Oam nafeill-Micheil,

Ge b'e nith rinn mo lot

;

Dh' fhag sud ii' ar miol-mhùir siim

'S na' r fuigheall spuirt air gach port

;

'Nuair theid gach cinneadh ri chcile,

Bidh sinne sgaoilte mu 'n chnoc.

'S ann di-sathuirne gearr uainn,

Bhuail an t-earrchall orm spot ;

'S mi caoidh nan corp geala,

Blia call na fala fo 'm brot

:

Bha mo lamhansa croabhach,

'N* deigh bhi taosgadh 'ur lot

;

Se bhi ga 'r cuir ann an ciste,

Turn as miste mi nochd.

B' iad mo ghraidh na cuirp chùraidli

Anns 'm bu dlù chur na'n sgian
;

'S iad na 'n sineadh air ùrlar,

'N seomar ur ga 'n cur sios
;

Fo chiisan shiol Dùghaill

Luchd a spuilleadh na 'n cliabh
;

Dh' fhag àlach am biodag

Mur sgàile ruidil *nr bian,

C* aite 'n robh p fo 'n adhar,

A ebeall n'ur bhathais gu geur,

Nach tugadh dhuibh athadh,

A luchd 'ur labhairt 's 'ur bheus ;

Mach chlainn bhrathair n-athai\

Chaidh 'm bainn an aibhisteir threin ;

Ach mu rinn iad bhur lotsa.

'S trom a rosad dhaibh fein.

Tha sibh 'n cadal thaigh duintc,

Gun smuid deth gun cheò
;

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

Thaobh 'ur c.hùil as 'ur beoil

;

Ach na 'm faigheadh sibh ùine

O luchd ur mhi-rùin bhi beo ;

Cha bu bhaile gun surd e,

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

A leithid de mhort cha robh 'n Albuinn,

Ged bu bhorb iad na 'm beus ;

'S bochd an sgeul eadar bhraithrean,

E dhol an lathair mhic Dhc ;

Mur am bat air an linne,

Ge b'e shireadh na deigh ;

Cha tain' a leithid do mhilleadh,

Air ceann-cinnidh fo 'n ghrcin.

Tha mulad air m' iimtinn

Bhi 'g innseadh bhur beus

'S ann a ghabh iad am fath oirbh

'N uair chuaidh 'ur fagail leibh fein

'Sa chuir sibh cungaidh 'ur càsaibh,

Ann an Aros na 'n tend
;

'S 'ur buachaiUean bàth-chruibh,

Ann an garadh nam peur.

'S ann an sin a bha 'n cinneadh,

Bh' air am milleadh o n ceiU ;

. Chaidh a ghlacadh droch spioraid,

Ann an ionad fiamh Dhe ;

Sin am fath mu 'n robh sginean,

Cho minig 'n 'ur deigh ;

'S a 'neach nach do bhuaileadh,

Bhi ga bhuain anus a bhrcig.

Ach a Mhoir-fhear Chlann-Domhnuill

'S fad do chomhiiuidh measg Ghall,

Dh' fhag thu sinne n'ur breislich,

Nach do fbreasdail thu 'n t am ;

Nach do gleidh tbn na h-itean,

Chaidh gun fhios dut air chall

;

Tha sinn corrach as t-aogais,

Mur cholainn sgaoilte gun cheann.

Gur h-iom' òganach sgaiteach,

Lub bhachlach, sgiath chrom ; J
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Eadar drocliaid Allt Eire,

'S Rugha Shleibhte nan tonn
;

A dheanadti leat eiiidh

Mu 'm biodh do cliieuchdan Ian tholl
;

'S a rachadh bras ann a t-eirig,

Dheagh Sliir Sheumais nan long.

Chuir Dia oirnn craobh shio-cbaint,

Bha da 'r dionadh gu leoir
;

Da 'm bu choir dhuinn bhi striochdadh,

Fhad 'sa 'n cian bhiodhmaid beo

;

Mas sinn fhein a chuir dith oirr',

B' olc an dioladh sin oirnn
;

Tuitidh tuagh as na flaitheas,

Leis an sgathar na meòir.

'N glan fhiuran so bh' againn,

'N taobh so fhlaitheas Mhic Dhe
;

Thainig sgiursadh a bhàis air,

Chaiil sinn thoirt le srachd geur ;

'N t-aon fhiuran a b' àillidh,

Bh' ann 's phairce 'n robh speis

;

Mur gu 'm buaineadh sibh ailean,

Leis an fhàladair geur.

Tha lionn-dubh air mo bhualadh,

'N tHobh tuathal mo chleibh
;

'S mu mhaireas e buan ann,

B' fhearr learn uam e mur cheud :

Gar an teid mi g'a imiseadh,

Tha mi cinnteach a' m' sgeul

;

Luchd dheanadh na sithne,

Bhi ieadh na tire gun deigh.

A BHEAN LEASAICH
AN STOP DHUIN.»

A bhean leasaich an stop dhuinn,

'S lion an cupa le solas,

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

'N deorhs' air Captain Chlann-Domhnuill,

'S air Sir Alasdair òg thig on chaol.

'M tear nach dùirìg a h-òl

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

Tha mo dhùrachd do'n òigear,

Crann curaidh Chlann-Dombnuili,

liigh nan dùl blii gad chònadh fhir chaoimb.

Greas mu 'n cuairt feagh 'n taigh i,

Chum gun gluaisinn le aighear,

Le sliochd uaibhreacb an athar,

A choisiu buaigh leis a thlaidbeimh,

Fior ga ruagadb 's ga 'n caitheamh gu daor.

* This snng was composed on account of the laird of

Gtongarry refusing his aid in apprehending the Keppoch
murderePi ; and in order to provoke the chief, the noet

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

Sliochd a ghabhall nan steud thu,

I

Dh' fhas gu flathasach feile,

I

Do sbiochd gasda Chuinn cheutaich,

'S a bha taghaich an Eirinn,

I Ged a fhuair an claidhe 's an tèug oirbh sgviob.

Bhiodh an t-iubhar ga lubadh,

Aig do fhleasgaicbean ùra,

Dol a sbiubhal nan stùc-bbeann,

j
Ann 's an uighe gun churam,

; Leis a bhuidheann ro *n ruisgte ua gill.

'S tha mo dhuil ann 's an Trianaid,

Ged thainig laigsinn air t-lliion fhuil,

Slat den chuillean bha ciatacb,

Dh' fhas gu furanch lialaidh,

Sheasadh duineil air bial-thaobh anrigh.

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

Le d* cbeòl cluais' agus caismeachd,

O thir-uasal nan glas-charn,

Ga'n robh cruadal 's gaisge,

Gam bu shuaineas barr gaganach fraoicb.

'Nuaratbairte fo luchd i,

Bhi tarruinn suits air a cupaill,

Bord a fuaraidh 's ruidh chuip air,

Snaim air fuatbail a fliuch bhuird,

'Sruth rau guailibh 's i suchta le gaoith.

'S'nuar a chairte fo seòl i,

Le crainii ghasda 's le corcaich,

Ag iomart chleasan 's gaseoladh,

Aig a comhlan bu bhoiche,

Seal m'an togt' oirre ro-sh«ol o thir,

Gu Dun-Tuilm nam fear fallain,

Far an greadhnach luchd ealaidh,

Gabhail fatlte le caithream,

As na clàrsaichean glana,

Do mhnaoi òig nan teud banala binn.

Sliochd nan cuiridhean talmhaidh,

Leis an do chuireadh cath garabhach,

Fhuair mi urrad gar seannachas,

Gun robh an turas ud ainmeil,

Gun ro taigh 's leath Alba tb'r cis.

'S ioma neach a fhuair coir uaibh,

Ann sann am ud le'r gòraicb,

Ban diu Uothaich 's lìòsaich,

Mac-Choinnieh 's Diùc Gordon,

Mac-'llleain o Dreolain 's Mac-Aoidh,

Be do shuaicheantas taitneach,

Long, 's leoghan, 's bradan,

Air chuan liobhara an aigeil,

A chraobh fhigeis gun ghaiseadb,

A chuireadh fion di le pailteas,

Lamh dhearg ro na ghaisgeach nan tiut.



38 SAR-OBAUl NAM liARU GAELACH.

Nuuìr bu sgith de luclid-theud e,

Gheibhte Bioball sa leugliadh,

Le fior clireideanih a*s ceille.

Mar a dli* orduich mac Dlie dhuibh,

S gheibhte teagasg na Cleir' uaibh le sith.

Mhic Shir Seumas Dam bratach,

O bhun Sleibhte nam bradaii,

A ghlac an fheile 's a mhaise,

O cheann cèile do leapa,

Cum do reite air a casan,

Bi gu reusanta, macanta, min,

Sliochd na milidh 's nam fearabh,

Na sròl 's nam plos 's nan cup geala,

Thogadh sioda ri crannaibh,

Nuair bu rioghal an tari'uinn,

Bhiodh piob rimheach nam meallan da seinn

Gum bu slàn 's gum a h-iomlan,

Gach ni tha mi g-iomradli.

Do theaghlaeh righ-Fionghall,

Oighre dligheach Dhùn-Tuilm thu

Olar (leech air do chuilm gun bhi sgi.

ORAN DO SaiOL DUGHAILL.*

'S TROM 's gur eisleanach m' aìgne,

'N diugh gur tVudar dhomh aideach*,

O 'ii a dh' t'igh iad Hum cabar 's ml corr.

*S trom 's gur, &c.

Mi ga m' fhngradh a Clachaig,

'S mi gun mhànus gun aitreabh,

'S nach h-e 'màl a ta fairtleachadh orni.

Mi ga m', &c.

Mi ga *m fhogradh à m' dhiithalch,

'S m' fhearaiiti post' aig siol Dugiiaill,

'S iad am barnil gu 'n ùraich iad coir.

Mi ga ni', &c.

Mi ga m' fhogradh gun aobhar,

*S nach mi shalaich mo shaobhaidh,

Mur mhada-galla 'sa chaonnag ra'a shroÌD.

Mi ga m', &c.

Mo ni a's m' earnais feadh monaidb,

'S mi mar ghearr eadar chonabh,

Gun chead tearnadh measg loinidli no feoir.

Mo ni a's, &c.

O nach d' fhàs mi 'm fhear morta^

Gu bhi sathadh mo chuirce,

Mur bha na cairdean curta 's taigh rahòr.

O Nach d* fhàs, &c.

« After the murder of Reppoch, the Poet was persecuted

by the murdexer : thU song was conipoied on th:it occasion.

Fuil a taosgadh o lotan,

Dh-fhauite thogail le copan,

Ruith na caochan ma bholtaibh am brùg.

Fuil a taosgadh, &c.

A Ruadh ropach nam maodal,

Ged a ròpadh tu caolain,

Cha n' e do chogadh a shaoil mi theachd orm*

A rugh ropach,

Cleas na binne nach maireann,

Bha 'n sgire Cille-ma-cheallaig *

'Nuair a dhìt iad an gearran 'sa mhod.
Cleas a bhinne, &c.

Lagh cho chearr 'sa bha 'm Breatunn,

Uiun am mearlach a sheasamh,

Bhi ga thearnadh o leadairt nan curd.

Lagh cho, &c.

Cleas dan mnaoi a chruiteir,

Mun ghniomh nàrach rinn musag,

Thug i lamh air a phluiceadh le dòrn.

Cleas daua, &c.

A bhean choite gun obadh,

Bu choir a dochair a thogail,

Thilg a chlach anns an lobar 's i bco.

A bhean choite, &c.

'Nuair bha a bheisd air a buaireadh

Na cionnta fèin's i Ian uabhair,

Theid an eucoir an uachdar car seoil.

'Nuair bha, &c.

Faodar cadal gu seisdeil,

Aig fadal Shir Sheumais,

Leig an ladarnas deistneach ud leo.

Faodar, &c.

Ach na 'm faicinn do loingeas,

'S mi nach bristeadh a choinneamh,

Na 'm biodh coiseachd air chomas domh bed.

Ach na 'm, &c.

Rlire shrutlia r'a darach,

Ga cuir an uigheam gu h-aithglicarr,

Crainne gbiubhais fo sparaibh a seoil.

Mire shrutha, &c.

Women were the judges in this case, and a thiof who
was brought before them for steaJing a horse, was allowed

to escape while the liorse was condemned to be hanged.

The occasion was this :—Snnie time before the pnscnt

action was raisetl, the same culprit had stolen the same
horse and was prosecuted ; but liad the good fortune

to get ofFin consequence of its being liis first otFence, It

seems, however, the hoi se had found the thiefso much the

better master that he soon alter " stole himself" away and

returnt'd, fur which, poor fellow he had to sufTtr the above

reward. 'I'his story is often referred to .vmong (he High-

landers when law and justice .ire evidently thOoent thiut^$,

1 they say—" Cha tugadft an CiUr.nu-c/ieaitai^i breath bu

i
chlaoine."
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'Nuair a lagadh a ghaoth oirnn.

Bhìodh seol air pasgadh a h-aodaicli,

*S buidheanii ghasda mo ghauil ri i'uir l

Nuaii' a lagadh, &c.

Raimh mu 'n dunadh na basaibh,

'S iad a liibadh air bhacaibh,

Sud a chùi'sachd o 'n atadh na leois.

llairab, &c.

Buird ùr air a totaibb,

'S i na deann thun na cloiche,

Muir dhu-ghorm a' sgoUtadh m'a bòrd.

Build ùr air, &c.

AN CIARAN MABACH,

Ged* tba mi m' etiii fògraìdb san tìr-sa>

Air TOO ruagadh as iia crìochan,

Glòir do Dhia 's do dh' laila Shì-pbort,*

Cha bhi sinii tuille fo V binnse.

O rò rò neinn, cò nam b'àil leibh 9

O rò rò seinn, cò ìiam b'àill leibh 9

Call abhar-inn o, cahnan-codhnil :

Trom orach as o, cò nam Vàill leibh 9

Sir Seumas iiaii tùr 's nam baideal,

GhrMbh lucbd imiirne cuirm a' t-aitreabh,

Gn do rinii thu 'ii dùsal cadail,

'S eibbinri leain do dhùsgadh madainn'.

» " After the murder of the children of Keppoch
Inia Manntach, tho poet, had to flee for his life to Uoss-

shire, wiicro he Rot a place from Seafortli in Glensheal,

where he and his family might reside till such time as the
murderers ctnilil be ajiprehei'dcd, as Seaforth. at thp poet's

request, had petitioned government for carrying that point

into effect, 'I'his happened in the time of Sir James
M'Dnnald, sixteenth harun of Slate, anno 16r.3.

" The government finding it impracticable to bring those
robbers to justice in a legal way, sent a most ample com-
mission of fire and sword (as it was then called) to Sir

James M'Donald, signed by the duke of Hamilton, mar-
quis of Montrose, earl of Eglinton, and other six of the
Privy Council, with orders and foil powers to pursue,
apprehend, and bring in, dead or alive, all those lawless
robbers, and their abettors.

*' Ihis, in a very short time, he effectually performed:
some of them he put to death, and actually dispersed the
rest to the satisfaction of the whole court, which contri-
buted greatly to the civility of those parts.
" Immediately thereafter, by order of the ministry, he

got a letter of thanks from the earl of Kothes, then Lord
High 'I'reasurer and Keeper nf the Great Seal of Scotland,
full of acknowledgments for the singular service he had
done the country, and assuring him that it should nr,t pass
ut. rewarded, with many other clauses much to Sir James'
honour.

"This letter Is dated the 15th day of December, Idfij,

find signed Kothes. Sir James died acinn IGTS-'—fj-irflc/f-rf

fiom an unpjtblished Historical MH. of the McDonalds.

! Slàri to d" thriiUI, a Chiaraiti mbabaich.

, Sbiùbhladh sliabh gun bhiadh, gun chadal

;

Fraoch to d' sbin' gun bhòsd, gun bhagradh
;

Chuir thu ceo to 'n ròiseal bhradach.

O ro ro siTtj §'c.

Rinn thu mhoch-eiridh Di-dòmhnaich,

Cha b' ann gu "n aitreabh a chòmhdach,

Thoirt a mach nan cas-cheann dòite,

Chur sradag fo bhraclaicli na feòla.

, O Toro sin, Sfc.

I

Mhoire 's buidheach mis' a Dhia ort,

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

'N" grad spadadh le glas lannaibh liatha,

Tarruinn ghad air fad am tiacal.

O ro ro sin, §-c.

Di-ciadainn a chaidh thu t-uidheam,

Le d' bhrataich aird 's do ghillean dubha,

Sgriob Ghilleaspuig Ruaidh a Uithist,

Bbuail e meall 'an ceann na h-uighe.

O ro ro sin, §-c.

Cha d'iarr thu bàta no long dharaicb,

Ri am geamfaraidh 'n tùs na gaillinn,

Triubhas teann feadh blieann a's bhealach,

Coiseachd bhonn ge trora do mhealag.

O ro ro sin, 8fc.

Ach na'n cuireadh tu gach ciiis gu àite,

Mu "n sgaoil thu t-itean air sàile,

'Nuair dh-eitich thu Inbher-làire,

B' Iheird do mheas e measg nan Gà'tÌI,

O rv ro sin, &-c.

*S ann leam nach bu chruai' an gbaoir ud,

Bh-aig ninaibh galacb nam fait sgaoilteach,

Bhi 'gan tarruinn mar bheul-snaoisein,

Sealg nam boc mu dhos na inaoilseach.

O ro ro ain, Sfc.

'S mairg a rinn fhòghlum san droch-bheirt,

'N d^igh am plaosgadh fhuair hhur ploicueadhi

Claigneann 'g am faoisgneadh a copar.

Mar chinn laoigh *an deigh am plotadh.

O ro ro sin, èfc.

ORAN AIR CRUNADH
BIGH TEAHEACH II.

Mi'nsoairm' uilinn,

An ard ghlfann munaidh,

'S mor tatli mo shulas ri gàire.

Mi 'n so air, &c.

I fad thosd rai,

*s olc leibh,

1 sop a m' bbra^ir-ad,

Sgefad. 6to.
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O 'n lilja sheanna' orinn a chluiiuitiiiii,
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LATHA INliHKR-LOCHAIDH.'

LUINNEAG.

H-t rim h-0-ròi h-ò-rò leathoy

H-i rim k-0-rò, h-ò-rò leatha,

H'i rim h-0-ròt h-ò-rò lcaiha^

Chaidh an latha le Clann-Dùmhnuill

An cuala' siblise 'ii tlorindadh duineil,

Thug an camp bha 'ii Cille-Cimimeiii
;

'S fad chaidh aiiim air nti iomairt.

Thug iad as an naiimhdean iuinain.

H-i rim, fye.

Dhirich mi moch madaiiin dhòmhnaich,

Gu barr caiL^teil Inbher-Lochaidh,

Chunna* mi 'ii t-arm a dol an ordugb,

'S bha buaidh an Ui le Clann-Dùmhnuill.

H-i rim, 4-c.

Direadh a mach glun Chuil-eachaidh,

Dh' aithnich mi oirbh surd 'ur tapaidh

;

Ged bha mo dhuthaich na lasair,

'S eirig air a chùs mar thachair.

H-i rim, 4-0.

Ged bhiodh larlachd a bliraghaid,

An seachd bliadbna so mar tha e,

Gun chur, gun chliathinih, no gun àiteach,

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

H-i rim, 4-c.

Air do laimhse Thiyhearna Lathair,

Ge mor do bhosd as do chlaidheamh
;

'S ioma oglaoch chinne t-athar,

Tha "n Inbher-Lochaidh na laidhe,

H-i ri,n, ^-c.

'S ioma tearr goirseiil agns pil)t.'iii,

Cho math 'sa hha riaiiih dhvlli d' iliiiineadli,

Nach (l' Ihnad a bhotaiin thoirt tiiiiam,

Ach faoehliim snàmh air Bu.i-Nfiiiilleis.t

Hi rim, !,-c.

Sgeul a b' aile 'uiiaii

Air Caim-beulaich i

ligeruU.,

beul sligneach,

H-uile dream dhiu inur a thigeadh,

Le buabidh laiin an eeann ga 'm bris

H-i rim,.\c.

* Tliis battle was fought between the :\PDonalds and
the CampltelU, on Sunday, February 2, 1G4J.

+ When the Campbells were routed, they endeavoured
to cross tiie river at the above-mentioned ford. To their
astonishment, however, the task proved more iiksomethan
they had anticipated ; for, some of them losing their foot,

ing. their bonnets were carried down by the current. This
event delighted and amused the poet; and, in order to

make it at the same time ludicrous io itself, and Railing to

the poor Campbells, he began to address them as follows :—"^ Dhuhnltneacha Dhuim/tncac/ia, cuimhnichibh ^ur boin-
eidean."

j

'N latha sin shaoil k-o dhnl leotha,

'S aim bha laoich ga 'n ruith air reotlia III,

'S ioma slaodanaoh mor odbar*

Blia na shineadh air acli'-aii-tothair.

H-i rim, i^-c.

Ge be dhireadh Tom-nu li-aire,

Bu lionor spog iir ann air dhroch sliailleadli,

Neul marbh air an suil gun anam,

'N deigh an sgiùrsadh le hitinan.

H-i rim, ^c.

Thug bibb toiteal teitb ma Lochaidh,

Bhi ga 'm bualadh nia na sròtinn,

Bu lion'or claidheamh clais-gburm oomhnard,
Bha bualadh an lanihan Chlann-Dòmhnuill.

H-i rim, &-C.

Sin "nuair ehruiniiiib nmr dliragh na fhalacUd,

'N am rusgadb na 'n greidlein tana,

Bha iongnan nan Duimhneach ri talamh,

An deigh an luithean a ghearradh.

Hi rim, !,-c.

'S lionmhor corp nochte gun aodach,

Tha na 'n sineadh air chnocain fhraoiche,

O 'n bhlar an greaste na sauidhean,

Gu ceann Leitir blar a Chaorainn,

H-i rim, 4-0.

Dh' innsinn sgeul eile le firinn,

Cho math 'sa ni cleireach a sgriobhadh
;

Chaidh na laoich ud gu 'n dicheall

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

Hi rim, 4-c.

Iain Mhuideartaicli nan seol soilleir,

Sheoladh an cuan ri la doillear,

Ort cha d' thuaradh briste coinnidh,

'S ait' learn Barra-breac fo d' chomas.

Hi rim, Hi-c.

Cha b' e sud an siubhal cearbuch,

A thug Alasdair do dli' Albainn,

Creachadb, losgadh, agus marbhadh
;

'S leagadh leis coileach Strath-bhalgaidh.

H-i rim, Sfc.

An t-eun dona chaill a cheutaidh.

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

Is it e a curr nasgeithe,

Cha misle learn ged a gheill e.

H-i rim, S,-c.

Alasdair nan a geur lann sgalieach,

Gbeall tbu 'n de a bbl cuir as daibh,

Cbuir tbu 'n retreuta seach an caiateal,

Seoladh gle mhath air an Icantuini..

H-i rim, 4-c.
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Alastlair nan geur lann guineach.

Na 'm biodh agad armuinii Mhnile;

Thug thu air na tlh' fhalbli dhiu luireaoh,

'S retreut air pràbar an duileisg.

H-i rim, fyc.

Alsdair Mliic Cholla gbasda,

Lamh dheas a sgoltadh nan caistea) ;

Chuir thu 'n ruaig air Ghallaibh glasa,

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

114 rim, .^-c.

"M b' aithne dhuibhse 'n Goirtean-odhar,

'S math a bha e air a thothar,

Cha *n inneir chaorach, no ghobhar
;

Ach Cuil Dhuimhneacli ait deigh reothadh.

H-i rim, i^'c.

Bhur sgrios mu 's truagh learn 'ur caradh,

'G eisdeachd an-s}iocair 'ur pàistean

Caoidh a phaniiail bh' aim 's 'n àraich

Donnalaich bhan Earraghà'iil.

H.i rim, &'c.

LATHA THOiM-A-PHUBAlLL.^

LUINNEAU.

Hò-rò s facia, 'sr/urfada,

' S cian fada gu leoir,

O '« a challh thu air thnras.

Do bhaile Lunnninn nan cleoc ;

Na -K cluinneadh in fathunu,

Le rubhadii an eoin ;

' S gn 'ntaoghladh tu '« rathad,

'5 mt nach gahhadh dhetU bran /

Air leith-taobh Beinne-buidhe,

Sheas a bhuidheann naeh gann
;

Luchd dhearcadh an iubhair,

'Sa chur siubhal fo chranii
:

•S diombach mise d' ur saothair,

'Nuair a dh' aom sibh a nail,

Nach deach a steach air Gh'aiin- Aora,

Ghearradh braoisg nam beul cam.

Iforo'sJadu,^c.

A Mhoir-fhear Chlann-Dùmhnuill,

Chum thu chòdhail gu duint'il;

'Nuair a shaoil an t-Iarl Anracli,

Do chuir gun aobhar a Mnilp
;

Bha thu roimlic 'n Dun-cidoann,

•S dh' fhagh thu leigheart inu choinne,

Dh' eisd thu chasaid at> r.utiiiainn.

Horo'sfada, fyc.

Ach a Mhoir-fliear Chlanii-DòmlmuiII,

*S fad do chomhnuidh nicasg Ghall
;

* This battle was foiiRlit U-t^^ctn Ihe Can.j.b
Argyleand the men of Aih.)i.

A laoich aigeantaich phrìseìl.

Oiy limhfich an àigh :

Ilia raaise an fhiona,

i

Ad ghruaidh direadh an àird
;

'S tha thu shliochd nan tri Cholla,

Ga 'm biodh loingeas air sail.

'. £[oro'sfada,S^c,

'S truagh nach robh iad na ciadan,

Do luchd sgaith agus lann
;

Do na h-oganaich threubhacli,

Nach L'uradh adbhans ;

Cha bhi'mid ag eigheach,

Co da 'n eireadh an call
;

'S ann aig geat Inbher- Aora,

Ghabh mo laoich-sa gu camp.

Horo'sfada,^-c.

*.M bruadar chunnaic mi 'm chadal,

B' fhearr gu 'm l'aicinn e *m dhiiisg
;

I
*S mi nach fuireadh ni b' t'haidt',

Ann am plaide air m' ùigh,

Sealladh 'n sin do d' ghnùis aobbach,

'Kuair a phlaosgadh mo shuil,

I
B' ionann eiridh do m' aigne,

'S leum a bhradain am burn.

Ho ro 'sfada, SfC,

Gur mise bha tùrsach,

'N am dhomh dùsgadh o m' bhruadar

;

Bhl faicinn do chursaibh

Dol a null air Druim-uachdair
;

Bhi gad chuir 'sa 'n toUa-dhubh,

'S gun mo dhuil thu thig'n uaithe
;

Laidh smal air mo shugradh,

Gus an duisgear an uaigh dhomh.

Ho ro 's fada, ^-c.

Tha pruip air do chul-thaobh,

'S math a b' lliin dhut am faighneachd
;

Eoin Abracho'n Ghiùbhsaich,

Cha toir cubair a ghreim detli
;

'S Gilleasbuig a Bhraighe,

Gu latha bhràth nach bi 'm foill dut

;

Mac Iain 'sa chinneadh,

Gu 'n imicheadh an oidhch kat.

IIoro'sfada,.^c.

'S ioma inarcaiche stata'il,

Gar an àii-' mi acli cuid diu
;

Kadar ^eata lihraigh Acuiiii),

Gu slios Blair nam tear luidneach

;

Mur gliabh sud a's biaigh Aid-dhail,

Agus biaigiie Bucliuidir
;

Gliabhadii leigeadh gu statail,

•N eiiig la Toni-a-phiibaill.

HoruSfada.^-c.

'S Imiia òi;aiiai:h guiiii-acli,

I.aiilir, iliiilic'll, 'lu-aithnicllt:
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Luchd na 'm pelghinnean talmhaidh,

*S tu (Ih fhaodadh earbs' asd gu daigheaiii

Cha 'n eil iad bc» do sliliochd Chulla,

Na ni 'n comunn ud aithris.

Gur a h-ioma fear goirseid,

Gunna stoilte, 's laiin dù-ghorm ;

Le *ii gunnaichean caola,

'S na daormuinn ga 'n giu]ail :

Mac-Laomuiiin 's Mac-Lachuinn,

'S Mac-an-Ab o Ghleaiin-Dochart,

Mac-Neachduinn, 's Mac-Uhughaill,

'S Mac-Iain-Stiubhaiit d 'ii Apuinil.

Cha 'n iongnadh thusa bhi fìamhach,

'N taobh sliios do Uliun-atha
;

Ged theid Duimhiiich gu 'ii dicbeall,

'S gu dideaim a chlaidheimh
;

'S leat na thubhaii't mi chianamh,

Ceal't cho dirpacli ri saighead
;

'S leat Mac-Ionmhuinn an t-Stratha

Agus da Mhac-'Uleain.

'S fearr learn fhaicinn na chluinntinn,

Gu 'n do stad a chuimh air am muineal
;

Nis o 'n thionndaidh a cliuibhie,

'S lad bhios Duimhnich gun unanl ;

Ged a Shaoil le Mac-Cailein,

E bhi na bharralch air JIuile
;

B' fhearr dba chumail na bh'aige,

Na bhi 'g agiadh air tuille.

Na *in biodh fear a bheoil mhoir ann,

O nach doirleadli gloir bhreamais !

Naile chailleadh sibh geoigh ris,

Nach b' fhiach an ròstadh ri teailaich :

Fhuair sibh sgapadh nan caorach,

Na 'ra biodli a dhauine air an talamli
;

'S ged a ghlac sibh le I'oill e,

B' e I'lieiu an saighdear bu ghlaine.

Gur mairg a dh' earbadh a cairde:is,

Neach a dh-fhas dheth an t-sloinne:idli,

Na 'm biodli cuimlin' air an lath' uil,

Fhuair iad t-atliair fo 'n comas
;

Chuir iad smuid ri tur-arda,

Chaisteil Bhlair gu gle shoiUeir
;

'S beag bha dhùchas an la sin,

Gu 'm biudh iad pàighte na *n com limi.

*S mor tha eadar dha latha,

Ged bha c grathunn gun tighinn
;

Chaidh thu 'n cuirt na bu leatha,

'N deigh t-athar a mliilleadh
;

Guu aon bliuille claidheamh,

Gun sathadh biodaig no sgine
;

Mur gu 'm bathadh tu coinnlean,

Chain e 'n oighrcachd 'sa 'n cinneach.

'S beag a b' fhiach do Mhac Mbolrioh,

Dhol n' ur coinneamh ach ainneamh ;

Na gbabhail mar chompach,

Ach fear da 'n geallt' bhi na charaid
;

'N deigh a Chomasiiair Stiùbhairt,

Thain* sibh 'n tus air le h-an-iochd,

Thugadh an ceann deth gun sgrubadh,

Ann an tir Lady Murray.

Buail an tend sin gu sealbhach,

'S na dean searbh i gun bhinneas
;

'S na toir t-aghaidh neo-chearbhach,

Do 'n fhear nach earb thu do shlinnein
;

Wa chuir an righ an t-slat sgiiirsaidh,

'N glaic do dhuirn gun a sireadh
;

Uair mu seach air an fhurnais,

Mur bhuiir iiird air an iunein.

Gloir do 'n Righ th' air a chathair,

'S mairg a ghabhadh mun chluinneadh ;

No gliuidlieadh na bhreig e
;

Gaeh ni dh-eirich sa chunnaic
;

Mu 's ann le droch-bheart ludais,

Uh-fhuaigh thu chlùd air an Lunnainn
;

Chain thu 'n luireach 's na breidean,

'S gach aon eideadh bha umad.

'N cuala' sibhse 'sa 'n duthaich,

'N ranntar-bùth bh' aig na luchan

;

'S iad a trusadh ri chèile,

Na 'n droch reisenieid churta
;

'Nuair bha eagal a chait orr'
;

Chaidh droch sgapadh an cuid diu ;

'Sa bheisd mhor 'sa 'n robh phlaigh dhiu,

Sgrios gun agh oirr' mar fhurtacbd.

Sin 'nuair labhair Dubh-na-h-àmrai,

A bheisd ghrannd 'sa chrain mhullaicli ;

Cha robh an sabhal nan àth dhiu,

Beisd le 'n àl nach do chruinnich,

Nuair bha 'm mod ga 'r cruaidh shàrach'

'S na cuird a fasgadh ma 'r muineil
;

'S ann an sud a bha 'n gàtur,

Co a chàradh iad umaibh.

B' ionann sin sa 'm bun rutha,

Cha 'n eil iad buidheach da' r 'n an-iochd
;

Mar chlach an ionad an uibhe,

Na 'm biodh luitheachd na 'n teangaldh
;

B' ionann sin 's do shliochd Dhiarmaid,

Bhi ga 'r biadhadh an au-ioclid ;

Math an agaidli an uilc,

Chuir mi luchd-sa 'n Aird-reanaich.

'Nuair bha 'n ad oiibh n-uiridh,

Bha sibh urranta mòdhar ;

Am blaidhna chaill sibh an currachd,

'S eiginn fuireach gleshamhach:
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Chain an t-Iail air 'ur turas,

Mheud 'sa bhuiiiig e mliàl oirbh

;

Gar am b' fhiach leia an duin' ud,

Bhi ri cruinneachadli cnambaig.

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

Dholl an coiniie riut Eardsaidh,

'N deigh latba Roinii-Liothunii

;

Thug sibh ioc-shlaiiit mar earlaia,

Mheall sibh null thar an abhuilin,

Marcus AthoU 'sa bhratliair
;

Chuirsibh 'n laimh an tolUdubh iad,

'S loisg sibh duthaich iarl Earlaidb.*

Tha thu 'd mharcus am bliadhna,

'S ad shàr iarl air Tulaich-bbeardainn
;

'S ged a dheaiiadh iad diùc diiiot,

'S ro mhath b' fhiu thu an t-aite ;

Tha do thiotal cho Honor,

Chumail dion air do chairdean
;

Geard an righ to d' smachd orduidh,

'S tha thu d' mhòir-fhear Baile-mhanaidh.

ORAN AIR RIGH UILLEAM
AGUS BAN-BIOH MAIRI.

Hi-rinn h-a rinn, ho ro ho bha ho,

Hi-Hnn h-a rinn, ho ro h-o him hn,

H'lodk gach duine agaibh bronach,

Atr son foirneart mo righ.

'N DiUGH chuala' mi naidheachd,

Air alt nach b'aimhealach leinn,

'N'an cumadh e chasan

—

'S gu uoidli an t-ath-cgeul cho hinn—
Righ Seumas le farum,

Cur a dharaich na still

;

O'n 's leat uachdar na mara,
Gluais a's taruinn gu tir.

Hi-rinn, ^c.

Mhic Mhuire na h-òighe,

Coimhead foirneart mo righ
;

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

Faic a nis prionns Oraus',

Cur na coir os a cinn
;

Ach as do chobbair, a Shlan-'car,

Thig furtachd a's slaint air gacb tinn.

Hi-rinn, S^c.

A Righ chumhaclidaich, fheartaich,

Ga 'm Iteil beachd air gach ni,

Cum air aghaidh an ceartas

—

An lagh seachranach pill

:

• A title formerly in Strathmore, now extinct.

Faic luchd nam bveid dàite,

Bhi gtin dealt ann ri'n linn ;

'S ma tha *n eucoir nan aigneadh,

Beum do shlat os an cinn.

Hi-rinn, cjc.

'N uair a thainig thu Shasunn,

'S tu rinn aiseag a bhreamais
;

Sheilbh choir thoirt air eiginn,

O athair ceile thug bean dut.

Cha bi reull nan dùilean,

Bha deanadh iuil dut 'san ain-eol;

Mar bha roimh na tri rigbrean,

'N uair bha losa na leanabh.

Hi-rinn, S,c.

Thug thu 'm fnllais an t-Slàn'ear,

Sgeula grain do luchd teagasig
;

'S gur mòr am fa nàire,

'S an coig àintean a bhriseadh.

A nighean fhcin, 's mac a pheathar,

'N aghaidh labhairt an Sgriobtuir,

I Mar bhreun ghearran 'sa chathair,

'S nach b'fhear-taighe da 'n sliochd e.

Hi.rinn, ^c.

I 'S fior mhallaichte 'n lànan,

Chum an Spain anns an roinn ud ;

I
Seilbh choir thoirt a dh-aindeoin,

I
Le mùtha malairt an t-shiighteir :

Ged' a stadadh an claidheamh,

Gun bhuille chalth* ach na rinn e,

Bi'dh gach fuil 'g eigheach am flaitheaa,

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

Hi-rinn, ^c.

'S mairg a chreideadh droch naidheachd,

Thig tro amhaich a nàmhaid,

Chuireadh fùdar na ghreadaii,

An grund' na h-eaglaise gnàthaicht
;

'S Honor lutm tha na teine,

'S a ghrund 'n do spealadh an grain-shop

Ach, chi sinn fhathasd sud diolte,

Mas' a fior a ta 'n fhàistinn.

Hi-rinn, §-c.

'N uair chaidli Whitehall losgadh,

Bu mhall do clioiseachd gun bhrògan ;

'S mi nach rachadh le pairti,

Air mbire, bhàthadh, na tòite.

Mas' a daoine rinn suas e,

B'fhaoin an cruadal, 's an seoltachd
;

Cha 'n eil mi gearan—mo thruaighe !

Ach a lughad 's a fhuair dbiu an ròstadh
Hl-r,nn, ^c.

Cha tig ai-h rùcas a's cealgan,

O chruitean cealgach an ràbuiU
;

Cuiribh an t-aibbisdear saoil ris

Biodh Dia a's daoine ga aicheadh.
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Cleas eud bean a cliruiteii',

Fhuair a cursadh 'n sgàth gàraidh ;

Thog iad aiisan mar uirsgeul,

Gu 'n do mhurt e dhearbh-bhiathair.

Hi-rintit S^c.

Gu 'm bu gliraniida na sgcoil sin,

Thog na deomhain ga dhìbeirt !

'S iiacli b' uit' iad ga dhearbhadli,

Ach mar bhuille searbh da 'n liichd mi-ri

Gu 'n cuirte isean a chlamhain,

An nead clannach an fhireoiii
;

Mac muice a bhalaich,

Shalcba fala nan righrean.

m-rinn, .^c.

'S mairg righ a rinn cleamhnas,

Ri Duitseach shantach gun trucair ;

Cha b*e 'n onair bu ghnàs da,

Gfid' 's tu brathair-matbair an rògair.

Ged' a thug thu dha Màiri

Air laimh, chum a posaidh,

Ghabh e t-oighreachd a t-an-toil

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

m-rÌH„, Sic.

Bha mac aig righ Oaibhidh,

'S bu deas àill air ceann sluaigh e,

Chaidh e 'n aghaidh an athar,

S am fear nach cair da bhiiaireadh ;

'N uair a sgaoileadh am blàr sin,

Thug Dia pàigheadh na dhuaia da
;

'S o'n bu droch dbuine cloinn e,

Cbrocb a choill air a ghruaig e.

m-rinn, ^c.

Ach buaidh an droch sgeoil sin,

Do phrionns Grains gun diadhachd.

Ged' a racbadh do bliàthadh,

Cha b' ionann has dut 'sa dh' iarrainn
;

Ach mo suilean bhi t-fhaicinn,

£dar eachabh ga d' stialladh ;

Dol a d' smaladh 's an adhar,

Mar luaithe dhaigte ga criathradh.

Hi-rinn, cjc.

Sgrios gun iarmad, gun duilleach,

Cha 'n iarruinn tuille am dhan duibh ;

Gun sliochd a dh-iatbadh mu t' uilinn,

Do gbniomh broinne droch Mbiiiii

;

Ged' a ghlacadh na theum e,

'S farsuinn beul a mhic-lamhaich
;

A shean staoile bhi 'ii cuniiart,

Aig na rinii thu tbrusadh a cràineig.

Bi-Tinn, ^c.

'N ar fhaicear laogh càraid,

Nuas gu làr as a poca,

Cha bhi 'n sean fhacail claoite,

Air neo 's claon theid a thogail
;

Tha 'n da sbant 's an droch mhnaoi ud,

'S annsadh * * * le no boban.

Ach na 'n tigeadh an rìgh sin,

'S a mbac dileas air aidmheil,

Ged' a theireadh prionns Grains,

Nach h-i choir a bhi againn,

Cha bu mho orra Uilleam,

Air sràìd Lunnainn an Sasunn,

*N ceann fhuadach dfth mhuineal,

Na cluais cuilein an radain.

Hi-rinn, ^c.

Prionns Grains a mhl-rath,

Mas' toil le Kigh thoirt gu creideamh,

I 'S coir an duÌUeag so thiondadh^

I
Air a bhan-righ nach creid e.

I

Ma shaoil am bith-sbunntach sainit:irh

Na mhac-samhla ga ghoid siui ;

I Na a ruitheachd le lànnan,

Air nighean Seanalair Huitsein.

1 Hi-rinn, ^c

B'fhearr gu 'm buaileadh e'n siaidse,

Tus a bhàidse bu chòir dha,

N'am bu tuiteam '&a. phlaigh dhuinii,

Mar thuair righ Phàro, 's a sheoisa
;

Mar bha chomhairle bhreige,

Chuir righ Seumas air fògradh
;

Aithris cleas nan droch righrean.

Leis 'n do dhiteadh Righ-hoam.*

Sgeul buan e do'n mhearcaid.

'S nach tog a mac a cuid oighre

'S ion dith cùram a ghabhall,

Mu atha oills

Ach sei

•S olc

gun tuisleadh air Mail

I Ian tha na togsaid
;

Thoill i malluchd a h-athar,

O'n ghabh an t-aibhisteir greim dh'i

*S olc an dùchas a lean rith,

Chuinnt a seanair na throiteir.

Hi-ri„n, ^c.

'S math an toiseach ar seannsa,

Ma rinn am Frangach a thapadh

—

Ma ghlacadh leis Moinaii

Cha sgeul tum-sgeul ach ceartas,

Bu mhatli gu'm biudh an adbhansay

Air a tiondadh gu Sasunn
;

Na gu faicte an cunntar,

Cho ghrad ri tionda nan cairtean,

Hi.Hn,,. .^c.

* nehoboani, poetically.
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Ach ma stad air an diùc sin,

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

Leig e cadal do'n chìi'eìii—
Stad a sgriob mar a chleachd e ;

Ma leig gach saighdear a ghleus deth :

'N uair tha leigheart mu'n chaisteal,

B'fheaiT gu'm iaicinn an coileach,

No, gu'n gaireadh a chaismeacbd.

Hi-rinn, ^c.

Mu tha e'n dan dhut teachd dhachaigh,

'S nàr dhut t-fhaicinn gun speurad
;

Ged' a fhuair thu pairt leonaidh,

Ri am fò:;rjudh rìgh Sheumais
;

Ma tha thu cruaidh air an raipeir,

Seall air slachdan a ghleusaidh,

Leis an do spionadh mo sgròban,

Ma's fior Tùmas an Reumair.

Hi-rinn, ^^c-

AN lORRAM DHARAICH.
DO BHATA Sill SEUMAIS MHIC-DOMHNIULL.

Mocii, "s mi 'g eirigh sa mliadainn,

'S trom euslainteach m'aigne,

'S nach eighear mi'n cnidreamh nam braitfarean,

'S nach eighear mi'n, &c.

Learn is aith-ghearr a cheilidh,

Rinneas mar ris an t-Seumas,

Ris na dhealaich mi'n dè moch la Càisge,

His na dhealaich mì'n dè, &c.

Dia na stiùìr air an darach,

A dh' fhalbh air tùs an t-siuil mliara,

Seal mu'n tug e oheud bhoinne de thràghadh.

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

Ge b'e am cur a choirc e,

'S mi nach pìUeadh o stoc uat,

'S ann a shuidhinn an toiseach do bhàta.

'S ann a shuidhinn an toiseach, &c.

'Nuair bhiodh each cur ri gniomhadh,

Bhiodh mo chuid-sa dheth diomhain,

G' ol nag ucagan fion' air a faradh.

G* ol na gucagan tion, &c.

Cha bu mharcach eich leumnaich,

A bhuin'geadh geall reis ort,

'Nuair a thogadh tu breid osceann sàile.

'Nuair a thogadh tu breid, &c.

'Nuair a thogadh tu tonnag,

Air chuan meanmach nan dronnag,

'S ioma gleann ris an ci'omadh i h-earrach.

'S ioma gleann ris an cromadh, &c.

'Nuair a shuidlieadh fear stiuir oir',

'N am bhi fagail na diithcha,

Bu mhearriuth achuain dù-ghlais fo h-earilinn.

Bu rahear riuth a chuain, &c.

Cha b' iad na Luch-armainn mheanbha,

Bhiodh m'a cupuill ag eileadh,

'Nuair a dh'eiieadh mor shoirbheas le bàirlinn,

'Nuair a dh'eireadh, &c.

Ach na fuirbirnich threubhach,

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

Bheireadh tulg an tùs clc air ramh bràghad.

Bheireadh tulg an tùs clè, &c.

'Nuair a d't'halaichte na buird d'i,

*S nach faighte Ian siuil d'i,

Bhiodh luchd taghaich sior lùbadh nar àlacb.

Bhiodh luchd taghaich, &c.

'S iad gu'n eagal gun euslain,

Ach ag freagradh dh'a chèile,

'Nuair thigeadh muir beucach 's gach aird orr*.

'Nuair thigeadh muir beucach, &c.

Del tiomchioU Rugha na Caillich,

Bu ro mhath siubhal a daraich,

Gearradh shrutha gu cairidh Chaoil-Acuin.

Gearradh shrutha gu cairidh, &c.

Dol gu uidhe chuain fhiadhaich.

Mar bu chttbhaidh leinn iarraidh,

Gu Uist bheag viabhach nan cragh-gheadh.

Gu Uist bheiig riabhach, &c.

Cha bu bhruchag air meirg' i,

Fhuair a treachladh le h-eirbheirt,

'Nuair a thigeadh mor shoirbheas le gabhadb-

'Nuair a thigeadh mor shoirbheas, &c.

Ach an Dubh-Chnoideartach, riabhach,

Luchd-mhor, ard-ghuailleach dhionacb,

Gur lionmhor lann iaruinn m'a h-earraich.

Gur lionmhor lann iaruinn, &c.

Cha bu chrann-lach air muir i,

Shiubhal ghleaiin gun bhi curaidh,

*S buill chainbe ri fulagan àrda.

Buill chaineaba ri, &c.

Bha DomhnuU an Duin innt.

Do mhac oighre 's mor cijram,

'S e do stoile fhuair cliù measg nan Gael.

'S e do stoile fhuair cliù, &c.

Do mhac Uisteach gle-mhor,

Dh'am bu chubhaitlh bhi'n Sleibhte,

O'n Rugha dan cighte Dun-sgathaich.

O'n Rugha dan eigble, &c.
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Og misneachail trcun thu,

('S blath na brie ort san eudainn)

Mur mist' thu ro mlieud 's a do iiàir Ìnnt.

Mur mist' thu ro mheud, &c.

Gur mor mo chion fein ort,

Ged nach cuir mi an ceill e,

Mhic an fhir leis an eireadh na Uraigheich,

Mhic an fhir leis an eireadh, &c.

Ceist nam ban' o Loch-Treig thu,

*S Shrath Oisein nan reidhlean,

Gheibhte broic, agus feidh air a h-aruinn.

Gheibhte broic, agus teldli, &c.

DhVircadh buidhean o Iluaidh leat,

Liibadh iubhar mu'n guaillean,

Thigo Bhrughaichean fuar Charn-na-Làirge.

Thig u Bhrughaichean fnar, &c-

Dream eile dhe d' chinneadb,

Clann Iain o'n Einnean,

'S lad a racbadh san iomairt neo-sgàthach.

'S iad a rachadh san iomairt, &c.

'S iomadh òganach treubhach,

'S glac-crom air chul sgeith air

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

Thig a steach leat, &c.

'S a fhreagradh do t-eigheach,

Gun eagal, gun easlain,

'Nuair chluinneadh iad fein do chrois-tara.*

'Nuair a chluinneadh iad fein, &c.

MARBHRANN
DO SHIR SEUMAS MAC-DHOXUII.L.

GuR fad tha mi 'm thamh,

Thuit mo cbridhe gu lar,

Righ ! 's deacair dhomh tàn)h 's mi beo.

Gur fad tha, &c.

'Se do thuras do 'n Dun,

Dh-fhag snith' air mo shuil,

'Sa bhi faicinn do thùr gun cheo,

'Se do, &c.

# " Crois-iùrn," or *' crann-tara," was a piece of wood, '

half bviTiit and dipt in blood, sent by a special messenger I

as a eignal of distrcas or alaim. The person to whom it I

was sent, immediately despatched another person with it
i

tn some one else; and thus was intelligence passed from

one to another over immense distiinces in an incredibly

short time. One of the latest instances of its being used,

was in 1715, by lord lìtendalbine, when it went round Loch

Tviy, the distance of Ihirty-two miles, in three hours. 'Jhe
[

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

night, recourse was had to the " Sgorr.i/ieinc," a large fire

kindled on an eminence. See Ossian's "Carrig-thura." I

The l.'ist nifi.tioncd signal is spoken of by Jeremiah to de- I

note diotreas, chap. vi. 1.
i

Tha do bhaile gun speia,

Gun eich ga 'in uiodhadh le srein,

Dh-fhalbh gach fasan le Seumas og.

Tha do bhaile, &c.

'Nuair a rachadh tu strl,

Ann an arraailt an rìgh,

Bhiodh do dhioUaid air mil-each gorm.

Nuair a racha', &c.

'Nuair a rachadh tu maeb,

B' ard a chluinnte do smachd,

Bhiodh Iain Muideartach leat 's Mac-Ltwid.

Nuair a, flee.

'S leat Mac Pharlain na 'n cliar,

Bh-aig fir t-ait-sa riamb,

Mac-an Aba le cbiad na dhò.

Fear chann, &c.

Clann Iain a nuas,

'S fir a bhraighe so shuas,

'S Mac Ghriogairo Uuadh-shrntli niin-

Chlaini. lein, &c.

Clann Cham-Shroin a nail,

O bhraighe nan gleann,

Chuireadh iubhar le srann am feoil.

Clainn, &c.

'S leat Mac-Dhomlinuill a ;is.

Na 'm bratach 's na 'm piob,

Crunair gasda na 'n righ bhrat sròil

'Sleat, &c.

Gu 'm faicendh nio Dijìa,

Do mbac air an t-sliabh,

Ann an duthaich nan cliar 's mi beo.

Gu 'm fuiceadh, &c.

Thig a Atholl a uios,

Comhlan ghasda gun sgios,

Ceannard rompa s e fìnealt òg.

Thig a Atholl, &c.

Coinnlean geala de 'n cheir,

*S iad an lasadh gu geur,

Urlar farsuinn mu *n eighte 'n t-òl,

Coinnlean, &c.

Bhiodh do ghillean mu searh,

A lionadh dibbe b' fhcarr bias,

Fion Spainnteach dearg ac agus beoir.

Bhiodh do, &c.

Uisge-beatha na 'm pios,

Rachadh 'n tairgead ga dhiolj

Gheibhte 'n gloin e mar ghriog an òir.

Uisge beatha, &c
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'S ann na shineadh 'sa 'n àllt,

Tha deagh cheann-taìghe au aigb,

Ged a thuit e le deannad leu.

*S ann na, &c.

Buidheann eilc mo ghaoil,

Ga 'm bii shuaithcheantas fraocb,

Och ino elii'each ! iiach d'-fhaod iad blù beò,

Buidheann, &c.

BuÌdheaniJ eile ino ruiii,

Airiiadicualasini-cbliù,

Thig le Alasdair surmdach òg.

Uuidheann, &c.

Bhiodb mnathan ùg an fbuit ri^idb,

Gabbail dbàii dbaibh le 'm beul,

Ann ad thalla gu 'n eisde ceùl.

Bbiodh, &c.

Fbip a dh' fhuilig am bàs,

'S a dhoirt t-fhuil air ar sgatb,

Na leig mulad gu bràth na 'r coir.

Fhir a, &c.

Nis on sgìthicb mo cbeann,

Sior thuireadb do rannt,

Bi'dh mi sgnr anns an àra Ì3 còir,

Nìs o 'n sgìtbich, &c.

MARBHRANN
1/0 Dir ALASDAIR DUBH GHLUVNE-GARAIDH.

Mi *g eiridh 'sa mhadainn,

Gur beag ni' aiteas ri sùgi-adh,

O 'n dh' fhalbh uachdran fearail,

Ghlinne-Garaidh air ghiùlan
;

*S ann am flaitbeas na fàilte,

Tha ceannard àillidb na dùthcha;

Sàr choirniieir foìnnidl),

Nach robh folleil do 'n chrùn thu.

Ho r() 's fada 's gur fadoj

'Scianfadamobhrùn,

O 'n latfia chàradh yu h-ìosal.

Do phearsa phrhdlfo 'njhòdy

Tha mo chrid-sa ciùirte,

Cha dean mi sùgradh ri ni bheò^

O •« dh-fhalbh ceaniuird na 'h i

Oighre dualchas an t-SrÒim.

'S mairg a tbarladh roi' d' dhaoine,

'Nuair tbogte fraoch ri do bhrataicb
;

Dh' eireadb stuadli an clàr t-aodainn,

Le neart feirg agus gaisgidh
;

Sud am phearsa neo-sgàthach,

'N t-sùil bu bhlaithe gun ghaiseadh
;

Gu 'ni biodh maoim air do naimhdean,

Ili linn dut spainnteacb a gblacadh.

Ho-ro'sfada, cjc.

Fhuair thu 'n cliù sjn o tboiseacb,

'S cha b' olc c ri innseadh
;

Craobh chosgairt sa bhlàr thu,

Nach gabhadh sgàtli roimh luchd pbìcean
;

No i'oi' sbaighdeirean dearga,

Ged a b' armailtean rìgli iad
;

Le 'n ceannardan fuìlteach,

*S le 'n gunnaichean cinnteacli.

Ho-ro -sfada. .^c.

Gur t'arsiiinn do raiiritaibh,

Ri sheanachas 's ri shloinneadh
;

Gur tu oìghre 'n larl llich.

Nach tug cìs le gniomh foiHeÌl ;

Marcaich aid na 'n each cruìtheach,

Nan si'ian ùr 's na 'n lann soilleir,

Lamh threin ann an cruadal,

Ceannard sluaigb a toirt teine.

Ho-ro 'sfada, ^^c.

Fhuair thu onair fir Alba,

Bha meas 's ainm air fear t-iliasain

;

Ann an gliocas 'sa geire.

An cliù, an ceuaidh 'sa gaisge ;

Thug Dia gibhtean le buaidh dhut,

Cridhe fuasgailteaeb farsuinn ;

Fbir bu cbiiiine na mhaighdeann^

'S bu ghairge na 'n lasair.

Ho-ro 'sfada, ^c.

'S goirt an t-earchall a tbachair,

O 'n cbaidh an iomairt so tuatbal

;

O latha blàir Sliabh-an-t-Siorram,

Chain ar cinneat-h an uaislean
;

Thionndaidh chulbbl' air Clann-Domhnuil

'N treasa conspunn bhi bhuatha ;

Ceann a's colar Chlann- Uàj^bnuill,

'N i'huil ài-d 's i gun truailieadh.

Ho-To'sfadit, ^c,

Nis o 'n dh-fhaU)h an triuir bhràitbrcan
;

Chleacbd mar àbhaist bhi suairce;

Laoich o Gharaiilh nam bradan,

Caipteine' smachdail a r.hruadail
;

Dh-fha!bh Sir Domhnuill a Sleibhte

;

Bumburreusan as cruadal;

Cha tig gu bihth air Clann- Domhnuill,

Triuir clnnmspunn cho cruaidh riu.

Ho TO 's fada, &-c.
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Chiiosda dh-fhuil!g am bàs duiini,

O 'ii 's tu ar patron ùrnaigh ;

Cam an t-aog o dha bhrathair,

Fhad 'sa b" àiU leinn le dùrachd ;

Dheaiiadh treis do 'n àlach,

So dh-fhag e gun suilean ;

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

Nadi tugadh each au sgiath chùil dcth.

Ilo-ro 's fada, S^'c.

'Nuair threig each an cuid t'earainn,

'S iiaeh d-t'han iad 'sa 'n ringhachd ;

'Sheas thusa gu fearail,

'S cha b* ana le sgainnel a shin thu ;

Chuir thu fuaradh na t'roise,

Seach ar dorsaibh g* 'ar dionadli

;

Gu 'ri robh t-fhalgseni cho làidir,

Ki leoghainn ard do 'n fhuil lUughail.

Ho-ro 'sfada, è'c.

Cba robh larl ann an Albuimi,

Ghtìibheadh earbsa na run riiit ;

Gu 'm biodh toiseach gaeh naidheachd,

Gu lamhan a chùirteh-
;

Stìobhag firinneach suairce,

Choisinn cruadal gach cùise ;

Ceannard nihaithean a's uaislean,

Aig an t-sluagh 's iad ga ghiùlan.

Ho ro 's fada, ^c.

Sgeula b' ait' leam ri inseadh,

Sa bhi g' a leirsinn le V suilean ;

Do mhac oighr' ann a t-ihearann,

Mur bu mhath le luchd dùrachd ;

Arl) aon neach leis am b* oil e,

Luaidhe ghlas le neart fùdair ;

Troimh' 'n cridh' air a fiaradh,

(^hor 's nach iarradh iad tionndadh.

HoTo'sfada,Si-c.

CUMHA MHONTUOISE

Ml gabhail Srath Dhruim-uarlHÌaii-

^S beag ni'aighear anna an imir su,

Tba'n lath' air dol gu gruamnrhd,

'S cha'n e tha buain mo sprochd.

Ge duilirh leam, 's ge diobhail,

M't'hear cinnidh math bhi dhith orr

Cha'n usa leam an sgriolis',

Thairiing air an rloghachd bl.och.i.

Tba Alba dol fo chios-chain

Aig I'arbhalaicli gun fhirinii,

lUiar a chalpa dhìrirh

'S e cuid de lu'dhiobhaìl ghoirt.

Tha Sasunnaich 'g ar Ibireìgneadh,

'G ar creach*, 'g ar mort', 's'gar marbhadb

Gu 'n ghabh ar n- Athair fearg rinn,

Gur dearmad dluiirin, 's gur bochd.

Mar a bha cloinn Israel

Fo bhruid aig righ na h-Eiphit,

Tha sinn air a cbor cheudna,

Cha'n eigh iad rinn ach "siuc'*

Ar righ an duis a chrùnadh,

Mu'n gann a leum e ùr- fhas,

Na thaistealach bochd, riiisgte,

Gun f/heardt gun chùirt, gun choisd'.

'G a fhair-fhuadach as àste,

Gun duine leis deth chàirdean,

Mar luing air uachdar sàile,

Gun stiuir, gun ràmh, gun phort.

Cba tuid mi do Dhun-eideann,

O dhoirteadh full a Ghreumaich,

An leoghann fearail, treubhach,

'G a cheusadh air a chroich.

B'e sud am fior dhuin uasal,

Nach robh de'n litme shuaraicb,

Bu ro mhath ruidbe gruadhach,

'N am tarruinn suasgu trod.

Deud chailc, bu ro mhath dliitliadh,

Fudh mhala chaoil gun mhugaich,

Ge trie du dhàil gam' dbusgadli,

Cha ruisg mi chàch e nochd.

Mhic Neill,* a Asainn chianail,

Na'n glacain ann am lionn thu,

Bhiodh m'fhacal air do bhìnn,

'S cha diobrainn thu o'n chroich.

* Captain Andrew Muiiro sent instructions to N'cil

Macleod, the laird of Assyiit, his brother-in-law, to appro-

hend every stranger that might eiittr his bounds, m ihe
hope of catcltiiig Montrose, for who>e apiirehoitsion a
splendid reward was olTeied. In consetiuence of those in.

Btructions, Macleod sent out various parties Ìu QUeai of

Montiose, but they could not fjll in with him. '* At last

the laird of Assynt being abroad in arms with fome of his

tenants in search of him, Itglittd on him in a place where
he had continued three or four days without me.it or driitk,

and only one man in his company. Assynt had forim-rly

been one of Montrose's own followers, who immediitcly
knowing him, and believing to hnd friendshipat his hands,
willingly discovered himself; but Assynt not daring lo

conceal him, and being greedy of the lewaid which was
promiiied to the person who should apprehend him by the
council of the estates, immediately seized and disarmed
him."* Montrose offered Macleod a large sum of money
for his liberty, which he refused to grant. Macleod kept
Montrose and his companion prisoners in the castle of

Aird-bhreac, his principal residence, far a few days, lie

was from thence removed lo Skibo castle, where he was
kept two nights, thereafter to the castle of liraan, and
thence again to Edinburgh.
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Nan taclirainns a*s tu fein,
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Dli- tliiUbh na spalpain a null,

Uha fial farsuinn na'n grunnd,

Cha b'iad na facliaich gun rum gun leud iad.

Dh-fbalbh na spalpain, &c.

Domlmull gorm bu glan gnuis.

Fear bu mbin bba de 'n triùir,

Cba bu chorr-clieann thu 'n cuirt righ Seurlas

Domhiiull gorm bu, &c.

Cbunnaic mis thu air trian,

'S cha bu gna leat bhi crian,

'S gu'm bu nolaig le fion do ruidhlean.

Cbunnaic mis thu air, &c.

Cba bhola phìtididh do mbiann,

'N am dhaibh falbh bbuat gu dian,

'N cois na tràghad ga'n lionadb reidh loat.

Cha bliola paidbidb, &c.

De dh-uisge-boatha 's do bheor,

*S iad a gjibbail na's leoir,

Mur a thoilicheadh beoil ga eigheach.

De dh-uisge-beatha, &c.

Mu bbòrd gun time gun ghruaim,

Le Ò1, 's le iomart, 's le sluadh,

Is ceol bu bhiune na cuach 'a a cheitean.

Mubhòrd gun time, &c.

Fhuair tbu deannal na dbo,

Dh-fhag do pannal fo bròn,

Gu'm bu ghearran a leon m'un eighe.

Fhuair tbu deannal, &c.

Air Raon-Ruairidh nan strac,

Far na bhuannaich thu 'm blAr,

Chain tbu t-uaislean a'st-armainn glileus^

Air Raon-Ruairidh, &c.

Air an talamh chrion, chruaidh,

Nach falaicheadh gearrag a cluais,

Fhuair sibh deannal na luaidbe leughta.

Air an talamh, &c,

Bu neo chraobbaidh na seòid,

Fhuair sa cbaonnaig an leon,

B' ann diu RaonuU a's Eoln a*s Seunias.

Bu neo chraobbaidh, &c.

Cha dean mi run ach gu foil.

Do n-àl ùr 's th'air teuchd òrim,

Bho nach diiisgear le cool Sir Seumas.

Cha dean mi run, &c.

Dh-fhalbh thu fein 's do cbuid mae,

Mala gheur sibh gu neart,

'S fada bho cbeile fo cbeapaibh ruisg sibh.

Dh-thalabh thu fein. &c.

'S lilàth an leab' air bhur cinn,

Seach daormainn tbasgatdh nan suim,

Sibil bu sgapach air buinn le feile.

'S blàth an leab, &c.

Thuirt mi 'n urrad ud ribh,

'S lann ar muineal ma pill sibli brejg m\,

Thuirt mi 'n uraid, &c.
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AN CIARAN MABACH.

GILLEASPUIG RUADH MAC-DHOMHNUILL.

Archibald M'Donald, commonly called Ciaran Mabach, was an illegitimate son of

Sir Alexander M'Donald, sixteenth baron of Slate. He was contemporary with Iain

Lorn, the Lochaber bard, and his coadjutor in punishing the murderers of the lawful heir3

of Keppoch.

In no one could his father more properly have confided matters of importance, requir-

ing sagacity, zeal, and bravery, than in this son. Accordingly he made use of his ser-

vices when necessary; and put tlie greatest dependence in his fidelity, prudence, and

activity. Ciaran Mabach was no doubt amply requitted by his father, who allotted him

a portion of land in North Uist. Grants of land v.ere in those times commonly given

to gentlemen of liberal education, but of slender fortune; where amid their rural occupa-

tions they enjoyed pleasures unknown to those who in similar stations of life were lesa

happily located. Of this our bard was very sensible during his stay in Edinburgh, as

we learn from his poem on that occasion.

It does not appear that our poet was a voluminous writer; and of his compositions there

are very few extant. It is to-be regretted that so few of his poems have been preserved,

as his taste, education, and natural powers, entitle him to a high place among the bards

of his country. Gentlemen of a poetical genius could have resided in no country more

favourable to poetry than in the Highlands of Scotland, where they led the easy life of

the sportsman, or the grazier, and had leisureto cultivate their taste for poetry or romance.

B' ANNSA CADAL AIR FRAOCH.

Ge socrach mo leabaidh, Agus Uiginnis riabhach,

B' annsa cadal air fraoch,
I An trie an d'iarr mi damh-donn,

Ann an lagan beag uaigneach,
|

'S a bbi triall thun nam bodach,

A's bad de'n luachair ri 'm tbaobfa,
i

Dha'm bu chosnadli cas-chrom.

'Nuair dh'eirinn sa' mhadainn,

Bhi siubhal ghlacagan caol, Cha'n eil agam cij gleusda,

Na bhi triall thun na h-Abaid, A's cha'n eil feum agam dha,

'G eisdeachd glagraich nan sàor. Cha suidh mi air bachdan.

Air sliabh fad o chàch,

'S oil learn càradh na frlthe, Cha leig mi mo ghaothar,

'S mi bhi 'n Lite nan long, Chaidh faogh'd an tuim bain,

Eadar ceann Saileas Si-phort, 'S cha sgaoil mi mo luaidhe,

A's rutba Ghrianaig nan tonn, An Gleann-Ruathaiu gu bràth.
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B'iad ino ghradh-sa a ghraidh uallach,

A thogadh suas ris an àird,

Dh'itlieadh binlair an fhuarain,

'S air bu shuarach an càl,

'S mise fein nach tug fuath dhuibb,

Ged a b'fhuar am mios Màigh.

*S trie a dh'tluiilig mi cruadal,

A'a moran fuachd air 'ur sgàth.

Be mo ghradh-sa fear buidhc,

Nach dean suidhe mu'n bhòrd,

Nach iarradh ri cheannach,

Pinnt leanna na beoir
;

Uisge-beatha math dubailt,

Cha be b'fbiù leat ri òl,

B'fhearr leat biolair an fhuarain,

A's uisge luaineach an loin.

B'i mo ghradh-sa a bhcan nasal,

Dha nach d'fhuaras riamh lochd»

Nach iarradli mar chluasaig,

Ach fior ghualainn nan cnoc,

'S nach fuiligeadh an t-sradag,

A lasadh r'i corp,

Orb ! a Mhuire mo chruaidh-chas,

Nach dh'fhuair mi thu nochd.

Bean a b'aigeantaich ceile,

Nam eiridh ri driùchd,

Cba'n fhaiglieadh tu beud da,

'S cha bu leir leis ach thu

Sibh an glacaibh a cheile,

Am tior eudainn nan stuc,

*S ann am eiridh na grèine,

Bu ghlan leirsinn do sbùì*

'Nuair a thigeadh am tòghai',

Bu bhinn leam gleadhair do cbK-ibh,

Dol a ghabhail a chronain.

Air a mhointicb bhuig reidh,

Dol an coinneamh do leannaiu,

Bu ghile feaman a'a celr

Our hi 'n cilid bu bhoiche,

A'a bu bbrisge lòghmhorra ceum.

AVjM—This inng wj

puct was under the c

foot.

omposcd in Edinburgh whil

; of a surgeon for a sprain i

I

MAUBIIUANN

I

DO SHIR SEUMAS MAC-DHOHUÌLL*

B' FHEARR am mor olc a chluinntinn.

Bhrigh iomradh na fhaicinn •

Dhomhsa b' fhurasd* sud innse,

Hug air 'm inntinn trom shac dbeth
;

\
O 'n is mi bha 'sa 'n fhulang,

. Bu chruaidh duilich ri fhaicino;

' Rainig croma-sgian o 'n aog mi,

Cha do sbaor i bun aisue.

I 'S e dh' fbàg fodha dliomh 'n coite,

Aon a mhoichcad a dhùisg mi,

I

'S mi gun (hear air barr agani,

I Thogadh 'm aigneadh a dùsal ;

'Nuair a bheum an sruth tràigh orm,

' Rug muir bàitht' air a chul sin,

I

Cha d' ihiosraich mi 'm has dut,

Gus an dli fhàg mi thu 'n crùiste.

I Fath m* acainn 's mo thùrsa,

Nach duisgear le teud thu,

Na le tòrgan na fidhle,

]
Mo dhiobbail 's mo leir-cbreach

;

Fhir a chumadh i dionach,

Dh* aindeoin siontan ga 'n eiread,

Thu 'n diugh fo leacan na h-iirach,

Gun rao dhuil ri thu dh' eiridh.

'S bochd an ealtainns' thug so sgriob i

Thug dhiom m' carr agus m' fhuusiig,

'S geur 's gur goirt spuir an ràsair,

Thrusas cnàmhan a's fuithean
;

Dh-fhag sud mise dheth craiteach,

Dh-aindeoin dàil gu ro chreuchdach ;

Cha dean ballan no sàbh dhetli,

Mise slàn gus an eug mi.

Ge b' e chuireadb dhomh 'n umhail,

Do mhor chumha ga m' leònadb,

Na mo dbosan a liathadh,

Coig bliadhna roimh' 'n òrdugh ;

Tha mi 'n diugh a toirt pàigheadb,

the
, A' meud m' àìlleas as m' òige,

•^*"

I

O 'n rug deireadh do bbàis orm,

Os cionn cbàich cha b'e m* òrdugh.

I

'S rtiad tha mi 'm Oisein gun mheogb;

As do dheaghaidh bochd dòlum,

,

Osnadh fbarbairneach, fritbir,

Tha m' fheith-chridh' air a leònadh
;

Leìgeam fios thun a bhreitheamh,

Nach iarr slighe gu dò-bheart,

' The poet's brother.
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Our h-e " Port Uaoghuill uidhiis"'^-

Mur iiach bu dligheach is ceòl dorah.

'S bochd mo naidheachd r'a h-innse
;

(Ji* b' e sgrlobhadh i "n tàth-bhuinn
;

O "ti liriim thu feum duine,

Gus' II do chuireadh "sa 'n lar thu ;

Bha mo dbeas-lainb dol sios leat,

All cladhaii crirhe mo chràdh-siilad ;

'6 inoi' na b' fheudar dhomh fhulang,

Mo bhuan fhuireach o m brathair.

'S bocbd an ruinnlgil fhuathais,

Uug air uaisleaii do chairdean,

'S goirt a bhonnag a Ihuair iail.

*N latha ghlualseadh gu tàiiib leat
;

Ge b'e neach is mo buaniiachd,

*N lorg luatbair a bbàis so,

'S raise pearsa 's mo tuairgbe,

'Sa 'nuair so th' air t-àruinn.

Cba chilis fharmaid mo letliid ;

'S anil tha rai 'n deigh mo spùiUidh ;

lìhiiiii an t-eug dhiom gu buileach,

Barr a's Ìomall mo cbùirte
;

'S feudar taraailte fhulang,

Gun dion buill' air rao chùl-thaobh,

Stad mo chlaidheamh na dhuille,

'S bath dhomh fuireach r'a rùsgadh.

* Raogkul/ odhar was a piper. There is a story told about

this worthy, to the following purpose:— He was a great

coward ; and being in the exercise of his calling in the

battle-field one day along with his clan, he was seized

with such fear at the sightof the enemy, whom he thought

too many for his party, that he left otl" playing altogether,

and began to sing a most dolorous song to a lachrymose air,

some stanzas of whicli had been picked up and preserved

by his fellow soldiers ; and which, on their return from the

war they did not fail to repeat. When an adult is seen crying

for some trifling cause, he is said to be singing "Port

Raoghnuill uUlhii\^* " Dun Donald's tunc :" and when
a Highlander is threatening vengeance for some boisterous

and uproarious devilment which has been [ilayed off upon

him, he will say :
" Bheir misorf gu scinn thu ' Port liaog.

Imill uidkir * *' i c. " I will make you sing * Dun Ronald's

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

" Be so an talamh rai shealbhach !

Tha gun chladach gun gharbhlach gu'n thils
;

Anns an rachainn da'm fhalacb,

•S sluagh gun athadh a teannadh faisg oirn

Tha mi tinn leis an eagal,

Tha mi cinntench gur beag a bhios beb

Chi mi lasadh anfhhdair,

Chluinn mi sgaifradh nnn dU-chlach ri òrd!

Fhuair mi gunna nach diult mi.

Fhuair mi claidheamh nach lùb ann am dhòrn.

Ach ma ni iad mo mharbhadh.
Clod a feum a ni 'n àrmach sin dhomh-s'?

Tha mi tinn. SfC.

Ged do gheibhinn-sa sealbh.

Air 1àn a chaisteal de dli' airgead *s de dh-òr,

Oich ! 'ma ni iad rao mharbhadh !

Ciod a feum a ni 'n t-airgead sin domh-s'?"
Tha mi tiimt ^.

lìhuin an t eiij^ creach gun tolr dhiom

Dh" aindeoin oigridh do dhùthcha
;

Dh' thag e m' aigneadh fo dhòruinn,

*S bhuail e bròg air mo chuinneadh
;

: 'S trom a dh* fhuasgail e deoir dtiomb,

Bu mhor mo choir air an dubladh
;

; Mu cheann-uighe nan deoiribh,

Bhi to bhòrd ana an dùnadh.

I Bu deas deile mo shior-ruith,

'S gu 'm bu dionach mo chlàraidh
;

' Bha mo chala gun diobradh,

Ga mo dhion as gach sàradh' ;

Uiamh gus 'ii tainig an dil orm,

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

Chuir i as domh ma m' àirnean.

Call gun bhuinig gun bhuannachd,

Bha ga m' ruagadh' o 'n tràth sin ;

Cha b' i 'n iomairt gun fhuathas,

Leis 'u do ghluais mi mar chearrach
;

'N cluich a shaoil mi bhi 'm buarmachd.

Dh' fhaoite ghluasad air tàileasg
;

Thainig goin a's cur suas orm,

'S tha fear fuar dhomh na t-àite.

O 'n cbaidh maill' air mo fhradbarc,

*S nach taoghail mi 'n ard-bheann
;

Chuir mi cul ris an fhiadhach,

Pong cha n' iarr mi air clàrsaich
;

Mo cheol laidhe a's eiridh,

M' osnadh gheur air bheag tàbbachd
;

Fad mo re bidh mi 'g acain,

Mheud 'sa chleachd mi dheth t-àilleas.

Ach dieasaidh faighidìnii furtachd,

Nach faic thu chuisle ga luaithead
;

Air fear na teasaich 'sa 'n fbiabhrais,

'S gearr mu shioladh a bbruaidlein

;

Muir a dh' eireas ga bhraisead,

Ni fear math beairte dh' i suaiiieach
;

Ach e dh' iomairt gu tapaidh,

Ceann da shlait thuig a's uaithe.

'Nuair a bha mi am ghille,

*S mi 'n ciad iomairt Shir Seumus,

Mar ri comhian dheth m' chinneadh,

Seoladh air spinneig do dh' Eirinn
;

'Sannaig I Chalum Chille,

Ghabh mi giorrag mu d' dheighinn ;

Chain thu Ian mèise feodair,

Air do shròin do 'n fhull ghlè dhearg.

Luchd a cbaitheadh nan cuaintean,

'S moch a ghluaiseadh gu surdail,

Le 'n àlach chalpannan cruaidhe,

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

Ghlacadh gluasad na stiiirach ;

'S fear math bearit air a gualainn,

B' urrainn fuasgladh gach cuise.

'N am gluasad o thir dhuinii,

Bu neo-mhiodhoir ar lòistean,

Cornach, cupanach, fìonach,

Glaineach, liontaidh a stòpaibh ;

Gu cairteach, taileasgach, disneacli,

'S tailc air uigU na 'm foirnibh

;

Dhomb-sa b' fhurasd' sud innse

Bu chuid do m' gtioimh o m* aois òige.

Bu ro-eibneach mo leabaidh^

'S bba mo chadal gle cbombnard,

Fhad 'sa dh' fhuirich thu again,

An caoin cbadal gun fhòtus ;

I Bu tu mo sgaitb laidir dliileas,

' Ga mo dhion o gach dòrainri,

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

Bhi 'n diugh a scasamh do chòrach.

DIORBHAIL NIC A BHRIUTHAINN;

DOROTHY BROWN.

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

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

ployed her muse in the bitterest satire against the Campbells. Indeed there must have

been great pungency in her songs; for, long after her death, one Colin Campbell, a native

of Luing, being at a funeral in the same burying-ground where she was laid, trampled on her

grave, ininrecating curses on her memory. Duncan Maclachlan, of Kilbride, in Lorn, him-

self a poet, and of whom the translator of Ossian makes honourable mention as a preserver

of Gaelic poetry, being present, pulled him off her grave, sent for a gallon of whisky,

and had it drunk to her memory on the spot. Her song to Alasdair Mac Cholla, was com-

posed on seeing his birlinn pass through the sound of Luing on an expedition against the

Campbells, in revenge for the death of his father, whom they had killed some time before.

She is the only poetess who at all approaches Mairi nighean Alasdair Rtiaidh as a suc-

cessful votary of the muse. She composed a great many songs, but, not being much known

out of her native island, perhaps, the following piece is the only thing of hers now extant.

A tomb-stone, with a suitable Gaelic inscription, is about to be erected to her memory, in

Luing, by a countryman of her own, Mr Artt M'Lachlan, of Glasgow, a gentleman well

known for his zeal in every thing tending to promote the honour of Highlanders, and the

Highlands.

ORAN DO DH' ALASDAIR MAC COLLA.

Alasdair a laoigh mo ch6ille,

Co chutmaic no dh' fhag tliti *n EirSnn,

Dh* ^<>g thu na miltean 's na ceudan,

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

Calpa cruinn an t-siubhail eutruim.

chciloCas chruinncachadh 'n t-sUiaigh ri

Cha deanar cogadh as t-cugais,

'S cha dcanar sith gun do rcite,

'.S ged nach hi iin Duimhnich rfidh riu(,

Gu 'n robh an righ mur tha mi fein dut.
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E-hi, hi u /ui, rò /,a eile,

E-ho, III u ho, s ! ri ri Ù,

HÒ hi Ù ro, h,) eile.

Mo dhiobhail dUh nan ceann-fheadhna.

Mo chruit, mo clilàrsach, a's m' fhiodhall,

IVIo theud chìùil *s gach ait am bithinn,

'Nuair a bha mi òg 's mi 'm nighinn,

'S e thogadh m' iimtinn thu tbighinii,

Glieiblieadh tu mo phòg gun bbruithinn,

'S mar tha mi 'n diugh 's math do dhligh oirr'.

E-ho i u ho, lJc.

Mhoire 's e mo run am fii-ionn,

Cha bbuacliaille bho 'sa 'n innis,

Ceann-feadhna greadhnach gun ghiorraig,

Marcaich nan steud 's Ifoir a mhire,

Uhuidhneadh na cruintean d'a ghillean,

'8 nacli scachnadh an toir iomairt,

Ghaolaich na 'n deanadh tu pilleadh,

Gheibheadh tu na bbiudh ta sirendh,

Ged a chaillinn lis mo chinneach

—

Pòg o ghruagach dhuinn an fhirich.

E-ho i u ho, ijc.

'S truagh nach eil mi mar a b' ait leam,

Ceann Mhic-Caileiii ann am achlais,

Cailein liath 'n deigh a chasgairt,

'S a 'n Crunair an deigh a ghlacadh,

Bu shunndach a glielbhinn cadal,

Ged a b' i clircag chruaidh mo leabaidh.

E-ho i u ho, ^-c.

M' eudail thu dh' fheara' na dilinn,

'S math 's eol dhomh do shloinneadh innse,

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

Tha do dhrcach mar dh' òrdaich rìglj e,

Fait am boineid tha sinteach,

Sàr mhusg ort no cuilibhear,

Dh'eighte geard an cuiit an righ leat,

Ceist na 'm ban o 'n Chaisteal Ileach,

Dorn geal mu 'n dean an t-òr sniamhan.
E-ho i H ho, ijc.

Domlinullach gasda mo ghaoil thu,

'Scha b' e Mac Dhoniichai Ghliiine-Faochain.
Na duine bha beò dheth dhaoiue,

Mhic an fhir o thùr na faoileachd,

Far an tig an long fo h-aodach,

Far an òlte fion gu greadhnach.

E-ho i u ho, ^c.

Mhoire 's e mo run an t-òigear,

Fiughantach aigeanntach spòrsail,

Ceannard da ceathairne moire,

'S mise nach diultadh do chòmhradh.
Mar ri cuideachd no am onar,

Mhic an fhir o 'ii innis cheolar,

O 'n tir am faighte na geoidh-ghlas,

'S far am faigheadh fir fhalamh stòras.

E-ho i u ho, >5c.

Bhuailte creach a's speach mhor leat,

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

Aig a liuthad larla a's mòrair,

Thigeadh a thoirt mach do chòracb,

Thig Mac-Shimidh, thig Mac-Leod ann,

'I'hig Mac-DhonuiU duibh o Lochaidh,

Bidh Sir Seumus ann le rohor fhir.

Bidh na b" annsa Aonghas òg ann,

'S t-fhuil ghreadhnach fein bhi ga dortadli,

'S deas tarruinn nan geur lanu gleoiste.

E-ho i u ho, <J-c.

'S na 'n saoileadh cinneadh t-athar,

Gu 'n deanadh Granutaich do ghleidheadh,

'S ioma fear gunna agus claidheamh,

Chotaichean uain' 's bhreacan dhathan,
Dh' eireadb leat da thaobh na h-amhuun,
Cho lionmhor ri ibht an draighinn.

E-ho i u ho, ^c.

Mhoire 'a iad mo run an comunn,
Luchd na 'n cul buidhe a's donua,

Dheanadh an t-iubhar a chromadh,
Dh' olarih (ion dearg na thonnadh,

Thigeadh stcach air niointich Thollaidh,

'S a thogadh creach o mhuinntir Thomaidh.
E-ho i u ho, §;€.

Note— As the air to which this piece is sung is rather
a kind of irregular chant tlian a tune, the poetess was not
necessitated to make all her stanzas of equal length. We
know of other even good songs in similar style; and, per.
haps, it is in some measure owing to this circumstance
tllat the fertility of imagination, and raciness of language,
so apparent in the compositions of some of our untutored
bards is to be attributed. Marhlirann [ainghairbh, at page
26, is an instance of this.
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SILIS RI6HEAN MHIC RAO^AILL.

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

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

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

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

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

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

him in Moràghach Mhic-Shimidh, a place which she describes in a poem, as bare and

barren in comparison to her native Lochabcr. This celebrated piece begins with, " A

thcanga sin 'sa theanga shrdil," which was the first piece she composed after her marriage.

During her residence in the Nortli she composed " Slan gti brack le ceOl na clàrsaich,"

as a Icimcnt for Lachlan M'Kinnon the blind harper. This harper was a great favourite

of our poetess, and used to spend some of his time in her father's family. He was also

in the habit of paying her a yearly visit to the North, and played on his harp while she

sung :

—

*• Nuair a ghlacadh tu do clilàrsach,

Sa bhiodh tu ga j;Ieiisadh lainh rium,

Cha nlliath a thuigte U uinaidh,

Do chuir chiul-sa,*s mo ghabbail dhan-sa.

"

During her residence in the North she composed several short pieces, among which is an

answer to a sons by Mr M'Kenzie of Gruineard called " An obair nvgha" Her husband

died of a fit of intoxication, while on a visit to Inverness. She composed an elegy on him

which is here given. The song " Alasdair a Glinne- Garaidfi" is truly beautiful, and has

served as a model for many Gaelic songs. After the death of her husband, she was nearly

cut off by severe illness ; and upon her recovery, engaged her muse in the composition of

hymns, some of which are still in use, as appears from a Hymn-book printed at Inverness

in 1821. She lived to a good old age, but the time of her death is uncertain.

MARBHRANN AIR BAS A FIR.

'S I so bliadhna 's faid' a chlaoidh mi, 'S i so bliadhn' a diaisg air m' àilleas,

Gu'n cheol gu'n aighear gun fhaoiltcas, Chuir mi fear mo tbaighe 'n càradh.

Mi mar bhàt air Iràigh air sgaoileadh, 'N ciste ch.ioil 's na saoir 'ga sàbhadh

Guu stiùii', gu" seol, gun ràmh, gun t.ioman. O ! 's mis tha faoiii "s mo dhaoin' air m' {imf.i

_ , Ì I /•!. It 1.1 O 's coma' ham fhill, ire.
O s coma learn fnin na co d/iiubft sin, •> ^

Mire, vo aiahear, no sùgradlt,

'Ndiugh shin mi r'a chiimiUdh, Ch;iill mi .sin 's mo chtiilean gnidhach,

' S e ceann na bladhnathuQ riadh dhiomUùbdilt. Bha gu foÌEinidb, fearail, àiUidh,
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Bha gtin bheain, gun leum, gun ardan

;

Bha guth a bheii mar theud na clàrsaich.

O 's coma learn fhin, §-c.

JMa 's beng Icam sud fhuair mi bàrr air

Ceann mo stiiic is pruip nan càirdeaii,

A leag na ceud le bheura 's na blàraibli,

Ga chuir fo 'n fhùd le ol na graisgo.

O "s coma' learn fhin, §c.

Ciod na creachan a tliug bbuainn thu ?

Thug do dh' Inbheirnis air chuairt thu,

Dh' Ò1 an fhiona las do ghruaidhean

'S a dh'fhag thu d' chorp gu'n lot guu luaidhe.

O's coma' Icam fhin, ^-c.

'S mor a tha gun fhios do d' chairdean

San tir mhoir tha null o 'n t-sàile,

Thu bhi aig na Gaill ga d' chàradh

*S do dhuthaich fein ga mort' le uànihaid.

O 's coma' learnfhin, ^c.

Bu tu 'n Curaidh fuilteach, buailteach,

Ceannsgalach, borb, laidir, uasal,

Na 'm b' ann am Idàr no 'n spàirn a bhuailt' thu,

Gu 'm biodh do chairdean a' tair-leum suas orr*.

O 's coma' learn fhin, Sfc,

Curaidh gasta, crodba, fiimail,

Tionnsgalach, garg, beodha, euchdach
;

'N Coille-chriothnaich 's lìi an t-sleibhp,

Bu luath do lann 's bu teann do bheuman.

O 's coma' ham fhin, §-c.

Mo chreach long nan leoghann garga,

Nam brataichean sròil 's nan dath dearga,

Gui' trie an t-eug gu geur g'ur sealg-sa

Leagail bhur crann-siuil gu fàirge.

O 's coma* learn fhin, §*c.

Kiae bho na dh'fbalbh na braithrean

'S nach eil ach Uilleam dhiu lathair,

A righ mhoir, ma 's deonach dàil da,

Gus an diong an t-oighre t-àite.

's coma' learn f/thif Sfc.

Ach a righ mhoir tog 's an aird iad.

Mar chraoibh ubhlan, mheulair mhiaghair,

Mar ghallan iir nach iùb droch aimsir,

Mar phreasa fiona 's lionmhor leanmhuinn.

O 's coma' Icam fhin, ^c.

O 's e so deireadh 'n t-saoghail bhrionnaìch
Aìrd-rìgh dean sinn orsta cuimhneach

;

An deigh an latha thig an oidbche

'S thig an t-aog air chaochladh Staidhle.

O 's coma' learn fhin, tjc.

MARBHRANN
DO DH' AXASTAIB DUBH GHLINXE-GAEAIDH

ALASDAIR a gleanna-garadh,

Thug thu 'n diugh gal air mo snuileaii,

'S beag ioghnadh mi bhi trom creucìidach,

Gur trie g'ar reubadh as iir sinn,

'S deachdar dbomhsa bhi gun 'n osnaidfa,

'S meud an dosgaidh th'air mo ehàìrdean,

Gur trie an t-eug oirn a' gearradh,

Tagha nan darag is airde.

Chain sinn ionnan agus comhla,

Sir Dòmhnull, a mhac, 'sa bhrathair,

Ciod e 'm feum dhuinn bhi ga ghearan ?

Dh-fhan Mac-'le-Ailein sa bhlàr bhuain,

Chain sinn darag laidir liath-gblas,

Bha cumhail dion air a ehairdean,

CapuU-coille bharr na giubhsaich,

sul-ghorm, lugh-mhor, laidir.

Dh-fhalbh eeann na ceille 's na comhairl,

Ann 'a gach gnothach am bi curam,

Aghaidh shocrach, sholta, thaitneaeh,

Cridhe tial, farsuinn, mu'n ehuineadh
;

Bu tu tagha nan sàr-ghaisgeaeh,

Mo ghualainn thaice-'s,—mo dhiubhail

;

Smiorail, fearail, foineamh, treabliach,

Ceann-feadhna chaill Seumas Stiubbart.

Na b' ionnan do cbach 's do ghoill,

Mu'n dh'imich an long a macb,

Cha rachadh i rithist air sail,

Gun 'ii fhios cia t'ath a thug i steach,

Ach 'nuair chunaig sibh an tràth sin,

A bhi g ar f'agal air taontbragh,

Bhrist bhur cridheachan le mulad,

'S leir a bhuil cha robh sibh saogh'lach.

Bu tu'n lasair dhearg g'an losgadb,

'S bu tu sgoilteadh iad gu'n sailtean,

Bu tu gualann chur a chatha,

Bu tu'n laoch gun atha laimhe,

Bu tu'm bradan arm san i'hior-uisg,

Fior-eun on ealtainn is airde,

Bu tu'n leoghann thar gach beathach,

'S bu tu damh leathann na cràìce,

Bu tu loch nach faighe thaomadh,

'S tu tdbar faoilidh na slainte,

'S tu Beinn-Neamhais thar gach aonach,

Bu tu chreag nach fhaoite thearnadh,

Bu tu clacli mhuUaich a chaistail,

Bu tu leae leathann na sràide,

Bu tu leig loghmhor nam buadhan,

Bu tu dach uasal aa fliàme.
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Bu tu'n t-iubhair as a choille,

Bu tu'n darach daìiighoan laidir,

Bu tu'u cuileann bu tu'n dreaghunii,

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

Cha robh meur annad do' chritbeann,

Cha robh do dhlighe ri fearna,

Cha robh do chatrdeas ri leamhan,

Bu tu leaniiaii nam ban àluinn.

Bu tu ccile na mnà prisei),

'S oil leam fhin ga dlth an drasd thu,

Ge d* nach ionnan dhomhsa is dbi-se

'S goirt a tha nii-fhln ma càradh,

H-uile bean a bhios gun cheile,

Guidheadh i Mac Dhe na àite,

O 's e 's urrainn bhi ga comhnadh,
Anns gach leon a chuireas càs oirr'.

Guidheam do mhac bhi na t-àite,

'An saibhreas au aiteas 's an cùram,

Alasdair a Gleanna-Garadh,

Thug thu 'n diugh gal air mo shuilean.

THA MI AM CHADAL &c.

DO Dtr FHEACHD RICH 6BUMA8.

GuR diombach mi 'n iomairt,

Chuir gach fin' air fògradh
;

Tha mi am chadal "s na dùisgìbh mi
Gun aighear gun eibhneas,

+ The above fnur lines are lest.

'S gu'n reiteach o Dheòrsa
;

Tha mi am chadal 's na dùisgìbh mi,

Gur h-ioma bean uas<-il,

Tha gu h-uaigncach na seomar,

Gun aighear gun eibhneas,

'S i 'g eiridh na h-onar,

Sior chaoidh na 'n uaislean,

A Ihuair iad ri phòsadh
;

Tha mi am chadal 's na dùisgibh mi.

IVIo thruaighe a chlann,

Nach robh gann na 'n curaisde ;

Tha mi am chadal 's na dùisgìbh mi,

'N am bualadh na 'n hum,
An am na 'm buileanan

;

Tha mi am chadal 's na diiisgibh mi.

Ge d* tha sibh 'sa'n am,
Feadh ghleann a's mhunainean,

Gu nochd sibh 'ur ceann

'N am teanndachd mar churaidhnean,

'Nuair thig Seumas a nail,

'Si bhur liinn bhios fuileachdach.

Tha mi am chadal 's na dùisgibh mi.

'S e righ na muice,

'S na Cuigse, righ Deòrsa ;

Tha mi am chadal 's na dùisgibh mi,

Mu 'u tig oirnn an t-samhainn,

Bidh arahach 's na cordaibh
;

Tha mi am chadal 's na diiisgibh mi;

Na 'n eireadh sibh suas,

Lecruadal a's duinealachd,

£adar islean a's uaislean,

Thuath agus chumanta,

'Sgu'n s^ijiiirsadh sibh uaibh e,

UÌKh fuadain nach buineadh dhuinn
;

Dbeunuiiin an cadal j^u sunndach hibh
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NIALL MAC-MIIUIRICn.

Neil MacVurich, the family bard and historian of Clanronald, Mac-Dlwnuill, Mine-

'Ic-Ailein, was born in the beginning of the seventeenth century. He hved in South

Uist, where he held a possession of land which is known to this day, as marked out and

designated Baile-b/iàird, i. e. the bard's farm. He was of a succession of poets that

the illustrious family kept to record the history of their ancestors, and to fill the station

so indispensably requisite in those days, in the halls of chiefs of renown. There

were several poets of the name of Muc-Mhuirich, lineal descendants of the same man, who

were distinguished from each other in various ways, as specified in the brief account

given of Zac/iWJin rnor Mac-Mliuirich Alhannaich ; Neil was simply, if not emphatically,

called Niall Mac-Mhuirich, Clanronald's Seanuchaidh, or family historian.

He had written, in the Gaelic language, the history of the great clan whose records he

kept, and the strains in which distinguished individuals were commemorated for their

talents and prowess. But he satisfied not himself witli writing what related to the family

that honoured him with the office of bard : he likewise had written ancient poetry, and

the history of past times.—See the Highland Society's account of the Red Book.

While this celebrated bard was most careful in recording every thing worthy of pre-

servation, it is to be regretted that so little of his own history and works have been pre-

served. This has been often the case with men of genius. 'Very few Gaelic bards were

at the trouble of writing their own productions : they trusted too much to memory

;

seldom reflected on what might happen in the lapse of time ; never apprehended that

succeeding generations would be indifferent about what seemed to them to be of the

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

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

write his own poems, or record any anecdotes concerning himself. These, like many

others, have been lost, with the exception of the two pieces given in this work. He

lived to a great age, and was an old man in 1715.

To throw more light on the history of this tribe of poets, we beg to give the following,

which is a copy of the declaration of Lachlan M'Vurich, a son of the bard, HTÌtten in

Gaelic, and addressed to Henry M'Kenzio, Esq., at the time he was writing' the High

land Society's report of Ossian :

—

Barra, 9th August, 1800.

Ann an taigh Phadruig Mhic-Neacail an Torlnim goirid o Chaisteal Bhuirghi ann an

Siorramachd Inbhernis, a naoidhamh lutha de chiad mhios an fhoghair, anns an da fhichead

bliadhna agus naoidh-doug d'a aois, thainig Lachlunn mac Nèill, mhic Lachluinn, mhic
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Nèill, mine DhòrahnuiU, mhic Lachuinn, mine Nèill mhòir, mhic Lachuinn,* mhie Dhònih-

nuill, do shloinne chlann Mhulrich, ann an lathair Ruairidh INIhic Nèill tighearna BÌiìira,

thabhairt a chodaich, mar is fiosrach e-san, gur e fein an t-ochdamh glùn dèug o Mhuireach

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

• This is Lachunn mor Mac Miiuirich Albannaich, or Lachlan mòr MacVuìrich of Scot-

land, the second of this famous tribe of bards.

Where there are several individuals of tlic same name, it is necessary to have some marks to

distinguish them. This has been always attended to by the Gael though in various ways. It is

commoti to cult persons by their patronimics; and among clans, where many have the same name
and surname, they could not be distinctly called and recognised otherwise: instead of saying

Alexander M' Donald, where two, three, or four were found of the same name, in the same place,

they called one, Alexander, the son of Allan, the son of John ; another, Alexander, the son of

Donald, the son of Neil; and another, the son of liory, the son of Dugald, &c.

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

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

and internal. Thus our author has been culled Lachlann Mor, in contradistinction to another of

the same name who was less. Mùr signifies great in respect of one's person or mind. Its

literal meaning is magnitude, and this is the sense in which It has been applied here. Ijut there

is another mark by which this bard was distinguished, namely, by his country, Albanach. or of

Scotland. Irish bards, or minstrels, were once uo strangers in Scotland, and especially the

Highlands; for Albainn, the Gaelic term for Scotland, had been particularly applied to the

Highlands. The cognomen, Albannach, had been given Lachlan mor MacVurich emphaticalli/^

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

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

They, in fact, were originally the same people ; and^ instead of disputing about the origin of the

one or the other, historians ought to regard them as one and the same, removing from the one

kingdom to the other as occasion or necessity required. Of the works of this famous poet, all

now extant is an extraordinary one—a war song, composed almost wholly of epithets arranged

in alphabetical order, to rouse the Clan Donuil to the highest pitch of enthuMasm before the

battle of Harlaw. This poem is entitled in Gaelic;— '* Brosnacha-catha Le Lachunn Mor
Mac Mhuirich Albannaich Do Dhomhnum. a Ii.e 1Ugh-1nnse-gai,l agus Iarla Hois Latha

Machraìch CiiATH-GAiRiACH."* The piccc has a part for every letter in the Gaelic alpbabet till

near the end consisting altogether of three hundred and thirty-eight lines. It would occui)y

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

of the poem :
—

A chlanna Cuinn cuimhnichibh, A chuileanan chonfhadach,

Cruas an am na h-iorghuill. A bheirichean bunanta,

^ % * * # * A leoghainnean lan-ghasta

Gu ur-labhrach, ùr-lamhach neart-mhor, Aon-chonnaibh iorghuilleach

Gu coisneadh na cath-larach, De laochaibh chrodba, churanta

Ri bruidhne 'ur biubhaidh, De chlannaibh Chiiinn cheud-chathaich

A chlanna Chuinn cheud-chathaich, A chlanna Chuinn, cuimhnichibh

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

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

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

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

* This battle wns fouubt, nnnn 1111. at a Fmall villi.ige called Harlaw, in the district of Carioch. within ti-n miles

of Aberik-en. Tlif r ui r , t* ir -v r^ thi- :- V.'n'frr I rslv. a man nobly horn, succeeded to the liarldoni of Kosa, in

riEht nf his lady, t
' ' rit < 'i , i le had by her a son, who succeeded him, and a daughter, who

was married to'thi I
i

! : .
. ,1 a daughter of the duke of Albany, son nf Robert II.. at that

time Rovernoroi ". ],:.!>; , ,: irhmd him only one child. It is said that Khe was somewhat de-

formed, i.nd rend- m -i 1m. 11 ,1 i:. : MM, li li,r the governor easily procured a resignation of the L'aildom ot

Itnss in favonr of Jnlin r..rl »t' Iin«li;.M, his Mcnn.l son, lo the prejudice nf Donald lord of thu l>Us v.lio was t;r;.ni!.

6on of the taid Leslv, and supposed (he nearest heir. He claimed his right accordingly, but tiniinit,- the ^;()Vlrnn^,

who probably regarded him already as too powerful a subject, not inclined to do him that jut^tice lie expcrUci, he lui-

mediately raised an army of no less than 10,000 men within his own isles, and putting himself at their lieail, made a

descent on the continent, .ind, without opposition, seized the lands of Koss, .ind after increasing his army with ilie

rch from Ross until he came ro Garioch, within ten miles of Aberdeen, ravaging

issed, and threatenrng to enrich bis men with the wealth of that town. Jiut before

as stopped by Alexander Stewart, the grandson of Itobert II., and ear! of

from the governor, drew togelher, with great expedition, almost all the

inhabitant
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agus o an am sin gu robh fearann Staoileagaii-i agiis ceitliir peigliinean do Dhrioinasdal

aca mar dliuais bàrdachd o linn gu linn, feadh chuig ghlùin-deug : Gu'n do cliaill an

siathamh-glun deug ceitliir peighinean Dhiioniasdail, aoh gu do glileidli an seachdamh gliin

diu fearann Staoileagaii'i fad naoi bliadhna deiig de dh' aimsir, agus gu robii am fearann sin

air a cheangal dhaibh ann an coir fhad 's a bliiodh fear do Clilann-Mhuirich ann, a chumadli

suas sloinneadh agus seanohas Chlann-Dòmhnuill ; agus bha e mar fhiachan orra, 'nnair

nach biodh mac aig a bhàrd, gu tugadli e fòghlum do mhac a bhrathar, no dha oighrc,

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

Niall, atliair fein, ionnsacliadh gu leughadh, sgrlobliadh, eachdrai agus bàrdachd, o

DliòmhnuU mac Nèill mhic Dliòrahnuill, brathair athar.

Tiia cuimhne mhath aige gu robh " Saothair Oisein" sgriol)ht' ar craicnean ann an

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

leabhraichean, agus cuid eile fuasgailt o cheile, anns an robh cuid do shaothair hhàrd eile,

bharachd ar " Saothair Oisein."

Tha cuimhne aige gu robh leabhar aig athair ris an canadh iad an " Leabhar dearg,"

de phaipeir, a thainig o shinnsiribh, anns a robh mòran do shean eachdraidh nam fineachan

Gàèiach, agus cuid dc " Shaothair Oisein" mar bha athair ag innseadh dha. Chan eil a h-aon

de na leabhraichean so r'a fhaotainn an diugh, thaobh is 'nuair a chaill -.ad am fearann, gu do

chain iad am misneach agus an dùrachd. Clia'n eil e cinnteach ciod e thainig ris na

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

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

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

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

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

fhaide agus na bu leatha, ach nach robh urad thiughaid sa chònihdacli ; gu robh na

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

airasgriobhadh o shean an Albainn agus ann an Eirinn, mu'n dogliabh daoine cleachdadh air

sgriobhadh na Gai'lig anns an làimh Shasunnaich
;
gum b'aithne dlia athair an t-shean làmh a

leughadh gu math
;
gu robh cuid de na craicnean aige fein an deigh bàis athar, ach a thaobh

is nach d' ionnsaich e iad, agus nach robh aobhar meas aig' orra, gu deach' iad ar chall.

Tha e ag ràdh nach robh h-aon de shinnsiribh air a robh Pall mar ainm, ach gu robh

dithis dhiubh ris an canadh iad Cathal.

Tha e 'g ràdh nach ann !e h-aon duine a sgriobhadh an " Leabhar dearg," ach gu robh

aduomen Albanaoh ! He lived in the fifteenth century. He could not be igncr;iMt of letters.

He was well acquainted with all the idioms of his native langu.nge, and had the grtatest conimatid

over its powers and energies. Nor was he ignorant of the genius of the people whom he addressed.

Clann-Domhnuill was the most powerful of the clans in his time. They were foremost in battle,

and entitled to take the right in the field ; which was never disputed, till the battle of CuUoden,

which proved so fatal to many. Our poet, therefore, exhausted the almost exhaustless copia

virborum of the language, for the purpose of infusing the spirit of the greatest In roism and lov?

of conquest into the breasts of the warriors.

nobility and gentry between the two rivers Tay and Spey, and with them met the invader at the place above men-
tioned, where a It.ng, uncertain, and bloody battle ensued ; so long, that nothing but the night could put an end to
it ; so uncertain, that it w.is hard to say who had lo>t or panicd >he day ; so bloody, that one family is reported to
have lost the father and six of Ills sons. The earl i ( Marr's party, who survived, lay all night on the lield ol battle

;

while Donald, being rather wearied with action than conquered by force of arms, thought fit to retreat, first to Uoss,
and then to the Isles

—

Abercrombt/^s HUt.
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e air a sgrlobhadh o linn gu linn le teaghlach Chlann-Mhuirich, a blm cumail suas seana-

chas Clilainn-Dòmhnuill, agus ceannardan nam fineaelian Gàèlach eile.

An deigh so a sgriobhadli, cliaidh a leughadh dha, agus dh-aidich e gu robli e ceart, ami an

làtliair Dliòmhnuill Mhic-Dliòmhnuill, fear Bhaile Raghaill ; Eogliain Mliio-DhùnilinuiU,

fear Gheara-sheilich; Eoglian Mliic-Dhomhnuill Fear Ghriniinis ; Alasdair MhicGhill.

eain, fear Hosier, Alasdair Mhic-Neacail, niinistear Bheinne-bhaoghla ; agus Ailein

Mhic-Chuinn, ministear Uist-a-Cliinne-toaM, a fear asgriobh a seanachas so.

(Signed) LACHUNN X MAC-MHUIRICH.

RUAIRIDH MAC-NEILL, J.P.

TKANSLATION OF THE ABOVE.

In tlio liouse of Patiii;k Nicolson, at Torlum, near Castle-Burgh, in tlie sliire of Inver-

ness, on the ninth day of August, compeared in the fifty-ninth year of his age, Lachlan,

son of Neil, son of Lachlan, son of Neil, son of Donald, son of Lachlan, son of Neil Mar,

son of Lachlan, son of Donald, of the surname of Mac Vuirich, before Roderick M'Neil,

laird of Barra, and declared. That, according to the best of his knowledge, he is the

eighteenth in descent from Muireach, whose posterity had officiated as bards to the family

of Clanronald ; and that they had from that time, as the salary of their office, the farm

of Staoiligary and four pennies of Drimisdale during fifteen generations ; that the six-

teenth descendant lost the (our pennies of Drimisdale, but that the seventeenth descend-

ant retained the farm of Staoiligary for nineteen years of his life. That there was a right

given them over these lands as long as there should be any of the posterity of Muireach

to preserve and continue the genealogy and history of the Macdonalds, on condition that

the bard, failing of male issue, was to educate his brother's son, or representative, in order

to preserve their title to the lands ; and that it was in pursuance of this custom that his

own father, Neil, had been taught to read and write history and poetry by Donald, son

of Neil, son of Donald, his father's brother.

He remembers well that works of Ossian, written on parchment, were in the custody

of his father, as received from his predecessors ; that some of the parchments were made

up in the form of books, and that others were loose and separate, which contained the

works of other bards besides those of Ossian.

He remembers that his father had a book which was called the lied Booh, made of

paper, which he had from his predecessors, and which, as his father informed him, con-

tained a good deal of the history of the Highland Clans, together with part of the works

of Ossian. That none of these books are to be found at this day, because when they (his

family) were deprived of their lands, they lost their alacrity and zeal. That he is not

certain what became of the parchments, but thinks that some of them were carried away

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

;

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

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

though not so thick in the cover. That the parchments and the red book were written

in the hand in which the Gaelic used to be written of old both in Scotland and Ireland

before people began to use the English hand in writing Gaelic ; and that his father knew

well how to read the old hand. That he himself had some of the parchments after his

father's death, but that because he had rot been taught to read them, and had no reason

to set any value upon them, they were lost. He says that none of his forefathers had the

name of Paul, but that there were two of them who were called Cathal.

He says that the red book was not written by one man, but that it was written from age

to age by the family of Clan Mhuirich, who were preserving and continuing the history

of the Macdonalds, and of other heads of Highland clans.

After the above declaration was taken down, it was read to him, and he acknowledged

it was right, in presence of Donald M'Donald of Balronald, James M' Donald of Gary-

helich, Ewan Mac Donald of Griminish, Alexander Mac Lean of Hoster, Mr Alexander

Nicolson, minister of Benbecula, and Mr Allan Mac Queen, minister of North-Uist, who

wrote this declaration.

(Signed) LACHLAN x MAC VUIRICH.

RODERICK MAC NIEL, J.P.

ORAN. DO MHAC-MHIC-AILEIN.*

GuR c naigheaclid na ciadain,

Rinn mo chruitheachd a shiaradh.

Le liunn-dubh, 's li- bvòn cianail,

Gu'n dhrùidh i trom aii- mo chriochaibh,

Mo sgeul duilich iiach iarr,

Mi 'ur còmhradh.

Mo sgeul, &c.

]\r uaildh, ni' aighear, is m' aiteas,

Tlia to bhiim aig fir shasuiiin.

Ar tighearn' òg maiseach.

An t-ogh ud laria nam bratach.

Mac an fhir tiiug dhomh fasga

'Nuair b' òg mi.

Mac an fhir, &c.

'S tr
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Coinnlein rèire gan losgadh,

Sàr Cheann-feadhna 'toirt brosnachadli,

Ceòil duibh.

Sàr Cheann-feadhna, &c.

Gum biodh fìdheall ga rùsgadh
;

Buidheann thaitneach air ùrlar,

Pìob a 'sgala iiaii sionnsar,

Fuaim talla r'a chù) siii«

'G ìomairt chleas air chrios cùil

Nam fear òga.

'G ìomaìrt uhleas, &c.

M' ulaidh m'aìghear aui lìùi'aii.

An t-AÌlean aìghearach aoidheil,

Bha gu macanta miùnte,

Dh-fhàs gu b-aigeantach ùiseil,

Fhuair mi aoibhneaa a d' chriirt,

Cha be'n dòlum.

Fhuair mi, &c.

Bu tu m' urram Ìs m' aiinsacbd,

Cha seìnn mi eachdraidh do bhàis oit,

Aig eagal droch fhàisneachd,

'N dùil guin faiceamsa slàn thu,

Mar a faic gun toir Gkelig,

Ni's mò bhuam.

Mar a faic, &c.

Tha mi sgìth *s gu'n mi ullamh,

S mi 'n deigh mo chuire,

Gu'n dùil li sud tuille
;

B'fhearr nach bitheadh na h-urrad,

O'n h\ cliualas gu'u cbuireadh

Do leòn ort,

O'n là, &c.

MAUBH-RANN MHIC-'IC-AILEIN.

A MHARBHADH SA BHLIADIINA 1715.

Ocii ! a Mhuire mo dbunaidh,

'l'hu bbi d' shìneadh air t-uilinii,

An laigh mòr Mhoirear Urumad,
Gun ai- dùil ri d' theachd tuille,

Le fàilte 's lc furan,

Dh-fhios na dùtbcha da'm buinpadh,

A charaid larla Choig-Ulainn,

'S goirt le ceannard tìr iMhulIe do dhiol.

'S goirt h ceannard, &c.

Db-fhalbh Dòmhnull nan DòmhnuU
A's an Raonull a b' òige,

S Mac-'Ic-Alastair Chiiùideavt,

Fear na misniobe niòire,

Dh.fheuch ain b.-ii-t'..r!li i.ul b; o ort.

Cha ro'n sud dbaibh ach gòrraìcli.

Feum cbft robh dbaibh nan lòireaciiJ,

'S ann a fhuair iad do cbòmhra gu'n chli.

'S ann a fhuair iad do cbùmhra, ific.

Mo chreach mhòr mar a thachaìr,

'S è chuir tur stad air m' aìteas,

T-fhuil mhòrghalach reachdar,

Bbi air liòcadli a d' cbraiceano.

Gun seòl air a casgadh
;

Bu tu rìgli nam fear feachda,

A chum t-onoir is t-fbacal,

'S cha do phill thu Ic gealtacbd a nios.

'S cha do phill thu le geallacbd, &c.

Mo cheist ceannard Chlann-Ilaonuill,

Aig am biodh na cinn-fheadhna,

Na fir ùr air dheagh fhoghlum,

Nach iarradh de'n t-shanghal,

Ach airm agus aodach,

Le 'n cuiibheirean caola,

Sbeasadh fad air an aodann,

Uiun iad sud is cha d'fhaod iad do dbioii.

llinn iad sud^ &c>

'S mòr gàir ban do chiiinidb,

O'u a thòisìch an iomairt,

An sgeul a fhuair iad chuir tiora orr',

T-fhuil chraobhach a' sileadh,

'S i dortadh air mhire,

Gu'n seol air a pilleadh,

Ge d' tha Uaonall a d'ionad,

'S niòr ar call ged a cbinneadh an rlgh.

*S mòr ar call ge do chinneadh, &c.

'S trom puthar na luaidbe,

'S goiit 's gur tliurahann a bualadh,

Nach do ruith i air t-uachdar,

'Nuair a dh-ionntrain iad uath thu,

Thug do mhuinntir gàir chruaidh asd
;

Ach "s ù òrdugh a fhuair iad,

Ceum air 'n aghaidh le cruadal,

'S a bhi leantainn na ruaig air a druini.

'S a bhi leantainn na ruaig, &c.

Dheagh Mhic-Ailein mhic Iain,

Cha robh Icithid do ihaighi-,

Ann am Breatunn r'a fhaighinn
;

Taigh mor fiughantach, fiathail,

'M bu mhòr sngradh le h-aighear.

Bhiodh na h-uaislean ga thaghaicb,

Riiin iad cuims' air do chaitiieumh,

Ann an toiscach an latha dol slos.

Ann an toiseach an latha, &c.

'S iomadh gruagach *s breideach,

Eadar Uidhist is Sleibhte,

Chaidh am mugha mu d* dheibhinu,

Laidh smal air na spèuraibh,
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IAIN DUBII MAC IAL\ 'IC-AILEIN.

John M'Donald, commonly Iain Dubh Mac Iain 'Ic-Aikin, i. e. John of black locks,

son of John, the son of Allan, was a gentleman of the Clanronald family, and was born

about the year 1665. He received all the advantages of education, together with the

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

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

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

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

Mr M'Donald was not a poet by profession, although he was considered by good

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

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

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

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

allowed to be shrewd and just. Few anecdotes can be expected of a man who passed a

quiet life in such circumstances. He always held a respectable rank in society. His

poems display taste and elegance, and his compositions, occasional and gratuitous as they

were, must have been numerous.

ORAN DO MHAC-MHIC-AILEIN.

A Bhliadhna gus an Aiinsir so,

Gu'm b' fhoirmeil sinii an Ormaioleit,

'N cùirt an leoghainii mliearcasaich,

Ge fear-ghalach roinhorghalach,

Ge smachdail, reachdail calinar' thu,

'S ro-ananiaiita neo niorchuiseach.

Am bèul o'm blasd' tbig argamaid,

'S tu dhearbbadh le ceart eùlas i.

Gur h-e fhad 's o'n dh' fhalbh tbii uainn,

UIi' fliag ime-cheisteach an comhnaidli sinn,

Gu'm b' fbearr leinn tbu bhi sealgaireachd.

Air tabimli garbh na mor.thhe,

Thu fcin 's do bhuidbeann ahimeineach,

Na n eireadh farragradh lopa-aan,

Bhiodh suundach lughor arm-cleasacb,

Sliiagh garbh- bhuilleach, garg, comhragach.

Gu'm bi fid a gheala-bhratach,

'S neo-chearbacb an tùs comb-stri i,

Tha rbuis ud ar a dbearbhadh leibb,

Aig ro mbiad fearrdba 's cròdbalacbd,

A liutbad òigear barrcaideaeb,

A bbuaileadh tailm Je stròic-laiiiiabli,

O Sbeile glihis nan geala-bhradan,

Gu Inbhear gainmhich Mor-thire.

Tha Cana 's Eig a' geilleacbdaiiin,

Do 'n treuii fhear ud mar uachdaran,

O'li "s ami leatsa dli' eireas iaii,

Deun fòiii gach treud dfiiu' bhuacliaiHoaclid,

Am tiubbaidh gasda threubbacb sin,

Nacb labhar beuirtean truaillidli b-n,

An laocbraidh thaitneacb gheur-lannacli,

A thcid air ghleus gu fuathasach.
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A Uidliist thig na ceudan oil,

Fir bheiir' a reubadh cluuiinteaiinan,

Nach gabhadh sgrearah no deistinne,

Iloimh fhrasau geur a cruaidh-shneachda,

Blmr sainhail riabh cha d* èirìch dhuibh,

An Idthair feum no cruaidh-chuise,

Gu cnoidheach, lotach, bèumanach,

Gu fuilteach, creuchdach, luath-lamhach.

'S mor a bhuaidh 's na tìotaicean,

'S an inntinn ata fuaighte riut,

Tha gràdh gach duine chi thu ort,

Cha 'n eòl dhomh fhln tear fuatha dhut.

Fear sgipidh, measail, firinueach,

Fear sithmalte, sèamli, suairceil thu,

Fear sunndach, mùirneach, brlodalach,

Sàr chùirteir gu'n ghniomh buatbanta.

Fear borb rò-gharg do-chaisgt thu,

Na'n eireadh stri no tuasaid ort,

Do bhuirb ri t-fheirg ga miadachadh,

'S tu *n leoghann neimneach, buan-thosgacb,

Mar bhuinne reothairt fior bhras thu,

Mar thuinn ri tir a bualadh thu.

Mar bharr na lasrach fior-loisgeach,

'S tu ail dreagan ri linn cruadh-chogaidh.

Mo chionsa an t-àrmunn prìseil ud.

Mo sheobhag fior-ghlan uasal thu,

An onoir ghleidh do shinnsireachd,

'S e luiad an giiiomh a fhuair dhaibh i,

Gu'n d' fhàg iad daingheann sgriobht agad,

Fo larah an rlgh le shuaicheantas,

Bbiodh t-àrd fhear coimheid dilis air,

'N uair dhfhas an rioghachd tuair-shreupach.

Curro glan na friamhaichean,

•S a fhion-fhuil as 'n do bhuaineadh tu,

Mo RaonuUach bras mileanta,

Cruaidh cinnteach de mhein-chruaghach thu,

Ar caraig dhaighean dhileas thu,

Cha 'n anil gu'n slri' theid gluasad ort,

Ar ceauna-bheairt 's ar sgiath dhidein thu,

'S ar claidheamh direach buan-sheasach.

Bu blàth ann am na siochthaimh thu,

'S bu phriunnsalach ma t-uaislean thu,

Air mhiad 's ge 'n t'osg thu chisin ris,

Cha 'n fbaic thu dlth air tuathanach,

Do bhanntraichean 's do dhileachdain,

Gur h-e do nl-sa dh' fhuasgladh orr',

Deanamaid urnaidh dblcbenllach,

Gu 'n cumadh Criosda suas dhuinn thu.

M A 11 B H R A N N
DO ^^HAC MHIC-AILECV.

A bhliadhna le

L-d. ug

na d'ar milleadh,

5 a mil' eile,

I a roinn imeachd,'S na seachd ceud a v>

Chaill sinn ùr-ros ar tinne,

'S geur a leus air ar cinneadh ra'm beò.

'S geur a leus air, &c.

Mo sgèul cruaidh 's mo chràdh cridhe,

Ar triatb Uaonullach diitheach,

Dh-ordaich Dia dhuinn mar thighearn'

Gu hi-bhràth nach dean tighinn,

'S tu 'n Inbhir-Phephri fo' rithe na'm bùrd,

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

Marcach sunndach nam pillein,

Air each cruidheach nach pilleadh,

Nach d' ghabh cùram no giorag,

An am dùblachaidh 'n teine,

Mo sgeul geur bba do spiorad ro-mhor,

Mo sgeul geur, ivc.

Cuirtear aigeantach, mileant'

Muirneacb, macnasach, fior-ghlic,

Ga 'a mbh cleachdadh gach tire,

Agus fasan gach rioghachd

Teanga bhlasda li iniise gach sgeòil.

Teanga bhlasda, &c.

Leoghann tartarach, meanmnach,

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

Beul a labhradh neo-chearbach,

Bu mhor do mheas aig fir Alba,

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

'S tu toirt brosnachadh, &c.

Fiuran gasda, deas, dealbhach,

'Sgàthan tlachdar na h-Armailt,

'N uair a dh eireadh an fhearg ort,

B' ann air ghile 's tiamh dearg oirr,

Cha ruin pillidh bha meamna 'n laoich Òig.

Cha ruin pillidh, &c.

Bha thu teom ann 's gach fearra-ghniomh,

Bu tu sgiohair na fàirge.

Hi la c^s 's i tighin gaìlbheach,

'N uair a dheireadh i garbh ort,

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

'S tu gun diobradh, &c.

'N am siubhal a gharbhlaich.

Bututaghadh an t-shealgair,

As do laimh bu mhor m'earbsa.

Air an fhiadh bu tu 'n cealgair,

'S tu roinn gaoith' agus talmhuinn ma shrula.

'S tu roinn gaoith, &c.
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K clio l^:trni air a cheangal,

S nach e sgaiadh a b uill leo,

'S e Ifaiitaimi o"i) tim sin,

Gu'ii mhiusguiiin ^u'li mbì-ruiH)

*S iiach gluasear le imileachd,

Gu dilinn 's gn bràth e.

Bu cheart sheannachas, 's cha tai^radh,

Tiiaobh falachd is caidreamh,

Dhiit Caiptin Chlahn-ra'uill,

Bha mar riut, sa' ghàbhadh

Do cbois-nàbhaidh taitneach,

'S do chompanach leapa,

N am marcachd a's astair,

'S 'nuair stadadh am màrsal,

Bha thu ad t-fhianais air sileadh,

A cbreuchdan, cho-mire,

Ri bras easraich pinne,

'S a spiorad 'ga fhàgail,

Agas uaislean a diiùthcha,

Hi caoidhearan tùrsach,

'S an cridh air a chiùrradh,

Ma mhùirneinn nan Gael.

Thaobh dligh' agus dualchais,

Bu daimbeil ma d' gliuailibh,

Mac-NeiU o na cuaintaibh,

'S a dhaoin' uaisle gu'n tàire,

'Nuair a dheireadh oirbh trioblaid,

'S ann da iunnsaidh a tbigeadh,

Le iarrtas cho bige,

III Litir a làimhe,

Chunnaic each è cho soilleir,

Teachd le cabhlaichin troma,

De luchd nan gath loma

Na choinniiih do dh-Aros,

'N uair a tbachradh e riii.

Mar Thriath 's mar cheann-uidhe,

Uheanadh fhiontan iad subhach,

'S bu bhuidheach 'n am fhàgail.

Mar choir bho na fhlaitheas,

Bha rauiitanan mhath&,

Mac lonmhuinn an t-Shratha
;

'S cha ghabhadh t fàth air:

'N uair a ruigeadh luchd fuath e,

Ba ghasda an ceann sluagh e,

'N uair a gbluaiste leis àrmuiun :

Bha e-san 's an tim sin,

Gu'n mhasla, gun mhi-chliù,

Ann am i'ochar a shinnsridh,

Le gniomharadh dàna;

Nis o chaochail iad cleachdadh,

As an àite bu cheart daibh,

Chluinn sibh fein mar a thachair,

Dhaibh aun an cath Mhàra.

Acb 's e raghainn a ni mi,

Bbeir mi glùir so gu fìnid,

'S nach gliocas no criondachd^

Dhomh rahiad 's iha mi g ràite,

Gur h-e Fionnachd san tim sibh,

Ann an àireamh no 'n innseadh,

'N uair a bha sibh gu'n diobradh,

'N-ar miad is 'n-ar àirde,

Eadar Sgalpa 's caol-lle,

Ge do b' fharsuinn na criochan,

Bha roinn do gach tir dhiu

Fo chis duibh a' pàigheadh,

Nis o tbuit na stuic fhion-fhuil,

Ris an abairt na righrean,

Tha na geugan bu dils' dhaibh,

Air crionadh 'na'n aobhar.

O H AN
NAM FENSACHAN GAELAOH.

'S i so 'n aimsir a dhearbbar

An targanach dhuiiin,

'S bras meamnach fir Alba

Fo 'n armaibh air thus
;

'N uair dh' eireas gach treun-laoch

Nan eideadh glan ùr,

Le run feirg' agus gairge

Gu seirbhis a chrùin.

Theid mathaibh na Gàeltachd

Gle sbanntach sa chùis,

'S gur lionmhor each seang-mhear

A dhamhsas le sunnd,

Bi'dh Sasunnaich caillte

Gun taing dhaibh ga chionn,

Bi'dh na Frangaich nan campaibh

Gle tbeann air an cùl.

'N uair dh' eireas Clann-UòmhnuiU

Na leoghainn tha garg,

Na beo-bheithir, mhòr-ieathunn,

Chonnspunnaich, gharbh,

Luchd sheasamh na còrach

G'an ùrdugh lamh-dhearg,

Mo dhoiyh gu'm bu ghòrach

Dhaibh toiseachadh oirbh.

Tha Rothaich a's Ròsaich,

Gle dheonach teachd 'nar ceanu,

Barraich an treas seòrsa,

Tha chomhnaidh measg Ghail ;

Clann Donachaidh cha bhreug so

Gun eireadh libh 's gach am.

Mar sin is clann Reabbair

Fir ghleusta, nach eisd gu'n bhi annt,

'S iad Clann-an-Nab an seòrsa

A theid boidheach nan triail,

'S glan cùmhdach nan comhhiiun

Luchd leonadh nam tiadh ;
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lad fein a's Claim- Pharlain

Dream ardanach, dian,

*S ann a b' àbhaist gan àireamh

Bhi 'm fùbbiir Sbiol-Chuiiin.

Na Leòdaicb am pòr glan

Cha b' niòlach 'iir siol,

Dream rioghail gun fbòtus

Nan gòrsai*^', 's nan sgiath,

Gur neartmbor, lo-eolach

*Ur n-oig-fbir, 's 'ur liath,

Gur e crudal 'ur dualchas

A dh' fhuasgail sibh riamb.

Clann lomnbuinn o'n Chreitbich

Fir gble gblan gu'n smCir,

Luchd nan cuilbheirean gleusda

Nam feuma nach diult

:

Thig Niallaicb tb' air sàile

Air bban-aibb nan sùgh,

Le "n cablilitch luatb làn-mhor

O Bbagban iian tùr.

Clànn-Illeaii o"n Dreollaiun

Tbeid suiiiidach san ruaig,

Dream a cblusadh aineart,

Gun taing cboisinn buaidh ;

Dream riogbail do-cbìosaicht,

Nacb striocbda do'n t-sluagh,

'S iomadb mìle deas, direach,

Bheir inntinn dhuibb suas,

Gur guineacb tia Duìmhnich

*N am bhriseadb cbeann,

Bi'dh cnuacbdan gan spnacbdadh

Le cruadal 'ur lanii,

Dream nasal ru naimhreacb,

Budual bbisau Fbraing,

'S ann o Dbiarmad a shiolaich

Pur lionmbor nacb gann.

Tba Stiùbbai-taìcb ùr ghlan

Nam tìuraiii gun gbiomhj

Fir sbanridacb nan lu-cbleas

Nacb tioiindaidb le fiamb,

Nacb gabb cùram roi mhùiseag

Cba b' fbiù leo bhi crion,

Cha bu shiigradb do dbù-gball

Cùis a bbuin dhibb.

Gur lionmhor lamh theoma

Aig Eogbann Loch-iall,

Fir cbolganda, bburganda,

'S oirdheirce gniomh,

lad mar tbuilbbeum air chorra-gble

'S air cbon-fbadh ro dbian

'S i mo dbùilse nam rùsgadh

Nach diult sibh dol sios.

Claun-Mbuiricb nach sòradb

A cbonnspairn ud ial.

Dream t'builteach gun mbòr-chùÌ3

Ga'n coir a bbi tìal,

Gur gaisgeil fior-sbeolta,

Ar mòr thionail cbiad,

Ni sibh spòltadb air feolach

A stròiceadh to 'n ian.

Tba Granndaich mar b' àbbaist

Mu bbràidh uisge Spè,

Fir laidir ro-dhàicbei!

Theid dan anns an streup,

Nach iarr cairdeas no fàbbar

Air nàmbaid fo'n gbrein
;

'S i n-ur lamhaub a db' fhàgas

Fuil bblàth air an fheur.

Tha Frisealaich ainmeil

Aig seanachaibb nan crioch.

Fir gbarbba ro cbalma,

'Ur fearg cba bu shi
;

Tba Catanaicb foirmeil

Si 'n armacbd am miann*

'An cath gairbheacb le 'r n-armaibh

A dbearbh sibh 'ur gniomh.

Clann-Cboinnicb o tbuatb dbuinn

Lucbd bhuannacbd gach cis
;

Gur fuasgailteacb, luatb-lambach

'Ur n-uaislean san stri ;

Gur lionmbor 'ur tuadb-cheatbairu

Le "m buailtibb de ni
;

Thig sluagh dùmhail gu'n cliunnta

A duthaleb Mbic-Aoidb.

NÌB o chuimbnicb mi m' ionirall,

'S fàth iuuntraicbinn iad,

Fir cbunnabhalach chumaitt-,

Ni cuimse le 'n laimh,

Nach dean iomluas mu aona-chuis

Chionn ìunntais gu bràth,

Gur muirneacb ri 'n ioraradb

Clann- Fbiuunlaidh Bbrài'-bliàrr,

Thig Gordanaich, 's Greumaitb,

Grad gleusd as gach tlr ;

An cogadh rigb Teailacb

Gum b' fheumail dha sibh
;

Griogaraich nan geur-Iann

Dream speiseil nam pios«

Air leara gum bi 'n eucoir

'Nuair dir uighte sibh sios,

Siosalaich nan geur-Iann

Theid treun air chùl arm,

An Albainn 's an Eirinn

B' e 'ur beus a bbi garg,
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An am dul a bhuiiladh

B* e 'ii muadal 'ur calg,

Bu ghuiiii-ach ur beuman

'N uair dh' tiireadh 'ur fearg.

Nam biodh gach curaidh treua-mhor

Le cheile san am,

lad air uoii iiiiitinii dhirich

Gun fhiaradh, gun chàm,

lad cho cinnteach ri aon fhear,

'S iud titlieach air geall,

Dh' aindeoin mùiseag nan dù-Ghall,

Thig CÙÌ3 thai' an ceann.

CROSDHANACHD
FHIll NAN DRUININEAN.

Tha bitli Ur an tir na DnN)IIainii,

'S coir dhuinn aithris,

Tha moran deth tiijh'n am biucliimint'

Rignùs Shasuìnn,

Ni 'm beil duin' uasal, no iosal,

Nt» fear fearainn,

Leis nach àill, gu moran biiinig,

Ceird a bharrarlid.

Tha ceird ur aig U-.ir nan Dnnnim-aii,

Th' air leinn tha ciunail

;

B'àill leis fein a dhol an aite

Mhaisteir Sgoile,

An t-òide sin iein a rinn fhoghlum,

Le gloir Laideann,

Ghlacadh leis. gun chead a chairdean,

A cheaird a bh'aige.

Lahhairt—'S e an t-aubhar a tliug do dhauine

aire thoirt do shannt an sgoileir so, 'iiuair a mh-

iannaich se cheaird do bhi aig oide t'oghluini, nach

laimhsicheadh e i, mar laimh^ìi-headli an t-oide

Ibghluim fein i. Oir 'nuaira ghabhadh an t-oide

foghluim air a dbaltachan, 's ann a ghabhadh e

air na leanabanan, ach 's ann a ghabhadh an

sgoileir sanntach so air na daoinc àrsaidh mar an

ceudna. *NuaÌr ghabhadh an t-oide foghluim

air a dhàltachan, 's ann a ghabliadh e air na

ciontaich, ach 'sann a ghabhadh ansgoileirsannt-

ach air na neo-chiontaich. 'Sann uaith sin a

dubhradh—" Saoilidh am fear a bbios na thàmh,

gur e fein a's fearr lamh air an stinir," ach cha

mho gur h-e.

Cha'n ioinisaich e clanii, no leatiabain,

Mar bu choir dha,

Gus am bi iad na'n daoin' àrsaidh

Fo *n Ian fheòsaig,

Cha tugadh an Cillmocheallaig

Breath bu chlaoine,*

No ni rinn an ceann a b' aird',

A' mas 'ga dhioladh.

GabhatI do cbrios an auis àrsaidh,

'S fada ma'n ionnsaicb an gniomh sin

Ciall do theangaidh,

Ge be labhras ris an fitear ud,

Coir, no ea-coir,

Gabhar air a ghiort" de slnk-aibh,

Le crios ft-ilidh.

Z,aò/mi/Y— Ai;us bTJiior do'n duine sin, cba

d'fhuaireadh riamh rud a dh'ìonnsachadh teanga

droch mhuinte, bu mheaì>a na gabhail air na
màsan ann an aobliar na teanga, agus an teanga

thuigsinn gur h-ann na h-aobhar fein a fhuair am
mas am mor-ghleusadh sin. Mar deanadh sin a

ciall ni bu mheasa, cha deanadh e idir ni b'lhearr

i. Uaith sin a dubhradh—" Am fear nach ionn-

saicb laimh ri ghliin, cha'n ionnsaii-h laimh ri

A chuideachd da'm bu (.liuir bhi dianibuir,

'S a ghnà 'ni falach,

Cha d'fhagadh da'n dion blio chunnurt,

Sion de dh' earradh,

Bha iad aon uair an lathair tìanais,

igre ch.

Dubhairt nigbean Shomhairlef

Le rabhart, sa gnas siomhailt,

'S coir gu'm beannaich sinn gu saibhear,

Cuid gach Criosduidb.

B'fhearr leam ge nach eil mi maoineadi,

No luach gearrain,

Gu'm biodh coltas do thriuir

Gu turn aig Calum.|

Lahhairt—'S e aobhar thug do'n mbnao.

bheusaich, cheart, choir, so a radh, a run deagh

chneasta, chum gu'm biodh aig a fear fein a

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

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

earsnaich. Mar bii'aig Gillcbride Mac-an-

t-Saoir ann an Uuthaig, an Tiritlic, a mhort

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

bhris long mhòr nan cuig crannag, a dhaindeoin

a cablaichean sa h-acraichean. Uaith a sin a

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

Tha bith Cir an tir na Dreollainn,

A thog am Baron,

Air gach aon fhear a labhras buna-cbainnt,

Rusgadh feamain,

Ma sgaoiieas air feadh gach tire,

Am bith thog Tearlach,

. See note, page 33. + The shoemaker's wife.

X Tlie shoemaker wlio bad no children.
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*S teann as nach feudiidh ri h-uine,

K-feiii bhi itàiyhte.

Ma rigeas an gearan so Seumas,

Breitheainh sàr-mljath,

Cha tog e dochair mu dheibhinn,

Ach glag mòr gaire.

Labkairt— Agas bha aobhar iia dha aig an t-

Siorramh choir air gàir a dheanadh, thaobh

gu'n d'riig tiinchioll-gheairadh airsaii, lecoimh-

earsnachd bari-Spaintich do thachair ris. 'S

anil uaith sin a dubbradb, " An duine iii teine

math deanadh e-fein a gharadh lis.

Note —'The laird of Druimin kept an old school-

maeter in his house, in the double capacity of tutor to Ins

children and goer of errands, 'ibe dominie was one day

SLiit 10 a shoemaker who lived on the laird's grounds, will)

a message ordering a pair of new shoes for his master.

'Ihesouter decUncii ihe honour intended him, alleging as

a reason that it was a standing rule with him, "never to

make a pair of shoes for any customer till the last which
he hart got were paid for." But there was another, if

not lather a piece of the same, reason of the shoemaker's
unwillingness to make the shoes—the laird was a drench

pnyer; one, in fact, who would run on an account to any
conceivable length without ever thinking it time to settle

It Well, the wielder of the ferula returned, and reported

to his master the ipsissima verba of the son of St Crispin.

The laird was so exasperated at the insolence of his le.

tainer, that he immediately determined to be revenged on

the souter; and, lest he should have the hardihood to

deny his own words, he took the schoolmaster along with

him. Now, the souter was a regular lickspittle; a mean,
cringing, fawning, malicious, yet cowardly wietch ; for,

when the laird said to him, " Did you say to this gentle,

man," jiointing to the dumiiiie, " that you would make
no more shoes for me till 1 had p.nid lor the last I

got ?" " Oh no, no. Sir," said the shoemaker, with an air

of surprise. " most willingly would I convert all the

leather iij my possession into shoes for your honour. 1

have but too much time to work for those who are not so

able to pay me, and am therefore "/ìu^^a' at your service."

The pour dominie was thunder-struck at the barefaced

impudence of the " fause loon ;'* but, ere he had time to

utter a word in explanation, the laird had not only laid

the flattering unction to his own soul, but seizing the

preceptor by the throat, placed his head between his

own knees in a twinkling, and clutching Crispin's foot-

strop in the one hand, and lifting the dominie's phila-

beg with the other, he the'rewitlial plied him on the

bare buttocks, so hmly and heavily, that he liad well

nigh expended the *' wrath" which he had so carefully

been ''nursing" for the rascally souter. How many
slri|)es the wight received deponent hath not said, but

true it is, tlie number far exceeded that prescribed by
the law of iMoses. Indeed it is doubtful whether "the
man of letters" miglit not have lost his " prtciuus spunk,"
if the shoemaker's better-half had not flown tn his rescue.

Gentle dame! well have I designated thee thy chuilish

husband's " beUeV'ÌMMi" for though the poor Mhut.lmaster

was both disgraced and pained through his drl.iult, his

eyes were blind and his heart hard as the " iuiI'li- mill,

stone." And though it may be that no grey st. ne points

out the place of thy sepulture, yet has the bard embalmed
thy name in his song.

AN T-AOSDANA MAC-MHATHAIN.

This poet flourished in tlie seventeenth century. He lived in Lochalshe, Ross-shire,

where lie had free lands from the Earl of Seaforth, and was called his bard. He was a

poet of great merit, and composed as many poems as would occupy a large volume

;

but as they were not committed to writing-, they suffered the same fate with the

productions of Nial Mac-Mhurrich, and were lost by being trusted to memory alone.

The two pieces given here is all that can now be found of his works. " Cabar Feigh"

was not composed by him, as stated by some collectors of poetry. The first song given

here was composed on the Earl of Seaforth, on his embarking at Dorny, of Kintail, for

Stornoway. It has been imitated in English by Sir Walter Scott.

ORAN DO'N lAULA THUATHACH
TRIATH CHLANN-CHOINMTCH.

Deoch slaiiite'n larla thuathaich,

A tliriall an de thai' chuaintean bliuain,

Le sgioba laidir luasganach,

Nach pilleadll càs na fuatlias iad,

Miiir gàii'each air gach £;ualtainii dli'i
;

Air clar do ICiinge luaithe,

Gabh mi cead dhiot is fhuair nil 'a t-ùr.

Gu'n cumadh Dia blio bliangbal thu,

Bho cbarraid cuaici 's bho i:ba(ila:.an,

Bho chariaig fhuair gun chaomlialacbd,

Suachd beaniiaclid tuatb is daonachd dhut,

Huaidh làrach ri do sliaughail ort,

Fhir ghaoil ga t-fhaiciiin beò.



Gur gaoth a deas a dh-eighinn dhut,

Gu'n chruiis gii'n tais a sheideadh rith*,

Fear bearta beachdail, geur-chulseach,

Gu suiindacli, bras, neo-eisleanach,

Bhi fuasgludb pailtt-iis eadaich dh'l,

Ga bhreideadh air giich bòrd.

Gu'n innsinn gnioiuh do stiùireadair,

Fear cuimhiieach, ciallach, curamacb,

'Dh' aithnicheadb fiamh a chùlanaich,

A chuireadh srian ri ciirsaireachd,

Mu 'm bristeadb triati a chuiniean oirr\

A mbuchadh e fo sròin.

T-fhear eolais laidir, fradharcach,

Deas labhrach, gaireach, gleoghairach,

Min cbiiuiteach, seolta, faighidneach,

Cranii geadha 'na 'd laimli adhairtaieh,

Mac Samiiail rasg mhic-i'raoire,

Sud mar tbaghaiiiii dhut iia seoìd.

Ma chaidh tbu null tbar cbuainteanaii,

Air daracb naoiuh a gbluaiseadh tu,

Fir bhuille saoir a 'dh f'iiuaigheas i,

Bidh barrantas dhaoin' uaisle leat,

Bidh beaiinach bhoclid, a's tiiatha dhut,

Cba 'n eagal baoghal fuadaicb dhuibb,

Bidh Dia ma 'n cuairt da d' sbeol.

Mu sbeol thu bare air fairge bhuainn',

Tbu fein 's do choirneal Calamanach,

Fhuaircliù'n cùtrt na 'n Albannacb,

Gur h-iomadb turn a dhearbltadh leat.

Be sud an leogbunn ainmeil,

Bu mbor seanacbas air gacb bòrd.

Gur tagba calla db- innsinn dbut,

'N deidli na mara Si-pbortaicb,

Thu dbol gu fàllain, tirineacb,

I)o Steoriiabbaidh bho linntenntan,

Bitbidh ro-fbial gheala teinteannan,

Aig tir 's ;iig mnai 's toil-inntinn orra,

Hi linn thu theachd gu *n cors.

Gur h-iouiadh srutban firinneacb,

Tfaa *n linntichean an t-Si-pbortaieh,

Tha triatb na h-Karradb dileas dhut,

Le 'n connfpainn fhearail innsgineai^h,

A Lochlainn thig na milteaii,

Air chuau-sgith gu teach Mhic-Leoid.

'Nuair cruinneicbeas na Sàileich leaf.

'S do chinneadh neartmhor tàbhacbdac!

Bidh mire, 's cliiich, isgair«>achdaii:h,

Sa'n ionnad ann an tarladh sibi:,

Cha 'n ioghnadh thu bbi ardanac

Saliuthad non-fhuil àluinn,

A tha cairdeach ga do phòr.

Bidh Tòrmod òg na shiubhal leat,

Siol-Leòid nan rò-seol uidbeamach,

Fhir stòlta, chombnart, shuidbicbtei

Bidh Ù1 gu leoir nam suidbe dhaibh,

Bidh fion is beoir le sùbbacbas,

Air piosaibh bùìdbe òir.

M A R B H II A N N

DO DIP ALASDAlll DUBH GHLINNE-UAIIAIDIL

Fhuaih mi sgeula mouh di-ciadain,

Air laimh fbeuma bba gu creuclnlarb,

'S leoir a gheurad ann sa 'n leumsa,

A nail o'n tread bha buMghar.

O Dhùn-Garannach ùr allail,

Na'n tùrp meara, 's nan steud seanga,

Nan gleus glana, 's ceutach sealladb,

Beuchdail, allaidh, uaìmbreacb.

Gur dubbach, deùrach, tha Clann Dòmhnuill,

Mu cbreach Cbnòideirt neart nan ròiseol,

Gaisgicb cbròdha, nach tais 'n am cùmhraig,

Mo chreach mhòr 's mo chruadal.

Gur goirt an sgaradb tha'n Gleann-garadh,

O'n dh' fhalbb leannan nan arm glana,

Da 'm b' ainm Alasdair, ceann nam beannaebd,

Glac nan geal lann cruagbach.

Bu chall curaidh do dh' Alb' uile,

O dh' fhalbb cuilein, nan arm guineacb,

Bu gharg turas. 'n sealg nan cuniiart,

'N :im dba bhuille bhnalddb

'S an rioghacbd so lcin bu llilatbail t-fbèum,

'S bu sgatbail bèum do cblaidhfimh gelr,

Do shamhailt fein cba'n fbac o'n dli' ùug thu,

Gbaisgeich èucbdaicb, bhughaich

Ge b'e dhuisgeadb t-aiti-ioi-bd,

Bu dlùth dba carraid, 'n tùs larruinn

Ilùsgadh lannan, surd air gbearradh,

Bruchdan fal air ghuaillean.

'Stu'n DùnuUach dian,connspunn nantriath,

Morgbalacb fial, ro lòdraich nan cliar,

Leis an ùilte lion, agus or ga dbioi,

Ann an aitribh nan crioch sluaghail.
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A shliochd righ Fionnaghaill,

Nan corn geulii-glilaic 's nan sròl balla-bhreac,

'M pòi- nach ceai-bach, ,lol fo 'n armaibb,

'N am nan gavbh-cbath ruaidhncacli.

Ach buaidh a's sk'iinte an fbir a db-fhàg ihu

Uuiiiuil, bliithrcil, cinneil, càiiriuil,

Gaol bbo nàinbaid, gràdh bho chàirdoaii,

A sbliochil nan àrmunn uasal.

AN T-AOSDANA MAC-'ILLEAN.

Hector Maclean, commonly called Eachann Bacach an t-Aosdàna, lived in the

seventeenth century, and was poet to Sir Lachlan M*Lean, of Diiart, from whom he had

a small annuity. After much inquiry, we have not been able to procure any particulars

of his life worth publication, or seen any more of his productions than are published in

this work. The following elegy attracted the particular attention of the late Sir Walter

Scott, and he has published an imitation, or free translation, which is every way worthy

of that great bard.

MARBHRANN DO SHIR LACHUINN M AC-GHILLEAIN

TRIATH DHUBH-AIRD.

Thriall ar bunadh gu Phàra,

Co b'urrairin da sheanchas?

Mac-Mhuirich,* Mac-Fhearguis,

Craobh a thuinich re aimsir,

Fhriamliaich biiiiannaii Alba,

Chuidich fear dhiu' cath-Gairiach,

Fbuair sinn ullaidh fear t-aiume theachd bco

Fhuair sinn, &c.

Cha chraobh chuire cha phlaiinta,

Cha chnòdh bbo'n uraidh o'n d' fhàs thu,

Cba bhlà chuirte ma bhealltainn,

Ach fas duillich a's meanglaii),

A miar mullaich so dh' fhàg sinn,

Cuira Chriosd tuilieadh an àite iia dh' fhalbh,

Cuir a Chriosd, &c.

'S mor putbar an ràitb-ae,

*S troin an dubhadb-sa dh'fhàs oirnn.

Our ro cumhann leinn t-àrdacb,

'N ciste luthaidb na'n clàran,

*S fad is cuimhne leinne càradh nam bòrd.

'Sfadiscuimhne, &c.

A Clerk.Register of Icolumkill.

Chaidh do chiste 'n taigh geamhraidb,

Cha do bhiist thu chno sbambua,

Misneach fear Innse-Gall thu,

'S mor is miste do ranntaidb,

Nach do chlisg tbu roi' naimhdean,

Fbir bu mheasail an campa Mhontruise.

Fhir bu rabeasail, &c.

Fbir bu rioghaile cleachdadh,

'S tu bu bhioganta faicinn,

A do] sios am blàr machracb,

Bhiodh na miltin ma d' bbrataicb,

Chuid bu pbriseile n eachdraidh,

Luchd do mhi-ruin na'n caist ort,

'S ann a dh' innste leo t-fbasan,

'Nuaii- bu sgl leo cuir sgapaidh na'm feòi

'Nuair bu sgith, &c.

Cha bhiodb buannacbd do d* nàmbaid,

Dol a dli' fhuasgladii bhuat làmhuinn,

Bba thu buadhach 's gacb àite,

Cha b'e iuath mhic a mhàiif,

Fear do shnuadh theacbd na fhàrdaich,

Cha dath uaine bu bhlà dhut,

'Nuair a bbuaiteadb an t-àrdan ad pbòr.

'Nuair a bhuaileadb, &c.
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DOLACHUNN MOR MAC GILLEOIN

TRIATH DHITBH-AIRD.

A LACHUINN òig gu'ri iiinsinii «rt,

Sgeul is binn ri àireainh,

Nis o rinu e craobh-sgaoileadh,

'S na bheil an taobh so dh'fhairge,

Tba thu Ian do dh' fhiriealtachd,

Cho ceart sa dhinnseadh seancbas,

Gur mac Iain Ghairbh da rireamb thu,

An am dol sios an garbh-chath.

A Lachuinn oig gu 'm faic mi t/ia.

Mar treigeadh bard na bus mi,

Gttvifaic 7111 fo cheann hliadlin thu.

Mar plac nmfiabhras drd mi,

A ghiiùis shulta, 's am beul o'n sochdrach gdi

Do dheud gn'n stair o'm biim thig glòir,

O^nfaighinn pug asfàiUc.

'Se Ceannard Chlan-'Uleain,

Dh'fhàs flathasach Ic cruadal,

Sgaoil e feadh gach tigbearnais,

Gu'n ghleidh thu dligheil t-uaisle,

Ach 's iomadh neach bu shùgradh leis,

Criibadh aim an li'uaiileachd,

Ach rinn thu beairt bu cliùtaiche,

Air an dùchas mar ba dual dhut.

A Lachuinn big gu 'mfaic mi thu, tjc.

'S e na chuir mi dhVòhts ort,

Dh' fhàg an ceo ma n\ shùilean,

Aig a mbiad sa fhuair mi dheth,

Gu'n leig mi rnaig an tiis ort,

Dh" aithnichinn air an ihaiche thu,

A lùb nan cas-chiabh ìn-ghlan,

Gu'm b' ursanii-diath air ijaisgeich thu,

Na'n tigeadh creach a d' dliuthaich.

A Lachuinn oig gu 'mfaici mi thu, at-

B' e sid an gasan leis Iiu taitneach,

Picean daif a lùbadh,

'N t-iubhar nuadh gu lagh gu chluais,

'M bealba bhuat bu shiùbhlach,

Ciir a's rosaid dlu fo t-òrdaig,

he an eòin gu h-ùr-ghlan,

i\Ju i-hul an fheidh ma'n gearr e leum,

Bhidh fhuil na leine brùite.

A Lachuinn uig gu 'injliic mi thu, ^c.

Sid na h-airm a ghlacainn dut,

A dhul air sraid an flmdair :

Cuilbhair a ghleis shniainhanaich,

A hheul o'n cinnte;.i li cuitnse,

Spàntach làdair, fulangach,

'N laimh a cburaidh chiiùtaich,

'S a 'n sgiath bu trie an taisbeanadh,

Air ghaoirdean deas nan lù-chleas.

A Lachuinn oig gu ^m faic mi thuy ^c.

I Mo ghaoil a'm fear caiteanach,

I

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

;
Leis an eireadh na brataichean,

I A 's teach o ghlaic nam fuar bheann,

I

'N am dùsgadh as an cadal daibh,

I

Gu'n d' bhuail thu pais ma'n chluais orr\

'S thilg thu steach an teachdaireachd,

!
'S an ceart air bhachd an guaile.

I A Lachuinn oig gu *mfnic mi thu, Sfc.

'S iomadh bratach shuaiuhcantaf

'N robh smuais a's cruas a's càirdeas,
' Eadar rutha Chuirteirnis,

Gu Dubh-airt thun a Garbh-lead,

Dh' eireadh fir Aiid-ghobhar leat,

I

Fir fhoghainteach neo-sgàthach,

I

Dhearbhainn fhln gu'n geileadh dhut,

j

Fir ghleusta bho Bhra'-chàrnaig.
' A Lachuinn oig yu ''mjaic mi thu, i§*c.

!

' Ghluaiseadh leat s na h-eilcanan,

! Dream rwch ceil an gradh ort,

Thigeadh ort a mur-Innis,
I , .

. A bhratach leoghannt' laidir,

Chite sid gu follaiseach,

Fir fhoinnidh ann an Aros,

I
Na fir ùra nach diùltadh,

! Sgìùrs thoirt air an nàmhaid.

A Lachuinn oig gu 'm faic mi thu, ^c.

Dh' eireadh seòid o'n Mhuidhe leat,

Nach cuireadh bruthach spàirn orr',

Nan coanna-bheairteau glana,

Nan lannan geal 's nan targaid,

Nan cuilbheirean caol acuinneach,

Aig gaisgich nan gniomh gailbheach,

A dheanadh luath a chaisleacha,

'N nair dh' eireadh srad bho theanachair.

A Lachuinn oig gn 'm faic mi thu, ^c.

Bratach aig Clann-DòmhnuiU,

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

Dli' fbàs gu seasmhach. cruadalach,

' 'N uair gliluaiseadh iad »»"^11 armadh,

Ann an gliocas firinneach,

I Cbo math sa sgriobh an seanachas,

I

Sid an dream bha innsgineach,

I Ri 'n innseadh nach robh leanabail.

I

A Lachuinn oig gu 'm faic mi thu, ^c.



^O SAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH.

LACHUNN MAC THEARLAICE.
Lachhn M'Kinnon, alias Lachunn Mac Thearlaich Oi'g', flourished about the middle of

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

of the Cea/in-taig/ie of the M'Kinnons of that place. His parents were in comfortable

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

acquirements, it is obvious from a cursory glance at his productions that he was not un-

lettered,—while the purity and critical correctness of his Gaelic, furnishes ample proof

that he studied and understood the structure of that language. He was an excellent

musician, and was in the habit, when a young man, of carrying his violin about with him

from place to place—more for recreation and amusement, than for any sordid considera-

tions of pecuniary remuneration. The habits and predilections of his countrymen, their

excessive fondness of poetry, music and dancing, always secured for such gifted indivi-

duals as M'Kinnon, the warmest grasp of hospitality's right hand wherever he went. He

seems, however, to have discontinued the practice—in consequence of a low, unmanly

attack upon his character and motives by a wandering bard of the name of M'Lennan.

Talents and genius are very seldom bestowed upon any individual without a copious

mixture of impulses, that too often seek their gratification in improper indulgences. Burns

and Byron were constituted after this manner. Lachlan M'Kinnon happened at one time

to be perambulating the Main land, in the district of Lochalsh, where he put u|) for the

night in the house of a respectable farmer. After supper, one of the daughters w ent out

to prepare a bed for the cherished stranger in an out-house or barn. She was accom-

panied by a little favourite pug called Coireal, and the poet soon followed. Fairly

ensconced with the fair and artless maid, and privacy favouring his designs, Lachlan

yielded to the impulses of his heart, and the result was an illegitimate daughter, who

seems to have inherited the broad humour and poetic genius of her father. Many of her

repartees and witticisms have descended to us by oral recitation, but space remonstrates

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

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

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

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

am the most unpropitious omen that could come in your way." " Dear me! how that?"

eagerly inquired the stepmother. "Because," continued the other, " I was the first per-

son he himself met, while on his way to marry you, and God knows it was the most un-

lucky journey he ever made!" But we are digressing, and had almost forgot to say, that

during M'Kinnon's struggle to deflower the farmer's daughter, little Coireal sounded so

loud an alarm, that he seized it by the hind legs, and dashed out its brains against the

wall ! This has been made the subject of a very merry song, in which our author comes

in for a pretty round flagellation.

Luclilan M'Kinnon died at a good old age, and was buried in his native parish, where

some of his grandchildren are still living and much respected.
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LATHA' SIUBHAL SLEIBHE.

M.4Rni]PBAisG ort a nibulaìd,

Nach do dh'fhuirich thu tiochd uam
'S iiach do leig thu cadal dninh,

S ail oidhche lada, fuar,

Ma's aim a dh'iarraidh cuiintaìs uriii,

A lunn thu air mo shuain,

Bheir Txiise greis an dràsda dhut

Air àireamh na tha bh'uat.

Latha' siubhal aleibhe dhomh
'S mi falbh loam tuin ga dlù,

A chuideacbd anus an ast:ir sin

Air gunna glalc a's cù,

Gun thachair clann rium aim sa' gbleann

A' gal gu fann chion iùii :

Air leain gur h-iad a b'àillidh dreach

A chuunacas riamh le m" sbuil.

Gn'm b'iogbnadh learn mar tbnrladh dbaibh

Am t'àsach fad air cbùl,

Coimeas luchd an aghaidhean

Gu'n tiigha de cheann iùil,

Air beannacbadh neo-fhiata dhomb
Gu'n d'fbiaraich mi •—" Co sùd?"

'S fhreagair iad gu cianail mi
A'm briathraibh mine ciùin.

" lochd, a'a Gradh, a"s Fiùghantas,

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

CJann nan uaislean cùramacb,

A choisinn cliù 's gach ball,

'Nuair phàigh an i'heile cis d'an Eug
'S a chaidh i-tL'Ìn air cball.

'Na tbiomnadh dh't'hag ar n-athair sinn

Aig matbaibh Innse-Gall.

'' Tòrmod fial an t-sbugraidh,

Nach d'fhàs m'a chuinneadh cruaidb,

A bba gu fearail tììigbanta<-b,

'S a chum a dbiithcbas suas
;

'S ann air a bba ar tagbaicb,

O'n tbugadb Iain bh'uainn.

'S beag m' fharmad ris na t'eumaich

O'n a bbeum na cluig gu truagb !

" Bha'n duin" ud ro fblatbasacb,

'S e inatbasach le ceill,

Bhaegu tialfiijgbantacb,

'S a ghiulan math *ga reir
;

Ge farsuinn eadar Arcamh,

Cathair Ghlas-cho 's Baile-Bbòid :

Cha d' fhuaras riamh oid-altrum ann,

Cho pailt* ri teach Mhic-Leòid.

** Chaidh sinn do Dhun-Bheagain

A's cha d'iarr sinn cead 'na thùr,

Fbuair sinn, tailte sbuilbbcara,

Le t'urbailt a's le mùirn :

Gu'n gblac e siun le acarachd

Mar dbaltachan 'iiar triùir,

A 's thogadh e gach neach agaiiin

Gu macant' air a gblùn.

*' Fhuair sinn greis 'gar n-àrach,

Aig Mac-Leòid a bba san Dun,
Greis eile gle sbaibbeir

Aig a bhrathair bba'ii Duii-Tuilm :"

Sin 'nuair labbair fiùghantas

Dale ùiseil Dhomhnuill ghuirm :—
'^ Bu trie leat a bhi siigradh rinn,

'S clia b' fhasan iir dbiiinn cuirm.

" N am eiridb dbuinn neo-airtneulach

'S biadh maidiie dhol air bòrd,

Gheibbte gach ni riagbailteach,

Bu mhiannach leat ga d' cbòir
;

Cha d' chuir tbu diiil am priobairtich,

Cbab'fbiach leat ach ni mòr ;

Bu cbleacbdadh air do dbitbeid dhut

Glain' fbiona mar ri eeòl.

" Am fear a bb' air a Chomraich

Bu cball soiUt-ar dbuinn a bbàs

Ann an cuisibh diulanais,

Cha b' iùdmhail e' measg chàich

Lamli sgapaidh òìr, a's airgeid e

Gu'n dearmad air lucbd dhàn,

A's mhionnaicheadb na cUirsairean

Nach e bu tàire lamh.*

* Alluding to an Irish Harper of the name of Cailean

CormaCt who, in consequence of a misunderstanding, left

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

of refugees, whether children of prose or verse. During
his peregrinations in Ilie hyperborean regions of Caledonia,

he visiied, according to the custom of the times, many of

the Highland Chieftains and families of distinction, whose
ears were not yet sufficiently lefintd to disrelish music,

and who, consequently, appreciated his aliilities and per-

formances. Among others in whose families the Hibernian

minslril was well received, was that of the Laird of Ap).le-

cross. On 'the day of his departure, Applecross, whose
generosity was ivnrthy of his couritry and hiyh rank, gave

Cormac a handful of gold pieces out of his right hand, and
a similar quantity or silver ones out of lii^ left. Such a
splendid instance of genuine Highland liberality, could not

but awake sentiments of the most lively gratitude in the

naturally feeling bosom of the minstrel; who. upon his

arrival in the Emerald Isle, lost no oppoitunity of trum.
peting forth the praises of his benefactor. The tide nf his

quondam employer's rage having now subsided, and a
reconciliation having been efTecteLl between the parliefl.
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" Thug sinn rujiig gu'n sòradli

Gu Miic-Chdiniiich niòr nan ciiacli,

hen duiii' iochd-nihor, teò-chridheacli,

S bu Ico^haiiiit e air sluagh,

Bha urrain uaisl' a's ceannais aig'

Air iearailjh an taobh-Tuatli ;

Cha chuii't' as geall a chailleadli e

Ge d' fhalaich oirii e 'ii uaigh !

" O'ti rinii an uaigh 'ìii' glasadh orm,

'S nach faic mi sibh le'in shiiil
;

'S cmnhach, ciaiiail, craiteach, mi,

*S neo-ardanaci) mo shùrd.

'S mi cuimhneac.hadh nam braithrean sin

A b'àiHidh dreach a's gnùis,

Gur trie a chura sibh coinnidh rium

Aig Coiiiiieach anns a' Chiiil.

" Ailpeaiiaich mhath chiar-dhuibh,

'Gam bu duthchas riabh an Srath,

D'an tigeadli àirm gu sgiamhach

CSc bu riabhach leinn do dhatb,

Bu lamh a dheanamh Hadhaich thu,

Gu'ti dial bu bhiatarh math,

'S a iiise bho na thiiall tliu bh"uainn.

Cha'n iarrair sinn a staigh.

*' Bu chunnir glaii do chalpannan,

Fo shli:.said dhealbhaich thruiin,

'S math tliigeadh breaean cuachach ovt,

Mun cuairtan fhuile chruinn,

'S 10 mhath a thigeadh claidheamh dhut,

Sgiath laghach nam ball grinn,

Cha robh cron am fradharc nrt,

'Thaobh t-aghaidh 's cùl do cbinii.

« Nam togail mail do dhùthchantinn.

'S ga 'n dlùthachadh liut leiu :

Bhi'dhmaid air 'nar stiiibhartan

'S 'nar triuir gu'm bi'dhmaid icidli,

Cha do thog sinn riabh bo Shamhna dhut.

No Bealltainn cha b'e'r beus,

Cha mho thug oich air tuathanach.

Bu mho do thruas ri fheuui
"

Bha'n duin' ud na charaid dhomh,

'S cha char dhomh' chliù a sht-iiin,

Mas can each gur masgall e,

Lei^' tharais e na thim ;

Do bbiis a dh-Hiag mi mulailach,

8 anil chluinnear e 's gacli tir,

Cha bioghna' mi ga t-iondrann,

Ann am cunntais thoirt 's an t-shuim.

his master asked Cormnc :—*' CrrH i '« lamh ho fhciie do

fhnatr tu'n AUminn?'' i. e. which w;i< the most liberal

hsni you found in Scotland? To which he Tcjphed :—
" Lnrnh dheas fhir na Conimich "—1 he right h;ind nf

Applecross.—" Creid i 'n ath tef" which was the next?
—" Lnmh ehl-th fhir na Comraich," or the left hand of

Applfcros^, was the miiistrcrs prompt and quaint tcply.

'S mi smaointeach air na saoidheaiin sin

'S a blii ga'n caoidh gu truagh,

*S amhuil gheibh ml bhuinig ann,

Bhi taghaich air luirg thuair,

All taobh a chaidh iad tharais,

'8 ann tha dachaigh uil* an t-shluaigb,

Dh'eug lannraic priunsa Sbasuinn ;

'S cha dùisg e gu Ik-Iuain !

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

would jippear that while they lived, and while his own cir-

cunistances continued prosperous, lit was much respected

throughout the country, :ind was not unlrequently the

guest and companion of the best gentry in the Highl.mds.

No sooner, however, h;id death deprived him uf his friends,

and nuofortunc had rf)b:)ed him of Iiis gear,* than he began

iforn the

Castle of Dunv

and coldness which poverty ton often

n. This he experienced in an especial

a Christmas evening having gone to the

n, where the rest of the country gentry

were, as usual on such occasions, enjoying the h'^spilality

of the chief, poor Mackinnon was not only unnoticed and

neglected, but repulsed from the hall.wheie, in worthier

days, and under a worthier laiid, he and his fathers were

wont to be welcome guests. In consequence nf this un-

handsome treatment, the indignant bard returned instantly

to Strath While pursuing his homeward jJnrney through

the lonely glen, beneath the towering Cit/cenx, and wliile

the fever of his resentment still burned within his bnsnra,

he met, or iniagined he met, Generosity^ Love, and I.tber-

ality, outcasts, like himself, from l!ie hearts and halls of

highland lairds, and bitterly inveighingagainst the tyranny

that thus exiled them, unfed and unclothed, from the

abodes where they \vere accustomed to reign and revel.

At length having reached his home, he went to bed, pro-

bably supperless, and gentle sleep not deigning to won him,

but in its stead the wtepirg muse, he composed, and, for

the first time, sung this song It was highly esteemed by

the Highland bards and scatiachnis, the latter of whom
entitle;! the tune to which it is sung, " Tri.amfi Fonn »a

h-Alba," or the tliird best air in Scotland i—we have not

been able to ascertain what airs were considered the fir.-t

and secmnl. In n (Vnncf to Ihe time and place where it

was first suii^, weniii> mention that it wasa custom of the

old highlandcis, when they conld not sleep, to suig on

their beds, and that loud enough to waken all the inmates

of the house, who, if the song was good, never grudged

their slumbers being thus musically broken.

O 11 A N

DO NIGHEAN FIIIR CHEA^rBAII,,

MocH sa' mhadainn mi *s Ian airtneil,

Tha mi g achdain m' iunndraini!.

An aite cadail air mo leabaidh,

Carachadh sa tinnntadh.

Na 'm faigiiinn cead, gun rachaiim grad,

Am still gu'n stad, gu'n aon-tamh ;

A dh' fhios an ait' am fiosrach each,

Gu 'm bcil mo ghradh-sa 'n Geambail.

be* Lest this statement may be mistaken, it i

inferred that his predecessors had been obliged to dispose

of their lands, but that he still had some of the proceeds

upon which he lived ; but funds in ca^h, even if consider-

able, were not regarded in those days so honourable as

even a very limited competency arising from a paternal

estate.
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*S ge fad air chuairt, mi 's tamull Lh'iiaui,

An aislirig bhuun so dhùisg mi
;

Tbu hhi agam, aim am ghlacailili,

Bheaii blio 'n tlachd-mhor sugiadh.

A lUiaiiiean buinig 's fa.Ja m' thuireacb,

Ann an iomal dùthcha,

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

Bhi *ii diugh a triall ga t-iuniiMiidh.

Air t-iunnsaidh tbeid mi 'n iiair a dbeireas,

Mi gu h-eatiom sunndach :

Gach ceum de'n t-sblighe, dol ga d" ruidhinn,

Bi'dh mu chridhe sùgach

Mo mbiann bbi 'n ceart-uair air bbeag cadail

Ann ad <:baidridb greannar
;

Mo dhuil gun cbleith, le dùrai.hd mhath,

Gur h-e mo bheatha teann ort.

Auli oigh na maise 's òr-bhuidb (alt,

'S do ghruaidh air dreach an iieitinein
;

Tha eideadb gvinn, mu dheud do cbiiin,

'S do beul bho 'm binn thig òran.

Rosg tbaiia chaoin, fo d' mhala cbaoil,

'S do mheall-shuil, mbin ga seòladii
;

Si'n t-sbeirc tha t-eudainn gbroas gu tnig mi,

Mar toir cleir dhomb coir ort.

Gu'ii choir air t-fbeutainn, oigh na leile.

Ghreas mi fcin gu an-lamh
;

Fliuair thu 'n iosad buaidh bho Dbiarmad,'^

Tha cuir eiad an geall ort.

Ciochan geala, air uchd meallaidli,

Miami gach tìr 'ii am sealltaiii
;

Do chion tailaich th' air mo mhealladh,

'S e na eallach throm orm.

Tha ruin nam fear, fo d* ghiin am falach,

Seang chorp, fallain, sunndach
;

Slios mar eala, cneas mar chanach,

Bho cbeann tamuU m' iuil ort.

Bho bharr do chinn, gu sail do bhuinn ;

'S tu dhamhsadh grinn air ùrlar ;

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

Ghreas gu làr mo sbugradh.

Mo shngradh cheil 's duil ruit mar bhi-ait,

Oigh nan ciabh glan fainearh :

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

'S uasal an t-ion bau-righ.

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

Mar ri ubòile fas riut

;

Do ghaul gach 1Ò so rinn mo leòn,

C bo nior 's nach eol dhomh alreamh.

Cha 'n e.ii domh aireamh, trian de t-ùilleacbd,

Giis do'n bbas gun geill mi
;

Ceillidli, cliulacb, hi'usach, muirneacli,

Ceud fear iir tha 'n deidh ort.

Bi'dh airnean bruit aig pairt de 'n cbunntais, (

Dba 'ii diult thu caoimhneas
;

Bi'dh slaint" as ùr, le fAilte chiuil,

Aig fear ni lub saii roinn ort.

SO 1 A N DU B H

AN SPROGAIN CHAIM.

Dh' innsinn sgeul mu mhalairt duibh,

Na 'm faiiadh sibh gu fòill,

Mur dir eirich tin 'n chall bhreamais domh,
'Nuair chaidh mi do Uhun-gleòis ;

Air bbi thall an Sgalpa dhomh,

Air cuirm aig Lachunn òg ;

Fhuair mi bhiodag thubaisteach,

Le a caisein-uchd' bha mòr.

Bu mhath a chuirm a bh'an', an sin,

'tj mo bheannachd-sa na deigh
;

'N fhear ud dune chutmaic i,

A dhi-mol i gu leir
;

Ach fhuair mi fhiii bloidh biodaig ann
Nach tig an hi ni feum,

A's stiallaire mor feusaig oirr',

Mur fhear d"a seòrsa fheìii.

Mas oil leibh an athais ud,

Gu 'n robh i agabh riamh
;

Loinidean a's òghnaichean,

An cònuidh dhuibh bu bhiadh ;

Ged' dheanadh sibh cruinneachadh,

Tuilleadh a*s coig ciad
;

'S tearc fear gun chaisein-nchd aige,

Cho gbarbhe ri torc-fìadh.

Chuir an tir so 'n duileachd mi,

'Nuair chunnaic iad mur bha;

Bha gach neacli ga choisrigeadh,

Roimh 'n dos a bh'air 'a barr;

Bha sgonn do mhaide seilich iniit

;

Bu gheinneanta rinu fas;

Bheireadh saor neo cbronail aisde,

Crosg da'u loinid bhàin.

Chuir Mac-Ionmhuinn bairlinn.

An trath so mach sa 'n tir,

Chuir e na soachd barranntais,

Gu Donnacha Mac-a-Pbi

;

Gabhail gu caoi Arcaig leo,

Mu 'n ghabh i tàmh sa 'n tir,

'Sa muinntir fein thuirt coinne dh' i

'S gur soilleir i do m' dhitli.
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Cha 'n ion-niholaidh ghrath-bhat sin,

Thug tlui steach thar chaol,

An t-arm a bha gun chaisrigeadh,

*Sa b' olc leain air mo thaohh :

'S mairg sliasaid air am facas i,

A bhiodag phaiteach mhanl
;

IÌ' iomlaideach aiv bliòrdaibh i,

Sgian dubh a sgòrnain cliauil.

W i sud an bhiodag rosadach,

A b' olc leam air mo chliath*,

'Si i-uadh-mheirg uile 's coltas d' !,

Fo dhos de dh' fhionnadh liath,

Bha maide reamhai' geinneach innt'

'S car na h-amhaich liar

Cha ghearradh i sgiath cuileige,

Le buille no le riach.

'Nuair chaidh mi dh' iarraidh breathanais,

Cha d' fhuair mi Icilhid riamh
;

Sin nuair thuirt an Sàileanach,

(' Nuair chairich e rium biasd
;

Mnlbalt do chuirc Mhòr-thìrich,

Ua'ui beil an roibein liath ;

Duirceall dubh gun fhaobhar,

'N am taobhadh ris a bhiadh.)

" Bu mhath sa bhruthainn chaorainn i,

'Sa'n caonnag nam fear mòr ;

'S e Fionn thug dh'i an latha sin,

An t-ath-bualadh na dbòrn
;

Thug e na brath-mliionnan sin,

Nach dli' fhag i duine beò ;

'S uach robli neacli ga m beanadh i,

Nach gearradh i' gu' bhròig."

Thuirt mi thin cha'n thior dhut sin,

'S anu chain thu d' ciall le aois
;

Coid a cliuimhne 's faid' agad,

On stad i gu bhi muni ;

Chaidh mi air nio ghlùn d' i,

Mu 'n do rCiisg i rium a taobh ;
*

'S thug i na seachd sgairtcan aisd,

Gus 'n tug Mac-Talla glaudh.

Bu cheithir bliadhna-tichead d' i,

Bhi 'n citsein mhorair-Gall ;t

'S fhuair i urram còcaireachd,

Thar moran de na bh' ann ;

Bha Mac-Aoidh ga teachdaireachd,

JIu 'n deach e chòmhraig theann,

'S b' fhoirmeal anns a chogadh i,

Sgian dubh an sprogain chaim.

Ged thigeadh Clann-Domhnuill,

'S na scòid a tlia niu thualb,

IVIac-Aoidh an tiis feachda leo,

'S garbh bhratach an taobh tuatll
;

'Nuair thig a bhratach C;hcaun-Sàileach.

'S a thairnnear ridhe suas ;

• Pulling it out of the ahcalli. + Lord Caithnew.

'S tearc fear gu'n chaisein gaoiseid air,

Bho smeig gu mhaodail sios.

Note The poet Iiappeiied to be one of a party at the

house of ific47/nn Og, a relative of his own, when, upon the

company *' getting fou an' unco happy," they fell to

playing at a sort of game called lomlaid bhiodtig. The
manner in which it is played is this :—The lights arc ex.

tinguished, and every man casts his dirk under the table.

The dirks are then shuffled wilh a staff, after which a

person, having his right hand tied to his side, and a glove

on his left, is blindfoliled and put under the table to hand

out one by one in rotation to every man who had cast a

dirk in : and every body had to keep the dhk which fell to

him in this way. jrKinnon's dirk was by far the best in

the whole collection, but he lost it in the lottery, and got

ill its stead an old coarse dagger belonging to a Kintail

man who was present. This person was one of those

termed " Clann 'Ic Rath Mholacli." i. e. Hairy JI'Raes.

M'Kinnon wus far liom pleased with his lot, and he com.

posed this song on

CURA.M NAM BAN TRAICHEAN.

LUINVF..\G.

Hug hoirea

Bi'dh ciira
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AN CLARSAIR DALL.

RoDEaicK MoRisoN, the far-famed harper and poet, commonly called ^« Clàrsair Dall

was born in the Island of Lewis*, in the year 1646. His father was an Episcopalian

Clerg-yman in that place, a man of great respectability and goodness of heart, and a de-

scendant of the celebrated Britheamh Leòghasach. He had other two sons, Angus and

Malcolm. At an early age, the three, who were all designed for the pulpit, were sent

to Inverness to their education. They were not long there, when the small-pox

made its appearance in the town with great virulence ; our three pupils were seized with

it, and although the best medical skill was in requisition, so severe was the malady, that

Roderick lost his eye-sight, and had his face—otherwise a very fine, open and expressive

one,—dreadfully disfigured and contracted by it. His brothers were more fortunate,

—

they followed up their clerical aspirations, and having gone through the curriculum of

their order, Angus got a living in the parish of Contin, and Malcohn was appointed to

the Chapel of Poolewe, in the parish of Gairloch, Ross-shire. Balked in his juvenile

anticipations, and now incapacitated for any active, civil, military, or other profession,

Rory directed his attention to the study of music, for which nature had furnished him

with a first-rate genius. In this divine science he greatly excelled, and although he was

no mean performer on other musical instruments, the silver-toned harp seems to have been

his favourite. On this instrument, he left all other Highland amateurs in the rear.

His superiority as a musician, and his respectable connexions soon served him as a pass-

port to the best circles in the North. He was caressed and idolized by all who could

appreciate the excellence of his minstrelsy. Induced by the fair fame of his fellow-harp-

ers in Ireland, he visited that country, and probably profited by the excursion. On his

return to Scotland, he called at every baronial residence in his way ; the Scotch nobility

and gentry were at the time at the Court of King James in Holyrood-House—Rory

* The Messrs Chambers ol* Edinburgh, in their Journal, Number 451, of Saturday, September

19th, 1840, say, on the authority of Mr Bunting, that blind Rory was an Irishman. This is in-

correct. "We know how much Journalists ai'e at the mercy of others, and how easily they are mis-

led ; but without at all expecting any thing like omniscitnce in the Messrs Cliambers, we think,

that before lending the weight of their columns to give currency to the mis-statement, they ought

to liave iiitormed themselves of the facts.

Of Mr Bunting, we know nothing or almost nothing ; but we sympathize with him in his liter-

ary researches, and attempts to resuscitate the musical spirit and ancient melody of his country.

We protest, however, against his robbing us of our sweetest minstrel—not for the world would we
accord to Hibernia the honour of having given birth to Rory Dall—and for this one reason, that

he was bona fide born and brought up in the Highlands of Scotland ; and, if a man must be born

a second time, it does not necessarily follow, that that event must take place in Ireland. Mr
Bunting's blind Rory, goes by the sonorous name of O'Cahan,—we have no objection to this

;

neither do we lay claim to any of the estates which descended to the said Rory O'Cahan as his

patrimonial inheritance, but we claim for ourselves the honour of consanguinity with Roderick

JMorison, the blind harper. We have given his birth and parentage ;—we have pointed to the

manses of his two brothers,—we have given his own history as a poet, harper, and farmer, and
until these facts are disproved, the Irish historian must rest satisfied with his own Rory, and ihe

|: Messrs Chambers must understand that such things as erroneous statements can be imported over

I the Irish channel, much easier than a Ross-shire Highlander can be made an Irishman.
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wended his way to Edinburgh, wliere he met with that sterhng model of a Highland

Chieftain, John Breac M'Leod of Harris, who eagerly engaged him as liis family harper.

During his stay under the hospitable roof of this gentleman, he composed several beautiful

tunes and songs, and, among the rest, that fascinating melody—" Ftillnan Crann," which

arose out of the following circumstance : Rory, sitting one day by the kitchen fire, had

chanced to drop the key of his harp in the ashes which he was raking with his fingers, as

M'Leod's lady entered and inquired of one of the maids—" Ciod e tha dhith air

Ruairidhi" "MAuire/ tha a chraiin—c/iniV/ e san /waM e," was the reply—" i1/a ta

feumair crann eile 'cheannach do Ruairidh ;" continued Mrs M'Leod ; and the gifted

minstrel, availing himself of the forced or extended meaning of the word crann, forth-

with composed the tune, clothing it in words of side-splitting humour, and representing

the kitclien maids as ransacking every mercantile booth in the land, to procure him his

lost iiiipkment I

Shortly after this j)eriiHl, we find our author located as a farmer at l'olaniùr in

Glenelg, at that time the property of his liberal patron M'Leod, who gave him the occu-

pancy of it rent-free. Here he remained during his friend's life, and added largely to tlie

stock of his musical and poetical compositions.

An Clàrsair Dall was fondly attached to his patron, whose fame he commemuratcd in

strains of unrivalled beauty and excellence. The chieftains of the clan M'Leod possess-

ed, perhaps, greater nobleness of soul than any other of the Highland gentry; but it must

be observed, that they were peculiarly successful in enlisting the immortalizing strains of

the first poets in their favour—our author and their own immortal Mary. Kory's elei;y

on .John Breac M'Leod, styled, " Creach nan Cindun," is one of the most pathetic,

plaintive and heart-touching productions we have read, during a life half spent amid the

flowery meadows of our Highland Parnassus. After deploring the transition of M' Lcod's

virtues, manliness and hospitality from the earth, he breaks forth in sombre forebodings

as to the degeneracy of his heir, and again luxuriates in the highest ingredients of a

Lament. Oran mor Mhic-Leuid, in which the imaginative powers of the minstrel con-

jure up scenes of other days, with the vividness of reality, is a master-piece of the kind.

It comes before us in the form of a duet, in which Echo (the sound of music), now c.^c-

cluded like himself from the festive hall of M'Leod, indulges in responsive strains of

lamentation that finely liarmonize with the poignancy of our poet's grief.

This last song was composed after his ejectment from his farm, and while on his way to

his native Isle of Lewis. It is not true, as stated by Mr Bunting, that Rory Dall was a

wandering minstrel. He indeed occasionally visited gentlemen's houses, but that was

always under special invitation — he was bom a minister's son, and did not require to earn

his bread by wandering from place to place. Rory Dall was much respected in his age

and country for those high nmsical jiuvvers which have contributed so much to the plea-

sure and delight of his countrynn-n— talents which have obtained for himself the imi)erisli-

able fame of being one of the sweetest and most talented poets of our countrv. He died at

a good old age, and was interred in the burying ground of I, in the Island of Lew is. Peace

be to his manes! never we fear, shall the Highlands of Scotland again produce his like.
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Cha d' fhuair iad aobhar otlbheuni,

Mar falbliadh iad sliabh,

Cha dean iad a bheag ormsa,

*S nach lorgair mi 's fiach,

Mo chieach ma 'n coiniiidh 's i fo'n comraic,

'B*e ati comunn mo mhiann,

Buachaillean mo threud,

'N uair nach lèir dhuibh a ghiian.

Tha sliochd Iain Mhic-Mhàrtainn,*

Gu tàbhachdach treun,

Raghaiiin air an nairahdeas,

An cairdeas, gu'n bhreug,

Cha bhuin iad ri fàl-bheairt,

Mo lamhsa nach spiels,

" Far an isl' an gàradh,

Cbaghnàleoaleura,"

Na fir ghasda gu'n bhi meata,

'S iad nach seachainn strcup,

Le 'n toirear buaidh 's gach spairne,

Ann 's gach àite dha 'n teid.

Clann-a-Phi f ri' n seanachag,

'S neo-leanabaidh na seòidi

Buidhean nan sgiath balla-bhreac

A dhearbhadh an gleòìs,

'S iad nach seachiiudh fuathas,

'N am bhualadh nan sròn,

Ge b' e chnireadh learg orr'

Cha b' fharmadach dhò,

'N am tarrainn nan lann tana,

Caisgear carraid leò,

" Buille 'n corp cha bhuail" iad,

Tha uaisle nam pòr.

Tlia Clann-'IUe-Mhaoil mhùinte,

Bha cliù orra riamh,

Buidhean tha do-cheannsaicht,

Is ceannsgalach trial!,

Ri faiciiin an naimhdean,

'S neo-sgàthach an triath,

r/ anj:sa leibh ruaig shunndacli.

No tionntadh Ic fiamh,

Laochraidh guineach nan arm fuileach,

'S mairg ri 'n bhuin sibh riamh,

Iha iiiinh a's neart 'n-ar naimhdeaa,

'S 'ur cairdeas gu'n t'hiar.

Tha aig CoUa còmhlainn,

Nach conn-lapach gleua,

Luchd nam feudan dùbh-ghorm,

Nach diùltadh ri feum,

*N-àni na graide dhùsgadh,

Gu 'n dubladh bhur leum,

Bha fios aig Mac-an-TòÌsìch,

Nach sòradh Ìad ceum,

* Dochanassie

t Locharkaig t

i.a very brave little clan at tha

, followers of LocheiU

Dol na choinnidh sa*n la shoilleir,

'S gu'n iad coimeas cheud,

B' annsa dol da bhualadh,

No buaile 'n fir theud.

'S iad sliochd Cholla chis-mhoir,

Da rireadh a th' ann,

Nach leigeadh le mùiseag.

An cùis thar an ceann,

Misneach cha do threig sibh,

'N streup chlanna Ghall,

Cha bu dual daibh mio-st:V

No mi-thurachd ghann,

Na fir churanta fhuair urram,

Re h-àm iomairt lann,

O minig luchd an aobhair,

Gu craobhach a call.

Maille ris gach suairceas,

Bha fuaite ri'r gnu,

Tharrainn sibh mar dhualchas,

An uaisle 'n ar cleith,

Gu creachadh cha do ghluais sibh,

Cha chuala mi e,

B' aunsa leibh eun cluaise.

Thoirt nam le m thoil feiii,

Na mo chreachadh 's an dol seachad,

'S mi na m' aire mu'm sprcidh,

'S mi gu'n eagal tuairgnidh,

'Smo bhuaile fo' r mein.

Tha Gleann-Garadh ceannsgalach,

Connspunnach, cruaidh,

Chumadh ri luchd airahreit,

A chonnspaid ud suas,

Na 'm tharrainn gu sanntaclt,

An lann as an truaill,

Bu mhath do'r luchd gamhlais,

San am ud bhi bhuaibh,

Biodh ceum cridheil air reang tri-ear,

Cha gleidh bruinne buaidh,

Aig bùidhcann a mhoir cheann-aird,

Nach teai.n mo chuid bhuam.

Tha 'n taic na laimhe.

An Ceann-tàile so thall,

Fir ghàsda neo sgathacb,

Ga'm b'àbbaìsd bhi teann,

Ri faicinn a nàmhaid,

Nach failinnach greann.

Is trie a fhuair buaidh làrach,

Le àbhachd an lann,

Neart a chlaidhe be air raghainn,

Nach dh-fhàs fatbast fanu,

Coille 's i gu'n chrionach.

Gur lionmhor a clann.
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'S iad marcaich iia Mòidhe,

Kirchio nam buadh,

'iM beil aithii' agus eòlas,

Nacb soradh an duais,

ClanD-Choiiinieh naa lò-seol,

Na'n cròdU' mhìlean sluaidh.

Na beathraicbean beòdha,

Gacòirabbicruaidb,

Dream yu'n laige ri am troide

Ceanti a cbabraich suas,

Aig luchd na gorm lann nàimhdeach,

Nach sanntaich mo bhuar.

Note.—'When the harper composed this song, he was re.

siding in To/a-Mor, in tilenelg, as a farmer, and the tew
of the clans he alludes to were people that he had good
reason to fear would rob him, or, in other words, carry
away his cattle—a very prevalent practice in those days.
As, therefore, lie had little or no means of defending him-
self, he immediately called his harp and his muse to his

aid, and composed this song, in which those dreaded ene-
mies are invested with all the attributes of honour, honesty,
and good neighbourhood ; and, as far as the bard was con.
cerned, they always acted towards him in the characters
his muse was willing to believe they actually possessed.

ORAN
DO DH-IAIN BREAC MAC-LEOID.

Tha mòran, mòran muluid

An deigh tuiiieachadh am chòm,

Gur bliadhna leam gach seachduin,

Bho nach facas lain donn
;

Na 'n cluinninii ged nacb faicinn,

'Fear do phearsa thigh'nn do "n fhonn,

Gu'n sgaoileadh mo phràmh 's m' airsneul,

Mar shneachd òg ri aiteamh trom.

T/ieir till hù-ru ghealla beag,

'Snaliò-ro challan h-l,

\i hò-ra ghealla beag,

iw-ri) challan h-l i

hi ho hù-rd bho,

hò-ro challan hi,

Gurfada bho na iràthan sin,

Nach Tobh mo ghrddh san tir.

Th

Chalh

A iiiL-bd coniiiinn so, na 'n eisdeadh sibh,

Ri cuid de m' sgeul, gu'n mheang,

'S ml caoidb an uasail bheadaraich,

Tha bhuam an fheadhs' air chall
;

Cha robh cron ri fhaotainn ort,

Ach tlm bhi f'aoiiidh ann,

Bho 'n fhuair mi gu h-iir tibhinn thu,

'N I)un-eideann, a measg Ghall.

Their mi ho-ro, 4'c»

Thug mi ionnsaidh fhada.

As do dheigh 's mi 'n cladach cruaidh,

Thug mi ionnsaidh bhearraideacb,

'S a chumhanaich Di-luain ;

Cha dThuaras an t-òg aigeantacfa,

Bu mhacanta measg sluaidh,

'S cha 'n fhaodainn a mhisg àicbeadh,

'S do dhcoch-slainte dol m' an cuairt.

Their vii ho-ro, ^c.

Thug mi ionnsaidh sgairteal,

As do dheigh an cladach doirbh,

Ged nach tug mi capull leam,

Na agair mi na lorg
;

Gu 'n robh mo choiseachd adhaiseach,

'S an rathad a bhi dorch,

Le bi'eisleich mhic-nan-cliathau,*

*S do lamh fhial ga dhioladh orm.

Their mi ho-ro, ^e,

Fhir so tha mi g' iomradh ort,

Ga t-ionndrain tha mi bh' uam,

Sròn ardanach an fhiùghantais,

Cha b' fhiu leat a bhi crion
;

Na 'n cluinninn fein 's gu 'n tigeadh tM,

Fhir chridhe dhius nan crioch,

Gu'n òlainn do dheoch-slainte,

Ga do phàighinn 1, de dh' fhion.

TUir ,r.i ho-ro, 4:c.

Beul macanta, cìùin, rabhairtach,

'N uair tharladh tu 's taigh-òsd,

A dh'fhàs gu seirceil, suairce,

Gaol na'm ban, 's nan gruagacH òg ;

'S iomadh maighdeann cheutach,

A bha deigheil air do phùig.

Le 'm b* ait bhi cunntadh sjireidhe dhut,

'S a deas-lamh fcin le deòìn.

Their mi ho ro, ^c.

Cha robh fuath na greathachd ort,

Ri t-amharc bha thu caoin,

Saighdear foinnidh, flathail.

Air an gabhadh gach neach gao!
;

Euchdach, treubhach, urramacb,

Bha 'n curaidh glan gu'n ghaoid,

Gu fearail, meanmnach, measail.

Air nach faighte an tiotal claon.

Their mi ho-ro, ^c.

Saighdear fearail, fuasgailteach,

Fear cruadalach, gu'n mheang,

Ceann-I'eadhna air thus na brataich e.

Ga taisbeanadh san Fbraing;

Thig airm air reir a phearsa,

Air an laoch bu sgairteil greann,

'Nuair dh' eireadh airde lasrach ort,

'S mairg a' chasadh riut san am.

Their mi ho-ro, i^c.

* An t>uÌEgc-beatha.
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Tbig claidbeamh socrach, stailinn dhut,

De 'ri t-seors as feat* sa bhùth,

'S e fulangach bho bbarra-dbeis,

Gu 'n ruig a cheaiiiia-bbeairt duirn;

Faobhar air a ghetir chniaidh sin,

Nacb gabbadb leum na liib,

Lann ah* dhreach na daolaig',

'S i air tanbh deas-laimh mo ruin.

Their mi ho-ro. .^c

'S e sud an t-airm a tbagliaitiii dut,

'S tu 'n deigb an retreat,

As paidhir dhag nach diùltadb,

Agus l'ùdar gorni da reir
;

Do ghunna 'n deigli a falniachadh,

'S tu marbbtach air an trend,

Ann san laimh nach greagara,

*S tu leantainn as an deigb.

Their mi ho-ro, t^c

'S fhaila learn a cbombnaidh so,

Th" aig Eoin a nieasg nan Gall,

Cba ghiurra learn an oidbcbe,

Bbi ga cbuimbnearbadb 's gach am :

Dh' fhaoiltichinn na "n. faiciun ibu,

Tigh"nn seachad ami ^a gbleaiin,

Chagbabbinn I'ein boiiii I'aiteacliais,

Ge d' gblacadh tu uio gbeall.

Their vu ho-ro, .^c.

Corr agus tri ràidhean,

Tiia thu d' cliadul sàmhach bh' ualii,

Gu'ii t-fhaiciiin bho na db'l'hàg tbu siur

'S ill' ci'idhc ghiiàth I'o ghru.'iim ;

A liis bbu 'ii chiiir thu cùl niiuu,

^Sa laidh smùriieiii air du ghi'uaidh,

Mar shohis and deigh doracbadaiii,

Tlia Tòrmod mar bu dual.

T/ieir mi ho-ro, S,-c.

'S e Torniod og rao sbubhachas.

Air bhuidheachas shiol-Leòid,

Ma 's mac an ail' an athar tlni,

Thig I'atbast gu blii mòr;

Ann sail Dun gu flathail,

'N robh do chinneadli roi tiro,

,Mac-ratha dhuisgeas eibhiteas domh,

Le aighear threig mi bròn.

Their mi ho-ro, t^c.

Ma tliuirt iad ogha Thòrinoid riut,

B' i sud an fhoirm fhuil ghlan,

Ma thuirt iad iar-ogha Ruairidh riut,

B* i 'n àrd-fhuil uaiblireacti mliear
;

*S ogha 'n Eoin gun truailleadli,

Thug suairceas air gacli ncarb,

Macau I'bir nach b'fliiiallKi.h Icam,

An noclid tbog silas nm giiean

Their mi ho-ro. .Jr.

CREACH-NA-CIADAIN.*

Tha inuld, tha mulad,

Lion mulad ro mbòr mi,

'S ge d' is eigin domh i'hulang,

Tlia tuille 's iia's leoir orm
;

Thromaich sac air mo ghiulan,

Le dùmhladas dòrainn,

Dh' amais dosgaich na bliadhn orm,

Creach-na-Ciadain so leon mi

!

Creach-iia-Ciadain so leon mi,

Dh' fliàg mi breòite gu'ii fliiabhras,

A db'lhògair mo shlainte,

'S tearc mo bhrathair 's na criochaii
;

Again glaodh an loin bbrònaich,

'N deigh a h-eoin 's i 'ga iargainn,

Dh' fhallih gach solas a b' ibhaist,

S dh' Ihuirich caillein a m' fhiacail.

Dh' fhuirich càilleiii a iii' lliiacail,

So i bliliadhn' a thug car dliomh,

Dh' fhag puthar to m' leinc,

Nach faothaicli leigli tha air thalainh

Mo leigheas cha'n llieudar,

Cba re domh blii fallain,

Fhuair mi dlnneir hi Càisge,

'S cha b' fheairrde mo ghoin T.

Cba b' IheHÌrrde mo ghuui i,

Ge do bha mi mu'n cbù'roinii,

'N diugh gur buaii domh ri ailhiia,

Gu'n bhuail an t-eairach so bròg oru

Mi mu'm maiglisteir glè mhath,

'S fad a leus orm nach beò e,

Ge do racha mi seachad,

Cha'n fhaigh mi facal dbetb chòmhr

Cha'n fhaigh mi facal dlieth chùmhra,

Chleachd mi mòian deth fhaotainii,

'N diugh dh' fhaodns mi raite,

Gur uan gu'n mbàthair sail tieud in:

S ann is gna dhomh blii tùrsacb,

Gu'n bhiath furtacbd as eugais,

'S o'n a chaochail e àbhaist,

'S tearc a chaoidh mo ghair èibhinn.

'S tearc a chaoidh mo ghair eibiiiiin,

Cha bbeus domh blii snbhach,

Ghabh mi tlachd ann hi tùrsach,

Cbuir mi ùigb unii hi dubbach,

Mu'n ti tha mi 'g iomradh,

Chuir an cuimhne mo pbutar,

Nis o'n fhuair an uaigh e-saii,

Chaidh an caisead mo bhruthaich.

s composed on the death of JchB 1

1
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Chaidh an caisead mo bhrtithaich,

'S mi fo chumha da direadh,

Dol ail truimead 's an àirde,

An diugh a thaiiiig mu dhiobhail

:

Dh' Hialbh mo laitheichean eibhinn,

O'n a threig sibh Clàr-sgìthe,

Tha mo thaic aiin sua h-Earadh

'N deigb fiialach 'na aoiiar.

'N deigli t'halach 'na aonar,

Bi'dh e daonnan 'an uaigneas,

Sgeul iiiu'n gearanacli dauine,

'S mnai cbauinteach nan luath-bhos,

'Siad a* co-stri r'a chèile,

Ceol gun eibhneas seacbd truaighe !

Leum mo chridhe 'na spealtaibh,

M' an chaismeachd *n uair chualas.

Gur h-i chaismearhd so chualas,

A luathaich urm tioma,

Dh' l'hàg to m' osnaich fuil bhrùite,

A' sior-dhrùthadh aìr m' innigh,

'S fhaide seachduia na bliadhna,

O'n a thriall sibh thair linne,

Le frlarahach na tialachd,

Bh'ann san lion-bhrat air fhilleadb,

'S ann san lion-bhrat air fhilleadb,

Dh' fliàg mi spionnadh nan anfhanii,

Ceann-uidhe luchd-ealaidh,

Mar ri earras lucbd-seanachais.

Agus ulaidh aos-dàna,

Cbuii- do bbùs iad gu h-imcheist

;

'S o*n a chaidh thu sa chiste,

Cha bu mhis a chùis fhàrraaid.

Cha bu mhis a chùis fharmaid,

Ghabb mi toarbadh o'n trend sin,

Far an robb mi a'ni mheanbh-ghair,

'An toiseach ainibeir mo chcitein,

*S Ann an deireadh a Charbhais,

A dbearbhadb ar feuchain

Chaill mi 'n ijr-ghibht, a chreach mi,

Ann an seachduin na Ci^usda.

Ann an seachduin na Ceusda,

Diciadain mo bhristidh.

Chaill mi Ìuchair na h-eudail,

Cha inhi aon neach is mist e,

Gu'n bhratb faighinn gu bràth oirr',

Sgeul a shàraieh mo mhisneacb ;

'S ann to dhiomhaireachd m' airnean,

A iharraaicb mo niosgaid.

A tharmaich mo niosgaid,

Cha'n fhaidh mise bhi slàn deth,

Se fear tinn a chinn-ghalair,

A DÌ'n gearan bochd cràìteach,

'S ann air ata 'u easlaint,

Nach d' fhiosraich a nàbaidh,

'S cha mho dh' fhairaich e tbinneas

Leis 'n do mbilieadh a sblainte.

Far 'n do mbilieadh mo sblaint-s',

'S ann a tharmaich dhòmh m' easlaint,

Gu'n d* chuir aimsir na Càisge,

Mi gu bràth fo throm airsneal,

Gheibh gach neacb do na dh' fhag thu,

Kud 'an àite na bh' uca,

Ach mis agus Mairi,

A chuir a bràthair 'an tasgaidb,

Chaidh do bbràthair 'an tasgaidb,

'Se mo cbreacb-sa gur fior sud,

'S ann an diugh tba ml 'g acain,

Mar tba mbac na mbaol-ciarain,

Agus ise bochd brònach,

'N deigb a leonadh o'n chiadain,

Thug mo mhaighstir math uamsa,

Leis 'ii do bhuaineadh mo ptiian-bhron.

Mo pbian-bbron a Mhàiri,

Mar tba thu fo chumha,

Nach faic thu do Bbràtbair,

Mar a b' àbhaist gu subbach,

An sean-t'hacal gnàthaichte,

An diugh 's fior e mar thubhairt:—
*' Cha robb meoghail ga miad,

Nach robb na deigb galach, dubhach."

Nach robb na deigb galacb, dubbach,

'Se 'in fear subbach am beairteas,

Cba'n fbaigb piuthar a bràthair

Ach gheibh bean àluinn leth-leapach,

Thainig ar air an duthaich,

Dia a dbCibladb an carta,

'Sgacumail an uacbdar,

Gus am buadhaich do mhac e.

Gus am buadhaich do mbac e,

'N deigh a ghlasadb le gruagaich,

Lan saibhris is sonais,

Ann san onair bu dual dut,

Lean cùis 's na hi leanbail,

'S na bidh marbh-gbean air t-uaislean,

Cum an coimeas ruit fein iad,

'S na toir beum dha t-aìnm Uuairidb.

Iluairidb reachdar, run-meanmach,

Tartacb, toirbeartach, teannta,

Do shi-seanair o'n tainig,

Cha b'ion do nàmbaid dol teann air,

'S Uuairidb gasda 'na dheigh,

Cha b'e rogbainn bu tàire,

'S an treas Uuairidb fa dheireadh,

Cba b'e'n gainneanacb fàa e.
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An treas Buairidh de'n dream sin,

A choisinn geall 's cha b' p ini-chliu,

Cha b' e "n coilleanach guiiii e,

Ach ail ceaiinsgalach niileaiit'

Ma 's tusa roinn suas,

An ceathrarah Rauiridli, na dearmad,

Lean ri sinnsìreachd t-aiteain,

'S II a toil* masladh dha 'n ainin sin.

Na toir masladh dha 'n ainm sin,

'S cuir leanabas fo d' bhrògan,

Na biodb daoin' ann am barail,

Ge d' tha car aig an òig ort,

Bidh gu fìùghantacb smachdai),

Rianail, reacbdmhor, 'n triatb Leòdach,
** Na faic iVid an sùil bridean,"

Cha chùis dìon do Mbac-Leòid e.

Cha chùis dìon do Mhac-Leùid,

A bhi dòlum 's rud aige,

Lean an dùtbcbas bu choir dbut,

'S biodh raòr-cbuis na t-aigneadh,

Ach ma leigeas tu dbiot e,

Bi'dh na ciadan ga t-agairt,

'G ràdh gur trann sblatag chrion thu,

'N ait* a ghniomharaich bheacbdail.

Maide dh' fhàs na chraoibb tboraidh,

Fo bblà onaracb àluìnn,

Ann an lio)^ nan craiin cuchdach,

Bha tiachd nan ceud ann 's gach ait' air,

Lean an dùtbcbas bu cliatbair,

A mbic an atbar a chràidh sinn,

Nabidh ad ebrionaich gu'n duilleich,

Ann 'san ionad 'n do thumb thu.

O R A N M O U M H 1 C - L E O I D.

[EADAR AN CLAHSAIR AGUS MAC-TALLA.]

MiAD a mhulaid tha 'm tbaghall,

Dh' i'hag treogbaid mo chleibb gu guirt

Aig na rinn mi ad dheigbidh,

Air m' agbairt 's nio tbriall gu port.

'S ann bha mis' air do tboir.

'S mi meas robh coir agam ort

;

A dbeagb mbir athar mo t;bi-:Vidh,

B tu in aighear, 's m' àdh, 's m' olc.

Chaidh a cbiiibble mu'n cuairt,

Gu'n do tbiunndaidb gu fuacbd am blàtbas,

Naile chuna' mi uair,

Dun flathail nan cuach a thràigh.

Far biodb tagbaich nan duan,

Joma' matbas gu'n cbruas, gu*n cbàs ;

Dh' fbalbb an latba sin bhuain,

'S tlia na taighean gu fuaraidh fas.

Db' fbalbh, mac-tall' as an Dun,

'N am sgarachdalnii duiini r' ar triatb ;

'S ann a thachair e rium,

Air seacharan blieann, san t-shliabh.

Labhair e-san air thus

—

*' Math mo bbarail gur tu ma 's fior,

Chunna* raise fo' mliùìrn,

Roi *a uiridh an Dun nan cliar."

A Mbic-talla, nan tùr,

' Se mo bharail gur tusa bbà,

Ann an teagblacb an fhion*,

'6 tu g-aitJiris air gniomb mo lamh :

*' 'S matb mo bharail gur mi,

'S cha b' urasd dhomb bbi mo thumb
;

G-eisdeachd brosluim gach ceòìl,

Ann am focbar Mbic-Leòid an àigb."

A MbiC'talla so bha,

Anns a hhaile *n do thar mi m' iuil
;

'S ann a nis dhuinn as leir,

Gu'm beil mis' a's tu feln air chiil.

A reir do cbomais air sgeul,

O'n 's fear comuinn mi-fein a's tu
;

'M beil do mhuinntearas buan,

Aig an triatb ud, da n dual an Dun?

" Tha Mac-talla fo gbruaim,

Anns an talla 'm biudh fuaim a cheuil

;

*S ionad tagbaich nan cliar,

Gu'n aigbear, gu'n mliiagb, gu'n phòit.

Gu'n mbire, gu'n mbùirn,

Gu'n iomracba dlù nan corn;

Gun chiiirm, gu'n phailteas ri dàimh,

Gu'n mbacnas, gu'n mbàran beoil.

" 'S mi Mac-talla, bha uair

'G eisdeachd fathrum nan duan gu tiugh ;

Far bu mbuirneach am bcus,

'N am cromadh do'n ghrein san t-sruth.

Far am b' fhoirmeal na seòid,

'S iad gu h-òraiiach, ci;olmhor, cliitb
;

Ged nach faicte mu gbnùis,

Cbluinnt* aca sa'n Dun mo gbutb."

'"N amnridh gu much,

Ann san teagblaicli, gu'n sproc, gu'n ghrua

Chluinte gleadbraicb nan dos,

'S an ccile na' cois on t-suain :

'Nuair a ghabbadh i Ian,

'S i gu'n cuireadb os n-aird na fhuair;

Le mcoir fhileanta bhinn.

'S iad gu ruith'leumach, dionacb, luath."
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" Bhiodb a rianadair fuiii,

Cuir ail ire gur li-e bhiodh ann ;

'S e g-eiridh iiu measg,

'S an eibhe gu trie na cheanii,

Ge d' a b' ard leinn a fuaim,

Cha tuairgneadh c sinn gu teann
;

Chuireadh tagradh am chluais,

Le h-aidmheil gu luath, 's gu mall.

'Nuair a chuirt' i iia tàmh,

Le f'lutaolid iia fàrdaich tciii ;

Dhoinh-sa b' fhurasda ràdh,

Gu'in bu churaideach gair nan teud,

Le h-iumait't dba lamb,

A cuir a biuiieas do chàch an ceill
;

'S gum bu shiubhlach am cbluais,

A moghunn lughar le luasgau mheur.

" Ann sa' fbeasgar na dheigh,

N am teasa na grein tra nòin
;

Fir chneatain ri clàir,

'S mnai' freagairt a ghnà cuir leò.

Da chomhairleach ghearr,

A labhairt s gu 'm b'àrd an gloir ;

'S gu'm bu tbitbeach an guin.

Air an duine gu'n fbuil, gu'n fbeoil."

" Gheibhte fleasgaicb gu'n gbrain,

Na do tballa gu'n sgràig, gu'n fbuath
;

Mnai' fbionna'nfhuiltreidb.

Cuir biiineis an ceill le fuaim.

Le ceileireachd beoil,

Bhiudh gu b-ealanta, h-ordail, suairc ;

BbiiKÌb fear-bogha 'nan coir,

Hi cuir meo-gbair' a mheòir nan cluais.

" Thoir teacbdaireacbd bbuam,

Le deatam, gu Iluaridb òg;

Agus innis dha tein,

Cuid de chunnard ged 'se Mac-Leòid.

E bbi'g ambarc na dbeigb,

Air an lain* a dh-eug, s' nach beò;

Ge bu sbaibbir a cbliù,

Cba'n fhàgadh e 'n Dun gu'n cbeùl."

Note This song was a favourite with Sir Alexander

M*Kenzie, of Gairloch, who paid a person to sing it to

him every Christmas night. One of Sir Alexander's ten-

ants went to him one day to seek a lease of a certain farm.

J lie laird desired him to sit down and sing Or-in Mòr
Mhic-Leòid till he should write the document. The ten-

ant remarked that he certainly set great value on that

song. " Yes." was his reply, " and I am sorry that every

Highland laird has nut the same regard fur il."

* John Tireac M'Leod was one of the last chieftains

that had in his retinue a bard, a harper, a piper, and a
fool,—all of thein excellently and liberally provided for.

After his death» Dunvegan Castle was neglected by his son

Roderick, and the seiviccs of these functionaries dispensed

c u ai H A

DO DH-KHEAR THALASGAIR.*

Dh-fhalbh solas mo iatba,

Dhbrcbaicb m' oidbcbe gu'n aigbear,

Cba 'n eil lanntair na m' radbad,

'S gu'n mo cbainnlean a' gabhail,

Thalucbd 'm foineacbd na'n laidhe sa'n ùir on*

Jìàs an Eoin so ma dbeireadb,

Ilinn ar leònadb gu soillear,

Sa chiiir ar solas an gainnead,

Dhuisg e bròn an Eoin eilc,

Db-fhag e doirt-tbromacb eire mo gbiùliiiii.

Co cbunnaic no chuala,

Sgeul 's trùime sa 's truaidhe ?

Na'm beum guineach so bbujiil oiinn,

Sa dh' fhag uile fo gbruaim sinn,

Eadar islean a's naislean do dhùtbcha-

Se aiol Leoid an siol docbair,

Siol gu'n solas, gu'n sochair,

Siol a bhroin a's na bocbain,

Siol gu'n cheòl a's gu'n bhrosMum,

An siol dorainneacb 's goirt a rug sgiùrs orr.

Se'n clàr-sgìtb an clar ro sgitb,

Clàr na diobhail 's na dòsgainn,

Clàr gu'n eibhneas lann osnaidb,

Clar nati deur air na rosgaibh,

An clar geur, an clkr goirt, an clar tùrsf.ch.

Cneidb air cbneidh 'sa cbneidb chràiteacb,

Na seana cbneidbcan ga 'n Uracb,

Na 'n ùr cbnàmfaain an dràsta,

Sgrìob gacb latha gar fàsgadb,

Gur trie taghaich a bbàis a toirt spuill ilbinn.

Tha mi 'gràite le ceartas,

Thaobh aobbarachd m' acaid,

Nacb '* i'earr e ri cblàistinn

An t-olc craiteach na fbaicinn."

'3 claon a dh-fhag an sean-fbacal o tbùs e.

Willi to make room for grooms, gamekeepers, factors,

dogs, and the various et ceteras of a fashionable English

establishment. We here beg the reader to note, that we
liave not said Hory was an English gentleman, but only

hinted that heaped the

this ^ong arc purposely omitted, i

tion would be an outrage on ou
priety.

Eight stanzas of

i we think their inser.

readers' sense of pro-

Mr John M'Leod, so.i of ifir Roderick M*Leod.
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AM PIOBAIRE DALL.

John M'Kay, the celebrated piper and poet was born in the parish of Gairloch, Ross-

shire, in the year 1666. Like his father, who was a native of Lord Ri-ay's Country, he

was born blind, but with perhaps the exception of a slight shade on their eyes, it would

be difficult to the most acute observer to perceive that they had not their sight. When

John had acquired the first principles or elementary parts of music from his father, he

was sent to tiie College of Pipers in Skye, to finish his musical studies under the auspices

of the celebrated Mac-Criummein. There were at this time no fewer than eleven other

apprentices studying with this celebrated master-piper ; but in the articles of capacity and

genius so superior did Iain Dall prove himself to his fellow-students, that he outstripped

them all in a very short time. This superiority, or pre-eminence naturally gained him

the envy and low-souled ill-will of the others, and many anecdotes have traditionally come

down to us illustrative of their rivalry and wounded pride. On one occasion as John and

another apprentice were playing the same tune alternately, in the highest key of rivalry,

Mac-Criummein repriniandingly asked the other, "why he did not play like Iain Dullf
to which the chagrined aspirant replied, " By Mary, I'd do so if my fingers had not

been after the skate!"—alluding to the conglutinous touch of his fingers on the chanter-

holes after having forked at some of that fish at dinner. Hence originated the taunt

which the north country pipers, conscious of their own superiority, are in the habit of

hurling at pipers of the more Southern districts
—" Tlia mheòirtan as deiijhe na sgait.'"

Genius is never at a loss for developing itself, and where there is actually no casus, its

fertility of invention finds abundant materials to work upon. Our j'outhful piper, it

appears, was somewhat unfortunate in the appointment of his bed, during the early |)criod

of his apprenticeship; in short, he was infested with certain marauders, which detracted

from his comfort and sleep. This circumstance he commemorated in the composition of a

piobaireachd appropriately called "Pronnadh nam Mial" which, although his first eftbrt,

both as regards its variations and general structure, is equal to any thing of the kind.

One of the Mac-Cruimnieins, a celebrated musician known by the cognomen of Padruig

Caogach, owing, we suppose, to his inveterate habit of twinkling or winking with his eyes,

was about the time composing a new pipe tune. Two years had already elapsed since

the first two measures of it became known and popular ; but owing to its unfinished state,

it was called "Am port Leatiiach." Sonic of the greatest poets have experienced more

difficulty in supplying a single line or couplet than in the structure and harmonization of

the entire piece—musicians, too, have experienced similar perplexities—and Padruiy Caog-

ach had fairly stuck. The embryo tune was every where chanted and every where ap-

plauded, and this measure of public approbation tended to double his anxiety to have it

finished—but no ! the genius of composition seemed to exult at a distance, and to wink at

Caogach's perjdexity. Tender of his brother's reputation, our blind author set to work,

and finished the tune which he called, " Lasan Phàdruig Chaogaich"—thus nobly re-
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nouncing any share of the laudiition which must have flowed upon the completion of tlie ad-

mired strain. Patriclc, findiny his peculiar ])rovince usurped by a bUnd beardless youth,

became furiously incensed, and bribed the other apprentices to do away with iiis rival's life!

This they attempted one day while walking together at Dun-Bhorraraig, where they

threw their blind friend over a precipice of twenty-four feet in height ! John alighted

on the soles of his feet, and sutt'ered no material injury : the place over which he was

precipitated was shown to us, and is yet recognised as Leum an Doill. The completion

of " Lasaii Phàdruig C/iaoguich" procured great praise for our young musician, and gave

rise to the following well-known proverb—" Chaiilh an f/wi//i!ittm os-ccunn HJhic-

Cruimtin." i. e. " the apprentice outwits the master."

After being seven years under the tuition of Mac-Cruimmein, he returned to his native

parish, where he succeeded his father as family-piper to the Laird of Gairloch. He was

enthusiastically fond of music, and the florid encomiums which every where flowed in

upon him, gave his inventive povi'ers an ever-recurrent stimulus. During his stay in this

excellent family, he composed no fewer than twenty-four plobaireachds, besides numberless

strathspeys, reels and jigs—the most celebrated of which, are " Cailleach a Mhaillear,"

and " Ciiilleach Linlh Jiasaiclh."

Finding himself ultimately in comfortable circumstances, he married, and had two child-

ren, a son and a daughter— the former of whom was a handsome man. His name was

Angus, and he was equal to any of his progenitors in the science of niu.«ic. When our

author became advanced in years, he was put on the superamniated list, with a small but

competent annuity ; and he ]iassed the remaining part of his life in visiting gentlemen's

houses, where he was always a welcome guest. His visits or excursions were principally

in the country of Reay and the Isle of Skye. It was during one uf these jiere^-rinaiions,

that, hearing in the neighbourhood of Tong, of the demise of his patron. Lord Kc ay, he

composed that beautiful pastoral " Cot/ ean-Easain," which of itself might well immortalize

his fume. It is not surpassed by any thing of the kind in the Keltic language—bold, ma-

jestic, and intrepid, it commands admiration at first glance, and seems on a nearer survey

of the entire magnificent fabric, as the work of some supernatural agent.

After the death of Sir Alexander iM'Donald of Slate, John paid a visit to his old ren-

dezvous, now occupied by his friend's son. The aged bardic-])iper soon experienced the

verification of the adage—new kings, new laws—instead of being honoured with a seat in

the dining-room as usual, he was ushered into the servants' hall immediately below—an

indignity he was by no means disposed to pass sub siUntiu. As the young chief was

taking dinner, a hveried servant made his ap])earance in Ihe hall, and addressing John

said—" My master wishes you to play one of those tunes he often heard his father

praise"—" Go back to your master," replied Iain Dull warmly, " and tell him from me,

that when I used to play to his father it was to charm and delight his ears, and not to

blow music vp in his a !"

Having returned to Gairloch, he never again went from home. He died in the year

1734, being consequently 98 years of age, and was buried in the same grave with his

father, Ruairidh Dall, in the clachan of his native parish, Gairloch.



f}G SAR-OBAIR NAM BAUD GAELACH.

BEANNACHADH BAIRD DO SHIR ALASDAIR MAC-CHOINNICH,

TRIATH QHEARR-LOCH; AIR DHA NIOHEA>r THIGHEARXA GHBANND A POSADH.

Gu'm beanniiiche Dhi an teach 's an tiii"

'S an ti ihainig ur 'n-ur ceann,

Geug shoniia, sholta gheibli cllù,

'Ki buaniiachd dùthcha 's nach call.

A gheug a thainig 's an deagh uair,

Dha 'm biiadhach muirn agus ceol

Oglia Choinnich nan run reidh,

'S Bharoin Shrath-Spe nam bo.

O larla Shi-phort an tòs

Dhiuchd an òigh is taitneicb beus

*S o*n tnitear Shàileach a lis.

A fhreasdaileadh an righ na fheum.

'S bitbidh Granndaich uime nach tina,

Bu treubhaich iomairt 'a gach ball.

O Spe a b' iomadaich linne,

A *s feidh air tirichean àrd,

*S ann o na Cinnidhean nach fànn,

Thainig ann òigh is glaine ore,

Gruaidh choroair, agus rosg mall,

Mala chaol, cbam, 's cul reidh,

Tha h-aodann geal mar a chailc,

*S a corp sneachaidh air dheagh dhealbli,

Maoth leanabh 1e gibtean saor,

Air nach facas fVaoch no fearg.

Tha slios mar cala nan srùth,

'S a cruth mar chanach an fheoir,

Cul cleachdach air dlireach nan tcud,

No mar aiteal gr^in air or.

Bu cheòl-cadail i i^u siiain,

'S bu bhuachaill' ì air do-bhèus

Cainneal sholais feadh do theach,

A frithealadh gach neach mar fheum.

Gu meal thu-fein t-ùr bhean òg,

A Thriath Gliearr-Loch nan cùrn tìal

te tuil .hj.ird.-aii as i;a<-h tir,

Gu meal tint Ì '-s beannaihd Dhia,

Gn meal sibb breath, agus buaigh,

Gu mt'al sibb naill, a^us muirn,

Gu meal sibb gai:h beannacbd an c6in,

*& mu bheannachd t'ein diubh air thus.

'S ioniadh beannachd agus teist,

Tb aig an òigh is glainne slios,

'S beannacbd dba'n ti a thug lels*

Uogba nam ban an gnè, sa meas.

DAN COMH-FHURTACHD.

DO SHIR ALASDAIR T-IAC-DHOAIHWUILl. SHLEIBHTE.

[Air dha thighinn dbachaigh a Lunnainn do rh.iisteal

Annadail sa'n Eilean Sgiathanacb, agus a lìhain-tighciirii'

OS mhaiseach a bhi màrbli a staigh, air cbinn da lliighinii.

Tiiarladh dha iia phlobaire dhall a bhi staigli aig an am,

agus sheinii e 'n dan a lemmas na dhàil, a ncchdadli dlia gu'n

chàill ioniadh trtun a's flalli an ccud ghràdb, d'a b'eigin

fadheoigh solas a ghlacadli.J

Beannachd dhut on gbabh tbu 'n t-àui,

O chrich nan Gall gu do tbir,

Dùthchas tha ri slios a chuain

'S trie a cboisinn buaigh dba'n righ.

Do bheatba gu do thir iL-in,

'Uheagh Mhic-Dhomhnuill nan sèud saor,

'S ait le maithibh Innse-Gall,

Do ghluasad a nail thar chaol.

'S ait le fearaibh an Taobh-tuath,

Gu'n bhuannaich thu mar bu choir

Trotairnis nil' agus SlC'ibhte,

Uidhist nan eun a's nan run.

'S ait le fearaibh an Taobh-deas,

Gu'n sbuidhicheadh tu ceart gu leor,

'S tu sliochd nan rìrean o shean,

Dha'n robh miagh fainear air ceol.

Ach 'sann dbomh-sa b'aitbne 'm beus,

Na ghabh rium fein diu' o thus,

Croinn-iubhair le brataiclie;in sròil,

Loingeas air chòrs a's iùh-ìùlI.

Long a's leoghann a's lanih-dhearg,

Ga'n cuir suas an ninm an vishf

Suaicbeanta^i le 'n eireadh neart,

'N uair thigeadh 'ur feachd gu tìr<
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Na 'n tàrladh dhuibli' bhi air luirg,

Ft) '.nheirgh' dha'm biudh dearg a'a ban

Gu inaiseach, faicilleach, treun,

Chuireadh sibh ratreat air càcb.

Gu h-àrmach, armailteacb, òg,

Neo-chearbach an tòir nan riiag,

'S gacb aite *n croinadh an ceann,

Bu leo iia bhiodh aim, 'sa luacb.

B'aithne dhomh Sir Seumas mòr
'S b'eòl dhomh Dombnull a mhac,

B'eòl dhomh Dombnull eile ris,

Chumadh fo chis na slòigh ceart.

B'eòl dhomh Dombnull nan til Dòn'uU
'S ge b'og e, bu mhòr a cbliù,

Bhi'db fearaibb Alb' agus Kirinn,

A 'g èiridh leis anns gacb cùis.

B'eol domh Sir Seumas na ruin,

T-athair-sa mhic-chUùtaÌcb fèin,

*S tus a nis an siathamh glùn

Dhordaich Rìgh nan dùl na'n dèìgh.

Na'n tuiteadh m' aois cho fad a mach,

'S do mbac-sa theachd air mo tliìm^

B'e sin dhomh-s' an seacbdamb gliin,

'Thainig air an Dun ri' m' linn.

'S ciia 'n iongbadh dhomh-sa bhi crion,

A's njo chiabhag a bhi liatb

'S gach aon diu' le cridbe mòr
Toirt dhomh airgeid a's òir riamb.

'S gacb aon diu' ga m' àrach clùth,

Thuigcadb iad uain guth nam meur,

'S tba iadsa sàbbailt an diugb,

Anns a bhruth am b'eil iad fein.

'S tha mis' air fuireach sa'n àr,

'S mi cuir a bhlàir mar bha riamb,

'S mo chridhe 'g osnaich na'n deigh,

Mar Oisian an deigh, nam Fiann !

Gu meal thu t-oighreacbd, 's do chliù,

Dheagh Mbic-Dhombnuill nan ruin ruidh,

'S ged dh'imich uat t-ùr bhean òg

Na biodh ort-sa bròn na dèigb.

'Sa liughad òlgh thaitneadi gun di,

Tha eadar Clàr-sgìth a's Mon-ròs

'S ma dba tbaobb Arcamh a chùain

Deas a's tuath, tball sa bbos.

Agus iad uil' ort an deigh

Bbeireadh dhut Ìad-fein 's an cuid,

Oitibeaii taitiieach nam beul binn,

Nam meur grinn, *s nam. broine buig.

Chain riyb Bhreatainn, a's ba bheud,

A leabaidh fein leug a ghaol

'8 na tbarladb sud na char,

B'eigin dha bbi seal gu'a mhnaoi.

Mac-righ Sorcba * sgiath nan arm
Gur h-e b'ainm dha Maighre borb,

Chain V gbeala-bheau mur gUein,

'S dh fburicb e-tL-in na deigh beò !

Chaìll rì^b na b-Easpailt a bhean,

All ainnir gheal iiigh'n rigb Greig,

'S gach aon diubh gabhail a null,

*S dh'imich o Fhionu a bhean fein.

On tba'ri saoghal-so na cheò,

'S gur doigh dha bbi dul mu'n cuairt
;

Bidh'maid subhacb aniiain fein

'S beannachd leis gach ni chaidh ualnn.

* As Myro, son of the king of Sora,* was one day

ailing in his Uttle barque along the Iriih coast, he came
to a bay, remarkable for its beautiful seclusion. As his

eye wandered here and there over every part of the

smootli expanse, it at length rested on a group of nymphs
desjiorting themselves, as they thought unseen, and en-

joying the cool of a fine summer's eve among the waters.

For a time, he fancied them mermaids, or daughters of

the sea, and continued to gaze on them with admiratitm

and awe; but (ibserving, as he drew nearer, that their

forms were entirely human, he made all sail to ascertain

who they were! On observing his approach, they darted

like lifihtning to conceal themselves in the crevice of an

adjoining rock, whither fear and modesty compelled them
to seek a hasty retreat. Determined to make captive of

the fairest, whosoever she might be, he moored his skiff,

and went in pursuit. He soon pounced upon them in

their concealment, and earned off the most handsome.

Awed with terror, and suffused with tears, she on her

knees implored him for liberty,—telling him that her

name was " Fàitie-Soluis," i. e. beam of light, and that

her father was king of that part of Ireland. UnmnvL'd

by her entreaties, he conveyed her to his boat, and bore

her off to his own country, where she lived with him
for sometime, as the partner of his bed. To her, how-

ever, Sora was a place of torment,—for the thoughts of

kindred and of home embittered every hour of her exist-

ence. Goaded to despair, she formed the resolution of

attempting her escape, and, having s-illiud forth one day,

as had been her custom, to the beach, she observed

Myro's curach afloat, and no one within view, which
she unmoored, and committing herself to the mercy of

the elements, nimbly leaped onboard. Spieading all sail,

and a favourable breeze having sprung up, she was soon

driven upon the coast of Scotland, at a ^pol where Fingal

and his attendants were refreshing themselves after the

fatigues of the chase. Her eyes beamed with joy as she

recognised the hero. After mutual salutations, she in-

formed the king of Morvcn of what had happened; find,

imploring his protection, as her husband was in pursuit,

she assured him of her determination to die rather than

return. Fingal promised her his aid; but, hardly had

her troubled mind composed itself to rest, when the prince

of Sora landed in the bay, and demanded his wife from
him. The hero, true to his plighted promise, refused.

The prince of Sora drew his sword, and menaced defiance.

* The island of Snrclia is freque

Oiaian. It is uiicertaia where it

noted for ttie cruelty of its inhabit

tly mcnticsedia tbepoem
ly, but it BeemB to hav« l

Wa^—Dt Smith.
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CUMHA CHOIR'-AN-EASAIN.

Ml 'n diugh a' fagail na tire,

'Siubhal na frith air an It-ath-taobh,

'S e dh'i'hàg gun airgeid mo pliòca,

Ceann mo stòir bhi to' na leacau.

'S mi aig bràige 'n alltain riabhaich,

A 'g iarraidh gu beallach na featha,

Far am bi damh dearg na cròice,

Mu Fhèill-an-ròid a dol san dàmhair.

'S mi 'g iarraidh gu Coir'-an-easain,

Far a trie a sgapadli t'ùdar,

Far am bi'dh miol-choin ga 'n teirbeirt,

Cuir mac-na-h-èilde gu dhùbhlan.

Coire gu'n easbhuidh gu'n iomrall,

'S trie a bha Raibeart ma d" chomaraioh,

Cha nVil uair a ni mi t-ioniradh,

Nach tuit mo chridhe gu troma-chràdh.

Upon which, Gaul, the son of Mnrni, stepping forth,

encountered the stranger. But, valiant as was the arm
of Gaul, he had well nigh been overpowered, Oscar,

however, the son of Ossian, taking advantage of an ex.

ception to the Fingalian law, " not to aid either party in

single combat with the rigJit hanii," hurled a dart at the

young chief of Sora with his left; but which, missing its

aim, unhappily pierced Fiiine-Sutuis to the heart. Con-

founded at the sight, Myro became unnerved, and was

overpowered and bound by Gaul. Fàine.Suljtis was buried

where she fell, and the young chief returned to Sora. The
episode concerning the Maid of Craca, in the third book

of Fingal, is to be regarded as another version of the same
story, though perhaps the following poem, entitled " Cath

Mhaighre ìnhòiT mhic tigh Sorcha," is the more correct.

There are indeed several editions of tliis piece, all of

which are good, but this, in our judgment, is the best It

furnishes internal evidence of its antiquity.

la do Fhionn le beagan sluaigh

Aig Eas.ruadh nan eubha mall,

Chunnacas a' seòladh o'n lear

Curach ceo agus bean ann.

'S b* e sin curach bu mhalh glcus

A* ruith na steud air aghaidh cuain,

Clo3 cha d' rinneadh leis no tàmh
Gus an d' rainig e 'n t-Kas.ruadh.

•Sdh'eirichasmaisemna,
B' innann dealradh dh'i 's do'n ghrein,

•Sa h-uchd mar chobhar nan tonn,

Le fliuch-osnaich trom a cleibh.

Is sheas
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" Bu Hou'ar de mhaithean na h-Eireann,

Thigeadh gu m' rcidhlean le h-ealaidh,

Sheinnead lluairidh dall dhomh fàilte,

Bhiodh Mac-Aoidh 's a chàirdean mar lis.'

On tha thus' a' caoidh nan àrmuaa,

Leis am b' àbhaist bhi ga d' thaghall,

Gun seina uii ealaidh gu'ii duais dut,

Gc fada bhuain 's mi gu'n fhradharc.

'Slionmhor caochla teachd sa'n t-saoghal,

Agus aobhar gu bhi dubhach,

Ma sheinneadh san uair sin dut fàilte,

Seinnear an trù so dbut cumha.

** 'S e sin ceòl is binne thiuaighe,

Chualas o linn Mhic-Aoidb Dhòuihnuili,

'S fada mbaireas e am chluasan,

Am fuaim a bh'aig tabhunn do mhe

" Beannacbd dhut agus buaidh-larach,

Ann 's gach àite 'n dean thu seasaidh.

Air son do phuirt bhlasda, dhiunach,

Sa ghrian a' teaunadh ri I'easgar."

'S gi'ianach t-ursainii feiu a choire,

'S gun fheidh a' tearnadh gu d' bhaile,

'Siomadh neacb da m' b' t'hiach do mlioladh,

Dochliathcborrach, bhiadhchar, bhainneach.

Do chiob, do bhoiran, do mbilteach,

Do shlios a Choire gur lionach*

Lubach, luibheach, daite, dionacb,

'S i'asgach do chuile 's gur fiarach.

Tha t-i-ideadh uiL' air dhreach a chanaich,

Cìreìn do mhuUaich cha chrannaich,

Far 'm bì'na teidh gu torrach,

'G eiridh farumach ma t-fbireach.

Sleamhuinn slios-fhaddo shliochd àraich,

Gu'n an gart no'n càl mu t-iosal,

Manngach, raàghach, adbach, tearnach,

Graidhtiach, craìceach, t'radharc frithe.

Neòineineach, gucagach, mealach,

Lonanach, lusanach, imeach,

'S bòrcach do ghonu luachair bhealaich,

Gu'u fhuachd ri doiuionu acli cidheach.

Seamragacb, sealbhagach, duilleach,

Min-leacach gorm-sbieibhteach, gleannach.

Biadhchar, riabhach, riasgach, luideacii,

Le n diolta cuideachd gun cheannach.

'S cruiteal leain gabhail do bhraighe,

Biolaire t-uisge ma t-innsibh,

Miodar, màghach, cnoclidach cathau",

Gu breac blàth-mhor an uchd min-fheoir.

Gu gormanach, tolmanach, àluinn,

Lochach, lachach, dosach, crai-ghia'ch,

Gadbarach, faghaideach, bràidheacb,

G-iomain na h-eilde gu nàmhaid.

Bùireineach, dubharach, bruacBach,

Fradharcacb, crùìchd-cheannach, uallach,

Feòirnt'anach uisge nam fuaran,

Grad ghaisgeant' air ghasgan cruadhlaich.

Colg-shuileach, fàileanta, bioi'ach,

Spang-shronach, eangladhrach, cori'ach,

'S an anmoch is meanbh-luath sireadh,

Air mhire a' direadh sa Choire.

'Sa mhadainn ag eiridh le'r miol-choin,

Gu mùirneach, maiseacb, gasda, gniomhach,

Lubach, leacaeli, glacach, sgiamhach,

Cracach, cabrach, cnagacb, fiamhach,

'N am da'n ghrèin dol air a h-uilinn,

Gu fuilteach, reubach, gleusda, gunnach,

Stiapach,àrmachj calgach, uDamh,

Riachach, mavbhacb, tarbhach, giullach.

'N am dhuinn bhi' tearnadh gud' reidhlean,

Tinnteach, cainteach, cainnleach, cuireach,

Fionach, cùrnach, ceòlar, teudach,

Ordail, eùlach, 'g òl le rcite

Sguiridh mi nia' dhiot a Choire,

O'n tha mi toilicht' dheth do seanachas,

Sguiridh mise shiiibhal t-aonaich,

Gus an tig Mac-Aoidh do dh'Alba

Ach 's e mo dhùrachd dhut a Choire,

O'n 's mòr mo dhùil ri dol tharad,

O'n tha siun tuisleach sa mbonadtt,

Bi'dh''mid a' teannadh gu baile.
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ALASDAIR MAC MHAIGHSTIR ALASDAIR.

AiEXANDER M'DoNALD, coiiiinonly called Alasdair 3Iac Mliaighstir Alasdair, was

born in the beginning of the eighteenth century. His fatlier resided at Dalilea, in

Moidart, and was Episcopalian clergyman at Ardnamurchan. He always travelled on

foot, there being no roads in that rugged country, in his time, and returned the same

day. He was a man of great bodily strength, which his weekly labours and travels

required. His strength was, however, sometimes necessarily exerted on other occa-

sions. In his time the people of Moidart and Suainart often met at interments in Eilean-

Fionain, then the common burying-ground of both districts ; and, as was the custom in

former ages, consumed an anchor or two of whisky, and then fought. The presence of

the clergyman was often required ; and it was not seldom that his strength also was

exhibited in parting the combatants. His character and prowess were so well-known

that few men dared dispute his right as umpire. All were obliged to succumb to the

pacificator ; but the Suainart men alleged that he generally laid a heavy hand on them,

the Moidart men being his own friends and relatives.

The Rev. gentleman had a large family of sons and daughters. The latter all died

of the small-pox, after ihey had families of their own. An anecdote is still related con-

cerning them. The small-pox raged in Moidart when his children were young, and Mr

M'Donald removed with them to Eilean.Fionain, (not the burying-place but another

"island farther up in Loch-Sheil,) that they might escape the contagion that proved fatal

to so many. And they did then escape. But nothing can more clearly evince our want

of foresight and utter incompetency to judge of what is best than the result of the Rev.

gentleman's care—that is, even taking it for granted that it was a consequence ; for his

daughters all died of the very malady from which he had been so anxious to guard them,

and that at a time which to superficial thinkers would seem to have rendered the calamity

awfully more distressing—when their death left several families of motherless children.

The distress, we are but too apt to tliink, would have been greatly lessened if they had

been taken away when their father consulted their safely by flight. But the ways of

Providence are inscrutable to our dim vision

!

Four of Mr M'Donald's sons lived to a good old age. Angus, the eldest, and his

descendants, continued tacksmen of Dalilea for a century. Alexander, the subject of

this memoir, was the second. His two younger brothers were seltled in Uist as tacks-

men.

Tlie Clanronald of that day countenanced young men of merit. He wished young

Alexander, of whom early hopes were entertained, to be educated for the bar. His

father wished him to follow his own profession, and gave him a classical education. But

I
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our poet, like many a wayward genius, followed his own inclination—and disappointed

both his chief and his father. His abilities and qualifications fitted him for any calling;

yet there seems to be a kind of fatuity attending those who woo the Muses, which often

prevents them from adopting the most prudent and advantageous pursuits.

When attending college, it is certain, however, that he did not neglect his studies, as

he was a good classical scholar. His genius was not of that kind which too easily indulges

in the indolence and inactivity of life. His powers were great ; and his energy of mind

adequate to any task in which his will inclined him to act. But he was inconsiderate, or

improvident. He entered into the married state before he had finished his studies, and

soon found it necessary to attend to other avocations.* His marriage gave rise to the

vulgar error, that he was intended to have been made a priest ; but that, disliking the

office, he disqualified himself by that rash step ; whereas, he was a protestant of the

English church.

As teaching is the usual and most proper occupation of students who must do some-

thing towards their own support, the poet, whose studies had been interrupted by his

marriage, betook himself to that most useful, but arduous labour. It is said that he

was at first teacher to the Society for propagating Christian knowledge.

We find him afterwards parochial schoolmaster of Ardnamurchan, and an elder;

consequently a presbyterian. He lived on the farm of Cori-VuUin, at the base of

Ben-Shiante, the highest mountain in that part of the country, and adjacent to the

noble ruins of Castle Mingarry, a romantic situation on the Sound of Mull, directly

opposite to Tobermory, whose rural scenery aided the frequent inspirations of the bard ;

for, while he wielded the ferula, he neglected not the muses. There many a scene

witnessed their dehghtful amours. He might have devoted more of his time to them

than could be well spared from the labours of the farmer, and the duties of the in-

structor
;
yet the poet would have his own way, as well as please his own mind. As

might have been expected, complaints were preferred against him ; and the Presbytery

appointed a committee to examine the school. His best friends must have allowed that

there was just ground of complaint; yet, the examinators were not inclined to be rigor-

ous. To give a specimen of the progress the scholars were making, the schoolmaster

called up a little boy f who had entered the school at the preceding term, and then com-

menced to learn the alphabet. He read now the Scriptures fluently and intelligibly.

The Reverend gentlemen were well pleased with the specimen, and gave a favourable

report of the school.

* " He was married to Jane M'Donald, of the family of Dailan-eas, in Glenetive. He com-
posed a song on her, which is not remarkable for tenderness or affection, but cold and artiiicial,

when coinpared with his lofty and impassioned strains in praise of Mòrag."—Ahmoir prefixed to

the Ghsi/ow edition of 1839.

+ Duiicati M'Kenzie, Kilehoan, who lived to the great age of ninety-four ; and, in 18"28, com-
municated to us this information. He also told us that in the ensuing summer he was taken from
school to attend cattle ; and that some time thereafter Mr M'Donald left his school and farm and
joined the Prince. " Poor man," added he, " he lost his all." He also mentioned that the ci.iintry

was in an unsettled state for some time, and that he lost the opportunity of getting any more
education.
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A Udrd was, even in our poet's time, a conspicuous character, and that not only as the

" man of song :" he was highly esteemed in war and in peace. He was first in council j

consulted in all matters of importance as a man of acknowledged talent ; as being

shrewd, cautious, and intelligent. An anecdote will show the opinion entertained of

our bard even in the eighteenth century. One day the clergyman and he met. They

went to have a drink, and some conversation. " There is little public news, and what

is the private?" enquired the clergyman. " Very little," was the answer. " Have you

heard of any thing at all in my parish that is worth relating, or any thing the reverse?"

" Nothing." " Then," said the minister, " I have a piece of news for you." " We
shall hear it." " Yes ; and it is, that one of my elders has got his nurse in the family

way." " Is it possible!" "I understand that it is very true." The poet wondered

tliat he had not heard of it. " How can any thing be known in the country, and I

ignorant of it'?" snid he to himself. They parted. The poet felt chagrined: could

not get over it. When he went home, he mentioned to Mrs M' Donald the piece of

intelligence coinmunicatod by the minister, but could not think who the elder was.

She smiled, and told him it was himself,—she being in the family way, and mirsing.

Of the changes and troubles of the year 1745, our author had his share. Ilu laid

down the ferula and took up the sword ; abandoned his farm, and lost his all, in a cause

which to cool reflection must have appeared hopeless. Prince Charles must have esteemed

him as a highly accomplished scholar and a soldier, enthusiastic in his cause, so much

attached to his interest, but, above all, as a bard. He was tlie Tyrtaeus of his army.

His spirit-stirring and soul-inspiring strains roused and inflamed the breasts of his men.

His warlike songs manifested how heartily he enhsted in, and how sanguine he was in the

success of the undertaking. He received a commission.

He not only changed his profession, and put all he had on the chance of the Prince's

success, but he also changed his religion: he became a Roman Catholic. We need not

wonder at this, as he was now among his friends and countrymen of that persuasion,

—

especially as he was given to changes. He was brought up a member of the Chin-ch of

England ; lie was a member of the Church of Scotland when parochial schoolmaster and

elder ; and he became a member of the Church of Rome among his own clan and rela-

tions. The Mull bard, his constant antagonist, hit upon the true cause of his last

change when he says :

—

" Cha be 'n creidpamh ach am brosgul,

Chuir thu ghiulali crois a phàpa."

After the year 174-5, the bard and his elder brother, Angus, a man of a diminutive

size, but of extraordinary strength,* escaped the pursuit of their enemies, and concealed

* Some gond anecdotes are still current in Moidart about this great little man. He is called

A'nighns heaff Mac Mhaighstir Altisduir. We deem tlie following wortli preserving ;

—

CoUa ban

]\I'l)oriald, of liarasdale, came one day to a ford of tlie l.ochie which he was meaning fo cross,

and found Angus sitting on a stone taking off liis shoes and stockings |)reparatory t(» going over

also. Tlie river was cuiisiderabiy swollen at the time, and Barasdale, who was a strong and tall

jnstif accosted Angus as follows :
— '* My little fellow, keep ou your slioes and stockings, as they
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tlicjnselves in the wood and caves of Kinloch-na-nua, above Borradale, in the district of

Arisaig-. Their local Icnowledge of the country, and the care and attention of friends,

enabled them to elude all search, surmount difficulties, and endure privations to which

many fell a sacrifice.

A well-authenticated anecdote of the poet and his brother demonstrate the courage of

the soldier and the spirit of the times. One day, as they were removing from one place

of concealment to another, Angus, observing that his brother's hair was grey, (the side

of his head next the ground, cold and frozen, became quite grey the night before,) con-

temptuously declared him an old man. " I should not wonder," replied Alexander, " were

it not a dwarf that called me ' a poor old man." " Angus, turning instantly round, dared

him to repeat his words. They were in imminent danger. The least noise or indication

of persons concealing themselves might have betrayed the place of concealment, and it

would not have been safe for them to remain any longer in that part of the country.

Regardless of the situation and critical circumstances, the poet could not pass over an

occasion of cracking a joke, and the spirit of the manikin was too high to suffer any con-

tempt. The fear, however, of provoking the resentment of the redoubtable hero,

made the bard observe silence.

After this eventful period, Alexander M'Donald lived poor. He was invited to Edin-

burgh by Jacobitical friends, residing in the metropolis, to take charge of the education

of their children, and where he had a better opportunity of finishing the education of his

own. From Edinburgh he returned to the Highlands, being disappointed of the expected

encouragement, and took up his residence in Moidart. He and Mr Harrison, the priest,

lived not on the best terms, and therefore he removed to Knoydart, and resided at

Inveraoi.* Ho latterly returned into Arisaig, and resided at Sandaig till his death.

will make you wade the better, and make haste come over with me and lieep in my wake ; I will

break the force ot the stream, which will enable you to get over with the greater ease." Angus
knew llim, and thanked liim for liis goodness ; lie did also as he was bidden. When they were iit

the most rapid part of the stream, Barasdale was like to be overpowered by the current, and was
for returning ; which Angus dared him on his peril to do ; anil, ])lacing himself between Coll and

the stream, dragged him by sheer force to the other side. Then said Angus to him, " You called

me * little ftUdw' on the opposite side of the water ; who, think you, might with gi-eater propriety

be called ' Utile fellow' on this side ? Take advice : Never call any man little till you have proved

him ; and always try to form your estimate of a man's character by something more substantial

than mere appearance. Kemember, also, great as you are, that had it not been for a greater man
than yourself you might have been meat for all the eels in the Lochie."

* He composed a number of songs after this : and one of them, entitled '* lomraich Alasflair a

Eigneig do dh' Inner-aoidh,'" displaying curious traits of the irritable and discontented temper that

embittered liis life when in Eigneig, While there, he represents all things, animate and in-

animate, rocks and thorns, thistles and wasps, ghosts and hobgoblins, combining to torment and

persecute him. He speaks of Mr Harrison as follows :
—

Dheanadh as-caoin-eaglais chtuaidh orm,

Mu'ii cluinneadh a chluais trl chasaid." *

On the other hand, he represents Inveraoi^ in Knoydart, a place like paradise,— full of all good

things, blooming with roses and lilies, and flowing with milk and honey,—free of ghosts, hoh-

goblins, and venomous reptiles. How long he remained in this rocky paradise is not known ; but

he appears to have lived some time in Morror, as he composed a very elegant song in praise ot' that

country.

* For this song see the Glasgow edition of 1839, page 88.
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He died at a good old age, and was gathered to his fathers in EiUan-Fionain, in Locli-

Sheil.

Lilce most men of genius, who malce some noise in the world, Mac-Mhaighstir Alas-

dair lias been much lauded on the one side by the party whose cause he espoused, and

as much vilified, and, in some instances, falsefied, by the other party. Mr Reid, in his

book, " Bibliotheca Sooto-Celtioa," seems to have had his information from the last men-

tioned source. We have taken our account of him from undoubted authorities. We
have seen individuals who knew and were intimate with him ; and have been acquainted

with many of his relatives, and some of his descendants. Let us now proceed to his

works. The first given to the public was his " Gaelic and English Vocabulary," pub-

lished under the patronage of the Society for propagating Christian knowledge in the

Highlands and Islands of Scotland,—a work of acknowledged merit and great usefulness

in the schools, and which is very creditable to the author. It appeared in 1741, and

was the first Vocabulary or Dictionary of the language ever published in a separate

form. It is not alphabetically arranged, but divided into subjects. His poems were first

published at Edinburgh, in 1751, and but for their being in Gaelic must certain!}' have

brought on their author the vengeance of the law agents of the crown, for it is scarcely

possible to conceive of language more violent and rebellious than that of many of his

pieces. The longest and most extraordinary of his poetical productions is his " Birlinn

Chlainn Raonuill." " He has in his ' Birlinn,'" says Mr Reid, " presented us with a

specimen of poetry which, for subject matter, language, harmony, and strength, is almost

unequalled in any language." He must have had the greatest command of the Gaelic

language to have composed on a subject that would exhaust the vocables of the most

copious.

From 1725 to 1745 he composed his descriptive poems, &c. " Alt-an t-Siucair" is

an ignoble stream passing between the farm he occupied and the next to it, which he

immortalizes in flowing strains. As a descriptive poem, it is perhaps unequalled by any

in the language. Every object which the scene affords is brought to bear upon, and

harmonize with, and give effect to the picture with a skill and an adaptation which

bespeak the master-mind of the artist. Nowhere does poetry seem more nearly allied to

painting than in this admirable production of our bard. His " Oran an t-Samhraidh"

or " Ode to Summer," in which he is said to be delightfully redundant in epithets, like the

season in its productions which he describes, he composed at Glencribisdale, situated on

the south side of Loch-Suainart, in the parish of Morven. He came there on a visit

the last day of April ; and rising early next morning, and viewing the picturesque scenes

around, was powerfully impressed with the varied beauties of nature, displayed in such

ample profusion. His " Ode to Winter" is longer, and indicative of even greater powers

of genius. The reason why this poem is not so popular as the forementioned is probably

because it contains so many recondite terms and allusions. If it were as generally under-

stood it would doubtless be as well appreciated. It was composed in Ardnauiurehan,

as well as many others in which scenes and events have been described which enable

us to point out the locahty and relate the circumstances that gave occasion to them. But
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after leaving' Ardnamurchan, a subject presented itself that required all liis energy,

exertion, and enthusiasm,—and he was not wanting in either of them. His powers, both

bodily and mental, were roused to action. His soul was fired with the prospect in view.

He invoked the Muse, and she was auspicious. The few that remain of his Jacobite

poems and sonefs are known to excel all other productions of this mighty son of song.

The " Lion's Eulogy" breathes Mars throughout: so does the Jacobite song, sung

to the tune of " Waidking o the Fauld," beginning " A c/iomuinn rioghail rùnaich."

The song entitled " Am Breacait Uallach" is equally spirited and warlike.

We have good authority for saying that a tenth of these poems and songs have not

been given to the world. His son Ronald had them all in manuscript ; but having pub-

lished a collection of Gaelic poetry, and not meeting with much encouragement for a

second volume, he allowed his MS. to be destroyed. Dr. M'Eachen, a friend and eon-

nexion, had tlie mortification of seeing leaves of them used for various purposes through

the house.

Mr M'Donald could bear no rival. He often selected indifferent subjects to try his

own powers. For instance, " The Dairy Maid," and " The Sugar Brook." But, while

as a poet he merits the highest praise, he is not to be excused for his immoral pieces,

which of course are excluded from the " Beauties or Gaelic Poetky."

M01,ADH AIR AN T-SEANA CHANAIN GHAELACH.

GuR h-i "s crioch àraid

Do gach cainiit ion ghrein,

Gu ar »muaintean t'hàsmhor

A phàirteachadti r'a f-heil'
;

Ar n' inntinnean a rùsgadh,

Agus run ar cri,

Le 'r gniomh, 's le 'r giCilan,

Surd dmir air ar dith.

'S gu laoidh ar beoil

A dh'iobradh Dhia nan dùl,

'S e li-ard chriòch mbòr.

Go bi toirt dòsan cliù.

'S e'n duine lein,

'S aon chreutair reusant ann,

Gu'n tug toil De dh'a,

Gibht Ic bheul bhi cainnt

:

Gu'n chum e so,

O'n-uile bhriiid gu leir
;

O ghibht mhòr phriseil-s'

Dhealbh i.a iomhaidh fein !

Na'm bejrte balbh e,

'S a theaiiga marbh iia cheann

B'i n iarguin stiearbh e,

B' fhearr bhi marbh no aDn>

'S ge h-iomadh canan,

Olinii Bbabelfhuair

A'sliochd sill Adhamh,

'S i Ghàclig a thug buaidh.

Do'n labhradh dhàicheil,

An t-urram àrd gun tuairma',

Gun mheang, gun t'hàilinn.

Is urrainii each a luaigh.

Bha Ghaelig, ullamh,

Na glòir fior ghuineach cruaidh.

Air feadh a chriiiune

Ma'ii thuilich an TuiUruadh.

Mhair i fòs,

*S cha teid a glòir air chall

Dh'ain-deoin go,

A's mi-ruii mhor nan Gall.

•S i labhair Alba,

'S Galla-bhodaiche fein
;

Ar tìaith, ar priunnsai,

'S ar diùcHHnan gun eis.

An taigh-comiiairl' an righ,

'Nuair sbùidheadh air beinii* a c)i

'S Ì Ghàelig lìobhta,

'Dh' fhuasgladh snaim gach cùlsi .J
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'S i labhair Calum
Allail! arhinn-mhòir,

Gach mith. a's maith,

Bha 'n Alba beag a's mòr.

'S Ì labhair Gaill, a'a Gà'e'il,

N'eo-cbleirich, a's cleir

Gach I'ear a*s bean,

A gbluaiseadh teang' am beul.

'S Ì labhair Adhamh,
Ann a Pàrrais fèin,

'S bu shiubhlach Gàelig

O bheul àluinn Eubh'.

Och tha bhuil ann !

'S tilreasach gann fo dbith,

Glòir gach teanga

A labhras cainnt seach i.

Tha Laideann coimbliont',

Toirtoach, teann ni's leoir;

Ach sgalag thràÌUeil e

Do'n Ghàelig choir,

Sa'n Athen rahoir,

Bha Ghrèuguìs còr na tim,

Ach b'ion d' ì h-òrdag

Chuìr fo h-òr chrios grinn.

*S ge min, slim, bòidheach,

Cuii'teil, rò bhog lìobht',

An Fhraingeis lòghmhor,

Am pciilis tnòr gach righ ;

Ma thagras each orr',

Pairt dan ainbhfheiuh' fein,

'S TO bheag a dh' fhagas

lad de dh-àgh na ere.

'S i 'n aon cbànan

Am beul nam bard 's nan eisg,

'S fearr gu càineadh,

O linn Bhabel fein.

'S i's fearr gu moladh

'S a's torrunnaiche gleus,

Gu rann no laoidh,

A tharruinn gaoth tro' bheul.

'S 's fearr gu comhairl',

'S gu gnodhach chuir gu feum,

Na aon teang' Eòrpach,

Dh' ain-deoin bòsd nan Greug.

'S 's fearr gu rosg,

"S air chosabh a chuir dhuan
;

'S ri cruaidh uchd cosgair,

Bhrosnachadh an t-sluaigh.

Ma chionneamh tar,

'S i 'fi tabhachdaich bheir buaidh^

Gu toirt a bhàis

Do 'n eucoir dhàicheil, chruaidh.

Cainnt laidir, ruithteacb,

Is neo-liotach fuaim ;

'S i seadhail, sliochdmhor,

Briag-gbloireacb, mall, luath.

Cha'n fheum i iasad,

'S cba mbò dh'iarras bhuatV;

O 'n t-sean mhathair chiatach,

Lan do cbiadamh buaidh !

Thai-feindaonnan,

aoineach, slàn ;

I taisge.

Saibhir, n

A taighea

Dh'fhacla

A chànaii

I gasda lan.

gapacb,

Tbapaidh, bhlasda, ghrinn •

Tbig le tartar,

Neartmhor, o beul cinn.

An labhairt shiolmhor,

Lionmhor, 's milteach buaidh.

Sultmhor, brighor,

Fhir-ghlan, chaoidh nach truaill t

B' i' u tpanga mhilis,

Bhinn-fhaclach 's an dan ;

Gu spreigeil, tioram,

loraltach, 's i lan

A chànain cheòlmhor,

Sfaòghmhor, 's glòrmhor bias,

A labhair mùr-shliocbd

Scòta 's Ghàeil ghlais.

'Sairreir IMhic-Comb,

An t-Lighdar niòr ri luaigh !

'S i's freumbaph òir,

'S ciad G/irùmair glòir gach sluaìgh !

MOLADH MORAIG
Air fonn—" Piobaireachd."

Urlar.

'S truagh gun mi 's a' choill

'N uair bha Murag ann,

Thilgeamaid na croinn

Co bu bhòich* againn?

Inghcan a chùil duinn,

Air am beil a loinn,

Bhi'maid air ar broinn

Feadh na ròsanan
;

Bhreugamaid sinn-fhìn,

Mireag air ar blhin,

A buain shobhrach min-bhui'

Nan cOsagan :

Theannamaid ri stri

'5 thaghlamaid san fhrith

'S chailleamaid sinn fbin

Feadh nan sròineagan.

Suil mar ghòrm-dhearc driùchd

Ann an ceò-mhadainn
;

Deirg' is gii' na d' ghnùis

Mar bhlà òirseidin.
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Siub/ial

Ar conihairle na ceilibh orm.

Ciod eile their no ni mi ?

Ma'n ribhiiiii Im teiirc ceileireadh,

A shiMiineadli air an fhideig :

Cha n fhaighear a lethid eile so,

Air tir-mov no 'n eileanan ;

Cho iomlan, 's cho eireachdail.

Gho teiridneach, 's cho bìogail,

'S ni cinnteacb gur ni deireasach

Mar ceileir so air Sine,

Mi thuiteam an gaol leath-phairteach,

*S mo cherenion ga'm dhiubhall
;

Cha'n eil do bhCirn a Seìle sid,

No shneachd an Cruachan eilideach

Na bheir aon fhioniiachd eiridneach

Do"n teine th'ann am innsgin.

'Nuar chuala mi ceol leadanach

An fheadain a bh'aig Mòrag,

Ilinn m'aigneadh damhsa' beadai'ach,

'S e freagra dha le solas
;

Sèamli ùrlar, sochrach, leadarra

A puirt, 's a menir a breabadaich ;

B'e sid an òr-fhead eagarra,

Do bheus nan creaga' mora,

Ochòin ! am feadan baill-eughach,

Cruaidh sgal-eugbach, glan ceolmhor,

Nam binn-phort stuirteil, trileanta,

Ri min-dhionachd, bog ro-chaoin;

A màrsal comhnardstaideil sin,

'S e lùghmhor grasmhor caiseamachd;

Fior chrunluath, brig, spalpara.

Fa clia-lù na bras-chaoin sporsail.

Chinn prois, is stuirt, a's spvaichealachd,

Am ghnuls 'n uair bheachdaich gùamag,

A seinn an t'headain ioraltaich,

B'ard iolarh ann am chluasan ;

A snain-cheol, sithe mir-anach ;

I\Iear stoirmeil, pongail, mionaideach
;

Na b' fhoirmeile nach sireamaid,

Air mhirid ri h-uchd tuasaid.

O'n buillemcoii- bu lomarra,

Gu proimadh a pliuirt uaìmhrich !

'S na li-uilt bu lùghmhor cromainean

Air thollaibh a chroi[»n bhuadhaich !

Gun slaod-mheoirich, gun ronnaireachd,

Brisg. tioram, soehdair, colaideach
;

Geal-lùdng nan gearra-cholluinnean,

Na craplù, loinneil, guanach !

Urlar.

Cbitsgamaid ar n-Ìot

Leglan fhion an sin,

'S bhualamaid gu dian

Air j;luir shiomhalta:

Tuille cha bhiodh ann,

Gus an tigeadh àui,

A bh'i cluich air dam,

Air na tiodban sin :

Diròlaimaid ar dram,

Dh'fhògradh uainn gun taing,

Gach ni chuireadh maill

Air bhi miog-chuiseach :

Malghdean nan ciabh fann,

Shniambanacb nan clann
;

Mala chaol, dhonn, cham,

Channach, fhiuealta.

An crunluath.

Mo cheann tba l.'m de sheilleanaibh

O dheilich mi ri d'bhriodal ;

Mo shrun tha stoipt' a A\\-dehor

Na deil, le teine dimbis ;

Mo shuilean tba cho deireasach,

Nach faic mi gnè gun telesgop^

'S ge d'bhiodh meudach beinn' ann,

"S ann theirinn gur h-e fiid i.

Dh'fbalbh mo cheudfaidh corporra

Gu docharacb le bruadar,

'N uair sbaoil mi fortan thor chairt domh,

'S mi'm thorroichim air mo chluasaig:

Air dùsgadh as a chaithream siu

Cha d'fhuair mi ach aon fhaileas d'i,

An ionad na maoin bearraideach

A inheal mi gu seachd ualrean.

Ach, ciod thug mi gu glan fhaireachadh,

Ach carachadh rinn cluanag :

'S CO so, o thus, bha Mhùrag ann,

Ach Sine an ùr-fhuilt chuachaich
;

'Nuair thur i gu'n do lagaich mi,

'S gu feumainn rag chuir stalcaidh ann,

Gu'n drinn i draoidheachd-chadail domh,

Rinn cruaidh fior rag de m luaidhe.

Bha cleasachd-sa cho innealta,

'S cho innleachdach ma'n cuairt d'i,

Nach faodainn thin tliaobh sl-mhaltachd,

Gun dlighe crion thuirt nam dli'i
;

Gun thiunndaidh mi gu h-ordail r'i ;

'S gu'n shaoil mi gu'm b'i M'urag i

;

Gun d' aisig mi mo phogan du,

'S rha robh d'a coir dad uaipp.

Note.—Tins is one of the finest productions of the

Keltic muse. The b.ird appears to have been really en-

amourc'd, and he pours forth his elegant, rapid, and im.

passioiieil strains in a torrent of poetry which has never

been equalled by any of his contemporaries. Mòrag
was a romnion country girl ; and it is said that the

poet's wife became jealous of her rival. 1 he bard had

talked of the marriage ties with the greatest contempt,

and regretted that he was fettered with the bonds of wed-

lock. This raised a storm, and the bard sacrificed the

mistress to appease the wile, and composed hi5 '* A/Ì-

ntfio/ndh." Here is an instance of his disregard to truth

and common decency, as well as of moral and poetical jus-

tice. As the praise was exaggerated and extravagant, the

censure was cruel, unmanly, and undeserved. He first

raised the object of his admiration to the skies, with the
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'ithout any prmost hyperbolical praisp—am
tion, he suddenly wheels lound and overwhelms

goddess with the most slanderous, foul-muuthed and i

feeling abuse. His '* MKmhnladh Mòraig" is printed

the Glasgow complete edition of his works qf 1839.

OR AN AN T-SAMH R AIDH.

Air fonn—" Through the wood, laddie.'*

An dels dliomb dùsgadh
'

'S ail dealt air a ch^ill,

Ann a madaii

Aiinalagai

Gu'ii cualas a

Gu leadurrj

'S mac-talla n

Da fhieaga

nhada

n ro shoilleir,

beag doilleir,

n feadan

ft brJ)n bhiiin

Bi'dh am beithe deagh-bholtrach,

Urail dosracb nan earn,

Ri niaoth-bbh'is driùcbd cèiteaii,

Mar rì caoin-dhcarsadh grcine,

Brùcbdadh barraich tro gheugan,

'5 an mhios cbeutach sa Mhaigh :

Am niios breac-laoghacb, buailteauh

Bhainneacb, bhuaghacb, gu d.'iir!

Bi'dh gach doire dlù uaignidh

'S tiusgan uain' ump a' fas

;

Bi'dh an snothach a direadh

As gach friamhach a's isle,

Tro 'na cuisUnnean sniomhain,

Gu miadachadh blà :

Cuach, a's smeòrach 's an fheasgar,

Seinn a leadain *n am b'lrr.

We have he;

mencing stanza o

first stanza of a

Miscellany." Th.

these twu stanzas

stanza in question, is likew

similarity between the two i

elusion that he must have seei

its being a Iranslation, if (

would say at once " It is noi

from the " Miscellany," tha

better opportunity of judging

roadly asserted, that the com-
ng is a mere translation of the

song in " Kamsay's 'lea Table

is a general similarity between
itted at once : and that M'Don.
Miscellany," and also read the

:ewise conceded. But that the

o is such as to warrant the con-

seen it, we cainiot allow. As to

the lit

the reader may ha the

" As early I wak'd,

On the first of sweet May,
licneath a steep mountain.

Beside a clear fountam,
I heard a grave lute

Soft melody play,

Whilst the echo resounded

The dolorous lay."

Ram$a'*» Tea Tablt Mitcellany, roL /.

A mios breac-ulgheach, braonach,

Creamhacb, maoth-rosacli, ;iidh!

Chuireas sgpadas neo-thruaillidh,

.\ir gach .iitt; d'a dhuaicbneachd ;

A dh'f hogras siu-aclid le chuid luachd,

O ghi'ur-gbruaim nam beann àrd ;

'S aig meud eagail nd Phcebus,

Theid's na spfuraibh *na sm.M.

A mios lusanai'h, mealacb,

Feurach, faileanach, blàtb ;

*S e gu giicagaoh, duilleach,

Luachracb, ditheanach, lui'achj

Beachach, seilleanach, dearcacb,

Ciurach, dealltacb, trom, tha;

'S i mar chuirneanan daimein,

Bhratach bhoisgeil air làr !

'S moch bhios Fhcehus ag òradh

Ceap nam mòr-cruach 's nam beann ;

'S bi'dh 'san uair sin le solas,

Gach eun binn-fhaclach boidheach.

C'eumadh meur-buiJlean ceòlar,

Feadh phres, ògan, as ghleann
;

A chorruil chuirteach gun sgreadan,

Aig pòr is beadarraich greann !

'S an am tighinn do'n fheasgar,

Co-l'breasgradh aon am,

Ni iad co'-shelrm, shcimh, fhallain,

Gu bileach, binn-ghobach, allail,

A seinn gu lù-chleasach daigheann

A measg ur-mheaghairi nan crann

;

'S iad lein a beucail gu foirnieil,

Le toirm nan ùrgan gun mheang.

Bi'dh gach creutair do laigid

Dol le suigeart do'n chuÌU ;

Bi'dh an dreadhai: gu balcant',

Foirmeil, talcorra, bagant',

Sir chuir fàilt air a mhadainn,

Le rifeid mhai:<ich, bhuig, bhlnu ;

Agus liobin d'a bheusadh

Air a gheig os a chinn.

Gur glan gall-fheadari Riiharl

A seinn na'n cuislinnin grinn.

Am bàrr nam bilichean blàthor,

'S an dus na lom-dharag àrda,

Bhìodh 's na glacagan t'iisaich

As cubhraidh fàile na*m fìon ;

Le phuirt thriolanta shiubhlach

Phronnair liighor le dion.

Sid na puirt a's glan gearradh,

'S a's ro ealanda roiun ;

Chuireadh m'inntinn gu beadradb,

Clia-lu t'fheadaiu ma'n eadradh*
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'N am do'n chrodh bhi g*an leigeadh>

An innis bheitir's a* choill
;

'S tu d' leig air baideil ri cioiitbar,

An grianan aon-chasach cruinii.

Bi'dh bradan seang-mhear an fhlor-uisg',

Gu brisg, alinn-Ieumnacb, luath
;

Nam bbuidhiiean tarra-ghealach, lannach,

Gu h-iteaeh, deavg-bhallach, earrach,

Le shoillsean airgeìd d'a earradb,

'S miri-bhreac lainnireach tuar ;

'S e-fein gu croin-ghobach ullamh,

Ceapadh chuileag le cluain.

A bhealltuinn bhog-bbailceach, ghvianach,

Lònach, lianach, mo ghràidh,

Bhainneacb, fhionn-mheagach, uachdrach,

Omhanach, loinideach, chuacbach,

Ghruthach, sblamanach, mhiosradi,

Mhiodracb, rabiosganach làn,

Uanach, mheannanach, mhaoiiieach,

Bhocacb, mbaoiseach, làn àil !

O! eiblii i chlu

Fann-gheum laoigb anns a chro

Gu h-ùral, min-bhallach, àluinn ;

Druim-fhionn, gearr-fbionnach, fàili,

Ceann-fhìonn, colg-rasgach, cluas-dearg,

Tarva-gheal, guaineiseach, òg,

Gu mògach, bog-ladbrach, fàsor.

'S e Jeum ri bàraich nam bò !

A sbùbhrach ghealabhui' nam bruachag,

Gur fanna-gheal, snuaghar, do gbnùis !

Chinneas badanach, cluasach,

Maotb-mhin, baganta luaineach ;

Gur tu lòs is feaiT cruadal

A ni gluasad ah-ùir;

Bi'dh tu t-eideadh as t-eanach

'S c ch ri falach an sùl.

'S cùiaidh fàileadh do mhuineil,

A chrios-Cho-chuIainn nan earn!

Na d' chruinn bhabaidean riabhach,

Lùineach, fhad-luirgneach, sgiamhach,

Na d'thuim ghiobagach, dreach-mhìn,

Bharr-bhuidh, chasurlaich, àird
;

Timcheall thulmanan dìamhaii'

Ma m bi'm biadh-ianain a fi.s.

'S gu"m bi froineisean boisgeil

A thilgeas foineal ni's leoir,

Ar gach lù-gbart de neoinein,

'S do bharraibh sheamragan lòmhar ;

Mar sin is leasachan soilleìr,

De dh-theada-coille nan còs,

Timcheall bhoganan loìnneal,

A's triti an eilid d'an còir.

'Nis treigldh coileach à ghucag,

^S caitean brucach iian craobh,

'S theid gu mullach nan sliabh-chnoc',

Le ('liirc ghearr-ghobaich riabhaicb,

'S bi'dh'ga suirìdh gu cùirteil

Ara pÌUein cùl-gorma fraoich :

'S ise freagra le tùcban :

—

" Pi-hu-hù tha thu faoin."

A choilich chraobhaich nan gearr-sgìutl

'S na falluine dùi',

Tha dubh a's geal air am miosgadb.

Go ro oirdheirc na t-itìch
;

Muineal lainnireach, sgipi,

Uaine, slis-mhìn, 's trie crom !

Gob na'n pongannan milis

Nach faict' a sileadh nan ronn !

Sid an turaraich gblan, loinneal,

A's ard coilleag air tom,

'S iad ri bù-rà-rùs seamh, ceutach '

Ann a feasgar bog ceitean ;

Am bannal geal-sgirteacli, uchd-ruadh
;

Mala ruiteacb, chaol, chrom
;

'S iad gu h-uchd-ardacb, earra-gbeal,

Ghrian-dhearsgnaidh, dbruìm-dhoiin.

Note The poet liere uses a retiunrìancy of atiJL-ctivcs,

epitliets and alliterations, with more pedantry than be-

comes pastoral poetry: but, with all its faults, the poem
contains many beautiful passages. The address to the

primrose is peculiarly elegant and happy—the description

of the love of the grouse isalso very good—and the address

to the black cock is lively and graphic, though it ends with

an unlucky and far-fetched conceit.

O R A N A G H E A M H U A 1 D 11.

Air fonn—" Tweedside."

THARKUiNNgrian righ nam planad 's nan rcullf

Gu sign Chancer di-ciadain gu beachd,

A riaghlas cothrom ma'n criochnaich e thriall,

Da rahios-deug na bliadhna ma seach
;

Ach gur h-e 'n dara, di-sathuirn' na dheigh,

A gbrian-stad-shamraidh, aon-deug, an la's (aid
;

'S a sin tiuntaidh e cbùrsa gu seimh,

Gu seas-ghrian a gheamhraidh gun stad.

'S o dh'iraich e 'nis uainn m'an cuairt,

Gu'm bi fuachd oir'n gu'm pill e air ais,

Bi'dh gach la dol an giorrad gii feum,

'S gach oidbche do reir dol am tad :

Sruthaidh luibhean, a's coill, agus feur,

Na fàs-bheodha crion-èugaidh iad as ;

Teichidh snodbach gu friamhach nan crann,

Suighidh glaoghan an sùgh-bheath' a ateacb.
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Seacbdaidh ^cugan glan oùbbraidb nan crann,

Bha's an t-samhradh trom-stràc-te le meas,

Gu'ii tnrr-leuoi an toiadh gu làr,

Gu'n sgriosair am ban* far gach lios.

Guilidh feadain a's creachainu nam beann,

Srutbain chriostail nan gleann le trom sprochd,

Caoidh nam fuaran ri meacuinn gu'n cluinn,

Deocb-sbunnta nam i

Laidbidh brbn air an talamh gu leir,

Gu'n aognaicb na sleibhtean's na cnuic ;

Grad dubbaidb caoin uacbdar nam blàr,

Fal-rùisgte, 's iad fàillinneacb bochd.

Na h-euin bhuchallach' bhrcac-iteach, ghrinn,

Sheinneadh basganta, binn, am ban* dhos,

Gu'n teid a ghlas-ghùib ar am beul.

Gun bhodha, gun teud, 's iad nan tost.

Sguiridh bùirdisicb sgiatbach nan speur,

D'an ceileiribh grianach car gi'pis,

Cba seinn iad a* maidnean gu li-àrd,

ì^o feasgaran cbràbbach 's a' phreas;

Cadal clutbor gu'n dean aims gacb cos,

Gabhait fasgaiiih am frògamb nan creag ;

'S iad ag ionndrainn nan gathanan blàtb,

Bhiudb ri dealaradb o sgàile do tbeas.

Cuirear daltachan srian-bhuidb nan rfis

Bliarr mbin-chioch nan òr-dhithean beag,

'S inghean gucagach lili nan Ifjn,

Nam fluran, 's gbeal noinein nan eug

;

Cha deoghlair le beachan nam bruach,

Cròdhaidh fuarachd car cuairt iad na sgeap ;

'S cha mho chruinnicheas seilleiti a mbal,

*S thar gheal-ùr-ros chroinn garaidh cha streap.

Tearnaidh bradan, a's sgadan, 's gacb iasg,

O t-iarguinn gu fì.i-ghrunnd nan locli
;

'S gu fan air an aigein dù-dhonn,

Ann an doimhneacbd nam fonn a's nan slocbd.

Na brie tharra-ghealach, earra-gliobhlach shliom,

Leumadh mearagant', ri usgraichean cliop.

Nan cairtealan gearahraidh gu'n tàmh,

Meirbh, sàmhach, o thàmh thu fo'n ghlob.

Cbasa's gbreannaich gach tulacb, "s gacb turn,

'S dùite lorn cliinn gacb iireach, 's gach glac ;

Gu'n d' obhraicb na sitheanan feoir,

Bu lusanach, t'eoirneanach brat

;

Thiormaich monaineair, 's ruadhaich gacb fonn ;

Bheuchd an fhairge 'srotbonn-gbreannacb gart;

'S gu'n sgreiticb an dùlachd gacb long,

*S theid an cabhlach na lung-phurt a steachd.

Neulaich paircean a's miodair gu bas,

Thuit gach fàsacb, 's gacb àite io bhruid
;

Cbiaraicb monadb nan iosal 's nan ard ;

Tbeirig datbanan gràsmbor gacb luig ;

Db.fhaibb am fàileadh, am musg, a's am fonn
;

Dh-fbalbii am maise bharr lombair gacb buig
;

Cbaidh an eunlaidb gu caoidhearan truagh,

Uiseag, smeòracb, a's cuach, agus druid.

A fbraoich bbadanaieb, gbaganaicb, ùir,

Cam b'ola's dam b'f'budar a mbi!,

B'i bblàtb gbrian do hhaleCs gach uair,

Gu giullachd do gbruaige le sgil
;

'S a mbadain iuchair 'nuair bboisgeadb a ghnùis,

Air bbuidbinnin driùcbdaeh nan dril,

B'fbior cbùbhraidb 's gu'm b'eibhinn an smiiid

So db'eireadb bbarr cbuirnein gacb bil.

Gu'n tbeirig sutb-talmbuinn nam bruacb ;

Db'fhalbh an cnuasacb le'n trom-lubadb slat,

Tbuit an t-ubhall, an t-siris, 'a a pheur,

Cbuireadb bodba air a gbeig anns a bbad.

Dh-fhalbb am bainne bho'n eallacb air cbiil,

Ma*m bi leanaba bi ciùcbaran bochd
;

'S gu'm pill a grian gu sigìi Thaurus nambuadbt
'S treuu a bbuadbaicheas, fuachd, agus gort.

Theid a gbrian air a thurus man cuaii t.

Dothropic Chapricorn ghruamach gmi stad,

O'n tig feartbuinn chruinn, mbeallanacb, luatb,

Bheir air muUach nan cuairteagan siid
;

Tbig tein'-adbair, thig torunn na dheigh,

Tbig gaillionn, tbig eireadh nacb lag,

'S cinnidb uisge na gblaineachan criiaidh,

*S na ghlas-leugaibb, min, fuar-licneacb rag.

A mios nuarranda, garbb-fbrasach don-h',

Shneacbdach, cholgarra, stoirm-sbionacb bitli ;

Dbisleacb,dball-cburacb,cbatbach,fhliuch,chriiaT,

Bhioracb, bbnagharra, 's tuath-gbaothacb cith ,

Dbeibheacb, lia-rotacb,ghlìb-sbleamhaìn gbarbb,

Chuireas sgiubairean fairge nan ruitb ;

Kbliucbacb, fhuntuinneach, gbuineach, gun tlàs
;

Cuiridb t-anail gach càileacbd air chrith.

A mios cratanacb, casadacb, lùm.

A bhios trom air an t-sonn-bhrocban dubh
;

Churraiceach, chasagach, lacbdunn a's dhoiin,

Bhrisneacb,stocainneach,chom-cbocblacb,tbiugb,

Bbrùgacb, mbiutagacb, pbeiteagacb bbàn,

Imeacb, aranach, chàiseach, gun gbrutb ;

Le miann bruthaiste, mairt-fbeoil a's càl
;

'S ma bhios blatb nacb dean tàir air gnè stutb.

A mios brotagacii, toiteanacb sòìgb

Gbionacb, stròitheal, fbior gheòcach gu muic
;

Liteacb, Ihghanacb, cbabaisteacb cbùrr,

Pboiteacb, riimasach, ròiceil, gu suit
;

'S an taobh-muigb ge do thugb sinn ar cum,

Air an fhàile gbeur-tliolltacb gun this,

'S feudar dram òl mar linnigeadli cleibh,

A gbrad fhadas tein'-eibbinn 's an uebd.
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Bi'dh grean'-dubh air cuid mùr de'iiRoinneorpj

O lagaich sgeamh òrdha do theas,

Do sholus bu shùlas ro inhor,

Av fragharc a's ar lochraim geal deas
;

Ach 'nuair thig e gu Gemini a ria,

'S a lainnir 's gach righeachd gu'n cuir,

'S buldh soillseiu nan coirean's nam raeall,

'S riochdail tìamh nau ùr-raheall air a mhuir.

'S theid gach salmadair bali-mhaiseach ùr,

Ann an crannaig chraobh-dhlù-dhuiUich chais,

Le 'n seol tein a sheinn ]aoidh 's a thoirt cliù,

Chiunn a phlaiiaid-s' a chùrsadh air ais
;

Gu'm bi coisir air leth anns gach geig,

An dasgaibh cibhinn air reidh-shlios nan slat,

A tojrt lag iobairt le'n ceileir d an Triath,

Air chaol chorraibh an sgiath anns gach glaic.

Cha bhi creutair fo chupan nan speur,

'N sin nach tiunndaidh ri 'n speurad's ri*n dreacb,

'S gu'n toir Phabits le buadhan a bhlàis,

Anain-fà3 daibh a's càìleachdain ceart

Ni iad ais.eiridh choitcheann on uaigh

Far na mhiotaich am fuachd iad a steach,

'S their iad:

—

guileag-doro-hidola-hann,

Dh-fhalbk angeamhra 's than sam/tradh air teachd.

OllAN NAM FINEACHAN GAELACH.

A cHoMuiNN rioghail riiinich,

^)."lr ùinhlachd thugaibh uaibh,

Biodh 'ur ruisg gun sinùirnean,

'S gach cri gun treas gun lùb aun
;

Deoch-elainte Sheumais Stiùbhairt,

Gu mulrneach cuir ma'n cuairt!

Ach ma ta giomb air bith 'n 'ur stamaig,

A chiiileis naomh' na truaill.

rlaichLion deoch.slainte The;

A mheirlich ! stràic a chuach
;

B'i sid an ioc-shlant' ùluinn,

Dhath-bheothaicheadh mo cliiiileachd

Ge d'a bhio.ih am has orm,
Gun neart, gun àdh, gun tuar.

A High nan dùl a chuir do chàbhlach,

Oirn thar %\nV le luathas.

O ! tog do bhaideil .'irda,

Chaol, dhionach, shàr-gheai nuadh,

Ri d'crannai.lh bi-dhearg, laidir,

Gu taisdeal nan tonn gàireach
;

Tha Mollis ag raitinn

Gu 'seid e rap-ghaoth chruaidli,

On aird an ear ; 'a tha Neptun dileaSj

Gu mineacbadh a chuain.

'S bochd ata do ch;iirdean

Aig ro mbead t-fhàrdail uainii

;

Mai' àlach mhaoth gun mhathair;

No beachainn breac a ghàraidh,

Ag sionnach 'n deis a fàsachd',

Air fàilinn feadh nam bruach.

Aisig cabhagach le d' chabhiach,

'S leigbis plàidh do shluaigh.

Tha na dee ann an deagh run dut

;

Greas-ort le surd neo-mharbh,

Thar dhronnaig nan tonn dù-ghorm,

Dhruim-robach, bharr-chas, sbiubhlach,

Ghleann-chlaghach. cheann.gheat, shù'.dhlù,

Na mothar chul-ghlas, ghairbh ;

Na cuan-choirean, greannach, stuadh-thorthach,

'S crom-bhileach, molach, falbh.

Tha muir a*s th' cho-reidh dhut,

Mar deann thu I'ein a searg ;

Doirtidh iad na'n ceudan,

Nan laomabh tiugha, treunna,

A Breatunn a's d Eirinn,

Ma d'standard breid-gheal dearg ;

A ghasraidh sgaiteach, ghuineach, rloghaii
;

Chreuchdach, fbior.luath, gharg!

Thig do chinneadh fein ort,

Na treun-fhir laomsgair gharbh,

Na'm beitheiribh gu reubadh
;

Na'n leoghannaibh gu creuchdadh
;

Na'n natliraichean grad-leumneach,

A lotas geur le 'n calg»

Le'n gathan faobharach, rinii-bheurra

Ni mor euchd le'n arm.

'N am bhrataichean Jàii-eideadh,

Le dealas geur gun chealg,

Thig Dùmhnullaich, nan deigh sin
;

Cho dileas dut ri d'leine
;

Mar choin air fasdadh eile
;

Air chath-chrith geur gu sealg
;

'S mairg n'lmhaid do'n nochd iad fraoch,

Long, leoghann, craobh, 's laimh-dhearg.

Gu neartaich iad do chàmpa
Na Caim-beulaich gu dearbh,

An Diuc Earraghalach mar cheann err',

Gu mùrghalach mear prionnsail
;

Ge b'e bheir air iunsaidh,

B'e sid an tionsgnadh searbh,

Le lannan lotach, dù-ghorm, toirteil,

Sgoltadh chorp gu'm balg.
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Gu tarbartach, glan, caiseamachd,

Fior thartaraoh na'ii rànc,

Thig Cluainidh le chuid Pearsanach,

Gu cuaiinda gleusda grad-bheirteach ;

Le spainticbean teami-bheirteach

*S cruaidb lead ri sgailceadh cbeanii

;

Bi'dh fuil d'a dùrtadh, 's smuais d'a spealtadh,

Le sgealpaireacbd 'ur lann.

Druididb suas ri d' mheirghe,

Nach meirbb an am an ;iir,

Clann'Uleoin * nach meirgich

Airm ri uchd do sheirbheis
;

Le'm brataichean 's sriuadh feirg orra,

'S an Icirg mar tbairbh gun sgàth ;

A tbirne, fearail, nimbeal, arrail,

*S builleacb, allamh lamb !

Gun thig na fìùraia Leòdach ort,

Mar sheochdain *s eoiii fo spÈtìg ;

Na'n tuireamh lann-ghorm, thiiinisiieach ;

Air cborra-ghleus streup gun tiomachas ;

An reiseamaid fior ionnalta,

'S fàth gioraig dol na di'iil
;

Am bi iomadh bochdan fuilteach, foirmeil,

Theid le stoirm gu bàs.

Thig curaidhnean Chlann-cham-shroia ort,

Theid meanmnach sios na d' spàirn
;

An fhoireann gbuineacli, cliaithrearaach,

*S nt'o-fhiamhach an am tarruinne
;

An lainn ghlas mar lasair dealanaich,

Gu gearradh cheann, a's lamb ;

'S mar luthas na dreige, 's rruthas na crElge,

Chluinnte sgread nan cnàmh.

Gur cinnteach dhuibh d'ar coinneacbadh,

Mac-Choinnich mor Chinn-Tàile:

Fir laidir, dhàna, choimbneala,

Do'n fhior-cbruaidb air a foinneachadh,

Nach gabh fiamb no somultacbd,

No sgreamh ro' theine bhlàr ;

'S iad gu nàrach, fuileach, t'oinnidh,

Air bboil gu dhol na d'ch(\s.

Gur foirmeil, priseil, brdail,

Thig Tòisichean nan rdnCj

Am màrsail stàtoil, cbmhnard ;

Gu piobach, bratach, sri)l-bbui ;

Tba rioghalacbd hs mùrcbuis,

Gu'n suradh anns^ii dream
;

Daoine laidir, neartmbor, cròdha,

'S iad gun ghi>, gun mheang !

Thig Graiindaich gu ro thartarucb,

Neo fbad-blieir»each do d' champ

* Clann *Illean.

Air plirioblosgadb gu cruudal,

Gu snaidheadb cheann, is chluas diu ;

Cho nimheil rìs na tìgeribb

Le feacbdraidli dian-mhear, dJtn',

Chuireas iomad I'ear le sgreadail,

'5 a bbreabadaich gu làr.

Thig a ris na Frisealaich,

Gu sgipi le neart garbh ;

Na seòchdaibh fìor-ghlan, togarrach,

Le fuatban biilàr nach bogaicbenr;

An ci)mhlan f'earradba, cosgurach,

'S mairg neacli do nochd iad fearg ;

A spuir gblas aig dlùs an deirich

Bi'dh nan eilean dearg.

Nan gasraidb ghaisgeil, lasgurra,

Thig Lachunnaich gun chaird ;

Na saighdean dearga puiseanda ;

Gu claidheach, sgiathacb, cuinnsearach
;

Gu gunnach dagacli, ionnsaicbte,

Gun chunntais ac' air àr
;

Dol nan deannamb 'n aodainn pheileir,

Teachd o theine cb:iicb.

Gabhaidh p.'iirt do t-iorgbaills',

Clann-lomnhuinn's oirdheirc cài! ;

Mar thuinn ri tir a sior-bbualadh ;

No bile lasrach dian.loisgeach ;

Nan treudan luatha, fior-cbonfacb,

Thoirt griosaich air an ii.'imh
;

An dream chatbach, Mbuileacb, Slnathacb,

'S math gu sgatbadh cbiiànib.

'S mor a bhio's ri corp-rusgadh,

Na'n closnichean's a bblàr,

Fitbicb aims a mcadaich

Ag itealaich, 's a cnocaireachd ;

Ciocras air na cosgaraich,

Ag ùl's ag itb an sàth.

Ocb's tùrsach iiinn a chluinntir mocb-liira,
'

Ocbanaich nan àr !

Bi'dh luil is gaor d'a sbuidrt-aiih ann,

Le lu-cbleasan *ur làmh ;

Meangar cinn, a's dCiirn dhiu
;

Gearrar ìlilt le smuaisridh ;

Ciusiiaichcar am biùidb,

D'an dù-losgadb, "s d'an cnànib ;

Crùnair le poinip Tearlach Stiùlibai t ;

'S Frederic Prionns fo shàil.

Nofe.~T\ns address to the Highland clans is a stately

spirit-siirriiiB martial poem, where the bard describes the

various Jacobite clans coming forward in w:irlike array to

place Chailes on the throne, and leave the Hanoverians

undtr his feet. 'I'iie satirist [Mreach M/iuiie) represents

the poet travelling through the country to excite the

Highlanders to arms, and it is probable that this song was

composed on that occasion. It was well calculated to rouse

the warlike clans to the approaching conflict.
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Am FONN—" Cille-chragaidh,'*

TitA deagh shoisgeul feadh nan garbh-chrioch,

Surd air armaibh cùmhraig
;

Uird ri dararaich deanamh thargaid

Natl dual bali-chruinn boidheach
;

Chaidh ar seargadh le cam earraghloir

Sluaigh fior chealgach Shòrais,

O's sgeul dearbhta thig thar fiiirge.

Neart ro gharbii d' ar toirinn.

Thig thar lear le gaoith an ear oirn.

Toradh deal ar dùchais,

Le mhilte fear, 's le armaibh geal,

Prionns' ullamh, mear, *s e d.'.-chaisgt
;

Mac Righ Seumas, Tearlach Stiubhart,

Olghre chrùin th'air tugar,

C'u'n dean gach Breatuinneach Ian umhlachd,
Air an glùn' d'a mhùrachd.

Ni ua Gàeil bheodha, ghasda,

Eiridh bhras le sròlamh
;

lad nan ciadan uim'ag iathadh,

S coltas dian cuir gleois orr'
;

Gu'n fhiamh 's iad fiata, claidheach, sgiathach,

Gunnach, riaslach, strùiceacb,

Mar chonfadh leoghannaibh liadhaich,

'S aaras dian gu t'eoil orr*.

Deanamh ullamh chum :ir turuis,

'S bithibh guineach, deònach
;

So an cumasg, am bi na bullean,

An deantar fuil a dhòrtadh
;

Och a dhuin' is lionmhor curaidh

Is fior sturrail co-stri,

A leigir fear eile mar chuileann,

Dh' fhaotainn fuil air Sebras !

'S iomadh neach a theid air ghaisge,

Tha fior lag na dhochus,

Gus a nochdar standard brat-dhearg,

An righ cheart-s' tha ùirne,

Ge do bhiodh e na fhior ghealtair,

Gur cruaidh rag gu bìiròig p,

Ceart clio gairge ris an lasair,

A losgadh asbhuain eorna.

Mhoir is sgairteil, foirmeil, bagant,

Giieil ghasda, chrodha;

Gach aon bhratach sios do'ii bliaiteal

Le 'n gruaidh laisde rùsg-dearg
;

lad gun fhiamh, gun fheall, gun ghaiseadh
;

Rioghiiil, beachd-bhorb, prùiseal ;

Gu iio-lapacli ri linn gaisge,

Spitinnteach ghlas nan dornaibh.

'S binn linn plupraich nam breid bhratach,

Srannraich bras ri mùr.ghaoitb,

An glachdaibh gaisgeìch nan ceum staitcil,

Isstuirteil, sgairteil, mòision ;

'S lann ghorm sgaiteach, do shàr-shlacau

Geur gu srachdadh shrùn' aige,

Air bac cruachain an fhir bhrataich,

Gu cuir tais air fogradh.

'S furbaidh tailceant, 's cumta pearsa,

Treun-laoch spraiceal, doid-gheal
;

Fiob d' a spalpadh, suas na achlais,

Mhosglas lasan gleois duinn
;

Caismeachd bliras bhinn, bhrodadh aigne,

Gu dian chasgairt slòigh leis
;

Chuireadh torman a phuirt bhaisgeil,

Spioraid bhras 'n 'ar pòraibh,

Bithibh sunndach, lughor, bèumach,

Sgriosacli. geur, gu feolach,

'S bi'dh Mars creuchdach, cogach, reubach,

Anns 'na speiir d' ar seoladh ;

Soirbhichidh gach ni gu leir libh,

Ach sibh.fein bhi deonach ;

Màrsailìbh gun dàil, gu'n eisleiD,

Lughor, eudrora, ceol-mhor.

Màrsailìbh, gun fheall, gun airsneul,

Gach aon bhratach bhoidheach
;

Cuideachd shuaicheanta nam breacan,

*S math gu casg na tùireachd
;

'Nuair a ruisgeas sibh na claisich

Bi'dh smuis bhreac feadh feòir libh
;

Gaor a's eanachuinn na spadul,

*S na liath-shad feadh mhointich.

Sliocraich, slacraich, nan cruaidh shlacau,

Freagra basgur sheannsair
;

'Nuair a theid a ruaig gun stad libh

Gur ro fad a chluinntear,

Feadraich bhuillean, sgoltadh mhullach,

Sios gu bun an rumpuill
;

Ruaig orr' uile mar mhoim tuile
;

Chaoidh cha 'n urr' iad tiuuntadh.

'S iomadh fear a dh' oladh Itonta,

Stainte an righ-s' tha oirne,

Spealgadh ghlaineachan aig griosaich,

'S e cur beinn air Seòras
;

Ach 's oiiaraiche anis an gniomh,

1 Na cuig-ceud mile bbla;

j

*S fearr aon siola a dh'fhuil 's an fhrlth

!
No galoÌD fhìon air bbì)rdaibh.

Dearbhaidh beachdaidh sibh bhi ceait d'a,

Eirdh grad le 'r slòghaibh ;

j

Gu'n 'ur mnathan, clann, no beirteas,

Chuir stad-feachd 'n 'ur di)chu3;
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Ach gluasad inntinneach, luath, cinntencb,

Kioghail, liont' de inhta'-chuis
;

Mar an raineach a dnl sios duibh,

Sgriosadb dian lucbd clèucbdan.

*Ur ceathairne gbruamacb, nìmbeil,

Làn do mhire cruadail;

*S misg dhearg chatba, gu bàrr rath orr',

*S ciaobh dbearg dbatb nan gruaidhean ;

lad gun atbadb sius le 'n claidhean

Ri sior sgathadb cbiiuachdan
;

Lotar deai'ganaich le 'r gatban,

'S le'r fìor cbrathadb cruadhacb.

'S beagau sliiaigb, a 'a trie tbug buaidh,

An iomairt cbruaidb a chùmbraig
;

Deanamaid gluasad gu'n dad uanibuinn,

'S na biodb fuathaa oirne
;

Doirtidh uaislean an taobb-tuatb,

Mac Shim nan ruag, 's Diuc- Gordon ;

Le nibarc-shluagb is uuarrant gruaim ;

'S ruaim aimbi fbuar nam pùramb.

ORAN RIOGHAL A BHOTAIL.

Ajr fonn—" Let us be jovial, Jill our glasses,'*

BiODHMAin subhacb, 's h\av deocb Hun,

Osnaicb 'n ar t'ocbar cba tàrab,

Na smaointicbearaaid ar buchdaiun,

Fhad 's a bios an copan Ian.

LUINNEAG.

Hò-rò air falldar-araidk

Ho air nVaUdar-raraidk rò,

m-rì> air malldar-rnridh

Fàlldar, ralldary raraidh Kb.

Uhiinaid glainneachean làn'.

Air slainte an t-Seumais ata uainn ;

Cuireamaid da sblaint' an càraid,

Tosda Thearlaicb stràic a cbuacb.

Ho.ro, ^c.

Ma ta stamac anns a cbutdeachd,

Nacb dean a chuidsa d' ai' raiann,

Siapaidb e 'mach as ar carabb,

Mar an carran as an t-sbiol.

Ho.ro, ^-c.

Cuireadb ar cupacban tharsta
;

Aisig cas an corn m'an cuairt

;

Faicear èibhinneacbd air lasadb^

Le fior sgairt 'n ar beachd, 'a 'n ar graaidh.

Ho-ro, ^c.

Biodb ar cridhachan a dambsa,

Linn an drams' a dbol na thruaill,

Mar gu 'm biodhmaid 's a cbeart am-sa,

Dol do 'n champ a dh'fbaotainn buaidh*

Ho.ro, cj..

De'n dibb' bhridbear neartar bhlasda,

'S milse no mil bbeach gu pùìt,

Lion an soitbeach sin amach dhuiun,

De 'n stuth bblasdar ud 'san stop.

Ho.ro, ic.

'S-ioma fearsta, falachaidh, tlacbdmhor,

Tha 'ra mac-na-bracha r'a luaigh
;

Rinn sin e na leannan do mbìltean,

'S na mbilsein prlseil do'n t-sluagh.

Ho.ro, cjc.

Sgaolaidli e ghruaim far a mbuigeia
;

Ni e fìugbantacb fear cruaidb ;

Ni e cruadalach fear gealtach,

Gus an teid e feachd no 'n ruaig.

Ho.ro, ^c.

Ni e cainnteach am fear tostach ;

Ni e brosgulach fear dùr
;

Ni e suireach am fear narach
;

*S fàgaidh e dan' am fear diùid.

Ho.ro, ^c.

Ni e pi'gacb am fear àilleant

Nacb fuiligeadh cailin 'na cbòir ;

Sparraidh e damhs' anns na casan,

Nacb d' rinn riamb aon char d' an deoin.

Ho.ro, ^c.

Fagaidh e neo shaiintach acrach;

Toinnidh se cas am fear sliom
;

Bheir e caitean air fear sleamhainii

;

'S ni e spreadhail am fear tiom.

Ho-ro, ^c.

An t-airgead a bha d'a sticleadh,

An sporan nan chripleacii ri;iinh,

Bheir e furtnciid dlia a priosan,

Le fuasgladli cruaidh-shnaim nan i.i

Ho.ro, ^c.

Ni e aoigheal am fear doichleach
;

NI e socharach fear teann ;

Ni e duin' uasal do'n blialacli

;

Ni e fatluumach fear fann.

Ho-ro, §c.

Ni e saor cbridlieach fear duinte,

'S faoisididb e run a cbri

;

Saoilidh an lag gur h-e 'n laidir,

Gus an dearbh e chàil 'san stri.

Ho-ro, ^c
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Tairrnidh e mulad gu aiteas
;

Tiunndaidh e airsneul gu fonn
;

Miouach iiati sporaii gu spiol e

Le ghob biorach chriooias lorn.

Thigeadh meanmna, 's falbhadh airsneul

Ail- chairstealaii uaiiin do'n Rùimh
;

Seioneain òraiii cheolmor, ghasda,

Shunndach, bhras, nach lapach gioir.

Ho-ro, c^T.

*Nuair bheirear botul a stapul,

'S a chromar ri cap a cluas
;

'Seibbinn a gbogail la earraich,

Cogair searraig ris a chuaicb !

Ho.ro, ^c.

'S milse DO ceiiearadh smeòraicb,

Le luinneag ceolmbor air geig»

Creatraich sbrideagach do sgùrnaio ;

Cratan 's bùiche fo 'ua ghrein

!

HO-TO. ^c.

'S binne na luinneag eoin-bùcbainn,

Bhiodh ri tùchan am barr thonn,

Guileag do mliuineil a's giuig ort;

Cuisle-cbiiiil a dhùisgeadh t'onn.

Ho.ro, cjc.

'S binne no cluig-chiuil an Ghlascho,

T-fhuaim le bastul dol 's a churn
;

Sid an fhìiilt a ghleusadh ni' aigne,

Mac-na-brach a teachd le pùig.

Ho-ro, ^c

Lion domb suas an t-sUge-chreachaina
;

Cba *n ion a seacbnadh gu dram ;

'S math Ghàiilig oirr' an creathann;

An t-slig' a cbreach sinne a t' ann,

'S binne no ceol coilich cboille,

Bhiodh ri coilleig air an torn,

Dùrdail a bhotail ri glainne
;

Crùnan loinnteal thoilleadh bonu !

Ho.ro, ^c.

Teicheadh liun-dubh as 'ur comunn
;

Falbhadh gainne j 's pailt 'ur n-ùr
;

Na biodh spèuclair oirbh gu ganntar,

Fheadh 's a bhio's an dram 'n 'ur srùin.

Ho-ro, ^c.

Biodh *ur ceann-agaidh uile 'n ceart uair,

Cho ruiteach ri dreach nan ròs,

'NuaÌr a theid 'ur fuil air ghabhail,

Le beirm laghach Mhic-an-Tòis.

Ho-ro, ^c.

Gur dionnsaireach, spinnsearach, t-fbàileadh,

'S teas-gbradhach do shnag tro' m' chliabh

Fadadh blàis air feadh mo mhionaich
;

Gur ro mbioragach do thriall

!

Ho.ro, ^c.

Gur gucagach, coilleagach, brisg-gheal,

Bruicheal, neo-mhisgeach do thuar,

'N a d' shiabhraidhean criostail a dòrtadb,

Ri binn-cbronanaiuh am chluaia.

Ho-ro, S,e.

Sgaoileamaid o altair Bhachuis:

A chleirich taisg a cliailis uat
;

Dh-fhalbh ar fuachd ; 's ciod 'ta dhi oirn ?

Thugamaid bàig' crion do 'n t-suain.

Ho-ro, ^c.

Ach freasdal sinn air ghairm na maidne,

Le t-ioc-shlaint aghmhor Ian bhuadh,

'S thoir dhùiiin aon ghloic-nid 'n ar leabaidh

A bheir crith-cblaiginn oirn m'an cuairt!

Ho.ro, Sec.

ALLT-AN-T-SIUCAIR.

Air fonk—" The Lass of Paties Mill"

A dol tbar Allt-an-t-siùcair,

A' madainn cbùbbraidh Cheit,

*S paideirean geal dlù chnap,

De 'n driùchd ghorm air an fiteur,

Bba richard 's robin, brù-dhearg

Ri seinn, 's fear dhiù na bhuus

;

'S goic moit air cuthaig tbùì-ghuirm,

'S gùg-giig aic* air a gheig.

Bha smeòrach cur na smùid dh'i

Air bacan cuil le' fèin ;

An dreadhann-donn gu surdail,

'S a rifeid chiuil na bheul
;

Am breacan-beith' a's lùb air,

'S e 'gleusadh lugh a theud
;

An coileach-dubh ri dùrdan
;

'S a chearc ri tùchan rèidh,

Na brie a gearradh shùrdag,

Ri plubraich dhlii le chèil',

Taobh-leumnaich mear le lù-chleasj

'S a bhiirn, le mùirn ri grcin ;

Ri ceapadh chuileag siùbhlach,

Le 'm briseadh ICighor fein
;

Uruim-lann-ghorm, 's ball-bhreac giùran ;

'S an lainnir-cbuil mar lèìg.
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Mil-dheocla sheillein strianach,
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morning. The bard walks abroad and sees the dew glitter,

ing on every leaf and flower—the birds warbling their

songs—the animals grazing, and the bees collecting their

stores—the fishes are leaping out of the water, and all

nature rejoicing in the return of spring, or the luxuriance

of summer ! The very rivulet S(?ems to partake of the

common joy, and murmurs a more agreeable sound—the

cows low aloud, and the calves answer responsive—while

the dairy-maid is busily engaged at her task. The ground

is bespangled with flowers of richer hues than the most

costly gems. The horses gather together in groups to

drink of the streamlet, and the kids are sporting and

dancing about its banks. The ships, with all their white

sails bent to the gentle breeze, are passing slowly along

the Sound of Mull. The poet selects the most natural,

lively, and agreeable images in the rural scene. All good

judges admit that there is not a descriptive poem, in

(iaelic or English, fit to be comjiared with this exquisite

OKANLUAIGHE NO FUCAIDH.

Agus hb Mhhraq, no ho-TO,

'S no ho-re-ghealladh,

A Mhòrag chiatach a chuil dualatcb,

Gur h-è do luaigh a th* air m'aire.

Arjus ho Mhorag, ^c.

'S ma dh'imich thu null thar chuain uainn',

Gil ma luath a thig thii thairis.

Agus ho MhoTag, ^c.

*S cuimhnich thoir leat bannal ghruagach,

A luaigheas an clò ruadh gu dainghean,

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c.

O ! cha leiginn thu do'n bhuala.

Ma salaich am buachar t-aiiart.

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c.

De cha leiginn thu gu cualach ;

Obair thruaillidh sin nan caileag.

Agus ho Mhorag^ ^c.

Gur h-i Mòrag ghrinn mo ghuamag,

Aig am beil an cuailean barr-fhionu.

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c.

'S gaganach, bachlagach, cuachach,

Ciabhag na gruagaiche glaine.

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c.

Do chill peuchdach sios na dhualaibh

Dhalladh e uaislean le lainnfr:

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c.

Sios na fheoirneinean tna d' ghuailleac,

Jjeadaii cuacbagach na b-ainnir :

Agus ho Mhurag^ ^c.

Do chùl pènrlach, òr-bhiii. Uiachach,

Timcheall do chluasan na cblannaibb.

Agus ho Mhorag^ ^c.

A, Mhorag ! gu beil do chuailean

Ormsa na bhuaireadb gu'n sgainnear.

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c,

*S ge nach iarr mi thu ri d* phùsadh,

Gu'm b' e mo ruin a bhi mar riut.

Agus ho Mhorag, tjc.

'S ma thig thu a ritbist am lùbaìbb,

*S e 'n t-eug a ruin ni ar sgaradh.

Agus ho Mhorag, <5[-c.

Leanaidh mi cho dlù ri d' shàilean,

'S a ni bairneach ri sgeir mhara,

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c.

Shiubhail mi cian leat air ni* eòlas,

Agus spailp de'n stroichd ar m' ain-eol.

Agus ho Mhorag, S(c.

Gu leanainn thu feadh an t-saoghail,

Ach thusa ghaoil theacbd am fbarraid.

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c.

Gu'n cbuireadh air mhisg le d' ghaol mi

;

'S mear aodrum a gbaoir ta m' bhallaibh.

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c.

'S a Mhorag 'g am beil a ghruaidh chiatach :

'S glan a fiaradh thar do mhala.

Agus ho Mhorag, §c.

Do shùil shuilbhear, sbochdrach, mbòdhar,
Mhireagach, chomhnart, 's i meallach.

Agus ho Mhorag, (frc.

Deud cailce shnasda na ribhinn,

Snaite mar dbisn' air a gearradh.

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c.

Maighdean bhoidheach, na 'm bos caoine,

'S iad cho maoth ri cloidh na h-eala.

Agus ho 3Ihorag, ^c.

Ciochan leaganach nan gucag,

'S fàileadh a mhusga d' a h-anail.

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c.

'S ioraadh oigear a ghabh tlachd dbiot)

Eadar Mor-thlr agus Mannuinu.

Agus ho Mhorag, (|-c.
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'S lomadh gaisgeach do ghàel,

Nach obadh le m' ghr.'idh-sa tarruinn :

Agus ho Miiorag, i^c.

A reachadh le sgiath, 's le clàidheamh,

Air bheag sgà gu bial nan cannon :

Agus ho Mhorag, ,Jc.

Chunnardaicheadh dol iian òrdaibh,

Tlioiit do chòrach, 'niach a dli' ain-deoia.

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c,

'S iomadh àrmunn làsdaìl, trèubbach,

Ann an Dun-eideann, am barail,

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c.

Na faiceadh iad gnè do dhuais ort,

Dheanadh tarruinn suas li d' cbarraid.

Agus ho Mhorag, ^-c.

Mo chionn gu'n dheanadh leat eridh,

Do Chaiptin fein Mac-'Ic-Ailein :

Agus ho Mhorag, l^-o.

Gu'n theann e roi' ro chàch riut,

'S ni e fasd e, ach thig thairis :

Agus ho Mhorag, l^c.

Gach duine, tha 'n Uidhist a Muideart,

'S an Arasaig dhu-ghorm a bharraich
;

Agus ho Mhorag, cjc.

An Car an Eige, 's am Morror;*
J choi'F ud Shiol-Ailein !

Agus ho Mhorag, lJ[c.

'N am Alasdair,f a's Mhontròs',

Gu 'ra bu bhòchdain iad air Ghallaibh.

Agus ho Mhorag, <^c.

Gu'n d' thairich la lubher-LòchaÌdh,

Co bu stròicich ann le lannaibh.

Agus ho Mhorag, i^-c.

AmPeairt, anCill-Saoidh,f 'sanAUt-Eireaan,

Dh-fhag iad Rèubalaieh gu'n anam.

Agus ho Mhorag, <^c.

Alasdair mor Ghlinne-Cothann,

'S bragad coimheach Ghlinne-garadh.

Agus ho Mhorag, (^c.

Mar sin is an t-Armunn Sleibhteach,

Ge d' a tha e-fein na leanamh.

Agus ho Mhorag, tjc.

* MÒr-Thlr. f Alasdair Mac Cholla. % Kilsyth.

Dh'èiridh leat a nail o"n Iliuiba,

Anntrum lù'-cbleasach nan seaiig- each.

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c.

Dhruideadh, na Gael gu leir riut,

Ge b' e dh'elreadh leat no dhthanadh.

Agus ho Mhorag, cS[c.

Sbuath, deich mile dhiu air clè dhuibb, ^

An cogadh ri Sèurlus nach maireann.

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c.

'S iomadh clò air 'n tug iad caitean,

Kadar Cat-taobh agus Anuinn.

Agus ho Mhorag, S^c,

Bha each diultadh teachd a luagh dhuibh,

'S chruiunich iad-sau sluagh am bannail.

Agus ho Mhorag, ^c.

A ri! bumhath 's an luagh-lamh iad,

'Nuair a thairriieadh iad na lannan !

Agus ho Mhorag, ^^c.

H-uile clò a luaigh iad riamh dhuibli.

Dh-fhag iad e gu ciatach daingheann
;

Agus ho Mhorag, S^c.

Teann, tiugh, daingheann, iite, luaite,

Daite ruadh, air thuar na fala.

Agus ho Mhorag, §-c.

Greas thairis le d' mhiiathan luaighe,

'S theid na gruagaicheau-sa mar riu.

Agus ho Mhorag, l^c.

Note.—This song has been always highly popular, and
is certainly the most spirited and elegant of all our Jaco.
bite songs. Charles is represented under the similitude of
Mòrag—a young girl with flowing locks of yellow hair wav-
ing on her shoulders. She had gone aw.ny over the sens,
and the bard invokes her to return with a party of maidens
(i. e. soldiers) to dress the red cloth, in other words, to
beat the English red coats. The allegory is kept with
elegance and spirit, and the poet introduces himself as one
who had followed Mòrag in lands known and unknown,
and was still ready to follow her over the world if required.

SMEORACH CHLOINN-UAONUiLL.
LUINNEAG.

Hoiaihh o iriag horoU b,

Holaibh iriag hòro Ij

Uolaihh o oriag hòroll ò,

S7nehrach le Claim- Raonuill mi,

GuR h-e mis' an smeòrach chreagach,

An dels leum bharr chuaich mo nidein,

Sholar bidh do'm ianaibh beaga,

Sheinneam ceol air bharr gach bidein

Holaibh iriag, ^c.
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Sineòrach mise do Chljinii-DòmhnuÌIl,

Dream a dhithicheiulh, *s a leonadh,

*S chuireadh inis' an riuciid tia smeoraich

Gu bhi seinn, 's:i ciiir ri ceul daibh.

Hulaibk o iriag, ^c.

Sa chreig ghuirm a thogadh mise

An sgii-eachd Chatstell duibh nau cliar

Tir tha daonnaii a' cuir thairis

Le tuil bhainue, meal\ a's lion.

Holaibk o iriag, ^c.

Sliochd nan Euii o*a ChaisteiUthiream,

'S o Eilean-Fhianain nan gallan,

Moch, a's i'easgar togar m'iolach,

Seinn gu bileach, milis, mealach.

Holaibh iriag, cjc.

Tha mi de'n ghur riogliail, luachach,

'S matli euM Ihaotaiiiii a iiead, uusal,

Ghineadh mi gun chol, gun truailleadb,

Fo sgiathaibb Aileiu mhic Ruaìiidh.

Holaibh iriag, S^^c.

Cinneadh, glan gun smur, gun smodan

Gun smal gun luaith ruaidh, no gbrodan,

'S iad gun ghiomh. gun fheall, gun sodan,

'S treum am builV an tiugh nan trodan.

Holaibk iriag, t^c.

Cinneadh rioghail, th'air am buaineadh,

A meribh raeara na cruadhach,

'S daoimein iad gun spar gun truailleadh,

Nach gabh atùr, gnè, smal, no ruadh-mheirg.

Holaibh o iriag, S^^c.

Cinneadh mor gun bhòsd gun sparau,

Suairce, siobhalta, gun ràpal,

Caomhail, cineadail vi'n càirdean.

Fuilteach, faobharach, ri namliaid.

Holaibh o iriag, i^c.

Raonullaich nan or chrios taghach,

Nan lùireach, nan sgiath, *s nan clogaid,

A theid sios gu gunnaeh, dagacli,

Nu fir gbasda shunndach, chogach.

Holaibh iriag, ^c.

Sud na h-aon d;ioine th'air m'aire,

Nach dianadh air spùileadh cromadh,

Dhianadh aims an àraich gearradh

Cinn ga'n sgaradh, cuirp ga'm pronnadh.

Holaibh iriag, ^c.

Ach mur tig mo righ-sa dhachaigh

Trialhiidh mi do dh-uamhaig shlocaich,

*S bitbidh mi'n sin ri caoidh, 's ri basraich,

Gus am faigh mi bàs le osnaich.

Holaibh iriag, ^c.

Ach ma tbig mo phriunnsa thairis

Cuirear mis' an cliabhan lurach,

'S bitbidh mi canntaireachd gu buileach

*S aun 'san àrois ni mi fuireacb.

Holaibh iriag, ^c.

Madainn cbeitean am barr gach badain

Sgaoileadh ciùil o ghlaic mo ghuibein,

*S àluinn mo cbruiteach, 's mo ghlagan,

Stailceadh mo dba buinn air stuibean.

Holaibh o iriag, t^c.

Seinn mo Icadain air gach bacan,

'S mo chearc tV'in gam' bheusuir stocan,

'S glan ar glocan air gach stacan.

Holaibh iriag, ^c.

Crith chiuil air m'ugan da bhogadb,

'S mo chom tur ulle Ian beadraidh,

Tein-eibhinn am uchd air fudadh,

'S mi air fad gu damhs' air leagail.

Holaibh o iriag, i^c.

'Nuair chuirean goic air mo ghogan,

*S thogain mo shailm air chreagan,

Sann orm fein a bhiodh am frogan,

Ceol ga thogail, 's bròn ga leagail.

Holaibh o iriog, S^c.

Eoin bhuchalach bhreac na coille,

Le'n òrganaibh ùrdail mar rinn,

'S t'eadag ghtan am beul gach coilich,

'S binn i'ead-ghuil air gheugaibh baraich.

Holaibh iriag, ^c.

'S mis an t-eunan beag le m'fbeadan,

Am madainn dbriùchd am barr gach badain

Sheinneadh na puirt ghrinn gu'n spreadan,

'S ionmhuinn m'fheadag feadh gach lagain.

Holaibh iriag. ^c

Togamaid deoch-slainte na h-armailt,

Dh-eirich le Tearlach o'n gbarbhlaicb,

Na fìr ghasda dheanadh searr- bhuain

Air feoil 's cnàimheau nan dearg chot.

Holaibh iriag, ^c,

Olamaid fliuchadh ar slugain,

'S cuireamaid mu'n cuairt Ian nogain,

'Slainte Shenmais suas le suigeart,

Tosta Thearlaich sios le sogan.

Holaibh iriag, ^-c.

Slaint' an teaghlaich rioghail inbhcioh

Olamaid gu sunndach, geanail.

'S nigheamaid ar sgornain ghionaicb

Le dram milis, suileach, glaineacb.

Holaibh o iriag, ^c.
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Cuireamiiid sios feadh ar mionaich

Tosta nan curaidhnean clannach,

NaD colg gasda, isguiteacti, bioracb,

*S ro nthor sgil air còmhrng laanachi

Holaibh o iriag, ^c.

O tha mi teaiinadb gu eir-thir,

Ullaicheam m'acair gu cala,

Tosta Mhuideirt ceann nan Seileach,

'S an t-slaint eil' ud triath nan Garrach.

Holaibh o iriag, (i[c.

Lionaibh suas a's olaibh bras i,

Slainte Ilaonuiil òig o's deas i,

Sguii'ibh dh'auibarc thugaibh as i,

Siabaibh leibh i as a teas i.

Holaibh o iriag, i^c.

Stritc suas a ghlaine cheudoa,

Cuimhnicbeamaid slaint an t-SteÌbhtich

Rìdir òg gasda na eireadh,

Dol le sgaiit a shracadh bheistean.

Holaibh iriag, ^c.

Slaint lai'l Antrum s' tosta priseilj

'S na tha 'n Eirinn chlanuaibh Milidh,

Tha mo shiie bkthadh m'iataidh

Chionn gu'm beil mo bheul Ian mislein.

Holaibh o iriag, ^c.

Diolamaid gu foirmeil, frasach,

Slainte Bhaosadail mu'n stad sinn,

Laoch treuii a dh'eireadh sgairtail,

Chuir retreat air bheistean Shasuian.

Holaibh o iriag, ^c.

Lion suas duinn glaine do'n Deasach,

Learganaich nan gorm lann claiseach,

Laochraidh sgathadh cheaiin, a's leasraidh,

Na suinn sheasmhach, shundach, mhaiseach.

Holaibh o iriag, ^c.

Co nbaid sin riu sheasadh,

S cruaidh ruisgte nan duirn gu slaiseadh ?

Anns an ruaig nuair ghabhadh teas iad,

Le lù-chleasan bhualadh shaisean,

Holaibh o iriag, ^-c.

Greasara gu finid gun stopadh,

Ach cba mhiann leam a bhi bacach,

I'uirt chiùil na smeuraich dosaich,

Tostam tior sheobhac na Ceapaich.

Holaibh o iriag, ^c.

Togamaid slainte nan Gleannach,

O chothaiin nam bradan earrach

Hheireadb air bocanaibh pilleadh,

Cha bu gbioracach iad air bealach.

Holaibh iriag, ^c.

Cuireamaid mu'n cuairt gu toileach.

Slainte Mhic DhùghaiU o'n Bharraich,

Cridhe rioghail, reamhar, solais,

Tha na bhroilleach shius am iaiach.

Holaibh iriag, Sfc.

Chuirahnicheam lain Ciar a Lathuirn,

Aìg nach robh an stoidhle cumhann,

Gheibh e miiiru, a's onair t'hathacli,

A's caitheadh drais mur as cubhaidh.

Holaibh iriag, ^c.

Ciod am fath dhaibh bhi ga'r tagradh ?

'S nach urr' iad chuir rinn cluigean,

Sguiribh de'r botlich 's de'r splagain,

'N rud tha agaiuu, 's Dia thug dhuinne.

Hola ibh iriag, ^c.

ORAN DO PHHIONNSA TEAKLACH.

O U-ri-rl tha e tighinn,

O hì-ri-rì, n righ tha uainn,

Gheibheamaid ar n'ainn 's ar iCeileatih

' S breacan-an-fhcilidh an tuaich !

'S EiBHiNN leam t'hin tha e tighinn,

Mac an righ dhlighich tha uainn,

Slios mòr rioghail dan tig iirmachd,

Claidheamh a's targaid nan dual.

O hi-ri-ri, cjc.

'S ann a tighinn thar an t-shùile,

Tha 'm fear ard a's àille snuadh,

Marcaiche sunndach nan steud-each,

Ilachadh gu h-eutrom san ruaig.

O hi.ri-ri, è-c.

Samhuilt an fhaoillich a choltas,

Fuaradh froise 's fada-cruaidh,

Lann thana 'na 'laimh gu cosgairt,

Sgoltadh chorp mar choirc' air cluain.

O hi-ri-ri, ^c.

Torman do phioba 's do bhrataich,

Chuireadh spiorad bras san t-sluagh,

Dhèireadh ar n-àrdan 's ar n-aigne,

*S chuirt' air a phrasgan ruaig !

O hi.ri-ri, ^c.

Tairneauach a hhombh 's a c/iatinuin,

Sgoilteiidh e'n talaiiih le' cliru'as,

Flireagiadh dlia gach beinn a's beallaeh,

'S bhodbradh a mbac-tall ar cluas !

O hi.ri.Ti, ^c.



124 SAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH.

Gur mairg d'aii eideadh san la sin,
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FAILTE NA MOR-THIR.

H-eitirin dirinn uirinn ot/i-h-o-rÒ,

H-eitirin àirinn h-o-rh.

Failt' ort fein a rahòr-thir bhoidheacli,

Anns an ùg-mhios bhealltainn.

H-eitirin^ &^c.

Grian-tbir òr-bhuidh, 's uaine còta,

'S froinidh ròs ri h-alltaibh.

H-eitiriiiy §'c.

l.e biadh 's le dibh a' cuir thairis,

Cha teid Earrach teann orr.

H-dtirin, i;c.

'S ianacli, luracli, slios a tulaich,

'S duilleach 'mullach chrann iiint.

H-eitirin, 8fC,

A chuill gu h-uile to làn-duilleach,

'S i na culaidh-bainnse.

H-eitirin, ^c,

'S bainneach, bailceach, braonach glacach,

Bruacban tachdrach, Ailleart.

H-eitirin, §-c.

Uisge fallain nan clach geala,

Na do bbaile Geamhiaidb.

H-eitiriv, §-c.

'Slionach, slatach, cuibbleach, breacacb,

Seile ghlas nan samhnan.

H-eitirin, <^c.

Mor-thir ghlan nam bradan taira gheal,

'S airgeadach cuir lann orr'.

H-eitirin, ^c.

Til* Ian sonais, saor o dhonus,

Gun dad conais drànndain.

H-eitirin, S;c-

Seirceacli, caidreach, gun dad sladachd,

Saor o bbi-aid, 's o anntlachd.

Heitiru.,S^c.

'S àluirm a beiniie.-in, 'sa sraithean,

'S èibhiiin datli a gleaiintau.

H-eiUrin, ^c.

Gieidhean dhearg a' tJimh mu fireacli,

Eilid bhiorauh, 's mang aic.

Il-eitirin, ^c.

Boc air daiadh timcheall daraig,

'N deigh a leaiinaiu clieanii-deirg.

H-eitirin, ^c.

Searrach bhuicin anns an ruicil,

'S e sior chruiteil dbamhsaidb.

H-iilirin, ^c.

Na uieinn bheaga 's iad ri beadradb,

Anns na creagati teann air.

H-eitirin, c^c.

Coilich choille, 's iad rl coilleig,

Anns an doire chranntail.

H-eitirin, ^e.

Cnothach, caorach, dearcach, braonach,

Glasracb, raonach, aibbneacb.

H-eitirin, ^c,

'S deiltreach, laomach, nieiltreach, caointeacb,

A fuinn mbaoineacb, leamhnacb.

H-eitirin, ^c.

'S cubhraidh 'suthan, 's badach luibheaii,

Ris a bhruthainn ann-teas,

H-eitirin, §*c.

'S feurach, craobhach, luideacb, gaolach.

An tir fhaoilidh sfaeannsaiì.

H-eitirin, ^c.

Grian ag èiridh 'gòradh slèibhe,

'S beachan gheug ri srannraich.

H-eitirin, ^c.

Seillein ruadha diogladh chluaran,

'S mil ga buain le dranndan.

H-eiiirin, ^c.

Breac lo sùlas leum a bhuinne,

Ruidb nan cuileag greannar.

H-eitirin, •^c,

Bàrr gach tolmaiu fo bhrat gorm-dhearc,

Air gach borrachan alltain.

H-eitirin, ^c.

Lusan cubhraidh mach a' brùchdadh,

'S cuid diubb ciàl-gborm bainn-dearg.

H-dtirin, cS-e.

'S ceolar, èibhinn, bàrr gach gèige,

'S an eòin fein a danihs' orr'.

H-eitirin, cjc.

Crodh air dàir am bàrr an fhàsaich,

N Ihèoir nacli d'fhàs gu crainntidh.

H-eitirin, S^c.

'S iad air theas a' ruith le 'in buaraich,

"S tè le cuaich gan teann-ruith.

H-eitirin, ^c.
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'S raiosracb, cuacliach, leabach, luachrach,

Dol gu buaile 's t-sàmhradh.

H-eitirin, Sfc,

*S òmhnach, uachdrach, bUithacli, cnuachtlacb,

Lòn nam biiachaill aniita.

ff-eitiriTit §*c.

'S imeach, gruthach, meoi^ach, sruthach,

An imirich sliiibhach, shlambach.

H'eitiriny Sfc,

Deoch gun tombas dol far combair,

Gun aoii ghlothar gainntir,

H-eitirin, &c.

lORRAM CUAIN.

GuR neo-aoidheil turas taoillich,

Ge d' bhiodb n:i daoiiie tàbhachdach,

Tha mfhearann saibhir h()-a hù,

Hn-n hi-rò na ò' àiìe leat mi :

Tha m /hearanil saihhir hò-a hò.

An fhairge niolacb, bronuach, torrach,

Giobhach, corracb, ràpaluch.

Tha m fhearann^ ^c.

'S cruaidh ri stiuireadh bial-inhuir duldaidh,

Teachd le bruchdail charsanach.

Tha mfhearann, &-c.

Clagh a chulain cha b'e 'n siigradh,

'S e ri bùircin bàchdanacb.

Tha mfhearann, §-c.

An cùlaiiach f'citi cha n e 's iasadh,

Agualasanàrdairiair.

Tha m'fhearann, Sfc.

Teachd gu diù" ii deighe chèile,

Agus geuinnaich dàir oira.

Tha m fhearami
f SfC.

An I'haii'ge phaiteach, 'sa bial J'ai'suinn,

Agus acras araidh oirr'.

Tha m' fhearann, Sfc.

'S maii'i;; a choimeas muir ri raoiiitich,

Ge d' bhiudli iiior-sInR'achd stràchd orra.

Thamyhea7ann,^c.

Neoil a' gealadh oidhcbe shalacb,

Gun aon cbala sàbhailte.

Tha m'fhearanrif ^c.

Dubh-ra-dorcha gun dad ghealaicli,

Oir-thir ain-eoir ard-chreagach.

Tha 7Ji' fhearann, ^C,

Gaoth a' seideadh, muir ag eiridh,

'S fear ag eubhach ard ghuthacn :—
Tha in fhearann, ^c.

" Sud e' tidhinn 's cha n'anii ruighìmi,

Croc-mhuir, friutbar, bàsanacli.

Tha m fhearann, ^'c.

'* Cum ceann caol a liodha direach,

Ri muir diolain, dàsunnacli."

Tha m fhearann, Sfc.

Ach dh'aithnich sinn gun sheol slnn fada

A mach san t-samh 's bu gbabbaidh sin.

Tha 7n fhearann, ^"c.

'S leag sinn a croinn a's a h-aodach,

'S bu ghniomh dhanine caileachdach.

Tha m fheaiann, ^c.

'S chuir sinn amach cliatban righnc,

Is bu ghrinn an :ihuh iad.

Tha m fhearami. ^c.

'S shuidh orr' ochdnar, theoma, throma,

A* BgoiUteadh tonnan stàplainneach.

Tha ni fhearann, Sfc.

Heig air chnngaibh, hiig air niliaidean,

'S cogall bhac air t-abhranaibb !

Tha 711^ fhearann t Sfc.

iad a mosgladti suas a cheile,

'S masgadb treun air sail aca-

Tka m'fhe,

Sginean locbdrach ràmh a Lochhunn,

'Bualadli bhoc air bbàirliuneaii.

Tha m'fhearayin, ^c.

Iad a' traoghadh suas na dile,

Le neart fior-gbarg ghiiirdeanan.

Tha in fhearann, Sfc.

Catbadh mara 's mnrcachd-shine,

'S stoirm nan sion, da 'n sàrachadh*

Tha ni fhearann, Sfc.

Lasraichean srad theine-shiunnachain,

Dearg o'n iuniradh chàileacbdach.

Tha m' fhearann, SfC.

Iad ag obair as an luintean,

" Hug a's tbeid 'da ràmh' aca."

Tha rn fhearann, ^c.
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lorram ard-bhitiit shuas aig Eamuri,

Ann an cleith ràmh bràgliada.

Tha infhearann, ^c.

Aonghas Mao^Dhonnachaulh da rcir sin,

A ri ! bu treuii a thàirrneadh e.

Tha vi f liearann^ ^c.

Donnacba Muc-Uaraig a luagli leo,

'S b' I'hada bu»n a spàiagan,

Tha m fhearann, ^c.

Bha fuaim aon-mhaide air chleitb ac'

Bualadh speicean tàbbacbdaeh.

Tha m fhearann, ^c.

Ilaimh dam pianadh, 's tir dan spianadh,

'N glachdaibh iariiaidli ard-tbonnacb.

Tha m fhearamiy ^c.

Gallain chiatach. leogbar, liaghach,

'S fuirbineaii da'n sàrachadh.

Tha in fhearann, ^c.

Lunnan mine, *s duirn da'n sineadh,

Seile sios air dhearnainean,

Tha m fhearanrty Sfc*

Muir ag osnaich sbuas ma toiseach.

Chuip-gheal, choip-gheal, ghair-bheuchdach.

Tha m'fhearann, Sfc,

Suas le sguradh saoidh ri bùireìn,

Le sior dliurachd sàr iomaraidh.

Tha m'fhearann y ^c,

Siabhratdh chuirneineach ri di^tirdail,

Shios bha stiur a t'àgail nnn.

Tha m'fhearann, S^'c,

Gaoth na deanuan 's Ì ri ieaiinadh,

Na'n tonn ceann-t'hìonn ràsanach.

Tha m fhearann^ Sfc

Na fir Iiigbmlinr an deJgh an rùsgaidh,

A' cur sinùid dbetb an àlaìchean.

Tha in fhearann, Sfc,

Chaoidb cba mhiticheadh a misneach,

Na fir sgibiilb th,\bbachdai-li.

Tha rn fhearaun, .^-c.

Rigb an eagail, Neptun ceigeacb,

Ki sior sgreadail— " bulbar sibh 1"

Tha in fhearann, ^c.

'Gbuidb an sgiòba geur iia dùilin,

'S fbuair an urnaigh gràfadh dbaibh.

Tha m fhearann
J Sfc,

Smachdaich JEolus na speuran,

'S a bhuilg sbèidibh àrd-gbaotbach.

Tha in fhearann, è^c.

Gun d' riiin Neptun fairge lòmadh-,

Mar bhiodh glaine sgàtbain ann.

Tha tn'J hearann, Sfc.

Sgaoil na neòil bha tònn-ghorm cìar-dhubh,

'S shoilsich grian mar b' àbhaist dh'ì.

Tha m'fheai-ann, S^'c.

'S mhothaich an sgioba do dh' fhearann,

'S ghlac iad cala sàbbailtf.

Tha m' fhearann, ^c.

Ghabh iad pronn, a's deoch, a's leabaidh,

'S rinn iad cadal samhacb orr'.

Thainfheaiam, ^c.

A BHANARACri DHONN.

LUIN>-EAG.

A Bhanarach dhonn a 'chr

Chaoin a chruidh, dhoni

Cailin deas dvnn a cruidh,

Cuachag anfhàsaich.

ddh,

a chr

Gu'm b'fhad' uamhuinn muir ri i

'S cathadh cuain a stràcadh orr',

Tha m fhearann, ^c»

alraicb,

A Bhanarach mhiogach,

'S e do gbaol thug to chis mi

;

'S math thig lamhainnean sìoda,

Air do mhin-bbasan bana,

A Bhanaiach dhonn, ^c,

'S mor bu bbinne blii t-eisteacbd.

An am bbi bleutban na spreidhe :

N'an snieòrach sa' cheitein.

Am barr gcig an am fàs-choiU.

A Bhanarach dhonn, ^c.

'Nuair a sheinne tu coilleag,

A leigeil mairt aim an coille
;

Thaladh eunlaidb gacb doire,

Dh' eisteachd coireall do mhàrain.

A Bhanarach dhonn, 8fc,

Ceol farasda fìor-bbitin,

Fonnar, farumach,dionach :

A sheinn an caillin donn miogacb,

A bheireadh biogadh air m' àirneann.

A Bhanarach dhonn, ^c.
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'S ge b' fhonnar an fhiodball,
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Gur h-e sin a liiin ar lèiieadh,

Gur h-e 's feudar dha gu'm fag ;

Sinn iia dhèigh gun airm, gun èìdeadh,

Falbh 'n ainm Dhe ; ach thig a ghriidh.

Ar mile beannachd na d' dheigfa,

'S Dia do d' ghleigheadh anns gach àit' ;

Bluir a's til- a blii cho reidh dhut

:

M' urnaigh gheur ieat fein os àird
;

'S ge du sgar mio-fhortan deurach

Sinn o clieile, 's ceum ro'n bhàs
;

Ach soraidh Ieat a mhic righ Seumas,

Shiigh mo cheille tliig gun chaird.

Chain sinn ar stiuir, 's ar buill-blieaiite
;

'I'bugadh uainn ar n-acair-bàis
;

Chain sin ar compaisd 's ar cairtean,

Ar reull-iuil 's ar beaclid gach la ;

Tha ar cuirp gun ciiinn, gun chasan,

Sinn marr charcaisich gun stàth
;

Ach gabh thus' a ghràidh do t-astar,

Dean gleas tapaidh 's thig gun dail.

AM PKIONMSA.

Beannachd gu leir le Clann-Dòmhnuill,
Sibh a dh' fhoirinn orm na m' chàs,

Kadar eiieanan, a's mhor- thh',

Lean sibh deonach, rium gach trà ;

'S iomadh beinn, a's muir, a's mointeach,

A shiubhail sin air chòrsa bàis
;

Acli theasraig Dia sinn air fuar-fhòirneart,

Nan con sròn-ghaoth 'bha ri 'r sail.

Sibh a rinn fo-laimh na Trianaid,

INIis' a dhion o mhi-ruin chùich
;

Mo dhearg-naiinhilean, neartmhor, lionmhor,

Chuir an iion feadh ghleann a's ;'ird.

A mhiad 's a thaisbean sibh d' ar dilseachd,

'S coir nach di-chuimhnich gu bràth
;

A Dharr, gur sibh is luaithe shin rium,

Toic air tir 's an talamh-ard.

Ochan ! ochan ! cruaidh an dearmad,

Bhi 'g ar tearbadh bhuat gun bhàs;

B'i 'n fhoir èibhinneachd, 's am beirteas,

Bhi d' a t-fhaicinn gach aon la

;

Bi'dh ar ruisg Ian tlm a frasadh
;

Ar ITÌ lag-chiiiseach gun chàil,

(iu 'm pill thus' a ris air tais oirn,

Beannachd Ieat le neart ar gr.'iidh.

AM PRIOfraSA.

O ! tiormaichibh a suas 'ur sùilean,

'Choniuiun rùnaich 'fhuair 'ur cràdh,

Bi'dh sibh fas, maoineach, mùirneach,

N 'ur gird dùbailt' ma WUitelmll,

'Nuair a bhios an reubal lùbacli,

Ri bog chrùban feadh nan c.'irn,

Gu 'm bi sibhs' an caithream ciiirte,

Lasdail, lù-chleasach, làu ìiidh.

AM BREACAN UALLACH.

He 'n cld-dubh,

m 'h clo-dub/i.

He 'n cld-dubh^

B'fitearT am breacan.

B' FHEARR learn breacan uallach.

Ma m' ghuaillean, 's a chuir fo m' achlais,

Na ged gheibhinn cùta,

De 'n chlò is fearr thig a Sasuinn.

He 'n clo-dubh, ^c.

Mo laochan fein an t-eideadh,

A dh-fheumadh an crios d' a ghlasadh,

Cuaicheanach an eilidh,

Deis eiridh gu dol air astar.

He 'n clo-dubh, Sfc.

Eilidh cruinn nan cuachan,

Gur buadhach an t-earradh gaisgeich
;

Shiubhiainn Ieat na fuarain,

Feadh fhuar-bheann ; 's bn ghasd' air faich tha.

He 'n elo-dubh, ^c.

Fior chulaidh an t-saighdear,

'S neo-ghloiceil ri uchd na caismeachd
;

'S ciatach 's an adbhans thu,

Fo shranntraich nam piob 's nam bratacli.

He 'n clo-dubh, §-c.

Cha mhius anns an dol slos thu,

'Nuair sgriobar a duille claiseach
;

Flor earradh na ruaige,

Gu luaths a chuir anns na casan !

He n clo-dubh, !fc.

Bu mhath gu sealg an fheidh thu,

'N am eridh do 'n ghrcin air creachuna;

S dh-flialbhainn Ieat gu lodhar,

Di-d^mhnaicii a dol du*n chlachan.

He 'n clo-dubh, Sfc.

Laidhinn Ieat gu cearbail,

'S mar earbaig gu'm briòsgainn grad Ieat,

Na b' uUamh air m' armachd,

Na dearganach, 's mosgaid ghlagacb.

He 'n c!o-dubh, ^e.
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'N am coilich a blii dùrdan,

Air stùcfiii am madainn dhealta.

Bu ghasda t-flieum 's a chùis sin,

Scnch mùtan de thrustar casaig.

He 'n clo-dubh, ^c.

Shi.lbhlainn Icat a pliosadh,

'S bhaiT fcoirneiii cha fhrosainn dealta ;

B' i sid a' t-sunach biiùidheacb,

All òg-bbeau bha moran tlacbd dli'i.

Be 'n clo-dubh, ^c.

15" aigeantach 's a' choiU' tlm,

1) a m' choireadh le d' bhb'iths 's Ic t-fliasgath,

Bbo i-.bathadh, a's bho chrioii-cbur,

Cju n dionadh tu mi ri frasachd.

He 'n clo-dubh, Ifc.

Air t-uachdar gur a sgiamhach

A laidlieadh a sgiath air a breacadh ;

'S claiilheamh air chrios ciatach,

Air fliiaradli os-ceami do phleataii.

He 'n clo-dubh, ifc.

*S deas a tbigeadh cuilbheir,

Gu siiilbhearra leat fa 'ri asgaill

;

'S a dh-aindeoin uisg' a's urchaid,

No tuil-bbeum gu 'm biodii air t'asgath.

He 'n clo-dubh, Sfc.

Bu mhath anns an oidhch' thu
;

Mo loiiin thu mar aodach-leapa ;

13' I'bcair learn na 'ra brat lin thu,

Is priseile thig a Glascho.

He 'n clo-dubh, Sfc.

S' baganta grinn bòidheacli.

Air bauais as air mod am brcacan
;

Suas an eileadh-sguaibe,

'S dealg-gualainn a' cur air I'asdaidh.

He 'n clo-dubh, ^c.

Bu mhath an la 's an oidhch' thu,

Bha loinn ort am beinn 's an cladach,

Bu mhath am t'eachd 's an slth thu
;

Cha righ am fear a chuir as dut.

He n clo-dubh, Sfc.

Shaoil leis gun do mhaolaich, so

Faobhar nan Gùel tapaidh,

Ach 's ann a chuir e geur orr',

Ni 's beurra na deud na h-ealltainn

:

He 'n clo-dubh, ^c.

Dh-fliag e iad Ian mi-ruin,

Cbo ciocrasach ri coin acrach
;

Cba chaisg deoch an iotadh,

Ge b' fhion i, ach fior fhuil Shasuinn.

He 'n clo-dubh, SfC.

Ged' splon sibh an Cri asainn,

'S ar broiUeichcan sios a shracadh,

Cha toir sibh asainn Tearlach,

Gu bràth gus an teid ar tacadh

!

He 'n clo-duhh, §-c.

R' ar n-anam' tba e fuaiglite,

Teann, luaite cho cruaidii ri glasan
;

'S uainn cha' n fbaudar i'huasgladli,

Gu 'm buainear am fear ud asainn.

He 'h clo-duhh, ^c.

Cleas na mnatha-siùbbla,

'Gheibh tuillinn mu'm beir i' h-asaid ;

An ionad a bhi'n duiinbh ris,

Gun dubhail d'a fear a lasan.

He 'n clo-dubh, ^c.

Ge d' chuir sibh oirne buarach,

Thiugh, luaighte, gu 'r falbh a bliacadh,

Ruithidh sinn cho luath,

'S na 's buaine na fcidh a gblasraidh.

He 'n clo-dubh, tfc.

Tha sinn 's na t-sean nàdar,

A bha sinn ro am an acta ;

Am pearsannan 's an inntinn,

'S 'n ar righealachd cha teid lagadh.

He n clo-dubh, SfC.

'S i 'n fhuil bha 'n cuisl' ar sinnsridb,

'S an innsginn a bha n' an aigne,

A dh-fliagadh dbuinn' mar dhileab,

Bhi rigbeil— O! sin ar paidir!

He 'n clo-dubh, IfC.

Mallachd air gach seùrsa,

Nach deonaicheadh fòs dol leat-sa,

Co dhiij bhiodb aca còmhdach.

No ctimhruistc, lorn gu 'n chraiceann.

He 'n clo-dubh, Sfc.

Mo chion an t-òg fearragba,

Thar fairge cbaidh uainn air astar :

Diirachd bb'ith do dhiithcha,

'S an ùrnaigh gu lean do phearsa.

He 'n clo-dubh, §<;.

•S ge d' fhuair sibh lamh-an-uacbdar,

Aon uair oirn le seorsa tapaig,

An donus bb'ir ri bheò-sa,

Ni feòladair tuilleadb tapaidh.

He 'n clo-dubh, ^c.

J
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li

TLARLACH MAC SHEUMAIS

Air fonn—" Black Jock.""

O ! Tearlaich mhic Sheumais,

Mhic Sheumais, mhic Thearlaicli,

Leat sliiubhlaiim gu h-eutrom,

N am èubhachd 'bhi màrsal,

'S cha b' aim leis a phlàigh ud,

A tharmaich o 'n mhuic.

Bheireadh creideamh a's reusan

Oirn eiridh mar b' àbhaist,

Leis an ailleagan cheutach,

'Shliochd eifeacbdach I3h;iiicbo;

Mo ghràdh a ghruaidh àluinn,

A dhearsadh orm stuirt.

Thu 'g iomachd gu sùrdail,

Air tùs a bliataili,

Cha fhrosainn an driùchda,

'S mi dlù air do shjiilean
;

Mi eadar an talamh

'S an t-adhar a seòladh,

Air iteig le aighear,

Misg-chatb, agus shòlaìs ;

'S caismeachd phiob' mora,

Bras-shròiceadh am puirt.

O 'n eibhinneachd ghlùrmhor,

An t-sÙlaisab' airde !

G' ar lionadh do spionnadh,

Air slinneinibh Thearlaich,

Gu 'n calcadh tu ;"irdan

An càìleachd ar cuirp ;

Do làthaiieacbd mhùr-chuiseach,

Dh-fhògradh gach f;iil!inn,

Gu 'n tiuntadh tu feudal*

Gach feola gu stàìlinu,

'Nuair sheal'maid gu sunndach,

Air fabhra do ruisg.

Gu gnùis torrach de chruadal,

De dh" uaisle, 's de nìiire,

Nach taisicheadh fuathas,

Ho' luaidhe do iiàmhaìd ;

'S mar deanadh fir Shasuinu

Du mhealladh, 's do thrèigsinn,

Bhiodh an crCin air a spalpadh,

Le d' thapadh air Seurlas,

A db-aindeoin na beist'.

Leis an d' urich na h-uile.

Gu *m b' fhoirmeil leam tbrman

Na 'n brghanan àluinn !

*S tein'-eibhinn a lasadh

Gu bras-gheal air sràìdibh !

'S na croisibh ri h iird-ghaoir,

Mhòir Thearlaich ar PrÌonns'J

Gach uinneag le foineal

A bolsgeadh le dearsadh,

Le solus nan coillean,

'S deas mhaighdeann dan smàladh ;

'S gach ni mar a b' araidh.

'G cuir tailt' air le puimp !

Na canoin ri bùirich,

'S iad a' stùradh an fhàilidh,
^

A' cuir crith air gach dùthaich

Le muiseag nan Gael

;

Agus sinne gu lù'-chleasach,

Mùirneach Ian àrdain,

Am marsail gu miùinte,

Ard-shundach m' a shailean—
'S gann bha cudrom 's gach tear dhuinn,

Tri chairsteil a phuinnt

!

MO B H O B U G AN DRAM.

Air fonn—" The bucket you want.''

LUINAEAG.

Ho TO mo bhobiig an dram,

Hd ri mo bhobug an drain.

Ho rd mo hhohug an dram,

'5 e chuireadk an sudan na m' cheann.^-

Fheakabh ta'r suidhe ma 'n bhùrd,

Le V glaineachean cridheil n-'ar dòrn,

Na leauamaid ruidhinn air òl,

Ma mill sinn ar bruidhinu le bùl.

Ho ro mOf Sfc.

Na tostachan slgeanta fial,

'Ga'n aiseag gu ruige mo bliial
;

Bu rahireagach stuigeadh, a's triall.

Am màrsal le ciogailt tro' m' chliabh.

Ho ro mo, §*c.

Cha teid nii'n taigh-òsd' tha sud thall,

Cha'n fliiach an sineabliar a th' aim,

Ge d' olainn am buideal le srann,

Gu'n giulaii mo cholainn mo cheann.

Ho ro mo, ^c.

Thuir cailleach cho libeasd' sa bh' ann
*Nuair fhuair i bias air an dram :—
" O! tairrnibh 'ur casan a chlanii,

'S bheir mise mo char air an damhs'."
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'S tu chuireadh an cuireid' san t-sluagh,

'N am cugai<Ih ri aodainn nan ruag,

Gun olamaid xgailc dhiot gu luath.

Ma sguidseamaid slacain a truaiU'.

Ho TO mOt ^c.

'S tu dh' fhagadh sinn tapaidh san tbir,

*N am tarruÌDn nan glas-lann ri srùin,

'Nuair thilgte na breacain de 'n t-slògh,

'S a truaill, bheirt a mach claidhe mùr.

Ho ro mOt §"c.

Ge tu mo leannan glan ùr,

Cha phòg mi gu dilinn thu 'n cull

;

Ach phbgainii, a's dheodhlainn thu ruin

Nuair thig thu 's Jacobus na d' ghnùis :

Ho ro 7ÌIO, Sfc.

1 t\-i ' ata J

Ainm Sheumais a chuir air do cheann
;

'S e thogadh an sogan to m' chainnt,

'S a dh-fbagadh gu blasda mo dhràm.

Ho TO mo, 8fc.

Fadamaid teine be»g shlus,

Na lasraichcan ciuin a ni grios,

A gharas ar claigeann 's ar crì',

'Sa dh-fhògras ar n'airtt'al, s ar sglos.

Ho ro mo, §"C.

Gur tu mo ghlaiiieag ghlan lorn,

Mo leannan la cannaiche fonn
;

Ged rinneadh thu dh' fheamain nan toun,

Gur mòr tlia do cheanal na d" chòm.

Ho ro mOt ^c.

O fair a ghaoil channaich do phòg,

Leig clannadh d' a t-anail fo' m' shròin,

Gur cubhraidh leam fannal do bheoil,

No tills agus mire na h-Eòrp.

Ho ro mo, Sfc.

O aisig a ghlaine do phòg !

Cuir speirid n' ar teangaidh gu ceù]
;

An ioc-shlainte bheannaichti; choir,

A leasaicheas cnàmban a's ft'oil

!

Ho ro mo, ^c.

M A R B H R A N N
DO PHEATA CALUMaN, A MHARBHADH LE ABHAO.

'S tùrsach mo sgeul ri luaidh,

'S gun chiich gha d' chaoidh,

Ma bh'is an fliir bu leanabail' tuar,

'S da mheaitbh ga chaoidh.

'S oil leam b.'is a Choluim chaoimb*

Nach b' anagrach gnàs,

A thuiteam le madadh d'a 'm bèus,

Dòran nan earn.

'S tu 's trungh linn de bbàs nan ian ;

Mo chr.'idh iiauh beò,

Fhir a b' iteagach, miotagach triall,

Ge bu mheirbh do tlireòir
;

B' fheumair do Noah na each,

'N am bhàrcadh nan stuadh,

Ba tu 'n teachdair' gun seacharan d' a,

'Nuair thraigh an cuan
;

A dh' idreachdainn do dh-fhalbh an tuil,

Litir gach lear
;

Dùghall is Colum gu'n chuir

Deagh Noah thar lear
;

Ach chaidh Dùghall air seacharan cuain,

'S cha do phill e riamh ;

Ach phill Colum le iteagaich luath,

'S a fhreagra na bhial.

Air thus, chad' fhuair e Ìonad d' a bhonn

An seasadh e ann,

Gus do thiormaich dile nan tonn,

'I'har mullach nam beann
;

'S an sin, a litir-san leugh i

Gu 'n thiormaich a bhail

'S gu'm faigheadh a mhuii

Agus fuasgladh na 'n airi

Le neart cha spùilte do nead,

Ge do thigte dha d' shlad ;

Bhiodh do chaisteal to bhearradh nan creag,

Ann an dainghnichibh rag;

Bha do mhodh siolaich air leath bho chàcb,

Cha togradh tu suas,

Ach a durraghail an taca ri d' ghradh,

: bha gli<

, cobhair nan
[teirc,

'Sat iclu

gead no spreidh,

I t-sil Ic d' bhèul ;

Cha do chuir thu duil ann

No teisd am biodh sùgh,

Ach spioladh, a's criomadh

•SagM abhùirn;

Aodach, no anart, sioda, no sròl,

Cha cheannaicheadii tu 'm bùth ;

Bhiodh t-eideadh de mhln-iteacba gorm,

Air nach drùidheadh an driùchd ;

Cha do gbabh thu riamh paidir no creud,

A ghuidh nan dùl
;

Gihf*adh, clia 'n eil t-anam am puin

O chaidh tu 'null,

Cha 'n e gun chiste no anart

Bhi comhdach do chre,

Fo lie anns an ùir,

'Iha mise ge cruaidh e, 'g acain gu leir,

Ach do thuitean le cCi.

l<}ote This is the best of his smaller pieces. althouRh it

contains more of sparkling conceit than tenderness or

pathoa. It is probable that it was composed before he

became a member of the Church of Home, as he says that

the pigeon never repeated paternoster or crecii.
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M O L A D II

A CHAIM-BEULAICH DHUIEH.

Ge heag orts* an Caim-beulach dubh,

Gur toigh leams' an CaÌm-beuUcli dubh
;

Biudh e dubh, no geal, no giis-thionn,

Gràdh nio chri-s' an Caim-beulach dubh.

Ge h-ainriisgeach air an t-seùrs' thu,

Na 'ui b' aithne dhomsa do phùi'!>a,

Chuii'inii moran fios do 'n dò-bheh't,

*N an dubh dhlOintibh fhòtusach, tiugh.

'Suilean cuirpt' bh' ann an dioch chiutb,

A fhuair oilbheim do u I'hear gheal-dhubh,

Do 'n dream oirdheirc 's foii meile fuil

;

'S duilich tulg a chuir 'n a chruaidh stuth.

'S trie le inadraidh bhi ri dcalunn,

An òidhche reòt' rìs a' gliealaich
;

B' ionann sin, 's eil'eachd t-ealaidh,

Air cliù geal a Cbaiin-beuluich dhuibh.

lair thu dh' aodann no ghnuis,

ill gun mhodli, gun ilus?

'S cla 1

Cai.ie«

Fbior

Ma t-aoir bhau:<Ìch tachdam thu bhruic.

Sgiùrsaidh mi gu gu 'm bi thu marbh thu
;

Cha bhi ach mo theang' de dh'arm riut ;

A rag-mheirlich, bhradaich, a gharbhlaich,

'S iomagharbh-mhart dh'theann thu le d' chuic.

Do'n t-siol chruithneachd chuireadh gu tiugh
;

Cha b' e 'n fhldeag, no 'n coirce dubh,

Ach por lU'iseil, 's ro sgaoilteach cur,

Feadh gach rioghachd air tlr, 's air rauir.

Gur iongantach leam, a dhuiiie,

Mar robh meaian ort air tuinneadh,

Ciod man do bhuin thu do 'n urr' ad ;

Curaidh uUamh, 's cuireideach fuil ?

Dream nan geur-Iann gu reubadh cuirp,

Cruaidh 'g a i'eachainn air beulamh trùp
;

S' math 's is gteust' iad gu bualadli phluic,

'N am retrèata dh' eibheach le stuirt.

Cha "bhreac breun-loin" idir Cailean,

Ach do dh' fhion-fhuil ard Mhic-Cailein
;

Teughlach ùiseil larla-Bhealaich
;

'S buadhach caithream ri uchd au truidi

'S ctnnteach thiotadh gheibh thu do mhurt,

Ma t-aoir cliiotaich, mhiosguiiinich churt

;

Ge do dh' eirich gu robh ort stuivt,

Bi'dh a bhiodag ridleadh do ohuirp.

Claigeann gun eanachainpj gun mheadrach,

Sa faodadh na h-iolairean neadadh ;

Cia mar fhuair ihu ghnùis do sgiodar,

Ghluasad idir an ionad puirt?

Eisg bhochd, chearbaich, seargaidh mi tur,

Do theanga chealgach a chearbaire dhuibh,

lliun an t-searbhag gun chair a muigh
;

Asad dh' earbinn " cealgaireachd cruidh."

Cha fhior-ragair ge d' bhiodh fearg air

Do 'n d' rinn thus' a dhuin' an t-searbhag;

Ach òg faighidneach gun earra-ghloir
;

Lau dodh' fearra-ghniomli, dlrearbh e leghalo.

Bha thu mi-mhoil a toirt dh'a guth ;

Crag a chobhair gu màgradh grulh
;

Leòbas odhar a ghlaimseadh suth,

Deis dh'a leaghadh, 's e ruidh na shrath,

Cha bu bheudagan gu sabaid

Ach fior leoghann stolda, staideil,

Do 'n d' rinn us' an t-oran prabach
;

Ach fior ghaisgeacli ; 's ain blàr 'ga chur.

Sparram cinnteach ort a glilas-ghuib
;

Losgadh peircill, corcadh, a's cuip

Air son ascaoin chealgach do bhuis
;

B' t'hearr gu 'm bithinn-sa i'agasg dhut.

Ge do bhiodh tu caineadh ghàel,

Anns gach siorramachd a dh' àirinn,

Seachainn muinntir Karra-ghàèl,

'S gun a Clieìjlraidli iabharach djiut.

'S mairg a dh' èireadh rì siol an tuirc,

Gasraidh ghlèusda nach èaradh clutch
;

Cha bu bhèus dhaibh bhi ris a mhurt,

Ach cath trèun, a's cothrom r' an uchd*.

Ge beag ort-sa mile cuairt e,

'8 ioma sonn aigeanntach ullach,

Kadar Asainn, 's Cluaigh nan luath-Iong,

A 's trom luaigh air Caim-beulach dubh.

Suil na seòca, 's ro bheùchail cur.

An ceann rò-bhiiin nam bachalag dubh
;

Cha b* i '* i'ròg-shuil, rùgair' a chruidh ;"

Fior fhiamh seoid air cur ann an suit.

'S geal 's a's dearg do leac, a's t-aogas,

Ge thubhuirt iad "peirceall caol riut;"

Cha b' ionann as sligeas-gaoisneach,

'S fiasag-p**-laoigh ort nach eil tiugh.

*S ge d'reachadh tu 's na spèuraibh

Chum a Chaim-beulach dhuibh eisgeadh,

Tuitidh tusa mar a bheisteag,

'N a t-ionad fein am buachar mairt.

Thusa bhreinen, magaran cac
;

E-san ghlè-ghlan lomlan do thlachd
;

Thus a dheistinn 's muig ort air at,

Mar bu bheus do dhòrau no chat.

Aodann craineig, t'harr-aodann tuirc

;

Com a chnaimh-fhi'ch, 's nadur na muic
;

Beul mhic-lamhaich, 's luileadh a bhruic;

Spàgan cJàrach ; sailean nan cusp*.
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De db' >irlichean aoiridh bhrdail,

Toiseam o d' bhathais, gu d' shàil thu ;

•S feannain do leathar a thràiU dhiot,

Cbinun gu'n chain' thu'a Caim-beulacb dubh.

Cha 'n fhear sgipi thus' ach fior gblug;

'S beairt gun teagamh bi'dh tu fobhruid ;

'i'-iasag tailidh, t-fhalt, as do rulsg;

TuUidh t-fhiaclau 's falbhaidh do thuigs'.

'S c{)Itach nach b* aithue dliut mise,

"Nuair a bha mi so gun thios dut

;

Na 'm b' eol, cha gblacadh tu mhisneach,

Ròìne viobadh as au flicar dhubh.

jVo/c —The Black Carapbell was a cattle-lifter, and stole

some cows from M'Leati of Lochbuy, For this M'Lean's

àireachy or herdsman, composed the satire. At the end

of the song he calls on all the bards to join him in lashing

the thief. When M'Donald heard this he composed his

song in praise of Campbell and against the satirist—with-

OTit any cause of love or hatred to either party. It is only

an exercise of his wit; but it shows his usual talents and

powers of itivention, and felicity of language. After that

the herdsman composed a very severe satire on M' Donald

himself. We give a few verses of the satire on Campbell

as a specimen :

—

" An Caim.beulach dubh à Cinn-tàile>

lar-ogh' mhortair 's ogha 'mheirlich ;

Am liraid-Alban fhuair e arach,

Siol na ceilge 's meirleach a chruidh.

•S obhar, ciar, an Caira-beulach dubh,

'S oillteil, fiadhaich, amharc sa' chruth
;

•S laehdan liath-ghlas, dubh cha'n fhiach e

;

•S fear gu'n mhiadli an Caim-beulach dubh !

* Cuii 1 tuath ( deas c

MOLAUH AN I.EOGHAINN.

Am roNN—" Cahar Feidli.'*

Kaii.t' an leoghainn (-hreuchdaich,

Is eugsamhuil spracalachd,

'Nuair dheiveadh do chinn-t'headna,

13u mbeaghrach am brataichean,

'Nuair chruinnicheadh gach dream dhiu,

Gu ceannsgalach tartarach,

Rhiodh pronnadh agus calldach,

Air naimhdean a thachradh ribh
;

lad gu h-oirdheirc air bharr corr-ghleus,

Teinteach foir-dhearg, lasrachail,

'S ard an stoirm air mhire-chonbhaidh,

'S lainn nan dorn ri spealtaircachd,

Le'n geur cholg ri stracadh bholg,

A' gearradh cheann is chorpunnau ;

'S cha sluagh gun chruaidh gun cheannsgal,

Le'a lanu bneireadh losaUh orr.

Dùisg a leoghainn euchdaich,

'S dean eirigh gu farumacb,

Air brat ball-dearg, breid-gheal,

'S fraoch sleibhe mar bharan air;

Tog suas do cheann gu h-eatrom,

'S na speuraibh gu caithreasuacli}

'S tbeid mi-fhln cho geire,

'Sa dh'fheudas mi d' arabhaig
;

Togam suas do mholadh prìseil,

'S do cheann rìgheil larasda,

Cha'n 'eil ceaun no corp san righcachd,

An cruaidh-ghuiomh thug bari-achd ortj

An ceann cruadalach ard sgiainhacli

Maiseacii, fior-dheas, arranta,

*S trie thug sgairt ri h-uchd an fiiuathais,

Ui h-àm luchd t-fhuatha tarruinn ruit.

Co b'urrainn tiiir no di-bleachd,

Gu dilinn a bharalaclia ?

No sliamhiaicheadh riut mì-chliu,

A rìgh nan ceaun barrasach
;

A chreutau* ghasda, riniheich,

'S garg fior-dheas do tharruinnse,

Air brat glan de'n t-sioda,

Ri min-chrann caol gallanach ;

E ri plapraich ri crann-brataicli,

A' stailce chas gu h-eangarra ;

Is comhlain ghasda Ian do ghaisge,

Teanailt bras gu leanailt ris,

Fearg gu casgairt 'nan gniits dhaite,

Fraoch a's i'ras gu fearachas ;

Bhi'dh sgrios a's lannadh sios,

Air luchd mi-ruin a bheanadli riut.

Cha robh garta gleòis,

Air an t-seòrsa o'n ghineadh tu.

An dream rathail mliòr-chùiseach
;

Chòmhragach, iomaìrteach ;

Bu ghunnach, dagach, »jr-sgiathach,

Gùirseideach, nimhcil iad
;

Bu domhain farsuinu creuchdach,

Cneidh euclidach am firionnach ;

lad gu surdail losga' l'ùdair,

Toirt as smuid bbo lasraichean ;

Na fir iJra, gheala, lùghar,

A ghearra sniuais a's aisnichean ;

Lannan du-ghorm, geura, cùl-tiugh,

'N glaic nam fiuran aigeantach,

A' sgolta cborp a sios gu'n rimipaÌU,

Surd le sunud air stracaireacbd.

'S foinni, fearail, laidir,

Cuanda, dàicheil, cinneadail,

Sliochd nan Collaidh lamh-dhearg,

*S iad Ian do dh' ard spiorad annt.

Cho dian ri lasair cbrà-dheirg,

'S gaoth JVlhàirt a' cuir spiOniiaidh ÌD
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Gun mlieang, gun mheirg, gun fhàillìn,

'Nar càileachd ge d' shirear sibh
;

Na fir chogach theid 's na trodaibh,

Nach biudh ro lotaibh gioragach
;

Nach iaiT brosna' r'l h-àm cosgraidb,

A phronna chorp a's mhìonaichean,

A' sgatha cheann, a's lamb, a's chas, diubh,

Ann san toit le mire-chath,

Na fir bhèurra, threin, fhearrdha,

Gbeur, arniach, fbineadail

!

An cinneadh niaiseach, treubhach,

Nan ruidh-cbuilbbeir acuinneach,

Nach diultadh dul air gblens,

III h-àm feuma gu grad-mbarbhadh,

Madaidh ri ùird gbleusta,

Gu beuma nan sradagan,

A' eonas dearg ri chuile,

A' cuir eibblean gu lasraichean.

Frasan dealaiiach dearg pbeileir,

Teachd o'r teine tartaracb,

A* spadadh, 's a pronnadh, 's a leadairt,

Nan corp ceigeach, casagaeh.

Lannan dù-ghorm dol gan dùlan,

A gearra smùis Is aisnichean,

Aig na treunaibb cruaidh, bheumnach,

*S luath bhuala speachannau.

Clann-DùmhnuiU tha mi 'g ràite,

'N siir chitmeadh urramach,

*S trie a fhuair 's na blàraibh,

Air nàmhaid buaidh iomanach
;

lad fearra. lapuidh, dàna,

Cho Ian de nimh-ghuineadeach,

Ri nathraichean an t-sleibhe,

hen geur-lannaibhfulangach,

lad gu sitheach, gleusta, cos-Iuath,

llùnach, bos-luath, fulasgach,

Cruas na craìge, luathas na draige,

Chluinnte fead am buillinnean
;

Na fir dhàna, lùghar, nàrach,

Fhoiniiidh, làidir, urranda,

Cho garg ri tuil-mhaoim slèibhe,

No falaisg gheur nam munaiuean !

A charraig dhaingheann dhileant,

Nach djobair gu'n acarachd,

Gluais suas gu spùrsail rìgheil,

Ro d mhilinibh gaisgeauda ;

'S iad mire geal na cruadhach.

Gun truaille, gun ghaiseadh annt',

'S bòcain a chuir ruaig ìad,

Bheir buaidh le 'u sluagh bras-bhuilleach.

'S ioma fieasgach cùl-bhui dòid-gheal,

Is garbh dorn is slinneinean,

Adh' èireas leat an tùs na co'-stri,

A ni cotnhrag min-bhuailteach,

lad gu bonn-mhall, bas-luath, cròdha,

Saitheach, stròiceach, iomairteach,

A' dol a sios an am na teugbhail,

*Slèoghunn bèuc air mhire aca.

A leoghuinn bheucaich, ghruamaich,

*Bheil cruadal air tuineacha,

Is trie a dhearbh an cruaidh chùìs,

'S na buan ruagaìbh cumasgaah.

Nuair a spailpte suas thu,

Le d' bhuaidh ri craun fulangach ;

Cbite conadh ruaimleach,

'An gruaidhean na h-uile fir.

'S daingheann, seasmhach, rang do fhleasgach,

'Nuair bhiodh deise tavruiun orr,

Cha toir eagal nàrahaìd eag annt,

'S iad mar chreag nach caraicheadh.

S glan am preas iad, chaoidh cha teich iad,

'S tiodh nach peasg, de'n darach iad :

S trie a fhuair sibh air 'ur nàmhaid,

'S na blàraibh buaidh-cbaithreamach.

Nan tigeadh ortsa foirneart,

Gu d' leon o chrich aineolaicb,

Coigrich le run dò'-bheirt,

Gu d' chliir thoirt a dh-aindeoin diot

:

'S iomad Ian cheann-ileach,

'S lainn liobhta 'm beairt dhaingheann ann,

A thairneadh suas ri d' shioda,

Dheth t-fliior-fhuil d'a t-anagladh.

Fuiribin chomasach nach cromadh,

Ro fhrois thoUadh phearsunnan
;

Nach biodh somult dhol air choUuin,

'N am bhi sonnadh chlaigeannan.

Crùn-luath lomarra 'ga phronnadh,

Air piob loiniieich thartaraich,

A ehuireadh anam ann sna raairbh,

A dhol gu I'earr-ghleus gaisge leo.

Stoc Chlann-Dùmhnuill dh' èireadh,

Le'n geugaibh 's le meanganaibh,

B'i sid a choiUe cheutach,

A b' eugsamhuil 's bu cheannardaich.

'Nuair thàirrneadh iad ri cheile

Gach treubh dhiu gu iearachail,

'S mairg a spiola f'eusag

Nan leoghann, ga ghreannachadh,

Bhiodh cinn is dùirn ga sgathadh dhiubh-san,

Ann an diiiseal lannaireachd,

Fuil ri feur-imeachd 's ri srùladh,

Feadh nan ICib 's nan camhanan.

Bhiodh lannan lotach dù-ghorm,

Cuir smùidrich de cheannaibh GhalJ,

Is caoidhrean cruaidh a's rànaich,

'S an àraich gu gearanach,

C ait am beil san righeachd,

Am fear-ghniomh thug barrachd oirbh?
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N:iin bi'ostiaichte chum stri sibh,

A mliilidhiieaii barniideach
;

Sa tuirin sgairteil priseil,

De'ii t'hior-chruaidh iiach fannaicheadh

:

D'am b' i'lbhaist a bhi dileas,

S nach diobradh na ghealladh iad,

Gaodhair chatha theid mar shaigheid,

Sios le'ii claidhe* dealaiiaich.

Nach toir atha gun dad athais,

Gus an sgath iad bealarh romp

;

Cuhp gan sgatha 's cruaidh ga crathadh,

'S orra pathadh falanach
;

Chluintcar fead ar claidhean,

Truagh ghair agu3 langanaicb.

Tha iomadh mile an Alba,

De gharbh-fhearaibh t'ulasgach,

Slioc.hd Ghàeil ghlais a Schta

Thig deunacli m' ar cularaibh.

Gun tig iad le run cruadail,

'S gum fuaigh iad gu bunailteach,

lli teanchair ghairg an leoghainn,

*S ri spògaibh dearg fuileachdaoh.

Togaibh leibh gun aire gun easbhuidh,

Trom fheaciid seasniiiach cunnbhalach,

De laochraidh dbeise, shunndach, threiseil,

Theid neo-leisg 's an iumairt sgleo.

Cha'n t'hacas riamh na suinn 'nan geiltibh

Dol 'an teas nan cumasgan ;

Teichidh iad o'r str'uiceadh,

'S o'r sròlaibh breac, duilleagach.

BEANNACHA LUINGE,

MAILLE HI BROSNACHA FAIBOE, A HINNEADH DO

6GI0BA DIBLINN THIGHEARNA CHLANN-BAONUILL.

Gu'ji beanraiche Dia Long Chlann-llaonuiil,

A cheud 1Ù do chaidh air s;àl',

E-fein, 's a threin fhir ga caitheamh,

Treun a cliaiilii thar matlias chkich
;

Gu'm beannaich an Co-dhia naomb,

An iunrais aitail nan speur,

Gu'n sguabta garbhiach na mara,

G'ar tarruinn gu ca)a reidh.

Athair a chruthaich an fhairge !

'S gach gaoth a sheideas as gach àird,

Beannaicii ar caol-bharc 's ar gaisgich,

'S eum i-lein 's a gasraidh sl:'in.

A Mhic beannaich fein ar n-achdair

Ar Biùil, ar beirtein, 's ar stiùir,

'S gacii droinip ttia crochta r'ar crannaibh,

'S thuir gu cala siu le t-iùil.

Beannaich ar rachdan 's ar slat,

Ar croinn 's ar taodaibli gu leir

Ar stadh, 's ar tarruiini cum fa}!ain,

'S na leig-sa 'iiar caramii beud.

An Spiorad Naumb biodh air an stìùÌTy

Seoladh è 'n t-iuil a bhios ceart ;

'S eol da gach long-pliort J'o'n ghrein,

Tilgeamaid sinn fein to bbeacbd.

Beamnicliadh i Ar.

Gu'm beannaiche Dia ar claidliean,

'S ar lannan spainnteach, geur gtilas,

'S ar luirichean troniamailleach,

Nacli gearr-te le faobhar tais

;

Ar lannan cruadhacli, 's ar gùrsaid,

'S ar sgiathan an-dealbhach dualach
;

Beannaich gach armachd gu h-iomlan,

Th' air ar n-iomchar 's ar crios-guaile;

Ar boghannan I'oinealach iubhair,

'Ghabhadh lugha ri uchd tuasaid ;

'S na saighdean beithe nach spealgadh,

Ann am balgan a bhruic ghruamaich,

Beannaich ar biodag, 's ar daga ;

'S ar n-èìle gasd ann an cuaicbean,

'S gach trealaicii cath agns cùmhraig,

Tha'ni bare Mhie-DhòmhnuiU san uair sa

Na biodh simplidheachd oirbh no taise,

Gu'n dol air ghaisge le cruadal,

Fad 's a mhaireas ceithir bùird d'i,

No bhios càrad shùth dh'i fuaigbte ;

•M fad 's a shnnmhas i fo 'r casan,

Na dh'fhaineas cnag dh'i an uachdar,

A dh-aindeoin aon fhualhas gam faic sibh,

Na meataicheadh gart a chuain sibh
;

Ma ni sibh cothacha ceart,

'S nach mothaich an fhairge sibh dlbli.

Gun islich a h-àrdan 'sa beachd,

'S gar cothacha sgairteil gu'n striochd i.

Do cheile eomhraig air tir,

iM' ar faic i Ibu cinntinn tais,

'S dàeh' i bhoghachadh 's an stri,

No chinntinn idir ni's brais
;

'S amhuil sin a ta mhuir mhor,

Coisinnidh le colg 's le surd,

'S gun ùmhlaich i dhut fa-dhcoigh.

Mar a db' òrdaieh High nan diil.

Brosnachadh iomraidh gtt ionad seiilaldh.

Gun cuirt an iubhracb dhubhdhealbhach,

An aite seùlaidh,

Sàthaibh a mach cleathan righne,

Liath-lom còmhnard ;

Ràmban min-lunnacha dealbbach,

Socair, eutrora,

A ni 'ii t-iumradh toirteil, calma,

Bos-luatb, ouoir-gheal

;
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Chuireas an fliairge 'na sradaibh,

Suas *s 'na'n speuraibh,

'Na teiue-siuDiiacbaiu a' lasadh^

Mar fhras eibhlean
;

Le buillean gailbhcacha, tai'bbach,

Nail cleth troma,

A bheii* air bochd-thuinn tbonnaich,

Lot le'n cromadh,

Le sgionan nan ràmti geal, tana,

Bual a choUuinn,

Air mullach nan gorm-chnochd, ghleannach,

Gharbblach, tbomach.

O ! siiiibh *s tàirrnibh, agus lùbaibh,

Ann sna bacaibh !

Na gdlain bhas.leathunn, ghiiibbsaich,

Le 1ÙS ghlac-gheal.

Na fuirbinean troma, treuna,

A* iaidhe suas orr,

Le'n gaoirdeanaibh dòideach, feitheaclij

Gaoisneacb, cnuachdach,

'Thogas *s a' leagas le cheile,

Fo aon gbluasad,

A gathan liath-reamhar, reithe,

Fo bhàrr stuadhan
;

lurgbuilich garbh 'an tùs clcitbe,

'G eubbach suas orr
;

lorram dhùisgeas an speurad,

Ann sna guaillean
;

'Sparras a Bhirlitin le seitrich,

Tro gach fuar-ghleann ;

Sgoltadb na bochd-thuinn a' beucaich,

Le sàimh chruaidh-chruim,

Dh-iomaineas beanntainean beisdeil,

Uo da ghualainn.

Hùgan ! air cuan, nuallan gàìreach,

Heig air chnagaibh !

Farum le bras-ghaoir na bàirlinn,

Ris na maidibh ;

Ràiml) gam pianadh, 's bolgan i'ol',

Air bbos gach fuirbi ;

Na suinn laidir gharba thoirteil,

'S cop gheal iomradh,

'Chreanaicheas gach bòrd dbeth darach,

Bigh a's iarann ;

'S lannan gan tilgeil le staplainn,

Chnap ri sliasaid
;

Foirne fearail, a bbeir tulga,

Dugharra, dàicheil,

'Sparras a chaol-bharc le giubhsaich,

'N aodaiin àìbheis,

Nach pillear le fricgh nan tonn dù-ghorm,

Le lùghs ghàìrdein ;

Snd an sgioba neartmhor, shùrdail,

Air chùl àlaich,

Phronnas na cuairteagan ciil-ghlas,

Le roinn ramhachd,

Gan sgios gun airtneal gun lùbadh

Ki h-uchd gàbhaidh.

An sin an deigh do na sia-fearaibk-deug, suidke

air na ràinih, a chum a h-iomradh^Jon ghaoith

gu ionad seolaidh, do yhlaodh CaluM Garbh,

Mac-Raonaill Nan Cuan, lorram oirre, s

è air ràmh-brùyhad, agus 's Ì so ì :—

'S a nis o rinneadh 'ur taghadh,

'S gur ^oltach dhuibh bhi 'n-a^ roghainn,

Thugaibh tulga neo-chladharra dàicheil.

Thugaibh tulga, &c.

Thugaibh tulga neo-cheaibach,

Gu'n airsneal gun dearmad,

Gu f'reasdal na gaille-bheinne sail-ghlais.

Gu treasdal, &c.

Tulga danarra treun-ghlac,

A ridheas cnàmhan a's tuithean,

Dh-t'hàgas soilleir a ceumannan àlaieh.

Dh-t'hagas, &c.

Sgobadh fonnar gun eislein,

Ki garbh bbrosnacha cheile,

lorram gleust ann bho bheul tir a brii^hail.

lori'am gleust, &c.

CoguU ràmh air na bacaibh,

Leois, a's rusgadh air bhasaibh,

'S r<iimh d'an sniomh ann an achlaisean ard-

'S ràimh, &c. Cthonn.

Biodh 'ur gruaidhean air lasadh,

Biodh 'ur bois gu'n leòb chraicinn,

Fallas mala bras clirapa gu làr dhibh.

Fallas mala bras, &c.

Sinibh, tàirnnaibh, a's luthaibh,

Na gallain liath-leothar ghiubhaìs,

'S dianaibh uìghe tro shruthaibh an t-sailc.

*S deanaibh, &g.

Cliath rarnh air gach taobh dh'i,

Masgadh i'àirge le saothair,

Dol 'na still ann an aodann na bàirlinii.

Dol 'na still, &c.

lomraibh cò'-lath glan gleusta,

Sgoltadh bòc-thuiun a' beucaich,

Obair shunndach gun eislein gun fhàrdal.

Obair shunndach, &c.

Buaiiibh co-thromach trein i,

Sealltainn trie air a cheile,

Dùisgibh spiorad 'n-ar feithean gu laidir !

Dùisgìbh spiorad, &c.
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Biodh a darach a* collainn,

Ris na fiadh-ghleannaibb bronnach

'S a da shliasaid a' pronnadh, gach bàr]ainn.

'S a da shliasaid, &c.

Biodh ail fhairge ghlas thonnacb,

Ag at 'jia garbh mhothar loniiacb,

S na h-ard-uisgeachan bronnach 'sa ghàraich.

'S »a h-ard-uisgeachaii, &c,

A ghlas-fhàirge sior chopadh,

A steach mu dii ghuahiiiin thoisich,

Si'uth ag ositaich a' sluistreadh a li>ean'-linn.

Sruth ag osnaicb, &c.

Slnibh, tàirrnibh, a's lubaibb,

Na gatbain iiihiii-luniiach cbùl-dearg,

Le iumaircidh smuis 'ur garbh gbàirdean,

Le iumaircidh smuis, &c.

Cuiribh fothaibh an rugb' ud,

Le fallas rahailean a' siuthadb,

'S togail)b siùil ri bho Uidbist nan crà-gbiadh.

'S togaibh siùil, &c.

Dh-iomair ind an sin gu ionad seùlaidh.

An sin thai' iad na seoil shitbe,

Gu fior ghasda,

'Shaor iad na sia-raimh-dheug,

A' steach tro' bacaibb,

Sgathadh grad iad sios r'a sliasaid,

Sbeacbn»dh bhacbhreid.

Dh-oidaich Clann-Raonuill d' an-uaislean,

Sàr-sgi)ìbairean cuain a bbi aca,

Nach gabliadh eagal ro fhuatbas,

No gnè thuairgneadh a tbachiadh.

Dh-drdaicheadh an deigh an taghadh na^ h-uile

duine dkol ^an seilbh a ghrain àraidh fèin 's

na cho-lorg sin ghlaodhadh r'tfcar na stiùrach

suidh air stiàir anns na briathraibh so :—

Suitheadh air stiùir trom laoch leatbunn,

Neartar, fuasgailt',

Nach tilg bun no ban* na sùmaid,

Fairge bhuaithe
;

Claireanach taiceil, Ian spiunnaidh,

Plocach, inàsach,

Alin-bheumnacli, faicleach,

Furachail, Ian nàistin ;

Bunnsaidb cutromacb,

Garbh, sòcair, sculta, lugh'or;

Kirmseach, faighidneach, guu gbriomhag,

Uih-uchd tùilin
;

'Nuair a chluinn e 'n fhairge gbiobaoh,

Teachd le bùirein,

Chumas a ceann caol gu sgibidbj

Kis na sùghaibh
;

Chumas gu socrnch a gabhail,

Guu dad luasgain,

Sgòd a's cluas ga rian le amharc,

Suil air fuaradh
;

Nach caill aon òirleacb na b.òrdaig,

Deth cbeart cbùrsa
;

*Dh-aiudeoin b;irr sùwadaiu mara,

Teachd le siirdaig

;

Theid air fuaradli leatlia cho daingheann,

Mas a h-èigin,

Nach bi lann, no reang 'na darach,

Nacii tòir eibb asd ;

Nach taisich a's nach teid 'na bhreislich,

Dh-aindoin fuathais,

Ge do dh-atadh a mhuir cheauna-ghlas

Suas gu chluasaibh
;

Nach b'urrainu am fuiribi cbreanacliiidb.

No ghluasad,

O ionad a shuidb, *s e tearainnte,

'S ailm 'na asguil,

Gu IVeasdal na seana mhara ce.Liina-ghlas,

'S gleann-ghaoir ascaoin,

Nach crithnich le fuaradli cluaise.

An taod-aoire,

Leigeas leatb ruith a's gabhail,

*S Ian a h-audaìch ;

Cheanglas a gabbail cho daingheann,

'M barr gach tuinne,

Falbh direach 'na still gu cala,

'N aird gach buinne.

Dh-òrdaicìieadh a mach fear-heairte.

Suidbeadh toirtearlach garbh dhòideaoh,

'An glaic beairte,

A bhios staideil Ian do chùram,

Graiinear, glac-nihor;

Leigeas cudtbrom air ceann slaite,

\V\ b-àm cniaidbich,

Dh-tbaotliaiclieas air crann 's air aruinn,

liheir dbaibh fuasgladh
;

Thuigeas a ghaoth mar a thig i,

Do reir seùlaidh,

Fhvcagras min le fearas beairte,

Beum an sgòid-fhir :

—

'Sior chuideachadb leis an acuinn.

Mar fàilnich buill bheairtc

Ueamhar ghaoiste.

Chuireadh air lelh Jear-sgòide,

Suithendh feas sgùid' air an tota

Gaoiidean laidir,

Nan righinin gaoisneach, feitbeach,

Keamhar, cnàmhacfa ;
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Cràgan tiugtia, leathunn, clianach,

Meur gliarbii chrùcach :

Mach's a steach an sgoid a leigeas,

Le neart sgròbaidh
;

'An am cruaidhich a bheir tbuig i,

Gaoth ma sheideas,

'S 'niiair a iii an oiteag lagadh,

Leigeas beum leis.

Dh-drdaicheadh air letli fear-chaise.

Suitheadh fear crapara, taiceil,

Gasda, cuauda,

Laimbsicheas a cbluas neo-lapach,

Air a fuaradh
;

Bheir imirich sios sa suas i,

A chum gach urracaig,

A reir 's mar thig an soirbheas.

No barr urchaid
;

'S ma chi e 'n iunnrais a 'g eiridh,

Teachd le h-osnaich,

Lomadh e gu gramail tieun-mhor

Sios gu stoc i.

Dh-drdaicheadh do'n toiseach Jear^iùil.

Eireadh mar-nialach na bheasamh,

Suas do'n toiseach,

'S deanadli e dhuiitu eolas seasmhach,

Gala a choisneas
;

Sealladh e 'n ceithir àirdean,

Cian an adliair,

'S innseadh e do dh-fhear na stiùrach,

'S math a gabbail.

Glacadh e comhaiadli tire,

Le sàr-shùl-bheachd,

O'n 'se sin a's Dia gach side,

'SreuU-iuil duinn.

Chuireadh air leth Jear-calpa na tàirrne.

Suitheadh air calpa na tairrne,

Fear gu'n soistinn,

Snaomanach fuasgaìlteacb, sgairteil,

Foinnidb, sòlta
;

Duine cùramach gu'n gliriobhag,

Kalamh gruamach ;

A bheir uaip a"s dh'i mar dh-fheumas,

Gleusda, lualneach ;

Laitheas le spògbannan troma,

Air cudthrom a dhuìd a' cromadh,

'Dh-iontisuidh daraich ;

Nach ceaijgail le sparraig mu*n urracaig,

An taod-lVithir

;

Ach gabbail uime gu daingheann seolta,

Le lùb-rithe
;

Air eagal 'ii uair sgairte an t-ausadb,

I chuir stad air,

Los i ruith 'na still le crònan,

Bharr na cnaige.

Chuireadh air leth Jear-vmse nan uisgeachan, *s

anfhàirge air cinntinn tuilleadh as molachj

agus thuirt an Stiilireadair vis :—

Suitheadh fear-innse gach uisge,

Làmh ri m' chluais-sa,

'S cumadh e a sbùil gu biorach,

'An cridh' an fhuaraidh. ^

Taghaibh an duine leth eagalach,

Fiamhach sicir,

'S cha mhath learn e bhi air fad,

'Na ghealtair' riochdall

;

Biodh e furachair 'nuair clii è,

Fuaradh froise,

Co dhiubh bhtos an soirbheas,

Na deireadh no na toiseach
;

'S gu'n cuireadh e mis air m' fhaicill,

Suas d'am mhosgladh,

Ma ni e gnè chunnairt fhaicinn,

Nach bi tostach.

'S ma chi e coltas muir bhàite,

Teachd le nuallan,

A sgairteas cruaidh:—" ceann caol a fiodlm,

Chumailluath ris."

Biodh e ard labhrach, ceillidh,

'G-eubhach " b.'iirlinn ;"

'S na ceileadh air fear na stiurach,

Ma chi gàbhadh.

*Na biodh fear innse nan uisgean,

Ann ach e-san ;

Cuiridh giamhag, briot, a's gusgul,

Neach 'na bhrcislich.

Dh-òrdaicheadh a viach fear-taomaidh^ 'san

fhàirg' a" bàrcadh air am muin rompa 's nan

deigh.

Freasdladh air leabaidh na taoime,

Laoch bhios fuasgailt',

Nach fannaich gu bràth 's nach tiomaich,

Le gàir chuaintean ;

Nach lapaich, 's nach meataich,

Fuachd, sail', no clach-mheallain

Laomadh niu bhroilleach 's mu nihuineal,

'Na fuar steallaibh ;

Le crùmpa mor cruinn tiugh fiodha,

'Na chiar dhòidìbh,

Sior thilgeadh a mach na fiiirge

A steach a dhoirteas
;

Nach dhich a dhruim lùghor,

I^e rag earlaid,

Gus nach fag e sile 'n grunnd,

Nan làr a h-earluinn ;

'S ge do chinneadh a buird cho toUtach

Ris an ridil,

Chumas cho tioram gach enag dh'i,

Ri clàr buideil.
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Dh-ordaicheadh dithis gu dragka nam ball chuL

aodaichy s coltas orra gun iugta na siùil uapa

le ro ghairhhead na side.

Cuii'ibh caraid laiilir chnàmh-i-eamiiar,

Gairbneach. ghaoistneacli,

Gum freastialadli iad tearuiiiiit treiin ceavt i,

Buill chul-aodaich ;

Le smuaU a's le miad lùgbis,

An ruigbean treunua,

*N am cruaghaich blieir orr a steach,

Mo leigeas beum leis,

Cbunias gu sgiobalta a staigb e,

'Na teis ineadbon,

Uh-ordaicheadb Domiacba JMac-Cbormaig,

A's lain mac lain,

Ditbis staibhanach tbeoma, ladurn,

De db-fbeai-aibb Cbana.

Thayhadh seUir gu fearas ùrlah\ an earalas

gum fadnicheadh a h-aon de na thuirt mi, no

gun spionadii on/udh na fàirge viach tkar

bord è, 's gun suidheadh fear dhià so 'na

due.

Eireadb seiseir ealamb, gbleusta,

Lamhach, bbeutba,

Shiubblas, 'aa dh-fhalbas, 's a leumas,

Feadh gacb bord db'i,

Mar ght-aiT-thiadh am muUacb sluibbe

'S coin d"a copadh
;

Streupas ri cruaidb bhallaibb reidhe,

De'n chaol chòrcaich,

Cho grad ri feòragan ceitein,

Ri crann lù-cbnitl
;

A bhios ullamh^ ealamb. treubbach,

Falbbach, eolach,

Gu toirt db'i, 's gu toirt an ausadb,

'S clausail òrdail,

Chaitheas gun aiitsneal gun uiilean,

Long Mhic-Ubùmhnuill.

Do hha nis na h-uile goirea!> a bhuineadh do 'n

t-seoladh, air a chuir 'an deagh rinyhaitt, agus

theunn na h-uile iaoch tapaidh gun taise, gun

fhiamhy gun sqàthnchas chum a chtairt ionaid

an d'drdaichndh dha dol; ugus (hog iad na

siud ma èiridh na greine la-fheill-Bride^ a

togail a viach o bhun Loch-Aineirty ann 'an

Uidhist-a'Chinne-deas.

Gi'jan a faoisgneadh gu b-òi-bljuidb',

A's a mogul,

Chinn an »peui- gu dùbbuidn dùite,

Lan de db-oglacbd
;

Db-fbàs i tunn-gboiin, tiugb, taiT-lacbduiin,

Odbar, iaigalt;

Chinn gach dath bhiodh ami am bieacan.

Air an ìarmaìlt.

Fada-cruaidh san aird an iar orr,

Stoirm 'na coltas,

'S neoil sbiubhlach aig gaotb gan riasladh,

Vuaiadh IVois oir.

Thog iad na siuil bhreaca,

Bhaidealacha, dbiùnach ;

'S shin iad na calpaunan raga,

Teanna, rtgbne,

Ri fiodbanan aida, fada,

Nan colg bigh dhearg ;

Cheangladh iad gu gramail, snaompach,

Gu neo-cbt:ai'bacb,

Tro shùilean nan cormag iarrainn,

'S nan cruinn ailbbeag.

Cbeartaicb iad gacb ball de'n acuinn,

Kalamb, dòigbeil ;

'S sbuidb gach fear gu freasdal tapaidh,

'Bhuillbu choir dha;

'N sin db' I'hosgail uinneagan an adbair.

Ballacb, liatbghorui,

Gu si^ideadb na gaoitbe grcannaich,

'S bannail Ìargalt
;

Tharruinn an cuan a bbrat dù-gblas,

Air gu h-uile,

A mhantul gaibh caiteanach, ciar-dhubb,

Sgreitidb buinne,

Dh-at e 'na bbeannaibb, 's na gbleannaibh,

Molach robacb.

Gun do bhòcbd an Ihairge dieigeach,

Suas na cnocaibh ;

Dh-fbosgail a mhuir gborm na craosaibh,

Farsuinn, cràcach,

'An glaicibh a cbeile li taosgadb,

*S caonnag bhàs-mhor.

Gum b'fbear-ghniomh bhi 'g amharc'an aodann

Nam maom teinntidh,

Lasraichean sradanach sionnacbain,

Air gach beinn diubh.

Na beulanaich arda liath-cbeann^

Ki searbh bheucail ;

Na cùlanaich 's an chigh dùdaidb,

Ui fuaim gheumnaich.

'Nuair db-eiriuiid gu b-allail.

Am barr nan tonii sin,

B' eigin uri t-ausadh a bin-aiiudh,

Gu grad phongail :

'Nuair thuitt-amaid le aon shigadh,

Sios 's na gleanntaibh,

Bbeirte gach seùl a bhiodh aice

'Am barr nan crann d'i :

Na CL'ùsanaich arda, chroma,

Teachd 's a bbàirich,

Man tigeadh iad idir "nar caramhj

Chluinnt' an g;tirich.

Lid a sguabadh nan tonn beaga,

Lorn gan sgiursadh,

Chinneadh i 'na h-aon mhuir bhàsor,

'S càs a stiùireadh.
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'Nuair a thuiteainaid to bhavr,

Nail ard-thonii giobach,

Gur beag iiach dochaiiieadh an sail,

Au t-aigeal sligeach
;

Aa fbairge ga inai^ti-eadh 's ga sluistreadh,

Troimbe chuile,

Gun robh ruin as mialaii mora,

'Am baiTucbd eigin.

Onfadh a's toiiiian iia mara,

A'sfalbh iialuinge,

A' sradadh an canchainean geala,

Feadli gach tuinne,

lad ri nuallanaich ard-uambaineach,

Searbb tbùrsacb ;

'G eubhach, gur b-iocbdarain sinne,

Dragb cbum bùìrd sinn :

Gacb min-iasg a bh'ann san ('hàirge,

Tarr-gbeal, tiunndnit'
;

Le gluasad confacb na gailbbeinn,

Marbb gun cbunntas.

Clachan a's miiorach an aigeil,

Teachd an uachdar,

Air am buain a nuas le stacraich,

A chuain uaimbreicb.

An fbairge uile 'si 'na brochan,

Strioplach, ruaimleach,

Le full 's le gaor nam biast lorcacb,

'S droch dbatb ruadb oit.

Na bèistean adbarcacb iongach,

Pliutach, lorcacb
;

Laa cheann-sian nam beoil gun gìahùbb,

'S an craos i'osgailte.

All aibbeis uile Ian bbocbdan,

Air cragiadb,

Le spògan 's le earbuill mor-bbiast.

Air magradh.

Bu sgreambail an rbbbaln sgriacbacb,

Bbi cbd,

Thogadh iad air caogad milidb,

Eatrom ceille.

Chain an sgioba càil g'an claistcachd,

Ri bbi 'g eisteacbd,

Ceileirean sgreadacb nan deomban,

'S in'òtbar biièisteaii.

Fa-gbàir na lairge 'sa slacraicb,

Gleacbd ri daracb,

Fosghair a toisich a sluistreadb,

Mhuca-mnra.

A' Gbaotb ag ùraubadh a fuaniidh

As an iar-aird
;

Bba sinn leis gach seorsa buairidb,

Air ar pianadb.

S sinn daU le catbadb fairge,

Sior dhol tbaruitin,

Tairneanacb aibbeiseacb re oidbche,

*S teine dealain.

Feileirean bethrich a' losgadh,

Ar cuid acuinn

:

Fàileadh a's deatbacb na riofa,

Gar glan thachadb :

Na dùìlean uachdracb a's iocbdrach,

Ruinn a' cogadb
;

Talauib, teine uisg a's sion-gbatb>

tluinn air togail.

Ach 'n uair dh'artlaich air an fbairge,

Toirt oirn striùchda,

Ghabh i truas le f'àite gàire.

Riri sìthi

Ge d'rinn, cba robh crann gun lubadh,

Seoi gun reubadh ;

Slat gun sgaradh, rac gun fhaillin,

Kàmh gun èislein.

Cba robh stagh ann gun stuadh-leumnacb :

Beairt ghaisidh.

Tarruinn, no cupuU gun bhristeadb,

Fise ! Faise !

Cha robh tota do beul-mor ann,

Nach tug aideacb,

Bba h-uile crannaghail a's goireas,

Air an lagadh.

Cha robh acblacban no aisiie db'Ì,

Gun fbuasgladh ;

A slat-bbeoil 'sa sguitchinn asgail.

Air an tuairgneadh.

Cha robli falmadair gun sgoltadh,

Stiùir gun chreuchadh
;

Cnead a's diosgan aig gach maide,

'S iad air deasgadh.

Cba robh crann-tariunn gun tarruinn,

Bòrd gun obadb ;

H-uile lann bha air am barradh,

Ghabh iad togail.

Cha robh tarruiin ann gu'n tràladh,

Cha robh calp' ann gu'n lubadh ;

Cha robh ball a bhuineadb db'i-se,

Nach robh ni's measa na tbiiradh.

Ghairm an fbairge siocbaint ruinne.

Air crois Cbaol lie,

'S gu'n d'fhuair a gharbh ghaoth,

Sbearbh-ghlòìreach, ordugh sinidh.

Thog i uainn do ionadaibb uachdrach

An adhair ;

*S chinn i dhuinn na cl.'ir rèidh mìngbeal,

'N deigb a tabbunn.

'S thug sinn buidbearbas do'n Ard-Uigh,

Cbum na dùilean,

Deagh Chlann-KaonuiU a bbi s^bhailt,

O bhàs bruid.-il.

'S an sin bbt-um sinn asiuil thana, bhallacb,

Do thuilliu;

•5 leag sinn a croinn nihin-dearg ghasda,

Air fad a h-urlair.

'S cbuir sinn a mach rùimli cbaol bhasgant,

Dhaite mbine,

De'n ghiubhas a bhuain Alàc-Bharais,

'An Eilean-Fbionain.
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*S riiin sinn an t-Ìotnra reidh tulganach, Thilg sinn Acraichean gu socair,

Gun deannad
; |

Ann san rod sin
;

S ghabh sinn deag loug-phort aig burraibh,
I
Gliabh sinn biadh a's deoi;h guu airceas,

Charraig Fhearghais
; 'S rinu sinn cùmhnuidb.

IAIN MAC CODRUM.

John M'Codrum,* the Nortli Uist bard, commonly cnlled Iain Mac F/iearchuir, was

contemporary with the celebrated Alexander M'Donald. He was bard to Sir James

Macdonald, who died at Rome. The occasion of his obtaining this situation was as

follows :— He made a satirical piece on all the tailors of the Long Island, at which they

were so exasperated that they would not work for him on any account. One consequence

of this was, that John soon became a literal tatterdemalion. Sir James meeting him one

day, inquired the reason of his being thus clad. John explained. Sir James desired him

to repeat the verses—which he did ; and the piece was so much to Sir James's liking, that

John was forthwith promoted to be his bard, and obtained free lands on his estate in

North Uist. In a letter from Sir James Macdonald to Dr Blair of Edinburgh, relating

to the poems of Ossian, dated Isle of Skye, 10th October, 1763, we find Sir James

speaking as follows of Mao Codrum :
—" The few bards that are left among us, re|icat

only detached pieces of these poems. I have often heard and understood them, particu-

larly from one man called John Mac Codrum, who lives on my estate, in North Uist. 1

have heard him repeat, for hours together, poems which seemed to me to be the same with

Macpherson's translations."

The first of M'Codrum's compositions was a severe and scurrilous satire. Being

young, and unnoticed, he was neglected to be invited to a wedding to which he consid-

ered he had as good a right to be bidden as others. He was very indignant, and gave

vent to his feelings in the most severe invectives. He had the prudence to conceal his

name. The wedding party being minutely characterized, several of them lampooned, and

lield up to derision, the poem gave great offence to some of those concerned. Although

the author was concealed, the satire could not be suppressed. Several individuals were

suspected, while the real author enjoyed the pleasure of knowing himself to be at the same

time a person of some consideration, and amply revenged for the neglect of those who

should have acknowledged it. His father only knew him to be the author. He was alone

about the farm : John was in the barn, whither his parent went, as he could hear no

• The Mac Codrums are not properly a dan, but a sept of the M'Donalds. They belong lo

North Uist.
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one thrashing ; but, on approaching nearer, he heard his son rehearsing his poem. He

admonished him to attend more to his work than to idle songs, and left him, without

thinking of the verses he had heard till the fame of the satire was spread abroad, and a

noise was made about it throughout the country. The verses then recurred to his mind,

and he had no doubt of the real author. He spoke to John most seriously in private.

He was himself a pious and a respectable man, and was much affected at the thought that

any of his family should disgrace his fair reputation. He was sensible of the ill-will and

hatred that John would incur were he known to be the author ; and he, moreover, dis-

approved of the license taken with the characters of individuals. The young poet

promised him that he would give him no more occasion of regret on that score ; and he

kept his word. Respect for his parent's authority restrained him ; for he composed

no more of the kind while his father lived, nor any so severe afterwards. He must

have had great command over himself, as well as submission to the will of a parent.

It is no easy task for a young author, while hearing his compositions recited and

applauded, not to indicate the interest which he feels. Although unnoticed and un-

known, while feeling all the flattering suggestions which popularity must have incited

within him, yet a revered parent's authority checked the progress of the young aspirant

in the career of fame.

After his father's death, M'Codrum concealed no longer the flame which he had been

smothering in his breast. His name became known, and he was acknowledged to be the

most famous bard in the Long Island since the time of Neil M'Vurich, the family bard of

Clanronald. John M'Codrum was, like most of the bards, indolent. The activity of the

body, and the exertion of mental qualities, go not always together. An anecdote will

better illustrate this part of his character than any description we can give:—A gentle-

man sent for his neighbours to assist in draining a lake. The country people assembled

in numbers ; and, exerting themselves, soon finished the work, much sooner than the

poet had expected they would have done : he just came in time to see the last of it. The

gentleman was determined to punish him for his sluggish and indiff'erent behaviour.

When he ordered some provisions and a cask of whisky for the people, he told them to

sit down, and called on the poet to act as chaplain, and ask a blessing. The bard was

not regarded as a man of grace. All were attentive, thinking him for once out of place.

He, however, spoke in a most reverential manner—his grace was brief and pithy,

couched in verse, and was longer remembered than the sumptuous repast. While he

expressed gratitude to the bestower of all good gifts, he turned the operations of the day

into ridicule.

When Mr M'Pherson was collecting " Ossian's Poems," he landed at Lochmady,

and proceeded across the moor to Benbecula, the seat of the younger Clanronald. On

his way thither he fell in with a man, whom he aftervvarils ascertained to have been Mac
Codi urn, the poet: M'Pherson asked him the question, "Am beil dad agad air an

Fheinn ?" by which he meant to inquire whether or not he knew any of the poems of

Ossian relative to the Fingalians, but that the terms in which the question was asked,

strictly imported whether or not the Fingalians owed him anything, and Mac Codrum,

It
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being a man of liumour, took advantage of tlie incorrectness or inelegance of the Gaelic in

which the question was put, answered as follows:

—

Chan eil, is ged do bhitheadk cha

Tuiginn a leas iarraidh ids, i.e. No ; and should I, it is long since proscribed ; wliich sally

of Mac Codrum's wit seemed to have hurt M'Pherson's feelings, for he cut short the

conversation and proceeded to Benbecula.

We will not attempt to select any parts of the poems of this author. All indicate the

master-hand of the performer. One trait is striking in his character as a poet—his

disposition to satire. He is perhaps the first satirist of the modern Gaelic poets.

M'Donald and M'Intyre attacked like men determined to take a stronghold by open

force, in defiance of all resistance : Mac Codrum held up the object of his animadversion

in a light that exposed him to ridicule and contempt, and he made others his judges.

His fame as a poet and wit soon spread, and so delighted Alexander M'Donald that he

determined to visit him. On meeting Mac Codrum a few yards from his own door, the

visitor, naturally enough, inquired "An ailhne dhut Iain Mac Codrum f" " 'S aithnc

gu TO mhath," replied John. " Atn beil fhios ar/adam bheil e'stigh ?" was M'Donald's

next question, to which the facetious bard answered with an arch smile, " Mu ta bha e

^stigk nuair a bha mise 's cha drinii mi ach iighinn amach." M'Donidd, yet ignorant

that he was speaking to the individual about whom he was inquiring, proceeded to say,

" Caithidh mi' n uidhche nochd mar-ris, iiia's àbhaist aoidhean a bhi aiga." '* Tha mi

creidsin," replied the witty John, " nach bi e falamh dhiù sin cuideuchd mu bhios na

cearcana breith (iiibheati)."*

In purity and elegance of language Mac Codrum comes nearest to Macdonald, who

appears to have been his model. Some of his pieces appear to us as servile copies of

great originals. When he chooses to think and compose for himself, he appears to more

advantage ; witty, ingenuous, and original. His satire on "Donald Bains Bagpipe" is

a masterpiece of its kind; full of wit and humour, without the filth and servility that disgrace

the satires of Macdonald and other Keltic poets. His poems on "OldAge" and " Whiskey"

are excellent. They first appeared in Macdonald's volume, without the author's name ; but

Mac Codrum's countrymen have claimed them for him. He never published any thing of

his own, and many of his poems are now lost. In his days the only poets who ventured

to send their works to the press were Macdonald and Macintyre ; and, it is probable,

that their great fame prevented our author from entering the hsts with such formidable

competitors.

* Mac Codrum's skill in the Gaelic was exquisite, aiici he was in the practice of playing on words

of doubtful or double meaning, when used by others. He was once on a voyage, and the boat put

into Tobermory, in the island of Mull, when the inhabitants, .is usual, gathered on the shore to

learn from whence the strangers came. One of tiiem asked the crew, " Via as a tlivg sibh an

t-i<mriiM9" "As na yai'iv/euimH," answered the bard. Another asked, ''An "in hlw thuuth a

hainig' rii/i ?" to which Mac Codrum again rejoined, " pàirt bhv thuuili as pdirt blio tliit/Iieariiaii,"
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S M E O R A C H C H L A N N - D O M H N LI I I, L.

Holaibh iriag horoU i),

JJolaibfi o iriag /ii)ro 1,

Molaibk iriag hòroll ìi,

Smebrack le Clann-Dòm/i, ill 7

Smeòrach mis air urlai- Phabail

;

Ciubadh ami an diisal cadail,

Gun deorachd a theid ni's faide ;

Truijneid mo bhròin thòirleum niaigne.

Holaibh iriag, ^c.

Smeòrach mis ri mulach beinne,

'G amharc groiu' a's speiiran soilleil',

Thig mi stolda choii- iia coille,

'S bidh mi beò air treùdas eile.

Holaibh iriag, &c.

Sine' rach mis air bharr gach bidcan,

Diariaiiih muirii ri driiichd na maidne,

Bualadh mo chliath-lù air m' fbcadan,

Seinn mo chiuil gun smùr gun smodan.

Holaibh iriag, ^*c.

Ma mholas gach eun a thir fein,

Ciod am fath nach moladh raise

—

Tir nan curaidh, tlr nan cliar
;

An tlr bhiachar, fhialaidh, mhiosail ?

Holaibh o iriag, ^c.

An tir nach caol ri cois na mara,

An tir ghaolacb, chaomhach, chanach,

An tir laoghach, uanach, mheannach,
Tir an arain, bhaineach, mhealach.

Holaibh o iriag, ^c.

An tir riabhacli, gbrianach, thaitneach
;

An tir dhionach, fhiarach, fhasgach
;

An tir lianach, ghiaghach, lachach,

'N tir 'm bi biadh gun mhiagh air tacar.

Holaibh o iriag, cVc.

An tir choirceach, eornach, pbailte
;

An tir bhuadhach, chhianach, ghartach
;

An tir chruachach, sguabach, ghaisneach

DIÙ ri cuan, gun fhuachd ri sneachda.

Holaibh iriag, ^c.

'S i 'n tir sgiamhach tir na mhachrach,
Tir nan dithean, miadar, daite

;

An tir laireach, aigeach, mhartach,

Til* an aigh gu bràch nach gaisear.

Holaibh o iriag, ofc.

An tir a's bòiche ta ri Taicinn
;

'M bi fir òg an comhdach dreacbail

;

I'ailt ni 'sleoir le ]>' r ii.i macliracli

;

Njireigh air mòintich
; or air chlachan.*

Holaibh iriag, ^c.

An cladh Chòthan rugadh mise,

'N aird na b-Unnair cliaidh mo thogail
;

'Fradharc a chuain uaiuiliricli, chuislich,

Nan stuadh guanach, cluaineach, cluicheach.

Holaibh o iriag, &-c.

Measg Chlann-Domhnuill thuair mi m-altrom,

Buidheann nan seol, 's nan srùl daite ;

Nan long luath air chuaintean farsuinn,

Aiteam nach ciuin rusgadh ghlas-lann.

Holaibh o iriag, ^c.

Na fir eolach, stoilde, stàideil,

Bha 's an chonjh-stri sti-oiceach, sgaiteacli,

Fir gun bhròn, gun leori, gun airsneal,

Leanadh tòir, a's tùir a chasgadh.

Holaibh iriag, &c.

Buidheann mo ghaoil nach faoin caitean,

Buidheann nach gann greann san aisith
;

Buidheann shunntach 'nam bhi aca,

Rusgadh lann to shranntaich bhratach.

Holaibh iriag, cVc.

Buidheann uallach an uair caismeachd,

Leanadh ruaig gun luaidh air gealtachd :

Cinn a's guailean cruaidh gan spealtadb,

Aodach ruadh le t'uaim ga shracadh.

Holaibh iiiag, ^c.

Buidheann rioghail, 's tir-ghlan, alia,

Buidheann gun fhiamh, 's iotadh fal orr

;

Buidheann gun sg.'ith 'm bl.'r na'n deannal,

Foinnidh, nàracli, laidir, fearail.

Holaibh o iriag, Ac.

Buidheann mor 's am por nach troicheil,

Dh-fhas gu meanmach, dealbhach, toirteil;

Fearail fo'n airm, 's mairg d'a nochdadh,

I Ki uchd stoirm nach leanabail coltas.

Holaibh iriag, <C-c.

I

Suidheam' mu'n bhord, stoilde, beachdail,

I An t-shuil san dorn nach òl a mach i,

Slainte Shir Seumais thigh'n' dachaigh
;

Aon mhac Dhe mar sgeith d'a phearsa.

Holaibh iriag, ijc.

Al'uding ,1 kelp
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C O M H R A D H, t

LMAR GV 'M B* ANN] '

EADAK CARAID AGUS NAMHAID AN UISGE-BHEATHA. i

CAHAID.

Mo ghaol an lasgaire spraiceil.

Fear nan gonn.shuileau maiseach,

Chuireadh foirm to na macaibh,

'Nuaii-athachradhiadris.

'Nuair a chruinnicheadh do chòisir,

Cha b* i chuilm gun a chòmhradh
;

Gheibhte rainn agus òrain,

'S ioniadh stbri na measg :

Gille beadarrach, sùgach,

Tha na chleasaichc lùghor;

'S ro mhath bhreabadb an t-ùrlar,

Agus tiunntadh gu brisg.

'S e dhamhsadh gu h-uallach,

Gu li-aucaideach, guanach

;

Gun sealltainn air truailleaclid,

Ach uaisl' agus meas.

*S mairg a dheanadh an t-òrau,

'S nach deanadli air cliòir e
;

Gun bhi inoladh an do'-fhir.

Bha na rògaire trie.

Fear a sheargadh an conach,

Thiunntadh mìonacii nan sporan

Dh-fhàgadh leanbain air aimhbheirt,

Ann an carraid 's an drip.

An struthaire di-bhuan,

Tha gu brosgulach, briagach
;

Fear crosta ini-chiallacb,

Gun riaghailt, gun mheas.

Call mor tha gun bhuinnig,

Ann an solas ro dhiombuan ;

S fear stbrais is ui'rainn

A bhi cumantas ris.

'Mhic-an-Tòisioh, mhic-bhracha,

•Fhir comhraig nan gaisgeach,

A chuireadh bòilich 'a na claigneann,

Sa chuireadh casan air chrith I

Bu tu cleòca na h*aitribh,

'N aghaidh rent' agus sneachda,

Dheanadh notion do dh-fhrasan ;

'S chuireadh seachad an cith.

Dheanadh dàna fear saidealt*

;

Dheanadh lag am fear neartor ;

Dheanadh daibhir fear beairtcach,

Dh-ain-deoin pailteas a chruidh
;

An ccart aghaidh na th' aca,

De mhuiru, no mheoghail, no mhacnus,

'S tu raghainn is taitnoich,

De chùis mhacnuis air bith.

NAMHAID.

A dhuin ! an cual' thu, no'in fac' thu,

Riamh iii 's iniosa chuis mhacnuis,

Na bhi 'n a d' &hineadh 's na claiseanj

Gun chlaisteachd, gun ruith ?

Air do mhùchadh le daoraich
;

'G a do ghiulan aig daoine,

'N a d' chùis-bhùird aig an t-saoghal,

Far nach faodar a chleith
;

'S e bhi 'g coinneachadh Rati,

Ni do lomadh ma d' bheartas
;

Luchd a chomuinn, 's a chaidrimh,

Ni e 'n creachadh gun fhios.

'S e ciall-sgnr a bhios aca,

Bhi ri buillean, 's ri cnapadh ;

Gu "m bi fuil air an claigneann,

'S bi 'm batacban brist.

JIo ghaol an lasgaire suairce,

Chleachd bhi 'n caidreamh nan uaislean
;

'S iomadh tlachd, a's deagh bhuaidh,

Ata fuaite rì d' chrios.

Biorach, gorm.shuileach, meallach,

Beachdail, colgarra, fallain,

Laidir, caoin, air deagh tharruinn,

Gu Higradh gaillionn a' chuirp.

Far an cruinuich do phàistean,

Gu 'm bi mir' ann a's màrau,

Agus iomadh ceul-gàire
;

*S iad neo-chràiteach ma 'u cuid.

Bheir e n l-umaidh gu solas ;

Ni e glic am fear gòrach j

Ni e sunndach fear brbnach ;

'S ni e gòrach fear glic.

'M b' e sin raghainn nam macabh,

Bhi gu'n fhradharc, gu'n chlaisteachd
;

'Nnair bu nihiann leu dhol dachaigb,

'S e ni thachras ni's mios'.

Gur e 'n ceann is treaa cas daibh,

Lom-làn mheall, agus chnapan;

Gach aon bhall ga 'm bi aca,

Goid a neart uath' gun fhios.

lad na 'n tarahaisg gun toinisg ;

lad a labhairt an donuis
;

lad ro lamhach gu conus,

'S nach urr' iad cuir leis :

Bi'dh an aodnaibh 'g an sgròbadh,

Bi'dh an aodach 'ga shròiceadh ;

Cha 'n fhaod iad bhi stMda,

*S iad an comhnuidh air rahisg.
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Nach buidlieach an spurs,

Bhi suidhe ma bhòrdaibh,

Le cuideachda choir,

A bhios 's an tòir air an dibh !

Bi'dh mo bhotal air sgòrnan,

Ili toirt cop air nio stòpan
;

Nach toirteil an ceòt learn

An crònan, 's an glig ?

Gu 'm bi fear air an daoraich
;

Gu 'ra bi fear dhiu ri baoireadh
;

Gu *m bi fear dhiii ri caoineadh ;

Nach beag a shaoileadh tu sid ?

Ni e fosgaoilt' fear dionacli
;

Ni e crosta fear ciallach ;

Ni e tustach fear briathrach,

Ach aim am hlialum iiacb tuig.

Nach dona mar spbrs,

Bhi suidhe ma bhòrdaibh
;

Na bhi milleadh mo stòraiu,

Le gùraich gun mheas.

Le siarach, 's le stàplaich
;

Le briathran mi-ghnàthaicht' ;

Ui spearadh, 's ri sàradh

An Abharsair dhuibh,

ii\ dh an donus, 's an di)las,

De chonas, *s do chomh-stri
;

'S do thiirruinu air dhòrnaibh,

Anns an chomhail nach glic :

ill fuathas, 's ri Hgainneal
;

Ui gruaidhean 'g an pronnadh,

Le gruagan 'g an tarruinn,

Le barrachd de 'n inhisg.

CAHAID.

IVIo ghaul an gille glan eibhiiin,

Uh-fhàs gu cineadail spèiseil
;

Uh-fhàs gu spioradail treubhach,

'Nuair a dh-uireadli au drip.

Bhiodh do ghillean ri solas,

lad gu mireagacli bliidheacb,

lad a' sireadh ni 's leoir,

'S iad ag ùl mar a thig.

Jad gu h-aighearach ionnor,

lad gun athadh, gun lompais
;

lad ro mhath air au ronngas,

'Nuaii; a b' anntlachd an cluich.

Cuid d'a fasan air uairean,

Duirn, a's bat, agus gruagadh,

Dh-aithnte dhrcarh air an spuacan,

Gu'n robh bruaidleiii 's a' mhisg.

Tha mhiiig dona *n a nàdur,

Lom-làii murchuis a's ardain ;

Lom.làn bòsd agus spàraigi

Anns gach cùs air an tìg.

Tha i uaraharra, fiadhaich,

Tha i murtaidh 'u a h-iarbhail
j

Tha i dustach, droch-nialach,

Lan de dh-fhiabhras, 's de fhriodh.

Gu 'm bi fear dhiu 'n a shineadh
;

Gu 'm bi fear 'n a chùi^-mhì-Ioinn
;

Gu 'm aithlise Honor ;

'S iad am maoidheadh nam pluic'.

Tha i tuar-shreupach foilleil

;

lomadh uair air droch oilcan
;

'S gun do dh-fhuasgladh fa-dheireadh,

Ach 's i bu choireach a mhisg.

Mo ghaol an cleasaiche lùghor,

Fear gun cheasad gun chùna
;

Fear gu'u cheiltinn air cùineadh,

'N am bhi dlùtbachadh ris.

Bheireadh tlachd a's a mhùigean ;

Dheanadh gealtair de 'n dìùdhlach
;

Dheanadh dun* am fear diùid,

Chum a chùis a dhol leis.

Fear a's tearr an taigh ùsd' thu
;

Fear a's ùrfhailteach ùraÌD ;

Fear nach fuiligear 'n a bnar,

Ach a bhòilich 's an drip.

Fear tha màranach, ceolai'

;

Cridheil, càirdeach, le pugaii
;

'S a lamh dheas air a phoca,

*S sgapadh stòrais le misg.

KAMHAID.

A chinn-aobbair i

'S tricadh-fhobhai

Fhir nach d' fhogiil

B' e bhi 'g a d' mh.i

'Nis ou'a bùanna ro

Tha ri buaireadl:

Dol man cuairt air ;

Chum na dh-fhaoda

Fear ri aithreachas

Fear ri carraid, 's ri

Fear ri geallam ; 's (

Thug sid leunadli di

Ni thu 'm pMtear 'ii

Ni thu striopaich 'n

'S iomadh mile droc

A tha'n tòir

i chonais,

i^h na sporain
;

um an onair,

dadh a bliteid :

dhaor thu,

m daoine,

an t-saoglial,

IS tu ghoid.

m:r thu;

L coiuh-stri

;

cha tòram ;

I* d' mheas.

I a striopaich,

jiòitear ;

;h codhai],

hisg.

Ge b' e thionnsgan, no dh-inndrig,

Air ann ionnstramaid phriseil,

'S duine grunndail na innsgin,

Bha gu h-intinneach glic.

Thug bho arbhar gu &iul e;
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Thug blio bhraich, gu ni a's brigheir

;

Thug a prais 'iia cheo-liath e,

'Mach tro chliath iiau lùb trie.

Thug a buideal gu htòp e,

Ilinn e 'n t-susbainte ci-ladh,

Thogadh sligeachau reùta ;

Dheth fir bhreoite gua sgiid.

An donus coiniieHiiih iiu c'ldhail.

No eireachdas mor-shluaigh,

Gun do cheileireachd bhoidheach,

Cha bhi solas na measg.

Ge be thionnsgau an aimhlisg,

'S otc an gruiind bha iia eaiiauhiiiii

'S mor a dhùisg e de dh-argaraaid

'S de dhroch sheanachas mar ris,

Dheilbh e misg agus daorach,

Itinri e breisleach saii t-shaoghal.

B'fheaiT nach beirte gu aois e ;

Ach bas iia naoidheachan beag.

Dhùisg e trioblaid a's comh-stri,

Ruisg e biodag an dòrnaibh,

Chuir e peabar san dòmhnach,
'Nuair a thoisich a mhisg.

Cha chùis buinig ri leanmhuion,

Ach cuis guil agus faluiharhd,

Sa chaoidh cha'n urr' thu ga sheai

Mar a dh-fhalbh do chuid leis.

D 1 - iM C) L A D H
PIOB' DHOMHNUILL BH.UN.

A'cHAiNNT a thuirt lain

Gu'n labhair e cearv Ì,

'S feudar dhuinn iticheadh

Is pàidheadh d'a oinn.

Dh-fhag e Mac-Cruimein,

Clann-Duilidh a's Tearlach :

Is Dòmhnullan Ban
A tharruinn gu pris.

Orm is beag mòran sgeig,

Agus bleid chumhraidh,

Thu labhairt na hurrad

'S nach b'unainn thu chòmhdach,

Ach pilleadh gu stùlda

Far 'n do thoisich thu dian.

An cual' thu cia 'n t-urraiu

An taobh-sa do Lunnuinn?

Air na pìobaircan uile

B'e Mac-Cruiuiein an I'ish:

Le pongannan àluinn

A b't'honnaire fàilte,

Thàirrneadh 'an càileachd

Gu sh'iinte fear tinn.

Caismeachd bhinn, 's i bras dian,

Ni tais' a's fiamh Ihùgradh ;

Gaisg' agus cruadal,

Tha buaidh air an òinsich,

Muim uasa] nan Leudach,

Ga spreotadh le spid.

A' bhitirisgeach spùrsail

Bh' aig Tearlach 'ga pugadh,

An t-;iilleagan ceòlar,

Is bbiche guth cinn.

Tha na G;teil cho dcigheil

Air a inhàran aic eisdeachd,

'S na tha'nn 'an Dun-eideann

A luchd beurl' air an tl

Breac nan dual is neartuihor f:iaim,

Bras an ruaig nàmhaid,

Leis 'm bu cheul leadurra,

Feadannan sp!iineach,

Luchd dhei.seachan niàdair

Bhi cr.idht' air drcich dhiul.

Nan cluinnt" ann am Muile

Mar dh-fhag thu Clann-Uuili»

Cha b'fhuilear leo t-fhuil

Bhi air mulach do diinn.

'S i bu ghreadanta dealachainn

Air deas Uimh na h-armachd ;

A' breabadh nan garbh-phort,

Bu shearbh a dol sios.

Creach nach gann, sibh gun cheann,

Fo bhruid theann Sheòrais
;

Luchd nam beul fiara

'Gar pianadii 's 'gar loyradh ;

Rinn iad le foirneart

Bhur coir a bhuin dibh.

Cha tug thu taing idir

Do bhriogardaich Tliearlaicli,

Mach u fhear bhaile

Bhi ghn'i air a thi.

Mhol thu ' chorr' ghliogach

Nach dligeadh de bbàidse,

Ach deannan beag grain,

No miim de dhroch shil.

Shaoil thu suas maoin gun ghruaiiu,

Craobh nam buadh ceohnhor,

Chuireadh fonn to na creagau

Le breabadaich mheoirean ;

'S nach fuiligeadh odrììckaìn !

A thogail a cinn.

Cha'n fhaigh a' chùis-bhùìrt ud

Talla 'm bi mùirn, J
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Ach àth air a muchadh
Le dùdari 's le sùith.

Cha bhi cathair aig Dòmhnull

'S cha "n eirich e cònard,

Ach suidh' air an t-sòrn

Agus sopag ri dhruim,

Plàigh bloigh phuirt, gair dhroch dhuis,

Fàileadh cuirp bhreùite
;

Cet)l tha cho sgreataidh

Ki sgreadail nan ròcus,

No iseaiian ùga

Bhiodh leùinte chion bidh.

' S i lagaich a* chiad uair

Neart Dhianiiaid a's Gbuill.

Nach gasta chùis-bhùrt'

A bhi cneatraich air ùrlar

Gun phroniiadh air lùtha

Gun siubblaichean griun,

A' sparradh od-r'och-ain

A'n eai'ball od-r'och-ain !

A' sparradh od-rhcli-ain

An ton Mro-hlu.

Mar caol cam le thaosg chrann,

Gaoth mar ghreann reòta,

Tro na tuill fhiara

Nach diònaich na mcoireaii,

Nach tuigear air dòigh

Ach " Wi-heòin" 's " oth-hi I
"

Diùdhadh nam fìUidbidh

Bha aig Tubal Cain,

'Nuair sheiun e puirt Ghàelig

'Sadh'àlaichepbìob.

Bha i tamull to 'n uisge

'Nuair dhruideadh an àirce.

Thachair dh'i cnàrahadh

Fo uisge 's fo ghaoith.

Thàinig smug agus dus

Anns na duis bhreòtach,

lomadach drochaid

G'a stopadh na sgùrnan.

Dh-fhàg i le crònan

Od-Toch-ain, gun brigb.

Bha i seal uair

Aig Maol Ruainidh O' Dornan *

Chuireadh mi-dhòiglieil

Tharordugb na iuinn.

Bha i treis aig Mac-Bheatrais

A sheinneadh na dàìn,

'Nar theirig a' chlàrsach

'Sadh'fhkilliga pris.

Sheid Balaam 'na mala

Osna chriimh chrònaidh.

Shearg i le tabhann

Seachd cathan nam fiantan.

* A wandering Irish piper, whose music the Highland.

I cculd not appreciate.

Turruraich an dòlais,

Bha greis aig Iain òg dh'i.

Chosg i ribheidean cbnlaich

Na chùmhnadh le ni.

Bha i corr is seachd bUadhna

'Na h-atharais-bhialain

Aig IMac-Eachuinn "ga riasladh

Airsliabh Chnoc-an-Iin.

An fhiudhidh shean nach dùisg gean,

Ghnùis nach glan cùmhdach ;

'S mairg dha 'm bu leannan

A' chrannalach dhòinìdh.

Chàite gràn eòrna

Leis na dh-fhognadh dh'i ghaoith.

Mu'n cuirear fo h-inneal

Corra-bhinneach na glaodhaich,

'S inneach air aodach

Na dh-fheumns i shnàth.

Cha bheag a* chuis dhèistinn

Bhi 'g eisdeachd a gàoraich
;

Dhianadh i aognaidh

An taobh a bhiudh blàth.

Riasladh phort, sgriachail dhos,

Fhir ri droch shaothair,

Bheir Ì chiad eubha

'N ;im sèideadh a gaoithe,

Alar ronncan bà caoile

'S ì faotaiun a' bhàis.

Tha'n ìunsramaid gblagach

Air a lobhadh na craiceann
;

Cha'n fhuirich i 'n altan

Gun chearcaill g'a tàdh'.

'S seirbh' ì na'n gabtiann

Ri tabhann a crùnluath,

Tròmpaid a dhùisgeadh

Gach lùdas tTiuair bi\s.

Mar chòm geur'ich 'ga chreuchdadh

Shèideadh làn gaoithe,

Turraich nach urra' mi
Siunnailt da Ìnnseadh,

Ach rodain ri sianail

No sgiamhail laoigh òig.

Com caithte na curra

Is tachdadh 'na muineal,

Meoir traiste gun fhurus

Cur triullin 'an d;in,

Sheinneadh a broUaich

Ri solus an eòlain,

Ruidhle gun òrdugh

An còmhnuìdh air l.'ir.

'N aognaidh lum, gaoth tro tholl,

Gàìr gun fhonn cùnihvaig,
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A thaisiiheadh cruadal,

'S a luathaiclieailh teoltachd,

Gu bcachdail doii-d!jchais

Mu 'ii t-sòi-ii am bi ghriisg.

Bi'dli gaoth a' mhàil' ghiodaidh

Cur gàiranns na dosaibh,

1 dauiiiian 'na trotan

Ri propadh " iid-ra."

Bi'dh seannsaif caol, ciochtach

Fo chaoniiaig aig ochduar,

Sruth staoiiaig 'ga stopadh,

Cur droch cheol 'na thiiinh.

Fuaiin mar chlag fhuadach each,

Duan chur as frithe :

Cha 'n abair mi tuille

Gu di-moladb pioban,

Ach leigeidh mi' chluinntinn

Gu'n pliiU mi Wac-Ph.Vil,

A • C H O M H - S T R I.

GuR h-e dllùisg nio slieanchas domh

Ciiis mu'm beil mi dparmalach,

Gach Turcach 's gacli Gearmailteach,

Gach Frangach an run marbiiaidh dhuinn ;

Muir no tir ciia tearmunn duinu.

'I'ha mo dhùil 's gur firinneach,

Gach muiseag tha mi cluinntinn detb,

Nach dealt iad uunsa dhireadh oirn,

S nach bulnig iad na h-Innsean oirn,

Gu n sguir iad far 'n do dh-inntrig iad.

On chaidh na h-airm 'an tasgaidli oirn,

Ge trie a' ghairm gu faigh sinn iad,

Nach foghnadh claidheau maide dhuinn

Gu seasamh a' chrùin shasunnaich,

iMar thug au diùc a dh'fliasan duinn ?

Ge morghalach righ Phruieia

'S na righreau mòr tha 'n trioblaid ris,

'S CO iieunach leams' am Frisealach,

'S am Bàideanach le measrachadh,

Bhi deanamh rijit 's nach bris iad i.

Bha mise uair 's gu'm faca mi

Nach creidinn bhuaithe facal deth,

Nach bithiiin suas 'nuair thachradh e,

A liughad gruag a's bagaisde,

Bha fuasgladh auus au t-sabaid ud.

'Nuair dh-inntrigeadh an ascaoineis,

Is iird a chluinnte 'm Pabaidh iad ;

Fhreagair coill a's claclian daibh ;

Cha bhiodh bean 'an àite faieinn daibh,

lad fein 's mac-talla bas-bhualadh.

'Nuair bhiodh iad sgi 's na tagraichean,

'Se crlochnacha ' bhiodh aca-san,

A'g iarraidh iasad biiatachan,

Gach tuairisgeul ri chlaistinn ann,

Nach cualas riamh o bhaisdeadh sinn.

Gur mairg a bhiodh 'san ùbaraid

'Nuair ghabhadh iad gu tùirneileis.

Bhiodh fàsgadh air na sùilean ann
;

Bu lionmhor duirn a's gluincan ann ;

A's breaban cha bhiodh cùmhii' orra.

Bhiodh rocladh air na claigeannau ;

Bhiodh sgòrnanan 'gan tachdadli ann ;

Bhiodh meoireaii air an cagnadh aim ;

Bhiodh cluasan air an sracadli ann ;

Bhiodh spuaicean air an cnapadh aim.

'Nuair thuiteadh iad gu micheutaiiUi.

Bhiodh rùsgadh leis na h-inean ann
;

Bhiodh piocadh leis na bldeagan
;

Bhiodh riabadh air na cireanan ;

Bhiodh cus de'n uile mi-loinn aim.

Wu'm biodh a' cliomh-stri dealuicbli',

Bhiodh dòrnagan 'g an sadadli aim
;

Bhiodh sgrJjbadh air na malaidh ami
;

Bhiodh beoil a's sileadh f'al' iisda
;

'S nis leùr aig tear dlia aithris aim.

'Nuair theirgeadh giubhas Lochlaiiii.i.ic:

'S a' choill' an dels a stopadh oirn,

Bu mhath na li-airm na bodchranniiii ;

Bu sgiobailt iad an am bogsaigcadh
;

Cha bhriseadh e na cogaisean.

'S ann do 'n tir bu shamhacli so
;

Bu shòlas iniitinn bàilli e ;

Bu liulimlior fear gii'n àilcacli' ann,

Dol gu iianais 's iiamb a bliàthaidh air,

Caoidb mu mhnai 's mu pbiistean aim.

Bha Uidhist air a nàrachadh.

Blia lutharn air a fàsachadh.

Le guidheachan na càiaid ud

Bha solas air an iibhairscar.

Bu netinach leis nach tàinig iad.

Chiinnidh Jlac-Cuinn an toiseach e.

Cluinnidh a ris an Uotor e,

iMarchrìochnaichear na portiiibh ud.

Ciia taiig e Un a' chopaiii domh,

Gu 'm bàraig e da bhotul rium.
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liiiisidh mi do dh-Uisdean e,

D'fhear Bhiile pàirt do'ii t-sùgradli, ud,

Do'ii Bhàili thair an dùthaicli e
;

Bi thusa 'iia d' bbuacbaill

Air iia fliuair sinn 'na àite.

Cuir dliacliaidli Sir Seu
Air cliàcll cha dean mi cùmlinadll air,
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Dhùisgeadh 'iia d' charraid

Fir ill' Ghliinie-jjjiradh,

B'e 'ii dearmad gu'n ghainne

Siol Ailein da fhagail.

Daoiiie cho i'earail,

Clio saoireach air lannaibli,

Gu iaicte iieul t'al' orr'

Gan tarruiim a sgàbard,

luiitiiineach, togaracli,

Impidh cba 'ii obadh iad,

Fior chruaidh gun bhogacliadh

*S obair air làrach.

Calma mar churaidhnean,

'S mairg air an cuireadb iad ;

Chuireadh am buillean

Gu fulang na spaintich*

Dh-eireadh fir Mhuile

Le uibbe nan cluinneadh iad,

Dh-eireadb iad uile

Gu h-un-.inta hiidir.

Uualcbas a cbumadh iad,

Gualaiiinri uileann iad,

Buailidh iad buillean

JMu 'm fuilig thu tàmailt.

'S cràiteach ri innseadh

Btii 'g .' ireamh bhur diobbail,

Na tbuic dti'n dream rioghail

Am mi-t'hortan Thearlaicb.

ladsati cbu iusal

Fo shàileau nan Duineacb,

Na caii'dean cbu dileas

'S a bba i/ic ris a' phaipeii*.

M A K Ii H R A N N

DO SHIR SFUMAS MAC-DHOMHNUILL SHIXIUHTE.

[A UH-EUG 'S AN HOlMH.j

MocH 'aa maduiiiii 's mi 'g ùirigb,

Cha a e 'ii cadal tba streup rium,

'S rtiuch mu leaba gun seasdar, gun sàmhchair.

'S Hiuuh mo leaba gun seasdar, &c.

Sinn ri iargainn nan curaidh

Nacb robh 'n iasad ach diombuan,

Gun fbear liatb a bhi uil' air an làraich.

Gun niear liatb, &c.

Daoine mòrcbuiseach measail,

Daoine còrr ann an iochd iad,

Dàoìne cròdba gu bristeadh nir nàmbaìd.

Daoine cròdha, &c.

Ann an ùine dà fhichead

Gur diobbail ar briseadh,

Chuir e dùbhailt a nU oiru e l.'ahair I

Chuir e dùbhailt, &c.

Chaill sin c^igneai no seisir

Do na connspuinn bu treise,

Nacb rubh beù ann am Breatanu an àichea

Nach robh beù, &c.

Ann an uaisle 's 'an urram,

Adds gacb deagh bbuaidh bh'air duine
;

Add an cruudal gu buinig buaidh-làracb.

Ann an cruadal, &c.

'S bochd an ruaigs' uirn an cùmhnuidb,

Dh-fh;ig ar gualainn 'nan ùnar,

Bbi sguabadh ar n-ùigridh gun dàil uaiun.

Bbi sguabadh ar n-uigridb, &c.

Thainig meaghoil gu bròn duinn,

Thàinig aighear gu dòrainn,

Chaill sinn amharc a's sùlas ar sgàthain.

Cbaill sinn amharc, &c.

Bàs ar n-uachdarain prìsei),

Sgeul a's cruaidbe ri chluinntinn
;

Fhuair luchd t'uath' agus mì-ruin an àilleas

Fhuair luchd fuatha, &c.

Gur h-e 'm fuaradh-s' an uiridh

Chuir ar gluasad 'an trumad.

So 'n ruaig tba 'gar n-iomain gu annrath.

I

So 'n ruaig tba gar n-ìomain, &c.

' Bhi to pbutbar an sgeoil ud

Gach aun latba ri'r beo-shlaint,

Air bbeag aighear, no sòlais, no sl'iinte.

Air bheag aighear, &c.

Cha 'a eil agam na dheigh,
, Fhuair sinn naigheachd ar leatrom,

'N dèis mo thaic-sa 'gam threigsinn, F'huair sinn naigheachd na creiche,

Ach maille claisteachd a's leirsinn a's tàbhachd. I Sin an naigheachd thug leagadh d'ar n-ardan.

Ach maille claisteachd, &c. Sin an naigheachd, &c.

'S trom a' chuing-s' air ar muineal,

Air ar lìonadh le mulad,

Tha sinn sgich 's cha 'ii aim ullamh a ta sinn.

Tha sinn sgith, &c.

'S trom an galar 's is diubhail

. Mòran uallaich ri gbiùlan,

llinn ar n-auail a mhuchadh 's ar ddna.

Rinn ar n-anail, &c.
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Nis on 's dileachdan bochd mi,
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Soli TÌ phi'ìscìl thug uainii e

Chum iia rloghachd is buuine
;

O Chriosda, cum suas duinii iia bràithrean.

O Chriosda, cum suas, &c.

Note—The poet laments the untimely death of five or

six of the M' Donalds of Slate. Sir Alexander died, a

yourifi man, in 1746 ; and his son, the amiable and accom.
plishcd Sir Jamts, died at Kome in 17ti6, aged 25. This

family prudently avoided committing themselves in the

rebellion of 1745; but the bard appears to have been a

thorough Jacobite.

MOLADH CHLANN-DOMIINUILL.

Am FONN—" Oi-an a ghu. I da' 6'

Tapadu leat, a Dho'ill 'Ic-Fiiionnlaidh,

Dhùisg thu ml le pàirt de d' chomhradh.

Air bheagaii eMais sau dùthaich,

Tha cunntas guv giile còir thu.

Chuir thu do chomaine rumhad,

'S fenirde doghnothach an cumhiiuidh

'S cinnteach gar a leat ar bàidse :

S leat ar cairdeas 'm fad a's beii thu.

Mhol thu ar daoiiie 's ar fearann,

Ar mnaithean baile, 's bu choir dhut.

Cha d'rinn thu di-chuimhn' no raearachd
;

Mhol thu gach sean is gach ùg dhiubh.

Mhol thu 'n uaislean, mhol thu 'ii islean.

Dh-fhag thu shius air an aon dMgh iad.

Na bheil de 'n ealain ri chluinntinn,

Cha chion dicheil a dh-fhag sgòd oirr'.

Teai.nadh ri moladh ar daoine,

Cha I'ubh f saoiibheach air aon duigh
;

An gleus, 'an gaisge "s 'an teìjmachd,

Air aon aobliar ihig 'nan còdhail

Nuchdadh an eudaiin ri gradun

Cha robh gaiseadii anns a' phùr ud,

Cliii a's pailteas, mais' a"s tàbhachd
;

Ciod e 'n cas iiach faight' air choir jad ?

Chabu nihist' thi 'laii

Lbhi g aire;

ble.

An gaisge 's an cruadal 'n am togbhail.

B'ia.l sud natirabhafearail

'Philleadh an-seasgair 'an tùireachd,

'S a dh'fhagadh salach an aralch

Ma I fanadh an nàmhaid ri 'n cùmhrag.

Ach nam faiceadh tu na fir ud
\i\ uchd teine 's iad 'an òrdugh,

Coslas fìadhaich a dol sios orr',

Falbh gu dian air bheagan stòldachd ;

Claidheamh ruisgt an laimh gach aon fhir,

Fearg 'nan aodann 's faobhar gleois orr',

lad ch« nimheil ris an iolair.

'S iad cho frioghail ris na leùghainn,

Cha mhòr a thlonnal nan daoin' ud

Bha ri fhaotainii san Uoinn Eùrpa.

Bha iad fearrail 'an am caonnaig,

Gu fuileach, faobhaih'ach, strùiceach.

Nam faigheadh tu iad 'an gliocas

Mar bha 'm niisneach a's am mòrchuìs,

C ait' am feudadh tu aireamh,

Aon chinne' b'fhearr na Clann-DòiiihnuiU.

Bha iad treubbach, fearai), fuinnìdh,

Gu neo-lomara mu 'n stòras.

Bha iad cunbhalach 'nan gealladh,

Gun fheal], gun charachd, gun ròidean.

Ge de dh-iarrta nuas an sinnsir,

O mhuUach an cinn gu'm brtigan,

'N donas cron a bha ri inns' orr',

Ach an rioghalachd mar sheòrsa.

Ach ma mhol thu ar daoin* uaisle,

C'uim nach de luaidh thu Mac-Dh!imlinuill?

Aon Mhac Dhe bhi air 'na bhuachaÌU'

G'a ghleidheadh buan duinn 'na bheu-shlainte!

On *8 curaidh a choisneas buaidh e,

Leanas ri dhualchas 'an còmhnuidh.

Nach deachaidh neach riamh -na thuasaiU

Rinn dad buannachd air an cumh-stri.

C'ait an dh-fhag thu Mac 'lc-AileÌn

'Nuair a thionaileadh e mhùr-sbhiagh,

Na tir chrodha bu rahòr alia,

Rilinn Alasdair 's Mhontrùis?

'S mairg a dhùisgeadh ruinu bhur n-aisith

No thionndadh taobh ascaoin bhur cleùca,

Ge b'e sùil a bhiodh 'gan amharc

Cromadh sios gu abhainn Lòchaidh.

Ach ma chaidh tu 'nan sealbhaidh,

C'uim nach de sheanchais thu air tlnjir iad,

Teaghlach uasal Ghlinne-garadh

'S nam tiiirain o ghleannaibh Chnoideart.

'S iomadh curaidh laidir uaimhr.ach

Sheasadh cruaidh 's a bhuaileadh strùicean,

O cheann Loch-Uthairn nam fuar-bheanu

Gu bun na Stuaidhe am Mùr-thir.

An dh-fhag thu teaghlach na Ceapaich

'S mòr a' chreach nach 'eil iad cùmhslan,

Dh-èireadh leinn suas 'an aisith

Le 'm piob 's le 'm brataichean srùile.

IMac Iain a Gleanna-Cothan,

' Fir chothanta 'n am na comh-strij

Daoine foinnidb, fearail, fcarradha

1 liùsgadh arm a's fearg na'n srbnan ?
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Dh-fhag thu Mac Dhùghail a Lathurn,

f Bu mhuirneiich gabliail a chùmhlain,)

Cuideri uai»lean Cl.iiMUile,

O'li lluiiin llich s mhaul na h-Odha.

]Jll-(hag thu lall Amium a Eililin

llinii an t-euchd am blar na Bòine.

'Nuaii' a dhlùthaicheailh iad ri cheile,

Co cliuuutadh luicli air Clann-Dùmhnuill?

Alba, ge bu mhòr i i inns' c,

Koinn iad i u thuinii gu inuinticli.

p'huair an cuir o làimli Chlann-Dùmbuuill,

Khuaii' iad a ris an liùta
;

'S iouia currai mhùr blia innte

Cunntaidh Antrum ge bu inhùr i.

Sgrios iad as an naimlidean uile,

'A thuit Mac Ghuilbinn san tòircachd.

Bhuinig iad baile 's leth Alba
;

'S e 'n claidheamh a sbealbhaich coir dhaibh.

Bbuinig iad latha chath Gairbheacb,

Kitin an argumaid achòmhdacli.

Air biieagan cùnaidli gu trioblaid

Thug iad am bristeadli a mòran,

Mac' Ill-Iain ann le chuideachd,

'S Lachann outach Mac-an-Tòisicli.

Nan tigeadh feum air Sir Seumas,

Gun cireadh iad uilc c'umhlath

O roinn Ghall-thaobh gu roinn He,

Gach tear thug a shinnsir coir dhaibh.

Thigeadh Mac-Chuinnich a Bralliainn,

Mac-Aoidh Strath- Nàbbair 's diùc Gordon,

Thigeadli Barraich, 's thigeadh Bànaich,

liotbaich a's Sailich a's llùsaich.

Ar lucbd d.'iimh 's ar cairdeau dileas

Dh-eiridli leiuue a sios 'an corah-stri.

Thigeadh uaislean Chloinne-Lean

Mu'n cuairt cho daingheann ri d' chòta,

lad fo gbruaim 'an uair a' cliatha

Cruaidh 'nan lamhan sgathadh leùla,

Tarruinn spainteach liidir liobhar

Sgoilteadh direach cinn gu brògan.

Bhuidheann fhuilteach, glan nan geur-lann,

Thigeadh reiscamid nan Leùdach,

Thigeadh reiseamid nan Niallach

Le loiiigheas lionmhor 's le seòltaibh,

I'oirbeisich 's Frisealaich dh-cireadli,

'S thigeadh Clann-Heubhair 'an òrdugh.

'Nuair a dhùisgeadh fir na h-Iubhraich,

Co thigeadh air tùs ach Tonias !
'.

.\oK.—There are several hills in the Highlands which

still bear the name Tom.na.h.Iub/iraicfi, all hauntodby the

(airies. One of" them is near Strachur, Lochfine side;

another near Inverness. According to popular belief,

Thomas the Khymer was captain of the fairy troops.
I

ORAN DON TEASAICH.

Air fonn—'* Daibhidh grhsgach crom ciar,"

'S mise chain air geall na carachd,

Bha eadar mi-fein sa chailleach,

Gu'n tug i dhiom briglt mo bharra,

Cul mo chinn a chuir ri talamli.

M' thuil a's in' theoil thug i dhiom,

Chuir i crònan am chliabh,

lie 'n droch codhail douih 'bhiasd,

Gu robh tòireachd ga diol.

Chuir i boil am cheann is bu mhèr i,

Faicinn dhaoine marbh a's beodha,

Coltas Hector mor na Tròidhe,

S nan gaisgeach bha 'm t'eaihd na Uòimhe.

Cailleach dhuathsach, chrom, chiar,

Bha lin tuaileis a's bhriag,

Chuir mi'm bruailean 's gach iall,

'S chuir i 'm I'uadach mo chiall.

'S bochd a fhuair mi bhuat am foghar,

'S mi gun luaigh air buain no ceanghal,

Mo cheann iosal a's nii am laidhc;

Bruite tinn a's sgios am chnaimhean.

Bha mo chnaimhean cho bgith,

'S ged do sgathadh iad dhiom,

Gu'n robh am padhadh gam chlauidh,

'S gun traighinn abhainn le inhiad.

'S bochd an t-aite leap' am fiabhras,

Dh-fhagas daoine fada, riabhach,

Glagaich lag le fada 'n iargainn,

Gann de dh' fhalt as pailt de dli' fhiasaig

Pailt de dh' fhiasaig gu'n tlachd,

Chuir am bial air droch dhreach,

Ueoch no biadh theid a steach,

A dha thriau innte stad.

Do chota fas is e gun lianadh,

T-osan ro.ach air dhiocli fhiaradli,

Caol do choise nochdaidh pliathach,

lonan cho fad ri cat fiadhaich.

Casan pliathadh gun sùgh,

Fo'n da shleasaid gu'n lugh,

Gur pailt liagh dhaibh no lunn,

Cha bhean fiar dhaibh nach liib.

Bidh do mhuinneal fada, feathach,

'S taisnichean mar chabar cleibhe,

Easgadan glagach gun speirid,

Gluinean ri tachas a cheile.

Gluinean geura gun neart,

'S ia<i cho ciar ris a chairt,

Thu cho creubhi ri cat,

B' fhearr an t-eug gad sgath as.
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A bhonaid da uiieart sa babhaist,

Air uachijar currachd iiach àluinn
;

Cluasan gu'ii uireasbhaidh fàsa,

Ceaim cho lùm ri cri iia dearnaidb.

Cha be 'n cumpauach caomb,

Dh-fhag cho lom mi 's cbo maol,

Kiiin mo cboin mar phreas caoil.

Mar mhau-sambla don aog.

Bidh tu coUach ri fear misge,

Gun dad M gun aon mbir ithe,

Chionn nacli bi lùghs na d'dha iosgaid,

I5idh lu null sa nail mar chlisnich.

Bi'dh tu d' sbiachaire lag,

'S ceann do shithe gun neart,

Ann ad ghniomh cha bhi tiachd,

Na d' chus mhio-loinn air fad.

ORAN NA H-AOISE.

Air fonn—" The peart of the Irish nation.

Cha tog niise fonn,

Cha 'n eirich e leam,

Tha ra' aigne ro throm
Fo easlaiu'

;

Tha 'n cri tha 'na m' chom
Mar chloich 's i na deann,

'S i tuiteam le gteanu,

'S cha 'n eirich
;

Tha 'n gaisgeach nach tiora

Uinn a' cogadh, 's a' stri,

Cha 'n fhaigh sinn a chaoidh

Bhi reidh ris
;

On is treis' e na sinn,

Theid leis-an ar claoidh,

'S cha teasairg aon iii

Fo 'n gbrein sinn !

'S cuis tbùrsa gu dearbb

Bhi 'g ionndrain mar dh-llialbh,

Ar cruitheachd, ar dealbh

Ar spionnadh, 's ar neart,

Ar cumadh, 'sar dreacb,

Ar cur an ann gleachd",

A's streupa
;

Mar a sgaoileas an ceù

Air aodainn an fheoir,

'S a chaochaiieas iieoil

'S na 'n speuran,

Tha 'n aois a' teachd oirn

Cumhach, caointeach, Ian bròin,

'S neo-shocrach ri Icon

An te ud.

Aois cliasadach gliarbb,

Cheann-trom, chadalach, bhalbb,

Ann an ion 's a bhi marbh
Gu'n speirid

;

Cha ghluais thu acb mall,

Agus cuaiir ann do laimb,

Dol mu'n cuairt air gach àllt,

A'S feithe
;

Cha cbuir thu gu bràth,

'S cha chumhaidh dhut e,

Geall ruithe, no snamh,

No leuma,

Ach fiabhras, a-s cradh

Ga t-iarraidh gu has,

Ni 's lionmhoir' na plàigh

Na h-Eiphit.

Auis chianaii ro bhochd,

Ri caoidh na rug ort,

Neo brigheil gun toirt,

Gun spcis thu
;

Do luchd comuinn, a's gaoil

Fo chomhair an aoig,

Gun chomas a h-aon

Diu eirigb
;

Dh-fhalbh t-earnais, 's do chuid,

Dh-fhalbh slainte do chuirp,

Thig ort faillinne tuigs',

A's reasain,

Thig di-chuimhne, thig bù'chd,

Thig diomhanas dha,

Thig mi-loinn do chairdeau

Fein ort.

Aois òghar gun bhrigh

Ga t-fh!igar gu cill,

Dh-fhagas bùdhaig a chinn

Ko eitidh,

Aois bhòdhar nach cluinn.

Gun toigbe, gun suim
;

Gun char foghainteach stri.

No streupa,

Aois acaideach thinn

Gun taice, gun chli,

Gun gliaisge, gun spid,

Gun speirid,

Lan airtneal, a's cràidh

Gun aidmheil bhi sli'in,

Gun neach dha'm beil càs

Dheth t-eigin.

Aois ghreannach bhochd thruagh,

'S measa sealladh, a's tuar,

Maol, sgallach, gun ghruaig,

Gun deudaicb,

Roc aodainneach, chruaidh,

Phreasach, chraicneach, lorn, fhuiir,

Chrùbach, chrotacb,

Gun ghluasad ceuma
;
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Aois lubhar nan sploc

Bbeir na subhailcean dhion,

Co sail domhaiim le'm binn

Doshèis-sa?

Aois j;hliogach gun chail,

'S tu 's iniosc na 'm biis,

'S tu 's trio a rinii trìiiil

De 'n treuu-t'heai*.

Aois chiar-dubh a bhruiti.

Gun riomhacbd, gun spurs,

Gun toil inntiiin ri ce«l

Do eisdeachd ;

Rob fhiasagach ghlas,

Ail* dhroch sheasamb cbàs,

Leasg, sbeotail, neo-ghrad

Gueirigh;

Cha'n fhuilig thu 'm luachd,

'S olc an ùrr' thu 'n càs cruaidh

'Se do mhuinghinti an tuath,

'S an deirce

;

Cha *n eil neach ort an tùir,

Nach e aidmheil am beotl

Gur fada leo beo

Gun fheum thu.

Aois uain* a's olc dreach,

Onn is suarach do theachd,

Cha 'n eil tuaraisgeul ceart

Fo 'n ghrèin ort,

Gun mhire, gun mhùirn,

Gun spiorad, gun siith ;

Far an cruinnicb luchil-ciùil

Cha teid thu,

Aois chairtidh 's olc greann,

Aois Hcaideach mhaU,

Aois phrab-shuileach dhall

Gun Ich'sin,

Chas fhcargach gun sùth,

Lan farmaid, a's thu,

Ri fear ineaninach, beo,

Lùghmhor, gleusda.

Faire ! faire! dhuin' ùig,

Cia do bbaraiitas nìòr,

•Nedobharailbhibeù

'Snach èug thu?

Tha'n saoghal, 's an fheoil,

Fior aontach gu leoir,

Air do chlaonadh o chbir

Gu h-eacoir,

Co fad 'sa tha 'n dàil

Thig ort tL-aohdair o'n bh;is,

Na creid idir gur faisneuchd

Bhreig e
;

Biodh doffheard ort gle chruaidh,

'S tha do namhaid mu'n cuairt
;

Cha laigh crabhaidh

An uaigh dha'n teid thu.

Ach fàrdach gun tuar

Bhreuii, dhaolagach, fhuav

Anns an caraich iad suas

Leat fein thu;

Co mor 's tha e d' bheachd,

Dheth d' stòr cha teid leat,

Ach bùrdain bheag shnaighte,

A's leine,

Ach 's e cùrain as mo,

Dol a dh-ionnsaidh a mhòid,

Thoirt cunntas an coir,

'S an ea-coir,

Far nach seasainh do ni

Dhut dad dheth d' chuid feich,

'S mo an t-eagal

Bhi 'm priosan peine!
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EACHUNN MAC-LEOID.

Eachunn Mac-Leoid, or Hector M'Leod, the South Uist bard, lived after the year

1745, on the main land, chiefly in the districts of Arisaig and Morar. He composed and

sung as he was moved by those internal powers ot which the generality of men appear

but little sensible. There are some individuals that appear heavy and destitute of parts,

who are possessed of powers which attract the attention and merit the esteem of those who

are more intimately acquainted with them : our poet was one of these. What occasioned

his removal from the Long Island we know not. It is not unhkely that he was sent

hither to watch and give information of what was going on in those troublesome times.

He went often to Fort- William, as if doing something of no consequence, while in

reality he was hearing all the news of the day, which he related to friends who durst not

appear themselves. Shrewd and intelligent, he concealed those talents from strangers, to

whom he seemed fooling, which character he could assume as occasion required. As he

was frequently going and returning the same way, he was suspected and brought as a

spy before the Governor of the Fort : on being examined and interrogated, he acquitted

himself so well, under the assumed character, that he was dismissed as a fool.

BIOLADH DO CHOILEACH SMEORAICH.

MocH madainii shamliiai' am mios (as nam meas, 'Nuair bliios seilleaii le lau shòlas

'Nuair bu lo aluinn leirin sgiamh gach luis,
,
Deilleanachd a mciisg nan dithean,

Bha cuibhrig, air dhreach ci'iostail de 'n dealt,
|

Cop meala niu ghob a cbrònain,

Na dhlù bhrat a' còmhdach gach cnuic. ' A' deoghladh nan geugan mine.

Sin àmanns,am molaich Ic duilleach gach craobh, 'Nuair bhitheas gach iilfan, 's gach doire

'S ro bhnidheach gach tullach fo bhlà, I.e blà uaine to Ian toraidh,

A's nuallaiiach gach uile spreidh, A's racanglain gach craoibb sa' choille

A' geimnich ri cheil' jad I'tiii, 's an cuid ail. C'romadb lo thioni nam nieas mills.

An ccann leath dara mios an t-samhraidb, Cbualas co-sheirm binii, ceolmhor,
'Muair a's grianaich gach aon ardan, Beagan roimh eirigh na greine,

'S gach fiadhair gu mion-bbreac, boidheach, Aig coltas coilcich na smeòraich,
Le meilbheig, le nòinean, 's le alàn-lus. 'S maighstir mac-talla 'g a bheusadh.
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An sin a cbualadh nii'n cheileireachd binn,

Bu curaideich seinn, i;u ciiimir, 's gu luath,

Airfeadan ga mThreagiadh, gach seilaii sa' bhein

Ann an eirigb na grciiie, sa' inbadaiiin di-luaiii.

B'e sin an ceoi c.aoin gun tucban, gun sgread,

Gun eislean, na stad na cllliabli, no na ghob,

Bu mbilse na binneas nati tend air lad,

'Nuair ghearradh e fead air deircadli gacli puirt.

*S iad sin na puirt a bha binn, inion, bras,

Soci'ach ri 'n seinn, gun ocban, gun clinead,

Bu glan sgeimh eudaich an coin, ge bu lag,

'San robh uriad de tlilachd, na laidh air a nead.

B'annsa learn na tiodhall, a's piob,

Bhi tamuU dhe m'aimsir na m'shuidh na chiiir,

On aig tha na puirt as tior chanaiche rainn,

'S a's ealanta seinn gun aon bhuile meoir.

Bheirinn comhairle trà air gacb nighin, 's mnai,

Gach laidir, as lag, gach beartach, a's bochd,

lad a inholadh oid-iuunsaich an eoin, gu beachd,

Le h-inntinn cheart, gu h-an-mocb, 's gu moch.

MOLADH EAS MOll-THlK.

Eas Mhor-thir sòraidh le d' stoirni,

Bu mborgbalach, glcodhraich do tbriall,

Bu bharra-gheal fiiucb dortadb nam bare,

Bha toirleum le braidhe do cbleibb.

Na maoth-linntean tba bàlbb, mall.

Far nacli bith saobh-shruth a' leum,

'S gile 'n cop ri 'a taobh tha tàmh

Na caineichean Muinn an t-shleibh.

'S a choille tha timcheall do bbruach,

Bu cheolmhor ceileircadh iiin,

Gu lurach air bharraibh nan geug,

'N am do ghrein togail o nial.

As t Samhradh nar thigeadh am blàthas,

Bu chubhraidh fàileadh nan rùs

A dh-fliasadh 's na fàsaichean I'raoii^h,

Tha n taobh-s' dan eas nihcadhrach mho

*San fhobhar anns a choiU sin CroH,

Nam t)iodh tu coiseaehd na measjt;,

Chithe.adh tu croit air gach gas,

A lubudh fo cbudrom a meas.

Bu nuallanacb, binn-ghuthach spreidh,

Geimhich, iad fhein 's an cuid ail,

Mu innis mhuUaich an tùir.

Far am bith 'n t-sobhraili a' fas.

'Nuair thigeadh am buachaiU a mach,

'S a ghabhadh e mu chul a chruidh,

Mu'n cuairt do lihad-nan-clacb-glas,

A bhuail' air 'm bu trie am bliochd.

Thigeadh banarach na spreidhe,

Ballag do nighiun chruinn àluinn.

Fait clannach, fionn-bhuighe, dualacb,

]Mu'n cuairt da guaillean gu taineach.

Shealladh i air feadh na spreidhe,

'S dh-eubhadh i " Buigheag, a's Blàrag,

Niosag a's Donnag a's Guaillionn,

Brinne 's an t-Agb-ruadh a's Càsag."

Shuighcadh i gu comhard cruinn,

'S cuman eadar a d:i ghlùn,

'S ghabhadh i 'n t-òran gu binn :—
" Thoir am bainne a bho dhonn."

'Nuair thigeadh an spreidb a ris,

Dh' Acha-Uladail air thodar,

B' òranach, ceolar, clann lain.

Nan suidheadh fo'n chrodh g'am bleodhan.

Bu bhinne na cuachan an fhàsaich,

Nuallan nan gruagaichean boidheach,

Ann', a's Catriona as Mairi,

Fionnaghal a's Beathag a's Seònaid.

Lionadh iad gach uile shoitheacli,

'S cha b' eagal gu'n traghadh an di,

Ged thigeadh an sluagh san radhad,

Gheibheadh iad linntean na dibhe
;

Gu slamanach, finnc-mheogach, ùnach,

Mulchagach, minsganach, blathacb,

Muigheach, miosrach, miodrach, cuachach:

Gruthach, uachdrach, sligeach, spaincach.

Bu ruideasach gàmhnan agus laoigh,

Bu mhigeadeach meinn a's uain,

B' aigionntach fiadh agus earb,

A' direadh 's tearnadh nan cruach.

B' ebhinn an sealladh o'n tr.iigh

Loinggeas a' snimh troinih na caoil

;

Turadh, a's teas anns gacb aird,

'S an fhiirge na clàr comh-reidh caoin.

'Nuair stadaimid aig a bhaile

An deigbe bhi sglth 's a mbonadh,

Bhiodli duil againn ri Ian giaine

A searrag Mairi Nic-ChoUa.
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MOLADH COILLE CHUOIS.

WiuNMuuiNN, m'aimsachd, 's mo thlachd,

Ga 'n tug mi toirt

;

Clia'ii aicheadhain do'n chleir nach deanain stad,

tj.i' choill sin Cruis.

'S biiin cruit cheolmlior, as ch'irseach cheart,

'S piob le cuid dos
;

Acli 's biiine ua h-eoiii a' seinii mu'n seach,

Sa' clioill sin Crois.

Dli-aon iunleacbd dan d' fhuaradh amach,

Gu'r dion o'n olc,

B' Ihearr dubhar nan craobh le smuaintean ceart,

Sa' choill sin Crois.

Ged' bhi'dh tu gun 'radliarc sùl gun lugli do chos,

A d' dheòiie boclid
;

Na'm bu mhath leat do shlainte pbilleadh airais,

Itui^' coille Chrois.

Aig àilleachd a lùis a's misleachd a meas,

'S aig feabhas a blais
;

Cha'n iarradh tu sholas nam biodh tu glic,

Ach coilie Chrois.

Am bt'il ceol-cluaise san t-saugal-sa bhos,

Cho biun 's cho bras ?

Hi sic I'-bhoreadh stòir mil an eas^

Ili taobb coiir Chrois.

Tearnadh a bhuinne le creag,

Gun uireasbhuidh neart

;

Nacli traotii, 's nach trkigh, 'a nach fas beag,

Nach reòdh 's nach stad.

Is lionmhor bradau tuna-gheal, druim-bhreac,

A leumas ris
;

Cho luath 's a tharas iad as,

A comh-ruith bho'n Eas.

AN T A 1 S B E A N.

MocH madainn Cheitein ri ceò,

'N am do'n ghrcin togail bho neoil,

Cbunna' mi sealladh sa' bheinn,

'S tiibhinn ri eisdeuchd mo sgeoil'.

ISha dearsa le teas a' cur smùid
A bruachanan molach fraoich,

'S bha deahadh nan gathanan blàth

Cur sgeimh air cuirnean nam braon.

Bha dealt a' driuchdadh gu grinn,

'N am sgapadh do dhubichd an cheò,

Na |»aidirean air an fhear,

Mar leugan fo sgeimh an òir.

Bhr. màghanan milleach feoir,

Bu mheilbheagach', dhitheanach' blà,

Air gach taobh dhe'n uisge cbruaidh,

Bu luath mu thuath a ruith balbh.

Bha neouain, a's sùbbracb gu dlù,

Creamh, agus biolair a' fas,

Air iiileanaibh aimh-reidli, "s air loin.

Far *m bu lionmhoire ròs geal, a's dearg,

Bu cheolmhor, ceileireach, eoin

Air gbriananan eireachdail ard",

A* freagradh a cheile gu grinn,

Cha'n fhaighte 'n cùirt righ ni b'fhearr.

Chunna' mi 'n uaigneas leis feiu,

Ag eisdeachd ri torghau nan eun,

Air learn, de'u chrutbachd bheù,

An aou duin' òg a b'àiltidh sgeimh.

O nach robh de dh-fliearaibh chaich,

Ach e-san, a's mi-fein sa' ghleann,

Smuaintich mi gu'n gabhainn sgeul,

Co e na'm faìghinn deth cainnt.

Thainig e gu tosdach, mall,

Gu fuighidneacb, foistineach, ciuia ;

Labhair e fosgara, reidh,

" A ghabbail sgèil a thainig thu."

Mu s math leat naigheachd a thoirt uam
Gu maitheau Alba gu leir,

Amhairc gu geur iada bhuat,

'S chi thu na sluaigh na'n Ian fheirg.

Chuniia' mi'ii fhairge mar choill'

Le crannaibh loingheis Ian ard,

Le brataichean anasach, ùr.

Air learn gu'm b'anu as an Spainn.

Chunna' mi cabhlaoh ro mbor,

Gu gi'iireach gabhail gu tir,

Bu luchdmhor, Ian athaiseach iad,

Suaicheantas Frangach n

Thainig na sluaigh sin gu tir,

'S cha b'uaigneach an gluasad o thràlgb»

I'ha lamhach nan canon, 's am fuaim^

A' gluasad air chrith nam beann ùrd'.

Chualadh mi coileach s e gairm,

'S e bualadh a sgiathan gu cruaidh,

A's thuirt an duine math sin rium :—
" Cluinn coileach na h-Airde-tuath'."

Chunna' mi tighinn air thus

Stiubhartaich, cinneadh an righ,

Na'm bòcanan gioraig san leirg,

*Dhearg an airm le fuil san stri.
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Mar chonaibb cont'ach gun bhiadh,

Na'm beathraichean guineach, geur,

An guailean a cbeile gu gniomh.

B'ùluÌDD, dealbliacli} am breidsròil

Air a clieangal ri cratin caol,

Aa robh caiisteal, bradaii, a's long,

Lamh dhearg, iolair a's craobh.

Bha fraoch 09 ceaiin sin gu h-ard'

Ceangailt' am barr a chrainn chaoil,

Bha sin aim, a's leoghanii dearg,

'S cha b'àite tearmuinii a chrau».

Thàirrneadh na sloigh air sliabh File,

An coiiineamh ri cath a chur,

Fhuair iad brosnacliadh fior mhear.

Thug eirigh le buirbe na'm fuil :—

" A Chlannaibb milidh mosgailibh,

la somalta, cian 'ur cadal,

Teannaibh ri dioladb Chuiludair,

Dh-at na tiacban so lada.

Toisichibb gu h-ardanach,

Gu bras, riogbail, moralacb,

Gu mear, leumnacli, dearg-chneadhach,

Gu luath-lambacb, treuu-bhuilleacb.

Gu aigiieach, innsgiiineach,

Gu an-atbach, nàmhadach,

Gu miun-cbuimhiieacb, diogbaltacb,

Gu gruamach, bata, an-trùcaireacb.

Gun tearmuun, gun mliatbauas,

Gun ath-thruas, gun bbuigeachas,

Gun innidb, gun eagal,

Gun umbail, gun fhaicill.

Gun ihiamh, gun an-mhisneich.

Gun cbùram, gun ghealtacbd.

Gun taise, gun I'baiteachas,

Gun saidealtacbd, gun uamhann.

Gun eiseamail, gun ùmblachd,

Gun atbadb do niimhaid

Acb a gabbail romhaibb thuirt iubbair

A' cosuadb na catb-laraich."

Chunnaic mi air leath o cli'ich

Tri leogbainn a b'fharsuinne craois

Tbug iad tri sgairtean cbo ard'

'S gu'u sgain creagan aig mead an glaodb*

Bba leoghaun diu sin air cbreig gbuirm,

Dha'm b'ainm Iain Muideartacb òg,

O'n Cbaisteal tbiream, 'a Bbòrgh,

Desbliochd nan CoUaidb bu bborb colg.

Thog sean leoghanu luatb a cheann,

'S a chas rioghail au Duntuilm,

Db'a'm bu sbean eireacbdas riamb,

Luaidb nan aliabh an càs a cbrùinu,

Thainig an treas leogbann did

O'n cboill'j "s o gbaraidh nam bare,

A's dh'ordaich iad pairt dhen culd sluaigh

Dbol a thiolaiceadb nam marbb.

Lahhairt,—San an sin a tbagb iad oi6gich

an-diadhaidb, an-trocaireacb, an-aobhach, an-

atbach, an-iochdmhor. Agt

eachd de bhorb, bbrotbacb

b'airm cbosanta spaidean, ag

tiolacadb nam marbb, agui

b-;iraich. Aongbas arabarra

thagh iad cuid-

bbodacb, dha'm

I sluasaidean, gu

gu glanadb na

Eigneag—Calum

crosda a Gruluinn— Eogbann largalta a Cràsa-

bbaig— Uugball Eallach a Gallabaidh— Niall

Eangbarra a Uaimisgearaidh—agus UombnuU
Durrgba a Gearas.

Cbunna' mi Gleann soileir nam,

An robh eireacbdas tbar gacb gllnn,

B'airde cbeileirich', cbeolmboir' fuaim,

Glaodbaich nan cuacb os a cbinn.

Tbeid fargradb feadh Bbreatuinn gu leir ;

Eirigh gu feachd fir gu leoir,

Cbi sibb na Gii'eil a triall

Le rioghalacbd mar bu cùir.

Jtfo/e.—The poet was a stanch Jacobite. In this Ode
he describes what he and many others in his day mosc

earnestly desired, and to which they eagerly looked, not-

withstanding what they suftered at, and after the battle of

CuUoden. The bard gives full scope to his imagination

;

poetically describing scenes which his active fancy draws

before him. It was not safe, in his time, to express the

real sentiments entertained on a eubjtc', so near and dear

to the heart, and so full of danger to all concerned. He
therefore makes use nf the style and metaphors adopted,

that the poem might be intelligible to those alone who
contemplated the dark events oifuturity.
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GILLEASPUIG NA CIOTAIG; .

OH,

ARCHIBALD M'DONALD, THE UIST COMIC BARD.

We know little more of this distinguished poet than the following songs contain,

one of which was composed to the chief of the clan Cameron, who resided on his estate

in Lochaber, when the poet visited that country. Having met with great kindness

from the chief, the poet made the only return he could have made, and which was con-

sidered no small requittance in those days—he sung his praise. It was a tribute of

gratitude. Another was composed to ridicule a vain young rnan ; who, it is still be-

lieved, had a better right to the property of Lovat than the person who succeeded to

it ; but being guilty of murder, was obliged to fly the country. He used to appear in a

dress which, in his estimation, completed the gentleman ; but in the eyes of others made

him ridiculous. Happening to be at a wedding in his full dress, with his hanger, or dirk,

dangling at his side in the dance, and buckled shoes, the piper imprudently played the

tune ** Tha hiodag air mac ThòmaìSy'—a satire composed by our bard to the identical

man. He, incensed, drew his dirk, which all supposed he would sheathe in the bug of

the piper, but, in his fury, mortally wounded him. He escaped to America, and durst

not appear to claim the estate. His other poems remind us of similar pieces by Burns.

Men of genius have similar ideas, and make use of the same means to expose such as

they observe laying themselves open to ridicule.

%* We omit the poem in praise of Lochiell, as inferior to the bard's humorous pieces. It is iu

" Stewart's Collection," page 103.

MAUBHRANN DO DH' IAIN RUADH PIOBAIR.

Fhuair ini sgeula bho'n ghobha,
|

Chaill an seannsair a chlaitsteachd,

Cba'n aobhar meoghai), ach gruaim, ! Tha'n gleus air a ghrad leigeadh suas,

E-fein fo inhi-ghean, 's fo thriobhiid, 0"n trie a thainig ceòl taitneach,

Ui iarunn cist' do dh' Iain Iluadh.^ Ragha caismeachd mo chluais.

Saoir a' locaradh, 'sa' sàbhadh, ^. ,, ,,, ,, . , ...
,

Ceolbubhlasd a s bu bhmnc,
S a cliulaidh bhais ga cuir suas, -t-h • ji. j i • ^ i t,=* Dhusgadh spiorad do n t-sluagh,
Satnhach cadal na corra,

Cha chluinnear tuilleadh a fuaim.
Ceol bu tartaraich' siubhal,

I

Thionndadh tloma gu cruas :

I

Ceol mar smebrach a ghliniie,

]

Ceol a's binne na cuach
;

.
, Meoir gun bhraise, gun ghiorradh,

riia n gaolbair air stopadh, ,,. .^. , , , ^,"
.

'
.

Uian ruith-leumnach, luatn.

Chaidb na uiaidean a òrdugh^

Cha'n aithne dhoinh-s an cuir suas;

Tha'n da dhos na'n trom-shuain.

Bu sglolta sealleadh do sheannsair.

Air port, 's air crunn-luath, 's air cualrt,
• John M'Quilhcn, a piper in South Uist He was d , t> iu i

- i u
great companion an.l favoirite of the bard. This elegy

Pronna.lh cnaparra. lughmhor,

was composed while the piper was living. I Caismeachd shunntach 'san ruaig



I^heanadh gais,

Chuireadh diùi

Claidh.

Claignt

:h de'n sgliùraìch,

och na luaths,

^iasa 'gan rùsgadb}

bruit' aig luchd fuath.

'S iomadh aoii tha ga' iundrain,

O'n chaidb ùir orC san uaigh ;—
An toiseacb labhair an spliùcan,

Bhìodh tu giùlaii gach uair.

*' Tha ml teiu gun tombaca,

Cha b'e cleachdadb a Ibuair,

'S trie chuir lain fo m'aisne,

Greim, a's cairteal, a's cuach."

Thuirt a ghloin' a bba'n Asdain,

** Mo sgeul craiteach, vo chruaidh !

Dh-fbaibb mo sbugradh, "s mo mbàran,

Thug am b;is leis lain Uuadh
;

Fear a chluicbeadli a chlàrsach,

Dheanadh dan, agus duan,

Cha b'e Caluinri Hchràmpaidh

Fùnn a b'fhearr leis 'g a luaidb."

Thuirt am pigidb bha lamh ris,

—

'* Faigh an t-àrca gu luath,

Cuir am chlaigeanu-sa sphirt e,

Tha tart 's gach aite mu'n cuairt.

Thainig con-tr.\igh na pl.'iighe,

Tha iiithe gniithaichte bhuainii,

Cha bhi reothart gu bràth aiin,

'S ann a thràìgheas an cuan."

Thuirt am buideal, 's am botal,

Thuirt an goc ris an stop,

Thuirt an copan, 's an t-slige
;

*' 'S mor an sgrios th'air tigh'n oirn.

Tha gach sruth air u dhùnadh,

Bha cuir a dh-ionnsaidh nan Ion,

Cha'n I'haighear drap air an Cirlar,

A fhliuchas brù Dhònihnuill ùig."

O'n dh-1'halbh an còmpanach sàr-mhath,

Uh-fhalbh an ribhart, 's an spurs,

Dh-t'halbh beannachd na cloinne,

'S e sheinneadh an ceM.

Nis o rinneadh do chàradh

*N ciste chlàraich nam bòrd,

*S mor as mist iad am Phàro,

Gun fhear do ghnàìs a bhi beù.

Dh-fhalbh an deagh ghille cuideachd,

Nach robh sgrubail aan ùsd'
;

Dh-fhalbh fear tràghadh nan searrag,

Chosgadh barrachd thar stop.

Dh-fhalbh fear deanadh nan dnanag

Leis an lualghte gach clò,

Cha b'e ghn;is a bhi gearan,

Ge h-ioma glain' thug dha pbg.

'S beag mo shunnt ri lath fuille,

'S beag mo speis dheth gach ceùl,

'S beag mo thlachd dlie bhi "g eisteachd,

Gaoir tlieud fhir nan croc.

Leam a b'aniisa do bhruidhean,

'N am suidhe mu bhòrd,

Na droch dlireòchdan air fidhill.

Mar fhuaiu. suithe an loin.

Bha thn d' dhamlisair air ùrlar,

Bha thu siublilacli air snàmh
;

Bha thu d' chairiche lùghmhor,

Cha bhiodh tu d' luireich fo chàch.

Urram leum, agus ruithe,

Glac threuii a ruithcadh an ràmh,

'San ;.m caitheadh na cloiche,

Bu leat an tuiseach air c.'ich.

Thoir mo shoraidh-sa tharais,

Dh-ionnsuidh 'n fhearainn ud thall

;

O nach faod mi bhi mar ribh,

'S leibh mo bheannachd san am.

Biodh an uaigh air a treachladh,

Ann am fasan nacli gann
;

Buideal rum aig a chasan,

*S rol tombac aig a cheann.

AISEIRIGH IAIN RUAIDH.

Hi,-rh yum b'cibhinu leam,

""Chluintinn gu'n do dk cirich thu,

'S anu ham a's ait an sgènìa sin.

On chaidh an t-Eug cho teann ort*

Chualadh mi gu'n chailleadh thu,

'S gu'n do rinneadh t-fhalaire,

'S e cùis mu'n robh mi gearanach,

Do bhean a bhi na bantraich.

Ho.,0, cS-c.

Thug Kill bho im l..òsila!rean

Buidi'alan gu tònadh dhut,

Mu bheiieas mi gun 61 oria,

'S e III sinu seòrsa balnnse.

Ho-TO, ^c.

On tlia giubhas sàbhte agad.

'S gu'n d'riun an goblia tìiirneail dut,

*S ann theannas sinn ri b^ta,

Theid do Phàro dh-iaialdh Branndai.

Ho-ro, S^c.
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Cha bhi dad a dh'cis oirre,

Gbeibh i gach iii dh'fheumas i,

Ni'n lion aodach a jnaÌn-seoX d'i,

*S gu'fi dean ua speiceau craun d'Ì.

m-ro, ^c.

Cha'n easbbuidb nach bi ballaibb ann,

Gu cuplaicbean, *s gu tarruiuuean,

Tba rùpaiebean gun ghainn' againn,

'S gu'n ceaiigail sinn gu teann iad.

Ho-ro, ^c.

Cha'n eil m'inntinu gearanach,

O'u cbuir tbu dbiot an galar ud,

'S ann tha do pbiob na deannal,

A toirt cailbream air ceol damh^iaidh.

Ho-ro, ^c.

'Nuair bha thu ann san reiseamaid,

Bu sgairtail, tapaidb, treubhacb, thu,

Nu h-uile fear a leuineadh ort,

Gbreadadh tu gun taing e.

Ho-ro, ^c,

'Nuair bha tbu na t-òganach,

Bu lionmhor ait' am b'eòlach thu,

Cbutina' mis' an clusaidean,

Ag M an Amsterdam tbu !

Ho-rOf ^c.

OIIAN CNAIDEIL
DO -N OLLA LEODACH.

LUINNEAG.

TItugaibh, thvgaibh, 05 / 65 / bo !

An Doctor Liùidach 's biodag air,

Faicill oiihh san taobli sin thall

Nach toir e 'n ceann a thiota dliibh.

NuAiK blia tbu a d'fhleasgach òg,

Bu inli:>ixhuiseach le claidheamh thu,

Chaidh Ailean Muillear riut a chòmhraig,

'S leou e le bloidh spealun thu.

TnugaibK ^c.

Bha tliu na do bbasbair còrr,

'S claidheamh-mòr an tarruinn ort,

An saigbdear 's measa tb'aig rigb Deòrs',

Cbòmhraigeadh e Alasdair.

Thugaibh, ^c.

Gu' bhiodh sud ort air do thaobh,

Claidheamh caol sa gbliogartaich
;

Cha'n eil i'alcag tbig o'n tràigh,

Nach cuir thu oarr nan itean d'i.

Thvguibh, ^c.

Biodag 's an deacb an gatb-seirg

Air crios seilg an luidealaich
;

Bba seachd oirJicli oirr' a mheirg,

Gur mairg an rachadh bruideadh db'i.

Thugaibh, ^c.

A bhiodag *s mios' th^ anns an tir,

*S a beart-chinn air cbrith oirre,

Cbnàmh a faobhar leis an t-suitb,

'S cba gbearr i 'n im na dh' itheadh tu.

Thugaibh, ^c.

Claidheamh, agus sgàbard dearg,

S cearbach sud air amadan,

'Ghearradh amhaichean nan sgarbh,

A dh'fhagadh marbh gun anail iad.

Thugaibh, cjc.

Cha nè deoch bhainne, na mheig,
'8 cinnteach mi rinn ucsa dhiot

;

Ach biadh bu docba leat nan t-im,

Giobainean nan gugachan.

Thvguibh, tjc.

*S iomad farspag rinn tbu mbarbbadh,

A's sùiair garbb a rug thu air,

A bblianna sin, mu 'n deach thu 'n arm,

Chuir uibhean sgarbb cioch-shlugain ort.

Thugaibh, §'c,

'Nuair tbeid thu na chreig gu h-ard,

Cluinnear gàir nan iseanan
;

'S mu thig am tuiamair a d' dhail,

Sathaidb tu do bhiodag ann.

Thugaibh, lJc.

'Nuair a theid thu sa* Chreig-bhàin,

Cha rahòr do stà 'sna sgorracban ;

Cba tig na h-eunlaidh a'd' dhàil,

Le fàileadh do chuid drogaichean.

Thugaibh, cjc.

'Nuair a tbeid thu air an rùp,

A rlgb bu mhor do cudthrom air
;

Mu thig an cipean a's a gbrund,

Cluinnear plumb 'nuair tbuiteas ta.

Thugaibh, c$-c.

Bu tu theannaicheadh an t-sreang

Cha'n bhi i fann mur bris tbu Ì,

Direadh 's na h-iseanan a d' sgelth.

Air learn gu'm teum tbu cuideachadh.

Thugaibh, ^c.
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Cha mharbh thu urrad ri each,

Gc leathan laidir niogur thu
;

'S t-.iirm (^ha diaii a bheag a stli,

Mur sgriobar clàr, na praise leo.

Thugaibh, ^c.

Note Dr M'Leod, the subject of this song, was a native

of St. Kilda. He was sometime abroad as surgeon to a

Highland regiment, and on his return home he used to go

about in las full uniform. In which the poet thought he
made rather an odd tigure.

BANAIS CHIOSTAL-ODHAIR.

A bhanais a bha'n CiostaUodhary

Ann an Ciostal-odhar, odharj

A bhanais a bha'n CiosiaLodhar,

Cha robh othail choir oirre /

TuAiNiG fear a staigh ga'in ghriobadh,

Dh-iiiuse gu'n tainig am pigidh,

Diuaras hottil lionadh slige,

1ÌI1 bliiiin glig a's cronan.

A bhanais, l^c.

Thainig fear a nuas le mi-mbodh,

Gu e-fein a chuir an ire,

TbJ'isich e air bleith nan inean,

Gu nii-fhin a sgrljbadh.

A bhanais, ^c.

Aeh labhair mise gu fìadhaich :—

-

" Mas e ini-stath tha thu 'g iarraidh,

Gur dòcha gu'n cuir nii'n fhiacail,

Air iochdar do sgòrnain !

"

A bhanais^ ^c.

Smaointich mi eirìdh ''n-am sheasamh,

On bii ghn'i leam a bhi 'g eadradh,

OIc na dheigh gu'n d'rinn mi ' leagadh,

'S bliuail mi breab san tòin air.

A bhajiaisj ^c.

'Nuair a chaidh na fir gu riasladh,

Gu'n robh ceathrar dhiu sa ghriosaich
;

Am fear bu laige bha e'a iochdar,

'S thug iad mirean bt»'> as.

A bhanaiSy ^c.

'Nuair a thoisich iad air buillean,

Cha robh mt-fhin a' cur cuir dhiomt

Gus na mhùìgh iad air mo mhuinneal,

'S air duileasg mo shròine.

A bhanais, Sec.

An sin 'nuair a dh' eirich an trìohhiid,

Thainig iad far an robh mise,

Thog iad mi mach tliun na sìtig',

Theah gu*n ithte beò mi.

A bhanais, cjc.

Thug iad a mach thun nan raointean,

Mar gun reachadh cù ri caoirich,

*S am fear nach do sgròb Ìad aodann,

liha aodach ga shroiceadh.

A bhanais, cjc.

'Nuair thoisich iad air a chèile,

Stradadh na fal' anns na speuran
;

Bha 'mis' an .'lite gan eisdeachd,

*S gun b' eibhinn an spòrs iad,

A bhanais, Sfc,

Bhuail iad air a cheile chnagadh,

Leig iad air a chuile shadadh,

Shin iad air aithris na braide,

'S air cagnadh nan òrdag.

A bhanais, ^c.

Fear ri caoineadh, fear ri aighear.

Fear na sheasamh, fear na laidhe,

Fear a pògadh bean-an-taighe,

Fear a gabhail òrain!

A bhanais, cjc.

Cha robh ann ach beagan dibhe,

Leig iad a dh-iunnsaidh an cridhe,

Bha fear a's fear aca rithist,

Gun bhruidhinn gun chùmhradh.

A bhanais, Sec.

Sin 'nuair a labhair am fidlileir:

—

« Chuir sibh mo phuirt feadh na fldhle;

'S mis am fear gu'n tig an dilinn,

Nach toir sgriob air ceòl duibh."

A bhanais, (5['c.
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DUGHALL BOCHANNAN.

DuGALD Bdchanan was born in the parish of Balquidder, Pertlishire, in the year

1716. His father was a small farmer, who also rented a mill. His mother was an excel-

lent and pious woman ; but, unfortunately for him, slie died when he was only six years

old. His father gave him such education as he could afford ; and that appears to have

been more than was commonly taught at country schools at that time. When he was

only twelve years of age, he was sent to teach in another family, where he did not im-

prove in his morals, as he learned to curse and swear. When he was farther advanced

in life, he became loose and immoral, associating with bad company, and apparently

regardless of the pious example that had been set before him by his mother. When he

grew up, he was apprenticed to a house-carpenter in Kippen, where he did not continue

long, till he removed to Dumbarton. Here he continued the same course of profane and

sinful practice that afterwards caused him much trouble and remorse of conscience during

many years, until he at last obtained peace with God, and became a sincere and eminent

Christian. He does not appear to have settled long in any place, till the " Society for

Propagating Christian Knowledge" appointed him schoolmaster and catechist at Kenloch

Ranoch, in the year 1755. In this remote place he laboured with great pains and dili-

gence in his calling during the remainder of his days ; and here he composed those hymns

which will render his name as lasting as the language in which they are written. Besides

the hymns, he wrote a diary, which was published in the year 1836, with a memoir of the

author prefixed. From this memoir we shall copy a short abstract of his labours and

diligence at Kenloch Ranoch. Although he was not a regular licentiate, he acted as a

kind of missionary ; and exhorted, preached, catechised, and reproved, till he wrought a

great reformation on the people in that district :
—" Ranoch is an extensive district, in

the parish of Fortingall. It is situated at a great distance from the church, and the

clergyman visited it at long intervals. The people, therefore, instead of assembling on

Sabbath to worship God, generally met to play at foot-ball. Moved with zeal for the

glory of God, and grieved at the sins he witnessed, he zealously set about reforming the

people, by convincing them of the sinfulness of their ways. Finding it impossible to

bring them together for prayer or exhortation, he would follow them to the scene of theit

sinful amusements, and there reason with them about death and judgment to come. By

the great and disinterested anxiety he manifested for their spiritual welfare, some of them

were brought to a better observance of the Sabbath, by uniting with him in the worship

of God. The impression made on the minds of those who came to hear him was such,

that they persuaded their friends and neighbours to come also, which gradually drew a

more numerous attendance. His piety and excellence of character becoming now
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generally known, the numbers who flocked from all parts to hear him were so great, that

the house in which they had hitherto met was insufficient to contain them : he therefore

adjourned with the people to a rising ground on the banks of the Ranoch. Nor was he

attended by those only among whom he lived, but by many from other remote parts,

who were attracted by the fame of his piety. In addressing the people, his meek and

gentle s])irit led him to dwell most on the loftier motives—the more tender appeals with

which the gospel abounds ; but, to stubborn and determinate sinners, he was severe in

discipline, encountering them with the terrors of the Lord, that he might win them to

Christ."

It is said that Buchanan assisted Mr Stewart of Killin in translating the New Testa-

ment into the Scottish Gaelic, and that he corrected the work while passing through the

press at Edinburgh, in the year 1766. During his stay there he availed himself of the

opportunity of attending the classes for Natural Philosophy, Anatomy, Astronomy, &c.,

which made a great impression upon his mind, and gave him more extensive views of the

omnipotence and wisdom of the Divinity. He was, during either of these years, intro-

duced to the celebrated David Hume the historian, who, having been informed of his

excellent character, received him with great affability, and entered very faniiliaily into

conversation with him on various topics.

While discussing tiie merits of some authors, Mr Hume observed that it was impossible

to imagine any thing more sublime than the following lines which he repeated :

—

' The cloud-capt towers, the gorgeous palaces,

The solemn temples, the great globe itself,

Yea, all whinh it inherits shall ilissolve.

And like the baseless fabric of a vision

—

Leave not a wreck behind."

Buchanan at once admitted the beauty and sublimity of the lines, but said that he had

a book at home from which he could produce a passage still more sublime, and repeated

the following verses :— '* And I saw a great white throne, and him that sat on it, from

wliose face the earth and the heaven fled away ; and there was found no place for them.

And I saw the dead, small and great, stand before God: and the books were opened;

and another book was opened, which is the book of life: and the dead were judged out

of those things which were written in the books, according to their works And the sea

gave up the dead which were in it ; and death and hell delivered up the dead which were

in them: and they were judged every man according to their works." *

He published his " Hymns" about the year 1767. The demand for this little work

has continued since, and every year adds to its popularity—a sure proof of its merit.

There have been at least fifteen editions of it printed ; while of the works of the celebrated

bards, Macdonald and Macintyre, there have been only four editions.

• Rev. XX. 11—13.
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Our author continued his useful and pious labours at Ranoch till his deatli, Wiiich

happened on the second of June, 1768, when he was seized with fever, which carried

him off in the fifty-second year of his age. During his illness he was frequently delirious, and

in that state would sing of the " Lamb in the midst of tlie tlirone." In his lucid intervals

he ex])ressed his full hope in the resurrection of the just, and his desire to depart and be

with Christ. The people of Ranoch wished his remains to be buried among them, but

his relations carried the body away to their own country, and ho was buried in the bury-

ing-ground of the Buchanans at Little Lenny, near Callander. In his person he was

considerably above the middle size, and rather of a dark complexion, but upon a close

inspection his countenance beamed affection and benevolence. Among his intimate

acquaintance he was affable, free, jocular and social, and possessed muoli interesting

information and innocent anecdotes, in consequence of which his company was much

sought after by all the families in the country. In his dress he was plain and simple,

wearing a blue bonnet and a black dress, over which he generally wore a blue great-coat.

After his death his widow removed to Ardoch, where she remained till the time of her

death. He left two sons and two daughters : one of the latter was alive in 1836.

As a poet, Buchanan ranks in the highest class. Endowed with great power of

imagination, and full of moral and religious enthusiasm, his poetry is at once fervid, lofty,

and animated ; and invariably calculated to promote the cause of religion and virtue.

Those distinguishing qualities have rendered him the most popular poet in the language

;

and we may safely assert, that his popularity will endure as long as the language in

which he has written is understood.

" T/ie Day of Judgment" is the most popular poem in tlie language. It displays

great force of imagination, and fixes the mind on the sublime and awful scenes of a world

brought to an end, amidst the wreck of elements, and the assemblage of the whole Iiuman

race to judgment.

•' The Scull" is full of good poetry, with appropriate reflections on the vanity of

mortal enjoyments. It shows the fierce tyrant and the lowly slave—the haughty chief

and the humble tenant—the mighty warrior and the blooming virgin—the mercenary

judge and the grasping miser— all reduced to one level, the grave ; to feed the lowly

worm and the crawling beetle.

" The Dream" contains useful lessons on the vanity of human pursuiis, and the

unsatisfactory rewards of ambition. The following linos ouglit to be reiiiembered by

every one who envies greatness :—

" Cha 'n 'eil neacli o thrioblaid saor,

A' measg a' chinne-daonn' air fad

*S CO Honrahor osiia :iig an righ,

Is aig a iieach is i^le staid."

" The Winter" begins with a vivid description of the effects of that season, and the

preparation of men and animals to provide food and shelter. The poet then draws a

comparison between the winter and the decline of human life, warning the old man to
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prepare for his future state, as the husbandman prepares food and fuel for winter—to

imitate the prudent foresight of the ant and the bee, and not the idle and improvident

fly, dancing joyously in the sunbeams till he perishes by the winter's frost. This

excellent poem is deservedly admired as one of the finest specimens of didactic poetry in

the Gaelic language.

L A T H A' B H R E 1 T H E A N A I S.

Am feadh 'ta chuid is mo de'n t-saogli'l

Gu'n ghaol do Chriosd, gu n sgionn d'a reachd,

Gu'ii chreideamh ac' gu'n tig e lis,

'Thoii't breith na firinn air gach neach.

An cadal peacaidh 'ta'd nari suain,

A' bruadar pailteas de gac.h ni

:

Gu'n umbail ac'n' uair thig am bus,

Nach meal iad Pànas o"n aid Righ.

Le cumhachd t-fhacall Dhe tog suas,

An sluagh chum aithreacbais na tbni,

is beannaich an Diin so do gach neach,

Bheir seacbad cisteacbd dha le gràdb.

Mo smuaintean talmhaidh Dhe tog suas,

'S mo theanga fuasgail ami mo bheul

;

A chum gu'n labbrainn marl)u chuir,

Mu ghloir 's mu uambuun latha Dhu,

Air meadhon oidbch' 'nuair bhios an saogh'l,

Air aomadh tharais ann an suain ;

Grad dbuisgear suas an cinne-daoin*,

Le glaodh na trompaid 's airde fuaira.

Air neul ro aird ni fhoillseach' fein,

Ard aingeal treun le trompaid niboir
;

Is gairmidh air an t-saogh'l gu lèir,

lad a gbrad eiridh cbum a mbòid :—

*' O cluinnibhs uile chlann nan daoin,

Nis tbainig ceann an t-saogli'l gu beacbd
;

Leuraaibb 'iiar beatha sibhs 'ta marbh,

Oir nis gu dearbh 'ta los' air teachd."

Is seididh e le sgal cho chruaidh,

'S gu 'n cuir e sleibhte 's cuan 'nan ruith ;

Grad chlisgidb na bhios marbh 'san uaigh,

Is na bhios beo le h-uambunn crith.

Leosatg dhoinionnaicb a bheil,

An saogh'l so reubaidh e gu garg,

*S mar dbùn an t-seangain dol 'na gbluais,

Grad bhrùchdaidb 'n uaigb a nios a mairbb.

'N sin cruinnicbidh gas cas in Iamb,

Cbaidh chur san àraich fad o cbeil
;

'S bidh faruin mor a measg nan ciiitmb,

Gach aon diu' dol 'na Mte fein.

Mosglaidh na fiieanaioh an tùs,

Js dùisgear iad gu leir o'n suain,

An anamaibb turlingidb o ghloir,

Ga'n cùmb'lachadb aig beul na h-uaigh.

Le eibbneas togaidh iad an ceann,

'Ta ^m am I'uasglaidh orra dlù
;

Is mar cbraoibh-mhcas to iomlan blath,

Tha dreacb an Slùnuifheir 'nan gniiis :

Tba obair Spiorad naomh nan gràs

Air glanadh 'n nàduir o 'n taobh steach ;

'S mar thrusgaii glan 'ta ùmhlacbd CbriosJ,

Ga'u deanamb sgiamhacb o'n taobh inacb.

Dùisgear na h-aingidh suas *n an deigh,

Mar bbeisdibb gairisneach as an t-sloehd
;

'S o ìtì-ìnn tbig an anama truagh
;

Tboirt coinneamb uambasacb da 'u corp.

'N sin labbraidh 'n t>anam brùnach truagh,

U'a cboluinn oillteii, uambar, bhreun,

" Mo cblaoidh ! ciod uim' an d'eirich thu

Tboirt peanas dùbailt oirn le cbcil?

** O ! 'n eigin dbmhsa dol aris,

Am priosan neo-ghlan steach a'd' chrè?

Mo thruaighe mi, gu'n d'aontaich riamh,

Le t-anamianna brùdeìl fein !

*' 0*m faigb mi dealach' riut gu brktfa !

No *n tig am bàs am feasd a'd' choir

!

'N driiigb teine air do cbnaimhean iarin !

No dibh-fheirg Dhe an struidh i t-fheMl!"

Eiridh na righrean 'e daoine mòr,

Gun smachd gun òrdugb ann nan laimh
;

'S cha'n aithn'ear iad a measg an t-sluaidli,

O 'n duine thruagh bha ac' na tbràill.
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'S na daoine uaibhreach leis nach b' fhiù,

Gu *n ùmhlaicheadh iad feiu do Dhia
;

O faic anis iad air au glùu' ;

A' deanamh ùriiuigh ris gacb sliabh :•«

*' O cbreagan tuitibh air ar ceann,

Le sgàirneich gliairbh de chlachan cruaidh,

Is sgriosaibh sinn a tir nam beù,

A chum s nach Caic simi gU.Ìr an Uain."

Amach as uamhaidh gabhaidh 'thriall

An diabhol 's a chuid aingle feln,

Ge cruaidh e 's eigin teachd a làth'r,

A' slaodadh shh'ibhraidb a's a dheigh.

'N sin fàsaidh ruthadh ann san speur

Mar fhàir na maidne 'g uiridh dearg
;

Ag innse gu'ni beil losa fein,

A' teachd na deidh le latha garbh :

Grad fhosglaidh a's a chull na neòil,

Mar dhorus seòmairan aid High,

Is ibillsichear am lireitheamh mùr,

Le glòir is greadliiiachas gun chrìch.

Tha 'm bogha-frois mu'n cuairt da cheann,

*S mar thuil nan gleann tha fuaim a ghuth
;

'S mar dhealanach tha sealladh sùl,

A' sputadh a's na neulalbh tiugh.

A ghrian àrd-Iòcharan nan speur,

Do ghloir a phearsa geillidh grad ;

An dealradh drillseach thig oghnùis,

A solus mùchaidh e air fad.

Cuiridh i uimpe culaidh bhroin,

'S bidh 'ghealach mar gun dùirt' oirr' full.

Is cratbar pumhachdan nan speur,

A' titgeadh nan reu)l u's am bun.

Bidh iad :

Mar mher

Tuiteam i

'Sanglùii

uidenl ann san speur,

ir gcig ri ànradh garbh ;

bhraonaibh dh-uisge dlu,

av shùilean duine mhairbh.

Air charbad teine suidhidh e,

'S mun cuairt da beucaidh 'n tairneanach,

A' dol le gbairm gu crioch na iièamh,

'S a'reub nan neul gu doinionnach.

O chuibhlibh 'charbaid thig amach,

Sruth mor de theine laist' le teirg ;

Is sgaoilidh 'n tuil' ud air gach taobh,

A' cur an t-saogh'l na lasair dheirg.

Leaghaidh na Dùile 'nuas le teas,

Ceart mar a leagbas teine ceir ;

Na cnuic 's na sleibhte lasaidh suas,

'S bidh teas-ghoil air a* chuan gu leir.

Na beanntan largalt nach tug seach,

An stòras riamh de neach d'an deòin,

Ta iad gu fialaidh taosgadli 'mach,

An iònmhaìs ieaght' mar abhainn mhì>ir.

Gach neach bha sgriobadh cruinn an bir,

Le sannt, le dò-bheirt, no le fuil ;

Làn chaisgibh 'nis 'ur *n iota mor,

'S a nasgaidh Maibh dheth o'n tuil.

O sibhse rinn 'ur bun do'n t-saogh'l,

Nach tig sibh 's caoinibh e gu geur,

'N uair tha e 'gleacadh ris a bh:is.

Mar dhuiue làidir dol do'n eug.

A cbuisle chleachd bhi fallain fuar,

Ri mireag uaibhreach feadh nan gleann,

'Tha teas a chlèibh *ga 'n smùidreadU suas,

Le goilibh buaireis feadh nam beann.

Naich faic sibh 'chrith tha air mu'n cuairt,

'S gach creag a' fuasgladh ann 's gach sliabh,

Nach cluinn sibh osnaich throm a bbàìs,

'S a cliridhe sgaineadh stigh 'n a chliabh.

An cùrtein gorm tha null o'n ghrein,

'S mu'n cuairt do'n chruinne-che mar chleòc,

Crupaidh an lasair e r'a cheil.

Mar mheilleig air na h-eibhlean beò.

Tha 'n t-adhar ga thacbd' le neula tiugh,

'S an toit 'na meallaibh dubh dol suaa

'S an teine millteach sputadh 'mach,

'Na dhualaibh caisreagach mu'n cuairt.

Timcheall a* chrulnne so gu Icir,

Borb-bheucaidh 'n tàirneanach gu bras

;

'S bidh 'n lasair lomadh gloir nan speur,

Mar fhaloisg ris na sleibhte cas.

Is chum an doinionn ata suas,

O cbeithir àìrdibh gluaisidh 'ghaoth
;

Ga sgiiirs' le neart nan aingle treun,

Luathach an leir-sgrios o gach taobh.

Tha obair na sè là rinn Dia,

Le lasair dhian ga cuir 'fa sgaòil,

Cia mor do shaibhreas Righ na 'm feart,

Nach iunndrain casgradh mhìle saogh'l

!

'M feadh tha gach ni 'an glaic an èig,

'S a chruitheachd gu lèir dol bun-osceaniif

Teannaidh am I3reitheamh oirne dlu,

A chum gach ciiis a chur gu ceann.

*N sin gluaisidh e o àird nan speur,

Air cathair a Mhòrachd fein a nuas,

Le gveadhnachas nach facas riamh,

'S le dhiadhachd sgeadaichte mun cuairt.
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Ta mile tàiriieaiiach 'na laimb,

A chum u naiiiib'le sgi-ios am feirg,

la ibrm-chrith orr' gu dol an greim,

Mar choiu air èiìì ri h>ain na seilg.

Aingle guu àireamh tha 'na chuirt,

Le 'n suilean suìtlhicht' air an Klgh,

Chum ruith le ùrdughsan gun diiil,

'S na b-uile ait ga'n cur an gniomh.

O ludas thig a nis a lathair,

'S gach neacii riiin bràithreas riut a'd ghniomb,

An dream a dh'aicheadh creidcamb Cbriosd,

Na reic e air son ni nacb b'fbiach.

A sbluagb gun cbiall thug miann do'n or,

Koimli gbloir is eibbneas tlaitbeas De,

'Ur malairt gbòracb faicibb nis,

*S an sgrios a thug sibb oirbb fein.

'S a mbuinntir uaibbreach leis 'm bu nàr,

Gq 'n cluinnte cr.'ibbadh db'i 'n'ur teach
;

Faicibh a ghlliir 's na b' iogbnadb leibb,

Ged dbruid e sibb a riogh'chd araach.

O Herod faic a nis an High,

D' an tug thu spid is masladb mor,

Ga sgeadacbadh le trusgan ruadb,

Mar shuai neas sgallais air a gbloir.

Nacb faic tbu Breitheamb an t-saogbail gu leir,

*S mar eudacb uime 'n lasair dbearg ;

A' teacbd thoirt duals do dbaoine cuir,

'S a sgrios luchd dò-bbeirt ann am feirg.

Is tbusa Philat tog do sbui!,

*S gu'm laic tbu nis' a mùtbadh mì)r
;

An creid tbu ynr b-e sud an Ti

A rinn tbu dbiteadh air do mbòd ?

An creid thu gur e-sud an ceann,

Mun d' iath gu teann an sgitbeacb gear,

Na idir gur i sud a ghnùis,

Air na thilg na h-Iùdbaich sile breun !

'M bu leoir gu*n theich a gbrian air chùì,

A' diultadb tianuis thoirt do'n gniomh?

Ciod uim* nacb dThuair a cbruitlieacbd bàs,

'N uair cbt^usadb air a cbrann a triath ?

Cuiriilb e aingle 'macb gach taobb,

Chum ceithir ghaothaibh 'n dombain mbbir,

A chuairteachadb gach aon doWi t-sUiagb,

A steach gu luatb a db'ionnsuidh 'nihùid.

Gach neach a db' hitich coluinn riamb,

O'n ear 's o'n iar tha nise' teacbd,

Mar sgaotb de bheachaibb tigb'^n mu gb^ig,

An deidh dhaibb eiridh 'niacb o^n sgeap.

'N sin togaidh aingeal glormbur suas,

Ard bhratach Chriosd da'n suaich'neas fuii

;

A chruii.nt'acliadh na ghluais sa cboir,

*S da fbulangas rinn dùigb a's bun.

Do m'ionnsuidh cruinnichibh mo naoimb,

is tioiiailibb (;ach aun de'n dream,

A rinn gu dileas is gu dlù,

Le creideamb 's ùmlachd ceangal learn.

'N sin tionsgiiaidb 'm Breith' air ciiis an la,

A chum a niiimhde cbur fo bbinn.

Is fosglaidh e leabhraichean suas,

Far am bi.Ml pi-acndh 'n t-sluaii;h air cbuimhn'

Fosglaidh e 'n cridhe mar an ceudn',

Air dhoigb 's gur leir de'n b-uile neach,

Gach uamharraclid bha gabbail tàmb,

Air leadh an àrois ud a steach :

'N uair cbi' an sealladh so dhiubh fein,

is dearbh gur leir dhaibb ceartas Dhia;

'S bidb 'n gruaidh a leagbadb as le nàir

Nacb lugba cràdh na teine dian,

Togaidh an trompaid 'ris a fuaim,

" Na labhradb u's na gluaiseadb neach ;"

Air cbor gu'n cluinn gach beag a's mor,

A bhreitb tbig air gach se'rs' amacb.

" A dbaoine sanntach threig a choir,

'S a leag 'ur dòchas an 'ur toic,

A gblais gu teann 'ur cridhe suas,

'S a dbruid 'ur cluas ri glaodb nam bochd.

" An lomnocbd cha do dhion o'n fhuachd,

'S do'n acracli thruagh cha d'thug sibh biadh,

Ged lion mi fein 'ur cisd' de Ion,

'S 'ur treuda' cbur a'mòd gacb bliadhn'.

" Ni bheil sibh ioracbuidh air mo riogh'cbd,

As eugmbais firinn, iocbd, a's graidb :

'S o reub sibh m' Ìomhaidb dhibh gu Itir,

Agraibb sibb f6in 'nar sgrios gu brath.

" A natbraiche milltearb 's oillteil greann,

Cha binri leam ceol 'ur sraniitaicb ard,

'S cha 'n eisd o'r teangaidh gbobhlaich cliu,

Le driùcbd a phuinnsein air a bàrr.

" Is sibhs' tbug fuatb da m' òrduigb naomh.

Is leis nacb b'ionmhuinn caomb mo tbeach
;

Leis 'ni bu bhliadhna suidbe uair,

Am àros tabhairt cluais do m' reachd.
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" Cionnas a inheal.-is sihh gii bràth,

A'm* sheirbhis saba'ui stilorruidh bhuan
Na cioniias bheir 'ur n-anam gnidli,

De'n ni da'n tug 'ur nàdur fuath ?

'"Luchd mi-ruin agus farmaid mhòir

Da'n doruinn ìomìari soiias chàich,

Le doilghios geur a' cnàuih *ur cri,

Mu aon neach oirbh feiu bheir barr.

'* Cia mar a dh-fheudas aibh gu brùth,

Làn shouas ìiiteach aim an glùir ;

Far am faic sibhse milte dream,

Ga'n ardacir os bhur ceann gu mòr?

" Am fad 's bu leir dhuibh feadh mo rioglfchd,

Neach b' iiirde inbhe na sibh feiu ;

Nach fadadh ini-run 's farmad cùirt,

Tein' ifrinn duibh a'm flaitheas De ?

" Is sibhs' 'an slighe na neo-ghloin ghluais,

'S gu siinraicht' thruaili an leaba phòsd ;

Gach neach a thug do m' naomhachd fuath,

Ga*n tabhairt suas gu toil na feoP.

*' Mar b' ionmhuinn leibh bhi losgadh 'n teas,

'Ur n-u;ibhair, dheasaich mi dhuibh fearg,

Leaba dearg theth ^san laidh sibh sios,

Am brachaibh-lin de lasair dheirg.

** Ged bheirinii sibh gu rioghachd mo ghlùir.

Mar mhucan steach gu seùmar rìgh
;

*Ur nàdur neoghlan bhiodh ga chràdl»,

Le'r miannaibh bàsachadh chion bidh.

*' Gach neach tha iomchuidh air mo riogh'chd,

Teannaibh sibhse chum mo dheis,

la eruinnichibh seacliad chum mo chli,

A chrionach o na crannaibh meas."

'N sin tearbainidh e chum gach taobh,

Na caoraich o na gobhraibh lorn ;

Ceart mar ni'm buachaille an treud,

'N uair chuairtaicheas e sprèidh air torn.

'N sin labhraidh e ri luchd a dlicis,

*' Sibhse ta deasaichte ie m' ghr;is,

Thigibhse, sealbhaichibh an rioghachd,

Nach faic a sonas crioch gu briith.

" Spealg mise 'n geat' bha oirbhse dùinnt',

Le m' ùmhlauhd 's m' fhulangas ro-gheur

;

*S dh-fhusgail an t-sleadh gu farsuinn suas.

Am leith-taobh dorus nuadh dhuibh fein.

" Chum craoibh na beath' ta 'm Pàrraìs De,

Le h-eibhneas teannaibh steach da coir
;

S a fearta iongantach gu leir,

Dearbhadh 'ur n-uik cbreuchd 'a bhur lebn.

*' An claidhe ruisgte bha laist ga dion,

() laimh 'ur siimsir Adhamh \s Eubh,

Rinn mise truiiill dhf m' chri.ilie dhà,

'S a lasair l.h.'illi mi le m' fhuil fein,

" Fo dosraich ùrair suidhibli sios,

Nach searg 's nach crion am feasd a blàth
;

'S mar smeòralchean a measg a geug,

I

ChUm molaidh gluusaibh binn bhur càil.

" Le 'maise sìisaichibli 'ur sail.

Is oirbh fo sgiiil cha drùigh an teas,

O 'duilleach cùraidh ìjlaìbh slàint;

Is bith'bh neo-bhàsmhor le a meas.

" Gach uile mheas tha 'm Pìirrais Vie,

Ta nis gu leir neo-thoirmisgt' dhuibh
;

Ithibh gun eagal o gach geig,

A nathair nimh cha tunm a chaoidh.

*' A's uile mhiann 'ur n-anma ft?in,

Lan shdsaichibh gu leir "an Diu,

Tobar na firinii, inchd, a's graidh,

A mhaireas lan gu cian na 'n cian.

** Mòr-innleachd ionghantach na slàint,

Sior rannsalchibh air aird 's air lend,

'S feadh oibriche mo rioghachd mhòir,

*Ur n-eòlas ciocrach cuiribh' meud.

" Ur n-eibhneas, mais' 'ur tuigs', 's 'ur gr;

Bitheadh gu siorrnidh fas ni 's mo ;

'S cha choinnich sibh aon ni gu bràth.

Bheir air 'ur n~anam cràdh no lebn.

" Cha 'n fhaca sùil, 's cha chuala cluas,

Na thaisg mi suas de shonas duibh,

Iraichibh, 's biodh 'ur dearbhachd f^in,

Sior-innse sgeul duibh air a chaoidh.''

Acli ris a mhuinntir th'air a chli,

O ! labhraidh e 'na dhiogh'ltas cruaidh,

" A chuideachd nach d'thug grkdh do Dhi

A chum an diabhuil siubhlaibh uam.

** 'S mo mhallachd maille ribh gu bràth,

A chum 'ur cWidh 's 'ur cur gu pian,

Gluaisibhse chum an teine mhùir,

Ga'r rusdadh ann gu cian nan cian."

IMar sgàin an talamh a's a cheil,

'N uair gabh e teaghlach Chbrach steach,

Ceart laimh riu fosglaidh 'n uaigh a beul,

'S i miannanaich air son a creich.

Is mar a shluig 'mhuc-mhara mhlir,

lùnas 'n uair chaidh 'thilgeadh 'mach,

Ni slugan dubh an dura bàis,

A charbad iathadh umpa steach.



174 SAR-OBAIR KAM BARD GAliLACH.

San uamhaidh taobhaidh iad ri ch^il,

A ghluais nam beath' gu h eucorach ;

JLuchd rahioun a's inort a's tianuis-bhiuig :

Lucbd misg a's reubainn 's adbaltrais.

Mar chualaig dhiis an ceangal teann,

An blabbraidh thagach dream leo \c'm
;

*S an comunn cbleachd bhi 'n caidreaiiih dlii

Mar bhioraii rùisgte dol nan eve.

Mar leoghan garg to' chuibhieach cruaidh,

Le thoscaibh reubadh suas a ghlaìs
;

An slabhraidb cagnaidh iad gu dian,

*S gu brùth cha gbearr am fiaclan phrais.

Bidh iad gu siorruidh 'n glacaibh 'bbais,

'S an cridir ga fbàsgadh asd' le brùn,

Ceangallt air cuan de pbronnusg iaisd'

*S a dbeatach uaine tacbd an srùn.

Mar bbàirneach fuaighte ris an sgeir,

Thii iad air creagaibh goileacb teann
;

Is dibh'f'heirg Dlic a' sei<l«adb 'chuain,

Na thunnaibh buaireis thar an ceann.

*N tra dhùineas cadal cruaidh an sùil,

Teas feirg 's an-docbas dùisgidb iad ;

A chnuimh nach bàsaicb 's eibhle beò,

A' cur an dòruinn sbiorruidb 'meud.

Air ifritin 'n uair a gheibh iad sealbh,

S b'm-dearbliah co gu'n toir iad cis,

Faodaiilli sinn piiirt dan gearan truagli,

Chuir anns na briatbraibh cruaidb so sius.

** O staidh na neo-ni 'n robb mi 'ni tbàuili,

Ciod uiine dh-àrdach Dia mo ceann !

Mo mblle mallachd aig an la,

'N do gabb mo mhathair mi' na broinn.

" Ciod uime fbuair mi tuigse riamb ?

No ciall a's rensan cbum mo stiuir ?

Ciod uim' nacb d'rinn thu otiileag dhiom ?

Na durrag dbiblidh ann san ùir?

** Am mair mi 'n so gu saogbl nan saogh'I I

'N tig criucb no caochladh orm gu brath,

Am beil mi nis san t-siorr'acbd bhuan,

A' snamb a' cbuain a ta gun tràigh !

" Ged àireamb uile reullta nèimb,

Gacb feur a*s duilleacb riamb a dh-fbàs,

Mar' ris gacb braon a ta sa' chuan,

'S g<icb gaineamh chuairticbeas an tràigb.

" Ged cbuiream mile bliadbna seacb,

As leitb gacb aon diubb sud gu Icir,

Cha d'imicb aeach de'n t-siorr'achd mbùir,

Ach mar gu *n tòisicbeadh i 'n de.

** Ach O ! n do theirig tiocair Dbia I

"S am pian e mi gu saoglil nan saogh'I

!

Mo sblabbraidh 'n lasaich e gu bràtb I

No glas mo lamb an dean e sgaoil

!

" 'I\l bi 'm beul a db-ordaicb Dia chum seinu,

Air feadb gacb linn a cbliù gun sgios,

Mar bhalagan-seididh fadadh suas,

Na lasraich uaiu' an ifrinn sbios'.

" Ged cbaidb mo tbruaighe thar mo neart,

Gu deimbinn iein a's ceart mo biiinn
;

Acb c'fbada bhios mi 'n so ga m' chràdh,

Mu'm bi do cbeartas saitbeach dhiom ]

*' No *ra bi thu dio'lte dhiom gu bràtb,

'N deach lagh an nhduir chuir air cùl ?

Mo tbruaighe mi ! 'n e so am bàs

A bhagair thu air Adhamb 'n tus?

" Air sgà do dhio'ltais m bi thu 'sniomh

Snathain mo bheath' gu siorruidh caol ?

Nadi leoir bhi mile bliadhn' ga m' l«sg'

As leitb gach lochd a rinn mi 's t-saogh'I ?

'' Ged lean de dhio'ltas mi gu m' chùl,

Cba 'n àrdaich e do cbliù, a Dbe,

'S cha'n fhiu dù d' Mhoracbd t-fhearg a chosg,

Air comharadb cho bochd rium teiri.

" () Dhia ! nacb sgrios thu mi gu tur ?

'S le d' chumhachd cuir air 'm anam criocb,

'S gu htaid na iieo-ni tilg mi uait,

Far nacb eil fulang. smuain, no gniomb.

" Ach O ! se so mo tboillt'neas tein

Is ni'm beil eu-coir buutainn rium
;

Oir dbiult mi tairgse shaor de Cbriosd,

'S nior gbabb mì d'a fhuil phriseil suim.

" Mo cboguis ditidb mi gu britb,

An fhianuis bba ga 'm cbiiineadh riamb
;

An-iochd no cu-coir ann mo bhàs,

Cha leig i chàradh 'm fcasd air Dia.

" Aitheanta thilg mi air mo chiil,

A's ruith mi dùrachdach gu'm sgrios,

Is 'fhianuis fein a' m' chridhe mhùcb,

A' druid' mo shùile roimb mo leas.

" Cia meud an diogh'ltas tba dhonili' dual

A's leith mo pheacaidb uambor dan

Am peac' thug dù'lan do dh-fhuil Cbriosd,

'S a db-fbàg gun eifeachd brigb a bh" is.

" Gidheadh nach 'eil de Bhuadhan fein,

Neo-chriochanacb gu leir o cbian ?

'S an tuir mo chiont air iocbd a's gràdb,

Gu'm fas iad criocbuaicbt' ann au Dìa^
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*' An comas diit mo thilgeadh uat

Far nach cluinii do cliluas mo sgread ?

'M beil dorchadas an ifrimi fciii

Far DHch bu lèir do Dhia mo staid ?

" Ge truagh mo ghuidhe cha'n eisdcr i,

A'b fois no feth cha'n fhaidh mi chaoidh'

Ach beatb' neo-bh.'israhor teachd as ùr,

Gu'm neartai;h' ghiiilaii tiiille claoidh."

Ach stad mo rami a's pÌU air t-ais

O shlochd iia casgraìdh dheiii a nìos,

Is feuch cionnas a bheir thu seòl

Do'n dream tha beù nach teid iad sios.

A leughadair a'm beil e fior,

Na chuir mi cheana sios am dhhn ?

IVIa se 's gu'm beil thig s' Iiib do ghlùn

Le ùrnuigh 's aithreachas gun dàil :—

" A dh-ionnsuidh losa teich gu luatb,

A' gabhail grain a's fuath do d' pheac',

Le creideamh fior thoir ùmhlachd dhà,

An uile àith'nta uaomh a reachd.

" Gabh ris na h-oifigibh gu leir,

'S ri h-aon diubii na cuir loin do chùl
;

Mar Fhaidh, mar Shagart, 'us mar High,

Chum slàinte, dideau, agus iuil.

** Biodh eiseimpleir am beach do shùl,

Chum d' uile ghluasachd 'stiùir da reir,

'S gach meadhon dh-ordSich c chum slàint'

Bi fein g'an gnàthachadh gu leir.

*' As 'fhireantachd dean bun a mhàin,

'S na talc gu brath ri d' tboÌU'tneas fein
;

'S mas aill leat eifeachd bhi na ghràs,

Na h-altrura peacadh daimh a'd' chre.

" Mar sin ged robh de chionta mòr,

Chum gloir do Thigbearn' saorar thii,

is chum de shonaissliiorruidh fein,

Air fead gach re a' seiiin a cliliù."'

AN CLAIGEANN.
'S mi 'm shuigh aìg an uaigh,

Ag amharc ma bruaich,

Feuch claigeann gun snuadh air làr
;

Is thog mi e suas,

A' tiomach' gu truagh,

Ga tbionndadh mu 'ii cuairt am làìmh.

Gun àille gun dreach,

Gun aithne gun bheachd
;

Air duine tbeid seach 'na dhàil ;

Gun (hiacail 'na dheud,

No teanga 'jia bheul,

No slugan a ghleusas call.

Gun ruthadh 'na ghruaidb

'S e rùisgte gun ghruaig
;

Gun eisdeacbd 'na chluais do m' dbàn
;

Gun anail na shròin,

No àile de'n fhJ)id,

Ach lag fai* 'm bu choir bhi ard.

Gun dealradh 'na sbiiil.

No rosg uimpe dùn',

No fradharc ri h-iuil mar b' abh'sd.

Ach durragan crom,

A chleachd bhi san, torn,

Air cladhach' da tholl 'nan ^it.

Tha n' eanachainn bha 'd chul,

Air tionndadh gu smùr,

Gun tionnsgal no surd air t-fheum ;

Gun smuainteach' a'd' dh'iil,

Mu philleadh gu brath,

A cheartach' na dh-fhag thu 'd dheidh.

Cha 'n innis do ghnùis,

A nise CO thu,

Ma's righ mo ma's dìùc thu fein

'S ionann Alasdair mùr.

Is train adhi lùin,

A dh-eug air an òtrach bhreun.

Fhir chlaghacb na h-uaigh ;

Nach cagair thu 'm chluais,

Co *n claigeann so ffauair mi 'm laimh?

'S gu 'n cuirinn ris ceisd,

Mu gnàth mu 'n do theasd;

Ge nach fregair e' m' feasd mo dbàn.

*M bu mhaighdean deas, thu,

Bha sgiamhach a'd' ghnùis,

'S deagh shuidheach' a*d' shùil da reir ?

Le d' mhaise mar lion,

A' ribeadli mu cbrì',

Gach òganaich chì'dh thu fein.

Tha nise gach àdh,

Bha cosnadh dhut graidh,

Air tionndadh gu grain gach neach
j

Marbhaisg air an uaigh,

A chreach thu do'n bhuaidh,

Bha ceangaill' ri snuadh do dhreach.

No 'm breitheamh ceart thu,

Le tuigs* agus iuil,

Bha reiteacb gach cuia do'n t-sluagh ;
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Acli (iitrarth gu bas,

Na h-eucoir bha daiclieil ciualdh .

No Ml do reic tlm a cbòii',

Air ghlacaid de'n or,

•n dream da 'i. robh stùras pailt

.

Is bochdaiiin an t-sluaigh,

Fo fhoivneart ro chvuaidh,

A fulang le cruas na h-airc.

•S mar robh ihusa fior,

Ann a t-oifig am Vmn,

'S gun d'rinn thu an direach fiar ;

•S cbo cbinnteach an ni,

'N uair thainig do chrioch,

Ou 'n deachalcli do dhit' le Dia.

No n' robh thu a'd' leigh,

A' leigheas nan creuchd,

'S a' deanamh gach eugcail slan ?

A t-ioc-shlaintibh mòr,

A' deanamh do bhbsd,

Ga'n dibreadh tu choir o'n bhàs?

Rio thruaighe ' gun tbreig,

Uo leigheas thu fein,

•N uair bha thu fo eugcail chruaidh ;

Gu'n fhognadh gun stà,

Am purgaid no m' plàsd,

Gu d- chumail aon trà o'n uaigh.

No 'n seanalair thu,

A choisinn mor chliCi,

Le d' sheoltachd a stiùireadh airm ?

Air naimhdean toirtbuaidh,

Ga 'n cur ann san ruaig,

•S ga 'm iagail nan cruachan raàrbli.

'N robh do chlaidheamh gun bheirt,

No 'n dh-fhàg thu do neart,

N uair choinnich thu feachd na h-uaigh.

'N uair b' eigin dut geiir,

A dh-aindeoin do dhcud,

Do dh- armailf de bhèistean truagh ?

Tha na durraig gu treun,

lli d' choluinn' cur seis,

'S a' coisneadh ort feisd gach la;

Is claigeann do chinn,

'Na ghearasdan dion,

Aig daolagan diblidh 'n tàmh,

PMrt a' claodhach' do dhcud,

A steach ann a' d' bheul,

'S cuid eile ri reub' do chluas ;

Dream cil nan sgùd,

Tigli n amach air do shiiil,

A' spùinueadh 's a' rùsg' do ghruaidh^

No m' fear thu bha pòit,

Gu trie 's an taigh òsd,

•StucridheilagMnandr.im?

Nach iarradli dhut lein

De fhlailheanas Uc,

Achbeirmubhi'geiridhad'cheann^

Kacl. iariadli tu clicòl.

Ach mionnan nu.n bbù.d,

I
Is leuchainn co 'n aurn bu cbruH.dh .

War bho no mar each,

Gum tuigse, gun bheaclid,

S tu brùchdadh 'sa sgèith mu'n chua.ch

Na •» duin thu bha gbluas'd

, Gu ceanalta suairc,

I
Gu measara stuam mu d' bhòrd ;

Le miannaibh do clue,

Fo chuibhreacbadh geur,

•N am suidhegu feisd 'sgusògh?

No 'n geòcaire m'or,

Bha gionach air Ion,

Mar choin an am feòlach dearg ;

A' toileach' do mhiann,

Bha duilich a riar,

•StugeilleadhmarDhiadodbholg?

Tha nise do bhrù,

, Da 'n robh thu a' lùb',

De ghaineamh 's do dh' ùir gle Ian,

•Sdo dbeudach air glas',

Mu d' theangaidh gun bhlas,

1

Fo gheimhleachaibh prais a bhàis.

No 'm morair ro mhòr,

A tbachair am dhòrn,

Neacb aig an r..bh coir air tir ;

Bha iochdmhor ri bochd,

A' clùthach' nan nochd,

Reir pailteas a thoic 's a nith?

No 'n robh thu ro chruaidh,

A' feannadh do thuath,

•S a' tanach' an gruaidh le màl ;

Le hagartas geur

A glacadh an spreidh

'S am bochdainn ag eigheach di.il?

Gu'n chridh' aig na daoin',

•Bh'air lomadh le b-aois,

Le 'n claigeannan maoia truagh ;

'

Bhi seasamh a' d' ch'uir.

Gun bhoineid 'nan dòrn,

I

Ge d' thoUadh gaoth re'ut' an cluM.

Tha nise do tbràiU,

Gun urram a' d' dhàil,

Gun ghearsom', gun mhU, gun mhod

;
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Wor-mholadh do'n bhàs,
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Mu^n tig ort am bàs,

Nach leig thu gu bràth,

Air geata nan gràij a steacb.

AM B R U A D A R.

AiK bhith dhomhsa ann am sbuain

A' bruadar diainliaiu mar tba càch,

Bbi glacadh sonaìs o gacb ni
;

Is e ga'm dhlbreadh ann's gach àit.

Air leam gun tainig neach am choir,

'S gu'n dubh'rt e riiim :
—*' Gur gòrarb mi,

Bhi smuainteacb greim a gblei'dh do'n ghaoitb,

No fo3 gu'n lioQ an saogb*l mo cbrì.

*' Is diambain dut bhi 'g iarraidh s^imh,

'N aon ni' no'n ait air bitb fo 'n ghrèin ;

Cha chlos do d' cborp an taobh so 'n uaigb,

No t-anam 'n taobh so shuaimhneas Dè*

" An tva dh'ith Adhamh 'a meas an tùs,

Am peacadh dhrùigh e air gach nì :

Lion e na h-uìle ni le saoth'r,

Is db-fhàg è 'n saogb'I na bhriste crì'.

** Air sonas 'anma chaill e chòir,

Mar ris gach solas bha'nn sa gharr'

O sin ta 'shliocbd nan deoiribh truagh
;

Mar uan a mearachd air a mbàth'r.

" Hi moilich cbruaidb ta'd ruith gach nì,

*An dull gu 'm faigh an inntinn clos
;

Ach dhaibh tba 'n saogh'l gun iochd no truas,

Mar mhuime coimheich fhuair gun tlùs.

" Mar sin tha iad gun fhois no tàrah,

Ga 'n sìirach' glacadh faileas breig
;

*S a* deoth'l toil-inntinn o gacb nì,

Is iad mar chìochan seasg nam beul.

*' Bidh teanndachd eigin ort am feasd,

'S do dhòchas faicinn fiiasgladh t-lbeum,

An còmbnuidh dhut mar fhad do làimh ;

Ach gu brath cha'n fbaigh dheth greim.

*' Cba teagaisg t-fbeucbain 's dearbhadh thù,

O dbùil is earbsa chuir sa' bhreìg,

A rinn do mhealladh mìlu uair,

'S cho fhada bhuat an diugh siu\ de.

" An nì bu mho da'n tug thu miaun,

Nacb dh-fhag a mhealtuinn riamh e searbh ?

Tha tuiUe sonais ann an dùil,

Na tha'iin an crùn le bhi na sbetlbh.

'* Ceart mar an r^s a ta'sa' gbàr*,

Crion seargaidb bhlà 'nuair tbeld a bhuain;

Mu*n gann a gblacas tu e d' làimh,

Grad tbreìgìdh t'hùìleadh e 'sa shnuadh.

*' Cha 'n eil neach o thrioblaid saor,

Am nìeasg a 'chinne daoin' air fad,

'S CO lionmhor osna aig an rigb,

Is aig an neacb is isle staid.

" Tha 'smùdan fein 6s ceann gacb fold

Is dòruinn ceangailt' ris gach math
;

Tha'n ròs a fas air drisean geur,

*S an taic* a cheil tba mhil san gatb.

" Ged fbaic thu neach 'an saibhreas mòr

Na meas a sbùlas bhi thar chàcb ;

An tobar 's gloine chi do shùil,

Tba ghrùid na iochdar gabhail tàmb.

*' 'S mu chuireas t-anail e 'na gbluais,

Le tarruinn cbabhaig suas a'd' bheul,

Dùisgidb an ruagban dearg a nios,

'S le gaiueamh lionaidh e do dheud.

" 'S ged fbaic thu neach 'an inbbe aird,

Tha e mar nead am bàrr na craoibb
;

Gach stoirm a bagra' thilgeadh nuas,

Is e air luasgadh leis gacb gaoitb.

'* An neacb is fearr tba 'n saogh'l a riar,

Tha fiaradh eiginn ann 'na staid,

Nacb dean a sheòltachd a's a stri,

Am feast a dbireachadh air fad.

" Mar bhata' fiar an agbaidh cheil,

A ta o shuidheach' fein do-chur
;

A reir mar dhireas tu a bharr,

*S cho cbinnteach ni thu cam a bbun.

" Na b-Iudbaicb thionail beag no mòr,

Do'n Mhana dbòirteadh orra 'nuas ;

'N tra cbuir gach neacb a chuid's a cblùr,

Cha robh air biirr no dadum uaitb.

'* Mar sin a ta gach sonas saogh'lt,

A ta thu faotainn ann a d' iàimb,

Fa chomhair saibhreas, 's iiibhe cuirt

Tha caitheamb, cùram agus cr;'idh.

'* Ged chhrn thu or a'd' shlige suas,

Fa chomhair fàsaidb 'n luaith da reir,

Is ge do cbuir thu innte ringh'chd,

A mheidh cha dirich i na deigh.

" Tba cuibhrionn iomcbuidb aig gach neach,

'S ged tha tbu meas gur tuille b' fbearr ;

Cba d' their an t-anabharr tba'nn an sud,

Am feasd an cudrom a's a' chradh

;
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" O iomlufts t-inntinn tba do phian
;
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Tha na sruthanan craobhach,

Bha sgaoileadh a' d' bhallaibh,

Gu inireagaclt buailteach,

Clis gluasadach lana
;

A Dise air traogbadh

O n' taomacbadh thairis,

O'n a ragaicb *sa dh-fhuaraich

Teas uabhai' na fala.

Balg-seididh na beatha,

Tha air caitbeamb gun fbeum ann,

'S o cbrup arm a' d' chliabh e,

Gur h-e phian bbi 'ga sb^ideadh

Tha 'n corp a cbruit cbiùil ud,

Air diùltadh dhut gleusadh
;

'S comhar dnnt' air a tbasgaidb,

Bbi lasach' a tbeudan.

Theich madainn na h-òige«

'S treòìr mheadbon latba

Tba 'm feasgar air ciaradh,

•S tha gbt ian ort a laidhe
;

'S mu bha tbusa diambain,

Gun gniumh is gun mhaitheas

;

Gu h-ealamh bi d' dhùsgadh,

Mu''n duinear ort flaitheas.

'Reir caitbe na beatha,

*S trie leatba gun crioch i
;

Bidh an cleachadh f;is làidir,

Dofh?isach oVi inntinn
;

Na labbair an sean-fhacal,

'S deimhinn learn 's fior e,

" An car tbeid san t-seana-mbaid'

Gur h-ainmic leis dìreadh/'

Ach ògnaich tbreibbich

Thoir-s' eisdeachd do m' òran,

*Sleigdhìot bbi mi-cbeillidh,

Aon an ceitein na h-ìiige
;

Tha aois agus ea-slaint.

Air do dbeigh ann an tòir ort
;

'S mu ni h-aon aca greira ort,

Pillidh t-eibhneas gu bròn dut.

An aois a tha 'n tòir ort,

Bheir i leon ort nach saoil thu
;

Air do shuilean bbeir ceatbach,

Is treabbaidh si t-aodann ;

Bheir i critb-reodh' mu d' ghruaìg',

Is neul uaine an aoig leis,

'S cha toig aiteamb na grian ort,

'Bheir an liath-reodb a chaoidb' dhiot.

Bheir

Failn

Dith leirsinn a^ t-inntinn

Dith cuimhn* agus geire;

measana sud ort,

js' agus reusain ;

Ditb gllocais cbum gnothaich
;

J^ltb motbaicb a'd' cbeudfath

'S gu'm fas tbu mar leanabb,

Dhi spionnaidh a's ceille.

Fàsaidh 'n cridhe nco-aithreacb,

'S neo-ealamh ebum tinnndadh,

Aon tagra' cba driiigh air,

'S cha lùb e d'a iunnsuidh
;

Ceart mar tba 'n talamh,

*N am gaillionn a's teanndachd
;

Ged robb milllean 'dol tbairis,

Cha dean aile sa' chausair.

Faic seasain na biiadhna,

'S dean ciall uath a tbarruinn
;

'S mas àill leat gu'm buain thu.

Dean ruadbar 'san earrach ;

Dean connadb san t-samhradb,

Ni sa' gbeambradb do gharadh ;

'S ma dhibreas tu 'n seasau,

Dbut 's eigin bbi fàlamb.

'S mar cuir tbu slol fallain,

Ann an earracb na li-òige,

Cbo cbinnteach 's am bàs dut,

Cuiridb Satan droch pbùr ann
;

A dh-fhàsas "na dbubbailc,

'S 'na luidbeannan ieMmbor
;

'S bidb do bbuain mar a tbuii- tbii

Ma's subhailc no dl)-bheirt.

Ma bbios t-^.ige gun riagbb-idb,

'S t-anamiannan gun taod riu,

Gum fas iad clio fiadbaich,

'S nacb sviatt tliu ri t-aois iad
;

Am meangan nacb snionib thu,

Cha spion tbu 'na cbraoibb e
;

Mar sbineas e gheugan,

Bidb nireumhan a' sgaoih-adh.

Tha do bbeatba neo-chinnteach

O 'n teinn a bheir bàs ort,

Uime sin bi ri dicbeall

Do shith dbeanamb tr.'itliail
;

'S e milleadb gacii cùise

Bbi gun cbùram cur dàil innt'

;

'S ionann aitbreacbas cricbe,

'S bbi cur sil mu Fbcill-màrtuinn.

Tba ghrian ann sna speuraibb

A" ruitb rcise gach hitha;

'S i 'giorracb' do sbaogbail,

Gach oidbcbe a laidhens
;

'S dlù ruitlieas an sp;tfa,

Troi' sbnatliaibb do bbcAtha
;

Tha' fighe dhut leine,

Ni beisdean a chaitbeamb.
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'S ma ghoideas e dlù ort,

Gun do dliùil bhi r'a thighinn
;

•N sin fusglaidh do shùiltan,

•S chi thu chuis thai* a mithich ;

Bidh do choguis 'ga d' pliianadh,

Mar sgian ann a d' chridhe ;

'S co-ioiiann a giulan,

'S laidhe ruisgt' una an sgitheach.

Faic a chuileag *ga diteadh

Le sionutaibh an n.'iduir,

'S o na dhibhir i 'n seasan,

Gur h-eigiu d'i biisach'

;

Faic gliocas an t-seangain,

Na thional cho trathail,

•S dean eiscimpleir leanail,

Chum t-anam a shabhal'.

DAIBHIDH MAC-EALAIR.

David Mackellar, commonly called Daibhidh nan Laoidh, was another religious

poet. The time of his birth is not known. He lived in Glendaruel after the beginning of

last century. He was blind, and the people in that country still preserve some tradition-

ary accounts of him and of the manner in which his hymn was composed, the most

striking of which is that after having composed it his sight was restored. In his

youth he composed some profane pieces. The time of his death is likewise uncertain,

but a grand-daughter of his lived in Glasgow not many years ago. This hymn was first

published in Glasgow about the year 1752. It was so very popular in the Higiilands

that many persons got it by heart that had never seen the printed copy.

LAOIDH MHIC-EALAIR.

MoLADH do'n TÌ 's airde glòir,

An TÌ 's modha no gach neaeh ;

Cruitheai' an t-saoghail gu leir,

Da'n cubhaidh dhuiiin geiU' air fad.

'5 tu rinn an domhan *s na th' ann,

Na cuaintean domhain, 's am fonn
;

'S chuir thu iasg g'u altrum ann,

'S thug thu ciall gu ghlacaiih dhuinn.

Rlnneadh leat gealach a's grian,

Thogail fianuis air do ghlòir ;

Cha'n aithris mi a mile trian,

De chruthachadh an Dia is mo.

'S tu rinn na reuUtan air fad,

A riaghlachadh gu ceart nan triith;

Gheall thu maraon fuachd a*s teas,

Foghar ma seach agus Màìrt.

'S tu rinn na h-ainglean air fad,

Tha 'n t-abharsair fo d' smachd gu mi.

Air slabhruidh laidir aig do Mhac,

Cumail a neart o theachd oirnn*.

Uinneadh leat an duine' ris,

A reir t-iomhaidh chum do ghlòir;

Ach chain e 'n oidhieachd ud gun luach,

'S cha'n fhuasgalar i le or.

'S tu chuir am fradharc na cheann,

Chuir thu fait tro chlaigeann lom
;

Thug thu eluas gu eisteachd dha,

*S gluasad a chuirp o na bhonn.

Chuir thu Adhamh an cadal trom,

Chaidh leigh nan gràs os a cheann
;

'S de dh-aisinu bho thaobh do rinn

A bhean, o'n do ghin gach dann.

Chuir thu e 'n gàradh nan seud,

Far an robh eibhneas a ghràidh
;

Dh-ith a bhean an sin a meas,

'S dh-fhuilig i 's a sliochd am bus,

Cha robh a teasargain aig neach,

O'u a chumhnanta rinn i bhris ;

'N trà ruisgcadh an Sijeudaehadh ceart,

Bha chuis na h-cngal an iiin.
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Ach moladh do dh* Ard-Righ nam feart,

O nach b'àiU leis teachd d'ar sgrios;

*Nuair chunnaic e Adhamh na aire,

Kinn e cumhnant' nan gràs ris.

Thainig losa *nuas le thoil,

Thug e suas mar iobaii't fhuil ;

Mac na firinn, Uan gun cliion,

M'av ciontain-ne flmair e gbuin.

Crochadh e ri crann an aiid,

'S an t-sleagh sàite tro a chorp
;

Crùn geur na peine chuir mù cheann,

Fhuair mac Dhe le nàimhde lot.

Crùn sgithich, an alte crùn rìgh,

Mar thailceas, 's mar dhi-meas mor ;

Domblas agus fion geur,

'N deooh a thug iad dha ri h-M.

Na tàirnean g'an cur an s?is,

Am bosaibh a lamb le òrd ;

'S fuil a chridhe ruitb a thaobh,

Ceannachd bu daoire nan t-tir.

*Nuair chaidh Criosd gu pèin a bhàis,

'S a dh' fhullig e air son an t-sluaigh ;

Sgoilt brat an teampuill sios gu l:\r,

'S dhùisg na mairbh an aird o'n uaigh.

Chreathnaich an talamh trom, le crith,

Air a gbrein gu'n tuinig smal
;

Le feirg Dhe, do chrath e 'n sin ;

Dh-fhuilig Criosd am bàs rè seal.

Dh-adhlaic iad an t-Uan fo lie,

Thug e buaidh, san uaigh cha d' fhan ;

As a bhàs thug e gbeur-gbuin,

'S dh-eiricb an treas la gun smal.

Na shuidh' aig deas-laimh atbar a ta,

Criosd In gràsan os ar ceann
;

A' cur oifig sagairt an gniomb,

A' deasachadh a riogbacbd dhuinn.

Thig an t-am san tig mac Dhe,

Creidibh sud gar sgeula fioi ,

Le miltibh mil' de dh' ainglibh treun,

Thoirt oirnne breith a riiir ar gniomh.

'N sin seinnear an trompaid gu h-ard,

Leis na h-ainglean 's àille snuagh ;

Eiridh na mairbh an aird o*n ùir,

'S bheir e cùnntas uaith' an cuan.

Liubhraidh gach uaigh na fhuair i-fèin,

'S cha bhi neach de'n y*eud air chall

;

Nochdar iad uil' am fìadhnuis De,

*S e Mhac fcin is breitheamh ann.

Bithidh iadsan soilleir an sin,

Mar sholus dealrach an dreach;

Thig Criosd nan coinneamh le gean,

*S bidh sith an comunn nam Hath.

Ni thu 'n sin tearbadh air gach neach,

*S dionaidh tu o'n fheirg na's leat,

Mhead 's tha air an dearbhadh dhut,

Cuirear iad lo dhion do bhrait.

Cuirear na gobhair air laimh chli,

Chum triall gu priosan a' bhruin ;

Druidear suas, 's gur cruaidh an sgeul,

Fiath-Innis Dhe air an sròìn.

Mallaichidh 'n nighean a mathair,

Mallaichidh mhathair a clann ;

'S mallaichidh 'n t-athair a mhac,

Nach do ghabh a smachd 'na ;im,

*S iomadh sgairteacb, a's gul geur.

Ri h-am eluintinn sgeul an cràidh
;

Mallacbadh a cheile gu leii*,

Sgarachdainn ri Uan a ghràidh.

Sin la an dealachaidh bhochd,

G'an sgarachdainn a dh'aindcon riut;

G'an sgiursadh gu h-aineal an loisg,

'S gun duil aig anam tigh'n' as.

An teach da miileadh cuirear iad,

Fo dhioghaltas an Ard-Righ ;

Gun duil ri furtachd no ri b:is,

Gu bWith, cha tig iad a nios.

Fasaidh 'n cuirp cho ehruaidh ri pr.iis.

Mar iarunn an cas san lamb ;

G'an cumail beo ann an sior phian,

Teine dian gun fhurtachd la.

Gach aon la mar bhlianna bbuan.

An lagan loisgneach, cruaidh an s;is

;

G'an liodairt le teas a's fuachd,*

Sud an duals ge iad an dàìl.

* The ancient Caledonians entertained the idea that

hell was a cold and inhospitable place, as the following

stanza from an old poem will show :

—

'S mairg a roghn
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Latha cha bhi ann na dheigh,

Falaichear na reulltaii 's ;i ghiian ;

Sgriosar an saogiial gu leir,

'S neach cha tùid au toll bho Dhia.

M' achanaich Tints', air sgath do nibic,

Meadaich mo ghliocas le griis;

'S thoir dhomh mathaiias 's gach cùis,

Seal m'an druid mo !»huil le bus.

ROB BONN.

IL

Robert Mackay, otherwise called Rob Donn, was born in the winter season of the

year 1714, at Altt-na-Caillicfi, in the parish of Durness, in the county of Sutherland,

and in that part of the county, properly enough, till of late, designated by its inhabitants

and others, " Lord Reay's country," and in the native tongue " Dùthaich Mhic-Aoidh,"

or, " The country of the Mackay." The bard was not the eldest son of his father ; he

had three brothers, of whom nothing remarkable is remembered. His father, Donald

Mackay, or Donald Donn, is not remembered to have been of any poetic talent ; but his

mother's talents of that description are known to have been more than ordinarily high.

She was remarkable for the recital of Ossian's poems, and the other ancient minstrelsy of

the land. She lived to a very advanced age ; and we have heard an instance of singular

female fortitude evinced by her at the age of eighty-two. Having had the misfortune to

break her leg, while tending her sheep at a considerable distance from home, she bound

it up, contrived to get home unassisted ; and while afterwards enduring the operation of

setting the fracture, she soothed the pain by crooning a popular air.

If local scenery could be really imagined conducive in any way to the formation or

training of poetic genius, of a truth the nursery of our bard might well lay claim to that

merit—" the emblem of deeds that were done in its clime." The surrounding localities of

his native spot, we believe, are not surpassed in picturesque grandeur by any other in the

Highlands of Scotland.

Rob Donn might say of himself, with Pope, that " he lisped in numbers." Ere he had

yet but scarcely obtained even the power of lisping, an anecdote is recorded of his infant

age of no ordinary description, though homely enough in its history. At the wonted

season of making provision for the winter, according to the country's fashion, by slaugh-

tering of beeves, our bard's father, on one occasion, happened to slaughter two, one of

which was found inferior in quality to the other. The small-pox, at the time, was com-

mitting mournful devastations among the youth of the neighbourhood. While busied in

the necessary avocation of curing their winter's beef, the father says, " Now, the best of

this beef is not to be touched till we have seen who survives the small-pox to share it."

The infant bard, scarcely yet able to articulate or walk, on hearing tliis, exclaimed,

" '/S olc a' chuid sin do 'n fhear a dlC fhalbhas I" i. e. " He who departs will have a

bad share of it, then!" " True, my boy," said the father, " and yours will never be a

bad share, while you remain able to use it."



184 SAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH.

Tlie first verse he is said to have composed, was when he had attained only liis third

year. Its occasion indeed testifies that his age could not have been much more at the

time. It was the country's fashion for children, when they had little more than left the

nurse's lap, to be dressed in a short frock, or cassock, formed close to the body round the

waist, and buttoned at the back. A tailor had fitted our youthful author with such an

habiliment, and next morning the child was anxious to exhibit it ; but his mother, and

the domestics, having been summoned early to some out-door pursuits, Robert became

anxious to get abroad in his new garb, but found himself quite defeated in every attempt

to button it on. He took the alternative of sallying forth in a state of nudity ; when,

being met by his mother coming towards the house, she chided him for being seen in this

state. Robert's defence was made in the following stanza :

—

*' 'S math dhonihsa bhi 'n diugh gun aodacb,

he slaodaireaclid IMhurcliaidh 'Ic Neill,

Mo bhroilleach chur air mo chùlthaobh,

'S gun a dhiiuadh agam fheiii
!"

reproaching the tailor for the trick he had played him, in placing the buttons behind, and

lamenting his own inability to accommodate the new dress to his person. His next

exhibition of poetic promise was given in the same year, we are told, in the harvest

season, when all the inmates of the family were employed in reaping. An old woman,

who acted as nurse to the children, was on this occasion called to the sickle. She com-

plained that the more active labourers had jostled her out of her place, and left her only

to reap the straggling stinted stalks that grew in the border furrow. While muttering

her disappointment, Robert, scarce able but to creep at his nurse's elbow, endeavoured to

rally her with a verse :

—

" Bi-sa dol a null 's a nail,

Gus u ruig thu gruniid na clais*,

Cha 'n 'eil air, ma tha e ganii,

Ach na tha ann a thoirt as."

At the age of six or seven years, he attracted the particular attention of Mr John

Mackay, the celebrated Iain Mac-Eachuinn, a gentleman of the family of Sherraii, then

living on the neighbouring farm of Musal. This gentleman, of poetic talents himself,

prevailed with our author's parents to allow their child to come into his service, or rather

into his family, at the early age we have mentioned. In this family our author remained

as a servant from this age till the period of his marriage. Here he experienced liberal

treatment, and sincere, unvaried kindness, of whicli he ever retained a lively and grateful

recollection, especially towards his master ; and it is no trifling praise to both, that though

they once or twice latterly had a difference, the bard's esteem and affection returned

when the casual excitement had passed ; and when it lay upon his mind, he was never

once known to have given it the least utterance in any shape bordering upon disrespect.
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and after his deatli the bard composed an admirable elegy to his memory, which combines

as forcible, energetic description of character and conduct, with as pure poetic power as

can be found in any poetry of its kind. The bard most feelingly and pathetically con-

chules it with a solemn appeal of his having mentioned no virtue or trait of which he was

not himself a witness.

A youth of our author's poetic mind could not be expected to remain long a stranger

to the more tender susceptibilities of his tiature. Nor has he left us in ignorance of his

first love. It is the subject of one of his finest songs :
—" 'S Irom ham an àiridh," §-c.

Here his passion breathes with an innocent, simple faithfulness, with an ardour and truth

of poetic recital, that no lays of the kind can perhaps surpass.

After his marriage, Rob Donn first resided at the place oi Bad-na-h-achlais, then

probably forming a part of his late employer's tenure. It was, we believe, soon after

this period, that Robert was hired by Lord Reay to the office of a cow-keeper, at that

time an office, though a humble one, of considerable responsibility and trust. In this

station he continued for the greater part of his after life-time. We have not been able

to ascertain dates with precision, to say whether it was before or after having accepted

this office that our bard enlisted as a private soldier in the first regiment of Sutherland

Highlanders, which was raised in 1759. He did not enlist so much as a soldier, as he

was urged by the country gentlemen holding commissions in that corps, and as he him-

self felt inclined to accompany them. The regiment was reduced in 1763, and our bard

returned to his home.

Though we have said that he spent mostly the after period of life, since he entered the

service of Lord Reay, in that office, it was not without interruption. He left his servitude

at one time, and we are inclined to think it was then he went into the military service.

While he had charge of Lord Reay's cattle, and his wife of the dairy, during the summer

months, it was also his province to look over them during the winter months : and it

became a part of his duty, or an employment connected with it, to thresh out corn for

supplying the cattle with fodder. To the laborious exercises of the flail, the bard could

never submit. He employed servants to perform this part of his duty. That was, how-

ever, taken amiss, and he was told that he must himself wield the flail or leave the situation.

He chose the latter alternative ; and removed, with his family, to the place of Achmore,

in that part of the parish of Durness which borders upon Cape Wrath. Indeed, though

we have no decided authority for the supposition, we are inclined to believe that the

difference between him and his noble employer originated in another cause than that

ostensibly alleged. The bard had been dealing his reproofs rather freely. No feeling

of dependance, no awe of superior rank or station, ever restrained him from giving

utterance to his sentiments, or from enjoying his satire, whenever what he conceived to

be moral error, or evil example, called for reproof. And this was dealt with the dignity

that belongs to virtue, refusing, as he always did on such occasions, to compromise that

dignity by indulging in personal invective. But whatever was the cause of the differ,

ence that occasioned his removal, he was soon recalled, and left not the service again

during the life of the chief.
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Robert continued to attend his usual avocations till within a fortnight of his death,

which took place on the .5th August, 1778, being then aged fi4 years. The death of the

bard caused a universal feeling of sadness, not only in his own native corner, but over

tne whole county. It might be said that there was no individual but mourned for him as

a friend : those only excepted whose continued immoralities and errors had rendered

them objects on which fell with severity the powerful lash of his satire.

His stories of wit and humour were inexliaustible ; and, next to superior intelligence

and acuteness of mind, formed perhaps in his every-day character the most distinguishing

feature. He had ever a correct and delicate feeling of his own place ; but if any one,

high or low, superior or equal, drew forth the force of his sarcasm upon themselves, by

assuming any undue liberty on their part, it was an experiment they seldom desired to

repeat. His readiness and quicliness of repartee often discovered him where he had been

personally unknown before. At one time, when travelling northward through a part of

Argyllshire, he met by chance with Mr M'Donald of Achatriochadan, well known in

his own country as a man of notable humour and distinguished talents. Robert addressed

to this gentleman some question relative to his way ; and giving a civil answer, Mr

M'Donald added, " I perceive, my man, by your dialect, you belong to the north—what

part there?" " To Lord Reay's country." "O! then, you must know Rob Donn !"

" Yes I do, as well as I know myself. I could point him out to you in a crowd."

" Pray do inform me, then, what sort of person he is, of whom I have heard so much."

" A person, I fear, of whom more has been spoken than he well deserves." " You

think so, do you ?" The last answer did not please the inquirer, who was poetic himself,

thinking he had met with too rigid a censurer of the northern bard, and the conversation

ceased, while they both proceeded together on their way. After a pause, Mr M'Donald,

pointing to Ben-Nevis, which now rose in the distance before them, says, " Were you

ever, my man, at the summit of yonder mountain?" "I never was." "Then you

never have been so near to heaven." " And have you yourself been there ?" " Indeed

I have." " And what a fool you have been to descend !" retorted the bard, "arc you

sure of being ever again so nigh ?" M'Donald had caught a tartar. " I am far deceived,"

said he, " if thou be not thyself Rob Donn !" The bard did not deny it, and a cordial

friendship was formed between them.

To Rob Donn's moral character testimony has already been borne. It was uiiiforndy

respectable. To those acquainted with what may well be denominated the moral and

religious statistics of the bard's native country at that time, and happily still, it will

furnish no inconsiderable test not only of his moral but of his strictly religious demeanour,

that he was chosen a ruling elder, or member of the Kirk Session of the parish of Dur-

ness. In that country such an election was never made where the finger of scorn could

be pointed at a blemish of character. It scarcely requires to be told, that his society was

courted not alone by his equals, but still more by bis superiors in rank. No social party

almost was esteemed a party without him. No public meeting of the better and the best

of the land was felt to be a full one, without Rob Donn being there.

In the bosom of his own humble but respectable family, we have good authority for
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saying that he was a pattern in happiness and in temper. A family of thirteen were

mostly all spared to rise around him, trained to habits of industry and of virtue. None

of them became celebrated as inheriting their father's genius ; but some of his daughters

possessed more or less of the "airy gift ;" and from their attempts at repartee and im-

promptu, the father used frequently to draw much mutual and harmless enjoyment. His

wife had a musical ear and voice unrivalled in the country ; and any ordinary pastime of

their winter evenings was for the family and parents to join their voices in song; while

we believe, that when the father's absence did not prevent, they never ceased to ex-

emplify the most sacred lineaments of the immortal picture in " The Cottar's Saturday

Night."

Rob Bonn's compositions may be classed into four kinds—Humorous, Satirical,

Solemn, and Descriptive ; all these severally, with few exceptions, belonging to the

species of poetry commonly called Lyrical. He was illiterate ; he knew not his alphabet.

The artificial part of poetry, if poets will grant that expression legitimate, was to him

utterly unknown. Perhaps he never took more than an hour or two to compose either

his best or his longest songs. Even the most of the airs to which he composed are

original, which presents as a single circumstance the resources of his mind to have been

of no ordinary extent. His works were published in Inverness, with a memoir prefixed,

in 1830.

In forming an estimate of the moral and poetical merits of Rob Donn, his biograjiher

has been more guided by the opinions and prejudices of his countrymen, than by a just

and impartial examination of the poet's works. In poetry, as in religion, we may le

allowed to judge men by their fruits. Rob has been held up as a man of high moral and

religious worth ; but the editor himself admits, that many of his pieces are too indelicate

for publication.

Many of his published pieces are such as no good man ought to have produced against

his fellow creatures. His love of satire was so indiscriminate, that he often attacks persons

who are not legitimate objects of ridicule. Little men and women are the unceasing

objects of his satire ; and he does not spare the members of his own family.

He was proud of his own powers of satire, and seemed to enjoy the dread of those who

feared the exercise of his wit. His satire is not rancorous and vindictive, but playful

and sportive ; more calculated to annoy than to wound. If he was not invited to a feast

or wedding, next day he composed a satire, full of mirth and humour, but too indelicate

to be admitted into his book. He has not the wit and poignancy of Macintyre, who com-

posed his satires while in a state of irritation to punish his enemies.

As a writer of elegies, he is more distinguished for sober truth, than poetical embellish-

ment. He hated flattery ; and, in closing an elegy on (he death of a benefactor, he declares

that he had recorded no virtue that he had not himself observed.

As a poet he cannot be placed in the highest rank. He is deficient in pathos and in-

vention. There is little depth of feeling, and very slender powers of description to be

found in his works ; and, when the temporary and local interest wears away, he can never

be a popular poet.
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Yet, Rob Donn has been honoured more than any of his brother poets in tlie Higiilands.

A subscription having been raised among his countrymen for a monument to his memory,

it is now erected in the parish burying-gronnd of Durness, over his grave. Its founda-

tion stone was laid on 12tli January, 1829, with masonic honours, and a procession to the

burying-ground, not only of the whole parish, but joined by numbers from the other

parishes of " Lord Reay's country," headed by Captain Donald Mackay, of the 21st

regiment of foot, who has done liimself honour worthy of record by his activity and zeal

in raising the subscription, and bringing, with his other coadjutors, this intention to its

completion. The monument now stands a record of the bard's fame, and an honourable

testimony of his countrymen's feelings. It is of polished granite, on a quadrangular

pedestal of the same endnrins: material, and bears the following inscriptions :

—

[First Side."}

IN MEMORY
OF

ROB DONN, OTHERWISE ROBERT MACKAY,
OF d'uRNESS,

THE EEAY GAELIC BARD.

THIS TOIIB WAS ERECTED AT THE EXPENSE OF A FEW OF UIS COUNIRYMEK,

ARDE.NT ADMIRERS OF KATIVE TALENT,

AND EXTRAORDINARY GENIUS.

1829.

[Second Side.]

"POETA NASCITFU NON FIT."

OBIIT 1778.

[T/iird Side.]

" BtJ SHLDAGH BORB SINN GUN BHREITHEANAS,

NUAIR A DH-FHALBII TUU, MUB SGATHADII SUD OIRNN.

" Aiysii' iì.òi yùo iìfx,' o' coouura/ raòs

Ttoùc Tr,; T.aiùJau.t T£g-v|//j, jj' o' uyj-v 'nakai,"

[Fourth Side.]

" SISTE VIATOR, ITER, JACET HIC SUIi CESPITE DONNUS,

QUI CECINIT FORMA PE.SSTANTES RURE PUELLAS;

QUIQUE NOVOS L^TO CELEERAVIT CARMINE SPON'SOS;

(lUiqUE BENE MERITOS LUGUBRI VOCE DEFLEVIT;

ET ACRIIER VARUS MOMORDIT VITIA MODIS."*

.ffiTATIS 64.

* The ttbove lines, in memory of the bard, were written by the late Rev. Alexander Pope,

minister uf Reay.
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An diugh, an diugh, guv leusontauh

Dhuinii eiridli ami an sanntachus,

An ti-i-amh iatli' aif crlochnachadh,

De dhara mios a' gheainhiaidh dhuinn
;

Dean'niaid comuiiii fiilteach riut,

Gu bruidhneach, gàireach, òianach,

Gu botulach, copach, stòpanacb,

Le ciuit, le ceol, 's le dainhsaiieachd.

Dean'maid comunn fi'iilteach

Ris an la tliug thun an t-saogbail thu
,

Olamaid deoch-slàinte nis

An t-S<;umais uig o 'n d' inntrig thu
;

Le taing a thoirt do 'n Aid Righ shuas,

Gu 'n d' fbiiair do mhàthair lìobhraigeadh,

Dheth h-aon bha do na Gàiiil,

Mar bha Dàibhidh do chlainn Israeli.

Tha cupall bhliadhn' a's ràidhe,

O 'n la thàinig thu do dh' Alba so
;

'S bu shnilleir dhuinn o 'n tràth bha sin,

An fhàilte chuir an aimsir oirnn.

Bba daoine measail, miadhail oirnn,

'S bha i'lrach ni a' sealbhach' oirnn,

Bha barran trnma tir' againn,

Bha toradh (Vitb* a's f'airg' againti.

An diugh, an diugh, gur cuinihne learn.

Air puing nach coir a dhearmad ort,

Mu bhreith a' phrionnsa riògbail so.

Ube 'n teagblaich dhirich Albannaich
;

I'ogamaid suas ar sCiilean ris,

Le ùrnuigh dhlù gun ehealgaireachd.

Ar li'imban na 'in biodh feuin orra,

Le toil 's le cud 's le earbsalachd.

Togamaid fuirm a's meanninadh ris,

Is aithnichear air ar dùrachd sinn,

Le latha chumail sunndach leinn.

As leth a' phrionnsa Stiùbhartaich
;

Gur cal' an am na h-eigin e,

Ar carraig threun gu stìùireudh air ;

Thug bàrr air cheud am buadhannan,

'S tha cridhe 'n t-sluaigh air dlùthadh ris.

Cha 'n ioghnadh sin, 'n uair smuainichear

An dualachas o 'n tainig e
;

'N doimliiie bh' ann gu f'oghluimte
;

Gun hhonn do dh' eis 'n a nàdur dhetb,

^lar Sholamh, 'n cleachdadh reusanta,

Mar Shamson, treun an l.'imhan e,

IVlar Absalom, gur sgiamhacb e,

G iir sgiath '9 gur dion d' a chàirdean e.

Nach fhaic sibh fein an speis

A ghabh na speuran gu bhi 'g ùmhladh dha;
'N uair sheas an reannag shoillseach,

Ann.s an tine an robhsa stiùireadh Itis;

An comhar' bh' aig ar Slànuighear,

Ro Thearlach thigh'u do n dùthaich so,

'N uair chaidh na daoine ciallach ud
G' a iarraidh gu Jerusalem.

A nls, a Theàrlaich Stiùbhairt,

Na 'm biodh an crùn a th' air Seòras ort,

Bu lionmhor againn cùirtearan,

A' caicheamh ghun is chleòcaichean
;

'I'ha m' athcbuing ris an Ti sin,

Aig am beil gach ni ri òrduchadh.

Gn 'n teàrnadh e o 'n cheilg ac' thu,

'S gu 'n cuir e 'n seilbb do cbòrach thu.

ORAN NAN CASAGAN DUBHA.

[A rinn am bard 'n uair chual' e gu '11 do bhacadh an
t-èìdead[i Gaelach le lagh na rlogliachd ; agus muinntit
n dhùthclia fein bhi nile air taobh rlgh Deòrsa 's a'

bhliadhna 1745]

Lahh' Uhe leinn, a dhaoine,

C uime chaochail sibh fasaii,

'S nach 'eil agaibh de shaorsa,

Fill an aodaich a chleachd sibh ;

'S i mo bharail mu 'n eighe,

Tha 'n aghaidh fheileadh a's osan,

Gu 'm beil caraid aig Tearlach,

Ann am Fàrlamaid Shasuinn.

Faire ! faire !
' Righ Deòrsa,

*N ann a spors' air do dbilsean,

Deanamh achdachan ùra,

Gu bhi dùblachadh 'n daorsa
;

Ach on 's balaich gun nails' lad,

'S f'earr am bualadh no 'n caomhna,

'S bidh ni 's lugha g'a t-fheitheamh,

'N uair thig a leithld a risd oirnn.

Ala gbeibh do Tiàmhaid 's do cbaraid

An aon pbeanas an Albainn,

'S lad a dh-eirlch 'na t-aghaidh,

Rinn an roghaini! a b' fhearra dhiubh;

Oir tha caraid math ciiil ac'.

A rinn taobh ris na dh' earb ris,

'S a' chuid nach d' imich do n Fhraingl

Fhuair iad pension 'uuair dh-fhalbh e.
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ISEABAIL NIC-AOIDH.

Air fonn—Ptohaireachd,

An t-ilrlan

TsEABAiL Nic-Aoidh,

Aig a' chrodh laoigh,

Iseabail Nic-Aoidh,

*S i "ii a h-aoiiar,

Iseabail Nic-Aoidh,

Aig a' chrodh laoigh,

Iseabail Nic-Aoidh,

'S i 'n a h-aonar

;

Iseabail Nic-Aoidh,

Aig a' chrodh laoigh,

Iseabail Nic-Aoidh,

'Si 'ii a h-aonar:

Seall sibh Nic-Aoidh

Aig a' chrodh laoigh,

Am bonnahh nam frith'

•S i 'n a h-aonar.

Ati ceud Siubhah

Mhuire 's a High !

A dhuine gun mhnaoi,

Ma thig thti a chaoidh,

'S i so do thiin ;

Nach faic thu Nic-Aoidh,

Aig a' chrodh laoigh,

Am bonnabh nam frith',

*S i 'n a h-aonar.

Mhuire 's a Righ !

A dhuine gun mhnaoi,

Ma thig thu a chaoidh,

'S i so do thim
;

Nach faic thu Nic-Aoidh,

Aig a' chrodh laoigh,

Am bonnabh nam frith',

'S i 'ii a h-aonar.

Comharradh duihh

Nach 'eil gu math.

Air fleasi;ach amti

Bhi feadh a so,

'N uair tha bean-taigh'

AirRiothan nan Damh,
Muigh aig a' chrodh,

jun duine mar-ri.

Comharradh duibh

^ach 'eil gu math.

Air fieasgaich amh
Bhi feadh a so,

'N uair tha bean-taij;h'

Air Riothcin nan Damh,

Muigh aig a* chrodh,

'S i na haonar.

Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, &c.

An dara SiuhhaL

Seall sibh bean-taigh

Air Riothau nan Damh,
Muiyh aig a' chrodh,

Gun duine mar-ri ;

Seall sibh bean-taigh

Air lliothan nan Damh,
Muif^h aig a chrodh,

'S i 'n a h-aonar.

Seall sibh bean-taigh

Air Riothan nan Damh,
Muigh aig a' chrodh,

Gun duine mar-ri
;

Seali sibh bean-taigh

Air Riothan nan Damh,
Muigh aig a chrodh,

'S i 'n a h-aonar.

Duine sam bith

Th'air sona'chluich',

De chinneadh math,

Le meud a chruidh,

Deanadh e ruith,

Do Riothan nan Damh,
Gheihh e bean-taigh,

'S cuireadh e rith',

Duine sam bith

Th' air son a' chluich',

Do chinneadh math,

Le meud a chruidh,

Deanadh e ruith

Do Riothan nan Damh,
Gheibh e bean-taigh,

'S i 'n a haonar.

Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, &c.

An Taobhluath.

Nach faic sibh an oibseig

Tha coslach ri glacadh,

Am bliadhna 'g a cleachdadh,

Ri crodh agua eachaibh,

Air achadh 'n a h-aonar.

Nach faic sibh an oibseig

Tha coslach ri glacadh.

Am bliadhna 'g a cleachdadh,

Ri crodh agus eachaibh.

Air achadh 'n a h-aonar.

*S neònach am fasan,

Do dhaoine tha dh' easbhuidh

Nan nithean bu taitneich'

Dhaibh fcin e bhi aca,

Bhi fulang a faicinn.

Am bliadhna 'g a cleachdadh,

Ri crodh agus eachaibh.

Air achadh ""n a h-aonar.
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RANN AIR LONG RUSPUINN.

[Sean long bheag, a bha air a càradh le ceannaiche, bha

•n ashcan liuine, agus a bhrist roimhe sin ; chàraìch e an

loiig so, ie spruiUeach lusnge chaidh a blinseadh ri stoirni

gcainhraidh air tràigh fagus do Ruspunn ; bha 'n ceann-

aiche pòsd' ri seann nighin tacan ro'n am sin, 's iad gun

Chlann. 'N uair rinn e suas an long, 's ann le luath

raiiaich mar luchd a chaidh e lealha air a' cheud siubhal.]

Sgana mharaich, seaiia cheannaicb,

Le seana chaileig, 's iad gun sliochd
;

Gun tuar coiiaich air iC chual chrannaicli,

Is luath raiiiich air cheud luchd.

Bha scan acair, gun aon taic Ìnnt',

Air sean bhacan, ri sean taigh ;

Leig an sean tobha gun aon chobhair.

An sean eitbear air seana chloich.

13ha ti'iùir ghaisgeach gun neach caisrigt',

Air dhroch eistreadh 'n an caol ruith.

Gu long Ruspuinn nach pàigh cuspunn,

An t-seana chupuill nam plaigh rith\

'S mùr an eis e do fheav pension^

liha 's na rancaibh fada muigh,

I3bi air cbiil fraigbneach air stiùir Sine,

Gun dùil sìneadh ri deagh chluich.

ORAN NAN SUIRIDHEACH.*

Fhkaramh òg* leis am miannach pòsadh,

Nach 'eil na sgeì)il so 'g 'ur fàgail troin ?

Tha chuid a 's diomhair' tba cur an lln dibh,

Cha 'n 'eil an trìan diubb a' ruigheachd iuinn.

Tba chuid a's faigbreacbaiP air an oighreachd s',

O 'm beil am prise a' dol air cball,

Mar cboirean làidir, cur mail!' air pairtidh,

Tha barail cbàirdean, a's gràdb gun bhonn.

Tha fear a' suiridh an diugh air ìnighean,

Gun bbarail iomraill nach dean e tiirn ;

Bba i uair, 's bu chumba huaìridh,

A gbuth d' a cluais, a's a dbreacb d' a sùil.

An sean gbaol cinnteacb bba aig ar sinnsir*,

Nach d'fhuair cead imeachdair feadh na dùthcb',

Nach glan adhearbh i, gu 'ndeach'a mharbhadbf

'N uair ni i bàrgan, 'nuair tbig tear ur.

'S iomadh caochladb tbig air an t-saoghal,

*S cha chan an fbirinn nach 'eil e crosd',

Na b-uile raaigbdean a ni mar rinn i,

Tha fois a h-inntinn an cuniiart feasd.

An duiue treubbach, mur 'eil e spreidbeach,

A db' aindeoin eud, tha e fein *g a chosg,

'S le comhairl' ghòraicb a h-atbair dhòlum,

'G a deanamh deònach le toic, 's le trosg.

* For the air, see " The Rev. Patrick M" Donald's Col-

lection of Highland Airs," page 17, No. 112.

O 'n tha 'n gaol ac air fis mar Fhaoilleach,

Na bitbeadh stri agaibh ri bbi pòsd',

'A seasmhachd inntinu cba 'n 'eil thii cinnteachi

Uè fad na h-aon oidbch' gu teacnd an lò
;

An tè a phàirtìcheas riut a càirdeas,

Ged tha i 'gràdb sud le cainnt a beùil,

Fo cbeann seachduin, tbig caochladb lleasgaicb,

'S cba 'n fhaigb tbu iacal dh'i rù do bheli.

Ach 's mur an nàire bbi g an sàrachadh,

Oir tha pàirt dbiubb de "n inntinn stòlt',

Mach o pbàrantan agus chàìrdean,

Bbi milleadh ghraidh sin tha fas gu h-òg ;

Mur toir i aicheadh do 'n fbear a's fearr leath',

Ged robh sud craiteach dh'i fad a beò,

Ni b-atbair feargach, a heatba searbh dh'i,

'S gur fearr leis marbh i, na 'laicinn pùsd'.

Faodaidh reason a bbi, gu treigeadh

An fhir a 's beusaicb' a tbeid 'n a triall
;

Ged tba e cairdeach, mur 'eil e pàgacb,

Ud ! millidh pràcas na th' air a mhiann ;

Tha 'n duine suairce, le barrachd stuamacbd,

A' call a bhuannachd ri tè gun cbiall

;

'S fear oile ^ eiridh, gun stic ach leine,

'S e cosnadh geill dh'i mu 'n stad e srian.

Mur 'eil stuamachd a' cosnadh gruagaicb,

Och ! ciod a' bbuaidb air am beil a geall ?

Nach mor an neònacbas fear an dùcbais so,

Gun bhi cnòdacb ni 's modba bonn
;

Fear eile sineadh le mire 's taosnadh,

Le comunn faoilteacb, no aigneadh trom,

'S ge math na tri sin gu cosnadh aontachd,

Cba 'n *eil a h-aon diubh nach 'eil a' call.

Ma tha e pagach, ma tba e sgatbach,

Ma tba e n.^rach, ma tha e niear
;

Ma tha e sanntach, ma tha e greannar,

Ma tha e cainnteach, a's e gun chron
;

Ma tba e bòidbeach, ma tba e seulta,

Ma tha e cbmhnard, ma tha e glan
;

Ma tba e dlomhain, ma tba e i^nii.nihach,

Ud, ud ! cba 'n fhiach le a h-aon diubh sin !

Ma tha e pàgach, tha e gun n; ire,

'S ma tha e sgathacb, cba bbeiig a' cbrois ;

Ma tba e gaolach, tha e 'n a cbaora
;

'S ma tha e faoilteach, tha e 'n a tbrosg
;

Matha e gniomhach, their cuid, ' Cha'n fhiach e

Tha 'm fear nd miodhair, 's e sud a chron ;"

'S ma tha e failligeach ann an aiteacbadh,

*' Cha bhi barr aìg', is bi'dh e bocbd."

Cf) an t-aon fbear air feadh an t-saogbail,

A tba nis cinnteacb gu 'n dean e turn
;

'S nach 'eil a h-aon de na tba mi *g innseadb,

Nach 'eil 'n a dbheadh dha air a chul.
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An duine meanmnach, 's e toimhseil, ainmeil,

Cha chluiiin thu'ainm ach mar fhear gun diù
;

'S nach fhaic thii fuin, air son iomadh reusoìn,

Gu *D deach' an spreidh os ceann ceillc, 's cYiù,

Tha fear fos ami, a dh-aindeoin dnchais,

A dh' fhaodas pòsadh gun mhòran char

;

Na'm biodhde chiallaig'nadh'aithnichriaixih,

Gu 'n do dh-eirich grian anns an àirde 'n ear

;

Dean 'n a dhuairc e, a rugadh 'n cuaran,

Thoir baile 's buar dha, a's treabhair gheal

;

Leig labhairt uair dha, ri athair gruagaich,

'S bheir mi mo chluas dhut mar faigh e bean.

A ]\1 B U U A D A R.

Am FONN—*' Latha siuhhul sUibhe dhomh,"

Chcnna' mise bruadar,

Fiiir nach cuala, thig a's clulnn
;

Ma 's breisleach e, cur casg air ;

'S ma tha neart ann, bi 'g a sbeinn ;

Na m' b' tliior dbomli fcin gu 'm faca mi,

Am Freasdal, 's e air beinn
;

Gacli ni a's neach 'n a amharc,

Is e coimhead os an cinn.

Chunua' mi gach seùrsa 'n sin,

A' tigh'nn 'n an cròthaibh, cruinn
;

'S na 'm b* ihior dhomh, gu'n robh mbran diubh,

A b' eòl domh ri mo linn ;

Ach CÙ a bha air thos dhiubb,

Ach na daoiiie pòsd' air sreing,

—

'S a' cheud thear a thiiirt facal diubh,

Ci'uaidh chasaid air a mimaoi.

Labhair glagair àraidh ris,—
'( *S tu leig mo naimhdeas learn,

N uair phòs mi ghobach, àrdaiiach,

Nach obadh cnamhan rium ;

'S e *s cainnt an taobh mo leapa dh'Ì,

An uair is pailte riim,

Gu cealgach, I'eargach, droch-mlieintieach,

* *S an droch-uair, teann a null.'

" Their Ì rìs, gu h-ain-meinneach,

'N uair dii' eireas fearg 'n a sròin,

Gu *m b' ulc mi ann an argumaid,

*S nach b' fheàrr mi thogail sgeòil,—
Cha b' ionann Unit 's do c' ainm e sud,

'S dcagli sheauachaidh e 'e> tuìgh-òsd',

O !
'8 buidhe dhi-s' thug dhachaigh e,

B' e f6in am fleas-ach cmr.

** 'Nuair chlosas mis' ri smuaineachadh,

Gach truaighe thug mo shàr
;

Their i, sgeigeil, beumach, rium,

Gur ro mhath dh-uisdiiin sgeul

;

Is their i ris na labhias mi,

Gu 'n canadh clann ni b' fhearr ;

Aon ghniomb, no cainnt, cha chinnich leaiUt

Nach di-mol i le 'beul."

Thuirt ise :—" Gu 'm b' pudach sud,

'S gu 'n robh e breugacb, meailt',"

Is thug i air mar b' àbhaist d'i,

Nach abradh 'bheul-sa drannd
;

" Tha 'n adbarc sgorrach, eitidli
;

Ach o 'n 's eigin d'i bhi ann,

O ! ciod e 'n t-aite 'n càra dh'i

Bhi fas, na air a' cheann."

Thubhairt fear de 'n àireamh ud,

Bu tàbhachdaiche bh' ann,

" A Flireasdail, rinn thu fabhor rium,

Am pàirt 'nuair thug thu clann
;

Ged thug thu bean mar mhàthair dbaibb,

Nach dean gach dàrna h-àm,

Ach h-uile gniomh a 's tarsuinne,

Mar * thachras thigh'n 'n a ceann."

Fhreagair Freasdal reusonta,

—

" *S e 's feumail dhut bhi stuaim',

'S a liuthad la a dh' eisd mi riut,

Is tu 'na t-cigin chruaidh;

Mu 'n do chumadh leine dhut,

Bha 'n ceile sin riut fuaight'.

Is ciud iad nìs na fàthaii,

Air am b' àiU ieat a cur bhuatV"

" Nach boclid dhomh, 'nuair thig strainseuran,

Bhios ceòlmhtir, cainnteach, binn,

'Nuair *s math leam a bhi halaidh riuth',

'S ann bhios i fiataruinn?

'N uair dh' Mas mi gu ciiirteil leath',

'S e gheibh mi cùl a cinn,

'S bidh mise 'n sin 'n am bbreugadair,

Ag ràdh gu 'm beil i tiun.

" Cha tàmh i 'm baile dithribh leam,

Cha toigh leath' gaoth nam beanu,

An t-aite musach, fàsachail,

Am beil an cràbhadh gann ;

'S ged chuir mi làmh ri eaglaìs i,

Cha 'n fbada dh' fhanas ann,

—

* An t-aite dona, tàbhurnach,

Bidh sluagh cur neul 'n a ceann.'
"

Sin 'n uair tlmbhairt Freasdal ris,—

" 'S e thig do 'n neach ni choir ;

A bhi ni 's dliiith' r' a dhleasannas,

Mar 's truime crois 'g a leòn j
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I3ha na ceadan pears' an sud.

'N ail seasainh aim an rduCj

'Sbha casaideaii aig mòran diubb,

Ma 'n aon neacli bha toirt taing.

AN DUINE SANNTACH

AGUS AN SAOGHAI,, A' GEARAN AIH A CHEILE.

A^ DUI?fE.

'S MI-CHOMAINNKACH thusa, Sliaogliail,

•S b' abbaist dhut,

'Sole, aleaiiadh tu I'i dauine

A leanadh riut

;

Am tear a cbea:igail sreaiig gu teaiin riut,

Leis a* glitut

;

'Nuair tharruinn gach fear acheann I'ein d'i

'S es' a thuit.

AN SAOGHAli.

Is sibbse tba uiar bin, a dbaoine,

•S b' abbaist duibii,

'S ulc a leanadli silrli ri ^augbal

A leanadh ribli
;

Ged chuir mise sorchan I'udiiaibh,

'S air gach taobh,

Mas sibb lèin tba gabhal leicbidli,

Soraidli leibh !

AN DUINE.

a bliaogliail,O, na 'a gleidheadh tu

Bhitbinn dba du reir,

Oir tha na h-uile ni a's toigh learn

Fo na gbrein
;

C uim' an leigeadh tu gu dilinn

Mi gu pein,

'S nach 'eil Haitheas cho priseil dbomli

Riut lùiu.

AN SAOGHAL.

S ann bu choir dhut bhi cur t-cùlais

Ni bu (leis,

Faraiu biodb na h- uile siilas

Ni bu ireis',

Ged ni mis' an t-umaidh àrach

lli car greis,

*N uair a thogras e fein m' fhagail,

Leigcam leis.

ORAN DO'N OLLA MOIHISTON.

Binji shi uair-eiffiuj

Searbh sin òg,

Binn sin uair-eigin^

SraTbh sin Off i

Binn sin uair-eigin,

']V comunn so fiÌL' fhnaraich,

Air an rohli earhall yic dhuaineil,

Ge bit (jhuanach a ò/ir'on.

A' BHLiADHNA iia caluinn-s',

Bu gheur am faobhar a ghearradh an teud,

Bir eadar DòmhnuU 'a am Morair,

S iad mar aon ann an comunti 's an gaol

;

Ach cia b' e ni bha 's na cairtean,

Chaidh e feargach oirnn seacliad an dc

;

'S CO a 's dficha bhi coireach,

Na 'm tear a dh-fhagas am baile leis tela ?

Chuniiaic mis' air a' bhùrd tlin,

Bhliadbna ghabh Sine Ghùrdon an t-at,

'S uha chuireadh tu t-aodann

Ann an comunn nach slaodadb tu leat
;

Ach 'nuair shaoil leat do shorchan,

Bhi cho laidir ri tulchainn a' gheat',

Shliob na bonna-chasan reambar

Dheth na louia-leacan sleambuinn gun taic

!

BÌ7in sin uair-ligin, t^c.

Dearlib cba gbabhainn-sa ioghnadh

As an leac so chuir milteaa a muigh,

Dbe na corra-cheannaich' bhriosgach,

Aig am laicte 'n di'i iosgaid air cbritli
j

Ach an trostanach tl'eubhach,

Chuireadh aeart a dba shli:i»d' aa an sith,

Ma thuit es' aig an dorus,

Cia mar sheasas fear eile 's am bitb ?

Binn sin uuir-eigin, .y:

'.S aai

Gu'i
Ach

Eebl

tba ceumanan Freasdail

nail ceudan dc kasunan duiiin,

imh iobairt de bheagan,

I biodh each air an teagasg r' an linn
;

na tbuitcas fear aithghearr,

i sealltuian ro bhras os a ehinn,

1 'eil fhios agam, aca,

s ciontaich' an leac no aa buinii.

Binn sin nair-ciijin, ^c.

Tha mise lein aan an eagal,

'G iarraidh fàsaich no eag do ino sbàil.

Is mi falbh air aa leacaich.

Air an d' fhuair daoiue seasmhach an sàr;
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Ach tha m' earbsadh tre chunnart,

Mo gharbh-chnaimhean uile bhi slàn,—
Oh- ged a th;'irladh dhomh clibeadh,

Clia 'n 'eil àird' aig mo sniigeid o 'a lùr.

BÌ7tn sin uair eiyin, ^c.

An duin* òg s' tha 'li a leigb,

Tha mi clàistiiin tha tighinn a 'dhtigh,

Fhuair e leasun o dhithis,

Chumgu'ii siùbhladh e suidhicht"ii acheum;
Ach mu 'n chùis tha d' a leantuinn,

Cuiream cùl ri bhi cantuinii ni 's Icir
;

Ach na 'm idodh brigh na mo chomhairl',

So an t-iim am beil Somhairl' 'i» a teum.

Binn sin uair-eigin^ &^c.

Ian Mhic-Uilleim 's an t-Srathan,

P'aodaidh deiieadh do latliacli'-s' bhi searbb,

Ged tha 'n aimsir-s' cho sitheil,

'S nach 'eil guth riut mu phris air an tàrbli
;

Chaidh luchd-làbhoir a bliriseadh,

Nabha 'n dleuchd eadaiUuspunn's amPàibh
;

Am fear a tliig le mòr urrani,

Gheibh e ceud mile mallachd 's an fhalbb.*

Biim sin uair-eiyin, ^-c.

Note.—Dr Morrison, the hero of this song, was for a
long time In high esteem and favour in the family of Lord
Reay ; but at length a misunderstanding arising between
tliem, he found cause to leave tlie family, reflecting, at

the same time, on the fluctuating temper and unsteady
favour of the great, and repeating the old Gaelic adage,
** Is ileamltutnn an ieac a tkUiig Uurus an taig/i' mhbir."

M A R B H II A N N.

[Do dhithis mliinistear ro ainmeil 'nan dùthaich, Mr
Iain Munro, Ministeir Sglre Eadarachaolais, agus Mr
Dbmhnull Mac-Aoidh, Maighslir.sgoile, «glre Fair.]

Air fomn—" Oran na li-aoise"

'S e rao bhearhd ort, a bhàis,

Gur bras tliu ri pàirt,

Gur teachdair' tha laidir, treum, tliu
;

An cogadh no 'm blàr,

Cha toil-ear do shàr,

Aon duine clia tar do thriigsinn
;

Thug thu an drisd

Dhuinn buille no dhà,

Chuir eaglaisean ban, a's foghlum
;

Is 's fhurasd dliomh ràdh,

Gur goirid do dhàìl,

'S gur trie a' toirt beam 'n ar Cleir thu.

Bhuin thu ruinn garbh,

Mu 'n dithis so dh-fhalbh,

'Nuair ruith thu air lòrg a ch

C uime nach d" fhdg thu

* " Hate dogs their flight, and insult

lihuidhean a b' ;iirde,

A bhiodh do chàcli ro fheumail

;

A bhruidhean a b' flieàrr

A' tigliinn o 'm beul,

'S an cridheachan h'ln de reason
;

Chaidh gibhteachan gràis

A mheasgadh 'n an gnàtlis,

'S bha 'n cneasdachd a' las d' a reir sin.

Ditliis blia 'n geall

Air gearradh a honn,

Gach ainiochd, gach feall, 's gacli eucoir;

D.'i sholus a dh-lTialbh

A earrannan garbli',

Dh-fh.'ig an talamh-sa dorch d' a reir sin
;

Ge d' tha e ro chruaidh,

Gu 'n deach' iad 's an uaigli,

Tha cuid a gheibh huaidh a's feum dheth
;

Mar ris gach aon ni,

Dh-aithris iad dhuinn,

Chaidh 'n gearradh a tun an leughaidh.

Dithis a bh' ann,

Bu chomhairl' 's bu cheann,

Uo phobull fhuair am g' an uisdeachd

;

Dithis, bha 'm has

'N a bhriseadh do chàch,

Gidheadh gu 'm b' e 'm tVihhor fe'in e;

Cha ladurn gu dearbh,

Dhuinn chreidsinn 'nuair dh-fhalbh,

Gu 'n d' fhreagair an earbs' gu Idir iad
;

A dh' aindeoin an aoig,

B' e 'n cairide gaoil.

'Nuair sgair e o thir nam breug iad.

U'li;

Mu dheighinu na dith's,

A 's leumail a bhi sna ceudan ;

Feudaidh mi ràdh,

Cia teumach am bàs,

Nach tug e ach pairt d' a bhcum uainn.

Ged thug e le tiiin.

An corpa do 'n cliill,

Bidh iomradh ro bhinn 'n an deigh orr'

;

Is iiunadh beul cinn,

Ag aithris 's gach linn,

Na labhair, na sheinn, 's na leugh iad.

Siriiie (halàthair,

Tuig'maid an t-stràchd-s',

Is cleachdamaid trà air reuson

;

Nach laic sibh o'n bha,

All lathachan s' geàrr,

Gu 'n ruith iad ni b' flie' rr an reis uJ;
\S niac-samhuil dhuinn iad,

Cied nach 'eil sinn cho àrd.
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Anns na uitheanaibh crabhaidh, leuj^haiit^
;

Na earb'maid gu bràth,

Gu 'n ruig sin an t-àit-s'

Mur lean sinn ri pàii-t d' an ceuman.

Tha 'n teachdair s' air tòir

Gach neach a tha beò,

'G an glacadh an coir no 'n cucoir
;

Na gheibh e 'n a dlturn,

Ciia reic e air òir,

Ri gul, no ri deoir cba 'n èisd e.

Chi mi gur fiù

Leis tighinn do 'n chuil,

Gu fear th' ann an clad mar èideadh ;

'S ged dheanamaid dim,

Cha cbeannaicli e dhuinn,

Aon mliiouaid de dh-ùin o 'n eug sin.

An dithis so cbuaidh,

Cha rachadh clio luath,

Na 'n gabhadh tu uainn an eirig

;

Cha leig'maid 'n an dith's

lad as an aon mhios,

Na 'm b' urradh slnn diol le seudan ;

Ach 's teachdair ro dhàn'

Thu, tighinn o 's àìrd,

Buailidli tu stùtaibh *s deircean
;

Clia bhacar le 'prls,

Air t' ais thu a ris,

^S tu dh' easbhuidh an aoin mu 'n teid tbu.

Glacaidh tu chlninn

A mach bho na bhroinn,

Mu 's faic iad ach soills' air eigin
;

Glacaidh tu 'n òigh,

Dol an coinneamh an òig,

Mu *n\ feudar am p'jsadh èìgheachd.

Ma 's beag, no ma 's mJ.r,

Ma 's sean, no ma 's òg,

Ma *s cleachdamli dhuirin cùir no cucoir

Ma tha sinn 'n nr beo,

Is anail 'n ar sWiiii,

Cuirear uile sinn fo na feich ud.

Tlia 'm bàs os ar cinn,

*G ar glacadh le tinn,

S le (Vadhrac ar cinn cha luir e ;

Ach tha glaodh aig' cho cruaidh,

S gu 'm faodadh an sluagh,

A chluinntinn le clnasan rcusoin.

Nach dearc sibh a chùl,

Is fear aig' fo iùil,

S e sealtuinn le ^shùìl gu geur air
;

An diugh ciod am f;'it)i,

Nach bidh'maid nir g/wàrri,

'Sgu *ii bhuin e ar nabuidh 'n dc bliu;

A chu

Cur

hachd a tha

gainn a bhàiL'hu

Gun teagamh nach pàighear Thijich dha;

Tha misneachd a's bonn

Aig neauh a tha 'n geall,

Air tagradh na gheall do bheul dha,

Oir 's athair do chlann

A dh' fheitheas a th' ann,

'S fear-taighe do 'n bhantraich fein e
;

'S e'n Cruithear a th' ann,

A hheir gu neo-ghann,

Na thoilleas sinn anns a" chreutnir.

MARBHRANN,
DO MHAIGHSTIR..MURCHADH MACDHOMHNUII.L,

RIINISTEAR SGIRE DHIURINNIS

AN DUTHAICH MHIC-AOIDH.

'S e do bhàs, 'Mhaighstir Murchadh,

Rinn na h-;iitean so dhorchadh,

'S ged chaidh dàil ann do mharbhrann,

Labhraidh balbhachd ri ceill.

Na 'm biodh a' Chriosdaidheachd iomlan,

Cha rachadh di-chuimhn' air t-iomradJi,

No do ghniomharan iomlaid,

Ach leantadh t-iomchan-s' gu leir
;

Gur h-e chràdh mi 'n am mheanmnadh,

'S do luchd-graidh agus leanmhuinn,

Meud do shaothrach mu 's d' fhaUih tbn,

*S lugh'd a luirg as do dhèigh ;

—

Bheir cuid leasanan buadhach,

O bhruaich fasanan t-uaghach,

Nach tug daiseachan suarach,

As na chual iad bhuat fein.

Fior mhasguU chionn piiidhidh,

No stad gealtach le gabhadh,

Bhrigh rao bheachd-s' ann an d.-inaibh,

''8 mi nach deanadh, 's nach d' rinn :

Ach na 'm biodb comain no st;i dhut,

Ann a t-alladh chur os iiird dut,

Co adi mis' do 'm bu chura,

'S CO a b' fheàrr na thu thoill ?

Bhuidhean mholtach-s' a dh-fhàg sinn,

Ged nach urr' iad a chlàistinn,

'S coir bhi 'g aithris am pairtean,

Gun fhàbhor, 's gun fhoill

;

Oir 's buain' a' chuimhne I)heìr bàrda,

Air deagh bhuadhannaibh nàduir,

Na 'n stoc cruinn sin a dh-fhàg iad»

Is comh-stri cbàirdean 'g a roiun.

Bha do ghibhtean-sa làidir,

Air am mcasgadh le gràsan,

Anns a* phearsa bha àluinn,

Lom-lan dc na chuill
;



ROB DONN. 199

An tuigs' bu luchdrahoir' gu gleidheadh,

An toil a b' èasgaidh gu matheadh,

'S na h-uile h-aigneadh cbo flathail,

Fad do bheatha gu leir.

Bhiudh do chomhairl' au còmhnuidh,

Le do chobhaii* 's do chùmhnadh,

Do luchd-gabhail na cùrach,

Heir 's mar shebladh tu fein
;

Dheanadh tu 'n t-aindeonach deònach,

Is an t-aineolach eòlach— ^

*S b' etìor shonas do bheòshlaint,

Bhi tabhairt còrr dhaibh de leirs*.

Bha thu caomh ri fear feumach,

Bha thu saor ri fear reusont',

Bha thu aodanach, geurach.

Mar chloich, ri eucoireach, cruaidh
;

Bu tu 'n tabhairteach maoineacb,

Bu tu 'n labhairteach saoithreach,

Bu tu 'n comhairleach timeil,

'S crioch a' ghaoil ann ad fhuath
;

Tha e *n a ladarnas gabhaidh,

Bhi le h-eagal ag àicfaeadh,

Nach 'eil stoc aig an Ard-Righ,

Ni an àird na chaidh uainn
;

Ach 's fàbhor Freasdail, 's a's ioghnadh,

No 'n ni a 's faisge do mhiorbhuiJ,

Am bèarn so th' againn a lionadh,

Gu bias miannach an t-sluaigh.

Learn is beag na tha dh' fhoighneachd,

Mu na thubbairt, 's na rinn thu,

'S mu na chliù sin a thoill thu,

O 'n ill chaill sinn thu fein

;

Ach mùran tartar is stroighlich.

Air son feich, a^us oighreachd,

Fàgaidh beartaich murfhine e,

Air an cloinn as an deigh
;

'S e ni a 's minig a chi mi,

Dh' aindeoin diombunachd time,

Gu'm beil gionaich nan daoine,

Tarruinn claonadh 'n an cuiU
;

Ach cha 'n 'eil iomairt no inotion,

Anns na freasdail so dhomhsa,

Nach toir hasan 'n am chòdhail,

Le seann nht bho do bheul.

Toigheach, faÌrJlleach, fiamhach,

Smuainteach, facalach, gniomhach,

Ann do ghnothachaibh diomhair,

Gun bhi diomhain aon uair ;

Chaith thu t-aimsir gu saoithreach,

Air son sonas nan daoine ;

'S cha b' e truailUdheachd shaoghalt

No aon ni cbur suas.

'Nuair tha nitheana taitneacb,

Dol a mugh' a chion cleachdaidb,

B' e chùis fharmaid fear t-fhasain,

*S cha b' e beartas a's uaiUs',

A' dol o *n bheatha bu sheirbhe,

Tre na catban bu ghairbhe,

Dh-ionnsuidh Flaitheas na tairbhe,

Gu buan shealbhachadh duais.

Gu'm beil cealgaireachd chrabaidh,

Air a dearbhadh gu gàbhaidh,

Tha 'n a gairisinn r' a ciàistinn,

Is ro chràiteach r' a luaidh
;

Nuair a thuit thu le has bhuainn,

Mar gu 'm briseadh iad bràigbdean,

Dhùisg na h-uilc sin a b' àbhaist,

A bbi an nàdur an t-sluaigh
;

Gu'm beil cath aig an Ard-Rlgh,

Gu bhi gabhail nam pàirtean,

Anns na chruthaich e grasan,

Thug air aghairt gach buaidh
;

Rinn sud sinne 'n ar fàsach,

Anns an talamh-s' an trà so.

So a* bharail th' aig pàirt diubh,

Trie *g a rdtainn air t-uaigh.

An duine thigeadh a suas riut,

Ann an guth 's ann an cluasan,

Cha 'n fhacas riamh a's cba chualas,

Js 's e mo smuaintean nach cluinn
;

Ged bu bheartach do chràbhadh,

Bha do mheas air gach tàlann,

'S tu a thuigeadh na dàna,

'S am fear e dheanadh na rainn
;

Chuid a b' uirde 's a' bhuaidh sin,

Tha 'd air stad dheth o 'n uair sin,

Ach na daiseachan suarach,

Tha mu 'n cuairt duinn a' seinn
;

'Nuair a cheilear a' ghrian orr'.

Sin 'n uair ghoireas na biastan,

—

Cailleach-oidhch' agus strianach.

An coilltean fiadhaich, 's an glino.

'S eùl domh daoine 's an aimsìr-s',

Dh-fliàs 'n an cuideachd glè ainmeil,

Tigh'nn air nitheanan talmhaidh,

Ann an gearrabhaireachd gheur
;

Ach 'n uair thogar o 'n làr iad,

Gus na nithibh a's airde,

S ann a chluinneas tu pàirt diubh,

Mar na pàisdean gun cheill;

Fhuair mi car ann do rianaibh-s',

Le do ghibhtean bha lialaidh,

Nach do dliearc mi, ma 's fior dhomh.

An aon neach riamh ach thu fein,

—

Call gach cuideachd a lionadh,

Leis na theireadh tu diomhan,

*S crioch do sheanchais gun fbiaradli,

Tighinn gu diadhaidheachd tbreun.

Bha do chuid air a sgaoileadh

Gu bhi cuideachadh dhaoine.
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*S IJiad 's a bha thu 's an t-saoghal,

'S tu nach faodadh bhi pàidbt" ;

Cliuid bu taitneich' 'n an iomchainn,

Cha 'n 'eil facal mu 'n tinicheall,

Cha bhi ceartas mu 'n ioinradh,

Ach le 'n imrich, 'n am bàs.

'S truagb am pearias a thoill siun,

Thaobb nan ciontan a rinn sinn,

—

Bhi sior ghearradli ar goiblilean,

'S ar cuid theaghlaichean i'às ;

Gun cbeann laidir gu f'hoighneacbd^

Co ni 'n airde na chaill sinn,

Cuid, d' an cràdh, là is oidbche,

Nach tig t-oighre 'ua t-àit.

CUMHA DO MHIl. INIURCHADH.

fA rinn am bard an ceann bliadhna an deigh bàis a

duin' uaeail sin, air iarrtas a mhic am fior Gàelsuair

ioniisaichtc, Mr Padruig Mac.DhòmhnuiU. ministea

Sglre' Ciiille-moirc an Karraghdel, air dha thifihinn do '

dùthaich, agits a bhi aig am àraìdh an cindtachd i

bbàird.3

CO-SHEniM.

*S cianail^ a's cianailj

O! 's cianail a tha mi,

*N ceann iia bliadhna,

! 's cianail a tìta mi,

A Mhaigltstir MurcJiadh,

''S tu ail' itCfhùgail^

*5 mairg nach (Tfltuair sinn^

Linn no dha dhiot.

Chaochail iad rianan,

O chioslaich am bus tbu,

Cha 'n 'eil meas am bliadhna,

Aiiciall, uoaiicràbhadh;

Thionndaidh na biastan

Gu riastradb gràineil,

Leo-san leig Dia,

Srian o 'n la sin.

''S cianail, S^c,

Rinn cuid bron

Fa choir do bhàis-sa.

Ach ghabh iad sgios,

Ann am mius no dha dheth
;

Cha 'n 'eil mis' mar iadsan,

Riaraicbt' clio Ira dhethj^

An ceann na bliadhna,

'S cianail a tba mi.

*i' cianail, ^-c.

'S caomh leam an teaghlach,

'S a' chlann sin a dh-lbàg thu,

'S caomh leam na fuinn,

Bbidhte seinn ann ad t'hàrdaich
;

'S caomh leam bhi 'g ùracbadh

Chlìù nach tug biis dhiot

;

'S caomh leam an ùir th'air do thaobh,

Dheth na Bh-.ghan 1

"*$ danaii, <!^c.

ORAN A' GHEAMHRAIDII.

Chridhe na feile,

A bhc'il na tàbhachd,

Cbeann na ceille,

'S an fhoghluim chràbhaidh,

Làimb gun ghanntair

An am dhut paigheadh,

An uachdar a* bhùird,

A ghnùis na fàilte.

"iS' cianail, ^'C.

Tha raise 'n am aonar,

Mar aon ann am fàsacb,

'S ni gun fheum dhomh,

Aobhar giiiiire,

Cuims' ann an cainnt,

Ann an rann no dJinacfad,

Chionn *s nach 'eil thu ann

G' an claistinn.

*S cianail, S^c.

Air fonn—*' Through the wood, laddie.'

MocH 's mi *g eiridh 's a mhadainn,

'S an sneachd air a* blieinn,

Ann an lagan beag monaidh,

Ri madainn ro dhoinid,

'Sann a chuala mi 'n lonan,

Chuir an loinid o sheinn,

Is am pigidh ag eigheach

Kis na speuraibh, *s cha bhinn.

Bithidh am beithe crion, crotach,

Sior stopadh o 'f'bàs ;

Mar ri gaoth gharbh sheidJdh,

Agus ioma-chathadh 'g eiridh,

Cròcan barraich a' guilleadb,

Mios cigneach an Jiil
;

A' mhios chneatanach, fhuachdaidh,

Choimheach, ghruamach, gun tlàths'.
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Anna chaol-mhalach, chioch-choirach,



Shuidh mi ann an cùil,

Mar gu 'n dùisj;teadli u tranns mi,

A ribhiiin i.luiiin, eibhiuii, òg.

Is dh'amhairceudli an triùir ud,

Le 'n sùilean, *s le saiint ort,

A ribhinn ùluinn, eibhinn, òg.

Du rcir mar a dh-fhaoilainns'

A fa>aodann a raiiiisachadh,

Dhùraigeadh Salaidh,

Am IVIaidsear 'ii a bhantraich ;

Tha auibhneas air Deùrsa,

Mu 'n bhrùn bh' air a' Ghranndacb,

A ribhinn àluiiin, èibhinn, ^g.

Cha 'n 'eil a h-aon,

'S a' Bhatàillean d' an eòl thu,

A ribhinn àluinn, eibhinn, òg.

Nach 'eil ort a bruadar,

Mas t'uasgailt' no pòsda,

A ribhinn àluinu, èibhinn, òg.

Gus an ruig e Tearlach,

Am maisdear a b' oige
;

Ged bu chruaidh 'ainm

Ann ail armailt righ Deòrsa,

Chaoch*leadh c faobhar,

Le gaol fa do chòir-sa,

A ribhinn àliiinn, uibhinn, òg.

Am fear a bhios an gaol,

Cha^i fhaodar leis "fhuadach,

A ribhinn ùluinn, eibhinn, òg.

'S ann is crnaidh a 'chàs,

Gus am pàidhear a dhuais dha,

A ribhinn àluinn, èibhinn, òg.

Fuiligidh mi sùil,

No fuiligidh mi cluas dhiora,

JIa tha aoii de n triùir ud,

As trie thasa luaidh' riiit,

Cho tinn le do ghaol,

Ris an ann fhear as fuath leat *

A ribhinn àluinn, eibhinn, hg.

'S e 'n t-aobhar nach ordaichinn,

Salaidh do 'n Chòirneil,

A ribhinn àluinn, eibhinn, og,

Eagal gu 'm bitheadh each

Ann an naimhdeas r' a bheu dha,

An ribhinn àluinn, eibhinn, òg.

Creutair cho caoimhneil riut,

Is maighdeann cho bùidheach riut,

Ri ! bu mhòr an diobhail,

Gu *n cailleadli tu g' a dheòin Ìad,

Suiridhich an t-saoghail,

Le aon fhear a phòsadh,

An ribhinn àluinn, eibhinn, òg.

Be Rob Donn feir 1 fhear ab' fhuath leatha

O 11 A N E 1 L E

DO "N MHAIGHDEINN CHEUDNA.

Air fonn—" Sweet Molly,"

Fear a dltaiinsas^fear a chlaiclieas^

Fear a leumas^fear a ruitheas.

Fear a dk-èisdeas^ no ni Lruiditean,

Bi 'n creidlieach" aig Salaidh.

Dh-fhalbh mi diithchan fada, leathan,

'G amharc inigheannan a's mhnathan
;

£adar Tunga 's Abai-readhain,

Charobh leithid Salaidh.

Fear a dhannsas^ S^c.

An Uun-eideann 's an Dun-didhe,

'S a h-uile ceura a rinn mi dii-uighe,

Cha 'n fhaca mi coltach rithe.

Bean mo chridhe Salaidh.

Fear a dhanmas^ ^c.

'S math a claistinn, 's math a fradharc,

Blasd' a caill agus na their i,

'S math do 'n fhear a tharadh 'n gaire,

Do dboireachan Salaidh.

Fear a dkannsas^ ^c.

'S math a muigh, 's is math a staigh i,

'S math 'n a guth i, is math 'n a dath i*;

'S math 'n a suidhe 'n ceann na sreath' i,

Sann na laidhe 's fearr i.

Fear a dhannsas, ^x.

Fear a dh' iarras i 's nach fhaigh i,

'S fear nach ìarr i a chionn aghaidh,

Cha robh fhios a'm co an roghainn

Thaghainn as na dha sin.

Fear a dhaìinsas^ S^c.

I

Caiptein treun nan Grenadeery

j

""S airde leumas, 's fearr a ruitheas,

Cha 'n 'eil ait an dean i suidhe,

]
^auh bi e-san laimh rith'.

Fear a dhunnsas^ S^-c.

I

Na 'n racha' dealbh a chur 's a' bhrataich,

Ann an arm an larla Chataieh,

Bhiodh iad marbh mu 'n dèant' a glaeadh,

' Ged bhiodh neart a' Phàp* orr'.

I

Fear a dkannsas^ ^c.

I
Note—Sally Grant, ihe subject of the foregoing two

songs, was a girl of easy virtue, who followed the Suther-
land fencibies. She was at first mistress to the Earl who
commanded ; she then served the officers, and finally the
privates and drummers. Rob composed another song,
called " Mòr nigà'n a Ghiobarlain,^' on th(.' same girl, but
the Editor has left it, and a number of others of the same
description, out of the book on account of their indelicacy.
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BRIOGAIS MIIIC UUAIRIDII.

[Itinneadh an t-òran so leis a' bhàrtl aÌK bnnais " Iseabail

Nic.Aoidh," nighean Iain 'lc-Eachaìini, air dti'i bhipòsda

ri lain.lnacChoinnichSulliarlain. Bliacruinneachadh ana-

barrach sluaigli air a' bhanais de dli-uaisleaii na dùthcha
;

achair do dh-Iain Mac.l'achuìnnagusambàrd curainacii

air a chèile goirid roimh 'ri ain sin, cha d' fluinir am bàrd

cuireadh thun na bainnse, ged bha e chòmhiiuidh ann an

àitc fagus do laimli. Ach air do Choinneacii tìutharlan,

athaìr fhir na bainnse, thigbiiin air an ath mhadainn an

deigh a* phòsaidh, agus liob Uonn ionndraiini, tliubhairt

c ri Iain Mac-Eachuinn, gu 'm b' fliearr cuireadli athoirt

do 'n bhard 'n a lliràth, no gu 'n cluinnte sgeula mu
'n bhanais fathast. Bha flos aig Iain Mac-Eacliuinn, nach

tigeadh am bàrd air 'àiUeas.sa, ged cliuireadh e fiosair.

An sin cliuir na h-uaislean uile, 'n an ainm fèin, fìos air,

agus mur tigeadh a leis an teachdaircactul sin, gu 'n

rachadh iad feiii iiile g' a shireadh. Thàinig Rob Donn gu

toileach ; oir bha mòr speis aig do dh-Iain Mac-Eachuinn,

'sd' a theaghlach, ged thainig eadar iad aig an am sin.

Air an t-slighe dh-ionnsuidh taigh na bainnsc, dh-fhoigh-

nich Hob Donn ris an teachdairc thainig d' a iarraidh.

An do thachair ni àmliuilteach 's am bitli 'n am measg o

thòisich a' bhanais P Tliuirt an teachdairc nach cuale.san

ach ann rud—Gu 'n do chaill *' Mac Ruaraidti beag,"

gille tliainlg an cois fbir na bainnse, a bhriogais. Bu leoir

so leis a' bhard, agus mu 'n d' rainig e t.iigii na bainnse,

ged nach robh ann ach astar da nihile, bha 'n t-òran

dèanta; agus cho luatli 's a shuidh e, Ihoisich o air a

ghabhailj

An d-flddir, no '« d' fhairich.

No 'n cuala sihli,

Co idii- thug bnuffais

Mhk Ruairidh kis ?

Bha hliriogais ltd agaiitn

Aiiamdolachadai,

'S 'nuair thaiiiig a' mhudainn

Cha d^ fhuarcuih i.

CiiAiDH Diriogais a stainpadli,

Am meadhon iia coiiiilaich,

'Schaidli Lisileariadlia.nhs',

I,eis iia i:ruaf!aii-lieaii

;

'Nuaii- aii-t'hàt' a i-huid inisg c,

Gu'n tiiij e 'ii sill briusgadh,

A dh-iarraidh na briogais,

S.liad' Hiuail-e i.

And-/hidlr,,S-c.

Na 'm bitlieadh tu làimh ris,

Gu 'n deanadh tu g.iirv,

Ged bliidlieadh an siataig

Na d' chruacbanaii

;

Na iaiceadh tu 'dhi'oiinag,

'Nuair dh-ionndrain e "idieallaf;,

'Seooimhead 's cacli caliaid,

'Sa'snaitllpacluin.

An J nidir, .Vc.

Iain Mhic Eacbuinn,

Ma's tusa thug leat i,

Cliur grabadh air pi-acadh

'S air buaireadh leath'

;

Ma 's tu a tbug leat i,

Cha ruigeadh tu leas e,

Chaidb t-uair-sa seachad

Mu 'n d' ihuair tbu i.

An d'/hldir, S;c.

Chaitriona Nigh'n Uilleim,*

Dean briogais do 'n giiille,

'S na cumadh sud sgillinn

A' Ihuarasdal
:

Ciod am fios nach e t-athair,

Thug leis i g- a raitheamb,-

i3ha feum air a leithid,

'S bha uair dheth sin.

An d' fhidir, SiC.

Briogais a' chonais,

Chaidh cball air a' bbanais,

Bu liutha t'ear fanaid

Na fuaidheil oirr'

;

Mur do ghleidh Iain Mac-Ub'ombnuill,

Gu pocaii do 'n or i,

Cha robh an Us-mlmino

Na luaidheadli i.

An d'/hldir, ^-c.

Mur dogbluidh Jain Mac-Dbòmhnuill,

G u pocan do 'n or i,

Cha robh an Us-nibòinc

Na ghluaiseadh i.

Mu Uillcam Mac-Ph;idruig,

Cha deanadh i stà dha,

Cha ruigeadh i 'n àird'

Air a' chrunchan dha.

An d'Jhidir, 4c.

Thaduine'n Usmbbine
D'an ainm Iain Mac-Sheorais,

'8 gur iongaiitas dhomhsa

Ma ghluais e i
;

Bha i cho cumhang

Mur cuir e i 'm mugha,

Nach dean i ni 's modha
Na buarach dha.

Ayi d' fhidii\ ^c.

Na leigibh ri bràigh' e,

'M fcadh 's a bbios c mur tba e.

Air eagal gu 'n sùraicli

An luachair e
;

* Bean lain IVIhic Eachaln.
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Na leigibh bho bliail' e
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'S bòidheach am bagaoach

Seùras na h-eaglais,

Chualas ria crcagaii

Toirt freagairt d' a eigheachd
;

Sh.imhlaich mi 'm fleasgach ud

lUs a*" gliarra-ghai'tan,

Clio biogach r' a fhaicinn,

*S cho iieartmhor r' a eisdeach.

Tha vii ro bhuidheacli^ ^c.

Tha Curstaidh fo chanbdan,

Mur bhailich mi 'macan,

Gu 'n abrainu an garran,

Ri fleasgach cho treun ris;

Seas thusa fa 'chomhair,

Is amhairc a chrodhan,

'S an tè thug an dreobhan air,

Thombais i I'ein e.

Tha ri mo hhuidheacìi^ ^c.

ORAN NA CARAIDE BIGE.

Tha ditbis anus an dùthaich-s',

Tha triall gu dhol a phùsadh
;

*S gur beag an t-aodach ùr,

Ni gun dhoibh a's leine.

Hei tlia mo ri

Hi>^ tha mo rù

Hèi tha mo riui dut^

A rùinghiV na trèig mu

z dut,

I dut.

Ditbis a tba i<g iad,

Ditbis a tba bòidheach,

Ditbis tha gun òirleacb

A chòrr air a cheile.

Hei, tha mo run duit, ^-c.

Ma bhios macan buan ac%

*S gu 'n teid e ris an dual'cbas,

Guii'idh e gu luatb

An cù-ruadh as an t-saobbaidh.

Hei^ tha jno run duit, ^c.

Ach ma tlicid a cbrùsach,

Sgaoilt' air feadh na dùthcha,

Theid prospig ris na sùilean,

Tha dull a *m, mus leir iad.

Hei, iJia mo run duit^ S[C,

[Do dh' fhcar chaiJIi a chòrdadh ri nighin òig, ach cha
bhiodh e toilichte mu 'n tochradli, mur tugadli iad dhà
gamhuinn eile bharniclid air na bha iad loileach thoirt

seachad ; agu3 air so a dhiùltadh dha, tlnesg e a leannanJ

'S ANN a bbuail an iorgbuill,

Air an t-suiridbeach tha 'n so shìos,

Chuir e 'ùigh' air ceile,

'S gu 'n do reitich iad 'n an dios
;

Shaoil mi fein 'n uair thùisich iad,

Gu 'n còrdadb iad gun sgìos
;

Ach chum àsraidh beag do ghambuinn iad,

Gun cheangal còrr is mios.

Sin, 'n uair thuirt a' mbaighdean,

Nach foighnich sibb rium fior,

Is innsidh mi a rheadh,

Gu 'm bu cbaochlaideach a rian
;

Gu robh e cheart cho deònacb,

Ui duin' òg a chualas riamh
;

'S a nis gu 'n gbabb e bbuar dbiom,

O nach d' fhuair e 'n gambuiun ciar.

Cha e sin air agbairt,

'S aim do Shagbair chaidh e 'n tùs,

Chuir iad fios 'n a dheigbidh,

Thigh'nu air aghaidh aim a chuis;

'S e rogbnaich es' an tàillearacbd—
'S i b' fhe'irr leis na bbi pùsd'

;

O nach d' thuair e 'n gamhuinn àsraidh,

Ged fhaigbeadh e 'm bàs de 'n sput.

Db-aithnich mi 's an ambarc ort,

Gu robh do thomhas gann,

Cbunnaic mi air t-iomchuinn,

Gu robh 'n iom-chombaiil' 'n ad cbeann ;

'S nach robh do spiorad diomhair,

*G a do ghrlosadh 's a' cheart ;'im
;

'Nuair b' i'beàrr leat gamhuinn eaoile,

Na do bhean, 's do gbaol, 's do cblann.

H-uile fear a cbl tbu,

'G a do dhlteadh air do cbùl,

Ged leasaich sinn an t-airgead dhut,

Mu cbeitbir mbàrg 's ni 's mo,
'S e their gach filidh facail riut,

Gu spot chur air do chliti,

Gu 'n d' rinn an gambuinn bacainn,

Do chontract ' chuir air cùl.

'S mis a fhuair mo chàradb,

Leis na fearaibh as gach taobh,

A' mbeud s a bha 'g am iarraidh dhiubb,

'S tiach b' fhiach leam duin' ach tbu ;
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Shaoil mi fèin 's an flioghar,

'Nuair a thagli mi tliu a triùir,

Nach faiiadh tu cho fada bhuam,

Ged b' fhiach an gamhuinn criin.

AM BOC GLAS.

On tha m'l na m' aonar,

Gu'n teann mi ri spurs
;

Gu'n cuir mi mar dh-fhaodas mi,

'M boc air sheol.

'S gu'n leig mi fios dliachaiyli

A dh-iunnsuidh n;m Catach,

Gur h-e 'm boc glas,

A bhios ac air an tòs.

Pe hefaniidaraifeininn ìith-orò,

Hithilifanndaraifeininn Wi-orò^

Fa-tM-oihfanmlaraifeininn oth-oro,

Hithili sidulhal e,

Hanndarai hith-horo^

Fa-thd-othJa-tM- uth.

'S iomadh tiganach smearail,

I5ha fearail gu leùr
;

A ehunna' mis

Ann an cogadh righ Deìjrs'.

'S cha'n fhaca mi boc,

Ga thogail air feachd,

Ach aona bhoc glas

A Bh' aig mac an larl' òig.

Pc hefanndarai, c^r.

'Nuair thigcadh am P"ogbap,

Co dhianadb a bhuain ?

Co dhianadb an ceanghal,

No sgrudhadh an sguab?

Co chuireadh na siamanan,

Ceart air na tudanaa ?

Ach am boc luideach,

Na'm faigheadh e duais-

Pe liefanndarai^ ^c.

Gu^n tug iad a' chobhair ud,

Bhuaine gun fhios
;

A's dh' fhagadh na gobhair

Gun bhainegun bhliochd ;

Tha sine nigh'n Uilleim,

A caoine 'sa tuireadh,

'Sa snilean a' sileadh

Airsonabhuicghlais.

Pe iiefanndarai, ^-c.

Kote.—This song w.is comiinscd on a rake in Sutherland-

shire, who, having got a number of young women in the

family way, was obliged to take rtfugo in the Sutherland

fencibles, where the poet gave Iiim the name ol Tioc Glas

—a name that he retained during life. 'J'bi- tune is excel.

lent, and may justly be entitled the first of the Sutherland.

shire pipe jigs. It was the poet's own composition. He
Also composetl several other popular airs of great meiit.

1 òig, agus fear e

a h.Mighinn (n I

ORAN.

CDo dh' fhear a bha suiridh air nighii

bhi'gatoirt bhuaithe ; bha mathair
lauhairt 's a' cheud rann) *n a bai

Mac-Aoidh, agus e-san 'n a bhuachaille: agus ant 1<

biia toirt na h-ingliinn bhuaipe 'n a bhrcabadair,
—

'1

t-òran air a sgriobhadh do rcir deaibh Ghàiiiig a blii

fein oir cha ghabhadh e seinn air caochladh dòìgh . J

LUINNEAG.

Tlia 'n (/Hie math ruadh,

''S e laidir, luathy

Clia 'm urr"" e bhi suas

'6' nach d^fhuair e i.

T7ia V gUle math riiadh,

^S e laidir^ luathy

Cfia ''ji urr'' e bhi suas,

''S nach d''fhuair e i.

1* HLEAsGAicH tha 'g imeachd

An aghaidh na gaoith',

Gun dull aig mo nighinn

Thu thigbinn a chaoidh
;

Gu 'm b' fheàrr a bhi shuas leat

Am buaile Mhic-Aoidh,

Na ileasgach na tìghe,

Le fhichead bù laoigh.*

Via 'n gille math ruadh, §'c.

Cha 'n urradh mi dhearbhadh

Mar chearb air bhur clann,

Gur ann anns na c.'iirdean

Tha mbèirl' air am fonn,

'Nuair theid gach mearacbd

A chronachadh tboll,

Bidh fuigheall an jniiich

'S an ime cho trom.

TJia 'k yille math ruadh, cjc.

Tha Seumas Mac-Cullach,

'N a dbuinc 'm beil spuis,

Tha onoir bho 'leanabas

'G a dhearbhadh "n a bheus
;

Tha fear anns a' bhaile-s'

Gun cliol ach an spreidh,

Tha e 'n uidheam na goide

Ni 's faide no eis'.

Tha ''n gille math ruadh, ^c.

Mo chomhairl' a nighean,

*S na suidhich do bbonn,

Air rud bhios 'n a pheanas,

'S 'n a mlitarachd dliut tboll,

Tha dùìl agad achdatdh

Ri beartas 'n a steoll,

Le fuighleach an Ìiinich,

'S cha chinnich e boll.

TJia 'tt gille math ruadli, ^v,

* Fichead maidc na beairte
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Na 'm t'aiceadh sibh 'in Heasgachaa

lapaidh a th** againii,

Ag ioraai't nan casan

Mu seach air na maidean,

Lc Mteachan Ìnnich

A' pilleadh 's a' glagartaich,

Cnai. aig a' vihuidh,

'S an t-slinn a' feadaireachd.

Tiui. '/^ g'dle math ruadk^ ^c.

ORAN FH AOL A IN.

[Sgalag a bh'aig a' bhàrd, air an robli Faolan aca mar
leas.ainm. Cha robh Faolan ach 'n a chrcutair fachanta,

agus b' àbhaist do dh' ingheanan a' bhàird a bhi 'g a thil-

geadh air a chèile mar leannan.]

Gil neaiiaich an scallih^

'S gtt leasaich an sealbJi,

All t-ahhagan màrbJi ud^ Faolan.

Gu neartaich an sealbh.,

'5 gn leasaich an sealbh,

An t-ahhagan màrbh ud^ Faolan.

Thig Ealasaid Mhoràidh,

'Nuair chromas a' glirian,

O 'n eiithir a nios do 'n dithreabh,

Oil* chuar i 'n a ehagaraich' bheaga aig each,

An t-urram bhu ghnà aig Faolan.

Gic neartaich an sealbh^ ^c.

Thàinig oirnn Iain le naidheachd a nuas,

Cha chreid mi nach cual' an sgir' e,

Gu 'n deachaidh uainn Curstaidh

Le briosgadh do Chluiraig,

Eagal bhi dlù air Faolan.

Gu. neaiiaich an sealbh^ ^c.

Tha Curstaidh a's Deonadh,
A's Ceitidh nigh'n De{>rsa,

Is Alàiri bhuidh' òg nan caorach,

*G an deasachadh mùr, gu leasachadh pròis,

A ilireasdal 's gu 'm pus iad Faolan

Gu neaHaich an sealbh^ ^c.

Tha Curstaidh blieag Dhonn,
*S a cridhc ro throm,

Air eagal nach erom rith' Faolan
;

Tha Màirl ag ràdh nach dean e dh'i stà,

Nach 'eil e ni 's feàrr no caolan !

Gu Tieartaich an sealbh, ^c.

An uair a fiiuair Ceitidh sealladh dbetb ris,

'S e thubhairt i fein a's faoilt oirr'.

Ged n.ich 'eil mi 'g a fhaìciun

Cho sgiobalt ri p^irt,

'S ann tha e ni 's fearr na shaoil mi.

Gu neartaich an sealbh, c^c

Cha ""n aithne dliomh nighean,

No bean air an fhùd,

A bheireadh d' an deùin an gaol da,

O 'n tha e gu siogaideach, rugaideach, marbh,
Cha bhoc, is cha tarbh, ach laos-boc.

Gu neaiiaich an sealbh, S^c.

Ga*m bell a' bhean againn *n a laidhe ri làr,

*S i 'g acain gu brath a caol-druim

Cha chuir i dhuinn tuilleadh

A' rahin air a' bhurn;

Ach dheanadh i taobh ri Faolan.

Gu neaiiaich an sealbh, ^o.

Tha bean-an-taigh' againne

Leth-chend do bhliadhnaibh,

'S tha i cho liath ri caora,

'S ged nach 'eil tìacaill idir 'n a ceann,

Cha lughad a geall air Faolan.

Gu neartaich an sealbh, ^c.

Tha Ceitidh a's Curstaidh, gubriosgant'ancùil,

O 'n tha iad an dùil ri daoine

;

'Nuair bhios mi bcartacb,

Gu 'n toir mi dhi-ibh gun,

Na 'n deanadh iad mun air Faolan,

Gu neartaich an sealbh, ^c.

Comhairl a bheirinn a nis ort a Phàdaidh,

O 'n nach 'eil n.'iir 'na t-aodann,

'Nuair ni mi 'n ath chrathadh

Gun toir mi dhut greim,

Na 'n leigeadh tu br * *m air Faolan.

Gu neaiiaich an sealbh, S^c.

Shaoil leam nach labhradh e

Mu'n a' bhuntàt',*

Ach bidh e ni's paight' no shaoil leis,

Na 'm tigeadh an donas do 'n bhail-s' 'na dheann,

Gu tugainn air cheann da Faolan.

Gu neaiiaich an sealbh. &c.

> The bard and Faolan being one day planting potatoes
a tield near a publicliouse, some acquaintances of

the former came that way, who went in to have some re-

freshment, and took him along with them. Faolan also

followed, and got his '* shell," but instead of returning
again to his work, he went home and told the bard's wife
that his master had abandoned the potaloe planting and
went on the spree, and that he could not work by him-
self. On Rob returning home at night, Faolan's story was
related to him, and before supper was ready this song waa
composed on hhu.
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TURUS DHAIBHT DO DH' ARCAMH.

[Bha Daibhidh so *n a bhuachaille, agus 'n a àireach,

aig duin' uasal araidh, aiin am bail' eile, beagati mhlltean
bho 'àile fc-iii i agus 'nuair a bha iJaibhidh dol dachaigh
leis an Ini agus leis a' chaise, gu mhaigbstir, fhuair e aii

bàta ceiipe, bha dol an ralhad ; ach 's aim chuireadh leis

rtir £ Arcamh, 's ged a b'

.

I nàbaidh-

Nach ci'uaidh, craitcach, an t-aiseag,

A fhuair Dhaibidh do dh' Arcamh,
Dh-fhalbh an càise, 's a' cheilp, a'a e-fein.

Nach cruaidh, &c.

O 'n chaidh a bhàs dheanamh ciiinteach,

Shuas mu bhral^he Loch-Uiiinseard,

Gu'ra bu ghùireach gùth minri as a dheigh.

O 'n chaidh, &c.

Thubhain nigh'n Dho'uiU'Ic Fhiunnlaidh,

Ris an t-Siori-amh neo-shunndach,

Dearbh cha mhise an t-aon neach tha 'n cis.

Thubhairt nigh'n, &c.

Ma chain thuaa t' fhear impidh,

ChaiU mise m' i'hear aon-taigh ;

Co nis is fear-punndaidh do 'n spreidh ?

Ma chaili thusa, &c.

Bha do nàbaidhnean toìgheach,

Anns ga(;h bàgh 'g iarraidh naidheachd,

*S leis a'chradh bh'orr',cha'nfhaigheadh iad deur

Bha do nàbaidhnean, &c.

Ach o 'n chual iad thu philleadh,

O na cuaintean, gun mhilleiidh,

Shin an slua^h ud air sileadh gu leir.

Ach o 'n chual iad, &c.

iSlach o acaraich thraiileil,

Bhios a' strenp mu do cheairde,

Cha bhi creutair gun chràdh as do dheigh.

Mach o acaraich, &c.

Ach ma *s has dut mas tig thu,

'S arm bhios deuchainn a ghliocais,

Aig an fheai- bhios cur lie ort le spL-is.

Ach ma 's has, &c.

Sgriobhar sios air a braighe

—

' So om ball's am buil Daibhidh,

A luchd na h-eucoir, thig has oirbh gu leir."

Sgriobhar sios, &c.

Sgiiobhar suaicheantas Dhaibhidh
;

Ceann gaibhre, a'» càbag,

Hotach gleadhrach, a's fal.idair geur.

Sgriobhar suaicheantas, &c.

Ceann griomach a bhagair,

tìùil mhìogach nam praban^

Beul bìogach nan cagar 's nam breug.

Ceann griomach, &c.

'S ann tha n eachdairidh ghàbhaidb,

Nis mu ais-eiridh Dhaibhidh,

'S e tighinn dachaigh 'n a stairneanach treun,

'S ann tha n eachdairidh, &c.

Leis gach deoch a bha blasda,

la iomadh biadh nach do chleachd e,

*S ann is fearr e 'na phearsa mar clieud,

Leis gach deoch, &c.

Dh-fhas e stailceanacli, pùinnseacli,

'S ann is treis' air gach puing e,

Cuiribh 'cheist ris a' mnnaoi ajge fein.

Dh-fhas e stailceineach, &c.

Tha mnathan uaisl' aims a' mhachuir,

O na cluial iad mar thachair^

Chuid bu stnama an cleachdaibh 's am bens.

Tha mnathan uaisl' &:c.

A bhiodh deònach gu 'n tachradh,

Gnothuch coir anns na cairtean,

Bheireadh oirnn' dol a dh' Arcamli gu leir.

A bhioiih deònach, &c.

ORAN AN AINM DlTIllS N1GHL:AN

lATN MHIC EACHAI^'^•.

I

[Tè dhiubh air tighinn dachaigh bho sgoil. agus gun
speis aice nis, na 'm b* fhlor, do'n ilùchaich ; ajius an tè

' eile, nach robh riamh o 'n bhaile, a* ninladli iia diithchaj

CiA b' e dheanamh mav rinn mis',

Bu mhisd se e gu bràth,

Dhol do 'n blieinn, an aghaidh m' inntinn,

Mhill e mi mo shiaint'

;

Pairt de m' acain, braigheach ^Nlheirceinn.

'S ait gun mharcaid e.

Ach Spain a's copraich, 's l)!i-theach fosjjailt',

*S graine shop ri làr.

Cha 'n 'eil seòmar aig Righ Breatainn,

*S taitneich' leam na 'n Càrn,

Oir tha e uaiìrnidheach do ghruagaich,

'S ni e fuaim 'nuair 's àill
;
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Feur a's coille, l)l;i a's duille,

'S iad fo iomadh neul,

Is ise le echOf mar na teudan,

Seirm gach seis a 's feaiT.

Cha \> àite còmhnuidh learn air Dhbmhnach,

A bhi 'u rùig no 'n earn,

Oir, mur robh strianach ami aii' bhliadhna,

Cha robh liamli ni b' fhearr

;

Fuaim na beinne, 's gruaiiii a' ghlinne,

*S fuathach learn a' ghàir ;

O! ci'àdh mo chridhe, reubadh lighe,

An t-àìt an tighe 'm feur.

Ciod am fath mu 'n tug thu fuath sin,

Do na bruachaibh ard ?

Nach fhaic thu fein, 'uuair thig an spreidh,

Gur feumail iad le 'ii al ?

Cha chradh cridhe, air làrach shuidhe,

Fuaim na lighe lain,

Do 'n gnath bhi claghach roimh a h-aghaidb,

Is i'eur na deigbidh a' fas.

^ja bha tìrinneach dheth t-amhran,

'N fhad 's bha 'n samhradh blàth.

Hìnn e tionndadh oidhche-Sbambna,

'S bheir an geamhradh 'shir ;

Duille shuidhicht* barr an fhiodha,

Dh-fas i buidhe-bhan,

'S tha mais' 'n t-Srath' air call a dhath,

Le steall de chathadh-l.'iir.

Gleidhidh 'n talamh ihun an t-samhraidh,

Sin a chrann e 'n dr.isd,

Beath a's calltunn latha-bealltuinn,

Gealltanacli air fas

;

Bidh gruth a's crathadh air na srathan.

'S teirgidh ^n caitheadb-liiir,

Nach grinn an sealladh, glinn a' stealladh,

Laoigh, a's baJnne, 's barr !

*S barail leam-sa gu 'n do chaill sibh.

Air na rinn sibh chàìs ;

Dhol do shiiabh, gun chur, gun chliathadh,

'S nach robh biadh a' fas
;

B* fhear bhi folhiiseach an Goll-thaobh,

Na bhi ''n comunn ghraisg,

Air mo dholladh leis au chonnadb,

Laimh ri bolla fail.

2t;»/c._This is a contrast between the pleasures of a town

nnd a pastoral life, as if by two young ladies, tdaughters

of the celebrated "/din Mac.Eachwnn,") one of them
returned fiom the town of 'I'hurso, where she had been

sent to school, and the other, yet ignorant of town, up-

holding the pleasures of ri

of the bard's own native st

sweet that we have only I

Cra^Hently indulge his mui

The beauties

ath are delineated in strains so

I regret that he did not more
i in descriptive poetry.

MARBHRANN IAIN GHRE,

ROGHAIBD.
I

CAgus e air caochladh ann an Siorramachd Pheairt, air

a bhlighe dol dachaigh do Chat-laobbJ

Tha rògairean airtiiealach, trom,

'N taobh bhos agus thull do na Chrasg,

O *n chual iad mu 'n cuairt an Ceann-cinnidb,

Gu 'u do dh-eug e an Siorramaclid Ptieairt

;

Dh-aindeoin a dlireachdau *s a chiall

:

Cha do chreid duine riamh a bha ceart,

Aon smid thainig niach air a bheul

'S clia mliò chreid e fein High nam feart.

Cha 'n aithne dhomh aon ni cho laidir,

'S an t-saoghal-s', ri bàs, gu toii-t teum ;

'N t-strac thug e au dràsd' oirnn air aghairt,

Guii do marbh e fear Koghaird do leum.

Tha Satan ro bfarònach, 's cha 'n ioghnadhi

Ged fhaigheadh e 'n t~aoii-sa dha fein,

Air son nach 'eil fathast air sgeul aig'

Fear a sheasas dha 'àite 'na dheigh,

'S fad a bho chunnacas, 's a chualas,

Gur teachdaire gruamach am baa
;

Gidheadh gu'm beil cuid hh' ann an daoch ris,

Toirt rud-eigin gaoil da an dr.'isd' :

Tha dùil ac' an Cat-thaobh 's an Gall-thaobh,

Nach urr' iad a mholadh gu brath,

Air son gur h-e fein tliug a" cheud char

A fear thug cùig ceud car a each.

Sibhse tha mòr agus mien,

Sibhse tha scan 's a tha òg,

Thugaibh cheart air' air a' bhàs,

'Nuair is beartaich' 's is l.'iine bhur crfig ;

Oir thig e mar mhèirleach 's an oidhcli',

Ged robh sibh uile cruinn mu na bhùrd;

'S cha 'n fheudar a mhealladh le foill,

'S gu 'n do mheall e Ceann-feadhua nan ròg,

Rinn deamhnan is triùcairean talmhaidh,

Election mu chealgair bhiodh trcun,

Co hu staraich', bu cliaraich', 's bu cheilgeich',

'S a b' fhearr chuireadh lith air a' bhreig;

B' e Satan am breitljeamli bu shine,

Da 'm b' aithne gach fine fo 'n ghrein ;

'S b' i 'bharail nach fhaiglieadh e leithid,

Mur robh e 's na Grcadhaich iad fein.

Bu mhath leam an ciontach a bluialadh,

'S clia b' àill leam duin* nasal a shealg ;

'S ged chuireas mi gruaim air a' choireach,

Cha gabh an duin' onarach fearg ;
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Tha Caipteiii Kob Giù air a dhiùltadh,

Le breitheanas Piioiiiisa nail cealg
;

liiiin coimeasgadli Ueotbach a chumadh,

Gu uails' agus duiiiealas gharg.

Tha bie

. Ihear

i

> cuir air am f.'igail,

's feàrr talann g' an inns'

;

Cha cheadaich a' chilis e do Bhàtair,

Tha onuir a*s àrdan 'n a gbrid
;

Ge comasach Iain a bhiàthair,

Cha 'n fhaigh e an dràsd' i chion aois ;

Acii ail sill gheibh e obaii- an t-Sàtaiii,

Ceait comh-luath 'a is bàs do fhear Chiaoich.

MARBHRANN,
IHLLIEM MHUn,LEIB, AN CEARD.

O 'uuair 's a chaidh Uilleam fo *n ùir,

Gur tearc againn sùil tha gun deui%

Do mhuilleir, a bhrachair, no 'chucair,

Nil 'mhriathan da 'ii nòs bhi ri spieidh ;

Cha mliodha na clamhain a's gaothair,

Tha subhacli 's an flioghar-s' 'li a dheigh

;

Air son gu 'm buin iomall na cloinnc,

Gach ubh a's gach eireag dliaibh i'eiii.

'S glan a tha 'n talamhs-s' 'n a fhàsach,

O 'nuair chaidh thu bàs o cheann mios

;

Ge maiseach na macaiii so dh-fhàg thu,

Cha seas iad dhuinii t-aitse 'n an dios
;

*S aim a tha acuiiin do cheàirde,

Mar rud cliaidh 'li an clàraibh 's an diosg ,

An t-ord a's am balg ris an teine,

An rusp, a's an t-innein, 's an t-iosp.

'S giorra mo sgil, na mo dhùrachd,

Gu innseadh do clili,ù mar is coir :

'S miiiig a dhearc mi do chruilin-leum

Do 'ii iiite 'm bu cliiiintich' do Ion
;

Sgiathan do chòta fo t-achlais,

Is neul an tombac' air do shròin
;

Bhiodh gaoir aig na coin 'g a do ruith,

Agus mir air dhroch bhruich aim do dliùru.

Air thad 's a tliuid cliCi ort a leantuinn,

Cha 'ii unailin mi chantainn gu leuir ;

'S tudh-fhuineadh,aghuiteadh, 's achriathradh,

'S tu dli-ilheadh, 's a dh-iairadh an còrr
;

'S tu rachadh do 'n t-sruthan a chlisgeadh,

'Nuair ghabhadh na h-uisgean gu liin :

Bu choltach ri rapas na seilcheig,

Au easgaoD mu thimcheall do bhebil.

Cha'n aitline dhomh neach feadli na talmhoinu-i

A' choiteir, a' shearbhaiit, no 'thuath,

Nach ionndraineadh Uilleam, as aodanu

Oir shiiibliladh e 'n sgiie ri u,iir
;

Nis o 'n a chual iad gu 'n deach' e,

Tha rud-eigin smal air daoin' uails'.

Air son nach eil neach ac 's a' nihachair,

A ghlanas taigh-cac no poit fhuail.

JI A R B H R A N N,

DO THHIUIB SHEANH FHLEA6GACH.

CCLAKN FHm TAIGH KUBPUmN.]

Air fonn—"Latha ' siubhal skihhe dhomh."

'N AN laidhe so gu h-iosal,

Far na tbiodhlaic sinn an triùir,

Bha fallain, làidir, inntinneach,

'Nuair d' inntrig a' bhliadhn' ùr ;

Cha deach' seachad fathast,

Ach deich latha dli'i o thus ;

—

Ciod fhios nach tig an teachdairs' oirnn,

Ni 's braise na ar dùil?

Am bliadhna thim' bha dithis diubh,

Air tighinn o 'n aon bhroinn,

Bha iad 'n an da chomrnd,

O choiniiich iad 'n an cloiiin

;

Cha d' bhris an t-aog an comunn ud,

Ged bu choniasach dha 'n roinii,

Ach gheàrr e snàith'n na beath-s' ac',

Gun dail ach latha 's oidhch'.

Aon duine 's bean 'n tàinig iad,

Na bràithrean ud a chuaidh,

Bha an aon bheatha thlmeil ac',

'S bha 'n aodach de 'n aon chliiimh ;

Mu 'n aon uair a bhdsaich iad,

'S bha 'ii nàdur d' an aon bhuaidh ;

Chaidh 'n aon siubhal dhaoine leo,

'S chaidh 'n siiieadh 's an aon naigli.

1 br iulh iad.Bu daoiiie nach

Le tiosrachadh do chacli
;

'S cha mho a riiin iad aon dad,

Ris an can an saoghal gràs ;

Ach ghineadh iad, a's riigadh iad,

Is thogadh iad, a's dh-lhàs—

Chaidh strào de 'ii t-saoghal tharais on

'S nui dheireadh fhuair iad blis.

Nach 'eil an guth so labhrach,

Ris gach aon neach againn beo ?

Gu h-iiraidh ris na seann daoiiie,

Nach d' ionnsuich aa staid phbsd';

J
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Nach gabh na tha 'nan dieasanas,

A dheasacliadh no lùii,

Ach caomhiiadh ni gu falair dhaibh,

S a' falach an cuid hh:

Cha chaith iad fein na rinn iad,

Agus oighreachan cha dean,

Ach ulaidhnean air shliabh au',

Bhios a' bJadhadh chon a's t^un
;

Tha iad to ^n aon diteadh',

Fo nach robh, 's nach bi mi fhein,

Gut duirchc, taisgte 'n t-ùr ac',

Na 'nuair bha e 'n tbs 's a mhèinn.

Barail ghlic an Ard-Righ

—

Dh-fhàg e pàirt de bhuidhean gann,

Gu feuchainn ioclid a's oileanachd,

D' an dream d' an tug e meall

;

C arson nach tugta pòrsaii,

Dhe 'n cuid stùrais aig gach ;im,

Do bhochdan an Ti dheùnaicheadh,

An còiT a chur 'na cheann ?

An deigh na rinn mi rùsgadh dhuibh.

Tha dull agam gun lochd,

•S a liuthad facal firinneach

A dhirich mi 'n ur n-m^hd,

Tha eagal orm nach eisd sibh,

Gu bhi feumail do na bhochd ;*

Ni 's mil na rinn na fleasgaich ud,

A sheachduin gus a nochd.

Note.—Two of tiiese bachelors were somewhat remark-
able, having been born together, brought up togetlier, and
died within a night of each other. Ihey were buried in

the same hour, in the same grave, and by the same com.
pany of men. Their whole study, from their youth, was
to hoard up money, and had much of it hid underground,
which they neither had the heart to use themselves, nor

to bestow upon their friends, none of which has yet

been found.

MARBHRANN
DO DH' IAIN MAC-EACHtnNN.

fAn duin' uasal, aig an do thogadli am bard, 'n a
theaghlaich, o 'n bha e 'n a bliaiachan òg ; ague bu
duin' e a choisinn a leithid a clihù, o a luchd.còlaìs airfad,

's gu *n d' aidich iad uile, gu 'n rnbh am marbhrann so

gun mhearaclid, agus gu h-àraidli na briathran rau dheir-

eadh dheth, 's gu 'n abradh gach neach mar an ceudna a

chluinneadh am marbhrann, agus d' am b' eòl Iain Mac.
Eachainn gu'nrobh e ceart.j

Iain Mhic- Eachainn, o dh-eug thu,

C ait an tt^id sinn a dh^fhaotainn

Duine sheasas 'n ad fhine,

An rathad tìonail no sgaoilidh.

* It is said that a wandering beggar called upon them for

alms seven days previous to their death, whom they re-

fused to relieve, a circumstance at which the bard hints

'S ni tha cinnt' gur beart* chunnairt^

Nach dean duine tha aosd' Cj

'S ged a bheirt' de 'n àl òg e,

\S tearc tha beò fear a chi e.

Dearbh cha b' ionann do bbeatha,

'S do dh' t'hir tha t'athast an caombDadh,
Thionail airgead a's fearann,

'S bi'dh buidhean eile 'g an sgaoileadlx

;

Bhios iad iein air an gearradh,

Gun ghuth an caraid g an caoineadb,

Air nach ruig dad do mholadh,

Ach *' Seall sibh fearann a dbaor iad."

Tha iad laghail gu litreil,

'S 'n au deibhtearan geura,

Is iad a^ puidheadh gu moltacb,

Na bhios ac' air a chèile
;

Ach an cùrr, tbèid a tbasgaidh,

Gur cruaidb a cheiltinn o 'u fbeile,

Is tha 'n sporan 's an sùilean,

Cheart cho dùint' air au fheumach.

Leis an leth-unoir riataich-s',

Tha na ciadan diubh f'aomadh,

Leis am feàrr bhi to f'hiachan,

Fad aig Dia na aig daoine ;

Thig fo chall air nach heir iad,

'S e ceann mu dheireadh an diteadb,

" C uim nach tug sibh do 'n bhochd.

Am biadb, an deoch, a's an t-aodach ?'*

Ach na 'm b' urrainn mi, dbùraigbdinu

Do chlìù-s' chur an ùrdugb,

Ann an litrichean soiUeÌr,

Air chor 's gu 'm heir an t-àl òg' air ;

Oir iha t-iomradh-s' cbo feumail.

Do 'ii neach a tbeid ann do rùidean,

'S a bha do chuid, fhad 's bu mhaireanu,

Do 'n neach bu gbainn' ann an stòras.

Fhir tha 'n latha 's an comas,

Ma *s àiU leat alia tha Hughail,

So an tim mu do choìnneamb,

An cùìr dhut greimeachadh dlù ris ,*—

Tha thu 'm batal a' bhàis,

A thug an t-àrmunn-s' do 'n ùir uainn,

Glacadh gach (ear agaibh ""oifig,

'S mo lumh-s' gu 'n cothaich i cliù dhuibh*

Oir ged tha cuid a bhios fachaid.

Air an neach a tha tìalaidh,

'S i mo bharail-s' gur achdaidh

Bu cbùir an achuingso iarraidh ;—
Gu 'm bu luath thig na liunean,

Ni chuid a's sine dhinn ciallach,

Nach dean sinn iobairt do bhith-bhuantachd,

Air son tri fìchead de bhliadhnach\



214 SAR-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH.

'S lionmhor neacli bha gun socair,

A chuir thu 'ii stuc le do dhellig,

Agus bath-ghiollaii gòrach,

Thioiiail eulas le t eisdeachd
;

Dearbh clia 'n aithne dhomh ao^ neach,

Mach o ùinaidhnean spièidhe,

Nach Vil an iuntinii fo cudthrom,

Air son do chuid, no do cheile.

Fhir nach d' itb mir le taitneas,

Na 'in b' eùl dut acrach 's an t-sa

Fhir a chitlieadh am feumach,

Gun an eigh'' aig' a chluinntlnn
;

B' fheàrr leat puund dheth do chuid bliuat,

Na unnsa cuid-throim air t-inntinn
;

Thilg thu t-aran 's na h-uisgean,

'S gheibh do shliochd Ìoraadh-fiUt' e.

Chi mi 'n t-aim-beaitach uasal,

'S e 1ÙD gruaniain a's airtneil,

'S e gun airgead 'n a phòcaid,

Air an taigh-ùsda dol seachad ;

Chi mi bhantrach bhochd, dheurach,

Chi 'n duirceach Ian acrais,

Chi mi 'n dilleachdan ruisgte

la e falbh anns na ragaibh.

Chi mi 'n ceòl-fhear gun mheas air.

Call a ghibhtean chion cleachdaidh,

Chi mi i'eumach chion comhairl',

A' call a ghnothuich 's a thapadh.

Na 'm bitheadh air' agam fhiarachd,

Ciod e is ciall do 'n nihòi' acain-s',

*S e their iad uile gu leir rium :—
" Och! nach d' eug Iain Mac-Eacliuinn!"

Chi mi *n t-iomadaidh sluaigh so,

'N an culaidh-thruais chionn 's nacli beò thu,

*S ged c 'n call-s' a tha 'n uachdar,

Chi mi buannaclid nan òlach ;

—

O 'n a tbaisbean domh 'm bliadhna,

lomadh biadhtach nach b' eùl domh,

Mar na reannagan rialtaidh,

An deigh do *n ghrian a dbol fo orr*.

'S trie le marblirannan moltach,

A bhios cleachdach 's na dùthchaibh-s%

Gu^m hi coimeasgadh masguill,

Tigh'nn a steach annt' 'n a bhrùchdan

Ach ged robh mis' air mo mhionnaD,

Don TÌ tha cumail nan dùilean,

Cha do luaidh mu 'n duine-s",

Ach buaidh a chunna' mo shùil air.

MARBHRANN EOGHAINN.

LUINNEAQ.

*S cianfada, gurfada,

'5 cianfada gu lèbiì\

O 'n la bha tku/o slcac-thinn.

Gun aon ay acain do hhrbin

;

Ma tha 'n Vim air dol seachad,

""S nach d"* rìnn thu cleachdadh air chòir^

Ged nach dàil dut ach seachduin.

Dean drochfha^un a le'on.

'S Tiuc thu, Bhàis, cur an ceill dhuinn,

Bhi sior tjigheachd ar cobhrach
;

'S tha mi 'm barail mu 's stad thu,

Gu 'n toir thu 'm beag a's am mòr leat

;

'S ann o mheadhon an fboghair,

Fhuair sinn rabhadh a dh-l'hòghnadh>

Le do leum as na cùirtean,

Do na chuil am beil Ei'ghann.
'5" cianfada. gurfada, t^'c.

Ach na 'n creideadh sinn, Aoig, thu,

Cha bhiodh 'n saogbal-s' 'g ar dalladh,

'S nach 'eil h-aon de shliochd Adhaimb,

Air an tiimailt leat cromadh
;

'S i mo bharail gur fior sud,

Gur ard "s gur iosal do sliealladh ;*

Thug thu Pelham a mòracbd,

'S an d' fhuair thu Eoghann *8 a' Pholhdb :

""S cianfada, yurfada, ^c.

Tha thu tigh'nn air an t-seòrs' ud,

Mu 'm beil brbn dhaoine mfiva,

'S tha thu tighinn air muinntir,

Mu nach cluinntear hhi cùine
;

Cha 'n 'eil aon 's an staid mheadhoin,

Tha saor fathast o dhògbruinn,

Do nach buin a bhi caithris,

Eadar Pelham a's Eoghann.
'Ò' cianfada, yurfada, ^c.

Tha iad tniteam mu 'n cuairt duinn,

Mar gu 'm buailt' iad le peilear,

Dean'maid ullamh, 's am fuaim so,

Ann ar cluasan mar fharum ;

Fhir a 's lugha measg mòran,

An cual thu Eoghann fo ghalar?

Fhir a 's mo anns na h-àitean-s'.

An cual thu bàs mhaighstìr Pelham?

''S cianfada^ yur tada, ^c

* '* Pallida mors ipquo piilsat pede paupcrum tabernas,

Regumque intteh"—Hor. tarmin. lib. i. Carmin, iv.
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Ach a chuirlheachd

Nach toil' an ditlii

Sinnmai-choinneil
;

*S an da cheaiin a'

C* :iit an robh aims

Neach a b' ils' na

'S cha robli aon os a

Ach an righ bh' a;

siur cliaitheamh
;

in t-saoghal,

mac t' athar-s*?

^S cia?t/ada, gurfada^ ^c.

iVo/s.—Among Rob Donn's elegies, it would be dimcuU
to distinguish ihe best. But as a test of his own abilities

as a poet we would at once fix upon Mìtrhhrann Eogkainn,
wliere he makes his subject ageneralone—tlieuncertaiuty
of time, and the calls to preparation for death sounded to

manki ^d in the simultaneous fall of the high and the low,
the rich and the poor. The use made of the circum-
stances that led to it exhibits a poet's mind. Kob Dnun
had heard accounts of the- death of Mr Pelham, the first

minister of state. 'Jhc same day when this intelligence

reached him, he took a stroll to the neighbouring moun-
tains of Durness, in search of deer. He was for that day
unsuccessful; but judging, as a sportsman can on such
occasions, that better fortune might attend him the fol-

lowing morning, instead of returning home he determined
to spend the night, and await the dawn, at a solitary

house situated at the head of I-och Erribol, that he might
be the more nigh to surprise his pame when morning
arrived. The bleak dreariness of this spot of itself might
present almost to any mind a striking contrast to all that

we deem comfortable, social, or desirable in life. Here
was a solitary hut (still standing), where the bard was to

pass the night. And here was a solitary man, decrepid in

old age, stretched on his wretched bed of straw, or heath,
and so exhausted by a violent attack of asthma, that the
bard pronounced him, in his own mind, surely in the
very grasp of the King of Terrors. The idea of Mr
Polham's death, called away from the summit of ambi-
tion and worldly greatness, contrasted with this indivi-

dual's state, set our author to Ihe invoking nf his muse.
Ewcn was unable Irom weakness to converse, or even to

speak with the bard, who, kindling a fire for himself, sat

down, and the elegy being composed, he was humming it

over. He soon found, however, that Ewen had still his

bodily sense of hearing, and his mental sense of pride.

When the bard came to the recital of the last verse, the

concluding lines of which may be thus metrically ren-
dered, though we acknowledge not poetically,—

" Among men's sons where could be found
One lowly, poor, like Ihee?

And where in all this earth's wide rotmd.
But kiugs, more high than He 7"

Ewen, summoning the remains of his strength to one
effort of revenge for the insult in the former two lines,

seizing a club, crept out of bed, and was at the lull

stretch of his withered arm wielding a blow at the bard's

head, who only observed it just in time lo avoid It. He
used, wo may believe, the mildest measures to pacify

Ewen's choler. He related the circumstance afterwards

to some of his friends ; and, though others frequently

spoke ot it as a gnod joke, ihc bard could never indulge,

we are told, even in a smile, upon the subject. He .-spoke

of it with solemnity ; and did not desire lo hear the cir-

cumstance repealed. Ewen's eU{^y Ins btcn frt-iiuently

compared to the well ktinwn (lilc (jrHoia-re, " SnivUur

acrishhms," &c. ; and had Huh Dnnn studied Horace, we
would doubtless say that h^' had at least in view thc> hues,
" Pattiila mors (cquo ptilsat piu/c," SiC.t—Mejnoir. 1820.

[A rinn am bard, air madainn, ann an taigh ministear

'Shleibhte, air an turns hha e san eilean-sgiathanach.

Thainig bard de mhuinntir an Eilein do thaigh a' nihinis-

tear, agus iad ri 'm biadh.maidne. Dh-iarr am ministear

air rann a dheanamh air ;
—" Sgiath chogaidh, Im, muc,

plomb-thombaca, agus Sagart." Ilinn am bard Sgiathan-

ach so, mar chithear ; agus thubhairt Rob Donn, "
'S

bochd dh-fhag thu 'n Sagart," agus ann an tiota rinn e-feia

a'nrannmudheireadh]

THUIRT AM BAUD SGIATHANACH,

A' mhuc mar bhiadh,

'S an sgiath mar bhòrd,

'S an Sagart nacli itheadh an t-im,

S]>arrainn a' phiob 'n a thòin.

THUIRT ROB DONN.

Bhiadhainn an Sagart gu grinn

—

15heirinn dha 'n t-hn air a' mhuic
;

An turgaid air a iàimb chlì,

A's pìob-thombaca'n a phhiic !

* Regiardin^ this elegy, an anecdote is recorded, which ezhibitB

the estiuialiuii in whici) it was held by the author's countrymen
best able to judge of poetic merit. Mr Mackay (Iain Mac Each-
vinn") happened to be on a visit to Mr Murdoch Macdonald,
minister of Durness, when on a Snbbaih morning the weather
became so very boisterous that Mr Macdonald expressed doubts
whether it were proper to go to church, or to detain the people by
the usual length of seivice—expresBing a fear, at the same time,

that if once begun, he might forget himself, and detain them long.

His guest urged the propriety of not detaining the people—" But
I will tell you," said he, " what you had better do; j'lst go to

church, and sing to them ' Marbhrann Eoghainit,'~it will be

greatly more instructive thau any s

a elegy d I go guile Si
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DOi\i\ACIIADH BAN,

Duncan Macintyee, commonly called Donnacha Ban nan òran vras born at

Druimliaghart, in Glenorchay, on the 20tli March, 1724. He spent the early part of

his life in fishing and fowling, in which he always took, the greatest pleasure. Although

he discovered an early inclination to poetry, he produced nothing worthy of being pre-

served till after the memorable battle of Falkirk, in which he fought, under the command

of Colonel Campbell, of Carwhin, on the 17th of January, 1746. He engaged as the

substitute of a Mr Fletcher, of Glenorchay, for the sum of 300 marks, Scots, to be paid

on his return. Mr Fletcher gave him his sword, which he unfortunately lost, or rather

threw away, in the retreat ; and as he returned without it, he was refused the stipulated

nay. It was then, and for that reason, that he composed his poem, entitled " The Battle

of Falkirk," in which he has given a minute and admirable description of what passed

under his eye ; and especially of the sword (^Claidheamh ceannard Chloinn-an-Leisdeir.')

He endeavours to excuse himself for his retreat, and more especially for parting with

such a useless weapon ; and he could have entered the army of the prince with much

more zeal, had he been among the Jacobites. He, therefore, indulges his inclination in

the descriptions he gave. The resentment of a bard, was not, in former days, incurred

with impunity. The poem was known every where, recited in all parts. The famous

battle of Falkirk was enough to give it publicity j and the ridicule so ingeniously,

though indirectly, aimed at the gentleman who refused so paltry a sum of money to one

who risked his Hfe on his account, was well understood in the whole country. But

Macintyre was not satisfied with all he said of the useless sword. He complained of

the injustice done him, to the Earl of Breadalbane, who obliged Mr Fletcher to pay

him his wages.

The first time he saw Macintyre after paying him, was at a market ; being incensed at

him for daring to complain of him, and more so because of his audacity in lampooning

him, he stepped up, and taking his staflT, struck him, exclaiming, " Go, fellow, and com-

pose a song to that." The humble poet of nature was obliged to submit in silence, to the

unworthy treatment, and, shrugging his shoulders, walked away. But the pain he felt was

momentary ; not so the wound of the passionate man, inflicted by the sharp edge of genius.

It was probed by the disapprobation of all who witnessed his conduct, which recoiled on

himself as a more severe punishment than he had given to the young poet of rising fame.

Duncan Macintyre, being a good marksman, was appointed forester to the Earl of

Braidalbane, in Coire-Cheathaich, and Beinndòrain ; and afterwards to the Duke of

Argyle, in Btiachaill Eite. In these situations he invoked the rural muse, on the scenes

of his delightful sports, when he described them in the celebrated poems,, entitled " Jieinn-
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dòain," and " Colre- Cheathaich," in strains that are inimitable, and have rendered his

name immortal. Good judges of Gaelic poetry seem to be at a loss to which of these pro-

ductions to give the preference. The first required powers, and knowledge of the noble

amusement of the chase, and of the music of the bagpipes, to which few can aspire. And

while we affirm that he was never equalled in this species except by the celebrated

M'Donald, in his praise of Mòrag, we must conclude it to be his master-piece. And

where is any to be compared to the last ? which is indeed unrivalled.

Public schools were but thinly established in the Highlands of Scotland in his early

days ; and his place of residence was distant from the parochial school, so that our author

derived no benefit from education. He possessed no advantage in reading the works of

others, nor had he an opportunity of getting his own productions written. One advan-

tage he had that was common to all lovers of song—he heard the poetry of his country

recited ; and, so tenacious was his memory, that not a line, or a word, of his own composi-

tion escaped it, vvhich had only been written when sent to the press. A clergyman trans-

scribed them from oral recitation. The first edition of his poems and songs was published

in 1768. He went through the Highlands for subscribers, to defray the expense. During

his fife his work came to three editions, and since then, one edition was printed in Glasgow,

in 1833.

He afterwards served in the Earl of Breadalbane's Fencible regiment, during the period

of six years, (1793— 1799) until it was discharged; he was a considerable time in the

city guard of Edinburgh ; and after that lived a retired life, subsisting on what he could

have saved of the subscriptions of the third edition, which he published in 1804. The

collection contains lyric, comic, epic, and religious compositions, all of merit, and com-

posed solely by himself, unassisted in any way but by the direction and power of his own

genius. His poetical talents, therefore, justly entitle him to rank among the first of the

modern bards. He died at Edinburgh, in October, 1812. In his younger days he was

remarkably handsome, and throughout his whole life possessed an agreeable and easy dis-

position. He was a pleasant and convivial companion ; inoffensive, and never wantonly

attacked any person ; but, when provoked, he made his enemy feel the power of his re-

sentment. See his verses to Uisdean and others. Neither he nor M'Donald knew when

to set bounds to their descriptions, and in their satires went on beyond measure.

Duncan Macintyre lived to see the last edition of his poems delivered to his subscribers.

The Rev. Mr M'Callum, of Arisaig, "saw him travelling slowly with his wife. He was

dressed in the Highland garb, with a checked bonnet, over which a large bushy tail of a

wild animal hang ; a badger's skin fastened by a belt in front, a hanger by his side, and

a soldier's wallet was strapped to his shoulders. He was not seen by any present before

then, but was immediately recognised. A forward young man asked him ' if it was

he that made Ben-dourain ?' ' No,' replied the venerable old man, ' Ben-dourain was

made before you or I was born, but I made a poem in praise of Ben-dourain.' He

then enquired if any would buy a copy of his book. 1 told him to call upon me, paid him

three shillings, and had some conversation with him. He spoke slowly j he seemed to have

CO high opinion of his own works ; and said little of Gaelic poetry ; but said, that officers in
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the army used to tell liiin about the Greek poets ; ami Pindar was chiefly admired by

him."

Of his works, the poems and songs composed when following the pursuits of his youth-

ful pleasures, are incomparably the best. It would be endless to attempt to mark the par-

ticular beauties in them. The reader must peruse tliem all in their native garb, the

natural scenes of his darhng pursuits are well known, but in his description every thing

assumes a novel appearance, and in the enchanted scenes that rapidly pass, we wonder

that we never observed such beauties before in so bewitching colours. His soul was

poured out in the animating and interesting strains. His language is simple and appro-

priate ; chaste and copious. He is most felicitous in the choice of words, idioms, and

expressions. He was a man of observation and thought, and revolved the subject of his

study often in his mind. M' Donald is learned, and indicates the scholar on all occasions

;

he was the pupil of nature. M'Donald could not compose on the spur of the moment,

a reply impromptu. There is, however, an instance in which Macintyre proved that he

was not deficient in that manner. When he composed the inimitable panegyric of John

Campbell of the bank, he waited on that gentleman, repeated the poem, and demanded

a bard's gift. " No ;" replied Mr Campbell, " what reward do you deserve for telling

the truth ? Yon must confess that you could say no less of me ; and, moreover, I doubt

that you are the author; of that jou are to convince me ; let us hear how you can dis-

praise me, and then, I shall know, if you have been able to compose what you have

repeated." Well, Macintyre commenced in the same measure, and continued in flowing

and ready numbers till the gentleman was glad to stop him by giving him his reward.

Of his love songs the best is that composed to his wife " Màiri Bhàn òg." It seems

an inexhaustible subject, in which he pours out the happy thoughts and elevated senti-

ments of the lover, in similes and comparisons taken from the most delightful scenes of

nature, and the field of mental enjoyments. The Gih and 7th stanzas are truly beautiful.

The Lament of Colin Campbell, Esq. of Glenure, would alone immortalize his name.

The subject was well adapted to awaken melancholy feelings of the most poignant nature.

Mr Campbell fell the victim of envy and ill-will, arising from ill-founded suspicion.

What pathos and tenderness ! The mournful strains that so eloquently describe the fatal

events v,ere not those of a mercenary bard ; they were the painful feelings of a foster,

brother, poured out in the most earnest and pathetic eff'iisions of a mind alive to the senti-

ments of an unfeigned syni|)athy.

His final leave of the mountains, dated 19tli September, 1802, is full of tenderness, and

sentiment, appropriate to his age and reminiscences.
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ORAN DO BHLAR NA H-EAGLAISE B R I C E.«

Air. FOVii—^^ Alasdair a Ghanna-Garadh."

Latha dhuinn air macbair Alba,

Na bha dh-armailt aig a cbuigse,

Tbachair iad oirniie na reubail,

'S bu neo-eibbinn leiiin a chuideachd
;

Nuair a cbuir iad an ratreut oirnn,

*S iad 'nar deigh a los ar murtadb,

'S mur deanamaid feum le'r casan,

Cha tug sinne srad le'r musgan.

'S a dol an coinneamh a Phr

Gu'in bu shunndach a bba sinne,

Shaoil siiin gu'in faigbeamaid cùis dheth,

*S nach ro dhuinn, acb dol g'a sireadh
;

'Nuair a bhuail iaii air a cheile,

*S ard a leumamaid a pilleadh,

'S ghabh sinn a mach air an abhainn,

'S dol g'ar n-amhaich ann san linne.

*N am do dhaoine dol nan eideadh,

Los na reabalaich a philleadh,

Cba do shaoil sinn, gus na gbeill sinn,

Gur sinn lein a bhite 'g ioniain
;

Mar gu'n rachadh cù ri caoirich,

'S iad 'nan ruith air aodainn glinne,

'S ann mar sin a ghabh iad sgaoileadh

Air an taobh air an robh sinne.

Sin 'nuair thdinig each *sa dhearbh iad

Gu'm bu shearbh dhuinn dol nan cuideachd
;

Se'n triip Ghallda g'au robh chiill sin,

Bha Coluinn gun cheann air cuid diubh

:

'Nuair a tbachair ribh Ciann-Dbmhnuill,

Chum iad cùmhail air an uchdan,

Dh-fhàg iad creuchdan air an rèubadh,

'S cha leighiseadh leigh an cuislean.

Bha na h-eich gu crùitheach, srianach,

Girteacb, iallach, fìamhach, triipach
;

'S bha na fir gu h-armach, fòghluimt*,

Air an sonnrachadh gu murta.

'Nuair a dh-aom sinn bharr an t-slèibh',

Is mòran feum againn air furtach,

Na bha beo bha cuid dhiubb leoint'*,

'S bha sinn brònach mu *na thuit ann.

Dh-eirich fuathas ann san ruaig dhuinn,

'Nuair a ghluais an sluagh le leathad
;

Bha Prionns' Tearlach le chuid Frangach,

'S iad an geall air teachd 'nar ratbad :

' This is the author's first song.

Cha d' fhuair sinn facal comand'

A dh-iarraidh ar nàimhdean a sgathadh ;

Ach comas sgaoileadh feadh an t-saoghail,

'S cuid againn gu^n fhaotain fhathasd.

Sin 'nuair thainig mise dhachaigh

Dh-ionnsuidh Ghilleaspuig o'n Chrannaich,

'S ann a bha e 'n sin cho fhiata,

Ri broc liath a bhiodh an gavraidh
;

Bha e duilich ann san am sin,

Nach robh ball aige r'a tbarruinn,

'S mur an diùbhail na bha dhi air,

Claidheamh sinnsireachd a sheanar.

Mòran iarruinn air bheag faobhair,

Gu'ra be sud aogas a chlaidhfimb
;

'Se gu lùbach, leuninach, bearnach,

'S bha car cam ann, ann san amhaich
;

Dh-fhhg e mo chruachainse brùite

Bhi 'ga ghiùlan feadh an rathaid,

'S e cho tròm ri cabar fearna,

'S mairg a dh-fhairdeadh an robh rath air,

'Nuair a chruinnich iad nan ceudan

'N lit sin air sliabh na h-eaglais,

Bha ratreud air luchd na Beurla,

'S ann daibh fein a b' eigin teicbeadh
;

Ged' a chaill mi ann san am sin

Claidheamh ceannairt Chloinn-an-LeasdaÌr
;

Claidheamh bearnach a mhi-fhortain,

'S ann bu choltach e ri greidlein.

Am ball-teirmeisg a bha meirgeach,

Nach d'rinn seirbbeis a bha dleusach
;

'S heag an diùbhail learn r'a chunntadh,

Ged' a dh-ìoundrain mi mu fheasgar,

An claidheamh dubh nach d'fhuair a sguradh,

'S neul an t-suthaidh air a leath-taohh
;

'S beag a b'fhiCi e 's e air liibadh,

'S gu^m b'e diuthadh a bhuill-deis e.

An claidheamh braoisgeach, bh'aig na daoine,

Nach d'rinn caonnag 's nach tug buillean,

Cha robh eugas air an t-saoghal,

'S mairg a shaoraich leis an cuimeasg
;

An claidheamh dubh air 'n robh an t-aimhleas,

Gu''n chrios, gun chrambait, gun duille,

Gu'n roinn, gun fhaobbar, gun cheana-bheart,

'S mairg a thàrladh leis an cunnart.
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Thug ml learn an claidheamh bearnach,

*S b'olc an asuinn e sa" chabhaig,

Bhi ga ghiùlan ar nio sliliasaid,

'S mairg mi riamh a thug o'n bhail' e
;

Cha toir e stobadh no sàthadh,

*S cha robh e làidir gu gearradh ;

Ga'm b'e diuthadh a bhuill airm e,

'S e air meirgeadb air an fharadh.

Chruinnich uaislean Karraghàeil,

ArmaiUt làidir de Mhalisi,

'Schaidh iadmuchoìnneamhphrionns' Tearlacb,

*S duil aca r'a champ a bliristeadh
;

'S ioma fear a bh* ann sau ait ud

Nach robh sùbhailt mar bha mise,

A^mht^ud sa dh-t'hag sinn ann san iiraich,

Latha blkr na h-Eaglais'-brÌce.

ORAN DO'N MHUSG.

Aia FOii^—'' Mo dhntfi an Tomaidh.

'S lOMADH car a dh-fheudas,

Thigh n air na fearaibh.

Is theag' gu'n gabh iad gaol

Air an tè nach faigh Ìad ;

Thug mi fichead bliadhna

Do'n chiad tè ghabh mi,

Is chuir i rithisd cùl rium,

Is bha mi falamh.

Is thainig mi Dhun-eideann

A dh-iarraidh leannain,

Is thuirt an Caiptein Caimbeul,

'S e *n geard a bhaile,

Gu*m b'aithne dha banntrach

Ann iiite falaich,

'S gu'n deanadh e àird

Air a cur a'm' charabh.

Rinn e mar a b'àbhaist

Cho mhath 's a ghealladh,

Thug e dhomh air làimh i,

'Sam paigheadh mar ri

;

Is ge bV bhi *s a feòraich

A h-ainm no sloinneadh,

Their iad rithe Set)naid,

*Sb'e Ueòrsaseannalr.

Tha i soithea

Gun ghrua

Is i cho àrd a

Ri maaoi \

I, gun smalan,

iaisle

I fhearann ;

Is culaidh a m* chumail suas i,

O'n tha mar rium,

Is mòr an t-aobhar smuaireiu

Do'n fhear nach faigh i.

Leig mi dhiom Nic-còiseam

Ged' tlia i maireann,

Is leig mi na daimh chrùeach

An taobh bha 'n aire,

Is thaobh mi ris an ùg mhnaoi,

'S ann leara nach aithreach

Cha n'eil mi gu'n stJ.ras

On phòs mi 'n ainnir.

Bfaeir mi fhein mo bhriathar

Gum beil i ro mhath,

Is nach d'aithnìch mi riamh oii

Cron am falach,

Ach gu foinneamh, (iuealta,

Direach, fallain,

Is i gu'n gha^.id gu'n, gliiomh,

Gu'n char tiar, gu'n chamadl-

Bithidh iairmogliiCilan,

'S gur math an airidh,

Ni mi fhein a sgùradh

Gu math 's a glanadh
;

Chujrinn ri an t-ùiileadh

Ga cumail eeanalt.

Is cuiridh mi ri m' shxiW i,

'S cha diùlt i aingeal.

'Nuair bhios cion an stòrais

Air daoine ganna,

Cha leigeadti nigh'n Dheùrsa

Mu phiica falamh
;

Cumaidh i rium iii

Ann 's na taighean leanna,

'S pàidhìdh i gach stùpan

A ni mi cheannach.

Ni i mar bu mhiai

A h-uile car dho

Cha 'n innis i brei

No sgeula meara

Cumaidh i mo the

Cho math 's bu :

Ge nach dean mi soi

No obair shalach.

ighlach

iihath Icam,

Sgithich mi ri gniomh,

Ged' nach d'rinn mi eairas,

Thug mi bùid nach b' fhiaoh leam,

Bhi ann a'm sgalaig ;

Sguiridh mi gam phianadh,

O'n thug mi 'n aire,

Gur h-e'n duine diomhain

Is faide mhaiveas.
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'S \ mo bbeanag ghaolach

Nach dean mo wihealladh,

Fòghnaidh i dhomh daonnaii

A dheaiiainh arain
;

Cha bhi fiiillinn aodaich

Orm no aniirt^

'S chaidh cùrain an t-saoghail

A nis as m'aire !

MOLADH BEINN-DORAIN.

Air fonn—"Pio&atreacArf."

Urlar.

An t-urram thar gach beinn

Aig Beinn-dòrain !

Na chunnaic mi fo 'n gbrein,

Si bu bhòiche leam
;

Monadh fada, reidh,

Cuile m taighte leidh,

Soilleireachd an t-steibhe

Bha mi sùnnrachadh ;

Doireachan nan geug,

Coiir anns am bi feur,

'S foineasach an spreidh,

Bhios a otiùmbnaidh ann
;

Greadbainn bu gheal cèh',

Faogbaid aii* an deigh,

'S lagbach le

A bha srùini

reud

cb te

Gun mhòrchuis,

Theid fasanda na eideadh,

Neo-spiirsail

;

Tha mhanntal uime fcin,

Caidhtiche nach treig,

Bratach dbearg mar cbeir

Bbios mar chùmhdach air ;

dh g'a chuir eug,

dheanadh teuchd,

bu mhath gleus,

'S

An glac h^

Spor anns

Tarran ail

Snap a bbi

Ris na h-t

Ocbd-shli!

lich;

. biodh bean

iiileadh teann

daibh i

;

ipacb gun fheali,

Stoc de'n fhiodb gun mheang,

Lotadh an damh seang,

A"a a leònadh e.

*S fear a bhiodh mar cheaird,

Riu' s^nnraichte,

Dh-fhbdhnadb dhaibh guu taiog,

Le chuid seòlaìdhean ;

Gheibhte sud ri am
Piidruig anns a' ghleanii,

Gillean a's coin sbeang,

'S e toirt orduidh dhaibh ;

Peileirean nan deann,

Teine g'an cuir ann,

Eilid nam beann krd,

Theid a leònadh leo.

SiubhaL

'Si 'n eilid bheag, bhinneach,

Bu ghuinicbe sraonadh,

Le cuinnein geur, biorach,

A sireadh na gaoithe,

Gasganach, speireach,

Feadb chveachainn na beinne,

Le eagal ro' tbeine,

Cha teirinn i 'n t-aonach ;

Ge d' theid i na cabhaig,

Cha ghearain i maothan ;

Bbasinnsreachd t'allain,

'Nuair a shineadh i h-anail,

'S toil-inntiiin leam tanasg,

Ga' lanngan a chluinntinn,

*Si 'g iarraidh a leannain

'N am darraidh le caoineas,

'S e damh a chinn allaidh

Bu gheal-cheireach feaman^

Gu caparach, ceannard,

A b' tharamach raoìceadh,

'S e chòmhnuidh 'm Beinn-dòra

^Seeolach m'a fraoinibb.

'S ann am Beìnn-dòrain,

Bu mhòr dhomh r'a Ìnnseadh

A liuthad damh ceannard,

Tha fanntuinn san fhritb ud
;

Eilid chaol, eanngach,

'S a laoighean 'ga leantuiuD,

Le 'n gasgana geala,

Ui bealach a direadh,

Ri fraoidh Cboire-cbruiteir,

A chuideachda phiceach ;

'Nuair a shineas i h-iongan

'S a theid i na' deannaibh,

Cha saltradh air thalamh,

Acb banan nan inean,

Co b'urrain g'a lcantuinn,

A dh-t'hearaibb na rìogùachd ?

'S arraideach, farumach,

Carach air grine,

A chòisridh nach fh;inadh

Giiè smal air an ìnntìn,

Ach caochlaideach, curaideacb.

Caol-chasach, ullamh,

An aois cba chuir truim* orra,
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Air dheircadh clia bhi e ;
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Bias meala r'a òl air :

Sruth brioghmlior geal tana,

*S e siitthladh tor 'ii ghaineainh,

'S e 's millse na'n cainea),

Cha b' airi-eolach oiinn e:

Sud an ìuc-shlàinnte mhaireaiin,

A thig a iuchdar an talaimh,

Gheibhte iionmhoireachd math dh'i

Gu"n a clieaimach' le stùras;

Air f.'iruinn na belniie

Is diiicheala sealladh,

A dh*fhàs aims a' cheithreamh

A' bheil mi 'ii Rinu-eùrpa:

Le gloinead a h-uisge,

Gu mao-bhlast a brisg-gheal,

Caoin, caomhail, glan, miosail,

Neo-mhisgeach ri pòit' air:

Le fuarainibh griniie

Am bun gruamach no biolair,

Gòineach uaiiie mu'n iomall,

A's iomadach seòrsa:

Bu ghlan uachdar na linne

Gu neo-bhuaireasach milis,

Ttgh'n 'na chuairteig o'n ghrinneal

Ail' slinnein Beinn-dòrain.

Tha leth-taobh na leaclidainn

Le mais' air a cùmhdach,

*S am fridh-choirean creagach

'Na shesamh g'a chùir sin,

Gu stobanach, stacanach,

Slocanacli, laganach,

Cnocanach, rrapanach,

Caiteanach, ròmach
;

Pasganach, badanacb,

Bachlagacb, bòidheach

A h-aiseirine corrach,

'Nam fasraichsan moUach,

'Si b'asadh dhomh mholladh,

Bha sonas gu leòir oirr'

:

Cluigeanach, gucagach,

Uchdanach, còmhnard,

Le dithean glan, rui teach,

Breac, mìsleanach, sultmhor:

Tha 'n fhridb air a busgadh

San trusgan bu choir dli'i,

Urlar.

'S am monadh farsuinn faoin

Glacatdi, srònagach
;

Lag a' Choire-fhraoich

Cuid bu bhuiche dheth
;

Sin am fearann caoin

Air an d^t'hàs an aoidh,

Far am bi na laoigh

*& na dalmh chròcach
;

A 8 e àei8earacb ri groin,

Seas<^uireac.hd g'a reir,

*S neu-bhvag air aa eildeig

Bhi ch^mhnaidh anti.

'S glan fallain a ere,

Is banail i 'na beus;

Cha robh h-anail breun,

Ge b'e phùgadh i.

'S e 'n coire choisinn gatfc

A h-uir oganaich,

A chunna' riamh a thaobh,

'S a gbabh eòlaa air :

'S lionmhor feadan caol

Air an eirich gaoth,

Far am bi na laoicli

Cumail còdhalach
;

Brutbaichean nan learg

Far am biodh greidh dhearg,

Ceann-uighe gach sealg

Fad am beò-shlainnt'
;

A's e Ian do'n h-nile maoin,

A thig amach le braon,

Fiiile nan suth-chraobh,

A's nan ròsann an.

Gheibte tachdar eisg

A's bhi 'gan ruith le leus

Anns na mòr-shruthan
;

Mordha cumhann geur,

Le chrann giubhais fein,

Aig fir shubhachjthreubhach

'Nandòrnaibh:

Bu shòlasach a' leum'

Brie air buinnercidh,

A' ceapadh chuileag eutrom

'Nan dòrlaichean
;

Cha 'nVil muir no tir

Am beil tuille brigh,

'S tha tVadh do chrich'

Air a h-òrdachadh.

An Crunhtaith.

Tha 'n cilid aims a ghleannan so,

Cha 'n amadan gu'n eòlas

A leanadh i mar b ailhne dha

Tig'n larasda na cr.dhail,

Gu faiteach bhi 'na h-earalas,

Tig'n' am faigse dh'i mu'n caraich i,

Gu faicilleach, gle earraigeach,

Mu'm fairich i ga cJiir e ;

Feadh shlochd, a's ghlac, a's chamhanan,

A's (hlach a dheanadh falach air,

Bhi beachdail air an talamh,

'S air a' char a thig na neoil air ,

'S an t-asdar bhi 'ga tharruinn air

Cho macanta 's a b' aithne dha,

Gu'n glacadh e ga h-aindeoin i

Le h-anabharra seùltachd ;

Le tùr, gun ghainne baralach,

An t-sùi! a chuir gu danara,

A* stiùireadh' ua du'-banuaichc,
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*S a h-aire ri fear-cròice
;

Bhiodh rùdan air an tarruinn

Leis an lùbt' an t-iarrtinn-earra,

Bheireadh Ìonnsai' nach bi'tlh mearachdach

Do'n fhear a bhiodh ga seòlailh
;

Spor ùr an deis a teannachadh,

Buil' ùird a' sgailceadh dainghean ris,

Cha diùlt an t-srad, 'nimir bheanas i

Do'n deannaigh a blia neunach :

Se 'm fùdar tioiam tean-abaich

Air chul an asgairt ghreannanaich,

Cuir smùìd ri acuinn mheallanaich

A baraille Nic-Cì)iseani.

B'ionmhuinn le fir cheanalta,

Nach b'aineolach mu spòrsta,

Bhi timcheail air na bealaiohean

Le fearalachd na h-òige :

F.ir am hi na feidh gu farumach,

'S na fir 'nan deigh gu caithriseacb,

Le gunna bu mhath barrandas

Thoirt aingil *nuair bu choir dh'i

;

S le cuilean foirmeal togarrach,

'G am biodh a stiùir air bbogadan,

'S e miol'airteich gu sodanach,

'S nach ub e dol 'nan còdhail ;

'Na fhui'buidh làidir, cosgarrach,

Ho inntinneach, neo-fhoistinnach,

Gu guineach, sgianihach, gob-easgaidh,

San obair bh'aig a sheorsa
;

'S a fhriogan cuilg a' togail air,

Gu maildheach, gruamach, duichealach,

'S a ghcanachan cnuasaichd fosgailt',

'Comh-bhogartaÌch r'an sgùrnan,

Gu'm b' araideach a' charachd ud,

'S bu cbabhagach i 'n còmhnuidh,

'Nuair a shineadh iad na h-iongannan

Le h-atl)ghoirid na mùintich
;

Na beanntaichean 's na bealaichean

Gu'm freagradh iad mac-talla dhut,

Le fuaim na gairme gallanaich

Aig farum a' choin ròmaich :

'Gan tearnadh as na mullaichean

Gu linnichean nach grunnaich iad,

'S ann a bhith's iad feadh na tuinne
;

Anns an luineinich 's iad leùinte

'S na cuileinean gu i'ulasgach

*G an cumail air na munealaibh,

'S nach urrainn iad dul ttiÌHeadh as,

Ach fuireach, '3 bhi gun deù anut',

'S ge do thuirt mi began riu,

Mu'n innsinn uil' an dleasnas orra^

Chuireadh Ìad a' m' bhreislich mi
Le deisimearachd cli'umraidh.

COIRE-CHEATHAICH.

Se Coire-cheathaich nan aighean slùbhlach,

An coire rùnach, is ùrar fonn,

Gu lurach, miadh-fheurach, min-gheal, sùghar,

Gach lusan flùlir bu chùbhraidh leam
;

Gu raolach dù-ghorra, torrach lùisreagach,

Corrach plùireanach, dlù-ghlan grinn
;

Caoin, ballach, ditheanach, cannach, misleanaohj

Gleann a' mhlUtich, 'san lionmhor mang.

Tha falluinn dhùinte, ga dainghean, dùbailt',

A mhaireas ùinne, mu"n rCiisg i lorn,

Do'n fheur is cùl-fhinne dh' fhàs na h-ùrach,

'S a bhàrr air lùbadh le driiichda triim,

Mu choire guanach nan torran uaine,

A' bheil luibh a'a luachair a suas g'a cheann
;

'S am f isach guamach an cas a bhuanadh,

Nam b** àite cruidh e, 'm biodh tuath le'n suim

Tha trusgan faoilidh air cruit an aonaicb,

Chuir suit is aoidh air gach taobh a d' chòm,

Mìn-fheur chaorach is barraibh bhraonan,

'S gach lus a dh' fheudadh bhi 'n aodainn thbmi

Man choir' is aoidheala tha r'a Hiaotain,

A chunnaic daoine an taobh so 'n Fhraing
;

Mur dean e caochladh, b' e 'n t-aighear saoghalt'

Do ghillean aoti'om bhi daonnan ann.

'S ann m'anRuadh-aisrÌgh dh'fhìis nacuairtagan,

Clùthar, cuaicheanach, cuannar, àrd,

Na h-uile cluaineag 's am burr air luasgadh,

'S a ghaoth 'g an sguabadh a null 'sa nail

:

Bun na cipe is bar a' mhilltich,

A chuiseag dhireach, 's an fhiteng cham
;

Muran brloghar, 's an grunnasg lionmhor,

M* an chuilidb dhiomhair, am hi na suinn.

Tha sliabh na làirig an robh mac-Bhaidi,

'Na mhothar fàsaich, 's na stràchda tròm
;

Slios na bàn-leachdaiiin, cha *ji i is tùìre,

'S gur trie a dh' àraiuh i '11 Ian damh donti :

*S na h-aighean dàra nach ti^id a 'n bhà-thaigh,

A bhios le 'n alaeh gu h-àrd "nan grunn,

'S na laoigh gu h-ùiseil a la 'sa dh'oidhche,

'Snah-uireadcruinndiubhairdruimClach-fionn.

Do leacan chaoimhneil gu dearcach, braoileagacb,

Breac le foireagan is cruinn dearg ceann

'N cieamh na chaiaichean, am bac nan staidh-

Stacan fraoineasach nacli bu ghann : [ricbeani

Am bearnan-bride, 's a pbeighinn rioghail,

S an canach min-gheal, 's am mi&lean aun

;
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S a h-uile mir dhetli^ o'*n bhun is isle

Gu h-ionad cirean iia crich' is àird\

'S rimheach cota na cra'ige mòire,

'S cha 'n 'eil am fùlach a' d'choir 'san am,

Ach mèuiian còiuntìch, o 's e bu tibsaire,

Air a cbòuihdacbadh bhos a's thall :

Na lagain chòmhnard am bun nan srùuag,

Am bi na sòghraichean, 's neùiueiii fann,

Gu bileach, feùirneineach, mills, roineagach,

Moiacb, rùmach, gach sears' a tb' ann.

Tha mala ghruamacb, de'n bhiolnr uaine,

Mu'n h-uile fuaran a th* ann san fhonn ;

Is doire shealbag aig bun nan garbh-chlach,

S grinneal gainbheich' gu meanbh-gheal, pronn :

*Na ghlugaibh plumbach air ghoil gun aon teas,

Ach coileach bùirn tighin' a grunnd eas lorn,

Gach struthan uasal 'na chuailean cùl-ghoini,

A* ruith na spùtaibfa, 's na lùbaibh steoU.

Tha bradan tarra-gheal sa choire gharbhlaich,

Tha tig'n o'n fhairge bu ghailbheach tonn,

Le luinneis mheaninach a' ceapa mbeatibhchuiU

Gu neo-chearbach le cham-ghob cròm : [eag,

Air bhuinne borb, is e leuni gu foirmeil,

'Na uideadh colgail bu ghorm-glas druim.

Lie shùilsean airgeid, gu h-iteach meana-bhreac,

Gu lannach, dearg-bhallach, earr-gheal aliom.

'S Coire'-cheathaich an t-aighear priseil,

'S an t-àite rìoghail mu'm bìdht' a' sealg,

Is bidh feidh air ghiùlan le làmhach fùdair,

A' cur luaidlie dhù'-ghorm gu dlù nan calg :

An gunna gleusda, s' an cuilean eutrom,

Gu fuileach, feuraanach, treubhach, garg,

A ruith gu siùbhlach, a gearradh shùrdag,

'S a dol g'a dhiilan ri cùrsan dearg.

Gheibhte daonnan mu d' ghlacaibh faoine,

Na h-aighean maola, na laoigh, 's na maing.

Sud bu mhiann leinu 'am maduinii ghrianaìch,

Bhi dut g' an an iarraidh, *s a' tiadhach bheann,

Ged thigeadh siontnn oirnn' uisg a's dile,

Bha seul g'ar didean mu'n chrlch san am.

An creagau iusal am bun na frithe,

S an leabaidh dhiona, *s mi m' sbineadh ann.

Sa'mhadainn cbiuin-ghil,an àmdhomhdùsgadh,
Aig bun na stùice be 'n sùgradh learn ;

A' cbearc le sgiùcan a' gabhail tùchain,

S an coileach cùìrteil a dùrdail crùm ;

All dreathan surdail, *s a ribbeid chiijil aigej

A' cur nan smùid deth gu lùghor binn ;

Alt (iiuid 6 am brù-dhearg, le mòran ùinìch,

Ri ceileir snnndach bu shiubhlach rann.

Bha coin an t-slcibhe 'nan ealtain gle-ghloin,

A' gabhai! bbeusan air gheig sa' choill,

An uiseag cheutacb, ""s a luinneag fein aice,

Feadan speiseii gu reidh a seinn :

A chuach, 'sa smeùrach, am bar nan ògan,

A' gabhail ùrain gu ceolmhor bìnn :

'Nuair ghoir an cuannal gu loinneìl, guanach,

'S e 's gloin' a chualas am fuaim sa' gbleann.

'Nuair tbig iad còmbla' na bheil a' d' chòirse

De'n h-uile seòrsa bu chòir bhi ann
;

Damh na cròiceair srath na mùintich,

'S e gabhail crònaìn le dreùcam I'lrd ;

A* dol san fbeithe gu bras le h-eibhneas,

A' mire-leumnaich rì tiildeig dhuinn ;

Bi sin an ribhinn a dh'fhas gu inileanta,

Fuiiiiieamb, tinealta, direach, seang.

Tha mhaoiseach chùl-bhui air feadh na dus-

Aig bun nam fiuran 'gan riisga' lùm, [luing

'8 am boc gu h-ùtluidh ri leaba chuirteil,

'S e 'ga bùrach le riidan crùm
;

'S am minnean riabhach bu luime cliathach,

Le chunnein fìata, is liadhaich ceann,

^Na cbadal guamach an lagan uaigneach,

Fo bhàrr na luachrach na chuairteig chruinn.

Is llonmhor cnuasachd a bha mu'n cuairt dut,

iii am am buain gum bu luaineach clann,

Hi tional guamach, gu fVarail suairce,

\S a* roinn gu h-uasal na f'buair iad ann
;

Ceir-bheach na cnuacaibh, annead na chuairteig,

'S a mhil 'ga buannachd air cruaidh an tuim,

Aig seillein riabhacb, breaca, srianach,

Le'n crùnan cianail is fiata srann.

Bha cus ra' fbautainn de chnothan caoine,

'S cha b' iad na caocliagan aotrom gann,

Ach bagailt mhaola, bu tuine plaoisg,

A' toirt brigh a laoghan na maoth-shlait fann:

Srath nan caochan 'na dhosaibh caorainn,

'S na phreasaibh caola, Ian chraobh a's mheang ;

Na gallain ùra, 's na faillein dhlùtha,

'S am barrach dùìnte mu chùl nan crann.

Gach àite timcheall nam fàsach iomlan,

Mam a*s fion-ghleann, 's an tuilm ga chòir;

Meall-tionail làimh ris, gu molach, tl'ithail,

B'e chulaidh dh'àracb an alaich òig ;

Na daimh 's na h-cildean a'm madainn cheiteia

Gu mocb ag eirigh air rcidhlein feMr ;

Greidhein dhearg dhiu air taobh gach h-argain,

Mu 'n Choire gharbhlaich, *g an ainm an Ceo.
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ORAN DO'N GHUNNA
GA 'N AINM NIC-COISEAM.

LinNNEAG.

Horo mo chuid chuideachd iJi%

Gur nudadach learn nam thu

;

Horo mo chuid chiideachd thu,

'5 mi direadJi hheann a's uchdatiartf

B'ait learn thu hhi cuidir Hum^

''S do chudthrom air mo ghulainn,

'Nuair chaidh mi do Ghleann-Lòcha,

'Sa cheannaich mi Nic-Cbiseam,

'S mise nach robh gòrach,

'Nuair chuir mi 'n t-t)r ga fuasgladh.

Horo mo chuid, t^'c.

Thug mi Choire-cheathaich thu,

'Nuair bha mi fhuin a tagliaicb ami,

*S trie a chuir mi laidhe leat,

Na daimh 's na h-aidhean ruadha.

Horo mo chuid, ^c.

Thug mi Bheinn-a-chaistil tnu,

'S do'n fhàsach a tha 'n taice li,

Am Mam a's Creag-an-aparraiii,

Air leaca Beinn-nam-fuaraii,

Horo mo chuid, Sj^c.

Thug mi thu Bheinn-dòrain,

An cinne na daimh chrùcach,

'Nuair theannadh iad ri croiian,

Bu bhùidheach leam an nuallau.

Horo mo chuid, ^-c.

Thug mi Choire-chruiteir thu,

0*s àite grianach tlusail e^

Gu biachar, tiarach, lusauach,

Bhiodh spuirt ann aig daoin'-uaillse.

Horo mo chuid, S^c.

Ghiùlain mi Ghleann-eite thu,

Thog mi ris na creiseau thu,

Se mheud *sa thug mi speis dut

A dh'fhàg mo cheum cho luaineach.

Horo mo chuid, i^c.

*Smath am Meaìl-a-bhùiridh thu,

Cha mhiosa 'm Beiiin-a-chrùlaist thu,

'S trie a loisg mi fiidar leat,

An Coire-chùl-na-cruaiche.

Horo mo chuid, Sfc.

Thug mi L'livig-ghartain thu,

O'a aluinn an coir-altrum i,

'S na f'eidh a deanamh leapaichean

Air Creachuinn ghlas a bhuachaill.

Horo mo chuid, ^c.

Thug mi thu do'n fhiis-ghlaic

'Sa Ghle.iun am bi na làn-daimh,

'S trii! a chaidh an ;irach

IMu bhraidhe Cloich-an-tuairneir.

Horo mo chuid, ^-c,

Chaidh mi do dh'Fheadha- chaorainu,

he aighear Choire-chaolain,

Far an robh na daoine,

A bha 'n gaol air a ghreidh uallaich.

Horo mo chuid, 4'c:

Thug mi Bheinue-chaorach thu,

Shii'eadh bhoc a's mhaoiseaeh,

Cha b'eagalguii am faotaiun,

'S iad daonnan 'san TòrrTuaine.

Horo mo chuid, ^-c.

'Nuair theid mi ris a mhunadb,

'S tu mo roghaiiin de na gunnaehan,

O'n fhuair thu tein an t-urram sin,

Cb nis a chumas bhuat e?

Horo mo chuid, S^c,

Ged' tha mi gaun a stùras,

Gu suidhe leis na pòitearan,

Ged' theid mi do 'n taigh-bsda,

Cha 'n Ò1 mi ann an cuaich thu.

Horo mo chuid, ^c.

ORAN SEACHARAN SEILG.

LUIKNEAG.

*

Cliunna mi 'k damh donn

'iS na ItreUdcan,

Direadh a bJtealaich Ic chetle ;

Chunna' mi '« damJt donn

'S na h-eildean,

'S MI tearnadh a Coire eheathaich,

'S mòr mo mliighean 's mi gun aighear,

Siubhal iVlthc re an latha,

Thilg mi spraidhe nach d'rinn feum dhomh.

Chunna' mi, ^'c

Ged' tha bacadh air na h-armaibh,

Ghieidh mi ^n spainteach thun na seilge,

Ge do riim i orm de chearbaich,

Nach do mliarbh i raae na h-eilde.

Cliunna' mi, t^-c.

'Nuair a dh'eirich mi sa' mliadainn,

Chuir mi innte fùdar Ghlaseho,

Pealair teann a's trl puist Shasnacb,

Cuifean asgairt air a dhegh sin.

Cìiunna^ vii^ ^c.
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Bha 'n spor up an deighe breacadb,

Chuir mi ùiUe ris an acuinn,

Eagal driùchd bha mùdan craiceinn

Cumail fasgaidh air mo chèile.

ChunrnC mi, c^'c,

Laidh an eilid air an fhuaran,

Chaidh mi farasda mii'n cuairt d*i,

Leig mi ^1 deannal ud m'a tuairmse,

Learn is cruaidh gu*n d'iinn i uiridh.

Chunna' mi, ^c,

Ràinig mise taobh na bruaiche,

*S chosg mi rithe mo chuid luaidlie ;

'S 'nuair a shaoil mi i bhi buaillte,

Sill an uair a b' aii'd' a Icum Ì.

S muladach bhi siubhal frlthe,

Ri lii gaoith', a's uisg', a's dlle,

'S ordugh teann ag iarraidh sithne,

Cuir nan giomanach ^nan eigiri.

Chunna^ mi, i^c.

'S mithich tearnadh do na gleannaibh

0*n tha gi'uamaicli air na beannaibh,

*S ceathach dùinte mu na meallaibh,

A' cuir dalladh air ar leirsinu.

Chunna' mi, ^'c.

Bi' sInn beu an dòrlias ro-mhath,

Gu'm bi chùis ni's t'hearr an ath la'
,

Gu'm bi gaoth, a's giian, a's talamh.

Mar is math leinn air na sleibbtean.

ChunncC mi, ^<:

Bithidh an luaidhe ghlas 'na deannamh,

Siubhal leidh aig coiiaibh i^eanga
;

'S an damh donn a sileadh fala,

*S abhachd aig na fearaibh gleusda.

CIiuTia' mi, ^-c.

CEAD-DEIREANNACH
NAM BEANN.

Bha mi'n d^* 'm Beinn-dòrain,

'S na còii' cha robh mi aineolach,

Chunna mi gleanntan

'S na beanntaichean a b'aithne dhomh ;

Be sin anscalladh dibhinn

Bhi 'g imeachd air na slcibhtibh,

'Nuair bhiodh a ghi'ian ag tiiridh,

*Sa bhiodh na I'eidb a langanaich.

• 19th September, Ì80&

'S aobhach a ghreidh uallach.

'Nuair ghluaiseadh iad yu farumach,

'S nab-cildean air an fhuaran,

Bu chuannar r.a laoigh bhaliach ana
;

Na maoisichean 's an ruadh-bhuic,

Na coilich dhubh a's ruadha,

'S e'n ceòl bu bhinne chualas

'Nuair chluinnt^ am fuaim 'sa cbambanaicb.

'S togarach a dh' fhalbhainn

Gu sealgaireachd nam beallaichean,

Dol 'mach a dhireadh garbhlaich,

'S gu'm b'ana-moch tit^h'nn gu baile mi

;

An t-uisge glan san t-àìle

Thar mullach nam bean arda,

Chuidich e gu fas mì
;

'Se rinn domh si' innt a"s fallaineachd.

Fhuair mi greis am* àrach

Air àiridhean a b' aithne dliomh,

Ri cluiche, 's mire *s màran,

An caoimhneas bl:ith nan caileagau ;

Bu rhùis an agliaidh nàduir

Gu'm maireadli sin an dràst ann,

'Se b' eigin bhi da*m fàgail

'Nuair thi'iinig tràtb dhuinn dealacbadh.

•Niso'
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'S e fortan tha cuir oirne

Gacb aoii ni coir a' ghealladh dhuinn
;

Ged* tha mi gaiin a stj)ras,

Tha m' iimtinn Ian de shòlas,

O'n tha mi aim an dùchas

Gu'n d'rinn uigh'n Dheùrs' an t-aran domh.

Bha mi 'n de 'san aonach,

'S bha smaoiiitean mòralr m* aire-sa,

Nach lobh 'n luchd-gaoil a b*àbhaist

Jìhi siubhal f'isaich mar rium ann,

'Sa bheinn is beag a shaoil mi,

Gu'n deanadh ise caochladh ;

O'n tha i 'nis to chaoiricli,

*S ann thug an saoghal car asam.

'Nuair sheall mi air gach taobh dhiom,

Cha'n fhaodainn gun bhi smalanach,

O'n theirig coill' a's fraoch ann,

S na daoine bh'ann, cha mhaireann iad ;

Cha'n 'eil liadh r'a shealg ann,

Cha'n 'eil eun no earb ann,

'M beagan nach 'eil marbh dhiubh,

'Serinn iad falbh gu baileach as.

Mo shoraidh leis na frithean,

O's miobhailteach, na beannaibh iad,

Le biolair uainne a's fior-uisg,

Deoch uasal rimheach, cheanalta,

l^a bhàrrau a tha priseil,

'S na fàsaichean tha lionmhor,

O's ;iit a leag mi dhiom iad,

Gu bràth mo mhile beanuachd leo !

CUMHA CHOUIK-CHEATHAICH,

S DUiLLiCH leam an càradh

Th' air coire gorm an fhàsaich,

An robh mi greis da'm' àrach

'Sabhràidhesothall;

S iomadh fear a bharr orm,

A thaitneadh e r'a nàdur,

Na 'm biodh e mar a bha e,

'Nuair dh' fhàg mi e nail

;

Gunnaireachd a's làmhaich

Spuirt a s aobhar ghaire,

Chleachd bhi aig na h-àrmulnn

A b'i'ibbaist bhi sa' ghleann
;

Rinn na fìr ud fhàgail—
'S Mac-Eoghainn t'ann a 'dràsta,

Mar chloich an ionnad càbaig

An àtte na bh' ann.

Tha 'n Coir'air dolamfi.illin,

Ged' ithear thun a bhlàir e,

Gun duin' aig am beil càs deth

iMun hit auti san am
;

Na fcidh a bii' ann air fhiigail,

Cha d' fhuirich gin air àruinn,

'S cha 'neil an àite-tàmha

Mar bha e sa' ghleann.

Tha 'm Baran air a sharach'

Is dh'artlaich air an tàladh,

Gun sgil aig air an nàdur

Ged' thainig e ann :

B' fhearr dha bhi mar b' àbhaist^

Os ceann an t-soithich chàtha,

'Sa làmhan a bhi Ian d'i,

Ga fàsgadh gu teann.

Se mùghadh air an t-saoghal

An coire laghach gaolach,

A dhol anis air faoin-tragh,

'S am maor a theachd ann :

*S gur h-e bu chleachdadh rtamh dhut,

Bhi trusa nan cearc biata,

Gur trie a rinn iad siathnail,

Le piannadh do làmh.

Is iad na 'm baidnibh riabhach,

Mu-amhaich 's ann ad' sgiathan,

Bhiodh itealaich a's sgiabail

Mu-lhiaclan san am :

Bu ghiobach thu ri riaghailt,

Mu chidsin taighe 'n iaria,

Gar nach b'e do mhiann

Bhi cuir bhian air an stàing.

Ged' tha thu 'nis sa' bbràighe,

Cha chòmpaiiach le each thu,

'S tha h-ulle duine tàir ort

O'n thainig thu ann ;

*S eigin dut am fàgail

Ni 's measa na mar thainig

Cha taintinn thu ri *n nàdur

Le cn'imhan, 's le cainnt:

Ged' i"haiceadh tu ghreidh uallach,

'Nuair racha tu mun-cuairt daibh,

Cha dean thu ac.h am fuadachadh

Suas teadh nam beann
;

Leis a ghunna nach robh buadhar,

'S a mheirg air a toll cluaise,

Cha 'n eirmis Ì na crunchan,

An cuaille dubh cam.

j
Se ""n Coire chaidh an deis-laimh,

O'n tha e nis gu'n fhuidh ann,

Gun duin' aig am beit sp^is diubh,

Ni feum air an cul

;

O'n tha iad gu'n fhear-gleidbte,

Cha'n fhuirich iad r'a chèile.
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'S anil a ghabh iad an ratreuta

Seach i-eidhleau nun lùb.

Cha 'n *eil pris an ruadh-bhuic,

An coiile na air fuaran,

Nach b' eigin da bbi gluasad

Le ruaig feadh na dùthch'
;

*S cha' n' eil a nis' mun cuairt da,

Aon spuirt a dheanadh suairceas>

No thaitneadh ri duin-uasal

Ged' fbuasgladh e chu.

Tha choille bh' ann san fhrìth ud,

Na cuislean fada, direach

Air tuiteam a's air crionadh

Sios as an rùsg ;

Na preasan a bha brioghar

Na dosaibh tiugha lionmhor,

Air seachda' mar gu'n spiont' iad

A nios as an ùir
;

Na failleanan bu bbòiche,

Na slatan a's na h-ògain,

'S an t-àit am biodh an sniei)racb,

Gu niùdhar a seinn ciùil
;

Tha iad uil' air caochladb,

Cha d' fhuirich tiodh no fraoch ann ;

Tha muUach bharr gach craoibhe,

*S am maor 'ga thoirt diù.

Tha uisge srath na dige,

Na shruthladh dubh gun sioladh

Le barraig uaine liogh-ghlais

Gu int-bhlasda grannd ;

Feur-lochain is tàchair

An cinn an duileag-bhàite

Cha 'n 'eil gnè tuille fJis

An san iiit' ud san am ;

Glumagan a chàthair,

Na ghlugaibh domhain, sàmhach,

Cho ttugh ri SLighan càtha,

'Na iathaich 's na phlàm
;

Sean blkùrn salach ruadhain

Cba ghloinne ghrunnd na uuclidar,

Gur coslaiih ri muir ruaidh e,

Na ruaimle feadh stanng,

Tha 'n t-àit an robh na fuarain

Air fas na chroitean cruaidbe,

Gun sùbhrach gu'n sail-chuaich.

Gun lus nasal air earn

An sliabh an robh na h-èildean^

An àite laidhe 's ^iridh

Cho lorn ri cabhsair feille,

'S am feur chinn egann :

Chuir Alasdair le ghcisgeil

A ghraidh ud as a chi^ile,

'S air learn gur mòr an eucoir

An fheudail a chall

;

Cha lugha'n t-aobhar mio-thlachd,

Am fear a chleachd bhi tiorail,

A* tearnadh a's a direadh

Ri frith nan damh seang.

Ach ma's duine de shliucbd Phàdruig

A theid a nis do'n àite,

'S gu 'n cuir e as a làraich

An t.icirran a th' ann
;

Bi'dh 'n coire mar a bha e,

Bi'dh laoigh is aigheìn dàr ann,

Bi'dh daimh a dul san damhair,

Air fasach nam beann
;

Bi' buic s'na badain blatha,

Na brie san abhainn laimh riu,

'S na fcidh an srath na làirge

Ag' arach na mang
;

Thig ganh uile ni g'a àbhaist,

Le aighear a's le àbìiachd,

'Nuaìr gheibh am Baran bairlinn,

Sud fhagail gun taing.

OR AN GAOIL.

A Mhairi bhàn gur barrail thu,

'S gur barraicht' air gach seòl thu,

O'n thug mi gaol cho daingean dut,

'S mi t'fharraid anns gach codhail

:

'S earbsach mi a'd' cheanaltas,

*S na fhuair mi chean' ad' chòmhradh,

Nach urrainn each do mhealladh nam
'N deis do gbealladh dbumh-sa.

'S chuala mi mar shean-fhacal

Mu'n darach, gur fiodh còrr e :

—

*''S gur geinn' dheth fhein 'ga theannachadh

A spealtadh e 'na ^rdaibh :"

'S mi 'n dùil, a ri^ir na h-ealaidh sin,

Gur math leat mi bhi d' sheòrsa,

Nach trtig thu mi, 's gu 'm faigh mi thu

Le bannaibh daiugean phùsda.

*S e chum an raoir mi m* aireachadh

An spi>is a ghabh mi og dhiòt
;

Bha smaointean trie air m' airese

Mu'n ainnir is fhearr f^ghlum :

Cha 'n 'eil cron r'a àireamh ort,

O' d' hhàrr gu sail do bhrùìge,

Ach ciallach, fìalaidh, fàbharaeh,

Air fiamh a gbàir' an cumhnuidh.

'S do chùl daithte làn-mhaiseach

Mu'n cuairt a'd' bhràigh' an ordugb.
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Air sniamh, mar thcudan clarsaiche,

Na fhàineachan glan nòsar :

Gu lidh-dbonn, pleatach, sàr-chleachdach,

Gu dosach, fàsmhor, dòmhail,

Gu lùbach, dualach, bachlach, giiairsgeach,

Snasmhor, cauchach, ^r-bh^idll.

Tha t-agbaidli nàrach bhanail,

Da cbaol mbala mar ite eòiii ort

;

Ilosgan ryèidhe, fallaine

*S da shùil gborm, mheallach, mhòtbar:

Do ghruaidb mar chaorann meangain,

A thug barrachd air na ri>san
;

Do dheud geal, dreachmhor, meauhair, grinn

'S do bheul, o'm binii thig òran.

Tha do phbg mar Cibhlan gàraidh,

'S tha do bhi'àighe mar an neòinein j

Do chiochan liontach, mulanach,

'S an siod' g an cumail comhnard :

Corp seang, geal, gneadhail, furanach,

Deagh-chumachdail, neo-spòrsail
;

Do chalpa cruinne lùghara,

'S an troigh nach lùb am feòirnean.

'S e m fàth mu'n biodh tu talach orm,

Gur ro-bheag leat mo stòras ;

'Bha dà-rud-dheug a' tarruinn nam
Na thionail mi de phùrsan ;

Bhiodh ÒI, a's feisd, a's banais ann ;

Bha ceM, a's beus, a's ceannaichean,

N* ihiiill, 's na gibhtean leannanachd,

An amaideachd 's an òige.

*S a nis nam faighinn mar' rium thii,

Cha leanainn air an t-seòl sin ;

Dheanainn àiteach fearainn,

A's crodh-bainne chur mu chrò dhut

;

Mharbhainn iasg na mara dhut,

*S am fiadh sa' bhealach cheòthar,

Le gunna caol nach mearachdaich,

'S a mhealladh fear na cròice.

*S mor an gaol a gliabh mi ort

Le ro bheagan a dh-eMas,

S mi 'n dull gur tu bu leannan domb,

*S nach mealladh tu mi m' dhòchas :

Ge d' bhiodh am bàs an carabh dhomh,

Gu'n bharail ri tigh'n beb uaith,

'S e dh'fhiigadh slàn mi n' ribhinn mhàlda.

Maìri bhàn o Lbch-lairig.

AN NIGHEAN DONN OG.

^S i jJ[/Jica?i mo gliaoil

Ail niiilican donii òg ;

Nam biodh iti ri vi* ihaobkj

Cha bhithinnfo- bhrh?i.

''S i nighean vio ghaoil

All nighean donn òg.

'S i Mairi Nic-Neachdainn

Is dàicheile pearsa,

Ghabh mis' uiread bheachd ort

Ui neach a tha beò.

'S i iiigheun. ^c.

'Nuair sheallas mi t-aodainn,

*S mi 'n coinneamh ri t-fhaotainn,

Gur math learn nam faodainn

Bhi daonann a'd' choir.

'S i nighean^ ^c.

O'n a thug thu dhomh gealladh,

'Sann dutsa nach aithreach,

'S cha'u fhiiic iad thu 'n ath-bhliadhn*

A'd' bhanaraich bhò.

'Si nighean, ^c.

Cha teid thu do'n bhuaile,

A bhleothan cruidh ghuailtfhionn
;

Cha chuir thu ort cuaran,

'S gur uallacli do bhrbg.

^S i nigìiean^ ^c.

Cha 'n fhòghnadh le m' ehrulnneig,

A' bhurach no chuinneag,

'S cha chluinnear gu'n cumadh tu

Cuman aM' dhòrn.

'5 i nighean, cS[c.

Cha d' theid thu Bhad-odhar

A leigeadh nan gobhar,

'S minn bheag as an deodhaigh

'G an deothal mu'n chru.

'S i nighean, .^c.

Cha leig mi thu 'n fhireach

Thoirt a' cruidh as an innis

Air eagal na giliean

Bhi sireadh do phùig

'S i nighean, ^-c.

Cha taobh thu duin'-uasal

'S cha 'n aill leat am buachaill,

*S cha 'n fhearde fear-fuadainn

Bhi cruaidh air do thoir.

'S i nigliean, S(c.
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Dioiiach, daingean,

Beul bidh nach canadh ach stuaim.

Sbiubhladli tu f'àsach

Airidh gliiine

'San ait an ciniieadh an sprèidb,

G* am bleothan mu chrù,

'S bhi choir na h-innis,

Lauigb òg a' mireadh 's a' leum ;

Cha mhiosa do lamb

'S tu laimh i'Ì coiiinil

No 'n seòmar soilleir ri grèin,

A' fuaidheal *s a' fàitbeam

Bhann a's pbioiiar,

An am cbur giinnis air greus.

Do cbneas mar an eiteag

Glè ghlan, fallain,

Curp seang mar cbanach an. t-slèibh ;

Do bhr.'iigb co-mhin,

'S do cbiocban corraeb

S iad liontacb, soluis le cheil

:

Gaoirdein tlà geal

Lamb na Ii-ainnir.

Caol mheoir, glac thana, bas reidb ;

Calpa deas ur,

Troigh dblù 'm bròig obumair

Is lùgbar iniiealta ceum.

*S ann fbuair mi bbean cbaoin

Aig taobh Mbàm-cbarraidh.

S a gaol a'm' mhealladh o''m cbeiU
;

Bba cridbe dhomli saor,

'Nuair db'fhaod mi tharruinn,

Cha b'fhaoin domh bbarail bhi d' ruii

'S ioma' full uasal,

LJaibhreacb, lUarumach,

Suas ri d' cbeann-aohaidb thuin,

Gad^ chumail am pris

An Righ 's Mac-Cailein

•S tu sbiol nam fear a bba 'n Siuibbf

*Nam frtighinn an dràst

Do ch.'iradb daingean

An àite falaicb o'n èug ;

Ge d* tbigeadh e d* dbàil,

A's m' fhàgail falamh.

Cha b' àÌU learn bean eil' a'd' dhèigh

Cha toir mi gu bràth dbut

Draniidan teallaich,

Mii'n ;'irdaicb aileag do chleibh,

Ach rogha' gach m?irain,

Gràdh a's furan,

Cbo blàth 'sa b'urrain mo bbeul.

Dheanainn dut ceann,

A*s crann, a's t-earrach,

An am chur ghearran an eUJ,

A's dheanainn mar chàcb

Air tràigh na mara,

Chur àird air mealladb an eisg :

Mbarbhainn dut geoidb,

A's roin, a's eala,

'S na b-euin air bharra nan geug
;

*S cha bhi thu ri d' bheò

Gun seòl air aran,

'S mi cbòmbnuidh far am bi feidh.

GRAN
DO LKA>'ABH-ALTBOM.

ISEABAL Òg

An òr-fhuilt bbuidh,

Do gbruaidb mar ròs,

'S do pbòg mar ubhal,

Do bbeul dreacbmbor,

Meachair, grinn,

G'm faighte na h-ùrain

Cheòl-mbor bbinn.

'S tu 's gluiiie 's cannaicbe

Bbaiiaile snuadh,

Gur deirge na'n t-sutbag

An ruthadb tha d' ghruaidb>

Do mhin rosg liontacb,

Siobbailt, suairc,

Gnùis mbàlda, nàrach,

Làn de stuaim.

'S e cosaìl na h-aìnnìr

An eal' air an t-snàmh,

Do chneas mar an canach

Co cheanalta thlà,

Do cbiocban corrach

Air bhroileacb geal ban.

Do bbràigh mar gbrian,

'S do bbian mar chnàimh.

Do chuach-fbalt bachallacb,

Cas-bhuidb, dhlù,

Gu h-amlagach, daite,

L;tn chaisreag a's lùb,

'Nn cbiabliannaibh cleachdach

Am pleata' gu dlù

Air sniamb gu leir

Mar tbeudan eiùil.

*S ioma' full uasal

Gun truaille*, gun tair,

Tba togail *na stuaidheanaibh

Suas aim ad' bb^rr,

Clann-Dombnuill a' chruadaik

Fhuair buaigh anns gach blàr,
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A fhuair fasan a's fughlum

A's eolas ga reir
;

'S dùil am bheil mise

'Nam rùsgadh iia trioblaid,

Gun tugadh a fichead dhiù

Briseadh a ceitd.

Fir aigeaiinach mheamnach,

Le glas-laiiii an ceanna-bheart,

'S i sgaiteach gu barra-dheis,

'S i ana-barrach geur.

An taice ri targaid,

Crios breac nam ball airgeid,

'S an dag nach robh cearbach

Gan tearmunn nan sgèitb,

hen gunnacha glaria,

Nach diùltadh dhaibh aingeat.

Spoil' ùt' air an teannadli

Gu daingeann nan gleus,

Gu cuinnsearach, biodagaoh,

Fudarach, miosarach,

Adharcach, miosail,

Gu misneachail treun.

Na spealpan gun athadh

A chleachd bhi ri sgathadh,

Nach seachnadh dol fhathasd

An rathad sin fhein,

An t-asdar a ghabhail

S an ceartas a thaghaich,

Tri-chlaiseach na^'n lamhan

Lets an caitbeadh iad beum
Dol madainn gu raathas

Cha^i iarradh iad aithis,

Gu deire an latha

'S am laidhe do'n gbrein
;

'S deas t'haclach an labhairt

Le caisinieachd chatha,

S e 'n caisteal a'n claidheamh,

Ga'n gleidheadh bho bheud.

Fir acuinneach armach,

Le'm brataichean balla-bhreac,

Bu tlachdmhor an armailt' iad,

'S b' ainmeil am t'eum ;

Sliochd altiom nan garbh-chri

Am feachd a tha earbsach,

Nach caisgear an ain'eas

Gu'n deaibh iad nach geill.

Leinn is lad' o'n adh' fhalbh t

Air astar do'n Ghearmailt,

Chur as do gach cealgair

Chuir iearg uirbh fein,

An glacadh 'sa marbhadh,

'S an sgapadli mar mheanbh-clirodb,

S na madaidh ga'n leanmhainn

Air leargainu an t-sl6ibh.

.ch,

nbh

Sliochd fìneachan uasal

A gin o 'na tuathaicb,

*S an iomairt bu dual dhaibh

Dol suas air gach ceum,

Gach cas mar bu luaithe,

"S gach laimh mar bu cbruaidhe,

*San ardan an uachdar

A' bualadh nan speic
;

Bu gnath le'n luchd fuatha,

Bhi 'san araich gun ghluasad,

S a phairt dhiubh dh't'halbh uatha,

Bhiodh an ruaig air an deigh
;

Le lamhach nan giilean,

'S le lannan geur biorach,

Bhiodh an naimhdean air iomain

A' silleadh nan creuchd.

Bu cliùtach na lasgairean

Ura deas gasda,

Miann stil iad ri'm faicinn

Do gach neach leis an leir,

Gach seol mar a chleachd ìad,

Le'n combdacha dreachmhor,

Le 'n osanan breaca,

'Sle'mbreacana'nfheil:'

Tha mo dhuil ri'n tigh'n dhachaigb,

Gun an uin' a bhi fada,

Le f umhnanta ceartais

Fir Shasuinn gu leir,

Le stiùireadh an aigeil,

Muir dhu-ghorm chur seachad,

'S nach cum an cuan farsuinn

Orr' bacadh, no eis.

'Nuair a thainig an triobloid,

'S i a Dha-saii-fla-fhichead,*

Bha dàna le misneach,

'S le mios orra fein.

Bras, ardanach, fiosrach,

Gun fhaillin, gun bhriseadh,

'S cuid araidh ga'n gibhtean'

Bhi'n gliocas 's an cèill
;

Tha talanndan trie'

Aig a phairti ud bithchionnt,

S na h-uir ait' anns an tig iad,

No idir a theid.

Co an drast a tlieir mise,

Thig an aird ribh a chlisge?

JMar fag sibh e nis'

Aig an t-sliochd thig n'ar deigh.

* 42d Itegiment,
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ORAN GHLINN-URCHAIDH.

Mu'n tii^ ceann bliadhna tuille,

Cha bhi Sinn uile "n Tora-mhuilt :

Theid sinn thar nam bealaichean,

Do'n fhearann an robh 'n tlùs ;

FsLV am beil ar dilsean,

Anu sati tir am beil ar cuid ;

*S an t-àit an cor dhuinn crioclinachadh

'S an tiodhlaicear ar cuirp.

'San Clachan-an-Uiseirt,

Bu ghrinn bhi ann an diugh,

Suidhe 'n eaglais mbiorbhuileacli,

An dasg bu riraheach cur ;

Ag' eisdeachd ris na dh'innseadh dhuinnj

Am fear bu shiobbailt guth
;

Is e toirt sgeul a Bhiobaill duinn,

'S a bhrigh a'tig'n gu buil.

Gleamian blàth na tioralachd,

An ro-mhath 'ii cinn an stuth

Far am beil na h-innseagan,

Am beil an sìol an cur

:

Cinnidh arbhar craobhach ann

Cho caoin glieal ris a ghruth,

Gu reachdmbar, biadbchar, brlughar,

Tròm, toracb, liutitach, tiutb.

Bu chridheil bhi sa' ghearahradh ann.

Air bainnsean gbeibbte spuirt;

Fonn cbeol rtidh na piobaireachd,

'S cba bbiodh sgios mu sgur :

Fuaim nan tend aig tidheilrean,

A sheinneadh sìos na cuir ;

'S an luinneag feiu aig nlonagan,

Bu bhinne mhitlse guth.

Gheibhte bradan iior-uisg ann,

A direadh ris gach sruth
;

Eoin an t-sleibh gu lionmhor,

'S na milltean coileach dubh
;

Farba bheag an sgriobain,

Na minnein chrion 's na buic,

'S a ghleann am beil na frhheachan,

'S na giomanaich 'n am bun.

O'n a thainig mi do'n fhearann so,

Cha *n fhaigh mi pris an euin,

'S cha n "eil fàth bhi bruidbinn

Mu'n fhear-bhuidh air 'm bi n croc:

Cha b'ionnan •» bhì mar b'abhaist domli,

Aig briiigh doire-chrò,

Far am bi' na lan-daimh,

Ni 'n dàmbair ann sa cheb.

Mo shoraidh do Ghleann-urcbaidh

Nan tulchan glasa feuir,

Far am beil na sealgairean,

"S a fhuair iad airim bhi còrr ;

A dhireadb ris na garbblaichean,

Am biodh greidh dhearg na's lcòir

'S bhiodh gillean tròm le eallachan

A dh'fhàgadh tarbbach bord.

'S an uair a thigte dhachaigh leo.

Gu'm b'fhasanta bhur seòl,

A suidhe 'san taighthàirne,

'S bhi damhsa mar ri ceul
;

Cridhealas r'a cheile,

'S na bein a bhi 'ga'n M ;

'S cha 'n fhaicte cùis 'na h-eigin

An am eigheach air an stop.

MOLADH DHUN-EIDEANN,

'S E baile mùr Uhun-eideann,

A bV'ibhinn leam bhi anu,

Aite fialaidh farsuinn,

A bha tlachdmhor anns gach ball

;

Gearasdain a's bataraidh,

A's rampairean gu teanii,

Anns an trie a stad an camp.

*S trie a bha camp Riogbail aim,

'S bu rimheach an luchd-dreucbd
;

Trùp'' nan srann-each lionmlior,

Gu dileas air a gheard :

Bhiodh gach fear cho elilacb

'S na h-uile seòl a b'fhearr,

Na tleasgaich bu mhath fòghlum

A dhol an òrdugh blàir.

*S iomadh fleasgach uasal ann,

A bha gu suairce grinn,

Fùdar air an gruagan,

A suas gu bàrr ann cinn ;

Leadainn dhonna, dhualach

Na chuachagan air sniomh
;

Bàrr dosach mar an sioda,

'Nuair liogadh e 'le cìr.

'S raor a tha do bhain-tighearnau

A null 'sa nail an t-sràtd,

Gùntaichean de'n t-sìoda orr',

Ga'n sUogadh ris a bhlàr
;

Stòise air na b-ainnirean

Ga'n teaniiachadh gu h-àrd.

BuiU mhais air eudainn bhòìdbeach,

Mar thuiUeadh spòrsa dhaibh.
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Ged^ is cliùte;ich a Mhachair,

Le cùnnradh 's le fosan,

Be air dùrachd dol dachaigli,

'S bill 'ii taice r'ar càirdeau:

Hoirionn o ho^ ^c.

Bhi 'n Clachan-an-Diseiit,

A t'aiciiiii air dillsean,

Gum b'ait leinii an tir sin,

O'na'sirinnair 'nàiach.

Hoirionn o ho, <^c.

Cha be fasan nan daoiii* ud,

Bhi 'n conas na 'n caonnaig,

Ach soiias an t-saughail,

'S bhi gaolacb mar bhràithrean.

Hoirionn o ho^ ^c.

N am suidhe 's taigh-òsda,

Gu luinneagach, ceolmhor

Bu bhinn ar cuid òran,

*S bill 'g-òl nan deocli-slainnte,

Hoirionn o ho, t^'c.

Luchd dhireadh nfin stùicean,

Le'n gunnachan dù-ghorm,

A loisgeadh am fùdar.

Hi ùdlaiche làn-daimh.

Hoirioun o ho, 4'C.

S e bu rabiann leis na macaibb,

Bhi triall leis na slataii,

A chuir srian ris a bhradan,

Cha be fhasaii am fàgail.

Hoirionn o ko, ^c,

Gu tìadhach a mhunaidh,

No dh' iasgach air buiniie,

Anns gach gniomh a ni duin

'S mòr urram nan Gael.

Hoirionii o ho, ^w

O R A N

DO DH'-IAULA BHRAID-ALBANN.

Air fonn—''An Tailear Acuiuneach:

DEOCH-slainnt'' an larla

Cuir dii cara nbi,

. gleibb .-

I'alan

'Sm
Gu'm tag !

'Nuair thig i oirnne

Gu'm hi sinn ceolmhor

'S gu'n gabhsinn ùrain

Ga h-òl gu farumacb.

'S e**!] t-armunn suairce

A ghluais a Bealach leinn,

'S na sàr dbaoin-uaisle

R'a ghualaiini mar ris ann ;

O'li direirich sluagh le

Gu feum 'sa chruadal,

A reir do dhualcbais

BiMh buaidh a dh'ain-deoixi Ì

Gur deas am fìùran

Aii-tbùsiiangallanthu,

'S cha gbabb tbu cùram
Uo ghnùis nan aineolach

;

Led' chòmbluin ùra

"S thu i'uiu ga'n stiùireadh,

A's tir do dhuthcha

Ui d' chill mar bharantas.

'S tu ceann na riaghailt

Tha ciallacb, carthanach,

Na daoin' a thriall leat

Gu'r briagh am pannal iad
;

'S
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Gu dearbh a leannas i,
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Cruidheacli, dlù-thaiigiieacli.
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Ann san taigh bu mhùr sead)i,

Leis nach dragh aitbnichcan,

Mùirn a's caoiti, a bhios air fheadh,

Cupa 's gloin, canachan,

Coinnleiiean airgeid,

'S dreÒ3 dheàlrach o cbÈir,

Feadh t-aitreamh gu lèir,

'S iad pailte gu le'oir.

B'e do mhiaiiii a luchd ealaldh,

Piob sgalanta, chruaidh,

Le caithream cho luatb,

'S a ghearradh na meùir
;

Puirt shiùlacba, mheara>

Is fior allail cur suas,

Ann an talla nam buadh

Bu bharrail mu'n stùr

Cruite ciùil, torman fir.

Is e gu dlù ruith-Ieumach,

Feadain lorn, chruinne, dhonn,

Thogadh fonn mireanarb,

Clàrsach le grinneas,

Bu bbinn-tbaclacb fuaiiu,

'S cha pilleadh tu 'n duais,

'Nuair a sbireadh tu ceòl,

'S iomadb àit am beil do charaid,

A t-lharaid mu'n cuairt,

An deas a"s an tuath,

Cho dleaà'nach 's bu choir
;

Diùc Earraghalacb ainmeil,

Ceann armailt'' nam buagh,

Leis na dhearbadh làmh chruaidh,

Is ris an d'earbadh gu leùir :

An t-larla cliùiteach g'an dùthclias

Bhi 'n Tùr Bhealaich,

A ebuir an ruaig le cbuid shiaigb,

Air na fuar Ghallaich
;

Mòrair Loudon nan seang-eacb,

Ard sheanalair caimp,

Fhuair urram comannd,

Far na bhuidhin na seùid.

Tha iomadb cAs eìle

Nach ceilinn san uatr,

Tha tarruinn ort buaidh,

A rahaireas ri d' bbeu
;

Fuil riogbail air lasadh

Amach ann ad' ghruaidh,

Cuir t-aigneadh a suas

Le iiiteas ro-mhòr ;

Tha bunntam a's leirsinn,

Gu leir ann ad' pbearsa,

Fhir shunntaich na feile,

j^eul cibhinn a b' ait leanv

Na 'm faicinn a'mùireach

Le .' bhachd '^s le muirn,

Bhi 'd chàradb fo 'n cbrùn

An àite righ Ueòrs'.

CUMHADH lARLA
BHRAID-ALBANN.

'Struaoh r*a èisdeacbd an sgeul

Fhuair mi fein tuille 's luath
;

Rinn an t-eug ceann na ceille

'S nam beus a thoirt uainn :

Cha'n 'eil Icigh tba fo 'n ghrein,

Dheanadh feum dhut 's an uair

:

'S bochd a'd' dbeigh sinn gu leir,

'S cba 'n'eil feum bhi 'ga luaidh.

Tha do cbairdean Inidir, liomhor

Anns gach tir a tha mu'n cuairt

;

So na dh-fhàg an aigneadh iosal,

Do chorp priseil bhi 'san uaigh :

Is iad mar loìngeas gun bhi dionach.

Fad o thir air druim a' chuain ;

'S tusa b'urrainn an toirt sàbhailt,

Ge do bhiodh an gabhadh cjuaidh.

*S ann an diugh a chatdh do chàradh

'An cistc chlar 's ad leabaidh fhuair ;

Js muladacb a'd' dhèigh an tratbs'

A' chuid is airde do d' dhaoin" uails.

Tha gach duin' agad fo pbràmb,

\S goirt an cks am bbeil an tuatb
;

'S iad do bbochdau a tha crhitfach
;

Thugadh an taic' làidir uath'.

*S iomadh dllleachdan ùg falamh

Bba Ic h-ainnis air dhrueh sbnuagh,

Seann daoinc 's banntraichean fanna

Bha faotainn beathachaidh uair :

*S ann bu truaigh a' gbaoir a bh'ara,

*S deòir gu frasach air an gruaidh,

Caoineadh cruaidh, a's bualadb bhasan,

'S bhi toirt pkirt de 'ra fait a nuas.

*S muladach an nochd do dhùthaìcb,

'S dubbach tursach tba du sliluagb :

Cha 'n iogbnadh sin, *s mùr an diiibbail

An tionndadh so thigh'n oirnn cho luath,

Am fear a b'àbbaist bhi le dùvacbd

Gabbail cùram dhiubb gach uair,

Dh'fbhg iad *na laidhe 'san ùir e

Far nach dùisg e gu Là-luaio.

'S ann an tràthaibh na Feill-br\de

Thainig crloch air sauidh nam buadh.
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'S lorn a thug an t-eug an sgriob oirnn,

Och ! mo dhith cha deic a luath's,

Bhuail an gath air iUith na firinn

Bha 'gar dionadh o gach cruas :

*S goirid leinn do re 'san àite,

Ged' their Ccich gu'n robh thu buan.

Cha do sheall thu riamh gu h-iosal

Air ni chuireadh sios an tuath :

Bu chùl-taic dbaibh anns gach ait thu,

'S tu bha ghnàth *gan cumail suas.

Cha bu mhiann leat togail ùlaimh
;

Sin a' chilis d'an tug thu fuath

:

Bha thu faotainn gaoil gach duine,

*S ghl(5idh thu'n t-urram sin a fhuair.

Bha thu leirsinneach le suairceas ;

Db-fhàs a'd' chòm an uaisle mhòr;
Ciall a's misneach mar ri cruadal,

Fhuaiv thu 'n dualchas sin o d' sheers'.

Bha thu fiosrach, glic, neo-Iuaineach
;

Bha t-inntinn buan anns a' cbòir,

O'n a thog iad air ghìijlan sluaigh thu,

'S aobhar sin a hiathaich deùii'.

Chan'eil aolbneas ann am Bealach,

Cha'n'eil farum ann, no ceòl
;

Daoine dubhach, 's mnathau galach,

A's iad gun ealaidh ach am bròn
;

O'n a chaidh do ghiùlan dachaigh

O'n mhachair air mhùthadh seòil,

'N àit' an eididh sin a chleachd thu,

Ciste, 's leine, 's brat de'n t-sròl.

'Nam bu daoine bheireadh dhinn thu,

Dh'èireadh mìlltean air an tòir,

O bheul Tatha gu Lathuirn-iochdrach,

Sin fo chis dut agus cor :

Far an d'fhàs na gallaiu fhior-ghlan,

A's iad lionmhor ann gu leòir,

A rachadh togarrach gud' dbioladh,

Nach obadh dol s\os le deòin.

'S ann tha chuis ni's fearr mar tha i,

Dòchas làidir thu bhi beo

Am measg nan aingeal a tha 'm Phàrras,

Aim an gàirdeachas ro-mhòr :

Gur e 'n Tì a ghlac air laimh thu,

'Thug 'san àite sin dhut cùir

Air oighreachd is fearr na dh'fhàg thu,

'An àros àghmhor Rìgh na glùir.

Ged' tha 'm fear a thig a' t-àite

Thall an traths' tharr chuaintean mùr,

Guidheam dlù gu'n tig e sabhailt

(Soirbheas ard ri cùl gach seuil)

A dh'' fhaotainn seilbh air an t-saibhreas,

'S air an oighreachd sin bu choir

;

A ghabhail cùram ga chuid ffarainn,

*S ga chuid daoine seau a's òg.

CUMHA* CHAILEIN
QHLINN-liraHAIR.

Smaointkan truagh a th'alr maigne,

Uh* fhàg orm smuairean, a's airsneul.

An am gluasad am leabaidh,

Cha chadal ach dùisg
;

Tha mo ghruaighean air seacadh,

Gun dion uair air mo rasgan,

Mu'n sgeul a chualas o'n Apuinn,

Aghluais a chaismeachd ud dhuin',

Fear Ghlinn-iubhair a dhith oirnn,

Le puthar luchd mi-ruin,

Mo sgeul dubhacli r'a innseadh

Thu bhi d' shineadh 'san ùir ;

'S truagh gach duiiie de d' dhilsean,

O'n a chaidh do chorp priseil,

An ciste chuthainn, cliaoil, dhionaicb,

'S ann an lion-anart ùr.

B'e sinn an corp àluinn,

'Nuair bha thu roimhe so d' shlainnte,

Gun (;hion cumaclid no las ort,

Gu fuinnidh, dàicheil deas ùr ;

Suairce, foisinneach, fàillteach,

Uasal, iorasal bàidbeil,

Caoimhneil, cinneadai), càirdeil,

Gun chron r'a rait' air a chùl ;

Làn do ghliòcas, 's do leirsinn,

Gu dana, misneachail, treubhach,

Gach ait an sirte gu feum thu,

'S ann leat a dii'èìreadh gach cùia
;

B'e do choimeas an drèagan,

No 'n t-sothag 's na speuraibh,

Co bu clioltach r'a chuile

Ach iad fein agus thu?

*S cruaidh an teachdair a thàinig,

'S truagh mar thachair an dràsta,

Nach do sheachainn thu 'n t-àite,

'N do ghlac am bàs thu air thus

;

Suas o chacbaile ghàraidh,

Fbuair thu 'n tacaid a t-hràìdh mi,

'S gun do thaic a bbi làimh riut,

'Nuair ghabh iad fàth ort o d' chiil,

Air do thaobh 's thu gun ch'jmhradh,

S'an am *n do chaochail an deo bhuat,

T-fhuil cbraobhach, dhearg, bhoidheach

A gabhail dòrtadh 'na brùchd,
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Le gninmh an amadain ghòraich,

A blia gun aithne gun eòlas,

A reic anam air stòras,

Nach do chuir an trucair a dhùil.

B'e 'n cridhe gun tioma, gun duisein,

Gun àdl), gun chinneas, gun cheutaidh,

A chuir l;imh a'd' nihilleadh gun leusan,

Le cion c^iir sgus tùir
;

*S e glac mar chomharl' an eucoir,

'S boc an gnothaich mar dh'tirich,

Dh-lhàg e sinne fo eu-slainnt,

Is e fein 'na fhear-cùìrn ;

'S ge nach sàinhach a leabaidh,

Le eagal a ghlacadh,

Cha 'n c tha mi 'g acain,

Ach mar a thachair do'n chCiis
;

An t-armunn doas, tlachdmhor,

A tha'n dràst' an Ard-chatain,

An dcigh a chitradh an tasgaidh,

An àite cadail nach dùisg.

'S e do chadal gu sTorruidh,

A dh'fhàg m' aigne chu tiomhaidh,

*S trie smaointeana diomhaiii
;

A tigh'n gu dian orm as ùr,

'S tròm a dh'f'hàs orm an iargainn,

Is goirte tarsa nam tial>hras,

Mo chomh-alt Muinn, deas, riatach,

An deigh's a riabadh gu dlù ;

J\llle mallachd do'n liiimh sin,

A ghabh cothrom is Paih ort,

A thug an comas do'n ìàmhach,

'Nuair chuir e 'n spi'iinteach r'a shuil
;

Sgeula soilleir a b' ail learn,

Gu'n cluinnt' am fullais aìg each,

E bhi dol ri crommaig le fàradh,

Gus am miosa dha-sa na dhuinn.

Ge b'e neach a rinn plot ort,

Le droch dhùrachd o thoiseach,

Bu dàna chùis dha tigh'n ort-sa,

Na do lotadh as ùr ;

Bha 'na run bhi gu h-olc dhut,

'S gu'n a chridh' aig aodainn a iiuchadli,

•S ann a thain' e sàmhach mu'n chnocan,

'S a ghabh ort socair o d' chiil.

'S e mo dhiùbhail a thachair,

An am do'n fhùdar ud lasadh,

Nach robh ad' chJiirdean an taic riut,

Na bhi'ireadh aicheamhail diuiih ;

*S a liuthad fìuran deas, tlachdmhor,

Nach gabhadh cùram ro' bhagra,

A chuireadh smùid ris an Apuinn,

A chioun gu'm faiceadh iad thu.

'S tròm a phiiigh sinn an lobairt,

A chuir ar uàmhaid a dhìth oirnn,

Ged' tba 'n aichmhail gu'n dioladh,

Thig i'hathasd liontan mu'n chùis,

Chuireas each an staid ìosail,

Air son an àiUeagain phriseil,

Bh' ann san àite mar fhlrean,

A chleachd firinn a's cliu :

'S bochd an naidheachd r'a àireamh,

Gur ann an nasgaidh a tba thu,

Nach tainig fhathasd mu'n chiis ad,

Na dheanadh dbhachd thoirt duinn ;

Ach air thad 's gam bi dàil ann,

Cheart cho fior 's tha mi 'g ràite,

Bidh an falachd ud pùighte,

Mu'n d' teid an gàmhlas air chùl.

'S iad na fìneachaii laidir,

Bu mhath a gabhail do phàirti.

An righ, a's diuc Earraghà'el,

Nach fhaieeadh fàÌHnn a'd* chCiis ;

larla dligheach Bhraid-Albann,

Air thus a tìghinn gu'n chearbaich,

'S gur Joma' fear armach,

A sheasadh calnia r'a chùl
;

Mac-Aoidh 'a a luchd-leanmhuinn,

Leis an eireadh suinn nach bu leanbaidh,

Na laoich bhuidhneach, mhòr, mheamnach,

Le'n lanna ceann-bheartach, cùil
;

Mac-Dhomhnuil duibh, 'a Cloinn-Cbamroii

S gu lei.ir a thighearnan ainmeil

;

S fhad o'n chuala sinn seanchas,

Gu'n do dhearb iad an cliù.

S ghabh thu ;iite le ordugh,

Air pairt do Shrath-lùcha,

'S cha b' ann air ghaol stùrais,

'Nalos am pòrsan thoirt diùbh ;

Ach a sheasamh an còrach,

Le meud do cheisd air an t-seùrs' ud,

'S an òidhre dleaanach air fògra,

Gam bu choir bhi 'sa chùirt
;

'S ge do theireadh luchd faoineacbd,

Gun robh t-aire-sa daonnan,

Bhi sgainneart nan daoin ud,

Na 'n leigeadh sgaoilteach air clml
;

Chite fhathasd a chaochladh,

N'am faighc tu saoghal,

Gur e bhi tarruinnn luchd gauil art.

As gach taobh, a bha d' run.

Bu tu cridhe na feile,

Dh' fh;is gu tighearnail, ceutach.

An hithair britheamh Dhun-èideann,

'S trie a reitich thu cùis ;

'S oil learn càradh do cheud-mhna,

*S òg a bhanntrach a'd' dhuigh Ì,

Lion eampar gu leir i,

O'n dh'èug a ceilUdh deas, iir ;

Fbuair mi 'n sealladh nach b'eibhinn,

J I:
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An uaigh mu d' choinneamh 'ga ruiteach,

'S truagh gach commuu thug spels dhut,

O'li chaidli tu f^in aims an ùir,

'S gun dull a iiis ri thu dh-eiridb,

*Se dh'fhàg niise fo eu-slainnt,

Bhi 'n diugh ag^ innseadh do bheusan,

'S nach tig thu dh-eisdeachd mo chliù.

ORAN AN T-SAMHRAIDH.

NuAiR thig an Sàmhra' geugach oirnn,

Theid siauii nan speur o'n ghiuamaiche,

Thig tlus a's bias a's aoibhneas

—

Thuid gach ni g'a leir am buadhalachd.

Thig feart le neart na grein' oirnn,

Ni 'n saoghal gu leir a chuartachadh
;

Thig teas o slios 'nuair dh'eireas i

Ni leum, 's cha treigear nainne e.

Bidh pbr ann an tir ghràiseirean,

Chur sil ann san tim ghnathaichte
;

A' toirt bridh as an ùir nàdurra,

O'n blilàr g'a bhàrr a ghluaiseas e :

Gu reachdmhor, breac, neo-fhaillineach,

Troin-chuinleanach, garbh-ghràineanach,

Gu diasach, riabbach, caileanach,

Gu biadhchar, Ian, 'nuair bhuainear e.

'S glan fàileadh nan geug liobhara,

Mu ghàradh nan seud lionmhora.

Am biodh àilcagain gle riomhacha

Le blath's a' sir chur snuadh orra
;

Gu h-ùbhlach, peurach, ligiseach,

Glan, brioghmhor, diombair, guamaiseacli

Gach sràid is àillidh grineachan,

Mar Phèalas rìgh ran cuartachadh.

'S ro-ghreannar gach gleann fior-mhonaidh.

Cur iomhaigh ghrinn an uachdar air;

Gach lus le bbàrr cho mhior'ailteach,

A' fas fo mbile suaicheantas
;

Gu duilleach, lurach, ditheanach,

Glan, rimheach, lionmhor, cuaicheanach,

Gu rt>paeh, dosacli, misleanach,

Gu millteachail, niin uain-nealach.

Bi'dh fonn air gach neach nàdurra,

Bhiodh sealltainn gach ni gnàthaichte,

Am blàr lorn a' cur dreach f'àsaich air,

Gach h'l cur stràc nvo-thruaillidh air,

Gu molach, torach blàth-mhaiseach,

'S na craobhan Ian de chruasacbdan

Gu h-ùrar, dù'-ghorm, àileanta,

Le frasan bl.'itha, bruaidleanacti.

Bi'dh gach frith gu lionntach, feurach
;

'S theid na foidh 'nan eideadh suaicUeanta,

Gu h-ultach, binneach, ceumannach,

Grad-leumanach, bior-chluaiseanach
;

Gu crtpcach, cabrach, ceir-ghealach,

Gu manngach, eangacli, eildeagach,

'Gan grianadh sa' mhios chcitcanach.

Air slios an t-sleibh mu'n cuartaich iad,

Bi'dh laogh ri taobli gach aiglie dhiubh,

'Nan laidhe mar is coir dhalbfa ; bi'dh

Gach damh a's manng cho aighearach,

'Nuair thig Fili-leathain ròid orra :

Bu tuille loin a's saoghail.

Do gach neach a ghabhadh gaol orra,

Bhi trie ag amharc caol orra

'S a 'g eisdeacbd gaoir an crònanaicb.

Bi'dh maoisleach a chinn ghuanaicb,

A cur dreach a's snuadh as tuar oirre,

'S i tilgeadh cuilg a' gheamhraidh

A chuir gurt a's greann as fuachd oirre:

O'n tbàinig blàtbas an t-S.'imhraidh oirnn,

Cuiridh si mJinntal ruadh oirre,

S tha inntinn ghrinn g'a rèir aice,

Gu fallain, fèitheach, fuasgailteach.

Bi'dh am minnein iirar meanbh-bhallach,

Gros tioram air a ghnùis bu sgeinmeile
;

Gu mireineacb, liighor, anmadail,

Ri sliunean na h-earb an guilleachan.

Bu chlis feadh phreas mu an-moch iad,

Gu trie fo iocbd nam mean'-chuiieag,

Gu sgrideil, gibeach, gearra-mhasach.

An sliochd 'g an ainm na ruadhagan.

Bi'dh gach creutair fàiUineach,

A bha greis an càs na t'uaralachd,

A togail an cinn gu h-àbhacbdach,

O'n a thàinig blath's le buaidh orra;

Na h-eoin sa' phong a b'àbhaist daibh,

Gu ceolmhar, fonnmhor, fàilteachail,

Feadh phreas a's thòm ri gàirdeacbas.

Gun chàs a dh'fhagadh truaillidh iad.

'S neo-thruaillidh am pur lionmhor ud,

'S gur spciseil grinn a ghluaiseas iad

;

Le'm beus a 'seinn mar fbileirean,

Gur h-aoibbinn binii ri m' chlusan iad;

'S glan luinneagacb, fior-inntinneach,

A' chànain cbinn thig uatha-san
;

'S iad gobach, sgiathach, cireineach

Gu h-iteach, dionach, cluaiueiseach.

Bi'dh an coileach le thorman tùchanach.

Air chuocanaibh gorm a dùrdanaich.
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Puirt fhileanta, cheolmhor, shiCiblacha,

Le ribheid dlù chur seM orra ;

Gob crom nam poiigan lùgh'ora,

•S a chiieas le dreach air a dhùblachadh,

Gu slios-dubli, giit-gheal, ùr-bhallach,

'S da cbirc a sùgiadh bùidheaeh lis.

Thig a chuthag sa' mhlos chèiteÌQ oirn,

'S bidh riabhag 'na seuchdan còrahladh ri,

'S an dieathan a gleuaadh sheannsaireau

Air a gbcig is aird a mbòtbaicheas e.

Bidh chòiir gu leir 's na gleanntaichean,

Air chrathadh le h-aoibneas canntaireachd,

Aig fuaim a chunail cbeannsalaich,

Feadh pbreas, a'a cluann, a's òganan.

Na doireachean coiU' bu diomhaire,

'S na croinn mu'n iadh na smeoraicbean

Tbeid gach ci-aobh an ciataichead,

lii'db caocbladh fiamh a's neòil orra ;

Gu meanganacb, direach sniombanach,

Theid cridhe nam friamh an sògbaireachd,

Le trusgan ùr g"a mbiadacbadh,

Bar-giic air mbiaraibb nòsara.

Bi'dh am beatha gu cuisleacb, fiùranach,

Gu faileanach, slatach, ùr-fbasach ;

Tbig anotbach fo 'n chairt a'a druisealachd,

Bidb duilleacb a's rùsg mar chòmbdacU air

Le brutbainn theid brigb na duslain ann

Am barracb dlù nan ijganan'

Gu pliiireineach, caoin, maoth-bhlasda,

Mo rogbainn de shnaois

'S a bbiolaire luidneach, sliom-chluasach,

Ghlas, cbruinn-cheannacb, chaoin, gborm-

Is i fas glan, uchd-ard, gilmeineach, [neulach,

Fo biirr-geal, iomlan, sònraichte :

Air ghlaic, bu taitneach cearmonta,

Le seamragan 's le neìjineinean
;

'S gach lus a dh'fheudain ainmeachaidh,

Cuir anbharra dhreach bòirbead air.

Gur badanach, caoineil, mileanta,

Cruinn, mopacb, m'mchruth, mongoineach.

Fraoch groganach, dù'-dhonn, gr'is-dearg,

Bàrr cluigeanach, sinnteach, gorm-bhileach ;

Gu dosach, gasach, uain-neulach,

Gu cluthor, cluaineach, tolmagach ;

'S a mhil "na fudar gruaige dha,

'Ga chumail suas an spòrsalachd.

'S i gruag an deataich rimhicb i,

'S mbr a br'igh 's is lionmhor buaidb oirrc,

Ceir-bbeacb nan sgeap a cinntinn oirr

,

Seillein breac feadh tuim'ga cbruasachd sud

Gu cianail, tiamhaidh, srann aigc,

Air bbàrr nam meas a' dranndanaicb,

Bhiodh miann bhun-< g a's bhain-tighearnan

Na fhàrdaich ghreannar, gbuamaisicb.

Is e gu striteach, riabbach, ciar-cbeannacb,

Breac, buidh, stiallacb, srian-biiallach.

Gobach, dubhanach, riasgach, iargalta,

III gniomh gu dian mar thuatbanach ;

Gu surdail, grunndail, dianadach,

NeO'dbiomhanach 'na ualreanan ;

'S e fàile lusan fiadhaiche

Bhi's aige bhiadh 'sa tbuarasdal.

Gach tiiin is .'lirde cbruinnicheas

Do'n àiridb uile gbluaiseas iad
;

Thig bliocbd a's dair gun uireasbhuidli,

Craobh àrd air cuman gruagaiche

;

Na h-aighean is oige laidire,

Nach d'fbiosraich tràth na buaraicbean
;

Bi'dh luinneag aig ribbinn chiil-duiini dhaibb,

'Gam br'iodal ciUin le duanagan.

'S fior ionmhuinn mu thriith neùine

Na laoigh òga choir na buaile sin,

Gu tarra-gheal, ball-bhreac, bòtainneach,

Sgiùthach, druim-fhionn' sroin-fbionn, gn.iill-

[innearh;

Is iad gu I'lth-dhonn, ciar-dhubh, caraidiaib,

Buidb, gris-fhionn, cra'-dhearg, suaichionta,

Seang, slios'ra direach, sàr-chumpacb,

Cas, bacblacb, bàrr an suainiche.

Bi'dh foirm a's colg air creatairean,

Gu stoirmeil, gleust' 'g ath-nuadhachadh ;

Le forgan torchuirt feudalach.

An treud, 's an spreidh, 's am buachaille

:

An gleann, barrach, bileach, reidhleanach,

Creamb, rainneach, reisg a's luachaireach,

'S c caoin, cannach, ceutach, min chruthach,

Fireach, sleibhteach, feurach, fuaranach.

Bi'dh mionntain, camomhil, 's sòghraichean,

Gèur bhile.icb, lònach, luasganach,

Calhair thalmhanta, 's carbhinn chvòc-che.-vn-

[nach,

Gharg, amlacli, romach, chluas-bhioracb,

Snthan-lhir, 's fàile ghròiseidean ;

Làn lilidh' 's ròsa cuaicheanach,

Is rlann-bheag a trusa leòlaichean,

Buain chòrr an cos nam bruachagan.

Bi'dh 'm War fo stràchd le ùraireachd,

Oidhch iucbair bhruinneach, cheb-bànach,

Gach sràbh 'sa b.'irr air liibadh orra

Le cudtbrom an driùchd 's le K.dalachd ;

'Na phaideirean lionmor, cùirneineach,

Gu briogmhor, sùghmhor stilasach,

Cuiridh gbrian gu dian 'na smiiidean e,

Le fiamh a gnCiis 's an òg-mhadainn.
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'.Nuaìr a dhearsas a gnùis bhaoisgeil,

Gu fial, tìathail tìamh, geal, caoineil oiriin,

Thig mathas a's gnioiuh le sàibhireachd,

Cbuir loiiui ail- an Uoinn-eòipa so
;

Le aoibiieas greine soillseachadh,

Air an speur gu reidh a spaoileas i,

Cuir an geil gach feum arinn i dhuinn,

G'a fhoillseacbadh s g'a mhòideachadb.

ORAN NA BKIOGSA.

Air FONN—'^iVa/i' Triuthais Uilleachan

*So tiiu na hrwgais liath-glas

Am Uiadhna cuir midaid oirnn,

'S en rud nachfhacas riamh oirnn^

'S nach viiann leimi a chumail oirnn ;

^S 7ia'ìH hitlieamaid uile dilcas

Do'ìi rìgk hha toirt cuireadh dUiiinn^

Clianfhaide sinngu dilinn,

A strioclida do'n chulaidh so.

S OLC an seòl duiiin, am Prionns òg
A bhi fo mhòran duilichinn,

A's Rìgh Deòrsa a bhi ch^mhnaidh,

Far 'm bu cbòir dha tuineachas
;

Tha luchd-eùlais a toirt sgeòil duinn

Nach robli cfiir air Lunnainn aìge,

'S e Hanhhhar an robh sheùrsa,

'S coigreach oìrnn an duine sin—
'S e^n Righ sin nach buineadh dhuìnn,

Uinn dV-mheas na dunach oirnn,

Mii'n ceannsaich e buileach siiin,

B' e"n t-àm dol a chumasg ris
;

Na rinn e oirnn a dh' ann-tlachd,

A mhì-thlachd, a's a dh' àimhreit,

Air n-eudach thoirt gu*n tàing dhinn,

Le ain-neart a chutnaìl ruinn.

^So tha ?ia briogais^ ^c.

A's ò'n chuir sinn suas a bhriogaìs,

Gur neo-mhiosail leinn a chulaidh ud,

Ga'n teanadh ma iia h iosgannan,

Gur trioblaideach leinn umainn iad
;

'S bhasitni roimhe misneachail,

'S na breacain fo na criosan oirnn,

Ged' tha sinn am bichìontas

A nis a' cuir nan sumag oirnn :

'S air leam gur h-olc an duaìs

Du na daoine chaidh ''sa cbruadal,

An eudaìchean thoirt uapa

Ge do bhuadhnuich Diuc UiUeam leo;

Cha'n fhaod sìnn bhi suigeartach,

0*n chaochail ar culaidh sinn,

Cha*n aithnich sinn a chèile

La-feile no cruinneachaidh.

'So iha na hriogais^ ^'C.

'S bha uair-eigin an t-saoghal

Nach saoilinn gu'n cuìrinn orm,
Briogais aìr son aodaieh^

*S neo-aoidheil air duine i ;

'S ged' tha mi deanamh ùis deth,

Cha d'rinn mi bonn sùlas

Ris an deise nach robh d.'iimheil

Do'n ph-dirti ga'm buinnin-sa
;

'S neo-sheannsar a chulaidh i,

Gur grannda leinn umatnn i,

Cho teann air a cumadh dhuinn,

'S nach b'fheairde leinn tuilleadh i

;

Bidh putanan na glùinean,

A's bucalan ga'n dCinadh,

'S a bhriogais air a dùbladh,

Mu chul-thaobh a h-uile fir.

'*?o tha na briogais^ ^r.

Gheibh sinn adan ci.^r-dhubh,

Chur dian air ar muUaichean,

A*8 casagan cho shllogta,

'S a mhinicheadh muillean iad ;

Ged' chumadb sin am fuachd dhion,

Cha'n fhag esinn cho uallach,

'Sgu'n toillich e ar n-uaislean,

Ar tuath no ar cummanta
;

Cha taitinn e gu brath ruion,

A choiseachd nan gleann-fàsaìch,

'Nuair a rachamaid do dh' àiridh,

No dh' ait 'm biodh cruinneagan;

Se Deòrs' a rinn an eucoir,

'S ro dhiombacb tha mi fein deth,

O'n thug e dhinn ar n 'eideadh,

'S gach eudach a bbuineadh dhuion.

'So tha na hroigais^ ^c.

'S bha h-uile h-aon de'n Phàrlamaid

Fàllsail le*m fiosrachadh,

'Nuair chuir iad air ii.'i Caimbeulaich

Teanndach nam briogaisean
;

'S gu'r h-iad a rinn am feum dhaibh

A bhliadh'n a thaiu' an stre'upag,

A h-uile h-aon diubh dh'èiridh

Gu leir 'am Miiisi dhaibh
;

'S bu cheannsalach duineil iad.

'S an am an robli 'n cumasg ann,

Ach 's gann daibh gu'n cluinnear iad

A chàmpacha tuille leis
;

O'n thug e dhinn an t-eudach,

'S a dh' fhag e sinn cho-fhaontra'ch,
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*S atin rinn e oirn na dh' fheudadh e,

Sbaoileadh e chuir mulaid oinm.

So tha na briogais^ ^c.

*S ann a nis tha fios againn

An t-iochd a rinn Diuc Uilleam ruinn,

*Nuair a dh' fhàg e sinn mar phriosanaich,

Gun bhiodagan, gun ghunnachan.

Gun chlaidhe, gun chrios tarsuinn oirnn,

Cha'n fhaigh sinn prls nan dagachan
;

Tha coniannd aig Sasunn oirnn,

O smaulidaich iad gu buileach sinn—
Tha angar a's duilichinn

'S an am so air iomadh fear,

Bha'n Càmpa Dhiuc Uilleam,

A's nach fheaird iad gu'n bhuithinn e;

Na'n tigeadh oirnue Teahlach,

'S gu'n eirearaaid 'na champa,

Gheibhte breacain cbàirneit,

'S bhiodh aird air na Gunnachan.

'-iSb tha na hriogaist ^c.

ORAN DO'N EIDEADH GHAELACH.

Fhuair mi naidheachd as ùr,

Tha taitinn ri run mo cridh

Gu faigheamaid fasan na dùthch

A chleachd sinn an tùs ar tim.

0*n tha sinn le glaineacban Ian,

A' bruidhinn air màrau binn,

So i deoch-slàinnte Mhontrois,

A sheasamh a chuir so dhuinn,

Chunna' ml 'n diugh an Dun-cldeann,

Comunn na feile cruinn,

Litir an fhortain thug sgeul,

Air toiseach an eibhnis dhuinn.

Piob gu loinneil an gleus,

Air soilleireachd reidb an tuim
;

Thug sinn am follais ar 'n èideadh,

A's CO a their reubail ruinn ?

Deich bliadbna fichead a's còrr,

Bha casag de'n chlò m'ar druim,

Fhuair sinn ad agus cleòc,

'S cha bhuineadh an sears' ud dhuinn :

Bucail a' dùnadh ar brùg,

'S e 'm barr-iall bu bhùiche leinn
;

Rinn an droch fhasan a bh'oìrnn',

Na bodaich d'ar 'n bigridh ghrinn.

Mhill e piiirt d'ar cumachd

O'n bhlàr, gu mullach ar cinn ;

Bha sinn cho Ian de mhulad,

'S gu'n d'fhàs gach duine gu tinn ;

*S ann a bha 'n c.'is cho duilich,

*S a thainig uile rl'in Unn,

*Nuair a rinn pairti Lunnainn,

Gach ait a's urram thoirt dhlnn,

*5 fhada bha *n onair air chall,

Is fasan nan GMl oirnn dlù,

Còta ruigeadh an t-sail,

Cha tigeadh c diiicheil dhuinn :

B'èigin do'n bhrigis bhi ann,

'Nuair a chaidh ar comannd cho ciuin

*S gu'n d'riuneadh gach tìnue nan tràill,

'S gach fireannach fhàgall rùisgt'.

Tha sinn anis mar as math leinn,

'S gur h-àrd ar caraid 'sa chùirt,

A chuir air na daoin' am fasan,

Rinn pàrlamaid Sliasuinn thoirt* diù* :

Beannachd gu brath do'n mharcus,

A thagair an dràst ar cùis
;

Fhuair e gach dlighe air ais dhuinn,

Le ceartas an rigb 'sa chrùin.

Fhuair e dhuinn comas nan arm,

A dheanamh dhuinn sealg nan stùc,

'S a ghleidheadh ar daoine 'sa champ,

Le fagail an naimhdean bruit.

Thogadh e raisneach nan CÌann,

Gu iomairt nan lann le sunnd,

Piob, a's bratach ri crann,

'S i caiseamachd ùrd mo ruin.

Fhuair sinn cothrom an drast,

A thoilicheas gradh gach dùthch',

Comas ar culaidh chur oirnn,

Gun fharaid de phùr nan lùb:

Tha sinn a nis mar is cùir,

A's taitnidh an seùl r'ar sùil ;

Chuir sinn* a bhrigis air làr,

'S cha tig i gu bràth a cùil,

Chuir sinn a suas an deise,

Bhios uallach, freagarach, dhuinn,

Breacan an fheile phreasach,

A's peiteag de'n eudach ùr ;

Cot' a chadadh nam ball,

Am bitheadh a' chiirnaid dlù,

Osan nach ceangail arceum,

'S nach ruigeadh mar rcis an glÙQt

Togaidh na GJieil an oeann,

Cha bhi iad an fanng ni's mo,

Dh' fhalbh na speirichinn teaun

Thug orra bhi mall gun lugh :

Siubhlaidh iad fireach nam beann,

A dh'iarraidh dhamh seanng le'o ou ;
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OK AN A BHRANNDAI.

Dì-Jiaal-Iian^ Dì-kaal-him^

Di-i'-il-iil^ hanndan^

Di-dir-ir i'hul-hi-it-lum,

Di-dir-ir-i Iial liaoi-rum;

Di-i'il-!ial dir-ir-i,

Ha-ri-ha'al-liaoi-rum,

Di-Vil-liaal-dil-il-iil,

Dor-ri-Jio^ol-hann-dan,

Tha fortan ann bi deocli againn,

Na biodh an còpaii gann oirnn,

Tha paillteas aims na botalaibh,

Cha'n 'eil an stoc air cliall oirnn ;

'S feaiirde sinn an toiseach e,

Gu brosnachadh ar cainnte,

Ged' bhiodli a h-uile deoch againn,

'S e 's docha leinn am B>''""'dai.

Di-luxal-lttm, Sic

'S e sinn an siuthan miieanach,

An tobair millis seannsail,

Tha binncas mar ri grinneas

A chuir spiorad am fear fann ann

;

'S feairrde sinn na shircas sinn,

Cha chulaidh mhilleadh cheaiin e ;

'S ro rahath 'n seise muineil

Do gach duine ghabhas rann c.

Di-liaal-lum, ($•(,.

Na fir anns am beil cridhealas,

Nacb 'eil an cridhe gann ac,

Companaich na dibhc,

A ni suidhe leis an dram iad
;

larraidh iad a rithisd e,

Mu bhitheas beagan ann deth,

Nuair chluinneas iad an fhidheall,

Bi' iad fighearach gu dfimhsa.

Di-lmal-lum^ ^c.

'Nuair gheilih sinn de na barrailean,

Na 's math leinn fa'r comannda,

Na cupain a tha falamli

Bhi le searraig a cuir annta ;

Gach caraid bhios a taitneadh ruinn,

Gu'm b'ait leinn e bhi cainnt ruinn,

Nuair thig a ghloinne bhasdalach,

Air bhlas an t-siucair-c/iariiidai.

Di-hcutl-ltim, ^c.

Cha chunnart duinn e thcireachdainn,

Tha seilcir anns au l'hràing dheth ;

Cha'n eil eagal gainne

Air na loingeas thug a nail e
;

Their sinne on bu toigli leinn e,

Nach dean a choire call oirnn

;

Air (had 's ga'n dean sinn fuireach ris,

Bhi gabhail tuille sannt air.

Di-haal-iunty ^c

Na fir H tha na 'n sgrubairean,

Nach caith an cuid 's an am so,

Cha'n imir iad blii cuidirinn,

Na'n tubaisdean le ganntar ;

Cha sir iad dol an cuideachd,

A's cha'n iarr a chuideachd ann iad;

Mar cuir am burn am pagtiadh dhiubh,

Cha'n fhaigheadh iad am Branudai.

Di-haal-lum^ S(C.

ALASDAIR NAN STOP.

LtmfNEAG.

Alasdair nan sti>p

Ann an sràid a chuil.

Sin an duine coir

Air am beil mo run,

'S COMA leat an siola,

b'annsa leat an stop,

Cha'n e sin bu dochadh

Ach am botal mòr.

Alasdair nan stop, 4'c.

Theid thu do'n taigh-òsda,

'S òlaidh tu gu tial;

Cha robh gainne stòrais

Air do phbca riamh.

Alasdair nan stiip, S[C.

Bha thu greis dheth t-aimsir

Ann an arm an Righ,

Cumaidh sin riut airgead,

'S fhearra dbut e na ni.

Alasdair nan slip, ^c.

Gheibheadh tu led' cheanal

Leannan anns gach tir,

Ged' a bhiodh tu I'alamh

Cha bhiodh bean a'd' dhi'.

Alasdair nan stop, ^c.

Tha thu math air fairge,

'S trie thu marbhadh Èisg,

CSs a shiubhal garbhlaich,

Theid thu shealg an fhèidh.

Alasdair nan sCbp, ^c.
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Ged' thuirt Callum breac

Nach robh thu tapaidh riamh,

Co a chreideadh sin

Ach duine bh,i gun chiall?

Alasdair nan stop, t^"c.

'Nuair a theid mi Ghlascho

'S taitneach learn bin 'g ol,

Ann an taigb mo charaid

Alasdair nan stop.

Alasdair nan siòp^ S^c.

NIGHEAN DUBH RAINEACH.

Choir nighean dubh Raineach

Orm farran a's miothlachd,

Nach cuir mi dhioin

Le cabhaig an dràst,

Glioid i mo sporan,

'S na dollair gu lionmhor,

Bh' agam fos n-losal

Feitbeamh ri m' làimh.

Nam biodh a chail' ud

Gu daingeann am priosan,

Kachaiiin g'a dlteadh

Dh'ionnsaidh a bhàis ;

A chionn gu'n do gboidh i

'N rud beag bha sa chlùdan,

Bh* agam sa* cbùil

Nach d' innis mi chàch.

'S muladach mlse

Gun fhios ciod a ni mi,

O'n a tha mi

Gun searrach, gun lair,

Gun chaora, gun ?fisg,

Gun ghabhar, gun mhiseacb.

Gun a mart min
A chrimeas am blttr.

Cha robh mi gun airgead

Gus an d' fhalbh e gu mi-mhail,

Leis an te chrìon

Nach d'amhairc air mo chàs
;

Rinn 3 mo chreacbdadh

'S bu pbeacach an ni dh'i

Mise chuir sios,

Gun i fein chuir an aird,

Cia mar a cbeananicheas mi
Camraig na side?

Na *n leig mi dhiom e

Tuilleadh gu bràth?

Ged' thig a marsant

Le pbaca do'n tir,

Cha 'n fhaigh sinn aon sion

Bhios aige air dàìl.

Bha mo chuid stùrais

Am phìica cho uallach,

'S ged a bhiodh buaile mhart

Air mo sgiitb ;

'S i rinn an eucoir

A bhèisd a thug uam e,

'S tha mi fo gbruaim

'O mhadainn Di-màìrt.

A righ nach robh mearlaich

Na cearna so'n rioghachd,

Anns a mhuir iosail,

Fada bho thràigh ;

Is caile dhubh Raineach

*S an fheumain an iochdar,

Chuideacha bidh

Do phartan nan spàg.

RANN GEARRADH-ARM.

Chuna' mi 'n diugh a chlach bhuaghach,

'S an leug àluinn,

Ceanglaichean de'n or mu^n cuairt dh'i

Na chruinn mhàilleadh
;

Bannan tha daingean air suaicheantas

Mo chairdean,

A lean gramail ra'n seann dualchas

Mar a b' àbhaist.

Inneal gu imeachd roimh chruadal,

Le sluagh làidir,

Fir nach gabh giorag no fuathas,

Le t'uaim làmhaich
;

Fine is minig a ghluais

Ann an ruaig nàmhaid,

Nach sireadh pilleadh gun bbuannachd.

No buaidh làrach,

Bha sibh uair gu grinn a seoladh

Air tuinn s;iile,

Cbaidh tarrunn a aon de bhòrda

Druim a bhàta,

Leis a chabhaig spàrr e 'n òrdag

Sios na h-àite,

*S bhuail e gu teann leis an òrd i,

Ì *S ceann dh'i fhàgail.
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An oiioir a fhuair an saor Sleibhteach,

Leis gauh treun'tas a dh'fhds ann,

Ghlei'dheudh fatliasd ga shliochd t'etn i,

A dh'aiiideoin eucoruch gacb nàmhaid
;

Na h-airm ghalsge, ghasda, ghleusda,

Dh' ùrduigh an Rìgh gu fcum dhàsan,

Cho math 'sa th' aig duine 'a dream threun sin,

Siiochd Cholla cheud-chathaich Spàinticli.

Dorn an claidheamh, a's Umh duin'-uasail

Le crois-tàraidh,

lolairean le 'n sgiathan luatba,

Gu cruas gàbhaidh,

Long ag iineachd air druiiu chuaintean

Le siùil ài-da,

Gearradh arm Mhic-an-t-ShaoÌr 'o Chruachàn,

Aonaich uachdrach Karraghueh

Tha do dhaoine trie air fairge,

Sgiobaircan calma, neo-sgathach
j

Tlia 'n aogas cumachdail, dealbhacli,

'S iomadb armailt 'am beil piiirt dhiu ;

Thug iad gaol do shiubhal garbhlaich,

Mocii a's anraoch a sealg fàsaich
;

Cuid eile dhiubh 'nan daoin' uaisle,

^S tha cuid dhiubh 'nan tuath ri àlteauh.

*S rioghail eachdraidh na chualas

Riamh mu'd phàirti,

S lionmhor an taic, na tha suas dhiubh,

Na'm biodh cas ort
;

Tha gach buaidh eiie ga' reir sin.

An Gleann-Nodha t'eiu an tàmhachd,

Piob a's bratach a's neairt aig Seumas,

An Ceann-cinnidh nach treig gu bràth sinn.

O R A N LUA I DH.

Ho TÌi giCn toffainn air Uùganfhathasd,

Ho rò i-o imCn tèid mi laidiie

;

Ho rò gun togainn air huganfliathasd,

ToGAMAiD fonn air luadh a' chlòlain;

Gabbaidh sinn ceol, a's òrain mhatha.

Ho ro gi£n togainn, 4'C.

B' fheaird' an clò bhi choir nan gruagach,

A dheanadh an luadh le'n lamhan
;

Ho ro gun togainn, ^c.

'Nuair a thionndas Ìad air cleith e,

Chluinnte fuaim gach te dhiubh labhairt.

Ho ro gun togainn, <^c.

Grain ghrinne, bhinne, mhilse,

Aig na ribhinneau 'gan gabhail
;

Ho ro gun togainn^ ^-c.

Luinneag ac' air luadh an eudaich,

Sunndach, saothrachail li mathas.

Ho ro gu'n togainn, i^c.

Thogamaid fonn gu cèol-mhor, aotrom.

Air a' chlù bu daoire dathan.

Ho ro gu'71 togaùtu, ^c.

An clò brìonnach, baltach, citacb,

Triuchanach, stiallagach, gathach;

Ho ro gun togainn, ^c.

An clù taitneach, basach, bòisgeil,

Laisde, daoimeineach, 's e leathunn.

Ho ro gun togainn, ^c.

Gu'm bu sUui a bhios na caoraich

Air an d' thus an t-aodach tlatbail*

Ho ro gun togainn, ^c,

Beannachd aig an laimh a shniomh e,

'S i rinn gniomh na deagh bhean-taighe :

Ho ro gun togainn, 6^c.

S aim is coltach ris an t-siod' e,

Dh' t'hàg Ì mìn e, 's rinn i math e
;

Ho ro gun togainn, ^c.

Snath cho rilhinn ris na teudan,

'S e chorcidh 'sa dh' fheudta shnaitbeadh:

Ho ro gun togainn, ^c.

Cha robh pluc, nu meall, no gaog ann,

No giug chaol, no sliasaìd reamhar.

Ho TO gun togainn, <5['C.

'Nuair a tbeid an clù a'n mhàrgadh,

'S e ni 'n t-airgead air an rathad

Ho ro gun togainn, ^c.

Cha bhi slat a sios o chrùn deth,

Miann gach sùl e anns an fhaidhir.

Ho ro gun togainn, ^c.

Cha bhi suirighich* anns an dùthaich

Nach bi 'n dùil ri pàirt deth fhuiglituii.

Ho ro gun togainn. 4'C.

'S ann a tha 'n toil-inntinn aodaich

Aig na daoin' a bhios 'ga chaitheadh.

Ho ro gun togainn, Sfc^

Thogainn am fonn a dh'iarradh pùitear,

A'sluaidhinn anclòbumhiann le mii;ithan.

Ho ro gun togainn, Sfc,



DONNACHADH BAN. 253

'S olc an obair luadh no fiicadh,

Ma bhios tùeliadh oirnii le padhadh.

Ho ro gu'n togaina^ ^-c.

Chuireadh e sunnt air muinntir ùga,

Suidheadh mu bhòrd ag ùl gu lalha.

Ho ro gun togainn^ ^c,

pQÌnnse le gloineacha' làna,

Deouhana-slhinnte 'gaii gabhail ;

Ho ro gun togainn^ ^c.

Greis air fion, a's greis air branndait

Greis air dram de'n uisge-bheatha ;

Ho ro gun togainn. ^c.

Greis air fidhleireachd 's air damhsa,

Greis air canntaireachd 's air aighear

Ho ro gun togainn^ ^-c.

'Nuair theid stàirn an àird an aodainn,

'S ro-mhath 'n t-àm do dhaoine laidhe.

Ho ro gu'n togainn^ S^c.

AOIR AN TAILEIR.

A DHOMHNUiLL Bhàiii Mhic O' Neacaiiin

Tha 'n droch iiàdur a d' phearsa,

Cha gnàthaich thu 'n ceartas,

Gus am bàsaich thu 'n pheacadh,

*S mairg ait auns na tbachair,

Am ball-sampuil gun chneastachd,

*A rinn graineil an sgaiteachd ud oirnn,

'A rinn graineil, &c.

Fhir a thoisich ri ealaidh,

Bba thu gbrach a d^ bharail,

'Ga seòladh am' charabh,

'S gu'n mi t-fhebraich, no t-fbaraid,

Chuir thu sgleo dhiot a's fanaid,

Co dhiubh 's deoin leat no 's ain-deoin,

Tha mi 'n dòcbas gu'm faigh thu do leòir,

Tha mi 'n docbas, &c.

Dhombsa b'aithne do bheusan
;

Tha thu ain-eolacb, beumnacb,

Is do tbeangaidh mar reusar, •

Le taineid 's !e geireid,

Thug thu deannal dhomh fhein d'i,

0*s aim agad tha 'n eucoir,

Com' nach paigbinn thu 'n eirig de sgeòil,

Com' nacb pkighinn, &c.

'S tu chraobh ghrodlaich air crlonadh,

Lan mosgainn, a's fhionag,

A db'fhas croganach, iosal,

Goirid, crotacb, neo-dbireacb,

Stoc thu togairt na ghriosaicb,

A thoill do losgadh mar iobairt,

Leig thu 'n Soisgeut air di-chu

Leig thu 'n Soisgeul, &c.

obn' gu mor.

15u bheag an diùbhail e thacbairt

An la thùr thu na facail,

Da pbunnd agus cairteal

De db'fhùdar cruaidh, sgairteal,

A bbi a d'bbroinn air a chalcadh,

'S bbi 'gad' sgaineadh le maitse,

Gas am fasadh tu t-ablach gun deb,

Gas am fasadh, &c.

'S bllonach ruithinn gun fheum thu,

Ge do bhitheadb tu 'm fèithe,

Coin is fitbich a' d' theumadh,

Cha bhiodb an diul beidh ac'.

'S trie thu teann air 'na h-eibhiean,

Bbreac do shuiraeir gu t-cislìcb,

Blàth an tein' air do shlèisdean gu mot,

Blàth an tein'. &c.

O' nach taileir is fhiù thu,

Chuir each as a chùirt thu
;

Bi'db tu ghnà anns na cuiltean,

A' caradh nan lùireach,

Bu tu asuinn nan clùitean,

'S trie a shuidh thu *san smùraicb,

'Nuair a bhithinns' air ciil fir nan croc,

'Nuair a bhithinns' &c.

'S e do cboltas r'a innseadh,

Fear sop-cbeannach, grimeach.

Gun bhonaid, gun phiorbbuic,

Gu'n bbad-mullaich, gun ubirean,

Lùm uil' air a spionadh,

Car gu t'uilinn a sios ort,

Stràc na dunach de'n sgrìobaich mu'd cheòs,

Stràc na dunach, &c.

'S iomadh ùit anns na tbachair,

An tailer Mac-Neacainn,

Kadar Albaìnn a's Sasunn,

Bailtean margaidb a's macbair ;

'S trie a sbealg thu air praisich,

O' nach d' fhalbb thu le clapa,

Chaoidh' cha mbarbh e duin' aca de'n t-slùgh|

Chaoidh' cha mharbh, &c.

'S duine dona gun mhios thu,

Dh-fhas gun onair gun ghliocas.

Fear gun cbomas gun bhriosgadh.

Chain do spionnadh 's do mbisneach,

Lets na rinn thu de'n bhidseacbd,

Bu tu *n slaightire znisgeacb,
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*S ciano*n thoiU thu do cuipeadh mu'n ul,

'S cian o'n tlioill thu, &c.

'S iomadh ceapaire rùmais,

Rinu thu glilacadh na d' chri)gaii,

Is bhi ga stailceadh le t-ùrdaig,

Ann ad' chab-dheudach sgòrnach,

*S reamhar fai'suinn do sgòriian,

Brù mar cliuileaii an òtraich,

Fhuaii" thu urram nan geùcacli ri d'bheù,

Fhuair thu urram, &c.

Bi'dh na mnathan ag ràite

*Nuair a rachadh tu'n àiridh

Gun tolladh tu^n t-àras

Ann 'sam bitheadh an càise
;

'Nuair a dh'itheadh tu i)àirt deth,

'S a bhiodh tu air trasgadh,

Anns a* inhuidhe gu'ii sparr thu do chrùg,

Anns a' mhuidhe, &c.

'S tu 'n toUaran cnàimhteach,

Ge bu ghionach do mhàileid,

Tha do mhionach air t-fhàgail,

Gii'n clnioman deth làthair ;

Cocliall glogach ma t-àruìnn,

Tha do sgamhan a's t-ainean

L;in galair, a's fàslaicli, a's chus,

Làn galair, &c.

Beul do chleibh air a thachdadh.

Air seideadh 's air brachadli,

'S e gu h-eididh air malcadh,

'S mòr t-Cheum air a chartadh,

Gach aon eugail a' d' phearsuinn,

Caitheamli, eitich, a's casdaich,

Gus an d' eirich do chraiceau o t-fheoil,

Gus an d' eirich, &o.

Tha do chreuchdan, 's do cliuislean,

Lftn eucail a's trusdair,

'S thu feumach air furtacli,

Tha 'n dcideadh a' d' pliluicean,

S thu t-eiginn le clupaid,

T-anail bhreun, gu trùm, murtaidh,

'S mairg a dh'fheuchadh dhiot moch-thra do

' S mairg a dh'fheuchadh, &c. [thòchd,

Do dheud sgròb-bhcarnacli, cabach.

Am beil na sgòrr-fliiaclan glasa,

Mosgain, còsacha, sgcalpach,

Lùibte, grannda, cam, feachdte,

A null 's a nail air an tarsuinn,

Cuid diubh caillf air dol asad,

'S nam beil ann diubh air spagadh do bheoil,

'S nam beil ann diubh, &c.

Bi'dh na rrmnan gu silteach,

N an tounaibb gorm, ruithteach.

A ghabhail toinneamh o d' liopan,

Thar cromadh do smige
;

'S dorcha, doilleir, do chlisneach,

Cheart cho dubh ris a phice,

Uchd na curra ort, ceann circ, 'a gob ge'oidb,

Uchd na curra, &c.

Do mhaol chruacach air failleadh,

Gun chluasan, gun fhaillean
;

Tha thu uain-nealach, tana,

Cho cruaidh ris an darach
;

'S tu gun suaineach, gu'n anart,

'S aobhar truais thu ri d' ghearan,

'S gur fuair thu na gaillean an reòt',

'S gur fuair, &c.

Tha ceann binneach 'na stiiic ort,

Geocach, leith-cheannaich, giiigach,

Kudann brucannaich, grùgacb,

Sròn phlucach na mùire,

Tha croit air do chùl-thaobh,

'S mòran lurcaicli a'd' ghlùincan.

Da chois cbania, ehaol, chrùbach, gun treòir,

Da chois chama, &c.

Cha 'n eil uiread nau sàiltean,

Aig a phliutaire spàgach,

Nach 'eil cuspach a's gàgach,

Tha thu d' chrioplach 's ad' chraigcach,

'S llonmhor tubaist an tàileir,

Dh-fhhg an saoghal 'na thr.MlI e,

'S mairg a shaothraich air t-arach 's tu eg,

'S mairg a shaothraich, &c.

Ma tha thu de shliochd Adhamh,

Cha choslach ri c;ich thu,

Aig olcas a dh' fhàs thu,

O thoiseach do lài.thean ;

Cha tig cobhair gu br.'ith ort,

Gus am foghainn am has dut,

'S do chorp odhar a chàradh fo 'n fhld,

'S do chorp odhar, &c.

A O I R ANNA.

Anna nigh'n Uilleam a'n Cròmpa,

Bean gun cbonn 's i fhein air àimhreith,

Nuaii- chaidli mi 'n toiseach g'a scalltainn,

Chan e 'm fortan a chuir ann mi

;

Bhruidhinn mise siobhailt, suairce.

Mar dhuin-uasal anns an am sin ;

'J'hòisich isc mar chii crosda,

Bhiodh anus na dorsau a dranndail.
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*S anil aice tba beul an sgallais,

Gu fanaid a dheanamh air seaiin-duin',

Nach urrainn a dheaiiadh feuin diri

Mar a bha i fuin an geall air ;

Chunna' mise latha ghluaisinn

Leia na gruagaichean mar chàirdeas,

Dh'aithnich i gun dh'fiialbh an uair sin,

'S chuir i uaithe mi le angar.

Innsidh mi dhuibh teisteas Anna,

O'n is aithne dhomh 'san am i,

Bean a dh'òl a peighinn phisich,

Cha blieo idir gun an drain Ì ;

Cha neonach leam i blii misgeach,

'S i 'n còmhnuidh a measg a Bhranndai,

'S trie a bha 'na broinn gu leÒir dbeth,

'S bha tuille 'sa choir 'na ceann deth,

Cha 'n'eil a leannan r'a fhaotainn,

Cia mar dh't'haodar e fohi ann d"") ?

Breunag ris ann can' iad gaorsach,

A bha daonann anns na càmpan ;

'Sa bha rithist t'eadh 'n t-saoghail

A giiilan adhaircean aig ceardan ;

Cha d'fhuair i 'n onoir a shaoil i,

'N t-urram fhaotainn air na bàrdan.

'S mor an treunntas le Anna,

Bhi cho gheur le sgainneil chainnte,

'S mairg air 'na thachair bean bheumach,

Aig am beil am beul gun f'haitheam
;

'M fear a bheir ise dhachaigh,

'S ann air thig a chreach 'san calldach,

'Nuair shaoil e gum bu bhean cheart i,

'S ann thachair e ri bhana-mhaighstir.

A bhana-chleasaiche gun ghrinneas,

*S mairg fleasgacli a theid na caramh,

'S trie i tuiteam leis na gillean,

Ceap tuislidh i do na fearaibh
;

Abheanbhruidhneach,mhisgeach, ghionacb,

Ghlearach, lonach, shanntaoh, shallach,

Roinn gu reubadh air a teangaidh,

Coltach ri gath gear na nathraeb.

Comhdach nach falaich a craiceann,

Leomach gun seùl air cuir leis ann,

Cha'n 'eil brogan sl';n mu' easan,

Cha*n *eil cìita'n-aird mu leasaibh;

Oirre tha aogas na glaistig,

Neul an aoig 'na h-aodaiiin preasaeh,

Closach i air searga' lachdunn,

'S coltach i ri dealbh na Leisge

!

Taigh tha Ian de mhnathan misgeaeh,

'S olc an t-àìt an d'rinn mi tachairt,

Ged'thiiine' mi ann gun fhios domh,

'S fhearr falbh tràth na t'uireach aca:

Bana-mhaighsdir a chomuinn bhristich,

Anna tha ainmeil 'san eachdraidh
;

Mu glieibh each i mar fhuair mis i,

Cha tig iad gu bràth g'a faicinn.

AOIR UISDEAN PHIOBAIR'.

ToRAS a chaidh ml air astar

A Chinn-tàile,

Chunna mi daoin-uailse tlachdmhor,

Caoimhneil, pàirteach
;

Bha aon bhallach ann air banais,

A thug dhomh tàmailt,

O 'n a bha e-san mar sin dòmh-sa,

'S ann mar so bhios mise dbà-san.

'S ann an sin a thMsich Uisdean,

Mar a ni cii an droch n.'iduir,

Tabhunaicb ri sluadh na dùthcha,

'S be run gu'n gearradh e 'n sàiltean

'S math an còmpanach do'n chù e,

'S dona 'n cònipanacb le each e,

Clia chuideachd e bhàrd no phlobair,

Aig a mhiomhalachd 'sa dh'fhàs e.

Aidich fhein nach 'eil thu 'd phìobair,

'S teig dhiot bhi 'm barail gur bard thu

;

Daoine cridheil iad le cheile,

'S bithidh iad gu leir a tàir ort ;

Fear ciùil gun bhinneas gun ghrinneas,

Fuadaichidh sinn as ar pàìrt e,

Mar a thilgeas iad craobh chriunaich

'n fhionan a maeh as a ghàradh.

Mu ehi thusa b.'ird no filidh

No fear d;ina

Mu bhios aon diubh 'g iarraidh gille'

Ghiùlan màlaid,

Lean an duine sin le dùrachd,

Los gu'n siùbhla' tu h-uil Tiite
;

'S mbr an glanadh air do dhùtbaìeh,

1 chuir CÙI riut *s thu g'a fagail.

No ma ehi thu fear a sheinneas

Pìob no clàrsach,

Faodaìdh tusa 'n t-Ìnneal ciùil

A ghiùlan dà-san,

Gus am bì craiceann do dhroma'

Fàs na bhallaibh loma, bkua,
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Mar a chi thu mille' sratlirach

Air gearran a bhios rt aiteach.

Cia mar a dheanadh e òran,

Gun eòlas, gun tuigse nàduir,

O nach deanadh e air dòigh c,

S anil bu choir dba Cuireach sàmhach ;

Bruidhinn ghlugach "s cuid di mabach,

Mòran stadaich ann am p.'irt di,

Na ni c phlabartaich chòmliraidh,

Cha bheo na thuigeas a Ghàelig.

'S sgimealair cheanna na'm bòrd thu,

Far am faigh thu'n t-òl gun phàìgheadh
;

Cia mar chunutas sinn na geòcaich,

Mar bi Uisdean òg 'san aireamh ?

Cha robh do bhrù riamh aig siochadh,

Gus an llonadh tu bhiailh chaich i '.

'S mòr an t-òl na chaisgeadh t'-lotadh,

'Nuair chite thu 's do ghloc pàiteach. .

'S trie do leab' an lag an òtraich,

No'n CÙ1 giiraidh,

Bi do cheann air con-tom cùmhnard,

*S ro mhath 'n t-àit e
;

Bidh na coin ag ionilaicli t'llieosaig,

A toirt diot a bheoil 'sa chairean.

Do chrao8 drearamach toirt phòg salach

A'd dhcarbh bhraithrean.

Na'n cluinne' sibh muc a rùoail,

Geìiidh a's tunnagan a racail,

'S ann mar sin a bha piob Uisdean,

Brònach muladach a rànaich ;

Muineal gun' aolmann air tiicha,

'N ribheid cha'n fheud bhi liidir,

'S e call daonnan air a chùl-thaobh,

Na gaoith bu choir dol an 'sa rahàla.

Bha lurga coin air son gaothair'

A'd chraos farsuinn,

'S culaidh sin a thogail plàigh

•S an cnai' air malcadh ;

Uinn e t'anail salach bruun,

Ma theid neach fo'n GhrL-in an taic riut,

'S fhearr bhi eadar thu 'sa ghaoth,

Na seasamh air taobh an fhasga.

Cia mar a ni Uisdean ùg dhuibh

Ceòl gu damhsa,

Nuair a chitheadh tu sruth rònn

O'n h-uile toll a bh' air an t-seannsair :

'Sgeul tha fior a dh'innseas mise,

Gur h-e dh'fliag e 'nis cho inanntach

Gu'n tug iad dheth leis an t-siosar

Barr na teaiiga.

Seididh Uisdean p5ob an ronngain,

*S mòr a b-anntlacbd,

Bithidh i coltach ri gaoir chonnsbeach

A bhiodh an ciioc tVaoich a dranndail

;

An CirceapoU laimh ri Tonga,

A' baigearachd air muinntir bainnse,

Fhuair mise p'lobaire 'n rCimpuill,

'S dh'fhag mi ann e.

AOIR IAIN FAOCHAIGH.

Iain Fhaochaig* ann an Sasunn,

'S mor a mhasladh 'us a mhì-chliù,

Chaill e na bh' aige de chairdean,

'S tha 'naimhdean air cinntinn lionmhor.

Ge b' fhad' a theich c air astar,

Chaidh a ghlacadh, 's tha e ciosiiaicht ;

Chàraich iad e fo na gla^an,

'S tha 'n iuchair taisgt' aig maor a phriosain.

Tha e 'wis' an àite cumhann,

'S e 'n a chniban, dubhach, deurach,

A chas daingeann ann an iarunn,

'G a phianadh, a's e 'n ii eigin.

B' fhasa dha 'bhi anns an fhiabhras

Na 'n iarguin a tha 'n ii chreubhaig

;

'Sen sin o cheann còrr a's bliadhna,

A h-uile la ag iarraidh reite.

Ach, na'm faigheadh tusa reite

An eirig na rinii thu 'sheannachas,

B'aobhar-misnich do gach b^ist e

Gu'm faodadh iad foiii doleanmhainn ;

Fear gun seadh, gun lagh, gun ri-uaan,

'S anns an lucoir a ta t-earbsa ;

Theann thu niach o achd na cleire,

'S thug thu bold nach eisd thu searmoin !

Thug thu di-meas air an Eaglais,

Air a chreideimh, 's air na h^Jiinteaa

Chuir thu breugan air an Triaiiaid

'S air na li-iarrtasan a dh' fhag iad
;

Tha e 'nis' 'n ii ghnothach cosail,

'Heir an t-soisgeil 'tha mi claistinn,

Gu'n do chuir thu cCil ri sochair

Na saors' a clioisinn ar SlànVar.

Chuir thu CÙ1 ri d' bhùidcan-baistidh,

'S mor a rahasladh dhut an aicheadh,

Chaill thu 'chùirt 'am biodh an ceartas,

Roghnaich thu 'm peacadh 'n a h-hite;

Ghleidh thu 'n riaghalt 's an seol-stiiiiridh

A bh'aig ludas, do dhearbh bhrathair ;

'S mor an sgainneal air do dhiithaich

Thusa, bhriiid, gu'n d' rinn thu fas innt

• John WUks.
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Acli» ged a sheallte 'h-ui!e doiie,

Cha robh coille rìamh ffun chrionach,

'S tlia fios aij; an t-saoghal buileach

Nach bi 'choill uìle cho dìreach :

—

'S tusa 'chraobh 'tba 'ii deigh seacadh,

Gut: chairt, gun mheangain, gun mheuran,

Gun snomhach, gun sùgh, gun duilleacb,

Gun rCisg, gun urad nam tVeinnban.

'S tu

'Se

•Stu

an t-pun a cbaidh 's an deachamh,

lead tu-eanht' an deacbaidb t-fbagail
;

""m fitbeach nach d' rinn an ceartas,

A cbaidb air tbeacbdaireachd o 'n aire
;

'S tu ''m madadh-allaidb gun fhlaclan,

S' inairg a dh'iarradb 'bbi mar tha thu,

'S tu 'n ceann-cinnidh aig na biastan,

'S tba gach duin' a's tiacb a' tàiv ort.

Cha-n ioghnadh learn thu 'bhÌM bbalach,

*S 'bhisalach ann ad nàdur,

O'n a thin thu ris an dùthchas

A bh' aig na sgiùrsairean o'n tain' thu !

'S tu 'n t-isean a fhuair an t-ùmaidh

Ris an t-siCirsaich air ii.i sraidean i

*S i *n droch-bheairt a thog 'ad chloinn thu,

'S ann 'ad shloightire 'chaidh t-;irach !

Thoisich thu 'n toiseach gu h-iseal

Air a' chrine 's air a' bhochdainn j

S e 'n donas thug dhut a bhi sporsail

'S ann bu choir dhu* bhi 'gad chosnadh.

'S bochd nach d' than thu aig do dhùthchas,

'Ad bbrùtliair, a' bruicb nam poitean,

A' cumail dibhe ris gach grùdaìr'

'Nuair a dhriiigheadh iad na botall.

Bha thu, gvfis ad thim, ad bhaigear,

'S laidh thu 'n niud sin air na cairdean,

A bhi oidhche 's gach taigh a's dùthaìch,

A dhùraigeadh cuid an trath' dhut
;

A mheud 's a bha de dh' ainfheich ortsa

Chuir thu cuid nam bochd g* a phàìdheadh :

Ciod e 'nis' a chuir an stoc thu

Ach an robaireachd "s a mhèirle?

Shaoil thu gu'm faigheadh tu achain,

(Bu mhashidh gu'm biodh i M thàirgse)

Cead suidhe 'am parlamaid Blireatuinn,

Gun chiall, gun cheartas, 'ad eanchainn.

Duine dall a chaidh air seachran,

Nach 'til beachdail air na 's fhearra dha,

Le c'umliradh tubaisdeach, tuisleach,

'S le sir drnch-thuiteamas cearbach.

Duine gun fhcarann, gun oighreachd,

Gun ni' gun staoile, gun airgiod,

Gun bheus, gun chreidhimh, gun chreideas,

Gun ghin a chreideas a sheanacbas;

Duine misgeach, bristeacb, breugach,

Burraidh tha na bheisd 's n'a ainmhi.lli,

'S trioblaid-inntinn, le itheadh dèisiit'iu;h,

Gu trie a' teumadh a chridhe chealgaich.

Tha thu sònraicht" ann ad chonan

A' togail conais 'am measg dhaoine,

Cha chualas roimhe do choimeas

A bhi dhonas air an t-saoghal,

Ach an nathair an garadh Edein,

A niheall Eubh aig bun na craoibhe,

A chomhairlich gu buain a mhios i,

A dh'fhag rìs an cinne-daoine.

Thoisich thu 'n toiseach 's an eucoir

Ag innse bhreugan air righ Deòrsa,

Cha chreid duine bhuat an sgeul ud,

'S cha toir iad èisdeachd do d' chùinhradh
;

'S beag a dhruigheas do dhroch-dhùrachd,

Air oighr' a' chruin a's na còrach

S a liuthad neach a tha, gu toileach,

A' toirt onorach d' a mhùrachd.

Gft beag ortsa Morair Loudain,

B' aithne dhòmhs' an sonn o'n d' fhàs e,

Duin-uasal foisinneach, fonnar,

Cridhe connar, aigne àrda;—
Seanalair, air thus na h-armailt,

A bha ainmeil anns san blàraibh ;

Cha mhisd e madadh air bhaothal

A bhi tabhannaicb an tias' ris.

'S gòrach a labhair thu mòran

Aircùi larla Bhùid, an t-armunn,

Cùnnspunn onorach, le firinn

A' seasamh na rioghachd gu laidir
;

S e gu h-àrd-urramach, prìseil

Ann an ciiirt an righ 's na bàn-righ'n

A dh' aindeoin na Faochaig 's nam biasdan

Leis am '
f hiach do) ann am pàirt ris.

Bhruidhinn thu gu leir mu Albainn,

'S b' fhearrdhut gu'm fanadh tu samhachj

Na'n tigeadh tu "n cùir nan Garbh-chrioch,

Bu mhairg a bhiodh aim ad àite
;

Bhiodh tu 'm priosan ri do lathan

'Dh 'aindeoin na ghabhadh do phàirt-sa ;

'S an eirig na rinn thu 'dhroch-bheairt,

Bheirteadh chroich mar ghalar-bais dhut.

Cha'n ioghnadh dhut bhi fo mhulad,

Fhuair thu diùmb gach duin' an àl so
;

'S e sin fein a bha thu 'cosnadh,

'S creutair ci'osd thu o'n a dh' l'hàs thu;

'S Honar mi-run ann ad chuideachd,—

Mallachd na Cuigse 's a' Thàp ort

!

Mallachd an t-saoghail gu leir ort!

'S mo mhallachd fein mar ri each ortl
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R A iN N

A GHADHAS MAIGHDEAN D'A LEANNAN.

Cha 'n eMiis giaidh dhut

Uisge shriibti na shop,

Ach gràdh an fhii' tliig riut,

Le blaths a tharniinii oi't

;

Eiiich much Di-dòmhiiuii-h

Gu lie chomhnairt phlataich,

'S tlidir leat beaiinachd pubuiil,

Agus currachd sagairt

;

Tog sud air a ghualainn

Agus sluasaid mhaide,

Faigh liaoi gasaii ranaicb,

Air an gearradb, le tuaigh,

A's tri cliiiaimbeati seann-duiiie,

Air an tarritinii a uaigh
;

Loisg air teine crlonaich e,

Draii suil gu lùir na luatli,

Suath sin la ghrala-bhruilleach,

An aghaidii na gaoith tuath ;

'S theid inise 'n la 's am barrantas,

Nach falbh 'm fear ud bhuat.

MAR13H-RANN DO CHU

A CHAIDH BATHADH 'SA MHAIGHEACH TARSAINN

NA BHEUL.

Latha do Phàdruig a sealg,

'Am fireacli nan leafg air sliabb,

Thug e ghleaini Artaiiaig sgriob,

'S aTin thachair e 'm frith nam fiadh.

Leig e na shiubhal an cù,

A bha hiath, laidir, lìighai', diann,

Cha robh a leitliid riamh san tir
;

Ach bran a bh'aig rigli nam l>"ian.

Gaodliar, bu gbarg calg a's fionnadh,

Cruaidh, colgara, fiiil a's malia,

I3u mhatli dreach, a's dealbli, a's cumachd,

A churraidh bu gbarg sa cliarraid,

Bheirreadh e 'm tiadii dearg a mullacl),

'Sam Boc-earb, a dluthas a bharraich,

B'e fhasan bhi triall don mhunadh,

'S cha tain' e riamh dhachaigh fallamh.

Culaidh leagadh nan damh dònn,

Air mullach na'n tòm 's nan cnoc,

Namhaid n'am biasd dubh a's ruadh,

'S anil air a biia buaidh nam broc.

Bha mhaigheach tarsainn na bheal,

Thuit iad Ic cheil ann an sloch.l
;

Bha iad bàite bonn ri lionii,

A's muladach sin li'am a noihd.

RANN CO'-DHUNAIDH.

Tha mise 'ra shuidh air an naigli,

Tha 'n leaba' sin fuar gu iròir,

Gu'n fhios agam cia fhad an tim,

Gus an teannar mi fhein da coir

;

CJimhdach flainin 's leine lin,

A's ciste dhubh dhionacli bhòrd.

Air mheud 's ga 'n cruinnich mi ui,

Sud na theid leaui ^ìos fo'n fliùd.

'S beag ar curam ro 'n ldi>\s.

•M fad 'sa bhins sirni laidir òg,

Saoilidh Sinn mu gheibh sinn dàil,

Gur e ar 'n iite luii each beo ;

Faodaidh sinn fhaicirin air each,

'S iad g'ar fàgail gach aon 16,

Gur nadurra dhuinne gach tràth.

Gum beil am bas a' tcannadh oirnn>

Tha mo pheaca-sa ro thrum,

'S muladach sin Icatn an drast

:

Tha mi smaoineacha' gu trie,

Liuthad uair a bhrist mi 'n àithn,

Le miann mo dhroch inntinn feiit,

Leis an robh mo chrcubhag Ian ;

Gun chnimbn air L'ghdarras De,

Le dùrachd am bheul nam laimh.

Ged* is mor mo pheaca gniomb,

'S mi 'n ctonta ceud [dieacaidh Adh'n

Cheannacha' mi le full gu daor,

A dliMrte sgaoilteach air a bhl.ir

;

Tha mo dhùil, 's cha dichas faoin,

Hi iochd fhaotainn air a sgàth,

Gu'n glacar m'anam gu sith,

Le fulangas Chriosd amh'iin :

Tha mo dhòchas ann an Criosd

Nach diobalr e mi gu br' th,

'Nuair a leagar mo chorp slos

Ami an staid iosail fo'n bhliir

;

Gu'n togar manam a suas,

Gu rio^haclid uatn buiidli 's nan

Gu'm lii mo leaba fo' dhioii

Cois cathrach an Ti is niid.

Cha bhiodh mVaj;aI ro' an aoj,',

Ged' thigeadh e m thaubh gun dài^J
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N'am bitliinn do phe.icn saor,
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FEAR SRATH-MHAISIDir.

Mil Lauchlan Macpheuson, of Strathmasiej was born about tlie year 1723, and died in the

latter end of the last century. He was a gentleman and a scholar ; and gave his able assist-

ance to Mr James M'Pherson in his arduous and successful translations of Ossian's poems.

His own works have not been printed in a collected form, and the most of them have, there-

fore, never been committed to press.* Mr Macpherson was not a poet by profession ; he

invoked his muse only when an object of approbation or animadversion presented itself, and

attracted his notice : his observations and remarks were made on the customs and manners

of men ; his humour was directed against, and his ridicule exposed, excesses. He had

the felicity of expressing himself in terms most appropriate to the posture and light in

which men stood, who exposed themselves to censure ; and he never failed in placing

them in a position in which no one would wish to be found, yet into which many often fall.

CUMHA DO DH' EOBHON MACPHEARSON, TIGHKAUNA CHLUAINIDH.

[AIR DHA TEICHEADH DO 'N FHBAING.]

Uur lioninhor trioMai<l sÌMt^

His an linn a chi 'n droch sliaoghal !

Tha plàigh, claidheamh 's mi-ruu ai

Tha gaol na firinii aotrom ann,

Tha fear na ioille direadh ann,

Tha 'n cri-aon-fhiilt' a' teaiiKidh an

S ma lasas eas' a rircamh i in

G)u-il)ii daoiru: direadi aoniadh ann.

Gi'd dh'eirinnlengh Sei

Agusdolairghleusfoni

Mar saoil mi gur h-e'n e

An ni cbOirgn'n eight* <

rmach<l leis,

uir e,

chealgair mì

Mani sinn mar a's leir dbninn

Cha bhi High na Grein ch(» ft-argach i-uinn,

Ach 'se clami nan daoiii' a's gèir-breithich,

S gur lad is eis air Alba sin.

O! is iomadh gaisgeach sar-bbuilleach,

A laodaicb blkr an cunntais oirn,

Thug Tearlach a's na fàsaìehenn,

Chain fuil an dail nan Stiubbartacli,

Nan cadal trom 's na h-:\raicl)ean,

'S a'n CÙ! ri làr's cha dùisgear iad,

liha croich a"s tuagh toirt has orra,

'S bha rnid dhiu dh'fbag an Uiithchannan.

* .'MI the poems that we have ever heard or seen attributed to him ;

viz., A HuntiiiR Song, in the form of a dialoRue between the spnrtsm;

Forbcs's Unclothing Act is loudly declaimed against ; The Advice^ ii

to modify inordinate worldly desires ; An Amorous Piece^ and Auir m
an old Manuscript, together with the sons we have classed first in hi:

e in the collection, with ilie exception of four :

land the mountain deer, in wliii-h Fie&ident

which the poet labours to curb ambition, and

1 Luch, These last Iwo we have captured in

section of this work. We have hud consider.

able difficulty in deciphering it ; but the Love ditty we found partly erased and partly unintelligible, and ^o/j !

ZscA, although not destitute of merit, is not much to our liking.
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Am fefir a dh'fhag an dùthaich so,

Bu mhath air chul iia Cruudhach e,

Be'n Gael sgaiteach, cliùteach e,

'S bu duthasach air Cluainidh e

:

Be'n crann chuir croiseal dìùbhalach

A dhruid a null thar chuaintyan e
;

Thug teisteas iir thar cheudan leis,

" A chaoidh nach meud a bhuadhaichcas,"

Gu'm b't'hearail, smiorail, anmaiit e

Bu lasair fhcarg 'nuair dhùisgeadh e

Bu bheo na fheol 's na uihealbhainn e,

Bu bhealach far am bruchdadh e.

Mar thuinn ri carraig fhairgeach e,

Mar f'haoilleach ''s stoirm ga dùbhlachadh,

Mar thein air fraoch nan garbhiaicbean,

'S mar easralch gharbh an ùr uisge.

Cha chuireadh taileas gruaimean air

'S cha chuireadli fuathas càmpar air,

Cha'bu raghainn tuasaid leis,

'S na b't'heudar dita bu luath-lamhach,

Bha luim, a's greim, as cruadal ann,

'S bu treun a bualadh nàmhaid e.

Mar ealtainn gheur fo'n fheur uain e

Gun gearrte sluagh ban aimhreit leis.

Cha bu bhrais gun reusan e

'S cha inhi) bu leumach, gùrach e,

Biodh lamh a casg na h-eu-corach

S lamh eile tryun sa" chomraig aig.

13ha truas a*s iur.hd ri feumaich ann,

S b'i sUh a's rfit a b'ordugh dim,

S cha'n t'haca mis le'm leirsinne

No'u neach fo'n gìirein ri fuirneart e.

Cha bu duine gbrach e,

A chuireadh bòsd a thruacantas

Mu nàdur gu dearbh b'folach mi,

Bha cuid de'm sheorsu dhVireadh leis :

IVIas buidheanii ghasd an cùmhraig sibh.

Bidh na Naoidh an conaidh beusadh dhuib

'S mas bratach thais an cu-stri sibh,

Cha chluiiinear beoil a* seis umaibh.

*Nuair thrialladh brais na feirge dheth,

Bu mhàlta tlà mar mhaighdeinn e,

Bu bhlath mar aiteal grein mhoich e,

Bu chiùin mar speiir an aiiamoich e

Mar ghlacair oigh fo ceud-bharra,

'S i tighinn gu reith gu caoimhnealachd,

Bha sean a's òg cho speiseil dheth,

'S nach fac iad treun cho toillteannach.

'Nuair bha*n saoghal bruailleanach,

S gluasad air luchd nàthsaichean

Nuair bhiodh an cinn gun chiuasagan.

Gun tàmh le buaiP a's bàthaichean,

I'hug Kobhon sgriob thoirt fuasgladh dim

'S ghlais e suas a Ghutildachd,

"S cha'n iarradh iad mar bhuachaillean

'S an taobh-tuath ach na fàsuicliean,

Ach dh-fhalbh e nis a's dh'fhag e siiio,

'S CO chaisgeas lamh na h-eacorach ?

Ged fhaicte 'n choir ga sàrachadh,

Gu*n chain sinn lamh ar treundais,

Mo bheannachd suas do Ph:irrais leis,

Bho'n dh' fhill am bàs na eideadh e,

*S a dli'aindean righ a's parlamaid,

llinn Righ nan gràsan rèite ris.

COMUNN AN UlSGE-BHEATHA.

Ffar mo ghaoil an t-uisge-beatha.

Air am bi na daoin' a feitheamh !

'S trie a chuir e saoi 'na laidhe

Gun aon chlaideamh rùsgadh.

Clod eile chuireadh suiint oirn^

Mur cuireudh heart a's liuim c ?

'Nuair chaisgeas gach slnagli am iialhadh,

'S a theid mac njim buadli air ghabhail,

\S lionmhor uaislu feadh an tai'ghe

'S biasd nach caitheadh cùinneadh.

Ciod eile^ &;c.

Cha b'e sud an comunn suarrach.

'S mairg a dh'iarradh an taobh shuas daibh.

\S iad nach cromadh thun na fuaraig,

Ge bu d?ia! daibh 'n luireach.

Ciod eile, §-c.

Gheibht' an sin gach lamh buchruaidhe,

'S CO b'fhearr na dann na tuatha?

'M fear bhiodh aig an amar-fhuail,

Gu 'in huaileadh e aon triùir dhiubh.

Ciod eile, Sfc.

BiMh iad Ian misnich is cruadail,

Gu h-aigeantach brisg 'san tuasaid.

Chuireadh aon fhichead san uair sin

Tcarlach Ruadh fo *n chrùn duinn !

Ciod eile, S^c.

Chluinneadh fear a bhiodh gun chluais iad,

Nan deanadh luiimeag a's fuaim e
;
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Jad a bhi uille cliu liath,

Re ciabliag fhii' iia bauuise.

Mo run, ^x:

Labhair fear na liainse feiil

Tha (iath airgeid oirn' gu leir

Ciod ail cvori tha oirn fo 'ii glirein

Mar dean fear-heuri'a rann oirn ?

Mo run, .^c.

Thuirt Pidniijr Mac-iMhuirich gu foil

Agam-sa 'tlia bhratach sliròil

Is mar sguir am b;ird d'a sgleò

Mar tlia mi beo theid sreaiig air.

Mo run, ^-c.

Labhair an Cleireach gu dan'

Agam-sa ta ceart thar chàch
;

Theid am iMÌnisteir am' ph'iirt

'S gun teid am bard sa phrangas.

Mo run, ^-c.

Thuirt am Maighisdir-Sgoile liath

Mu 'se gleiis-air-mas a rahiann.

Mo roghuinn-s' e th'air seachd ciad

'S i cheaird bha riamli cuir aim domh

Mo run, <^-c.

Thuirt fear bu dàine na each

Agam cha'ti'eil spèis d'ar dan,

Kiribh 's cuimt' an t-ùrlar bhV

'S gu'n lion mo lamh-sa drum dhiiibb

Mo run, cjc.

Dh'eirich iad uil cho bhras

'S aim an sud bha larum cir^s,

Mar gu'm bithpadh an trùp ghlas,

Ag dol am baiteal Frangach*

Mo run, .Jc.

Cha di-chuimhnich mi gu brath

Gus an teid mi amis an Ihr

Comunii ciar-dubh glas mo gràidh

A bha san trh so damhsadh.

Mo run, S^c.

A BHKIGIS LACHDUNN.

'5 coma b'dTii a hìirigis lacliduim,

B* annsa ^mfeUe-heag "^sa m breacan,

^S beag a gìuibh mi riamh de thlachd,

De "njliOSQ/n a bWaig clann nan Gall,

Cha Ciileiriuhean 's cha 'ii Easbuigean,

Chu , bha

Achabhrigisleibideach,

Nach deanadh anus na preasan claim

!

"S coma learn, 6;c.

Ged tha bhrigis miothlachdar,

Gur feumati anns na criociian i,

Gach tear a bhios ri diolanas,

Gu 'n toir i strioclidadh air gun taing.

''S coma learn, ^-c.

Ach cuiribh air na ranatban i,

*S ann orra 's fearr a laidheas i,

Gur sgiobalt' air t'eadh taighe i,

'S b' e ^1 ceol am fuighinn innt a uaiubs\

'S coma /eam, ^c.

Gur mise bh' ann 'sa 'n eisdeachd,

'S na mnathan "g radh ri cheile,

Gu 'm b' i'hearr leo orra fhein i,

Na bhi eeusadh an fhir chaiiu!

'S coma Icani, 4'C.

Cha mhath gu direadh bruthaich i,

S cha 'n t'hiach leiiin tiiun an t-siubhail i,

'S cha 'n eil mi idir buidheach,

Air an fhear a lutbaig i bhi ann,

'*S' coma leavt, ^c.

Cha mhath an t-eideadh idir i,

"Nuair theid sinn anus an uisge lea,

'Nuair lubas i m* ar 'n iosgaidean,

Gu 'n d' their Ì niosgaid air gach ball.

'5 coma leam, ^c.

Bhrigis dubh gun sianadh,

Chuir as an t-aodach briatha,

13hiodh fosgailt air ar bialthaobh,

'S nach iarradh a chumail teann.

'S coma leam, S^c.

Chuir i mach do Shasunn sinn,

Le surd a bhi sgairteil oirnn,

'S leig i rithisd dhachaigh sinn,

Gun fhiù a Chaiptein air ar ceann.

\^ coma ham, 6,c.

Ged thug iad dhuinn 'sa 'n Chasan i,

Cha 'n eil i idir taitneach Ifirin,

'S truagh a Rigli ! nacli rohh e tachte,

'M fear* a thug an t-achd a null.

'S coma leam. Sec.

* Duncan Forbes, of Culloden, was Lord President of

the Court of Session in the eventful period of the Re-
bellion, 1745,
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John Roy Stuart, not less celebrated for his invocations of tlie muse than for his

prowess in the field of battle, was a native of Kincardine, in Badenoch. Being of the

middle class, and the son of a respectable tacksman, to whose farm he succeeded, ho had

the benefit of a good education. His scholastic advantages, combined with his extraordi-

nary genius, soon procured him the reputation of a " knowing one." Like many other

votaries of the muse, he manifested a strong and early predilection for hunting and fishing,

which in themselves are a species of poetry. At an early period of his existence he copiously

imbibed the principles of Jacobinism. These principles grew with his growth, and

strengthened with his strength ;—and he was always proud to trace his descent fi-om the

royal family of the Stuarts. We do not mean here to enter on the moral or constitutional

dissection of a poet ; but history and observation have combined to impress us with the

fact, that people of colonel Stuart's mental structure are, some how or other, more liable

to fall into companies than men of solid clay. The continual demands upon his presence

at the festive board led to some irregularities, upon which censoriousncss might animadvert,

but over which we are disposed to draw the veil of oblivion. This we are the rather in-

clined to do, as he himself always stood forth as " king's evidence" against his own eruptions

at the shrine of Bacchus. His genuine sallies of wit have established his reputation

as an arch wag ; and his more plaintive strains are characterized throughout by origi-

nality and great pathos.

Stuart's mind was of that fabric which delights in the jostle of the elements of strife

;

and his puissant arm, coolness of courage, and intrepidity of action, trumpeted his fame

far and near. It is needless here to recount his adventures and " hairbreadth 'scapes,"

in the memorable civil war of 1745,—history already records them. On the first out-

breaking of that war he was in Flanders, actively engaged in belligerent oiicrations against

the British government, when the Duke of Cumberland was called home to lead the

Hanoverian forces against the Prince. Roy Stuart also hurried to his native country,

now distracted with intestine broils and civil war ; and when at Culloden, he signalized

himself in hewing and cutting down the red-coats, and spreading havoc and death on

all hands, the Duke, pointing to the subject of our memoir, inquired who he was:

" Ah !" replied one of his aides-de-camp, "that is John Roy Stuart." "Good God!"

exclaimed the Duke, ''tlie nwn I left in Flanders doing the butcheries of ten

heroes ! Is it possible that he could have dogged me here 't" It is told of Colonel Stuart

that he strongly urged for a day's truce before attacking the Government forces at

(Ja!!oden. This, however, Lord George Murray overruled ; and the prognostications
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of the Colonel were but too fully verified in the result of a precipitate and unequal combat.

The sombre ieelings whose dark current chafed his soul in consequence of the extinguish-

ment of the Jacobites' hopes on that day, are beautifully embodied in two fine and pathetic

songs. In one of these he directly charges Lord George with treaclicr) , mid pours forth

torrents of invective and revenge. His martial strains thunder along with the impetuosity

of the mountain torrent—racy, sinewy, and full of nerve. He was so firm in his

opinion of his Lordship's sinister motives, that he rushed from rank to rank tliat he might

"hew the traitor to pieces." His elegiac muse was also of a very iiÌL.h order; his

" Lament for Lady M'lntosh" whose attachment to the Jacobin party is well known,

is at once lofty in sentiment, poetical in its language, and pathetic in its conceptions. We
lio not mean to ascribe to poetic or military genius all the recklessness which a sober-

plodding world compliments it with ; and we, therefore, suppress a gossiping story in

which our warrior-poet figures with the Lady of the Lord Provost of Glasgow. After

lurking for some time in the caves, woods, and fastnesses of his native country, he escaped

to France witli other faithful adherents of Charles, where he paid the debt of Nature,

leaving behind him an imperishable fame for the genuine characteristics of a warrior and

a poet.

L A I' H A C H

Air Fonn " Mart

U I L O U A I U.

aUi„„e- Comhann."

O ! gur mor mo cliuis nihulaid,

'S mi ri Liioine n.i ;uiri a ta 'm thir,

A rigli! bi laiclir's tu 's urrainii,

Ar iiai.iill'leail a chumM to cliis

Oinii.e'shii.lii-iliii,-. UillPiim,

•N rag iiiliiii-leach tlia guiu aige dhi.inii :

liV sud salrhai- nail ^tHallag,

Tigh'li an uait.darair chruiiieaclid an fhuilin.

Mo cliniacli T.'arlacl. Ri.adh, bnidlieach,

Kill fo bliiriu alg rigli lìe-ùrsa nam biasd
;

B'e sud diteadh na curach,

An fliirinn 'sa bt'ul foipe sios
;

A(di a rigli mas a duoin leat,

Cuir aTi lioghac.hd air seol a ch^iidli dbinn,

Cuir i-igh dligheach na c^racb,

Ri linn na tlla beo os ar cinn.

I\Iu chreach armailt nam breacan,

I3hi air sgaoileadh 'a air sgapadb 's gar.h ait,

Aig (ior bhalgairean Sbasuinn,

Nai-.h no gbriathaich boon ceartas na 'ii daii

;

Ged a bbuaiinaich iad baiteal,

Clia b'anii da 'n cruadal na 'n tapadh a bha.

Ach gaodh n-iar agus frasan,

Thigh'n aniosoirnn bliarr machuir nan Gall.*

S truagh nach robh siiin an Sasunn,

I

Gun bhi cho teaiin air ar dai-haigh sa blia,

'S clia do sgaoil siiin clio aitbghearr,

Bhiudh ar dicbcall ri seasamh n'a b' fhearr

;

Acb 's dvovh dhraoidheachd a's diai-hdan,

Uiniieadh dliuiune inu *n deaclias na 'n daii.

Air na frithean colach do sgap sinii,

*S bu mbi-chomhall gu^i d' thairtlidi iad oirun.

Mo cbreach mhor ! lui cuirp ghle-gheal,

Tha na 'n laidb' air na sleiblitean ud thall.

* Allusion is here made lo Nairn, wliere the Duke of

( uinljerl.iiid was relebratinB his birth.day on the night

prtifdinB the battle. Thither tlie Highlanders wended
thfir way, expecting tu take him by surprise; but it blew
in tlicir faces a tremendous storm of rain and wind, and
Irnsirated the attempt. The storm continued next day,

and tended materially to discomfit the operations of the

mountaineers in the commencement, and ultimately to

,
their total and precipitate lOUt
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Gun chiste gun leintciiii,

Ga 'ii adiilaiceuilh fliein anus im ttiill

;

Chuid tha b.o dhiu 'n deigli sgaoileadh,

*S iad ga fùgar le gaothati thar miiin
;

Fhuair a Clitiig!.' a toil feiii dinii,

'S cha chaii iail acli " reiibaltiiith" luimi.

Fhuair na G,iill siriu to 'u casan,

'S mor a niiire 'sa masladh aid ieinii,

N deigli ar dùlhcha 's ar 'n àite,

A spùilleadh 's gun bhlaths againn ami

;

Caisteal Dhuinidh 'n deigli a losgadh,

'S e na laiaicli lotii, tliusdach, gun mhiagh ;

Gu 'm b'e ^i cauchala' goirt e,

Gu 'n do chaill siiiri gaclj socliair a b' fhiach.

Cha do shaoil leain, le in' shùileaii,

Gu'm faicinn gach cùis mar a tha,

Mur spùtadh nam t'aoilleach,

'N am nan luidheaii a sgaoileadh air War ;

Thug a chuibhle car tioniidaidli,

'S tha ioma fear aime-cheart an cas

;

A R'lgh seall le do chaoimhiieas,

Air na fir th'aig na iiaimhdeau an sas,

'S mor eucoir 'n luchd orduigh,

An fhuil ud a dhortadli Ic Coill
;

Mo sheachd mallachd aig Ueuisa,*

Fhuair e 'n latli' ud air onlugh dlia fein
;

Bha 'n da ohuid air a mheoireaii,

Moran giogaii gun trocair le foill
;

Mheall e sinne le chòinhra',

'S gu 'n robli ar harail ro mhor air r'a linn.

Ach fhad '>a 's beo siiiii r"ar latlia,

Bi'dh sinu caoidb na ceathairii cliaiilh dhirin,

Na fir threubhach bha sgairtcil,

Dheaiiadh teugbhail le daidheanili 'sle sgiath
;

Mur biodh siaiitan n' ar n' aghaidh,

liha sinn shios air ar n' aghairt gu dian,

•S bhiodb luchd Bemla na'n laidlir,

Ton-air-cheann,b"esidm'aiglicar'sinomhiann.

Ocli nan och ! 's mi to sprochd,

'S mi 'n dràsda ri osnaich leam ieiu

'G amharc ieachd an dù-Kosaich,

'G ithe feur agus cruineachd an fhuinn ;

llothaich iargalt a's Cataich,

Tigh'n a nail le luchd chasag a's hiiiii,

lad mar mhiol-choin air acras,

Siubhal criochan, charn, chladi, agua bheann.

Mo chreach ! tir air an tainig,

Rinn sibh nis rlar rcidh dh'i cho liiin,

Gun clioirceguii ghnàisich,

Gun siol taght' aiin am fàsacli na 'ni fonn,

• Lord George Muirsy.

Pris na circ air an spàrdan,

Gu ruige na spainean thoirt uainn,

Ach sgrios na craoibhe l^a bl.'i dhiubh,

Air a crionadh to barr gus a bonn.

Tha ar clnn fo 'na cboille,

'S eigin beaiiiitan a's gleannain thoirt o

Sinn gun sùgl'adh gun mhacnus,

Gun eibhneas, gun aitneas, gun cheul,

Air bheag bUlhe no teine,

Air na stucan an laidheadh an ceo,

Sinn mar chomhachaig eile,

Ag eisdtachd ri deireas gach 1Ò.

O H A N EILE,

AIK 1.AII1A ClIflLODAIH.

O ! gur mis' th' air mo chràdh,

Thuit mo chridhe gu làr,

'S trie snitbe gu m' shall o m' leirsinn.

O !
gur mis', &c.

Dh'fhalbh mo chlaistinneacbd bliuam,

Chachluinn mi 'sa n' uair,

Gu mall na gu luath ni 's cibhinn.

Dh'fhalbh mo, &c.

Mu Phriunns' Theailach mo ruin,

Oighie dligheach a chruin,

'S e gun tbios ciod an tiibh a theid e.

Mu Thearlaih, &c.

Fuil rioghail nam buadh.

Bill ga diobairt 's an uair,

'S mac diolain le 'shliiagh ag eiridh.

Fuil rioghail, &c.

Siol nan cuilean a bha,

Ga 'n ro mliath chinnich an t-àl,

Cbuir iad sinn' ami an càs na h-eigin.

Siol nan cuilean, &c.

Ged a bhuannaich sibh blàr,

Cha b' an d' ur cruadal a bha,

Ach gun ar shluagbainn' bhi 'n dàil a clieile

Ged a bhuannaich, &c.

Bha iad iomadaidh bhuainn,

Dheth gach tiiine niu thuath,

'S bu mhiste sinn' e ri uairar feuma.

Bha iad iomdaidh, &c.

Coig brataichean sròil,

Bu ro mhath chuireadli an lb,

Gun duine dhiubh choir a chèile.

Coig brataichean, &c.
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larla Chrompa le shlòigh,

Agus Kaiasdal ùg,

S Mac-'Ic-Aileiii le sheoid nach geilkiuWi.

larla Chompa, &c.

Clann-Ghriogair nan Gleann

iiuidlu-ann ghiobach nan lann

*S i:i(l a thigeadh a nail na 'n eight' iail.

Clann-Ciliriuyair, &c,

Clann-Mliiiirirh nam buadh,

lad-san iiilu bhi bliualnn,

Gur Ii-e m' iomadan truagh I'a leughauli

Claim Mhuiiich, &c.

A Chlaiin-nnmlinuill mo ghaoil,

'Ga 'm bu shuaithcheantas fraoch,

Mo cbivfjch nile ! nach d' fhaod sibh eiridh.

A Chlann-Domhnuill, &c.

An i'huil uaibhreach gun inheang,

Bha buan, cruadalach, aim,

Ged ohaidh ur bualadh an am na teugbhaU-

An fhuil uaibhreach, &c.

Dream eile mo oh reach,

Fhuair an laimhseacha' goirt,

Ga'n ceann am Frisealach gasda, lieubhach.

Dream eile, &c.

Clanii-Fbiunnlaidh Bhraidh-Mbarr,

Biiidheann reaniisgalach, ard,

'Nuair a yblat^idbte adhhans 's iad dh* eirend

Claim- Fhiunnlaidh,&c.

Mo chreach uile 's mo hhron,

Na fir ghasd' tha to leùn,

Clann-Chatain nan srol bhi dbeis-laimb.

Mo chreach uile, &c.

Chain sinn D^mbi.ull douu, suairc,

O Dliùn Cbi-ompaso slums.

Mar ri Alasdair ruagh na leile.

Chain sinn D;>nihnuil, &c.

Chail) sinn Kaibeart an àigh,

'S cha bu ghealtair e^ m bl.'ir

Fear sgathadh nan cnamh 's nam feithean.

Chain sinn Raibeart, &c.

'S aim thuit na rioimagan gasd
;

Bu mbath aluiim an dreach,

Cha bu phàiyheadh leinn mairt na 'n ^irig.

'Sann thuit, &e-.

Air thus an latba dol sios,

Bha gaodh a cathadh nan sian,

As an adtiar bha trian ar leirìdh.

Air thus an latha, &c.

Dh' fhàs an talanih cho trom,

Gach fraoch, fearunn a's fonn,

'S nach bu chothrum dbuinii lorn an t-sleibhe.

Dh' fhas an tala-.nh, &c.

Lasair theine nan Gall,

Frasadh pheileir mu V ceann,

Mhill sid eireacbdas lann 's bu bheud e.

Lasair theine, &c,

Mas iior an dàna g'a cbeann,

Gu 'n robh Achan* 'sa champ,

Dearg mheirleach nan raud 's nam breugan.

Mas fior an dàiia, &o.

*S e sin an Seanalair mo
Grain a' smallachd an t ^ioigb,

lleice onoir 'sa cliòir aii- I'lu-uir.

Thionndaidh cbuileii- 'sa .hltoc,

Air son an sporain bu nib,'.,

Rinn sud dulaidh du sbeuid ligb Seumas.

Thionnaidli, &c.

Ach thig cuibhle an Ihortaìu mu 'n cuitli-t.

Car bho dheas na bho tbuatli,

'S gheibh ar 'n eas-caraid duais na h-eucuir.

Ach thig cuibhle, &c.

'S gu 'in bi Uilleam Mac Dheòrs',

Mur chnioibh gun duilleach fo le^n,

Gun fhreamb, gun mheangan, gun mheoirean

'S gu 'ra bi Uilleam, &c. [gf^ige.

Gu ma lorn bhios do leac.

Gun bhean, gun bhrathair gun mbac,
Gun fhuaim chirsaicb, gun lasair eheire.

Gun ma lorn, &c.

Gun solas, sonas, no seanns,

Ach dòlas dona mu d' cheann.

Mur bh' air ginealach Chlann na b-Kiphit.

Gun solas sooas, &c.

A's chi siiin fhathasd do cheann,

Dol gun athadh ri ciann,

'S coin an adhair gu teann ga reubadh.

A's chi siniif &c.

'S bidh sinn uile fa-dheòidh,

Araon sean agus og,

Fo 'n righ dhligheach "ga 'n coir duinn geilleadh.

'S bidh sinn, &c.

* Lord Oeorge Murray is here alluded to ; his father
to preserve his estates whatever the upshot of the conflict
might be, sent Lnrd George to jnin i he prince, while his
oldest soil took up arms in su[iport of tdc government
forces—each having nistructmns to measure their adher-
ence or fidelity according to the probabilities of s
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AiG taobh siut)iain iiashuidhe 's e sgith,

Thii 'n Criosdaidli boehd Iain Uuadli,

Na cheatliarnach thathasd gun skh,
Sa chas air tuisleadh sa 'n tim gu truagh.

Ma thig Duimhnich no Cataich am dhàil,

Mil 'n slaiiaich mo lùigheaniiaii ti'uagh,

Ged thig iad clio trie a's is àill,

Cha chuir iad orm lamli le luath's.

Ni mi 'n ubliaidhf rinii Peadar do Phàl,

'S a lùighean air f;is leiim bruaich,

Senchd paidir 'ii aiiiin Sagairt a's Pap,

Ga cliuir ris iia phlàsd mu'n cuairt.

* Having sprained his ankle wlicn under hiding, after

the battle uf Culloden, and while resting himself beside a

cataract, keeping his foot in the water, he composed the
above piece as a prayer, and the following stanzas in

English ; both of which he seems to have couched in the

style of language peculiar to the Pealms.

JOHN ROY STUART'S PSALM.

The Lord's the same as heretofore,

he's always good to me,
Though red-coats come a thousand more,

afraid I will not be.

Though they the woods do cut and burn,
and drain the writers dry

;

Nay, though the rocks they overturn,

and change the course of Spey :

Though they mow down both corn and grass,

and seek me under ground
;

Though hundreds guard each road and pass,

John Koy will not be found.

The Lord is just, lo ! here's a mark,
he's gracious and kind,

like fools gro)!

1 blind.

Though lately straight before their face,

they saw not where I stood
;

The Lord's my shade and hiding-place-

he's to mc always good.

Let me proclaim, both far and near,

o'er all the earth and sea,

That all with admiration hear,

how kind the Lord's to me.

Upon the pipe I'll sound his praise.

and dance upon my stumps.

A sweet new tune to it I'll raise,

and play it on my trumps. I

t An incantation of great antiquity, handed down to us
j

from the classic era of Homer. It hasslUl its class of
j

sturdy believers in many remote and pastoral districts of i

Ubhaidh eile as leith Mhuire nan gràs,

'S urrainn creideach dheanatìh slaii ri uair •

Tha mis' atn chreideamh gun teagamh. gun dail,

Gun toir sinn air ar naimhdean buaidh.

Sgeul eile 's gur h-oil learn gu'r fior,

Tha 'n drasd anns gach tir mu 'n cuairt,

Gach fear gleusda bha feumail do 'n righ,

Bhi ga 'n ruith feadh gach frith air an ruaig.

Bodaich dhona gun onair, gun bhrigh,

Ach gionach gu ni air son duais,

Gabliail fàth oirnn 's gach ait arm sa'm bi

—

Cuir a chuibhie so' Chriosda mu'n cuairt

!

Ma thionndas i deiseal an dr.'isd,

'S gu*m faigh Frangaich am Flannras buai',

Tha 'm earbs' as an targanachd bh;i,

Gu 'n tig armailt tiI st.'i dhuinn thar chuan.

the Highlands, 'i'he Editor well recollects with what self,

complacency and sangfroid the female Esculapii of his

native glen used to repeat the
*' Eòlas sgiuf/uirth feithe,"

over the hapiesà hobbler of sprained ankles. With the
success or result of the procedure we have nothing to do :

\

its efficacy was variously estimated. The ** Cantatum
orum" was a short oration of Crambo, in the vernacular
language; and if the dislocated joints did not jump into

their proper places during the recitation, the practitioner

never failed to augur favourably of comfort to the patient.

There were similar incantations for all the ills to which
human flesh is heir: the toothach, with all its excruciating
pain, could not withstand the potency of Highland magic

;

dysentery, gout, dysury, &x., had all their appropriate

remedies in the never-failing specifics of incantation. Nor
were these cures confined to the skilful hand of the female
necromancer alone ; an order of men, universally known
by the rognomen of the '* Cliarshcana-chain" were the
legitimate practitioners in the work. Two of these metrical
incantations we may briefly quote as specimens of the
whole. The first relates to the cure of worms in the
human body and runs thus :

—

" Mharbhainn dubhag 's mharbhainn doirbheag,

A's naoi naoinear dheth a seòrsa.

•S fiolarcrion nan casan lionmhor,

Bu mhorpianadh airfeadh feòU," SiC.

Here follows the other, denominated ^'Eolasa Chronachm

aidh,'* or " Casg Seurn-Sufa." During its repetition, the

singular operation uf filling a bottle with water, was being

carried on ; and the incantation was so sung as to chime
with the gurgling of the liquid, as it was poured into the

vessel ; thus forming a sort of uncouth harmony, accord.

ing well with the wild and superstitious feelings of the

necromancers. From the fact that one or two Irish words

occur in it, and that the ch.nrm was performed in the

name of St I'atrick, it is probably of Irish origin ; but we
know tliat it held equally good iti the Highlands of Scotland

as it did across the Channel.

Deanamsa dhutsa, eolas air sul,

A uchd 'Ille Phàdruig naoimh.

Air at amhaich a's stad earabuill.

Air nai>i conair 's air naoi conriachair.

As airnaoibean seang sith.

Air sud seanna-ghdic 's sealla seanna-mhna.

Mas a soil firi, i lasadh mar lihigh,

Mas a siiil mnath i, i bhi dh'easbhnidh a clch,

Ealcadair fu.ir agus fuarachd da fuil,

Air an ni, 's air a daoine,

Air a crodh, *s air a caotrich fein.
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Gu'n toir Fortaii dlia didean le gl'às,

!\Iiir Mhaois 'nuair a thlaigh a mhuir ruadli,

Sgu'ni bidh Deòi'sa le 'dhrealainibh bait,

Mm- bha ^i t~amadan Pharauh 's a ^hluagh.

'Nuair bha Israel sgith 'san staid gbi-Ms,

liinneadh Saul an la sin iia I'igh,

Thug e sgiùrsadb le miosguiiin a's plàigli,

Or 1 M 's

Is anihuil bha Breatuiun fo bhròn,

O "na thriiig iad a chuir 's an righ
;

Ghabh flaitheas rinn corruich ro-mhor,

Crom-an-donais ! chaidh 'n seòrsa 'n diasg.

A lligli shocraich Muire nan gràs,

Crom riumsa le baigh do chluas
;

'S mi 'g uinliladh le m' ghlùn air an làr,

Gabh achanaich araid bhuam.

Clia'n eil sinn a sireadh ach coir,

Thug Cuigs agus Dheorsa bhuainn ;

'Keir do cheartais thoir neart dhuiun a's treoi

A's cum sinn bho I'hoirneart sluaigh ! Ame

CUMHA DO BHAINTIGHEARNA

MHIC-AN-TOISICH.*

Cia iad na dee 's na Duilean tre'un,

Tlieid leamsa aa'n sgeul' bhroin ?

Tha ghealach fòs, 's na renlltan glan,

'S a ghrian fo smal gach 16,

Gach craobh, gach coiU, gach bean 's cloinn,

Dha \n Ijeil na'm broinn an dcò.

Giub luibh, gach feur, gach ni 's gach spreidll,

]\Iu'n ti rinn boisge mòr.

Miu- rlHiiiineal cheir, 's i lasadh treun,

I\lar earr na grein I'o nbin,

Blia reull na mais, fo shiontaibh deas,

A nis thug I'rasan mor,

Oir bhris na tuinn 's na tobair bhuinn :

'S le mulad dhruigh na neoil,

'Se lagaich sinn, 's ar 'n-aigne tinn,

'S gu'n ruith ar cinn le deòir.

Mu'n ribhinii hilt nan ioina gràs,

A cluiisinn gràdh an t-sloigh.

F.ir Uic Air, see the P.ev. Patrick M'Donald's CoUec

1 of Highland Airs, page 16—No. 100.

i\Io bheud gti br.-ith do sgeula bais,

An taobh ud thall de'n Gheùp,

Aiiniir ghasd' nan gorm-shuil dait,

'S nan gruaidh air dbreach nan ròs,

'S e do chuir I'o lie a chlaoidh mo neart,

'S a dh't'hag mi 'm feasd gun treùir.

Do chor'p geal, seang, mar lili ban,

'Se 'n dels' a charadh *n sròl,

A nis a ta gaeh neach fo chr.'idh,

'S tu 'n ciste chiàr nam bòrd,

A gheug nam buadh is aillidh snuadh,

Gur mis tha truagh 's nach beò,

Du ihuimbn' air chruas, ri linn nan sluagh,

Gur ciiiute' dh'lhuasglas deuir.

Tha Mac-an-Toisich nan each seang,

'S nam bratach srannmhor sròil.

Gun aobhar gàirdeachais ach cràdh.

Ma ghrkdh 's nach eil i beò,

A ribhinn shuairc a b' aillidh snuadh,

O Chaisteal Uaimh nan corn.

An gallan reidh o cheannard treun.

An t-sloinne Mheinnich mhòir.

Note This lament was composed on the celebrated

Lady M'lntosh of Moyhall, whose firm attachment to the

Chevalier's interest is well known. A story is told of this

lady which exhibits her character in a very bold and mas-

culine light. Prince Charles had arrived at Moy, on his

return from England, two or three days before his followers

camethrough Athol and the wilds of Badcnoch. M'lntosh

and his clan were from home with the other Jacobites, and

the place was altogether unprotected. Some keen.sightcd

loyalist had seen the Prince, and forthwith communicated

the intelligence to Lord Louden, then stationed at Inver-

ness With 5U0 soldiers. His Lordship immediately marched

towards .Moy, taking a circuitous route, however, loavoid

detection. Intimation was carried to Lady M'lntosh of

his Lordship's approach—it was a moment of awful and

anxious incertitude. She immediately sent for an old

smith, one of M'lntosh's retainers, and a council of war

was held. "There is but one way," said her Ladyship,

"of saving Prince Charles—your own Prince; and that is

by giving them battle, " " Battle !" exclaimed the smith,

"where are our heroes? alas! where to-night are the sons

of my heart •." It was ultimately arranged that Prince

Charles should Ije placed under hiding, and that the son of

Vulcan, with other six old men who were left at home,

should give them battle. Armed with claymore, dirk,

and guns, together with a bagpipe and old pail (drum), our

octogenarian little army lurked in a dense clump of brush-

wood until the red.coats came up. It was now night, and

the sound of Lord Louden's men was heard—they

were within a mile of Moy ! The sinilh anil his fullowers,

as instructed by her Ladyship, flrtd gun alter gun, until

the six were discharged ; he then roared out " Clan

M'Donald, rush to the right—Cameron, forward in a

double column in the centre—M'lntosh, wheel to the left,

and see that none will escape !" This was enough ; the

red.coats heard—stood, and listened—all the clans were

there—so, at least, thought Lord Louden, and away they

fled in the greatest disorder and confusion, knocking one

another down in their flight, and not daring to look behind

them iMiliI they had distanced the smith by miles !



2-H) SAR-013AIR NAM BARD GAELACH.

C I N K E A C H M A C - C II I K N [ C H.

Kenneth M'Kenzie was born at Caisteal Leauii', near Inverness, in the year 1758.

His parents were in comfortable circumstances, and gave him the advantages of a good

education. When he was about seventeen years of age, he was bound an apprentice as

a sailor, a profession he entered with some degree of enthusiasm. Along with his Bible,

the gift of an affectionate mother, he stocked his library with other two volumes, namely
;

the poems of Alexander M'Donald and Duncan M'Intyre. These fascinating produc-

tions he studied and couiic<i over on "the far blue wave," and ihey naturally fanned the

latent flame of poetry wliich yet lay dormant in his breast. His memory was thus kept

hovering over the scenes and associations of his childhood ; and, represented throuyli the

magic vista of poetic genius, every object became possessed of new cliainis, iinil so

entwined his affections around his native country and vernacular tongue, that distance

tended only to heighten their wortli and beauties.

He composed the most of Ids songs at sea. His " Piobnirric/id na Luinije' is

an imitation of M'Intyre's inimitable "Beinn-duruiii," but it possesses no claims to a com-

parison with that master-piece. We are not prepared to say which is the best school for

poetic inspiration, or for refining and maturing poetic genius; but, we venture to assert,

that the habits of a seafaring man have a deteriorating influence over the youthful feelings.

This has, perhaps, been amply exemplified in the person of Kenneth M'Kenzie. He was

evidently born with talents and genius ; but, notwithstanding the size of his published

volume, we find only four or five pieces in it which have stepped beyond the confines of

mediocrity : these we give, as in duty bound.

M'Kenzie returned from sea in the year 1789, and commenced going about taking in

subscriptions, to enable him to publish his poems. With our own veneration for the

character of a poet, we strongly repudiate that timber brutality which luxuriates in insult-

ing a votary of the muses. Men of genius are always, or almost always, men of sensibi-

lity, and nice and acute feelings ; and it appears to us inexplicable how one man can take

pleasure in showing another indignities, and hurting his feelings. The itinerant subscrip-

tion-hunting bard, has always been the object of the little ridicule of little men. At him

the men of mere clay hurl their biittering-ram ; and our author appears to have

experienced his own sliare of tlie evil. Having called ujion Alexander M'Intosh, of

Cantray Down, he not only refused him his subscription, but gruffly ordered him to be

gone from his door ! Certainly a polite refusal would have cost the high-souled gentkinan

as little as this rebufli', and a])ologies of a tolerably feasible nature can now be found for

almost every failing. Our bard, thus unworthily insulted, retaliates in a satire of great
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merit. In this cynic production lie pours fortli periods of fire ; it is an impetuous torrent

of bitter irony and witliering declamation, ricli in the essential ingredients of its kind ;

and M'lntosh, who does not appear to have been impenetrable to the arrows of remoise,

died, three days after the published satire was in his possession.* Distressed at this

mournful occurrence, which he well knew the superstition and gossip of his country would

father upon him, M'Kenzie went again among his subscribers, recalled the books from

such as could be prevailed upon to give them up, and consigned them to the flames : a

sufficient indication of his sorrow for his unmerciful, and, as he thought, fatal castigation

of M'lntosh. This accounts for the scarcity of his books.

Shortly after this event, his general good character and talents attracted the attention of

Lord Seaforth and the Earl of Buchan, whose combined influence procured him the rank

of an oSicer in the 78th Highlanders. Having left the army, he accepted the situation of

Postmaster in an Irish provincial town, where he indulged in the genuine hospitality of

his heart, always keeping an open door and spread table, and literally caressing such of

his countrymen as chance or business led in his way. We have conversed with an old

veteran who partook of his liberality so late as the year 1837.

In personal appearance, Kenneth M'Kenzie was tall, handsome, and strong-built ; fond

of a joke, and always the soul of any circle where he sat. If his poems do not exhibit

any great protuberance of genius, they are never flat ; his torrent may not always rush

with impetuosity ; but he never stagnates ; and such as relish easy sailing and a smooth-

flowing current, may gladly accept an invitation to take a voyage with our sailor-poet.

M O L A D H N A L U I N G E.

'S beag mo i^hunnt ris un liknn^

Afhran bhirn 's bcagan hracha ;

B'aTtnsa learn caismeachd mo ruin^

Air cuan dù-ghorin le capull.

Ge d' a tha mi ann san am,

Air mo chrampadh le astar,

'S trie a thug mi greiseaii gàrbh,

Air an fhàirge ga masgadh.

'5 heag mo shmnt^ <5'C.

Greis le beachd a deanamh iùil,

'S greis cuir siùil aiiu am pasga<l

Greis air iomairt, 's greis air stiùir,

'S greis air chul nam ball-acuiuii.

'.S' beag mo shtcniU, t^r.

'S e mo cheist an capall grlnn,

Kachadh leimi air an aiseag,

'S taobli an fhuaraidll, Ins a cinii,

S mtiir ri slinn taobh an t'hasgaldh.

'.S beag mo shuint^ ^e.

Uair a bhiodh i fada slii-t<,

Anns an iochdar nach t'.m-t' i,

'S greis eile 'ii-aird nam frith,

S i cuir dhU air a leath-taubh.

'ò" beag mo slmnnt^ ^j.

. This happened in the year 1193, tvlMthc uthor published.
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'S Ì nach pilleadli gun clieaiin-fa',

'S 1 neo-sjjàthacli gu sraclidadh,

A genrradh tuinn* le geur roinn,

'S cudrom gaoith' air iia slatan.

'S heag mo skunnt^ <^c.

'Nuair a chuirt i air a dòigh,

'S a cuid seM ris na racaii,

Chuirt' a mach an t-aodach sgebid :

Sud a si'ùn ris an as-caoin.

^S heag mo shunnt, ^c.

Bhiodh i turraban gun tamh,

'S chluiniite g'àinich fo'n t-sao !,

'S bhiodh gach glùn dh'i doi fillt',

'S cliluiiinte bid aig gach aisinn.

*<S' beaff mo shunnt. ^c.

Chile muir na thonnan àrd.

'S chluiiint' i gàraich gu t'arsuiuu,

'S bheireadh ronn ard nan steoU,

Buille thròm ann gach achlais.

'S bear; mo shunut^ S^c.

Ann an as-caoineachd a chuaiu,

'S ann am fuathas na fraise,

Thugaihh t'aiceiL air a gliaoth ;

—

"Fhearabh gaoil cumaibh rag i."

'*S beag mo shunnt^ i5["c.

Chluinnte farum aig an fhaìrg',

Moiach garbh anns an ath-sith,

Beucach, raiigach, torrach, searbh,

Sranriach, anabharadh, brais i.

'5 beag mo shinnt, 4'C.

Buill bu treis de'n chorcraich ùir,

Croiiin de'n ghiubhsaich bu daite,

Eideadh cainb nach biudh meanbh,

'S chite geala-dheaig a bhrataich.

'S beag mo shunjit, ^-c.

Se mo ruin na fearadh glfust',

'S iad nach truigeadh 'an caitean,

Chhiiniite langan nam fear òg,

'S iad nach deonaicheadh gealtachd.

'A' beag mo shunnt^ <^c.

Tha'ii cridheachan t'arsuinn mòr,

*S trie a dh'òl Ìad na bh'aca,

Datiihii a's inghiiiean a's ceòl,

'Nuair bu choir dol gu 'n Icabaidh.

^S beag mo shunnt, ^r.

Bi'dh iad gu f'uireachar geur,

'N am do'n ghrein dol a chadal,

CVik'ireach, luinneagach, reidh,

N am bh*i 'g ciridh sa' uihadainn,

*-S beag mo shunnt^ t^'C*

AM FEILE rUEASACH.

^S ejeilcpreasack flackd mo rùin^

'S osau nach ruigfaisg an gììm,

'S cota breac nam basan dlù^

'5 bonaid dhu-ghorm thogarrach.

B' annsa learn am feile cuaich,

Na casag de 'n aodach Iuaight\

'S brigis nan ceannglaichfiin cruaidb,

Gur e'n drucli-uair a thogainn dh'i.

""S e feile preasach, ^c.

Tha 1 (h.'ii cideadli las,

Cuach an ihcilidh nan dlù bhas,

Shiubhlain leis 's na sluibhtean cas,

'S rachainn brais air obair leis.

'S e feile preasach, ^c.

Ge'd a tharlainn ann sa' bhèinn,

Fad na seachduiu ^s mi leam fetn,

Fuachd na h-oidhch' cha dean dhomh bead,

Tha 'm breacan t'hein cho caidearach.

''S e feile preasach, di'c.

Shiubhlain leis feadh ghleann a's t>leibh,

'S rachainn do'n chtachan leis fhein,

TIachd nan gruagach 's uaill nan steud,

S è deas gu feum na'n togramaid.

S efeile preasach., ^c.

'S ealamh eadrom è sa' ghleann,

'S cuilbheir r(.Mdh to' sgeith gun mheang,

A dh'ihagaidh udlaich ceir-gheal fànn,

A bheireadh srann sa leagadh e.

'5 efeile preasach^ ^-c.

Am feileadh air am beil mi'n geall,

Dealg nar gtiaillibh suas gun fheall,

Crios ga ghlasadh las neo-theann,

'S biodh e gach am gu baganta.

''S efeile preasach^ ^c.

'S ann leam bu taitneach è bhi n-àird,

Nam dhomh tachairt ri mo ghiadh,

B'fhearr leam seachduin dheth na dhà

De bhrigis ghvainnde rag-sheallach.

""S efcilc preasach^ SyC.

nh a'n t-cide I breachilan

eadh cliù.

'S e dheaiuulh turn gui

'-6' efeile -preasackf 4'C.
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'N am do gliaisgich dol ail- fcuin

Gùeil ghast gu sracadh bhein,

Piob ga spalpadh 's aiiail reidli,

A chuireadh eud a's ladadh aiiul.

'•S' efcilc preasach^ ^r.

'e sud caismeachd iird mo ruin,

ronaii giiireaoh, ban' gach ciùil,

i-ais phuirt raheaia, leauadh dlù

CUath gu lùghor giad-mheurac

^S e/ci^e preasach, ^c.

Nuair a ghlact' sail achlais i,

l!fus bu taitiiich chuiitia' mi,

Siutinsair pailt-thollach gun dl

—

Os cionii a chinn gu fad-chraniia{;h.

'6' efciU preasach, -^c.

'S i 's boiche dieach 'sa 's tlachdmhor siiuagh;

Tartrach, sgaiiteil, brais phuirt luatb,

Muiiieal Liòm air uchd nam buagb,

Cliluinnte fuaim 'nuair ragadh i.

'S e/eite jireasach, t^-c.

A ri ! bu ruith-leumach na meoir,

Dàmhsa brais mu'n seach gun leon,

Is iad air ehrith le mire gleòis,

Chluinnte sròl gu farumach.

'S efeile preasach^ <^c.

Bheireadh i air ais gu fònn

An cridhe dh'fbasgu tùrsach, trùm,

*S chuircadli i spiorad 's gach sonn

Gu dol air am gu spadaireaclid.

'5 efeile preasach^ tS[c.

Fhuair i 'n t-urram thar gach ceòl,

Cuiridh i raisneach 's gach tcoil,

Togaidh i gu aird nan neoil,

Inntinn seoid gu baitealach

'S efeile pfeasacfi^ i^c.

BIAIREARAD MHOLACII MUl^i.

LUmUEAG.

Afo run Mairearad mli'ui mhuladi,

\S mo rim Mairearad mholach tnh'n

J\ro run Mairearad mhin mholacli^

'S iomadh fear a tlCair a ft,

'S ioma gille tapaidh bàrra-ghast,

Eadar Dealganros nam frith,

S ceann Loch-nis nam bradan tarra-j

Tha le imc-cheist air a ti.

Mo run, ^c.

N aile chumainn trod ri naoinear,
Cjed' a dii'aomadh lad gu strl

'S cha leag ml gu bràth !e duin' i,

On a dh'fhas i molach min.

Mo run, ^c.

'S truagh nach sinn bha air àirìdh.

Air ar fiigail ann leinn fhln,

S chumadh i bho'n fhuachd mi sibhailt.

On a dh'lbàs i molach min.
Mo run, 4-c.

Ge d' a gheibhinn tairgse bh.' iiitigh'rn,

'S neo-ar-thaing a bheirinn d'i,

'S m;,rgum b'fherr leam Nic-'lll-Eanndrais,
Tha na th'ann d'i moiach min.
Mo rim, (fc.

13uaidhean mo chruinneig cha luir dhomb,
An cnir an geill cha dean m; 'n inns'.

Thug nàdur dh'i tuigs as reasaii

Agus ceill nam beusan tillt.

Mo rim, ^i\

J'ha i sgeudaichte le h-àiltearhd,

'S a c.'iirdeas mar ghr;,ii air pill,

Scimh, fallain, ùr, 's cumaite dh'fhas i,

O mullach gu sail a buinn.

Mo rim, 4c.

Le.im a b'ait a bhi ga pògadh,
Beul on tig an t-òran binii,

Gruaidh mar dhearcaig, suil is

'S mor mo bhòsd a glòir à cii

Mo l'ÙTl. *c.

nùdhair,

B'annsa leam a bhi ga h-eisdeachd,

Na smeciiach sa Cheitean shll,

Na fonn tìdhle nam binn theudan,

'S na tha cheòl 'an Eiriiin chri.

Mo ru„, ^c.

Do Chuilodair gun tig gàisgich,

Gillean tapaidh as gach tir,

'S bi'dh gach fear an geall air luireach,

Mar ri Mairearad mholach nihlii.

Mo rim, ^c.

Dheanainn cur, a's ar, a's buain dh'i,

'.S dheanainn cruach gun chiorram dh'i,

S bheirinn sithinn o uchd fhuar-bheann,
'S t)heirinn ruaig air cuaintean sgi.

A/0 run, S,e.

Shiubhiain lalha'sshlublain òidhche.

Is ghleidhinn sàibhreas dh'i gun di,

S on is caomh leam Nic-'lll-Eanndrais,

'S caomh le Nic-'Ill-Eanndiais mi.
Mo run. ^-c.
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Nam suidlie steaeh, le eibhiieas ait,

Kl cutr ma seach nan dr.iinnclianf

Bi'dli ciiir nan cinn a'g èiiidh,

'S gach tè (Ìliiù rì tauaid ort!

Tha na ^illcaii òga,

Nan dachas cho amaideach,

'S iad le'ra barail ghùrach,

'An tòir air na caileagan,

Ach fhad sa bhios an suilean,

Chu duinnte, cha'ii aithnich iad,

'S cha 'n fhaic iad Gloc-air-gàiadh,*

Ged' tharladh i maille riu.

A cliaoidh cha'n fbaic sibh, iad cho ceart,

ÌMar gabh sibh beachd le ghlaineachan,

'S mus e 's gun dearc sibh. mo 's faisg.

Gun tig a ghart, san t-eanach dhibb:

Mar bheathach bochd, a bliios gun toirt,

'Nuaii' theid a ghoirt a's t-earracb ann,

'S ceart ionaiin 's mar iii ghuraich,

Air drùbhar nan caileagan.

aan, whose custom was,

ng by, to get up on some
eminence, and call the hens from the corn, or cry to the

herd to be careful, for no other reason than that she might

be taken notice of The cognomen is one of general

application, but the bard had a particular (iame in view ;

—

and we tiave been told on undoubted authority, when she

heard of her new name, that she gave up all concern about

tlie hens and the herd-boy, to tlic great comfurt and ease

ofboth. Her father, however, suffered by the assumed
modesty of his daughter—the herd-boy slept, the cows
followed the hens into the corn fields, and destroyed them
so much, that the old man was heard to swear if he came
in contact with the poet, ha would give him a hearty

flagellai'.nn for making his daughter worse than useless to

him at outsi:}e ivork

!

Ge b'è chuireas dull annt',

An dùiachd cha'ii aithnich èj

Ge d' dheanadh i do phògadb,

'S ge d' òladh i drama leat,

'S ge d' gliealladh i le dùchas,

Gum pòsadh Ì 'iieatlirar thu,

»Nnair thionnta' tu do chùl-thaobbj

Bi'dh 'n suilean gan camadh riut.

Mar sud their ise, ged' tus 's glic',

Gun deanainn trie, nach althne dhut,

*S ge mor do bheachd, cha rachainn leat,

I\Iar biodh do bheaitas màile riut,

'S mar be dhomh 'n leisg, a bhi am lei$,

Cun deanainn reic a's ceannach ort,

'S 'niiair bhios tu falamh chùinneadh,

Gum feuch mi cùl-thaobh bhaile dhut.

'Sgp beghabhas fàth orr',

Ga bràcli bi'dli air aithreachas,

'S ma dh' fheuchas i dha cairdeas,

Cha'n fhearr bhJos a bliarail oirr';

'Snio theidemoisd'.na-
Thig tiiir' agus tarran air,

'S mo gheibh i e sa ghàradh,

Cha tar e dhol tharais air :

lii'dh e cho glic ri duin' air mhisg,

'S bidh each ga mheas mar araadan
;

Nnair bhios e glact' mar Ìan an snap,

'S nach un*' e chas a tharrninn as

;

'S a chaoi le tlachd, cha 'n fhaigh e las,

Mur brist e 'n acuinn theannachaidb,

'S ma se 's nach cuir e brèid oirr',

'S an-èìbhinn ri latha dba.
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William Ross, was born in Broadford, parish of Strath, Isle of Skye, in tlie year I7G2.

His parents were respectable, though not opulent. His father, John Ross, was a native

of Skye, and of an ancient family of that name, whose ancestors had lived in that country

throughout a long series ofgenerations. His mother was a native of Gairloch, in Ross-shire,

and daughter of the celebrated blind piper and poet, John Mackay, well known by the

name of Piobairc Dull.

It appears that when William was a boy, there was no regular school kept in that part

of the country : and as his parents were anxious to forward his education, they removed

with him and a little sister from Skye to Forres. While attending the Grammar school

of the latter place, he discovered a strong propensity to learning, in which he made such

rapid advances as to attract the notice and esteem of his master ; and the pupil's sense of

his obligations was always acknowledged with gratitude and respect. This teacher, we

arc informed, declared, that on comparing young Ross with the many pupils placed under

his care, he did not remember one who excelled him as a general scholar, even at that

early period of life.

After remaining for some years at Forres, his parents removed to the parish of Gairloch,

where the father of our bard became a pedlar, and travelled through Lewis, and the other

western Isles—and, though William was then young and of a delicate constitution, lie ac-

companied his father in his travels through the country, more with the view of discovering

and making himself acquainted with the different dialects of the Gaelic langu'.igc, than

from any pecuniary consideration—the desire of becoming perfectly familiar with his

native tongue, thus strongly occupying his mind even at this early period of life. And

he has often afterwards been heard to say, that he found the most pure and genuine dialect

of the language among the inhabitants of the west side of the Island of Lewis.

In this manner he passed some years, and afterwards travelled through several parts of

the Highlands of Perthshire, Breadalbane, and Argyleshire, &c., seeing and observing all

around him with the eye and discernment of a real poet. At this period, he composed

many of his valuable songs; but some of these, we are sorrj' to say, are not now to be found.

Having returned to Gairloch, he was soon afterwards appointed to the charge of the

parish school of that place, which he conducted with no ordinary degree of success. From

the time of his entering upon this charge, it was generally remarked, that he proceeded

in (he discharge of his duties with unremitting firmness and assiduity, and in a short time

gained a reputation for skill in the instruction of the young committed to his trust, rarely
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known in the former experience of that school. He had a peculiar method and humour

in his intercourse with liis pupils, whicii amused and endeared the children to him: at tlie

same time it proved the most effectual means of impressing the juvenile mind and con-

veying the instructions of the teacher. Many of those who were under his tuition still

speak of him with the greatest enthusiasm and veneration.

In the course of his travels, and while schoolmaster of Gairloch, he contracted an

mtimacy with several respeetahle families, many of whom afforded him testimonies of

friendship and esteem. His company was much sought after, not only on account of his

excellent songs, but also for his intelligence and happy turn of humour. He was a warm

admirer of the songs of otlier poets, which he often sung with exquisite pleasure and taste.

His voice, though not strong, was clear and melodious, and he had a thorough acquaint-

ance with the science of music. He played on the violin, flute, and several other instru-

ments, with considerable skill ; and during his incumbency ns schoolmaster, he officiated

as precentor in the parisli church.

In the capacity of schoolmaster he continued till his health began rapidly to decline.

Asthma and consumption jireyed on his constitution, and terminated his mortal life, in

llie year 1790, in the twenty .eij;htli year of his age. This occurred while he was residing

at Badachro, Gairloch. His funeral was attended by nearly the whole male population

of the surrounding country. He was interred in the burying ground of the Clacliun of

Gairloch, and a simple upright stone, or Clach-chuimhne, with an English inscription,

marks his "narrow house."

In personal appearance, Ross was tall and handsome, being nearly six feet high. His

iiair was of a dark brown colour, and his face had the peculiarly open and regular features

which mark the sons of the mountains ; and, unlike the general tribe of poets, he was

exceedingly finical and ])articular in his dress. As a scholar, Ross was highly distin-

guished. In Latin and Greek he very much excelled ; and it was universally allowed

that he was the best Gaelic scholar of his day.

It is not to be wondered at, that a being so highly gifted as was Ross, should be ex-

tremely susceptible of the influence of the tender passion. Many of his songs bear wit-

ness that he was so. During his excursions to Lewis, he formed an acquaintance with

Miss Marion Ross of Stornoway (afterwards Mrs Clough of Liverpool,) and paid his

homage at the shrine of lier beauty. He sung her charms, and was incessant in his

addresses,

—

' Every i

With music of all sorts, and songs composed

To ber :"

But still he was rejected by the coy maid ; and the disappointment consequent on this

unfortunate love affair, was thought to have preyed so much on his mind, as to have im-

paired his health and constitution, during the subsequent period of his life. To this young

lady he composed (before her marriage) that excellent song expressive of his feelings,

almost bordering on despair, " Feasgar hiain a's mi air chuairt."

In the greater number of his lyrics, the bard leads us along with him, and imparts tc

L...



!78 SAII-OBAIR NAM BARD GAELACH. '

us so much of his own tenderness, feeling, luul entliusiasm, that our thoughts expand and

kindle with his sentiments.

Few of our Highland bards have acquired the celebrity of William Ross—and fewer

still possess his true poetic powers. In purity of diction, felicity of conception, and

mellowness of expression, he stands unrivalled—especially in his lyrical pieces. M'Don-

ald's fire occasionally overheats, and emits sparks which burn and blister, while Ross's

flame, more tempered and regular in its heat, spreads a fascinating glow over the feelings,

until we melt before him, and are carried along in a dreamy pleasure through the Arca-

dian scenes, which his magic pencil conjures up to our astonished gaze. If M'Intyre's

torrent fills the brooklet to overflowing, the gentler stream of Ross, without tearing

awav the embankment, swells into a smooth-flowing, majestic wave—it descends like the

summer shower irrigating the meadows, and spreading a balmy sweetness over the entire

landscape. If it be true that "Sermo est imago animi," the same must hold equally true of

a song—and judging from such of his songs as have come into our hands, our author's

mind must have been a very noble one—a mind richly adorned with the finest and

noblest feelings of humanity—a mind whose structure was too fine for the rude com-

munion of a frozen-hearted world—a mind whose emanations gush forth, pure as the lim-

pid crystalline stream on its bed of pebbles. It is difficult to determine in what species

of poetry William Ross most excelled—so much is he at home in every department. His

pastoral poem " Oran an t-Samhraid/i," abounds in imagery of the most dehghtful kind.

He has eschewed the sin of M'Intyre's verbosity and M'Donald's anglicisms, and luxu-

riates amid scenes, which, for beauty and enchantment, are never surpassed. His objects

are nicely chosen—his descriptions graphic—his transitions, although we never tire of

any object he chooses to introduce, pleasing. We sit imraoveably upon his lips, and are

allured at the beck of his finger, to feed our eyes on new and hitherto unobserved beau-

ties. When we have surveyed the whole landscape, its various component parts are so

distinct and clear, that we feel indignant at our own dulness for not perceiving them

before—but as a finished picture, the whole becomes too magnificent for our com-

prehension.

Ross possessed a rich vein of humour when he chose to be merry ;—few men had a

keener relish for the ludicrous. His Anacreontic poem "Moladk an Uisge-Bheatha," is

a s])lendid specimen of this description. How vivid and true his description of the grog-

shop worthies—not the base and brutalized debauchees—but that class of rural toppers,

who get Bacchi plenus once or twice in the year at a wedding, or on Christmas. This

was a wise discrimination of the poet: had he introduced the midnight revelry, and

baser scenes of the city tavern, his countrymen could neither understand nor rehsh it.

But he depicts the less offensive panorama of his country's bacchanals, and so true to

nature—so devoid of every trait of settled libertinism, that, while none is off'ended, all

are electrified—and the poet's own good taste and humour expand over the singer and

the entire group of auditors.

Among his amorous pieces, there arc two of such prominent merit, that they cannot be

passed over.—" Feasgar luain ;" so intimately connected with the poet's fate, has been

1__ ^
-

^^
-
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already noticed. Its history like that of its auth.or, is one of love and brevity—it was

composed in a few hours to a young lady, whom he accidentally met at a convivial party

— and sun^, with all its richness of ideality and mellowness of expression, before they

broke up. " Moladh na h-òighe Gàelich," although not so plaintive or tender, is, per-

haps, as a poetical composition, far before the other. Never was maiden immortalized in

8uch well-chosen and appropriate strains—never did bard's lips pour the incense of adu-

lation on maiden's head in more captivating and florid language, and never again shall

moimtain maid sit to have her picture drawn by so faithful and powerful a pencil.

Without going beyond the bounds of verity, it may be affirmed that his poetry, more

perhaps than that of most writers, deserves to be styled the poetry of the heart—of a

heart full to overflowing with noble sentiments, and sublime and tender passions.

ORAN DO MHARCUS NAN GREUMACH;

AGUS DO'N EmEADil-GHAELACH.

Bu trom an t-arsneul a bh'air m'aigne,

Le I'adaclid 's le mi-ghean,

A bhuiii mo threoir 's mo thabhachd dhiom,

Cha gliabhadh cèol na niàrau rium

Ach thaiiig ùr thosgair' da m' iuiinsaidh,

'DliCiisg mi as mo shuain,

'Nuair t'huair mi n sgeul blia mor li eigh'd

Gun d'eadi'òmaich mo smuain.

I3 latha sealbliach, rathail, dealarach,

Alail, ainmeil, àgh-mhor,

A dh'fhuasgail air na h-Albannaich,

Bho mhachraichean gu garbhlaiehean,

Bbo uisge-Thuaid* gu Arcamh-chuain,

13ho Dbeasgu Tiiath gu leir ;

Is biniie 'n srann feadh shrath a's ghleann

Na organ gun mheang glèus.

A Mhareuis !)ig nan Greumach,

Fhir ghleust' an aigne rioghail,

O ! gu'm a buan air t-aiteam thu,

Gu treubhacii, buadhach, macanta,

'S tu '11 ùr-shlat ahiinn "s muirneil blàtli

Ue'ii fhiubhaidh aird nach crion,

Gur trie na Gàeil 'g Ò1 do shlaint',

Gu h-armunnacb air tion.

• The Water of Tweed.

Mo cbeist am firean foinnidh, direach,

Maiseacb, fior-ghhiTi, ainmeil,

IVIo slitiubhag sùl-giiorm, amaisgeil,

Tha combant, cliùiteacb, bearraideach,

A b'aird' a leumadb air each-sveine,

'i\I barracbd eucbd thar chàich ;

'S tu bhuiiiig cuis a bharr gach cùirt,

'S a cbuir air clml ar càs !

Air bhi air fjirsan dhomh gach la

Gur tus tlia ghiià air m' inntinn.

Mo ruin do'n tir o'n d'imich mi,

'S mo sbuil air fad gu pilleadh vi :

'S aiin thogas orm gu grad mo cbolg

Le aigne meanma<-b, treun—

Mo chliabh tlia gabbail lasadh aigheir,

'S ait mo naigbeaclid fein.

Thainig/asare anns an achd

A dh'òrdaich pailt am feileadh,

Tha eiridh air na breacanail

Le farum treun neo-lapanach,

Bi'dh oighean thapaidh snionih 'sa dath

Gu h-eibhinn, iiit, le uaill

Gach aoii diù 'g eideadh a' gaoil fein

Mar 's reidh leo anns gach uair
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Hitiilh cogadh ann no sio-chainnt,

Cha chiiir sin sior-euchd oirn,

An arm no feaclid ma thogras iad,

No 'n ài'-amach clia *n obamaid,

Le'r teanadh snas ri uchd an t'hiiatliV,

LeV neaiadh nasal fein
;

Le lannan cruaghach, neart-mhor, buan,

A leantain ruaig gun sgios !

On f hiiair sinn fasan le'r sàr chleaclidadh,

Dùis^eadli beaclid ar sinnsir,

Le run gun cheilg 's na h-uile fear,

'.S gun mheirgh' air leirg nan Lunnuinneach,

3.e sunnt a's gli'us, a's barrachd speis

Toirt àite* fein do*n lUgh,

Mo bhàs gun eis mar b'fhearr leam fein sin,

No ge d' eibht' an t-shith !

Note —This song, as its title indicates, was composed on

tlie repeal of President Forbes's unclothing act, and an

anecdote is related of its first rehearsal, wliich we deem not

unworthy of a place here. Our author, like all other poets

of his day and country, was a staunch Jacobite, while his

father was equally firm in his adherence to the family of

Hanover. William had composed the song during one

of his excursions through the country, where he probably

heard of the erasure of the nbiioxious act from the Statute

Book, and sung it for the first time to a happy group of

rustics who were in the h;ibit of congregating nightly at

his father's ingle to hear his new compositions. When he

came to the last stanza, in which he indirectly lampoons

his Majesty, " Ah !" said his father, involuntarily layinghis

hand on a cudgel, " ye clown, you know where and when
you sing that." " Heally, father," replied the poet, " I

would sing it in the House of Commons if you were not

there!"

ORAN AN T-SAMIIRAIDH,

AiR rONN—" 'Wiit ye wha I met ijcutrvcnS*

O ! mosg'Ieamaid gu suilbhear ait,

Le sunntachd g)iasd', a's eireamaìd,

Thamhadainn sa le furan ca.inih

Toirt cuireadh faoilteac.h, C-ihhinn, duinn
;

Cuireamaid fàilt air an lò,

Lf cruitean cèolmbnr, teiuMibinneach,

'S biodh ar cridbe deachdadli fuinn

'S ar beoil a seinn le speirid dha.

Nacli i-ltiinn thu bitb-fbuaim sutbain. seamh,

•S a bbiutbairni sgeambail, bhlu-dbealtrach,

'S beannaciidan a nuas o neamh

A dortadh fial gu làr aca :

Tha nadur a caochladh tuar

JiB caomli-cruth, cuannda, pairt-dhathach,

'S an cruinne iomlan, mu'n iath grian,

A tarruinn fiamlian grasail air.'

* Hanover.

Nach cliiinn thu còisir stolda, suairc',

'S an doir" ud shuas le'n i>ranan,

Seinn cliù dha'n Cruthadair fein,

Le laoidbean ceutacb, solasach.

Air chorraibh an sgiath gun tamh
Air mbeangain ard nan rò-chrannaibh,

Le*n ceileirean toirt moladh binn,

Dha'n Ti dh'ath-pbill am bèotachd riu.

Gu'm b'fhearr na bbi'n cadal an tamht

Air ieabaidh stàta chloimh-itich,

Eiridh moch sa mhadainn Mh.'iigh,

Gu falbb na fàsach fheoìrneìnich,

Ruaig a thoirt air bharr na driùcbd.

Do dboire dlù nan smeuvaichean.

Am bi tùis is curaidh na tion,

Le fàile ciatacb ròsanan.

Tha feartan toirbbeartacb, neo-gbann,

'S an am so gun gbreann dubblachdach,

Cuir truagan trom-dhait' air gach raon,

Le dealt, 's le braon ga'n ùrachadh

Tlia Flora cnodachadh gach eluain,

Gach glaic, a's bruach le flùraichean,

8 bi'dh neòinean, ròsan, 's lili ban,

Fo'n dithean aluinn, chul-mhaiseacb.

Tha Pliccbus fein, le lòchrann aigh,

Ag òradh ìird nam beanntaidiean,

'S a' taomadh nuas a ghathan tlà,

Cuir dreach air blàth nan gleanntanan
;

Gach innseag 's gach coirean fraoich

Ag tarruinn faoilt na Bealltainn air ;

Gach fireach, gach tulach, 's gach torn

Le foirm cuir fuinn an t-samhraidh oir'

Tha caoin, a's ciùin, airmuira^stir,

Air machair mhin's airgarbh-sbleibtean

Tha cuirnean driùolid na thùir air l;ir,

Ri aird 's ri àin na geala-ghreine
;

Bi'dh coiir, a's ptir. a's fraoch. a's four,

Gach iasg, gacb ^un, 's na h-ainmhidhen

Ri teachd gu'n gn:isalacbd 's gu nòs,

Na'n gnè, 's na'n doigh, san aimsir so.

Gur eibhinn àbhachd nìonag òg,

Air ghasgan feoir 'sna h-aonaichean,

An gleantaibh fàsaich 's iad gu suairc',

A falbb le buar ga'n saodachadli

;

Gu ii-urail fallain gun sgios,

Gu maiseach, fialaidh, faoilteachail,

Gu neo-chiontach 'gun cheilg, a's gras

Nan gaol a snàmh nan aodannan.

Uain' gach mi-ghean, sgios a's gruaim,

'S na bidheamaid uair fo'n aineartan,

Crathamaid air chùl gach bròn,

Le fonn, le col, 's le canntaireachd
;
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*S binn' ati tathaich sud mar cheud



282 SAK-013AR NAM BARD GAELACH.

Sinn gun mhulad, gun fhadachd,

O mhadainn gu h-bidhch',

Agus C»/ irf g'ar taladli,

Gu toirt graidh, 's sinn nar cloinn.

** 'S ge do thainig an samhradli,

*S mi sa' ghleann so ri spreidh,

Gur e's ti'ic learn am fagail,

'S bithidh each as an deigh ;

*S ann a dliiucas mi tharais

Do na ghàran learn fein,

Gu bhi taomadh mu dliosgainn

Ann am fochar nan geug.

" 'I'ha mo chairdean fo ghruaim rium,

O la chual' iad mar tha

—

Gurailnsaleam Caileaii

N'a fear-baile le than ;

Ach cha treiginn-s'' mo cheud-ghradh,

Gus an geillein do^n bhhs
;

Onagheallebhidileas,

Cia fath mu'n dibrinn-sa dha?"

So mar sheinn an caomh challin,

Tosan tairis a graidh,

'S » boid sheasmhach da ceud ghaol,

A*8 nach dibreadh gu brhtb,

Gach òigh' eile da cluiiin so.

Gun robh a h-inntinn gu bàs,

Gu bhi leaiitainn an t-samh'l ud,

(Mi'n a h-an-toil tboirt dha.

Aeb air bhi grathuinn na m' thamh dhomh,

'S mi gun àbhachd san rod,

*8 mo chliabh air lasadh le h-eibhneas

A' tahhairt eisdeachd da'n òigh—

Chunnacas òganach gasda

Teachd o' leacain a cbrJ>,

'S e le uile shàr imeachd,

'S b'ann gu Innis nam bo.

Bha dhreach, ''sadhealbh mar bumhiannacb,

Le bigh iarraidh dh'i fcin,

An tus briseadh an rùnachd,

'S i fo h-ùr bhlà airleill

;

lìeachd a b't' hearr, bu neo-fhurasd

A thabhairt tuille na dheigb,

Air an ùganach mhaiseaeh,

A teachd o leacain nan geug.

Ach suil dhaV) tug an t-òg gasda

IÌU rioghail mais' air gach taobh,

Dhearc air ùigh nan ciabh cas-bhuidh',

Siar fo' a^gail nan craobh ;

Dheachd a chridhe le furtarhd

Gu'm b'e sud cuspair a ghaoil,

A'^ ghuidh e beannachd da 'n chodhail,

A bheag am bròn daibh araon,

Is ann an glacaibh a chèile,

Le mor speis mar bu mhiann,

Ghlais an dith's ud le eibhneas,

'S an run reidh ga'n cutr dian
;

'S o'n bha furan rho tairis,

'S nach b'fhuras aithris cho fial,

Ghuidh mi sunas gun dith dhaibh,

Gu la 'n crlch a's mi triatl.

Note.—The circumstances that called forth the foregoing

beautiful song were these :—Our author in his excursions

was perambulating the Highlands of Perthshire, where he

happened to alight on aslieiling, or mountain dairy, in the

occupancy of a re^peciable farmer's daughter attended bya
young man one of her father's servants. The bard was

warmly invited to remain with them in this humble

but hospitable hut for some days to rest himselfand to bear

them company. The invitation was accepted. A person

of tlic poet's penetration could not long remain ignorant

of the fact that the artless maiden was uneasy in her mind ;

and, as they had now .iirii'cd at that stage of intimate

familiarity which justilico ihe disclosure of secrets ; upon

being questioned, she told him that lier affections were

fixed upon a neighbouring swain—a handsome, young
felloiv, whose advances, however, were discountenanced by
her parents in consequence of his poverty Koss possibly

entered with enthusiasm into his friend's romantic love-

affair—at all events, he was not the man to do violence to

the feelings of the human heart for the sake of pounds,

shillings, and pence. Short as his stay was in the sheiling,

he had frequent opportunities of seeing the young lover

and the milk maid meet in the solitude of a contiguous

dell. Spurning the threatened wrath of parents, they were
speedily married—the poet was invited to the marriage

feast, where he sung this song so tenderly expressive of the

bliss which had its consummation in the union of his fair

friend with the man of her affections.

MARBH-RANN DO PHRIUNNSA

TEARLACH.

CO'-SHEIRRI

ò-oraidh hhuan d/ia'/i t-suaithncas hhàn,

Gu là~luain cha ghhiais o'ii bhàs ;

Ghlac an uaigh an suaithncas hàii

'*S' leai-an/uaraidh tiiaim' a thdrnk !

Air hhi dhomh-sa triall thar druim

Air di-dùnaioh, ''s comhlan learn,

Leugbas litir naigheachd leiim,

*S cha Kgeul' ait a thachair innt',

Soraidh hhuan^ ^c.

Albainn arsaidh ! 's fathunn bròin,

Gach !ion nihuir bàit' tha bàrcadh oìrn,

T-oÌghre rioghail bhi san Ròimh,

'J'irt' an caol chist' Uobhtabhòrd '

iSoraidh hhuaUy 4*c.
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*S trom learn m'osiialch aims gach la

*S trie mo smuaiiiteaii fa.f o laimb—
Cluain an domhain triiagh an dail,

Gur cobhaitach yach ftHiil do*n bhàs!

Soraidh hhuan S,-c.

Tlia mo chridir gu briste, fann,

*S deoir mo shùl a' ruith mar àllt,

Ge do cheiliii sud air am,

lìhrùclid e mach 's cha mhiste learn.

Soraidh hìuian^ ^y.

Bha mi seal am barail chniaidi.,

Gu'n cluiiinte caisimeachd mu'n cuairt;

Cabhlach Thearlaicb tbjgh'n' air chuan,

Auh thr^ig an dàil mi gu là-luain,

Soraidh hhuan^ §-c.

'S lionmhor laoc.h a's mili tn'un,

Tha 'n diugh an Albainn as do dheidh,

lad f'o's n-iosal sileadh dheur,

Kachadh dian leat anus an t-srèu)i,

Soraidh bhuan^ ^-c.

'S gur neO'Shubhach, dubhach, sgi,

Do tbreud ionmbuinn anns gach tir,

Buidheaim meamnacb bu gharg cli,

Ulamh, àrm-cbleasach 's an t-sri.

Soraidh hhuan, ^e.

Nis cromaidh na cruitearan binn,

Am barraibh dhos fo' sprochd ati cinn,

Clafh bpò hbiodli ann an srath na'm bciii

A caoidh an co'-dbosgainn leinn.

Soraidh bhuan^ S^'c.

Tha gach beinn, gach cnoc, 's gach sliabl

Air am i'ara sinn thu triall,

Nis air call, an dreach 's am fiamb,

O nacb tig thu cbaoidh nan ciaii.

Soraidh bhuan, i^c.

Hha'n t-dl ùg nach fac tliu riamh,

'G altrum graidh dhut agus miagh,

Ach thuit an cridhp nis na'n diabh,

O nacbaidilthugnsior.

Soraidh hhuan^ c^c.

Ach biodh ar n' ùìrnigh moch gach la

His an TÌ is aird' a ta,

Gun e dhioladh oirn' gu bràth,

Ar 'n eucoir air an t-suaitheas bhàn.

Soraidh hhuan, i^c.

Ach's eagal learn ge math a chleir,

'S gHch sonas ghealtair dhuinn le'm beu),

Gu'm faicear sinn a' sileadh dbcur,

A cboinn an suaithneas ban a thr^jg.

Soraidh bhuan^ 4'c.

Cuireamaid soraidh bhuainn gu rcid

Leis na dhMmicheas an cein,

Dh'ionnsaidh an ait' na laldli an rt.'u

Dh'fhògradh uainir gach gruaim as

Soraidh bhuan, ^-c,

S bitheamaid toilicht' leis na tha,

O nach d' fhaod sinn bhi na's fearr,

Cha bhi n-ar cuairt an so ach gearr,

A'a leanaidh sin an suaithne^i^i ban,

Soraidh hhuan, &c.

MIANN AN OGANAICH GHAELICH.

Tha sud do ghnà air m'inntinn,

Le iumpaidh chinntcaeh, reidli,

^S gur fada bho'n bu mhiannach leam,

Gu'n triallamaid dha reir ;

'S a nis' bho nacli urrainn mi
Ga chumail orm gu leir,

Bi'dh mi fadheoidh ag aideachadh

Na tb'agam dhut de speis.

Aji sin treiyeamaid amfarsan^

*S gum b'Jhearr na bhi air chuairty

Bhi maille ris a' chailin trin,

Lefarasdachd yun ghruaim.

An SÌ71 irgigeamaid, ^'c.

Gach aon a chi mi 's beartaiche,

Bithidh spailp orr' as am maoln,

Ach sud cha b^urrainu m' iasgach-sa,

Ge d' liathain leis an aois,

Mo nadur ge d' bhiodh iarratach,

Uba' mhiann 's nach tugainn taobh,

Le snaim cho dian cha shnasaicbinn,

Mar glacte mi le gaol.

A7t sin treigeamaid, S;c.

Na ged' bu shamhl' an stòras mi,

Ge neonach sud leibh fein.

Dha'n neaih is liugh' còraichean,

Tha 'm Breatuinn mbòr gu leir

Ge soiileir inbhe 'n stàta sin,

Cha tiladh e mi ceum,

"S air mhiltean òir cha lubainn-s'

Ach an taobh dha "m biodh mo dhei.ih

An sin treigeamaid^ Sfc,
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Gach fear dhu'in beil na smaniiitt-an so,

Bithidli mao.ita dha gu mor,

Air chum ha gun ghl.è tlieag-mljaUulh,

Ra fhaotuinii bhi na dhùigh
:

A rùu-sa i.uair a d'thiosraichiiin,

Na'm measainn bhi air chair,

Gu*m molainn gun a diubairt diia,

Cho fad sa bhiodh e be!).

An SÌ71 trcycamaiil, '^c,

Gu'm b'ait learn cailin finealta,

S' i maiseach, fior-ghlan, ciùin,

Ged' iiach biodh ni, no airgead aic',

Ach dreach a'sdealbh air thus

Ach sud na'n tàrladh aic' a bhi

'S ga reir bhi pailt' an cliù,

Cha clireidiiin gu'm bu mhist' i e,

'S i fein bhi glic air chùl.

An sin ireigeamuid^ ^r.

Cha treiginn fein a bharail sin,

A dh'aiiideoin 's na their each,

Le lomluas gu blii caochlaidheach,

'S nach aoiitaicheadh mo chàil,

Gach fear bi'dh mar a's toileach leis,

Gun choireachd bhuam gu br.'ith,

'S a leanas e gu dicheallach,

A bheairt a chi e 's fearr.

An sin treiffcamaid^ ^c.

JIIANN NA II-OIGHE GAELICH.

[AlK AN 1'hoNN CHEUDNA.]

Na'n tarladh dhomh sin fhpatainn,

Cha b'eigin learn no c.'is,

Bhi 'g iomlaid gaoil gun fhadal ris,

'S gu reidh ga aidmheil dha,

'Sa dh' aindeoin uaill a's gijraich

Nan bighean òga, bath,

'S e sud an teuchd gu dideanadh.

An cridheachan gu brj'ith.

Gu^in b' annsa na bhi m'òjtar^

Mo lamh 's vio ghaol thoiii itam,

Afaraon as lùbadh/arasda^

Le ìììfjearfearail snairc.

GlLin b^annsa, iS'c.

Na'n deanadh fortan fabhar i

I
dàin cbuil choir,

Le oigear maiseach, mileanda

Gun anbharr, no dith stipir,

A chuir an taobh a bithinn-sj

'S mi fein am nighinn òig.

Gun easbhuidh seadh no pairtean air

Cha'n aich'aiii e ach foil.

Gu'm V unusa, ^c.

B'e sud an ceile thaghainn-sa,

'S cha chladhaire neo-threun,

Dha'm biodh Ian nan còbhraichean,

Dheth 'n ùr 's gun treòir dha reir
;

A threudan a' tigh'n' tharais air,

Le barrachd dheth gach seud,

Cha'n fhagadh saibhreas sona mi,

Gun toileachas na dheigh.

Gum b* annsa^ §r.

Gu'n cumadh Ni-matii bhuam-sa sud !

Fear gabhaidh, cruaidh, gun chliù,

Na fhionaig dhriopail. gheur-chuisich,

Bhi, -h h- slmil.

Gun tomad a nH.l^g diiaoine dheth,

Gun ghean, gun fhaoilt, na ghnùis,

Gun fhailteachd, chairdeil, fhuranach-

Gun nirghioil aig a's fìù.

Gum V annsa^ ^r.

Ach oigear dreachmhor, tabhachdach

Neo-ardanach na ghnè,

Bhios calma 'nuair as eigin da,

'S rei'-bheartach dha reir
;

Gun stòras bhi tigh'nn tharais air,

Gun aim-bheartas gu leir,

'S e sud na'm faighinn m'iarratas,

A mhiannaicliinn dhomh fein.

Gum 6' annsa^ S^c,

Their mi hòro hwio hoiriunti,

J/o i hiirinnn hum.

Their mi iiSro hugo hoiriunn.

Thug m' inntinn air fad gu beadradh,

Mar nach leagadh brùn i.

Tlieir mi horo hugo lioiriunn, <5'C.

Bith'maid gu m.'iranach, geanach,

Fearail, mar bu choir dhuinn.

Tlieir mi iioro hugo hoiriunn, Ife,
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Cuirt am bula breac na tharruinn,

'S glaineachaii air bòrd dliuinn.

Their mi Jioro hugo ìioiiinim^ ^-c.

Chimla mi naigheachd a Sasuiiu,

His na las mo shMas,

Theiv mi horo hugo ìioiriann^ ^c.

Na Suiiin a bha 'n iomairt Thearlaich ,

Thi^h'n' gii dàil an còrach.

Their mi horo hugo hoiriiatn, ^-c.

'S ge d' tha cuid diu sud a thriall uainn,

Tlia ''n iarmad air i'òghnadh.

T7ieìr mi horo hugo hoiriunn^ S^c.

Feudaidh m;ic bodaich a reiste,

Bbi cuir bleid a stòras.

77iCi> mi horo hugo hoiriunn, ^c.

Cosgamatd bòla de chuineadh

Nan Suinn nach eil beò dhiu.

Their mi horo hugo hoiriunn, ^c,

Tostamaid suas gach ceann-finnej

Bh'anns an iomairt mhòir ud.

Their mi horo hugo hoiriunn^ §-c.

Tostamtiid suas luchd ga leaumhuinn,

Gun dearmad air Deùrsa:

Their mi horo hugo hoiriunn, l^c'.

Sluagh Bhreatuinn ngus Kirinn,

Geilleiichdaiiui da mhòrachd.

Their mi horo hugo koiriunn^ ^c.

Ge bu duilich leinn an sgeul ud,

Mac liigh Seumas fhògradh.

Their mi horo hugo hoiriun?i, §"c'.

Cha'n eil stà a bhi ga iunndran

Ge b'e 'm priunnsa cuir e.

Their mi horo hugo hoiriunn^ ^x.

'S gun tig tuisleadh air na righrean

Mar a dhiobras ulach,

Their mi horo hugo hoiriunn, ^c.

Fonu an cinnich fior shlol coirce,

Ciuuidh fochan òtraich
;

T7ieir mi horo hugo ìmriunn^ S[C.

Mai' thug mi gu ceann mo luinnt-ag,

tìguiridh mi gu stolda,

Their mi horo hugo hoiriunn, ^c.

FEASGAR LUAIN.

Feaskar Luain, a's mi air iliuairt,

Gu'ii cualas fuaim nach b' ihuatbach leam,

Ceòl nan tend gu h-ùrdai), rèidh,

A's coisir da reir os a chionn
;

Thuit mi 'n caochladh leis an ioghnadh,

A dh-aisig mo smaointean a null,

'S chuir mi 'n ceill gu'n imichinn cèin,

he m'aigneadh fein, 's e co'-strèap rium.

Chaidh mi steach an ceann na coisir,

An vobh òl a's ceòl as dàrahs',

Kibhinnean, as ileasgaich è>ga,

'S iad an ordugh grinn gun mheang
;

Dhearcas fa leath air na h-òighean,

Le rosg foil a null 'sa nail,

'S ghlacadh mo chridhe, "s mo sbiiil cò'ladh,

S rÌDQ an gaol mo leùn air ball !

Dhiuchd mar aingeal, ma mo choinneamh,

'N ainnir òg, bu ghrinne snuadh;

'Seang slilios fallain air bhlà canaich,

No mar an eal' air a chuan
;

Suil ghorm, mheallach, to chaoil mhala

"S caoin' a sheallas 'g amharc uath,

Beul tl;i, tairis' gun ghnè smalain,

Dha'n gnà carthannachd gun uaill.

Mar ghath grein' am madainn cheitein,

Gu'n mheath i mo leirsinn shut,

^S i ceumadh ùrlair gu ri^idh, Ìompaidh,

Do reir pugannan a chiùil
;

Ribhinn mhòdhail, 's (ior-ghlan fòghlum,

Dh-fhion-fhuil mhòrghalach mo ruin,

Reull nan òighean, grian gach còisridh,

'S i'n chiall chòmhraidh, clieòl-bhinn, chiùin.

'S tearc an sgeula sunnailt t-eugaisg,

Bhi ri fheatainn san Uoinii-Eorp,

Tha mais', a's feile, tlachd, a's ceutaidh,

Nach facas leam fein fa m' choir,

Gach cliù a' Tis riut mùirn, 's an àillteachd

An sùgradh, 's a marau beoil,

'S gach buaidh a b'ailli, bh' air Diana,

Gu leir mar fhagail, tha aig MbW,

'S bachlach. duallach, cas-bhnidh', ruachach,

h, òr-bhuidh',

Càradh sua

Guh-àluiu

An càraibh

Gun chron

O do bharr

Dhiuchd u'r

eas gruaig do ci

bòidheach, fain

eùighn' 'sau ùnlugli grinn,

fas riut, a dh' fheut' aireamh,

u sail dobhuinn;

dhean, oigh, jiui'n cuairt dut,

Gu meudachdain t-uaill 's gach puing >
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Bu leighcas eugail, slan o'n Eug,

Do (Ih' I'hear a d' fheudaiih bhi ma d' choir

B' fhcar nan cadal lilii na t-fliaga!sg,

'G eisdeachd agallaidli do blieoil

;

Cha rolih Shemis a measg Icugaibh,

Dh' aindeoin feucantachd cho boidh'ch,

Ri mùirninn nihìii, a Icon mo chrìdh',

Le buaidhean, 's mi 'g a ditli ri m' blicù.

'S glan an fhion-fhnil as na fhiiamhaicb

Thu, gun fhiairadh mbiar, no mbeang,
Cinneadh mòrghalach, bu chrodha,

Tional cii'ladh chu'-stri lann,

BhuinVadh cùis a bliair nan dù'-GlialI,

Sgiursadh iad gu'n dùtbchas thall,

Leanadh ruaig air Cataich t'huara,

*S a toirt buaidh ovr' anns gacli ball.

Tha cabai-feidh an dlùth's do reir dhut,

Nach biodh easlaineach san stri,

Fir nach obadh leis ga'n togail

Dol a chogadh 'n aghaidh righ,

Bu cholgail, faiceant' an stoirm feachdaidh,

Armach, breacanach, air ti

Uol 'san iomairt gun bhonn gioraig,

'S nach pillcadh gu dhol fo chis.

'S trom learn m' osna', 's cruai' learn m'fhortan

Gun glileus socair, 's mi gun sunnt,

'S mi ri sniaointinn air an aon run,

A bhuin mo ghaol gun ghaol d'a chionn.

Throm na Duilean peanas dùbailt,

Gu mis' umhlachadh air ball,

Thàlailh Cupid mi san dùsal,

As na dhùisg mi bruite, fanu!

Beir soraidh buam do'n ribhinn shuaìrc',

De'n cbinneadh mh'or a's iiaisle gnàs,

Thoir mo dbùrachd-sa g'a h-ionnsaidh,

'S m! 'n deagh run d'a ciil-bhuidh' ban.

'S nach brnadar cadail aghlu.-iis m'aignc,

'S trnagh nach aidich è dhomh tàmh,

'S ge b'ann air chuairt, no thall an cuan,

Gn'm bi mi smuainteach ort gu bràth.

MOLADH A BHAIRD

AIK A THIB FEIN.

On is farsan learn gach la,

Bidh n srachd so gu Braid- Albann,

A d'fbeuch a fearr a gheibh mi slaint,

A thigirn' gu àrd nan garbh-chrioch,

S ge do dbirich mi Làirc-Ila.

iha mo spid air falbh bbuam,

Gc tùs bliann' ùir' c 'a bcag mo shùrd,

Ri brughaicheaa Cboire-Choramaic.

A thaigh Chill- Fheinn, cha bhuanachd Id

Air chinnt' ge d' tha thu boidheach.

A bhi ri sncachd' a diol mo Wapa,

Dba'n t-Sasunnach dliùite,

'S i'n tir fo thuath dha mòr mo luaidh sa.

GhUiais mo smuain gu òran,

'S mi air bealach triall ri gaiilion,

Gu fearaiin nach èol donib.

A Shrath Chinn..Fhaolain nam bà-m;iula

'S nam fear-caola, luatha,

'S mi nach tagh'leadh, air do ghaol thu.

Nochd gur faonraiilh fnar thu :

Thuirt beul an ràfaird rium gum b'fhearr

Na Gearr-loch an taobh. Tuatha,

Fhearann gortach, Ian de bhochdain,

Gun socair aig tuath ann.

Beir mo shoraidh 'thir a mhonaidh,

A's nam beann corrach, àrda,

Frldh nan gaisgeach 's nan sorni gasda,

Tir Chlann-Kachuinn Ghearr-loch,

Gur uallach, eangach, an damh breangarli

Suas tro' gleannan fàsaich,

Bi'dh cuach sa bhadan, seinn a leadainn,

Moch sa mbadainn, Mhàighe,

Gum b'e Gearr-loch an tir blia

'S an tir phairteach, bhiadha

.heil

Tir a phailteis

Tir is glaine

An tir bhainn

Chaombach

tir gun gha

fialachd.

uachdrach, mheala

nach, thiorail,

tr an arain, tir an tachdair,

Sithne, a's pailteas iasgaich,

Tir an àigh i, tir nan armunn,

Tir nan sàr-t'hear glèusda ;

Tir an t-suairceis, tir gun ghruaimean,

Tir is uaisle fèile.

An tir bhòrcach, nam I'lith ro-niliiir,

Tir gun leon, gun gheibhinn.

An tir bhraonacli, mliachrach, raonach,

Mhartach, laoghach, fhèurach.

Gu'u ti nollaig mlior le sonas,

Gu comunn gun phràbar,

O'n's lionmbor gaisgeach le s;ir acuinn

Theid gu feachd na tràghad.

Mar shluagh Mhic-Chuil le cruai' Ihiùbbai',

Ruaig gun chùn' air sràchdan ;

Bi'dh JMuirciirdach maide fo' bhinn chabar

Gu stad i sa Bbr.\idbe.

Ge do tha mi siubhal Galldarhd,

Cha'n ann tha mo mhi-chuis,

Ge d' tha mi "n t«obh-s' ann

Thamorùiu do'n chomunn chiùin nach priubal
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'N'am teìrce' do'ii la thig sibh o'n tràigh,

Gu seòmni' ban nam pisean
;

BiMh ceùl nam leadan 's Koln da spreigeadh

Gu beagadh *ur mi-ghean.

Bi'dh bòla Ian air bliord na'n dài],

Cuir surd fo chàil na cMsÌr,

Bi'dh laoidh mu'n cuairt nach cluinnt' a luach.

Aig suinn chuir cuairt na h-Kòrpa

Bi'dh luagh a's luinneag, duan a*s iorrain,

'S cuairt le sgil bho'n ùisich,

Aig buidhean ghasda, nan arm sgaiteach.

Treunmhop air feachd comh-stri.

'Nuair thavladh sibh 'san taigh-thabhairn,

Far an tràighte stùip leibh,

Cha b'e'n cannran bhiodh n'ur pairt,

An uair a b'airde pòit dhuibh,

Ach mir', a's màran, gaol, a's cairdeas

'S iomaiit lamh gun dii-bheirt

S bu bhinn ri eisdeachd cainnt 'ur beul,

Seach iomairt mheur air ùigh-chèol.

Ch' tad sa dh'imich cliù na h-Alba,

Fhuaradh ainm na diich' ud.

An am a h-uaislean dhol ri cruadal

*S Eachunn ruadh air thus dhiubh,

() l.'i Raon Flodden nam beum trùm'

A shocraich bonn na fiùdhaidh,

Gu h-uallach, dosrach, suas gun dosgainn,

Uasai bho stoc mhiiirneach.

OUAN A RINN AM BARD
ANN AN DUN-EIDEANN

Air foss—''The Banks of the Dee.'

Sa' mhadainn 's rai *g eiridh,

*S neo-eibhiun a ta mi,

Cha b"* ionann a's m' abhaist,

Air airidh nan gleann,

O 'n thainig mi 'n taobh-s',

Chuir mi ciil ris gach màran,

'S cha bheag a chuis-ghraine learn,

Cannran nan Gall :

Cia mar dh'fheudain bhi subhach,

!ile?

Gun aga làirt dheth,

Sa 'n iiit' anns am beil mi,

Fo dhuhhar nam mòr-bheann,

Tha 'n còrr dheth 's cha cheil n

'S gur grain' learn bhi 'g amharc,

Na th'agam na gheall.

O ! 's trie bha mi falbh leat,

A gheala-bhean na feile,

Ann a doire nan geug,

A's air reidhlein na driùchd
;

*S air srathaibli a ghlinne,

Far bu bhinne guth smcòraìch

'S air iomair nan iiòineinean,

Fheòirneanach chùr',

A dìreadh a mhulaich

'S a tional na spreidhe,

Gu Innseag na tulaich,

Air iomain sa* cheitean,

Bu neo-chionntach màran,

Mo ghraidh-sa gun bheud ann

'S gu 'm b'ait leani bhi 'g eisdeac

Ri sgeula mo ruin.

ORAN ANNS AM BEIL AM BARD
A MOLADH A LEANNAIN.—AGUS A DHUTHAICH KEIW.

Aia FONN— ''O't-r the muir umany the heathtr,

Gur e mis' tha briste, bruite,

Cia b*e rì'n leiginn mo rùnachd.

Mu'n ainriir is binne sùgradh,

*S mi ri giulan a cion-talaich.

E ho rb vio run an caUin

E ÌM rii mo run an cailin

Mo run cail'ui siiairc^ a mhhraìn^

Tìia gach là a' tiyWii'fo* m'aire.

Tha mo chridbe mar na cuaintean,

Mar dhuilleach nan crann le luasgan,

No mar fhiadh an aird nam fuar-bbeann

;

'S mo chadal luaineach le faire.

E ho ro^ ^c.

Shiubhail mi tearann nan Gael,

'S earrainn de Bhreatuinn air fàrsan

S cha'n fhacas na bheireadh barr,

Air Finne bhhn nan tlà-shul mealiach.

E ho rOj i^c.

Bu bhinne na smeòrach Chèitein

Learn do ghloir, 's tu comhradh reidh rium,

'S mo chliabh air lasadb le h-èìbhneas,

Tabhairt eisdeachd dha d* bheul tairis.

E ho rOj ^c.
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Bu tu mo chruit, mo cheol, 's mo tliaileasg,

*S mo leug phriseil, lìmheach, aghmhor,

Bu leiglieas eugail o na bh;is domh,

Na'm feudaiim a ghnà bhi mar riut.

E ho rOy ^c.

Gu muladach mi ^s mi smaoiiitinn,

Air cuspair mo chion' guti chaocliladh,

Oighmhln, mhaiseach,nam basmaoth-gheal

*S a slios caoin-tlà mar an caiiach.

E ho ro^ ^ c.

Thà do dhealbh gun cbearb, gun fhiarradhj

Miri-gheal, fior-ghlan, direach, lionta,

'S do iiadur cho seamh 's bu mbiannach,

Gu pailt, fialaidh, ciallach, banail,

E ho ro^ rffc.

Air fad m' fhuireach an Dun-èideann,

Cuinail comuinn ri luchd Beuria

Bbeir mi 'n t-soraìdb so gu'n treigsinn

Dh' ionnsaidh m' èibhneis ann 'sna glean-

E ho TO, 4-c. [naibh.

Ge do tharladh dhomh blii 'n taobh-sa,

Gnr beag mo thlacbd dheth na du-Ghaill.

\S bi'db mi nis a' cuir mo rbiil viu,

'S a deanamh m' iùil air na beannaibii,

E ho TOy ^c,

Gur eatrona mo ghleus, a's iii' iompaidh,

'S neo-lodail mo cheum o'li rhoiiu so,

Gu tir nrd nan sàr-fhear sunntach,

'S a treigsinn Galldachd 'nam dheannamh.

E ho ro^ 4*c.

Diridh mi gu Tulacb-Armuinn,

Air Jeth-tanbh Srath niin na Làirce,

'S tfarnaidh mi gu Iniiseag blà-choill

'S gheilih mi Fiiine bhàn gun smalau.

I\H)LAI)H AN UIvSGE-BHEATHA.

HÒ :

\S io

.Mn i;ba..I :

Dli-fhàs

Db-fbàs g

N.-o.lap;

IIo ro.

ijur toigh leinn drama^

7'i) ffur toigh leinn drama^

gur toigh leinn drama,

mmfear th(Cn gcall air.

nil roilgfariiach s])iaiceil,

i gu foirmeil, nieanmarbjuaiseacb,

u speiseil, treabhacli, tjipaidb,

ir.h san aimhreit
;

Ach trocair g' an d' fhuair a cbailleacb,*

Bha uaireigin unns na b- !!ai adli,

Cha mheaina ni mi do mhi,.adb,

Ge do lean mi 'm fonn aic'.

Ho ,-0, .St.

Thagh i 'm fonn so, *s sheinn i cliù dhut,

Db-aithiiichi'nsgoiiinabb'annsan drùlbuig,

'Nuair a bhiodii a broinn san lùpail.

Be run thu bhi teann oirr'.

Ho ro, <^c.

Ach 's tu 'm fear briodalach, sùgach,

Chuireadh ar mi-ghean air chùl duinn,

'S a chuireadh teas oirn san dùlachd,

'Nuair bu ghnù an geamhradh,

Ho ro, ^c.

Stuth glan na T-'jiseachd, gun triiailleadh,

Gur ioo-shlaint choir am beil buaidh è;

'S tu thogadh m'inntinn gu suairceaa,

'S cha b'è druaib na Frainge.

Ho ro^ ^c.

^S tu ^n giir eibhinn, meanmnach, boidheacb,

Chuireadh na caillfachan gu bòilich,

Bheireadh seanachas as na h-òighean

Air ro-mhòid am baiiideachd,

Ho TO, cjr.

Chuireadh tu uaik' anns a bhaMaoch,

8]Kirra<lh tu uaill anns an arachd,

Dh-fhùgadh tu cho suairc' fear dreamach,

'S nach biodh air' air dreanndan.

Ho ro, t^T.

'S tu mo lao.han soitheainh, siobhalt,

Cha bhi ioinn ach far am bi thu,

Fograi' tu air falbh gach mi-ghean

'S bheir thu sith a aimhreit'.

Ho ro, cj

c

'S mor tha thlachd air do luchd tòireachd,

Bitliidh iad fialaidh, pailt ma'n stòras,

Chaoidh cha sgrubair 's an taìgh-òsd iad,

Sgapadh òir nan deaiin leo.

IIo ro, SyC.

» Tliebard here alludes to the celebrated Mary M'Lcod

the poetess, who ie said to hwvc been a little dri/ in her last

years. Traditinii has it that, when Mary paid a visit to

any of her friiiids, if the .**(•// was not in immediate re-

quisition, she feigned to be suddenly seized with colicks—

raising such lugubrious moans and shrieks as could not but

alarm the inmates. " Oh ! Mary, dear daughter," they

would exclaim in their simplicity, " what ails you—what
can do you good?" Mary, who was musical even in her

distress, would reply in the words of the chorus—" Bo ro

gur toigh learn drama".
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Cha' n'eil cleireach, no pears eaglais,

Crabhach, teallsanach, no sagurt,

Dha nach toir thu caochladh aigne—

Sparra* cèill san amblair.

Ho ro, <^c,

Cha* n'ei) cleasaich anns an rioghachd

Dha' m bu leas a dhol a sti'i liut,

Dh-fhagadh tu e-san na sbineadh,

'S ptoban as gach ceanii deth.

Ho TO, ^-c.

Dh-fhagadh tu fear mosach tìalaidh,

Dheana' tu fear tosdach briatlirach,

Chuire' tu sog air fear ciatiail,

Le d' shoghraidheaii greannar.

Ho ro, S^c.

Dh-fhaga' tu cho slàn fear bacach,

'S e gun ich, gun uich, guu acain,

'G eiridh le sunnt air a leth-chois,

Gu spailpeil a dhamhsa.

Ho ro, cjc.

Chuire' tu bodaich gu beadradh,

"S na cromaichean sgrogach, sgreagach,

Gu eii'idh gu frogail, sa cheigeil,

Hi sgeig air an t-shcann aois,

flo ro. 4c.

l?u tu sùiriche mo rùin-sa,

Ge d' thuirt na mnathan nat-h b'fhih thu,

'Nuair a thachras tu sa' chùil riu,

lìheir thu cùis gun taing dhiù.

Ho ro, ^c.

Bu tu cairid an fhir-fhacail,

Hheireadh fuasgla' dha gu tapaidh.

Ged nach òl e dhiot arh cuirteal,

'S blasmhoirid a chainnt e.

Horo,ic.

Tha rho liugha buaidh air fas ort,

'S gu là-luain nach faod mì'n aireamh,

Ach 'se sgaoil do chliù 's gach àite,

Na baird a bhi 'n geall ort.

Ho ro, ic

Tliof;adh ipi t nach b'fheairde mis thu,

Gun ghoid thu mo chuid gun fhios uam
Arh gun taing do luchd domhiosgainn

Cha chreid mise drannd dheth.

Horo,S^c.

Bha mi uair,'s bu luaeh-mhor t-fheum dhomh,

Ge nach tuig mal-shluagh gun clujill e,

Dvm amaham, sed quid refert,

Na ghràisg qucB amanda.

Ho ro, 4-c.

MAC-NA-BRACHA.

*5 toigh linn drama, lion a ghlaine,

Cuir an t-seairag sin an nail

;

Mac-ma-hraclC an gille gasda^

Cha bu rapairean a chlann.

Ge b'e dhi-mol thu le theangaidh.

B'olc an aithne bha na cheann.

Mar tig thu fhathast na charamh,

Gu'm beil mo bharail-sa mealt*.

'.S toigk linn drama, S^c.

Na'm b'e duine dha nach bed tiui,

Dheana' fòirneart ort le cainnt,

Cha bhidheamaid fein dha leanmhainn.

Chionn 's gu'm biodh do shealbh air gann,
'5" toigh linn drama, Sfc.

Ach fear a bha greis na d' chomunn,

Cha b'e choniaìn-s' a bh'ann

Bhi cuir rai-chiiù air do nadur,

Gur an dha-sa bhios a chall,

'5 toigh Unit drama, 4"c.

Co dh'àoireadh fear do bheusan ?

Ge do bheirt' e fein sa'n F/iraing,

No dhi-mholadh stuth na Toiseachd ?

Ach trudar nach ùladh dram.

'-S' toigh limi drama, 4'c.

Stuth glan na Tòiseadh gun truailleadh,

An ioc-shlaint is uaisle t' ann.

S fearr gu leigheas na gach lighìcb,

Bha no bhitheas a measg Ghall.

'.S' toigh linn drama, 4'c.

Cia mar a dheanamaid banais ?

Cumhnanta, no ceangal teann ?

Mar bi dram againn don Chleireach,

Bu leibeideach feum a pheann.

'5 toigh linn drama, 4'f-

* When our author's celebrated jireceediiig song m
praise of whisky became generally known, Mr John Mac.
Donald, the author of the excellent love-ditty, the sec^ nd
set of Mairi Laghacft, invoked his muse and composed a

parody on it systematically overthrowing every thing Ross

hadsaidin itspraise. Our author havingheardofthis.again

tuned his lyre—sustained the positions he formerly as-

sumed—castigated the vilifier of aqua viiie and at still

greater length celebrated the inspiring qualities of it.
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Tha luchd cràbhaidh dha do dhiteadh,

Le cùl-chaint a's briodal feall,

Ge d' nach aidich Ìad le'm bcoil tbu,

Olaidh iad thu mar an t-allt.

S toiyh linn dravuiy ^c.

A Chleir f'ein, ge seunt' an còta,

Tha'n sgornanaii ort an geall,

Tha cuid ac' a ghabhas fraoileadli,

Cho math ri saighdcar sa' champ,
'6' toiyh limi dramay ^c.

An t-OLLA Mac-Iain* le Bheurla,

Le 'Laideann a's 'Ghreugais-chainnt,

Gu'n dh-fhag stuth uaibhreach nan Gael,

Teang' a chàiianaich ud mall,

'ò" toigìi linn drama, cjc.

'N uair thug e ruaig air leadh na h-Alba,

•S air feadh nan garbh-chrioch ud thall

Dh-fhag .Alao-na-brach' e gun lide

Na ainadun liutach, dall.

'5 toigk linn drama^ ^c.

Gu'ra b'ait leam fein, fhir mo chridhe,

Bhi mar ri d' bhuidhean 's gach am,

'S trie a bha sinn ar dichis

Gun phiob, gun fhidheil, a damhs!

''S toiyh linn drama^ dfC.

MOLAUH NA H-OIGHE GAELICH.

Air fonn—"Mouh( your

A Ni^hean bhòidheach

An òr-f'huilt bhachalaich,

Nan gorm-shùl miogach,

'S nam min bhas sneachda-gheal,

Gu'n siubhlain reidhleach

A'a sleibhtean lUireatuÌnn leat,

Fo earradh sgaoilte

De dh'aodach breacaia orm,

'S e sud an t-cideadh

Ri 'n eireadh m'aigne-sa,

'S mo nighean Ghà'elach,

Alui.in agam a.in
;

() bheul na h-ùidhche

Gu suills' na madainne,

Gu'm b'ait n-ar sùgratìh

Gun àix&nX cadail oirn.

I Dr Samuel .Tohiison.

Ge d' tha na bain-tigheaimn

Gallda, fasanta,

Thug òigh na Gàelig,

Ban" ain mais' orra,

Gui' aniiir sheòighn i

Gun sgòid ri dearn' oirre,

Na li-earradh gle-mhath

De dh'eudadh bicacanach.

Gur foinnidh, mileanta

Direach, (ireachmhor, i,

Cha lùb am feoirnean

Fo bròig 'nuair shaltras i

;

Tlia deirge a's gile

Co-mhire gleachdanaich,

Na gnCiis gbil, èibhinn,

Riun ceudan aii'tneulach.

Reidh dheud chomhnaid

An ordugh innealta,

Fo bhilibh sài-dhaitht'.

Air blàtli b/iermilUan ;

Tha h-aghaidh nàrach

Cho lim de chiuealtachd,

'S gun tug a h-aogas,

Gach aon an ciomachas.

Gur binne còmhradh

Na òraid fliileanta,

Tha guth ni's ceòlmhoir',

Na ùigh-cheol binn-fhacia

Cha laidheadh bròn oirn,

No leon, no iomadan,

Hi faighinn sgeul duinn

O bheul na finne sin.

'Nuair thig a Bhealltainn,

'S an Samhradh Itisanach,

Bi'dh sinn air Jiiridh,

Air àrd nan uchdanaii,

Bi'dh cruit nan gleanntan

Gu canntair, cuirteasach,

Gu trie gar dusgadh

Le surd gu moch-eiridh.

'S bi'dh 'n crodh, 's na cauirich,

'S an fhraueh ag ineallradh,

'S na gobh'raibh bailg-fhionli,

Gu ball-bhreac, bior-shnileach,

Bi'dh 'n t-àl 's an leimnich

Gun cheill, gun chion orra,

Hi gleachd 's ri còmhrag

'S a snòtach bhileagan.
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got an illegitimate child! The /ama of the Saint's sin
'

ran from one corner of the Parish to the other by getting

his servant maid in the .fttvUly luny.— The poet readily
i

availed himself of the oppoitunity to retaliate upon the
,

Dominic, and applied the lash with great skill.—Nothing

excels the irony and sarcasm of our bard in this production;

if he does not exult a little too loudly over a fallen enemy.

CUiMHADH A BHAIKD

AIR SON A LEANNAIN.

Air Fonn— " Farewell to Lochaher/

(Jed" is socrach mo leabaidh,

Cha'n e'li ca<Jal mo miiiann,

Leis an Inasgans' th'air m'aigneadh,

O cheann fad' agus cian,

Gu 'in beil teiiie iia lasair,

Gum dol as iia mo chliabh,

Tabliairt brosiiachadh yèiir dhomh,

Gu bbi 'g eridh 'sa triall.

C0*-SHE1RM.

Scimi cibhinn, seimi èihhinn^

Seinn èibliinn an dàU^

Seitm Hbhinn ùhinn èibìthm^

Seitin èihliinn gach W,

Seinn èibJn?m, binn eatrom^

Seinn Ètbliinn^ do ghnà

Seirm cibhirm^ seiun (-ibhirin,

0iuireadh m' easlaìn <ja làr.

Tha mi CÒIT a's tri bliadhna,

Air mo lionadh le gaol,

*S gach aon la dhiu stiuireadb,

Saighead ùr ann mo thaobh
;

Cia mar 's leir dhomh ni taitneach,

Dh'aindeoin pailteas mo mhaoin ?

'S mi as eugmhais do mh;irain,

Bhiodh gun ardan rium saor,

Seinn eibhinn^ S^c.

*S e do mhàian bu mhiann leam,

'S e tigb'n" gun fhiabhras gun gbiuaii.

Mar ri blasdacbd na h-òraid,

'S e bu cheòl-bhinne fuaim
;

Dh'eireadh m' Ìnntinn gu h-àbliachd,

Hi linn bhi *g aireainh gach buaidh,

A bha co'-streup ri mo Ipannun

liaindidh, farasda, suaiicV

Stinn 'ìibìdnn, S^c.

'S gur gile mo leannan

Nan eal' air an t-snùmb,

Gur binn' i iia'n smeòrach,

Am barraibh rò-clirann sa innàigb,

Gur e geamn'achd a beusan,

'S i gun eacoir na cùil,

A liib mise gu geillcadh

Air bheag eigin na gradh.

Seinn eihhinn^ dj'C

Gu*m beil maise na h-eudaiii)|

Nach feudainn-s'' a luaidh,

Tha i pailt ann an ceutaidh,

''S an ceill a thoirt buaidh,

Gun a coimeas ri featainn

Ann an speis, san taobh-tuath,

M' òg mbìn mhala bhaindìdh,

Thogadh m' inntinn o ghruaini,

Seinn eihhinu^ ^-c.

'S ge do bhithinn an eugail,

Agus leigh air toirt dùil,

Nach biodh furtachd an dan domh,

Ach am has an gearr ùin%

Chuireadh eugas mo mhin-mhar,

Mo mhi-ghean air chùl,

Ghlacainn binneas na smeòraich

A's gheibhirm solas as ùr.

Seinn eihkinn^ ^c.

Ge binn cuach 's ge binn smeùrach,

'S ge binn coisir 's gach craiin,

Seinn ciùil dhomh 'n roill smùdain,

Theich mo shùgradh-s' air chall

—

Tha mi dannnan a smaointeach,

Air mo ghanl ann sa' ghleann

'S mi air tuiteam am mi-ghean,

Gun a briodal bhi ann.

Seinn eibhinn^ ^c.

'Nuair a bhithinn-'s 's mo mliln-mliar

An gleannan rimheach na cuaich,

No 'n doire t'asgach na snìeòrairh,

Gabhait sulais air chuairt;

Cha mhalairtin m' eibhneas

O bhi ga h-engmbais car uair,

Air son stòras fhir-stàta,

Dh* aindeoin airdead an uaill.

Seinn eibhinn^ ^c.

Ge bu righ mi air Albainn,

I^e cuid airgeid a's sprèìdii

B'e mo raghainn mo mhln-mhal',

Thar gach ribhinn dhomh fein,

Cha bu shuaimhneas gu bàs domb
'N aon aite fo 'n ghrein,

'S mi as eugmhais do mhàrain,

Gus mo thearnadh o bheud.

Seinn eibìiinn^ 4"C» J



UILLEAM K03. 293

Ach mosg'leam thaiaisa mi-glie£

S cuiteam ilith air mo ghruai:

Beò ni's t'aide cha blii mi

Gun mo inliin-mhala shiiairc!

Gig mhln beir mo shoraidti

Leat na choireaii so shuas,

He'iuu mo ruin ann sa' ghleanna:

'S tuigidh 'n cailiii e bhuat.

Semn dbh'um^ ^c.

CUACHAG NAN CRAOBH.*

Chuachag nanci'aobh, riach trua'leat mrchaòi'

'G osnaich ri oidhch' cheòthar—
Shiubhlainii le'm'' ghaol, fo dhubhar nan craobh,

Gu^i duin' air an t-saoghal i'heòraicli,

'1 hugainii ri gaoith am monadh an fhraoich,

Mo leabaidh ri taobh dòrain—
Do chrùtha geal caomh sinte ri m' thaobh,

'S mise ga'd cliaoin phògadh.

Chunna' mi fein aisling, 's cha bhreug,

Dh-t'hag sin mo chre brònacii,

Fear mar ri tè, a pògdh a beul,

A briodal an deigh pùsaidh,

Uh'ùraich mo mhiann, dhath'rich mo chiall,

Ghul mi gu dian, dòimeach,

Gach cuisle agus f^itb, o iochdar mo cbleibh

Tliug iud gu leum co'-lath !

Ort tba mo glieall, chaill mi mo chonn,

Tim mi fo throm chreuchdan,

Dlj'aisigeadb t-thonn slainte do'm chom,

Dhinchdadh air lorn m" eibhneas,

Tliiginn ad dhàil, chuirinn ort fàilt',

Bliithinii a ghraidh reidh riut

—

M'ulaidh 's mo mhiann, m' aighear 's mo cliiall,

*S ainnir air fiamh grein* thu!

* The poet, crossed in love, suffered such poignancy of
grief that it ultimately brought on a consumplion and
lie was for sometime bed-ridden. On a fine evening in

May, he rose and walked out through the woods to indulge
his melancholy alone.— Arriving at a large tree, he threw
himself on the green sward beneath its branches, and was
not long in his sequestered sylvan situation ere the cuckoo
began tocarol above him "'J he son of song and sorrow"
immediately tunos his lyre, and sings an address to the
feathered vocalist.—He pouis out his complaints before
the shy bird, and solicits its sympathies,—Had Burns
been a Gaelic Scholar, we should have no hesitation in
accusing him of plagiarism when he sung :—

|

"How can ye cbauut, ve little birds I

While I'm so wae an" fu' o' care ?'

But Ross embodies finer feelings and sentiments into his I

mgitive pieces than even the bard of Coila.

Thuit mi le d'ghath, mhill thu mo rath,

Striochd mi le neart dòrain

Saighdean do ghaoil suit* anns gach taobh,

'Thug dhiom gach canin co'-lath,

Mhill thu mo mhais, ghoid thu mo dhreach,

*S mheudaich thu gal bròin domh
;

'S mar fuasgail thu trà, le t-ihuran 's le t-fhailt*

'S cuideachd am bus dhomh-sa!

'S cama-lubach t-fhalt, fanna-bhui' nan cleachd

'S tabhrad nan rosg àluinn
;

Gruaidhean mar chaor, broilleach mar ao),

A nail mar ghaoth gàraidh—
Gus an cuir iad mi steach, an caol-taigh nan leac

Bidh mi fo neart cràidh dheth,

Lesmaointinn dochleas.'sdoshùgradhmaseach,

Fo dhuiUeach nam preas blàth'or.

'S mills do bheul, 's comhnard do dheud,

Suilean air lidh àirneig,

'Ghiùlaìneadh brèid, uallach gu feill,

'S uasal an reuU àluinn—
'Strua' gun an t-eud tha'nuachdar mochleibh.

Gad bhualadh-s' an ceud àite—
Na faighinn thu reidh pùsd' on a chleir

B'fhasa dhomh-fein tearnadh.

S tu 'n a

Led'oheileira

S e bhi na do dh

Thoilicheadh c

to bbiai

r tha grinn, mileanta, biun,

;ir a sinn òran,

Gu

Na nadh tu i

il a dh'òidhclie sa la,

,il m' òige :

na sneachd air an fhi

• sliabh mointicb,

ùin tarruinn rium dlù*

Dheanainn gach tùrs' fhògar.

Càrair gu reidh clach agus ere

Mam leabaidh-s' a bhri t-uaisle

—

'S fada mi 'n eis a teitheanih ort fein

'S nach togair thu gheug suas leam,

Na b'thus a hhiodh tinn, dheanainn-sa luim,

Mas biodh tu fo chuing truaighe,

Ach 's goirid an dàil gu'm faieear an U,
'M bi prasgan a' trà'l m'uaigh-sa !

Mallachd an tùs, aig a mhnaoi-ghlùin',

Naoh d' adhlaic sa chùil beò mi

!

Mu'n d' fhuair mi ort iuil ainnir dheas ur,

'S nach dùirig thu fiù pòg dhomh,
Tlnn gu'n bhi slàn, dùisgt' as mo phràmh,
Cuimhneachach dan posaidh

Mo bheannachd ad dheigli, cbeannaich thu-fein,

Le d' leannanachd gle òg mi.
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ORAN EADAR AM BARD,

AGUS CAILLEACH-MHILLEADH-NAN-DAN,

AcH gui* mise tlia duilich,

'S mi gu niuladarh truagh,

Cha'ii ui-ra' mi aireamh

Mar a tha mi 's gach uair,

Gu'm beil dùrain mo chridhe,

Dha mo niighinn cho crtiaidhj

Leis a* chion 'thug mi'n ribhinn^

O nach dirich mi suas.

a' CHAIl-LEACH.

Tosd a shladai', 'a dean fìrinn,

'S iia hi 'g iiinsea' nam breug,

Cha chreid mi bbuat fathasd,

Nach eil da'ich do sgeul,

Ma tha i cho maiseach,

'S cho pailt anil an ceill,

'S nach um\V mi t-aicheadh,

Bheir mi barr dh'i thar chèud.

Ma's i ribhinn do leannan,

Faire ! faire ! hrahhoe !

Cha bhi t-onoir gun anabharr
;

Your servant, my Lord,

Mar a foghitinn leut gruagach,

Ach te uasal le srt.1,

Gus am f'aic mi do bhanais>

Cha chan mi ni's mò.

Tha mo leannan ni*s àilte,

Na tha sa'n Roinn-eòrp,

Gur gile, a's gur glain' i

Na canach an fheòir

* The woman here introduced as a hypercritic in song

was a particular friend of the poet.— Koss began, in her

prL'seiice, to sing the praises nf " the girl of his affections"

and his own certainty nf a premature grave in consequence

of her refusal of him —The old wife heard the first stanza,

and by way ofepisode or running commentary, endeavours

to cure him of his passion.—She thus continues her inter.

Tcning remarks to the end of his ditty,—The poet was so

struck with the ehrewdness and point of her episodes that

he immediately versified them —The song, therefore,

comes before us in the shape of a duet—the woman, how-

ever, siuguig two stanzas for the poet's one.— Ross does

every thing as he should—he well knew the garrulousness

of women, and their privilege to have the last word in every

coiitroverey

!

Gur binne na chlàrsach

Learn àbhachd a beoil,

Aig a rahiad s' thug mi ghaol dM,

Cha *n fhaod mi bhi bel) !

A* CHAILLEACU.

*S tu d' fhosgail thar uhòir e,

'S nach sòradh a bhveng,

'S a liughad gnùls rò-ghlan

'S an Roinn-eorpa gu leir,

Ma's a sarahladh dh'i 'n canach,

ChaV aithne dhomh fheum
;

Ma's e 'gaol a bheir triall ort,

Deagh bhliadhn' as do dheigh.

Ma's a binne na chlàrsach

Leat abhachd a beuil,

Gur neònach nach cuala' sinn

Luaidh air a ceol ;

Mar a h-ealaidh os 'n iosal

Ann an diomhaireachd mhbr,

Ris an eireadh a chridhe,

Gun ach tri-'ear ma coir.

'S i mo Leannan an ^eucag

Air na ceudan thug barr,

Gnùis shoillear, caol-mhala',

Suil thairis, ghorm, thlà,

Beul min mar an t-shirist

O' milis thig fì.ilt',

Gruaidh diiearg mar na eaoran,

Sud aogais mo ghraidh.

a' chailleach.

Mar b'e iteach na Pecaig,

Cha bhiod speis dh'i no diii

Cha'n 'eil math innt' no dolaidh

Mar a toillich i 'n t-sùìl

Chuir a h-ionan, sa casan,

Mi-dhreach air a mùirn,

Ge d' tha spailp as a h-eideadh,

Gur euu i nach fìù.

Gnuis shoillear, caol-mhala,

Suil thairis, ghorm, thlà,

Ge d' tha taitneachdain seal annt,

Cha mhair iad ach gearr,

lathaidh bilibh dearg, daite,

Teangaidh sgaiteach, lom, ghearxt'.

'S mar tha seirce nan gruaidheau,

Cha bhuain' iad na ckch '
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BIIUGHAICHEAN GHLINN'-BRAON.

LUINNEAG.

Beir mo slioraidh h durachd.

Do rihhinn nan dlU-ciiiabh.

Ris an trie hha mi sùgradh^

Ann am Bniyhaicltcan Ghlirme-Bra>

Gur e mis* tha gti cianai!,

*S mi cho fad bhuat am bliadhna,

Tha liunn-dubh air mo shiarradh,

'S mi ri iargain do ghaoil.

Beir mo shonddh^ ^r.

Cha 'n fheud mi Idii subhach,

Gur he 's beus domh bhi dubhach,

Cha dii'ich mi brughach,

Chaidh mo shiubhal an laoid

Beir mo slioraidh^ ^-c.

Chaidh m' astar a mailtead,

O i.ach faic mi mo leannan,

'S aim a chleaclid mi bhi mar riut,

Aim an gleannaii a chaoìl.

Beir mo shoraidh, ^-c.

Anns achoiir am bi smùdan
•S e gu binn a seinn ciùÌÌ dainn,

Cuach a's smeòrach 'g ar dùsgadh,

A cuir na smùid diù le faoilt*.

Beir mo skoraidh, 4*c.

'S trie a bha mi 's tu mireadh,

Agus each ga n-ar sireadh,

Gu 's bu deùnach linn pilleadb,

Gu Innis nan laogh,

Beir mo slioraidh^ S^-c.

Sinn air fàireadh na tulaich,

"S mo lamh tliar do mhuineal,

Sinn ag cisdeachd nan luinneag,

Bhiodh a' mullach nan craobh.

Beir mo shoraidh, fc.

Tha mise 'ga ràite.

'S cha 'n urra mi aicheadh,—

Gur iomadach sàr

Thig air airidh nach saol.

Beir mo shoraidh^ S^c.

Gur mis' tha sa' champar,

S mi lb chis anus an am so,

Ann am priosan ua Prainge,

ho ain-neart gach aon.

Beir mo skoraidh, ^c.

Ann an seùmraichean glaiste.

Gun cheòl, no gun inhacnas,

Gun ordiigh a Sasuimt,

j\Io thoirt dhathaigh gu saor.

Beir mo skoraidh^ ^c.

Cha b'ionnan sud agus m' àbhaist.

A siubbal nam lasach,

'S a dii-eadh nan àrd-bheann,

Gabhail tath air na laoich.

Beir mo shoraidh^ Ac.

A siubhal nan stùt>bheann,

Le mo ghunna nach diultadh
;

'S ie mo phlasgaichean ludair.

Air mo ghlùn aims an fhraoch

Beir mo shoraidh^ ^c.

ORAN CUMHAIDH.

[A rin am bard an 'nuatr a chual e gu'n phfis a leannan
(Mor Ros) air dh'i dhol dhachaigh do Shasuinu maille
ri còmpanachj

Aia FONN

—

*'Bobai dona gorach."

Ge fada na mo thamh mi
Tha ""n damhair dhomh dusgadh,

Cia fàth ma'n thriall mo mhàran,

'S gum b'àbhaist dhomh sCigradh ?

Carson a bhithinn brònacli ?

Ma'n Mgh 's gun a diù dhomh,
Ge'd ghlac i 'n luib a gràidh mi,

Le amhailtean Chupid.

Gach fear a bhios a feoraich,

Mar h'onadh le gaol mi,

Tba raghajrm sud do'n tuathdaidh,

On 's dual da bhi smaointinn :

Cha^naidich mi ach foil e,

'S cha mhù iii mi saoradh

Thig m' ùr-sgeul bho Apollo,

Mar sheolas na Naoinear.

Ach sud mar sheinneadh Cormaic/
*S e dearmad a cheud ghaoil,

* Tradition says that this Cormac, whom the Bard
mentions so often in the above song, was an Iri'h Harper, I

who came to Scotland and visited several of thy Highland
I

Chiefs. He at length went to the family of Maclmd of 11

Lewis, and served him for several years as a Harper. ,i

Having fallen in h/ve with Macleod's eldest daughter, he
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'S e gabhail cruit da iunnsaidh

L.e iniieal cìùìl da gleusadli,

On ehuir finiie 'n diù-cliall,

IMo sliùgradh 's mo bheusan,

Gu'm bath mi'ii guth an òrghain,

Le toraghaii mo spuis dh'i,

'Xuair dh'eirich Cailean Cormaic

Air chorra-ghleus gu fàrsati,

G 11*11 d'fheùraich am fear òg

An e goraich a dbTbas aim,

'S a liughad cailin beul-dhearg,

Cho beusach 's cho nàrach,

A's finii« a tirair an fheill,

A tha feiimach air maran.

'Nu;iir chual' am Macan-baoth sin,

'S a ghaol bbi do-mhùchte.

'S e smaointioh e gu thearbadh,

13hi falbhasadhùthaich

Ach nochdadair na h-aobhair,

'S e 'ii caoiu riiith le tùrsa,

Gun ghlac e cruit a's sheinn e,

Le binn-cheùl as ùr e.

Bba i'eiteach air an an òryban,

M
Aig Cormaic ri

IS biodh an i'hii)

Air duan na I'ua

Ach chad' fhuair

rd-cheol,

e *n aachdar,

n clàrsaich,

use «geul

Ann am Beurla no Gaelig,

A dh'iniiseadh dhomh mar d't'h

An gaol ud a smàladh.

O ! teirmeasg air a ghaol sin,

Nach faodaitin a threigsinn,

A*3 gur h-e chuir a laoid mi

Bhi smaoiniinn bean t-eugai;

resolved, on the first opportunity, to fly with her to Ireland.

One night, after supper, Cormac tuned his harp, and

played a tune of the name ot' ** Deuchain.f^hleusV Mhic-
0''.Chorinaic" which had the power to lull all to sleep

who were within hearing of it. By this magic music the

whole of Macleod's household fell into a deep slumber.

Cormac then diew a large dagger, whitl) ho used to carry

about him, called Madag-achlais, to cut Macleod's throat.

As he was drawing near the chief with his knife, Mac-
leod's eldest son came in, after returning Irom his daily

mountain sports, and seeing Cormac approaching his

father with such a dreadful weapon, exclaimed—"Cormac !

Cormac! what do you intend to do—are you mad?"
Cormac replied, "Mad, my young man! think you so?

I am not ; hut I have a regaid for your fair sister, whom
I am resolved to take with me to Ireland; and as your

ayed father will not gratify my desire, I must sever his

head from his body and clear my way." On hearing this,

rhe youth replied, " You had better not, as you may get

vnur choice of a thousand virgins in Scotland, much
(.liier than my sister, without committing so cruel a deed."
( ormac said, " You speak truly, my young man ; hand
me my lyre, that I may banish the virgin's love with the

fiiiund of my harp " 'J he Bard uses this history as a text

if, the above song, where he complains that Cormac, with

[he melody of his harp, had cured his love.whilea remedy
{lit his own was never to be found.

'S 'n teirc a bha 'n ad ghnùis-ghil,

A lub mi gu eugall,

*S nach deaiin Ligbich' slàn mi,

Och ! b'fhearr gum b'e 'n t-eug e.

Is ciomach ann do ghaol mi

Ki smaointinn bean t-ailteachd,

Cha chadal anus an òidhch' dbomli,

'S cha 'n fhois amis 'an la dhomh,

Cha n' fhacas ri mo re,

'S cha 'n i'haigh mi sgeul gu bràth air

Ni b'annsa' na bhi reith 's tu,

A gheug nam ba^ bàna.

Gur binne leam do chumhradh

Na smeorach nan geugan,

Nacuach sa mhadainn Mbaighe,

'S na clàrsach na'n teudan,

Na'n t-£aspuig air la Dòmbnaich
*S a mòr-shluagh 'ga eisdeachd,

Na ge do cbunnte stòras

Na h-Eorpa gu leir dhomh.

Carson nach d' rugadh dall mi,

Gun chainnt no gun leirsìnn ?

Masfacas t-aghaidh bhaindidh,

Binn aimhleas nan ceudan,

O'n chunna' mi air thus thu,

Bu cbliùteach do bbeusan,

Cha n' fhasa leam nam b.'is

A bhi lathair as t-eugmhais!

Ach 's truagh ! gu'm beil do rùu-sa,

Cho dùr dha mo leanmhuinn,

'S mo chridhe steach 'ga ghiulan,

A h-uile taobh dha falbh mi,

An cadal domh no dùsgadli

A sùgradb no seanachas,

Tha sud da m' rutigadh daonnan,

'S mi sgaoilte gun tearmunn !

Acb fasgaidh mi mo dhutbaich

Gu 'n diiich'naich mi pairt dheth,

Kombeud sa thug mi run

Dha do cbul buidhe, faineach,

Air triall dhomh tliar m' eolas

A dh'ain-deoin mo cbàiidean

Tha saighead air mo ghiùlan,

A lùbas gu làr mi

!

'S a nise bho'n a tbriall thu,

'S nach b' fhiach leat mo mhkran,

A chionn 's nach robh mi stòrasacb,

IVlòr aim an stàta,

Ach sud ge d'robh da 'm dhi*-sa.

(^ha 'n islich mi pairtean ,

Tha m' aigne torrach, Hor-ghlan,

Nach diobair gu bràlh mi.
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Ach mu's a tl'iall ijun ilail diit,

Gu aite nam iiioi-sheol,

Gu'll fhuireach li do chairdean,

Do dhàiinh, no luchd t-còlais,

Biodl. soiiiou air na speura.i,

(juneilidh air moi-thonn,

A dli' aiseageait ie reidli ghauitli

Uuil ULeud tliu gu seol-ait

Mar sud bha ur-sgeul Chormaic

Ciio dearblila sa' slieinn e,

£-fein sa' chomunn òg

'S iad gle bluonacli ma tliimclioall,

E gabhail cead Ie pòig db'i,

Gu'ii chùmhradh gun impidh
'6 e dioladli guth an còdliail,

Na li-bi"liL. "11 'm pill e.

OK AN EILE,

AIB AM AOBHAR CHEUDNA.

Tha mise fo' mhulad sa'n am
Cha'ii òlar learn dram Ie sujjnt,

Tha diirrag air ghur ami mo chiiii

A dh-lbiusraich do chach mo ruin,

Cha 'n faic mi "dol seachad air sràid

An cailin bu tlùithesùil;

'S e sin a leag n^'aigneadli gu làr

Mar dhuilleacli bho bharr nan craobh.

A ghruagach is bach'liche cùl

Tha mise ga t-tinidran mòr.

Ma thagh thu deagh dite dhut fein

Mo bheannachd gach re ga 'd' chbir:

Iha
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AILEAN DALL

Allan M'Douoall, better known by the soubriquet of Ailcan Dall, or blind Allan, was

a native of Glencoe, in the county of Argyle. He was born about the year 1730, of

poor but honest and industrious parents. When a young man, he was bound appren-

tiei; to a tailor, who, in conformity with the custom of the time and country, itinerated

from I'arm to farm, "plying his needle" in every house where liis services were required.

The excursive nature of this occupation, accorded well with Allan's disposition—the

house in which they wrought, was literally crammed every night with young and old,

who passed the time in reciting old legends—tales of love, of war, of the chase—inter-

mingled occasionally with songs and recitations of ancient poetry. Thus nurtured, Allan

soon became famed for his fund of legendary lore. His mind became imbued with the

yet lingering spirit of chivalry, which characterized his countrymen in former times. He

heard the encomiums bestowed upon the bards, and his youthful breast felt the ardent

flame of emulation. From the first stages of puerility, he was remarkable for his

sallies of wit, and quickness of repartee—there was an archness about him, which indi-

cated future eminence. It is said that as he was sitting one day cross-legged, sewing

away at his seam, he retorted so keenly and waggishly on a fellow-apprentice, that the

other, v^ incing under the lash, thrust his needle into Allan's eye ;—in consequence of this,

the assailed organ gradually melted away, and the other, as if by sympathy, wore off in

the course of time. Thus, like Moinides and Milton "wisdom at one entrance was clean

shut out," from poor Allan. Nature, however, is an excellent compensator—we seldom

find a man deprived of one faculty, who does not acquire others, in a pre-eminent

degree. Such was the case with Ailean Ball. He possessed a lively imagination, an

excursive fancy, and a retentive memory.

Incapacitated from pursuing bis trade, he turned his attention to music, and soon acquir-

ed a tolerable knowledge of that science as a fiddler. But he never became eminent as a

musician, and was chiefly employed at country weddings and raffles, and so earned a

miserable jiittance. About the year 1790, he removed with his family to Inverlochy,

near Fort- William, where he was accommodated with a hovel and a small pendicle of land

by Mr Stewart, who then held the salmon-fishing on the river Lochy, and the occupancy

of an extensive farm. The change had materially bettered our bard's circumstances his

family did all necessary agrieiiltiu-al operations, ami Allan's fiddle und muse were in

ceaseless demand, and were occasionally successful in the realization of some little cash,

or other remuneration.
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We utterly repudiate the doctrine that hardships and indigence are, or can be fertile

in the productions of genius ;—dirticulties may spur to invention, but it is ease ;ind com-

fort that can yield time and temiicr to give a polish to literary or poetic productions.

The former may let oft' the whizzing squib of momentary excitation—it is the latter that

can light up the bright-burning and pellucid torch of genius. During his stay at Inver-

locliy, he composed the most of ins songs—his fame spread, and his reputation as a poet

became ultimately stamped. His style is line—his maimer taking—his subject popular

—and his selection of airs exceedingly hapjiy. liut while «'e are prepared to give our

autlior a respectable position anion;;' the minstrels of our country, we arc by no means

disposed to place him in the lii'st cl.iss.

Induced by the popularity his poems had acquired, Allan bethought him of preparing

them for publication ;—and with this view, he consulted the late Mr Ewan M'Lachlan,

of the Graimnar School, Aberdeen, who was then employed as a tutor in the neigh,

bourhood. Mr M'Lachlan, himself an assiduous votary of the muse, entered with his

characteristic zeal and enthusiasm into the poet's jirospects. He took down our author's

compositions in manuscript, and ;;s they would not of themselves swell even into a

respectably sized volume, the amanuensis added a few of his own productions, together

witli several other select pieces. The volume thus "got up" soon became exceedingly

popular—especially in that part of the country : to say that it possessed merit, is say-

ing too little—but there were one vv two obscene pieces which we would like, for the

sake of moral purity, had been omitted.

Shortly after the appearance of his poems in a coUecti'd form, the t'ar-famod Colonel

Konaldson M' Donald of Glengary, took Allan under his patronage, and gave him a

comfortable cottage and croft near lii.-^ own residence. And now might the palmy days

of our minstrel be said to have commenced—he occupied the proud and enviable position

of family-bard to the most famed Ceann-taiglie in the Highlands, Ue laid aside his blue,

home-made great-ooat, and hat, and was equip])ed in habiliments suited to his newly

acquired rank. Never was tliere a more marvellous transition outwardly ; and we ven-

ture to presume that the buoyancy of his feelings kept pace with his improved exterior.

Allan now apjicared in Glengary's retinue, clad in tartan trews, plaid, belt and bonnet,

on all festival days and occasions of public demonstration. His minstrelsy tended to en-

liven the scene, and to inspire the party with the almost dormant chivalric spirit of their

country. His panegyrics on Glengary were elaborate and incessant; and, as poets like

other mortals, must have some slight ingredient of selfishness about them, if our

author stepped beyond the bounds of propriety or truth in this respect, he has liis equal

in Robert Sonthey, the poet-laureate—and this we shoidd think sufficient apology ! He

annually accompanied his patron to the gymnastic games at Fort- William ; and various

anecdotes of his ready wit are related by the pco))le of that ))lace. He previously com-

posed appropriate songs for these exhibitions, and sung them at the games, as if they had

been strung together on the spur of the moment—always making sure of having his lyre

tuned by two or three copious draughts, not of Helicon, but of Benevis ! On one occa-

sion, after the sports of the day were over, Glengary having seen Allan quaft' his third
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shell, stepped forward and said—" Now, Allan, I will give you the best cow on my

estate, if you sing the proceedings of this day, without mentioning my name !" The

bard adroitly and at once replied :

—

" Dheanaiun latha gun ghrian,

A's muir blian gun 'bhi sailt,

Mu'n gabliainn do na Gàeil dan,

Gun fhearmo gbràidli'n aird mo rainn I"

i. e. I would sooner create daylight without a sun, and call into being a sea of fresh water,

before I would celebrate a gathering of Highlanders, without Glengarry figuring the first

in my verse.

But although Allan became Glengarry's family bard, he did not give up composing

pieces of general interest—and quite detached from the connexions of his proper calUng.

Indeed many of his productions while with the " proud chieftain," are, if any thing, better

and more popular than his first. In the year 1828, he travelled the counties of Argyle,

Ross, and Inverness, taking subscriptions for a new and enlarged edition of his works

;

and on procuring 1000 names, he went to press in 1829. But alas ! the book was only

in progress, when the cold finger of death silenced his harp for ever. He died much

regretted, and was interred in the burying-ground of Kilfianan.

In personal appearance, Allan M'Dongall was thin and slender, and somewhat diminutive

in size. He commonly wore a black fillet over his eyes. He was seldom out of humour,

and very rarely nursed his wrath so long as to lead him to indulge in satire. He was

amongst the family bards what Ossian was among the Fingalians— " the last of the race."

ORAN DO MHAC-'IC-ALASDAIR GHLINNE-GARAIDH.

.\lR FONN—**C«ir a nail duinn am botal."

LUINNEAG. 'Nuair theid tbu do 'n inbo.iadh,

Bidh fuil air damb dearg
;

Cas a shiubhal an fbirich,

Leat 'chinneadh an t-sea)g.
Faigli a nnas dhuhni am hotid^

^S theid ail deock so vtu '« cuaiii. ^ . . ^

, , , ,
Faiqh a nuas^ dec.

Lion barrack an copan, *^
**

Cum socracit a ciiuach

;

Tosda Choirneil nafiile •§ tu marbhaich' a choilich,

Leis an eireadh (jach huaidli, 'g moch a ghoireas air chrann,

Oiffhre Ciinoideart a hharrakh^ Bhuic bhioraich an t-seilich

'S Gid'mn-garaidh Ihu llmulk. ^gus eilid nam beanii :

'S trio a leag thu na luath's

Thig ort measair a's adharo, A cbaol-ruaghag 's a iiiliang,

Agns taghadli nan arm, Nuair a ruigeadh do luaidhe

Le d* mbiol-choin air lomhainn, Cha ghluaiseadh iad eang.

'S iad romliad a' falbh : Faigh a nuas, ^'C.
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'S tu namhaid na h-eala,

Lamh a mhealladh a gheoidh ;

B' fhearr leat 'fhaicinn 's an adhar,

Na na laidhe air Ion,

Air iteig ga chaitheamh,

'S luaidhe neimh' air a tlioir

Bhu ghunna beuil chumpaich.

'S cha bhiodh ùin' aige beò.

Faigh a nuas^ ^c.

Lean do chruadal, 's do ghaisge,

*S am fasan bu dual

A bhi colgari'a, cosant'

Gu brosnachadh sluaigh :

Ou h-armailteach, treubhach,

Gu geur lannach, cruaidh ;

'S tu shliochd nam fear treuna,

Nach geilleadh 's an I'uaig,

Faigh a nuas, §-c.

Tha 'n naidheachd so fior

Aig luchd innse nan duan,

Our sgeul e ro chinnteach,

Air do sbiiinsir bha buaidh ;

Nach do dhibir an deas-larah,

Ach seasamh 's gach uair,

'S i bhuidhneadh a chis

lU uchd stritbe le fuaim.

Faigh a nuas, ^c.

Ghabh tbu tiachd a's deagh-cheutaidh,

Do 'n bheus a bh' aig each,

Luchd bhreacan an fheilidh

A dh' eireadh a' d phairt

:

Toirm fheadan ga 'n gleusadh,

Leat is eibhinn an gàir\

j\Iar ri binneas nan teud,

'S a bhi g' eisdeachd nam b;ird.

Faigh a ?iuaSy ^c.

Tog suas an crann direach,

'S brat rimheach gun sgàth,

Le cularaihh rioghail

A dh' innseas no iad ;

'S cha 'n ob do chuid gillean

Dol an iomairt na spàirn,

"S tu fein air an toiseach

A toirt mosglaidh da 'n càil,

Faigh a nuas, Sfc.

Tog colg ort, fhir ghasta,

Bi gaisgeiil's

Thigm
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thaobh Cliruachftinn,Clanii nn t-ShaoÌt' blx

Bha cruadalach trei

Ge d chain iad a chùi:

'Bh' aigaii seòrs' an

Faigh a nuas, Sfc.

ORAN DO NA ClOBAIREAN

GALLDA.

'Ihainig oirnii do dh-Albaiiin crois,

Tha daoine bochd iiorbdt.- ris,

Gun bliiadh, gun aodach, gun cliluain
;

Tha 'n Airde-tuath an deigh' a sgrios:

Cha 'n t'haicear ach caoirich a's uain,

Goill mu Vt cuairt dhaibh air gach sHos
;

Tha giich teaiann air dol fii«,

Na Gàeil 's an cinn fo fhliodh,

Cha 'n fhairoar crodh-laoigh air gleann,

No eich, ach gann, a" dnl an ciU ;

'S ann do 'n fhaisinneachd a bh' aim

Gun reachadh an crann bho fheum :

Chaiiih iia sealgairean fo gheall,

'S tha ganh cuilbheir cam, gun ghleus :

Cha mharbhar maoiseach no meann,

'S dh-t'huadaich sgriachail Ghall na feidh.

Cha 'n 'eil àbhachd feadh nam beaun,

Chuidh gioniHuaich teann fo smachd ;

Tha fear na cKJce air chall,

Chaidh gach eilid a's mang as

:

Cha 'n fhaighear ruagh-bhoc nan allt,

Le CÙ seang ga chur gu srath
;

An eirig gach cuis a bh' ann,

Feadaireachd nan Gall 's gach glaic.

Cha chluinnear geura ann am buaile,

Chaidh an crodh-guaiUÌonn a suim ;

Clia "n eisdear luinneag no duanag,

Blcodhan mairt aig gruagaich dhuinn :

—

Bho 'n chaidh ar cuallach an tainead,

'S trie a tha padhadh g' ar claoidh,

N àite nan cairdean a bh' againn,

Liniiseach ghlas am bun gach tuim !

Mar gun tuiteadh iad fo *n chraoidh,

Cnnomhancaoich 'dol aog sa bharrach ;

'S ann mar sid a tha seann daoine,

'S clann bheagah-aogaisbainne
;

Thilgeadh iad gu iomall cùirte,

Bho 'n dùthchas a bh' aij; an seanair ;

B* thean- leinn gun tigeadh na Frangaich

A thuirt nan ceann deih na Gallaibb.

Dh-fhalbh gach ptisadh, thi'eig gach banal

Sguir an luchd-ealaidh bhi seinn
;

> Chuala sibhse trie ga aìthrìs,

" Caidseirean a teachd air cleibh ;"

'S ionnan sid 's mar thachair dhoniii-sa,

I

Cha dean iad m' flieoraich air feill,

I

Far am b' àbhaist dhomh bhi miiirneach,

I 'S fearr leo cù ga chuir ri spreidb.

Gach aon fhear ' fliuair lamh-an-uachdar,

Dh-fhogair iad uatha gach neach

I
A reachadh ri aghaidh criiadail,

Na 'ii tigeadh an ruaig le neart

:

Na 'n eireadh cogadh "san rioghachd,

Bhiodh na ciobaiiean na 'n aire
;

'S e sid an sgeula bu bhinn linn,

Bhi ga n cuir gu dith air fad ! !

Eiridh iad moch la s.'.baid,

'S tachraidh iad ri càch-a-chèil',

*S nuair a shineas iad air stbri,

'S ann g* an còmhradh, tigh'n' air feui,

Gach fear a faoighneachd ri nàbuidh,

'* Cia mar sin a dh' fhag thu 'n treud ?

Clod i phris a rinn na muilt ?

No 'n do chuir thu iad gu fèill?"

" Cha 'n aobhar talaich am bliadhn' e,

Rinn iad a sia-diag a'a d-rr
;

Ma tha thus' ag iarraidh fios air,

Cheannaich mi 'mhin leis a chloimh
;

Dh-fhalbh na crogaichean air d;iil ;

'S ma gbleidheas mi 'n t-àlach òg,

Ge do gheibli an trian did 'm bàs,

Ni mi 'màl air na bhios beo."

'Nuair dhiroas fear dhiù ri beinn,

An am dha eiridh gu moch,

BiVlh sgread Ghallda 'm beul a chleibh,

'G eigheachd na deigh a chuid con
;

Ceol nach b' èibhinn iinn, a sgairt ;

Bracsi na shac air a chorp •

E suainte na bhreacan glas;

Ua' -mhialan na fhalt 's na dhos.

'Nuair thig e oirnn sa ghaoth,

'S mairg a bhios air taobh-an-fhasga,

Cha *n fhaod fhaileadh a bhi caoin.

'S e giulati nam maodal dhachaigh ;

'S trie e ga fhoileadh 'sa ghaorr,

Sios bho chaol-druim gn chasan,

'S ge be reachadh leis a dh' ÒI,

'S feudar dhaibh an srùn a chasadh.

Nuair shuidheas dithis no triuir

'S an taigh-bsd' an cuis 'bhi rèlàfc,

Chitear aig toiseach a bhùird,

Ciobair agus cii iia dheidb ;
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liu choir a thil^eadh an ciiil,

*S glCiti a chur :ini beul a chleibh,

loinain a inach thun an dùin,

'S gabliadh e gti smiuradh fein.

S olc a cbuideachd do chiich,

Neacli nach àbhaist a bhi glan
;

Cha cbompanach dhaoine 'is tìach

Fear le t'hiaclau a spoth chlach,

Aim ail garrabhuic air a ghluineaii,

Le chraos ga 'n sùghadh a mach
;

'S ma leigeas tu 'ii deoch ri bheul,

Na dheaghaidh na fìach a bias,

Ainach luchd chiagairt na h-òluinn,

Ma 's a h-àiU leibh cumunn ceart!

Druidibh orra suas a chòmhla,

*S na leigibh a sròn a steach :

Bbu nach cluinnear aca 'stòri,

Aeh craicinn agus clòimh ga reir,

Cuniitadh na h-aimsir, 's gach uair

'Ceannach uan mu 'n teid am breitb.

Suiahidh sinn mu bhord gu h-cibhinn,

Gu ceolach, teudach, gun smalan,

Caoimhneil, carrantach, ri cheile,

'S na biodh aoii do "ii treud n' ar carabh
;

Olaibh deoch-slainte Mhic-Choinnich,

'8 Chòirìneil Ghlinne-Garaidh,

ChioiiTi gur beag orra na caoiricb,

•S Itichd dhaorai:haidh an fhearuinii.

rdean,

ORAN LEANNANACHD.

Nam faighinn gille r'a cheannaoh,

A bbeireadh beannachd gu Màìri,

*S mo shoraidh le caoimhneas

A dh-fhios na maighdinn' a cbraidli

Ga nuch a tug mi dhut faoidhrean,

Ann am foill dhut cha d' fhàs mi

:

'S mar a math learn thu fallain,

Nar a mhetil mi mo shlaìnte !

Nar a mheal mi mo chòta,

I\Iar b'e mo dheoin a bhi lamb riut,

\S a bhi biiudal ri m leannan,

An seomar daingeann nan clàraidh,

An inchair fhaotainn am' phùca,

S gun a:) tòir a bhi taimh ruinn,

'S mi gun deanadb do phùgadh,

Gun fheòraìch do m' chairdean.

x.dhail,

iin n cumail :

mhaigbdfin

ulh,

Gun fheòraich do m* (

'S fada a dh'fhalbhu

Far an deanainn riut i

Cha bhidbinn beo g<

Tba mo dhuil ami sa i

Nacb treig do cbaoimhneas mi uile

^S mar do cbaocbail thu àbhalst,

Gheibbinn t-fhìiilt' agus t-fhuran.

'S e t-fhurau a leoii mi

A dh' fhag am bron so air m' aigm

A thromaich m' iiiiitiiin fu' eislein,

Cba dean mi eiridh le graide:

Tha mo cbridhe neo-shunntach,

Tha mi bruite fo'm aisnean,

Aig a mbeud 's thug mi 'ghaol dut,

'S nach fhaod sinn ' bhi tachairt.

Nach faod sinn 'bbi tachairt

An àìte falaich no 'n uaigneas,

Far an deanainn riut beadradb,

A 's tacan cleasachd air uairean
;

Ach se lagaich mo mhisneach,

Nach taod mi trie 'bhi mu 'n cuairt dhut;

B' fbearr a phog na 'bhi ialamh.

Mar a laigh mi do bhuannachd,

Cha 'n 'eil m' eibhneas air thalamh,

Mara taigh mi thu 'Mhàiri !

Cha dual domh bhi fallain

Ma bhios mi fada mar tha mi

:

Cha ghuidhinii mo ghalar

Do m' charaid no 'm nàmhaid
;

Cbaidb acaid am cbridhe,

*S cba dean lighichean stà dbumh !

Beul milis, dearg, daite,

Deud snaigbte mar dhisnean,

Suil gborm is glan sealladh

Fo n cbaol mbal' aig an ribhinu

Tha cul buidbe mar or ort,

Is boidhche nan dithean
;

Bias na meaf air do phògan,

'S be mo dheMii bhi riut sinnte.

Ge d' chum mi ialuch an sgeula

Tha mi 'n deigh bhi> cheaiin greis ort;

Aig a mhiad 's thug mi ghaol dut

Tha m' aodunn air preasadh :

Dh-fhas glaise 'nam ghruaidhean,

'S boL'bd a bhuaidh th' air an t-sbeirc sin,

A cbaocbail mo sbnuagh dhinui,

Mar dbuine truagh 'tbig a teasaich.

Mar dbuine truagh thig à teasaich,

A bbiodh fad ann am tiabhras,

'S anil a db-fhas mi mar fbuathaich',

Cho ci'uaidh ris an iarunii
;

r
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Ach bho thuiseach ar si
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ORAN DO 'N MHISG.

Air roNN—"^)i am dol sins Ihi ileònach."'

Ah am dhomh gluasad aims a inhadainn,

Cha 'n 'eil m' aigneadh siiiintach,

'S e Mac-na-bracha 'rimi mo leagadh

Annaiileabaìdhdhùinte;

Mo chliabh iia lasair, air a chasadh,

S aiitneulach mo dhùsgadh,

'S e sud an gleachdair fhuair fo suiachd mi,

'S dh' fhag e m' aisncan briiite.

Nuair a shuidh sinn san taigh-òsda,

Chaidh na stoip thar cliunntas,

Gil trie a tighinn, cha bu ruighinn.

lad na 'n ruith a m' ionnsuidh,

Gun iarraidh dàlach a sior jihaighpadh

'G Ò1 deoch-slainte 'l^hrionnsa
;

S cha 'n iarrainn t'ein a dh' aobhar ghàir',

Ach Ràonull a toirt cliù dhomh.

Nuair a ghluais mi gu tigh'nn dachaigh,

Lagadh a chion lùis mi,

Gun d' fhalbh mo neart gun leirsinn cheart,

Gun chain mi 'm beachd bha m' shùileaii
;

Feadh na h-oidhche 's mi gun soiUseinn

Air mo shlaoic 'san dùnan
;

t'ha robh air chomas domh ach àrusg,

'S bha mo chairdean diùmbach.

'S leir dhomh 'n diugh gur mor an tàmailt

Càcli a bhi ga m' ghiulaii,

'S mi fein an duil gun robh mi laidir

Gus an d' fhag mo thiir mi
;

Ge do chuir i 'n eis mo cholunn,

'S e mo sporan 'dliiubhail

Air gniomh na misge 'shlaid guu fhios mi^

Mar tig gUocas ùr dhomh.

'S olc an ealaidh bhi ga leanailt,

'S aimideach an turn 'bhi

'Suidh' air bhord a glaodbaich oil,

'S mo pbòcannan ga 'n tionndadh,

A' sgapadh stòrais le meud-mhoir,

Ag iarraidh jihòg 's na ciiiltean
;

'S fad sa mhaireadh mo chuid òìr,

Cha chuireadh ùsdair cùl riura.

'S coir dhomh nise thnirt fos' near

An t-aithreachas a dhùbladh.

Mo bhoid gu gramail thoirt a'n Eala,

Dh* ffaeuch an lean mo chliu rium ;

Cha tcid deur a staigh fo m' dheudaich,

'S feudar tigh'n as iùnais
;

Cha 'n fhaigh fear falamh seol air aran

Ach le fallas gnuise.

Labhair RaonuU—" Na biodh sprochd ort,

'S theid mi nochd air t-ionnsuidh,

Gleidhidli mi dhut bean a's tochrudh,

Cho coltach 's tha 's dùthaich
;

Ge do bhiodh tu gann de stoc,

Na faicear bochd do ghiulan
;

'S c'arson nach glaodhamaid a'r botul

Ann an toiseach cùmhnant ?"

SMEORACH CHLOINN-DUGHAILL.

LUINNEAG.

Ho-i, ri na^ ho-ro, //ù-o,

Ho-lib ho-l na, i-ri, ii-o ;

'S smeòrack mise le Cloinn-DughaiU

A seinn ciiiU, an dlìitìis^ gach gèige.

Cha dean mi brbn an cùs falaich,

Tha seileir mo loin gun ainnis :

Gheibh gach seorsa seol air aran,

'S cha churam dhomhsa 'bhi falamh.

Ho-i,rina,ic.

Nuair a dh'eireas grian an earraich,

Diridh an ianlaith 's na crannaibh ;

Tha 'm beatlia-san diant' air tlialamh

Bho 'n laimh gus am bial. 's i ro inhatli.

fTo-iy ri na, ^c.

Gur a mise a sme
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Air taobl) gieine, gleann mo chridhe,

Far ail robh eibhiitas mo dhiblie

;

Ge do bhiodh an t-eug a tighinn,

Bheireadhslainnt'do 'm chreubbsa rithist.

Ho-i,rina,^-c.

'S an tlr àigh do 'n gnà 'bhi cridbeil,

Chaidh m' àracb gun fhaillinn bidhe,

Air nead sàbhailte gun snithe
;

S gheibhinn blatlis' air sga Chloinn Iain.

Ho-i^ ri na, ^c,

Tha mi iiise measg Chloinn- Cbara'roin,

Cinneadii mòr bha 'n seòrs ud ainmeil
;

*N cath ^s an còmhail, seòlta, calma
;

'Dol gu còinhrag, stroiceach, marbhtacli.

Ho-i, rirna^ ^c,

'S piudbar mi do 'n cliutliaig shamhraidh,

Le 'm dlieoin cha teid mi gu Galltachd
;

Biio 'n is i Ghàelig is cainiit domli,

'Measg mo chàìrdean taiar ann mi,

Ho-i, ri na, §-c.

Nuair tlKMd fianlach I'endh na coille,

CiuiiMiicliidh iaiilaith gach doire
;

Thig gach ian gu nead le coilleig.

Srabh ga shniorah am bial gach coilicli.

*S ionnan sid 's mai- dh'cireas dombsa ;

JNIa phiocas each mi le ilòruinii,

Falbh;ii<ih mis' " an riochd na smeòraicli,"

'S theid mi 'm gheaiaii far an cur dhomh.

Ilo-i, ri na, ^c.

Gu Dun nan Cliar thriallainn dana,

'Dhot fo sgiathaibh nan triath stàtait ;

Gpd nach eil Eoin Ciar a lathair,

'S maireann am fear liath as Pàdruig.

Ho-i^ Ti na^ ^c

Dùii-oUa nan tùireid arda,

Nam fear fuìleach, builleach, strìicacli,

*Sheasadh duineil luchd an cairdeis,

'ChoÌsneadh uiram rì uchd nambaid.

Ho-i, ri na, S;c.

'S smeòrach mi bho chaisteal uaiblireach,

Nan steud priseil, rloghail, siiairce,

Dream gun spid, bha 'n sinnsir uasal,

Bu mhor pris ri linn lìaon-RuaÌridh.

Dugliallalch nan gcur-lann aisneach,

Guineach, beumach, speiceach, sgaiteacb,

Uol ri feum le treundas gaisgidh,

Garg 's a streup, 'a bha 'n leus ri fbaicinn.

Ho-iy ri na, ^*c.

Cha robh *m Brusach na chuis fharmaiil,

Hi ibuil cha chumadh iad earbsa,

Wu 'n do sguir sibb, bha c searbh dba,

'S bu bheag leis a chuid de dli' Alba,

Ho-i, ri na, ^c.

Cbuir sibh, Roibeart an cuil chumliainn,

Ghiibli e gu i'ugradh car siubhail
;

Cha robh dbaoine saor bho phuthar,

Fad 's a bha bhur taobh-sa 'buidhinn.

Ho-i, ri na, cj..

Cha b' iongnadh e *ghabhail grain diu,

'S trie a chuir iad cunnart baìs air ;

Thug sibh uaithe 'sròl 's am braisde,

'S tha sid an Dun-olla 'lathair.

'S i 'n t-sheann stòri tha raì gluasad,

'S naidheachd ùr do 'n fhear nach cual i,

Sgeula fior, ge fada bhuaithe.

Gun do sheas an linn ud cruadal.

Ho-i,rina,^c.

lUiidheann gun fliiamh, nach d' iarr soeaii",

Rinn iad aon blar-diag a chosnadh
;

Gus an tainig sgriob na dosgainn,

Latha Dail-righ a mhi-fhortain.

Ho-i, ri na, 4r.

*S e bu mhiannach leis a bhuidheann,

13hi cur ard-raimli'chean fo ^n nidheam,

Seoladh ard aìi' bharr nan sruitliean,

SgoUadb nam bare le ear shiubhal.

Ilo-i, ri ua, c5t.

Luchd a chaitheamh nan cnan borba.

'S muir a gairich ri h-aird stolrme ;

Bheireadh iad gu aite soirbh i,

Dh' aindeoin barr nan sràc-thonn gonna.

Ho-i, ri nu, S;c.

F'ir mo gbaoil bho thaobh na tràgbad,

Nach robh claon ri h-aodann gabbaidh,

Nach mcataicheadh gaoir an t-sàile,

lileadh iad a h-àlach.isga

Ho-t

Ch; is mi trian da 'r n' àlihaist,

S tha mn mliuineal tioram tràisgte ;

S olaidh mi nis' bur deoch-slaintc,

A shliochd a Cholla-Chathaich Spaintich.

Ho-i^ ri na, ^c.
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TROD MNA-AN-TAIGHE III FEAR,

AIR SON A BHI 'G OL AN DRAMA.

Latha dhomh 'a mi 'g òl an drama,

Còmhlath ri oigcaran glana,

Ge do bha mo bhean-sa banail,

*S sgainnealach a trod i rium.

" O Ì teami a null^ *s na tionndaidh rium^

Bho 'b 's e mo dUnmh a choisinn tht

;

Fitirich sàmhach air mo chid-thaohh

.

Siigradh cha bin noclid againny

Labhair ise 'sin na briathran :

—

*' Fasaidh tu d' shruthaire briagath,

S pagal leain nach pàidh thu t-fhiachan,

'S e do ghniomh tha coltach ris.

O ! ieann a null, ^c.

*' Cha 'n fhuilig mi bonn a d' bheadradh

Air moch, no anamoch, no feasgar
;

'S fearr leat comunn nan stop beaga,

'S thoill thu leasan goirt' thoirt dhut.

O ! teann a null, ^c.

" Thug thu òg do cheannas-cinnidh

Do ]\Ihac-an-TùisÌch an gille
;

'S bho na rinn an t-M do mhilleadh,

A d' mhire cha 'n 'eil toirt agam.

! teann a null, ^'C.

" Cha 'n fharraid' thu *m bithinn beo,

Nam faigheadh tu tombac' a's pòit,

Bhi sgapadh airgeid air gach biird,

'S cha 'n 'eil an seol ud fortanach.

! teanfi a null, 4*c.

*' 'S olc an an obair dhut bhi daonnan

A tighinn dachaigh air an daoraich ;

Cuiridh tu mise gu caoineadh,

'S dh' aognaich fear do choltais mi.

1 teann a null, ^c,

" Tha thu gun leine, gun chota,

'S cha dean mise snaithn' ri d' bheo dliut

;

Bho na dh' fhas thu d' dhuine gurach

Chuir an t-ì)l bho chusnadh thu.

O ! teann a null, ^-c.

*' Tha thu gun bhriogais, gun fheileadh,

*S e air tolladh air do shleisiiean
;

S cia mar a ni mi dhut eideadh ?

Chuir thu fain gu bochdainn mi.

O ! teann a null, ^-c.

" Fhùs mi thu dh' aindeoin mo chairdran,

Gun toil m' athar no mo mhàtbar
;

'S bho na gliabh mi nise grain dhiut,

Falbh as fag a's droch-uair mi.

O ! teann a indl, S^c.

" Ph:.s mi thu le deoin gun aindi-cin.

'S bha thu seolt' air thi mo mheallaidh ;

Bho na bha mi òg am amaid,

Rinn mi ceangal do-charach.

O ! teann a null, ^c.

" Ge do bheirinn spreidh a's eairas

Do dh' fhear t-àbhaìst agus t-ealain,

Chosgadh tu e k'is na galain ;

Ailein ! chaidh an rosad ort

!

! teann a null, S^c.

" Ge nach robh mo chrodh air buaile,

Bhuininn do dh-fhior fhuil gun truailieadh
;

'S na seallainn beagan mu 'n ciiairt dhfinh,

Cha d' fhuair thu mi sncharacli."

O ! teann a null, §-c.

E-SAN A' LABHAIRT

Am A SHON FEIN

EisD ! a bhean. do d' ghear.iti uaibhreach,

'S fuirich siobhait aim a d' ghluasad,

S na hi maoidheadh ormsa t-uaisle,

Bho nach d' fhuair mi tochradh leat.

O tionndaidh rium, ti's deasaich rium,

''S a ruin ! na hi ri moit orm
,

'i? teannaidh mise nut a null,

Le sugradh mar hu ckoltach dkmnn.

'N cluinn thu mis', a bhean an taiy

Eirich, 's theid mi leat a laidhe
;

Smaoinich fein gun geill na mnath,

'S gabhaidh iad le choiteach rud.

O tionndaidh i'ium, ^-c.

A bhi trod rium cha 'n 'eil feum ai

Cha chuis abhachd dhuinn le clieil

**Air beul duinnte cha teid feicheai

'S e bhi reith is docha leinn.

O tionndaidh rium, ^c.
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*S ge do dheanainn stop a thràghadh,

Mailie ri cuideachda chairdeil,

*S mairg tiui 'mhaoidheadh orm gu brùch <

Ged do phàidhinn crotag ris.

O iionndaidh rium^ ^c.

Ge do dh' òlainn làn an taomain,

Thiginn dachaigh cridheil, gaolach ;

'S cha bu chilis gu taìgh a sgaoileadh,

Ge do ghlaodhainn botul dbeth.

O iionndaidh iuirm, <^c.

Ge do labhair thu 's gach doigh rium,

Dh' aindeon aon ni riamh a dhùl mi,

'S geal do chuirachd, 's dubh do bhrogan,

'S diouach, combnariJ, socracb, iad.

O iionndaidh riiim^ ^c.

Ge do dh' fhanadh tu air t-eolas,

Gun tigh'nn riamh a nail a Cnòideart,

Gheibhiiin te le beagan stòrais,

I5hiodh cho boidheach coltas riut.

iionndaidh rium, ^c.

Ach sin 'nuair a labhair ise :
—

" Sniitliich togail dhoit a nis',

Chain thu thu fein, 's dhit thu raise
;

'S misd thu nach 'eil fosadh ort.'*

iionndaidh rium^ ^c

GEARAN NA MNATHA AN

AGHAIDH A' FIR, AGUS lAD A FREAGAIRT A CHEILE.

Ton-H—'* ' S miiladach mi fhm '« mo BhbmhjiuU.'

A' Bhean,

'S cia mar dh-fhaodas mi bhi beo,

''S an duine breoite, truagh agam ?

'S arm aig' tha 'n corr mar chuala mi

;

Ge do laidheas mi 'ga choir

Tha bhial *sa shroin air fuarachadh,

'S gur mor a chulaidh ghrain a phog,

he fhiasaig mhoir 'g a suathadh rìum.

AM FEAR.

O ! bhean, cha 'n 'eil do labhairt ceart,

Bha neart annam 'n uair fhuair thu rai ;

Uheanainu mire, mùirn, a's macnus,

A'a ghleachdaion ris na gruagaicheao :

Sean-fhacal a dh-fhaodar innse,

Sgeula tior a chualas e :

—

" Cha lean an sioiinach air a shior-ruith,

'S bithidh e 8i;ith dheth uair-eigin.'*

'S dona ghreisa mhair thu dhonihsa,

A"s cha b'e 'm pòsadh buadhail e ;

Dh-fhalbh do mhisneach, 's do tbreùir

An uair bu choir dhut cruadhachadh
;

Ged bhiodh tu da-fhichead 's corr,

Cha b' aois ro mhor an tuaiimeachd si

'S gur lionmhor fear nach 'eil cho òg riu

Chuireas pòr mar thuiithanach.

Dheaiiainn cliathadh, 's chuiriun crann,

Na' faighinn earlaid luathaireach,

Agus cuideachadh ri bantraich,

'S gheibhinu taing, a's tuaiasdal

;

Ge do chaidh mi nis a pris,

Bho 'n tha mi tinn air uaireanan
;

Gu 'n robh mi roimhe 'm sgalaig ghrinn,

'S bu mhor ga d' dhi na fhuair thu dhi

*S a h-uilc càa an robh thu riamh,

Bha teang' ad bhial a dh'fhnasgladh ort
;

Na'n creideadh gach neach do sgiala.

Dhianadh tu na cruachan domh :

Ach caite faca sinn do ghniumh.

Nam tiachta ris an rùmhar thu ?

Bha do dhruim 's do lamh cho diomhainn,

Sid an eiomh a fhuair mi dhut.

O ! bhean, nach labhair (hu gu foil.

Cha 'n 'eil do chomhradh buannachdach :

*S ma thionndas tu rium a choir,

Bheir mise 'n corr nach fhuair thu dhut
;

Glacaidh mi sùiste 'ann am dhòrn,

'S air ùrlar comhnard buailidh mi,

Bho airde na sparra nuas gu lar,

'S cha 'n fhag mi grainn air ^guaib agad.

BUEAX.

'S na 'n togadh tu ort a chroit sin,

Choisneadh tu do dhuais orm :

Cha chluinnte gu bràch mis' 'g osnaich,

A's nochdainnse mo shuairceas dhut
;

Chuirjnn an t-im ana sa bhrouhan,

A's chumainn deoch an uaclidar riut ;

'S chaidleamaid gu sàmhach socrach

*S cha bhiodh sprochd no gruaim orm.
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Shaoil mi bbean gu *o robb tbu bàindi,

A's imch bioilb saniit gu tuasaid ort:

Ge do dh-fbàsaiiinse cbo J'ann,

'S iiacb tiuiindaiiiii air do chluasaig riut

;

Air leain fein iiach eil thu 'ii call,

is do chlann a chuir ri gbuaillibh dhut

;

'S ma dh-fhas thu guiuideach nud' cheann,

Gui- beuii tbu 'ii geall air buaireadh tliu.

'S anil agam-sa bba'nceaanfath,

Nuair cbithiiiii each a' cluaiiieis riut

;

Chaidh a cbuis bbo fhaladh;.,

A's cha rubb stà bbi d' bbuacbailleachd
;

Ged as mis' a gblac do lamb,

Bha te no dha iiacli b' thaathach leat :

*S ma cbusg thu riutha do liunn-tàtb,

Tbu iiis' am tailt aii- luarachadb.

AM FEAR.

Db-aithnicb tbusa sin ort fein,

A blieudag dh-t'bas thu suarach orm :

Chain thu nise <lhiom do speis,

'S ciia 'n 'eil do reite buau agam :

IJlio ''ii a chaidh inise uW bho t'lieum,

'S e 'n t-eud a rinn do bbualadh-sa :

'S inoch 'sa mliadahm chuir thu 'n ceill domh,

Nacb robh in eiridh suas agam.

AN.

Js t'hir gun sta, gun rath, gun direadh,

Nabi .Ìlea^

Nam bidh tusa dhomhsa dileas,

Cba robb m' iiintinn bruailleanach :

Ach 's e bu mhiaiin leat a bbi briodal,

His gach ribhiiin chuaileauaich :

'S iomadh ribein agus cir,

A's deise cbinii a t'buair iad bbuat\

Ach c'aite 'n fhuair thu mi 'sa sgath,

Na'm faca tu 'g an tuairgneadh mi,

Cba robb mi ra' mheirleach cbo math,

'S nach glaca' tu mi uair-eigin :

*S ma fhiiair thu taisgeuladh no brath,

'S e 's fbasa chuir a suas orm,

S na càraich air a mbuin do chas,

Acb leig a macb na chuala tu.

*S ma chuireas tu mi gu m' dhùbhlaii,

Bithidh a chuis na "s crnaidhe dhut :

Gheibb a* ministeir an t-umbl;.di>,

A's tbeld an lùireacb shuaicbeant ort;

Linnseach, mbaslacb air a dùbladb,

Leis gach dunadh tuaisgearra :

'S ge do bbithinns' air do chul-thaobb,

Air bofi criin cba 'n fhuasglaiini i.

Ach gus an càirear mi 's an ùir,

Cba 'n fhaic do sbuil mu m' ghuaillean

'S ma thig do naidheachd os ceann bùird,

Cha chliù dhut a bbi luaidh sin rium

;

A's ge do lasailh t-fhearg le diumb,

Cho ghrad ri fudar buaireasacb,

Cha chombdaichear leat orm-sa chuis,

Nach iunnsaich niì le b-uaibbreachaa.

a' bhean.

'S cha mbor nach coma leam co dbìù,

Cba robb do thurn acb suarach leam :

'S an a'r a b' fhearr a bba do shùgradh,

Chunntainnse na h-uaireaiman
;

Chaidleadh tu cbo trom gun dùsgadh.

Air mo chul le smuaisirein :

*S ge do bhiodb mo thaigh 'ga rùsgadb,

Cba robh curam gluasaid ort.

*S bheirinn comhairle gu b-eolach,

Air giir og tha fuasgailteach
;

E, bbi glic ri am a phòsaidh,

'S laidbe seolta suas rithe:

^S gun droch cleachdadh thoirt 'g a dheoin,

Uu ghùiaig nach biodh stuaim innte,

'S gun t'bios nan lagaicheadh a tbreùìr,

Nach ordaicbeadb i bhuaithe e.

Am tear nach dean a tbreabhadh tràth,

*S a mhàirt ged bhiodb e fuar aige,

S culaidh mhagaidb e chion stà,

'S ri latha bhàth cha bhuain e dias;

Bitliidh am fearann aige las,

Na stiallan bana, 's luachair air,

A*s e san broinein! a' dol bas,

'S nasaibblean Ian aig tuatbanaicb.

'S cba 'u fbeud mo tbreabhadbsa bhi mall,

S do chall ri dbeanadh suas agam ;

Bheir mi oigeich as a' gbleann,

'S theid cuing gu teann mu 'n guailleann

A' Dun-eideanu gheibh mi cranii,

'S e fasan gallda *s usaiie leinn
;

Coltar, stailinn, soc, a's bann,

'S gach ball bhos ann theid cruaidb ona.
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Bi cho math 's do ghealladh dhomhsB,

'S cordaidh sinii gun duatlialas:

Bho 'n tlia sinii cho fada comhla,

*S am piisadh mar chruaidh shiiuim <

*S mor gur fearr leam an t-oic oiilocb,

Na togaracli luasganach
;

A*s cuiridh sinn ar treis an ordiigh,

A's mar a 's coir dhuinn gluaisidh sii

Is thuilt an sean-fhear, 's cha b'i bhriag,

Ge d' eii'eadtl sian nan cuartagan :

—

" Nach robh soirbheas laidir dian.

Gun fliiath bhi goirid uaitiie sin :"

'S an cogadli bu chruaidh bh' arm riamli,

Chaidh crioch le rian air uair-eigin ;

'S cuir Ihusa, bhean, ri d' theangaidh si'ian,

'S bitliidh sith ga dianamh suas againn.

ORAN NA CAILLICH.

Aia FONN—" i/u hi ho ha moluadh mo leaiiamh.

Ma theid mi gu feill, gu feisd, no banais,

Bi'dh isf làii eud, 's i fein aig baile

'S ma blieir mi le sùgradh suil air caileig,

Gur diumb a's (alachd sid dhomhsa.

111 hd^gnr cruaidh a chailleach^

O hi, o At/, yurfuar a chailleach.

Ho rè^ ho ni, 's ighrain a chailleach,

Dh'Jhày viise ^nam amadan gbrach.

Mil ni mi 'n taigli-òsda stop a chcaiinacb,

Nu suidtii^ air bòrd 's gun 61 mi drama,

Tiif^id fuilfadli 'na sròin 's a dòrn nn tarruinn,

'8 bi'dli muiniitir a bbaile ri mod oirun,

O hi, itOf ^'c.

Mar ceanriaich mi ti cha'a fhiach mi m' Iharaid

A kiglieas a cirin, 's i tjin a gearan
;

Cha dean i rium sith, acli stri a's carraid,

'S ri ciiraii teallaiuh an comlinuiilh.

hi, ha, ^c.

Bhithinn gu h-eibhinn, eatrom, aighearach,

Aigioniiach, gleusda, a' leum 's an Earrachd,

Na 'n deanadli an t-eug bhu clieil' ar sgaradh,

'S gu 'n c:irainn am falach to 'n fbòd i.

U hi, ha, 4'c.

Cha 'n airgfad, cha 'n or, cha stòr, clia tln-iisgan,

'Chuir mise air a t'uir ri moran cùirteis—
Ach dalladh to sgleò le seòrsa buidscachd—

'S ann agamsa tha 'n t-uirsgeul air Seonaid.

O hi, o lia, S;c.

Nuair thig mi bho 'n chiann an am an e.iirair.h,

Le fuachd air mo chall, 's mi 'n geall mo gharaidh,

Cba'n fhaodminataingdolteanii air an teallach

Mu 'm buail i gu h-ealamh le bròig mi.

O Id, ita, ^c.

Cha dian i dhomh feum, 's cha ghreidh i aiaii,

Cha 'n i'lraich i feudail, spreidh, no leaiiamh,

A' laidhe 'sa g eiridh 'g eigheach 's a' gearan

'S gu 'n reicinn gu deiinliinn hir glnòt i.

O hi, ha, 4r.

Tha cnaimhean cho chruaidh ri cuaille davaiih,

A craiceann, 's a tuar cho fuar ris a ghaiHi,^Mn
;

Cha dean baraile guail aon uair a garn.dl:,

Gun dusan sac gearrain de mhoiiie.

M, ha, 4X.

Gun fhaicaill 'na ceann, 's car cam 'na piircral,

Nuair tbogadh i greann an am an theasgair

Gu'n teiche' gach clann, gach crann, 's seisiea h,

Aig miad an eagail romh ' gròigeis !!

O hi, u htì,tjìtr cruaidh a chuillcach,

hi, ha, gtir/iiar a chaiileach.

Ho ri, ho rà, 's i ghrain a ehailleaeh,

Dhyhàg mise ^nam amadan gurach.
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BARD LOCH-NAN-EALA.

James Shaw, or Bard LocJi-nan-Eala, was a native of the island of Miill, where he was

born about the year 1738. He latterly resided in the parish of Ardchattan, Argyleshire,

where he was commonly called the Lochnell poet. Being partly supported by the late

General Campbell and his lady ; she, it is said, encouraged hirii to publish some of his vvorks,

for which purpose he went to Glasgow to get them printed. Whether he got a printer

to undertake the work or failed in the attempt is not known ; for, on his return

home, he died suddenly on board a Steamboat on his passage to Oban : this happened

about the year 1828. He lived in a state of idleness and dissipation ; praising those who

paid him well for it, and composing satires on those who refused him money or liquor.

A few of his poems were printed in Turner's Collection, and many others are preserved

ill manuscript, but they are chiefly local satires of little merit. " Bidh Fonn oirre

Dduinuiii" is his c/ief d'cEuvre and tlie only popular piece of all his compositions, except

in liis own country.

ORAN DO DH' FHIONNLA MARSANTA

cliuir as a clieile seaima chuini agus clachaii iobairt, à bh'aig na Draoidhean bho shean.3

Am FONN.—" Alasdair à Ghanna-Gantdli."

Chunna' mi bruadar air Fionnla,

'S rhiiii- e ionglinadli orm r'a fhaicinn,

'S ghabh mi iuii<raiidas ro mhor dheth,

Gu sùriratcht o 'n bha mi 'm chadai
;

Thuirl nil gutli riuin did da ionni^aidh,

Dir imise nach e cùis a b' fhasa,

D(d a rusgadh earn nan Druidhneach,

Na 'ii car a thoirt a muinntir Ghlascho.

Acii dh' fharraid mi co as a dh' fhalbh e?

'S fhreagair e le seanaclias grad mi.

Thuirt e gu 'ii robh a chairdean dileas,

Eadiir a Chill 's Allt-ua-dacha
;

Bha cuid air an Dun so shuas diu,

'S bha uair a bha iad na bu phailt' ann
;

*S cha 'ii eii mi buidheach a dh' Fiilonnla,

Diiol ga 'n dCisgadh as an cadal.

*S clii thusa fhatliasd le d' sl.uileaii,

Ma bliios tu 's dùthaich ri fhaicinn,

Gu'ii teid an gnothacb so diiioladb,

Cho chiiinteach 'sa bha 'u crùii an Sasunn.
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'S goilt e 'ii steigU bh' aiin an uachdar

Chladhaich e 'ii uaigh fo ria leacan
;

E gun fhios CO dhiù bha innte,

Mac an rìgh na sUochd a bhaigeir.

'N saoil thu fheìn uach robh e danaj

Maisanta maileid no paca,

Dhol a ruagadh an àit-lobairt,

'S ioma Hna a chuir e seachad ;

'N t-HÌte 'ii robh cnaitnheun an t-seann-duin,

'N tiolaiceadh ann o cheaiin fada
;

Mu 'ii teid an gtiotliaeh yu crìch,

Gur duilghe dha na tìach a bhlastidk.

Ma dh' eii'eas mise 'smo luchd leanmliuinn,

Gu 'm bi giiothjich garbh a's dùthaich,

Theid Mac-'IUe-dhuibh a mharbhadh,

'S cha dion a chuid airgeid Fionnla,

Leagar an taigh air sa 'ri sablial,

Sgriosar am bathar 'sa bhùth air,

'S theid GiUeaspuig ri posta,

Agus crochai' inac a chiibair.

Eiridh an tubaist do 'n chiubair,

'S laidhe binn air Mac-na-Ceairde,

'S ma dh' brdaicheas e gu h-olc e,

'S gnothacli neo-chiontach snd dàsaii,

E na sheirbheiseach aig Fionnla,

TuiUeadh a null gu Feill-Mìirtuinn,

'S raa chuireas e nall na leacan,

Ma bhios meachainn ann sann dàsan.

is na creagan,

• bòcain,

Bhi cuir U\

Chuireadh e «

Bhi ga 'n tulladh leis an tura,

'S bhi ga 'n sparradh leis na h-òrda»,

Daoine marbha bhi ga 'n gluasad,

'S gnolhach uamhraidh gu leoir e,

*S na 'n leanainn e gu grunnd an t-seanchais,

15' airimeil e na arm rìgh Deòrsa.

'S cha tuid a chorp fhein gu dìlinu,

Thiolaiceadh an aite grjismhor,

'S anu thuid a losgadh mar iobairt.

Air a dhiteadb leis iia fàidhean,

Theid a luath a chuir le abhuinn*

*N aite nach fhaighear gu bràth i,

S cha 'n fiiigh e ach rud a thoill e,

ChìoiMi gu 'n d' linn e gnothach graineil,

Ath dh' fhalbh an guth 's thug e chul rium,
Agus thioiindaidh e gu h-ealamh,

j

Thuirt e rium gu 'n d' rinn e diochuimhn, '

Fio3 a rhoirt dh' i

Gu 'n rolih a ghu

Dheanadb torarb:

lidh Dhùghaill,

lirdi nh.

Smaointich mi so aim am inntìiin,

Nach bithinn a dìteadh Dhùgliaill,

Thnirtmirisgarduinegrinne,

Do dir fhuil Righrean nan Stiùbhart,

Tha e Hiein na dhuine toileiK

Dheauadh giiothach do dh* fhear dùthcha ;

'S on bha Fionnla na chabhaig,

Cha bu mhath leis bhi ga dhiultadh.

'Nuair a dhùisg mi ghabh mi eagal,

*S e na sheasamh air an ùrlar,

Dh' fheuch am faighinn reidh air falbh c,

Los nach coisninn na lorg diùmba ;

Tha Dùghall trom air an tombaca,

'S tha pailteas deth sin aig Fionnla
;

'S o 'n a labhair mi cho deas ris,

Ghabh e pairt de leith-sgeul Dhughaill.

'S ann a tha'n naidheacbd so cinnteai-ii,

Ged shaoileadh sibhse gur V sil e,

Cha 'n innis mi a neach gu brath e.

Ach do chuideachd araid eoliich
;

Cha robh a leithid riamh ri innse,

Kadar an Sithean 's Lag-Chùthain

Co dhiii th' ann breug no firinn,

Sin agaibh mur dli' innseadh dhoinhs e.

BI'DH FONN OIRRE DAONNW

Bidhfonn oirre daomiaii^

^S hVdh aoidh oirr' an conaidh^

'S dh^fhagodh m inntinn aohhach

Bhifaicinn t-aodainn bhoidheach^

Le mhiad s'a thug mi ghaol dut^

A's aotronias na h-òige^

Mar a dean mi t-fJiaotainii,

Cha ufhad' a gitaoil in Leo mi!

Chunna' mise bruadar,

Dh' f'hag luaineach an raoir mi*

Bhi' faicinn bean mo ghanil

Ri mo thaobh tad' na h-oidhcbe-

Mi thunnda le solas.

Gu pug thoirt do 'n mh.-ug)idliin

An duil gu'n robh i làmh Hum,
Ged' bha mi na'm' aonar.

Bidhfonn^ ^x.

Ged' do bha mi' m' shuain,

Gu'm bu luath rinn mi diisgadh

An duil gu'n robh mo thnsgaidh,

Aq caUal air mo cbu* thnubh.
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'S na ^m biodh agaiiin mur
Lann chinn-liich aìr ar cruachainii,

A' sgoltadh uan ceaiin g'a 'n guaiUean,

Ga 'm bualadh le smuais naii dùin.

A ri ! yur aotrom^ ^c.

Gum beil Albaiiui agus Sasunn,

Am gaaiUean a cheiir an ceart-uair,

Tlia iad aig fuaim an aon fhacuil,

Mar shrad eadar clacb a's ùrd.

A ri! i/ur aotrom^ ^'c,

Uli' fhalbh tim mar slilaoigbtear air chuan,

iMu 'n d' amhaUv. siiine mu 'n cuairt oirnn,

'S ged thug thu Hanobhav bhuainn,

Ge b' uil leat clia d' ihuair thu 'n t-òr,

A ri ! gtir aotrom^ ^-c.

Ach ina gheibli siiin ann an sàs thu,

'N dearbh cha 'n l'haigh thu moran dàlach,

Do chrochadh an hi-'r-na-mhàireuch,

Le fìach cota-bhàin a ròp.

A ri ! gur aotrom^ ^c.

Ged thig thu air tìr an Albainn,

'N dòchas losgaidh agus marbhaidh,

Tba-againne suas de dh' armailt,

Na shracas t eanchainn agus t-fbeoil.

A ri ! gur aotrom^ ^c,

Tha saighdeirean Karraghàeil,

Fearachaìl, foghainteach, daicheil,

'S chuireadh iad eagal a bhàis,

AÌi' h-uìUe nàmhaìd a ta beò.

A n .' pur aotrom^ ^'c.

D U A N A G

DO MAC-AN T-SAOIR GHLIJTVE-NOGHA.

Fear-dubh^/ear-dubh^/ear-dulh^/ear-didih

Fear-duòk^/ear-dubh, 's e liaih-gìUas,

Fcar-dubh^fear-duhh^ 's a chridhe gheai,

Le Spiorad gìa?i gun iargain.

Thoir beannachdan le dùrachd uam,

Gabh c.iram, 's iia dean dìochuimhn',

A*s gitilain iad a dhMonnsaìdh *n fhir,

A's deise, grinne briatharan.

Pear-dubh^Jear-dubh, ^O

Na m b'aithne dhomh-sa seanachas oi't,

Na leaiiamhainn air do fhriamhaiuh,

Gu mulainn thu gu dicheallacn,

'S air m'fhacal b'fhiacb dhoinli dliianamh*

Fear-duhh^fear-duhh^ ^c.

'S tu ceann na teaghlaich onarich,

A bha'ii Gleann-nogba riamb sibb,

'S gu'm nieal thu tein an stoile siu,

'S do dheagh mhac oighre ' liathadh.

Fear-dubh^fear-dubh^ ^x,

Cha*n aithiie dhomh 's na criochan S0|

('S cha mhis' a tbeid ga t-fhìachain)

Aon duiue a chumas seanachas riut,

'S gun chearb bhi tighinn o d' bhial air.

Fear-duhh^fear-dubh^ ^c.

Cha smaoinich iad, *s nha'n urraiiin ann

Aon duine chuiin.iìc rìauih thu,

Cbo deis 's a tbig na facail ort,

'S nacb fhad' theid thu ga'n iarraidh.

Fear-dubli,/ear-diibh^ t^x'.

*Nuair a thain' an t-OUa Sasunnacb,

Thoirt raaslaidh 'n aird an lar so,

Gur tusa phill gu h-ullamh e,

'S tu b'urrainn dliol g'a dhianamh.

Fear-dulhjear-dubh, ^c.

Gur luinneagach am bail' agad

I.e ath-ghairm nan liath-chreag,

A' freagairtt do na smeòraichean

Gu milis, ceolar, tiamhaidb.

Fear-dubJi,fear-dubh, S^c.

Gu siubblach, àgliai', freagarach,

Gun stad, gun sgrcad, gun sgriacban,

'Sa mhoch-tlira', 'nuair a dhùisgeas tu,

Air madaìnn cbiùin, *sa gbrian aun.

Fcar-dubhjcar-duhh, §-t'.

'Nuair dhireadb tu na I^airigean

Led' ghunn' ad" laimh, 's le d' mhiol-choin,

Gu'n leigte fcidb aan fhireach leat,

'S do ghillean bhi toirt bhian diu.

Fear-didjL/ear-dubh, Sfc.

Ach 's eigin domb so innseadh dhut,

'S o *s fior e, na gabh miotlachd,

()*n t-shln tbu ris a chiobaireachd

Gun leig thu cheaird s' air diudiuimhn.

Fear-didih^fear-duhh^ Sfc.

Nam bitbinns' ann sa chùirt a nis,

'S gach cùis a bbì gum' rì.igbladh,

Bhiodh Cruachan le chuid leitircbeati

A* tighinn a staigh fo d' chriocbaii.

Fear-dubh,/ear-duòh, ^x.
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Be sud an rud bliii iiadura,

'S iha ciniite aig ciich gu'm b'fhlor

S o'n leig sibh uaibh le gòraich e,

13u choir dhut bhi ga iarraidh.

Fear-diibh^/ear-diiOhy §*c.

Ach sguiridh mW dheVt iomarbhaidh,

'S nach buin dhomh bhi ga tliananih

Gun fbios nach gabh iad ar>ian ritiin

Am finiie* dh'araich riamh mi.

Fear-dubh^fear-dubh^ S^c.

SETJMAS MAC-GHRIOGAIR.

The Rfv. James M'Gkegor, D.D., was born at a small farm-house near Comrie,

Perthshire, in the year 176-- H:* parents were not affluent, but they were in circum-

stances which enabled them to give the benefits of such education as the country afi'urded,

to tlieir sun. Young M'Gregor, nurtured amid the subUme and romantic scenery

of Lochearn-side, had his mind early imbued with the feelings of poesy ; but it does not

appear that he produced any thing worthy of preservation until an advanced period of

his existence. While yet a young man, he studied the Gaelic language with considera-

ble assiduity and success, and could write it—a very rare attainment in his younger days.

Being of a sedate and serious turn of mind, he was early designed for the ministry
;

and after going through the various seminaries and halls of learning, he was licensed to

preach the gospel when about twenty-one years of age. Mr M'Gregor was conscien-

tiously a dissenter from the Church of Scotland. He belonged to the Anabaptist branch of

the Secession- Church, and studied divinity under the tuition of the Rev. W. Moncrieff,

of Alloa. Shortly after he was hcensed to preach, some colonists in Nova Scotia sent an

earnest entreaty to this country, for a person of acknowledged abilities and evangelical

[liety to preach the gospel to them. After due consideration had been given to this requi-

sition, Mr M'Gregor was fixed upon as an individual well qualified to discharge the ardu-

ous duties of such a situation, both from his mental quahfications and robust pliysical

constitution. He readily agreed to this proposal ; and, although he had the prospects of

an advantageous settlement in his native country he hesitated not to go to a strange land

(o proclaim the gospel of peace.

In Nova Scotia he entered on a field boundless in extent as in difiiculties. The iidia-

bitants were far apart ; there were no roads in the country ; and when we say that the

sphere of his operations included the eastern part of Nova Scotia, and the adjacent islands

of Cape Breton and Prince Edward, the reader may form some idea of the Herculean

task he had undertaken to discharge. He was, we believe, the first missionary to that

country. While traversing from place to place, he encountered difficulties, perils, and

• The Campbella,
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hardships, which few men would have undergone, undaunted. The site of Pictou contained

only one or two houses— it was no easy matter to travel to the next hamlet throug:h the

density of woods and unbridged rivulets : marked trees, a pocketcompass, or an unin-

telligible and unintelligent Indian, were his only guides through the solitary and dreary

wilderness—sleep was frequently a stranger to him for several nights,—a plank was his

bed, a potato his fare ; yet the expatriated Highlanders around him were in need of the

gospel ; and that, to Mr M'Gregor, was enough.

Towards the close of this excellent man's life, he conceived the idea of clothing the

doctrines of the gospel in versification, that he might unite the best and most wholesome

instructions with the sweetest and most fascinating melodies. When entering upon the task,

he wrote to a friend of hisatLochearn-side for a copy of Duncan M' Intyre's and M' Donald's

Poems. His mind had been so occupied with the various studies necessary to the full

and efficient discharge of his ministerial duties, that the airs, to which he wished to sing

his contemplated hymns or songs, had escaped his memory. The desiderated volumes

were sent ; but, through the officiousness of some of his domestics, the fact of their being

in the minister's possession became known, and a most unwarrantable, unjust and un-

generous construction was put upon the circumstance. How short-sighted, illibera', and

fanatical it was, to edge out insinuations against the genuineness of Mr M'Gregor's religious

principles, simply because the productions of the two most brilliant stars of his native

country were on the table of his study in a foreign land! How pitiful, that fanaticism

which shrouds itself under the garb of piety—broad, expansive, benevolentpiety! We blush

for the moral perceptions and enliglctenment of our expatriated countrymen, and notice

these things simply in justice to departed worth.

Taking advantage of this state of public feeling, almost verging on what is understood

in ecclesiastical language, as a schism, a stranger intruded himself about this period on

his labours ; and to the disgrace of many of M'Gregor's flock, they forsook the ministry

of their long-tried friend, and followed the intrusionist. The desertion thus occasioned

must no doubt have very much imbittered his cup ; but his expansive philosophy—his

warm philanthrophy—and above all, his genuine religious views, enabled him to bear it

without a murmur. He proceeded cheerfully with his metrical effusions, until he com-

posed as many as swelled into a respectable 18mo volume, which has now reached its third

edition.

Mr M'Gregor's Poems are smooth in versification—pleasant in their garb and evan-

gelical in their doctrines. They are almost all composed after the model of his country-

man, Duncan M'Intyre, from whom he borrowed many of his ideas, using sometimes not

only distichs and couplets, but entire stanzas with some slight alterations. We do not mean,

however, to insinuate that our author trafficked wholesale in plagiarism, with the intention

of " decking himself in another's feathers." No ! his poems are but parodies in many

instances, and as such they are respectable and entitled to favourable consideration.

When M'Gregor's character and claims were notified to the Members of the University

of Glasgow, the senate unanimously agreed to confer upon him the title of D. D., an honour

wliich he amply merited by his services and attainments, and which, coming unsolicited
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from his native country, and from so respectable a literary quarter, must have been soothing

to his feelings, and have g-ilded the horizon of the evening shades of his life.

In the spring of 1828, Dr McGregor was seized with a fit of apoplexy ; and at Pictou,

on the first of March, 1830, at the age of 68, he experienced a return which terminated in

his death on the third day of that month. His funeral was attended by an immense

assemblage of deploring friends, who showed their estimate of his character, worth and talents,

by unfeigned expressions of regret.

AN SOISGEUL.

Air fonn—" CoiVe- Clieaihaich'*

'Se 'n Soisgeulgràdhach thugDia nangràsduinii

A chum ar sàbhaladh dan mo ruin :

Arh 's elilas ard e, air cùisibh àluinn,

Nach tuig an nàdur a tha gun iùil.

Gurmis'aii triiaghaii 's n'asleòrinaTicuairtdomh

A' tabhairt cluais da, mar fhuaim iiach tiach ;

B* e'n gnothach cruaidh e nach tuig an sluagh e,

An sgeul as uaìsle a chualas riamh.

Tha i-lann nan daoiiie gu tur fu dhaorsa,

Aig dia an t-saoghail-s ag aoradh dlià :

Fo chois am miannan, a tha do-riarach ;

Gun fheai't, gun iarraidh air Dla nan grùs :

A' dianamh thii* air gach ni is aill leis.

A' bi'iseadh aintean gach la gun sgios

;

£ fad o'n smuaintibh, 's iad riuth gu luath uaith
;

Chum na truaigbc ta buan gun cbrich,

Ge mòr an cùram th'aig Dia nan dùl diubh,

Cha tig iad did dha le ùrnaigh chaoin
;

Bu mhòr a* ghràin leo bhi uair ^na làthair.

An caidreamh blàth ris *na àros naomh :

lad ruith na gaoithe, 's ag eaibsa daonnan,

Ri sonas fhaotaiun am faoineis bhreug ;

Gun fhios, gun aird ac* air doigh a's fearr dhai

Na greim an dràst air n a's àÌU le 'n ere.

Tha 'm barail làidir gur muinntir shlàn iad,

'S nach 'eil ceann-fàth ac' air griisan De ;
|

Tba*n Soisgeul faoin leo, seach geanant-saoghail,

Tha 'n cridhe aotrom, gun ghaol do'ii Leigh I

Ach 's ait an sgeiil e, air leigheas ceutach

Do dhuiri' euslan, fo chreuchdaibh cìùirt;

'S naigheachd phrisei), bho Dhia na firinn

Do neach fo dhiteadh, ^s e diblidh, bruit.

Do neach fo smuairean, le Dia bhi *n gruaim ris,

'S a lochdan uamhar 'g a chuartach' dh'i
;

Gun fhios nach àite dha ifrinn chràiteacli,

M'an tig am màireach, s' am bàs 'na shùil

Do neach a dh'fboglum o'n Spiorad Naomha,
Gur sonas baoth bheir an saogh'l so uaith ;

Nach ell ann ach sgàil deth san am tha lathair,

*S gu 'm bac am bus e 's nach fas e buan.

B'e sgeul an àigh e, air beatha 's slàinte,

O los' a bhàsaich 'na ghràdh do dhaoin.

*Si *t'huil am plàsd anns am beil an tàbhachd,

'Nuair theid a chàradh gu bàigheil, caoin,

Hi cridhe leòinte, gun ghean, gun solas,

Ach doilich, brbnach, gun seòl air sith
;

Le Spiorad uasal nam fearta buadhar,

Nuair thig e nuas air le gluasad mìn.

Sud sgeul roaoibh neach, air maoin' a's oighreachd.

Do dhuine daibhir, gun sgoinn do'n t-saogh'l ;

Air crùn, 's rìoghachd a chaoi nach ci ìochnaich

Gun dragh gun mhiothlachd, ach sith, 's gaol.

Sud sgeul ro àraidh do dhuine tàireii,

Air urram <ird ann am Pàrras shua.s
;

Le gràdh gun aimhleas, a measg nan ainglilean ;

'S cha teirig cainnt dàibh, toirt taing do'n Uan.
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Deaghsgeul air fuasgladh, do pheacach truaillidh

O chiiinta duaichnidli, nach suail a inheud ;

Tre 'ii chumhachd bhrioghai' a ta an ìobairt

An t-Siigail't rioghail, ta siobliailt, seanili ;

'S air feartaibh griismhor, iii i.obhair tratli dba,

"Nuair bhios a nàmhaid gu làidir, gleusd,

A' tarruinn teann air clium Varbs a thionnda

Tur bull osceanii da, le ioiiiisuidh threin.

Air gràs, a's trocair, bheir iieart, a's treoir dha,

Re fad an ròid dh'ionnsiiidh glòir an Uain
;

*Sna neamban Jird far am pailt an grkdh dhaibli

'S clia teirig càil daibh gu br.'ith g' a luadh.

'S e cliù an sgeòil ud gur firirin nr.hòr e,

Gun fliacal inòr-uaiU, no sgleù gun bhri

;

'S e Criosd an eirig as buaine eifeachd,

An lubairt rèìticii, sàr stèigh na sìth.

Tlujg !iii t-Ard-rìghaonmhacaghràidh dliuinn,

A gbaOh ar nàdur, 's e bbarr a rian ;

'S an tug e 'n ùmhlachd, ledeòin, 'a le dùrachd,

Thug coir as ùr dhuinii teaclid dlù do Dbia

:

Sàr umhlaclul cbiatacb do lagli na Trianaid,

Leis an duin' is Dia ann bha riarah ri feum
;

An coslas truaghain de dhnine truaillidh,

Achab'lhcarr, 'sab' uaislc iia'n sluagh gu Icir,

An caraid gaolach a choisinn saorsadh

Do'n diiniipadh dhaonnalecaonnaig ehruaidh;

A dh'fhnilig tamailt o rug a mhath'r e

Gu la a bliàis ann an ait an t-sluaigh.

Nuair bu naoidhean òg e, rinn Herod fhògradh

'S e deiirc' an comhnui air dòigh an t-sluaigh.

Bha 'bheatha brònach, am fad 's bu bheò e,

'S e cruaidh an tbir air gu bheu thoirt uaith.

Oir b' c bu ghnà dhaibh bhi deanamh tàir'

Air Athair gràdhacli, 's air ùintean naomh :

'S bhi deanamh dearmaid air sh'iint' an anma,

Le cleatdida garg. a's le h-ana-gnath baoth.

Nasagairt naibhreach, 's na h-ard dhaoin' uaisle

'Nan naiinhdean buan da, le fuath gun chrich :

A' dianamh dicbeill, le h-iomadh innleachd,

'Us mòran mi-ruin ga 'shir chur s'los.

'Us air a lorg bha na diabhail bhorba,

Fo pbrionns' an d<ircbadais, colgail, cruaidh :

Ach 'se bu chràitich an ceartas àrd bhi

Cur claidhe 'n sàs aim, gun bhài, guu truas

Rug mallar.bd Dbia air air sou na fiachan,

Bbuin 'Athair fial ris gu fiata garg;

Oir rinn e threigsinn an am na h-elgin,

'Nuair chaidb a cheusadh le eucoir gliarbh.

Ach 's gearr a' rhuairt a bha'in bhs an naehdar,

Gu li-aighearr fhuair e a' bhuaidh gu slhii

;

Oir rinn e uiridh 'n treas latha 'n dèigh sud,

Gu subhacb, treubbach, chum feum do cbàch ;

Do pbeacaich dhiblidh, a bha fo dhiteadh,

Gu'n dianadli 'fhireantacbd didc-an daiiib
;

O chiont an naduir, 's o'n louhdi/ibh graineil.

•S o chumhachd ShAtain bha ghnà ri foill.

NÌS anns na h-:irdaibh, tha neart gu bràth aig

A chum na's àill leis thoirt sàbhailt suas
;

'Us chum a naimhdean asgrios gun taing dhaibh

Droch dhaoi ii' a's aingle,]uchdain neart chruai.

Ach thar gach seòrsa na peacaich mhòra
Le 'm fuathach eòlas air de'uin an Triath :

Nach creid an fhirinn, ged tha i cinnteach,

Nach gluais gu direach, ach sir dhol fìarr.

Ged bhiodh an criosduidh 'n alaidh am priosan,

Gu docrach, iotmhor, gun bhiadh, gun slaint,

Ni'n soisgeul siorruidh, tre bheannachd losa

A chridhe tiorail, le fior ghean gràidh.

Ged dhùisganàmhaidgeurleanmhuinncràiteach

Gun aon cheann-fàth air ach gràdh, a's sith ;

Tha cridhe aoibhneach, tha ghnùis ro aoidheil

;

Tha dan 'us laoidh aig' gach oidhch gun dith.

E cumail gleachdaidh an aghaidh peacai.ib,

'Sastiùireadhchleachdaidh,lebeachd air Criosd

Tha gaol do'n reachd thar gach ni, 'us neaeh aig
;

'S cha ghabh e tlachd ann an seachraii tiarr.

'Se Dia na trocair a neart, 's a chòmhnadb,

A bhios an còmhnuidh toirt seùlaidli dha,

Cha lag a dhòchas cha bhf.ng a sh! las,

Tha aiteas mòr aig' nach et.l do cli.'uh.

A Thighrarn, losa, gabh truas de'n chriosdacbd,

Tlia'n t-eòlas iosal, 's gach crioch mun cuairi;

Is bras a dh' eireas gach mearachd uitidh

'S is beag an t-eud th' aig a chìèir san nair'.

Dean creideamh, 's e'ulas, dean gaol na còrach,

A's pailteas s'ulais, a dhorladh nnas;

Gu daoin' n philliinn, o'n ckachdaibh milltcach,

'S gu naombachd inntinn bhi cinntinn suas.

A Dbe na si-chaint, craobhsgaoil an fhirinn,

Mcasg slosh nan tirean, 's nan Innseaii cian :

Mar dhaoin' air chall, ann an ceo nam beaiin iad.

An oidhche teann orr, 's iad fann gun bhiadh.

Thoir s.dusglèghlan, thoir rathad reidh dlinibb,

'Us cridhe gleusd a thoirt gcill do 'n nan !

Thoir sgcnl dushlàinte, thoir fios do ghraiuhaibh,

Cuir feart do ghrasan 'nan dàil le bu-anlh.
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AN AISEIRIGH.

Air roNN- *Tha ' Jo ffhrnaingt''

Thig Jim bàs oini mu'ii cuairt,

'S ceart i;u 'n laidhinn "s an uaigh,

Acb cha teid mi le Kma'tn '"» *^Liir :

Oil" blia losa mo lùin.

Greis 'na laidhe 's an ùir,

'S rinii e'n leabaidh ud cùbhraidh dhùmhs*.

Thug e^ii gath as a* bbàs,

Rinn e caiaid de m' nàmh,

A shaoil mo cbumail gu brath fo leòn :

Teachdair in' Athar e nis,

Dh'ionnsuidh m'anmale fios,

E dhol dhachaigh a chlisg chum glòir.

On a dh'eirich e lis

Sal- Chpann-theadhna mo shith,

Gun e dh'fhuireach fad shios fo'n fhòd :

'Us gu "n deachaidh e suas,

Ghabhail seilbhe d'a shluagh,

Amis na flaitheas, le luathghair mhòir.

Se mo chreidimh gun bhrèig,

Gu 'n cirich mise 'na dheigh,

Measg na buidhne gun bheud, gun ghò :

'Nuair a dh'l'hosglar gach uaigh,

*S a theid beò atins gach sluagh,

Chum an togail 's an uair, gu mt>d.

Sud an cumhachd tha treun,

Sud am fradìiarc tha geur,

Chuireas rilhisd gach ere air dòigh
;

Dream t-haidh itheadh le sluagh,

Dream chaidh mheasgadh 'n aon uaigh,

Dream chaidh losgadh'nanluath'snan ceo,

'S iomadh colainn bhios ann,

Tha fad air asdar o 'ceann

'S thig iad cuideachd 'san am, gu foill.

Thig iad uile 'nan taom.

As gach clagh tha 's an t-saogiri,

*S aa gach àraich, 's an d' aom na suòid.

Cha'n Vil ait ga'm beil corp,

Air ard mhonadh, no cnoc,

Ann am fàsach, no slochd no moin':

Ann an doimhneachd a' chuain,

No '9 na h-aibhnaichean buan,

As nach cirich iad suae, 's iad beò.

£ir;dh 'n dìùc, 'us an rlgh,

Eiridh 'm bochd bha fa chis,

Eiridh gaisgeach an stri, 's an deòr\

Eiridh' bhainti^hearna mhaoth,

Eiridh "n t-amadan baoth.

'S cha bhi dearmad air aosd, no ùg.

Eiridh cuidac' le gruaim,

Chi iad fearg air an Uan,

Chuireas crith orr' a's uamhunn mho
Eiridh cuid ac le aoidb,

Buidheann uasal nan satiidli,

*G am bi oighi'eachd a chaoidh an glu

AIR FOGHLUM NAN GAEL.

Bha na Gàeil ro aineolach dall,

Bha ionnsachadh gann nam measg,

Bha 'n eolas cho tana 's cho mall,

'S nach b' aithne dhaibh 'n call a mheas,

Cha chrideadh iad buannachd no stà,

Bhi 'n sgoilearachd ard da 'n cloinii,

Ged fheudadb fhaicinn gach la,

Gu'r Ì thog o 'n làr na Goill.

Theid aineolas nìs as an tir,

'S gach clcachdadh neo-dhireach crum,

A's mealaidh siiin sitnas a*s sith.

Gun fharmad no stri 'n ar fonn ;

Theid sguilean chuir suas anns gach ccar

Bi*dh leabhraichean Gàelig pailt

;

Bi'dh eolas a's diadhachd a fas,

Thig gach duine gu sta 's gu rath.

Nis " togaidh na GiM*il an ceann,

'S bha bbi iad am fang ni's mo" ;

Bi'dh aca ard fhoghlum nan Gall,

A's tuigse neo mhall na choir :

Theid innleachdan 'n oibribh air bonn,

Chuireas saibhreas 'n ar fonn gu pailt,

Bithidh 'n dlblidh cho laidir ri s..ni._

'S am bochd cha bhi lom le aire !

Thig na linntean gu cinnteach mun ruai

Tha 'n sgriobtur a luaidh thig oirn
;

'S an teid Satan a cheangal gu cniaidh,

'S nach meall e an sluagh le sgleò
;

Bi dh firinn a's siochaint a's gaol,

A ceangail chloinn daoin' ri cheil ;

Chan fhaicear fear dona mi-naouiii,

Theid olc a's an t-saogh'l a's beud.
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EOBHON MAC-LACHUINN.

EwEN Maclachlan was born at Torracalltuinn, on the farm of Coiruanan, in Loch-

aber, in the year 1775. Coiruanan was possessed by a family of the name of Mac-

lachlan for many generations. The forefathers of E. Maclachlan came originally from

Morven, first to Ardgour and thence to Lochaber, and appear to have been in general,

men possessed of superior natural gifts. His great grandfather was Ddmhnull-Ban-Bard

contemporary with Sir Ewen Cameron of Lochiel. That bard's compositions are justly

admired, particularly his elegy on occasion of the death of that chief. The mother of

E. Maclachlan was a Mackenzie, descended from a branch of that clan, which had settled

in Lochaber many generations back. His father, DÌJmhnull Mòr, a man of venerable pre-

sence and patriarchal bearing, was reckoned one of the most elegant speakers of the

Gaelic language in his day. He was distinguished by the extent and diversity of his

traditionary and legendary lore, as well as by the appropriate beauty and purity of the

language, in which he told his tale, or conveyed his sentiments to the admiring listeners,

who delighted to resort to his humble dwelling.

Though the father was himself illiterate, he was keenly alive to the benefits of educa-

tion. Besides the subject of our memoir, he had several sons and daughters. Two of

the former were afterwards respectable planters in the Island of Jamaica. In the village

of Fort- William, where his father now resided, the parochial school of Killmalie had been

situated since the middle of last century, and taught by superior teachers. At this school

the brothers of Ewen Maclachlan, as well as himself, got the rudiments of their educa-

tion, which, by their natural abilities and laudable ambition, all of them afterwards ex-

tended. Ewen was the youngest son of the famil}', except one. While he excelled his

very clever brothers in mental abilities, he was their inferior in bodily strength ; the

physical weakness of limb which disqualified him, in some measure, for the playful exer-

cises of his fellow-scholars, tended, among other causes, to direct his views to objects

and pursuits of a more exalted character.

His first teacher was the Rev. John Gordon, afterwards minister of Alvie ; after him,

Dr William Singers of Kirkpatrick-Juxta. He did not remain long under the tuition of

these gentlemen, and on account of his father's poverty, was but very indifferently sup-

plied with books. His progress, notwithstanding, was great for his years ; it indeed

excelled that of all others in the school, and in general, his class-fellows were glad to

grant him the perusal of their books, in consideration of his very efficient help to them in

learning their lessons.
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Mr Maclachlan, at an early age, went out as tutor into the family of Mr Cjmeron ol

Camisky, in the parish of Killmonivaig ; there his desire for classical studies received a

considerable impulse from his intercourse with the father of his host, Cameron of Lian-

dally, then an old gentleman confined to bed. Liandally, like many of the gentlemen of

his day in Lochaber, had been well instructed in the knowledge of the Latin tongue, and

much exercised in the colloquial use of that ancient language in the parochial school of

Killmalie, taught by a Mr Mac Bean. Mr Maclachlan no doubt derived much benefit

from his " colloquies" with the venerable classic, who, from his being bed-rid, also

derived much amusement, as well as pleasure, from his communings with his young

companion.

Mr Maclachlan's next engagement as tutor was, when about fifteen years of age, in

the family of Mr Cameron of Clunes. His pupils were Captain Allan Cameron, now of

Clunes, and his brother General P. Cameron, H.E.I.C. S. Here Mr Maclachlan made

great progress in the study of the Greek and Latin languages. It is said, that he even

travelled on the vacant Saturdays, to Fort-William, (whither his parents had removed,)

in order to get from his former teacher, an outline of his prospective studies for the sub-

sequent week. Thus he soon became able to translate, with fluency, the Scriptures of the

New Testament from the original Greek into his mother-tongue, Gaelic ; and frequently

did he astonish, as well as instruct and dehght, the unsophisticated rustics of the place,

by this singular display of erudition.

After the lapse of two years, he engaged as tutor in the family of Mr Mac Millan of

Glenpean, a very remote and romantic situation at the west end of Loch-aircaig. In

this family, he resided for two years, still devoting his spare hours to the prosecution of

his classical, and other studies. So great indeed was his ardour in this respect, that liis

worthy hostess often deemed it necessary, to insist on his relaxing his application to his

books, in order to take healthful exercise in the open air. On such occasions, his favour-

ite walk was along the banks of the " slow-rolling Peiln," so sweetly celebrated in his

own ode to that romantic stream, and on whose green borders were composed many of

his finest juvenile strains. At this time also, our young bard began to show a penchant

for instrumental music. He constructed a rude violin, on which he took lessons from an

individual, by profession a jnper, who lived in the neighbouring district or " country" of

Mòror, and came occasionally to Glenpean. This rustic instrument possessed but few,

if any, of the qualities of a Cremona. An individual, who lived in the family at this

period, describes it as being no bigger than a ladle—" Cha bu mho i dhuibh iia 'n liadh"

and he himself in the ode to Peiln calls it "fidheall na ràcail," or " dissonant lyre."

Afterwards, however, our poet became a tolerable performer on the violin, as well as

some other musical instruments.

After residing two years in Glenpean, he returned to Clunes, and resumed his former

office there. Here he remained for six years. In 1795, he fondly cherished the hope of

being enabled to enter College, could he be so lucky as procure funds for that pur-

pose. With the view of obtaining aid from certain wealthy namesakes of his, he and his

father paid a visit to those gentlemen, and to some humbler persons, relations of his
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inotlier. The latter, " were willing to contribute something ;" but the former met his

suit with a discouraging refusal, telling his father, that " he meant to ruin his son by

putting such idle notions into his head, and that he ought rather to go home, and forth-

with bind the lad as apprentice to his own trade,—that of a weaver." With heavy

hearts and weary limbs, they returned home. After anxious and earnest deliberation on

this important point, by the jioet and his parents around their humble ingle, the idea of

going to college was, for a time, abandoned ; and the young man resolved to return next

day, to the family of Clunes, where he was assured that he should be received with open

arms. He accordingly set out for that place ; but as he approached it, his earthly career

was very nearly terminated. In those days, there was no bridge over the river Ar-

kaig. He found the stream greatly swoln, and hazardous to ford. Night, however, was

approaching, and therefore he ventured out. He had not proceeded far in the rugged

channel, when he was carried off his feet, and swept away by the rapid current ; he now

thought with himself that his golden dreams of literary and philosophic distinction were

at an end : he committed himself, however, to the care of him who hath said, " when thou

passest through the waters, I will be with thee ; and through the rivers they shall not

overflow thee." On this he was providentially thrown on a stone, a part of whicli was

still above the waters. After resting here a brief space, he made one desperate effort to

reach the wished-for bank, and vvas successful. He there poured out a prayer of gratitude

to the Most High for his signal deliverance from so great a danger. Forthwith Mr Mac-

lachlan resumed his labours at Clunes ; at the same time prosecuting his classical studies

with unremitting ardour, as his time permitted. Here he composed several pieces of

justly admired Gaelic poetry ; several of these and of his former compositions were pub-

lished about 1798, in a volume printed in Edinburgh, for Allan M'Dougall, alias "Dall,"

musician, then at Inverlocliy, afterwards family-bard to the late Glengarry. Among these

were " Dàin nan Aimsirean," a translation of Pope's Messiah, " Dan mu Chonaltradh,"

&c., and a translation of part of Homer's Iliad into Gaelic heroic verse. During the

currency of the year 1796, our poet was introduced by Dr Ross of Killmonivaig to the

late Glengarry; and that Chief, ever after, continued his warm friend. He yielded him

the pecuniary aid which he had in vain solicited from other sources. This kindly aid,

together with our poet's own little savings out of his salaries, put him in circumstances

to proceed to the University, whither he was accompanied by his anxious and affection-

ate father.* Arrived at Aberdeen, he determined to enter the lists as a competitor for a

bursary at King's College. Here, for the first time, he found himself engaged with

entire strangers in the arena of literary strife. The various pieces of trial being duly

executed and given in, the hour for announcing the fate of the champions approached
;

the anxious expectants were assembled in the lobby of the great College-Hall, where the

Professors were still engaged in earnest judicial deliberation. Meantime the rustic

dress of the young Highlander, his diffident manner, and rather awkward appearance,

drew upon him the ungenerous gibes and unmerited contempt of several young coxcombs,

* It is said that he travelled to Aberdeen, dressed in the mountuni garb.
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his rivals. It was sneeringly recommended to him to make a speedy retreat to the itilds

of Lochaber, while he was comforted with the assurance that he had not the shghtest

chance of success. Enduring all this banter, with meek, but firm forbearance, he merely

advised his assailants not to prejudge his case. The door of the hall was at length opened,

the names of the successful coinpetitors were announced, and the officer first called

"EwEN Maclachlan," as being the best scholar, and chief bursar.

From that moment, he gained and retained the respect and warm regard of his fellow-

students. He entered on his studies in Aberdeen with his wonted earnestness and dili-

gence, and greatly distinguished himself in his classes. At the end of the Session, lie

resumed the charge of his pupils at Clunes ; this he continued to do, during the recess

annually, whilst he continued in the gown classes. At the end of that period, having

obtained the degree of A.M., he entered the Divinity-Hall. Through the good offices of

the Rev. Dr Ross, our student was presented to a Royal bursary in the gift of the Barons

of Exchequer; and about the same time (anno 1800), he was appointed assistant to Mr

Gray as Hbrarian of King's College, and teacher of the Grammar School of Old Aberdeen.

From the date of these appointments, he took up his permanent residence in that town,

of which, at a subsequent period, he was made a free burgess. He continued to attend

the Divinity-Hall for eight sessions, and in the enjoyment of the Royal bursary above

mentioned. He was, during the period last mentioned, custodier of the library attached

to the Divinity-Hall of Marischal College. From this date, the life of our theologian was

indeed a life of incessant literary toil and scholastic labour. In addition to the duties of

the offices to which he had been recently appointed, he devoted several hours every day to

private teaching, in order to eke out the limited income derived from these offices.

Many gentlemen, especially from the Highlands, sent to him their sons to be under liis

effective and immediate superintendence. Even in these circumstances, as well as through

life, he displayed great liberality and affection towards his aged parents and his other

near relations, by often relieving their wants out of his hard earnings.

After completing his attendance at the " Hall," and delivering his trial-pieces with

eclat, he found the bent of his mind, as well as his ambition, directed to a "Chair," in one

of the Universities, rather than to the Pulpit. He was encouraged in his aspiration after

this object, by several friends, but particularly by Professor James Beattie of Marischal

College. The Professor's death, however, in 1810, was a heavy blow to Mr Maclach-

lan's hopes. A strong mutual friendship had existed between them, amounting to affec-

tion. On the melancholy occasion of his friend's death, Mr Maclachlan composed an

elegy in the Gaelic tongue, which for beauty of language, sincerity of sorrow, and un-

rivalled elegance of composition, can bear comparison with any thing of the kind ever

presented to the world. This was not the only composition in which our poet's grateful

remembrance of Professor Beattie's friendship was commemorated. In his " Metrical

Effusions," (Aberdeen, 1816,) is printed an elegant Latin ode addressed to that accom-

plished scholar, during his life, and an English ode, entitled " A dream," being an

apotheosis on that patron of neglected merit. Some years after his settlement in Aber-

deen, Mr Maclachlan turned his attention to Oriental literature, as well as to tliut of the

J
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languages of modern Europe ; and his acquirements in these he made subservient to the

critical culture of his mother-tongue. About the same time he undertook the arduous

task of translating the Iliad of Homer into Gaelic heroic verse. Of this immortal work,

he finished nearly seven books, which still remain in MS. Besides this, he began to com-

pile materials for a Dictionary of the Gaelic language spoken in Scotland, and that, (as he

did every thing else) from his mere regard and affection for every thing tending to promote

the honour or improvement of his native land. What was iheyicaWed "the Highland Society

of Scotland," (having had reference to the mental culture of their Caledonian countrymen,

instead of as now, unfortunately, to the physical development of the points of the inferior

animals) had soon after entertained the project of preparing and publishing a Dictionary of

that ancient language; and having ascertained the eminent qualifications of Mr Maclacliian,

and his progress in compiling the said work, they conjoined him with the late Dr Mac-

leod of Dundonald, in carrying on the national Dictionary, compiled under their patronage.

The department assigned to Mr Maclachlan was the Gaelic-English, and so important and

difficult a task could not have been committed to better hands. In the preface to the Dic-

tionary publislied by Drs Macleod and Dewar, it is well remarked,—" Mr MacLachUin of

Aberdeen especially brought to the undertaking great talents, profound learning, habits of

industry which were almost superhuman, an intimate acquaintance with the Gaelic lan-

guage, and devoted attachment to the elucidation of its principles."

The pages of Mr Maclachlan's MS. of this great national work were enriched with

innumerable vocables and phrases kindred to Gaelic, derived not only from the cognate

dialects of the Keltic, but also from the Greek and Latin, as well as from the Hebrew,

Arabic, Chaldaic, Persic, and other Eastern languages.

In the winter of 1821 and 1822, he was engaged in transcribing this work for the

press, and he expected to have it completed by the following July ; but alas ! his valuable

life was not prolonged to see his hopes reaUzed.

Let us now briefly revert to events somewhat prior in our poet's life. In the Metrical

Effusions formerly mentioned, there is printed an ode in the Greek language, " on the

Generation of Light," which had the honour of gaining the prize given by Dr Buchanan

of Bengal to King's College for the best poetical ode upon the above subject. About this

period (1816), he, at the request of his friend Lord Bannatyne M'Leod, deciphered several

old Gaelic MSS., and transcribed them into the ordinary character. A difficult and

laborious task. In 1819, Mr Gray died, and Mr MacLachlan was then appointed Head-

Master of the Grammar School of Old Aberdeen, and also principal Session-Clerk and

Treasurer of the parish of Old Machar. These promotions increased his income, but

greatly added to his labour. He was likewise secretary to the Highland Society of

Aberdeen ; and in this character, used to wear the full garb of his country when officially

attending the meetings of the Society, and on other particular occasions. In 1820, the

office of teacher of the classical department of the Inverness Academy became vacant.

Many friends and admirers of Mr Maclachlan's great talents made strenuous exertions

to procure his appointment to that situation. At the head of these friends was his firm

supporter and original patron. Glengarry. Unhappily, the proceedings on that occasion,
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instead of being conducted with a single regard to public utility, and the rewarding of

merit, were mixed up witli local politics and causeless prejudices. The result was, that

after an uiiprecedentedly keen canvass, and the exercise of every available influence on

both sides, Mr Maclaehlan was excluded by the mere numerical force of the opposing

party. It is plain from the very handsome document obtained from the Professors of

Humanity and Greek at St Andrews, upon the occasion of Mr Maclachlan's being on

a remit, examined by them, that want of deep scholarship, or talent as a successful

teacher, was not the cause of his exclusion from a situation which he would have

adorned.

Gifted with exquisite sensibility, he deeply felt the unworthy treatment thus experienced

at the hands of his Norland countrymen; and he frequently expressed himself to the effect,

that he was resolved never again to expose his peace of mind to the machinations of

" ambidexter politicians."

Some short time after tliis period, his health became affected. His constitution began

to yield under his incessant toils. He proceeded, however, to Ayrshire, to visit his

colleague, Dr Maeleod. There his health rallied considerably, and he continued in the

enjoyment of much of that blessing, till the beginning of 1822 ; when again his health

was most seriously assailed. He lingered till the 29th day of March, when this amiable

man, and distinguished scholar, departed this life at the age of 47 years. It might be said

that he died of a gradual decay and debility, induced by professional over-exertion iind

study. His locks had become, years before his death, silver-grey. In him, unquestionably,

died the first Celtic scholar of his day. His premature death caused much regret in the

public mind, particularly at Aberdeen, and throughout the Higlilands ; and deep sorrow

among his numerous friends.

As a general scholar, possessed of varied learning and fine genius, Mr Maclaehlan

stood very high. The department of philology, however, was his/orie, and favourite pur-

suit. In that respect, it is believed, he had few superiors. He was "eximius apud Seotos

philologus." His Greek and Latin odes have met with the highest approbation from the

best critics. The same may be predicated of his Gaelic poems. His Gaelic version of

the first seven books of the Iliad stands second to the unrivalled original alone. His MS.

of the national Gaelic-Enghsh Dictionary (if preserved) affords ample proof of his un-

wearied diligence and labour, and of his pre-eminent philological and antiquarian acquire-

ments ; notwithstanding it did not receive the final polish from his master-hand. With

the true spirit of genius, his mind descended, with grateful elasticity, from those abstruse

subjects to the lighter amusements of poetry and music ; cheerful, and often playful con-

versation.

As a classical teacher, Mr Maclachlan's success is sufltteiently evinced by the circum-

stance, that his pupils annually carried off the largest proportion of the bursaries competed

for at the University. His excellencies as a scholar were equalled by his virtues as a man

and a Christian. His piety was unfeigned, deep, and, in some respects enthusiastic. He

was the very soul ol honour. None coidd go before him in moral purity, worth and

integrity. His manners, withal, displayed the most engaging simplicity. In life, he



EOBHON MAC-LACHUINN. 327

secured the love and respect of all who knew him ; and in death, his memory is by them

held in tender remembrance.

Emmently calculated to advance the literature and language of his native land, it is

deeply to be regretted that he had not been placed through the munificence of individuals,

or the public patriotism of his countrymen, in a situation of ease and comfort, such as a

Professorship of Keltic in one of our Universities. There he could have effectually pro-

moted the objects he so fondly cherished : the temperament of his modest nature required

the supporting arm of a patron, as the limber vine requires the aid of the oak. But his

was the too frequent lot of kindred spirits, to experience the heart-sickening of "hope

deferred," and to be allowed to droop and die, the victims of ill-requited toil.

Mr Maclachlan possessed the friendship, and was the correspondent of several person

of distinction—among- these might be enumerated, besides the late Glengarry, his Grace

Alexander Duke of Gordon, Sir John Sinclair, Dr Gregory, and Lord Bannatyne Mac-

leod. Much of their correspondence, {if collated) would be found very interesting.

In conformity with the prevailing feature of his character, this "true Highlander,"

on his death-bed directed his body to be laid with the ashes of his fathers at the foot of

liis native mountains; " et dulces moriens reminiscitur Argos." This dying request was

religiously complied with. At Aberdeen, every mark of respect was paid to his memory.

With all the solemnities usually observed at the obsequies of a Professor of the University,

his body was removed from his house to the ancient chapel of King's College, his Alma

Mater, and laid in the tomb of Bishop Ellington, the founder of this venerable seminary.

Next morning, a great concourse of the most respectable persons in and around Aberdeen,

including the Professors of both Universities, the Magistrates of the city and the Highland

Society of Aberdeen chapterly, met in the College Hall, to pay their last respects to the

remains of departed worth, and thence accompanied the hearse, bearing those remains,

some distance out of town, and there bade a long and last adieu. Similar indications of

respect and sorrow were evinced in all the towns through which the mournful procession

passed. Glengarry, accompanied by a large number of his clansmen dressed in their

native garb, paid a tribute of respect to his Ae^sxteA protege, by meeting and escorting

his remains, while passing through that chief's country. His Lochaber countrymen were

not behind in exhibiting every proper feeling towards the memory of him whom they

universally esteemed an honour to belong to their country. All classes of them came

out to meet the hearse ; so that on entering his native village of Fort-William, the crowd

was so dense, that the procession advanced with difficulty. Next day, being the 15th of

April, the mortal remains of Ewen Maclachlan, preceded by the " wild wail" of the
i

piobrachd, and accompanied by a larger assemblage than that of the preceding day, were

conducted to their last resting-place, and laid with those of his fathers, at Killevaodain in

Ardgour. There, " near the noise of the sounding dirge," sleeps " the waster of the

midnight oil," without "one gray stone" to mark his grave !
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AN SAMHRADH.

Aia FONN,—*' An am dol sios bhi dehnach,^''

Mocn 's mi 'g èiritlh 'madainn chèituin,

'S <iviùchd air feur nan lùiiiteaii
;

Bu shunntach eibhirin càil gach creutair,

'Tigh'n le gleus a'm fri)gaibh,

Gu blàthas iia greine *b'àgh'oi- eiridb,

Suas air sgeith nam inor-bheanii
;

*S è teaclid o'n chuaii gu dreachor, buaghach,

Rioghail, nasal, òi--bhuidb.

Tha cùiitean ceutacb clan nan speuran,

Laith-ghorm, ruidh mar chlaraidh,

'S do sgaoil bho chèile neoil a sheideadh

Stoirni nan reub-ghaoth arda ;

Gach dull ag eigheach iochd a's rèite,

'N teachd a cbeud mhios ÌMhàigh oirnn

;

S gu'm b* ùr neo-thruaillidh 'n trusgan uain'

Air druim nan cluaintean fàsaiuh.

Bu cbùirteìl, prìseil, foirm gach coin,

An cuantal brdail, greannar,

Cuir sios ar sgeoil is blasta gloir,

Air bharr nan òg-mheur samhraidh,

Le 'n ribheid chiùil gu fonnar dlù,

Na puirt bu shiublaich raniitachd
;

'S mac-tair a' freagairt fuaim am feadain,

Shuas 's na creagaii gleaantacb.

Bi 'n ioc-shlaint chleibh am fìor shrutli »>lt^ibh

O ghlac nam feur-choir' arda.

Le Curaraich bhinn th'air bhalbhag miti,

A sbiubblas sios tru 'n àilean,

Mar airgead glas, 'na ohoilichibli cas,

Ri tòraghan bras gun tànih orr',

Cuir sùigh gun truaill 's gach fiùran naine,

*S dlù mu bhruach nam blarubh.

B' è m' eibhneas riamh 'nuair db' uirgbe gviai

Le cheud ghath tiorail blàth oirn,

Bhi ceum a sios gu beul nam min-ahrutb,

'S reidb gliorm lith mar sgàtliaii,

A' anamh air falbh gu samhaeh balbh,

Gu cuantaibh gailbbeinn skit ghlais,

Tro lubaibh cam le straitbibh ghleanti

Tha tilge greann a Mbàirt diu.

Air uchd an fhior-uisg 's grinn a chitear,

Oibrean siannta nàduir,

Du-neoil nan speur a' falbh o cheiK

Air cbruach nan sleìbhtean arda ;

Gun saoil an t-siiil gur h-ann sa ghrunnd,

Thadealbh gach iui^hinudh ài^boir
;

Am bun os-ceann nan lulbb 's nan crann,

'S na'm beil sa' ghleann gari arach.

Bi'dh bradau seang-mbear, druim-dbubli, tarr-

'S cleoc nan meanbh-bba)! ruadh air, [gbeai*

Beo, brisg, gun chearb air bhuiiiin; garbli,

On mbuir is gailbbeach nuallan ;

Gu h-iteach, earr-ghobhlacb, grad-mbeamnach,

Leum air ghearr-sgiath luatba,

Le cbani-ghob uUamh cheapa chuileng,

Bhios feadh shruth nan cuairteag.

Gum faicte loma barr gach tomain,

Caoirich tbruma, liontaidh,

Gu ceigeach, bronnach, garbb an tonialt,

Rusgach, oUach, min-tiugh
;

'S an uanaibh geala, luatha, glana,

Hi cluaineis mhear a dian-rnitb,

Le mèilich mhaoth m' an cuairt do*n raon,

A's pàirt san t'hrauch gan grianadb.

'S na tràtban ceart thig drubh nam mart,

*An ordugh steach duWi bliuaile,

Le 'n ùithibh Ian, gu reamhar, lairceacb.

Druim-fhionn, cra-dhearg, guaillioiin
;

'S gach gruagach àigh gu cridheil, gàircai b,

Craicneach, suàtliach, cuachach
;

Air lom an tothair, funu air bleuthanii,

Steall bu bhothar l'uaimrich.

Gur h-ionmhuinn gaoir struth-gheimnicb bingh.

Rikumnaich t'hauin tea *n àilein,

Gu seang-brisg, uallach, eutrom, guanach,

For is uaisle str.iiceis,

'S iad dù-gblas, riabbach, caisfbionn, stiallacb,

Bailgfhionn, ciar-dhubh, barr-lom,

'S an earblaibb sguabach togte suas,

A' duibh-ruith nuas gu mutbair.

O Shàmhraidh gheugaicb, ghrianaich, cbeutaii-.h,

Dhuillich, I'heuraicb, chi in-gbil !

Bho t-anail t'ein thig neart a's speurad,

Do gach creutair diiiidi,

Bha *n sàs 'an slabhraidh reot a gheambraidh,

Ann an am na dùdlachd,

'S tha nis a'damhs, feadh ghlac a's ghleann,

M' ad theachd a nail as ùr oirn.

'S tu tarbhach reacbdor, biacbar, pailt,

Le feart do fhrasan blatba,

A thig nan ciuraìcb mbaotb-bbuig dhriùchd,

A" dorta siiigb -nii fbàillinn.
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S ann learn is taitneach fiamh do bhrait,

O fhlUMiibh (lait a ghàraidh

Cuir (lealra boisgeil reull an daoimeìn,

•Much gn diuim nan ai<i-bheann,

Gach fluran niais is alUidh dreacb,

A* fas 'an cleachdadh ordail,

Gu rlmheach, taitneach, ciatach, stixsinhor,

Ann 's ;tn reachd bu choir dhaibli
;

An t-seamrag uaine 's barr-gheal gruag,

A's buidheann chuachach neoinein,

Lili gucagach nan cluigean,

*S mile lus nach eol domh.

BiMh sobhrach luaineach, ghcal-bhui, chluasach,

Ann am bruach nan alltabh,

'S a bhiolair uain taobh nam fuaran,

Gibeach, cluaineach, cam-mheur;

Thig ròs nam bad is boidhche dieach,

Na neoil na maidne samhraidh,

Gu ruiteach, deavg-gheal, cearslach dcalbhach.

Air roinn mheanbh nam lann-sblat.

An ylratin to bliiirrach, reisgeach. cam

Feiirach, raineach, luachrach,

Gu niin-bhog, mealach, brighor, liainii

ClU, a's ctieamh m' an cuairt ami
;

Cidh lom a bhlair is reachdair fas,

A' dol fo stràc neo-thruaillidh,

*S an saoghall a 'gàirdechas le fhilll,

A thaobh gu'n dh' fhag am fua.bd :

lach,

Gur cfanu-gburm loinnell dos gach doire,

Bhios sa choiUe chW-chdaich,

Gu sleabhach ard fo iomlan blàth.

O bhun gu bharr 'n comhdach ;

An snnthach sùghnr thig o'n dùslnitig

Ann sna tiurain nòsar,

A' brùchda meas tro shiios nan geug,

A's tlus nan speur ga'n cùmbnadh.

Gach maoth phreas ùr gu duilleach cùbhraidh,

Peurach, ùbliiach, sòghar,

Trom ihorrach, iuisreagach, a' lùbadh,

Measach, driùchdach, lìtdail
;

Le cud-throm ghagan dlù dhonn-dhearg,

A bliios air sJait nan cri>c-mheur,

'S CO milis bias ri mil o'n sgeap,

Aig seiliein breac a chrònain.

Bidh coisridh mhuirneach nan gob lùghor,

Ann sgacb ùr-dÌU)s uaigneach.

Air gheugaibh dlù nan duilleach ùr-ghorm,

Chuireadh sunnt fo'n duanaig
;

Thig smeòrach chuirteil, druid a's bru-dhearg,

Uiseag chlùin a's cuachag,

Le h-òran cianail, faiin-bhog tiambaidh,

N glacaig dbiomhair uaine.

M' an iiinsin sios gach ni bu mhiann team,

Ann am briathran seolta,

Cha chuirinn crioch le dealbh am bliadhn'

Air (-eathramh trian de'n b' eol domh,

M' a ghlòir nan speur, 's an t-saogha'l gu leir,

A lion le h-eihhneas mòr mi,

'N uair rinn mi uiridh madainn chcìtein,

*S dealt air feur nan lùiutean.

AM FOGHAK.

FoNN

—

'^Nnair thig an Samkra geugach oirnt

Gkai) eiridh fonn a's tìur-ghleus oirbh,

Na biodh 'ur 'n inntinn smuaireanach
;

Tha sgeul is ait learn innse dhuìbh,

Cho binn bho chian cha chuala sibh
;

Tha 'm pòr bu taitneach cinntinn duìnii,

Fo'n reachd is brioghair buaghalachd
;

'S gun teid an saoghal a riarachadh,

O dhicheall gniomh nan tuathanach.

Tha 'm foghar a' nochda cairdeis duinn,

'S e bbuilich am pailteas gnàthaicht uìrn

A mhaitheas gu tialaidh pairtichear,

Gun ghainne; gun fhàiline truacantachd
;

Gheibhduiiie'sbruida shàthacha<lh

'O sheileir na dùsluing nàdurra
;

Gun' sgaoilear na bùird gu failteachail

Ga 'r cuireadh gu b'm ar tuaiasdail

Theid sgraing an acrais bhiasgaich dhinn,

'S a ghorta chrion gu'm fuadaichear,

Bu ghuineach, sgaiteacb, bior-gnineach,

Geur-ghoint* a ruinn'-ghob nuarranta
;

'S e 'dheùghladh sùgh nan caolaii bhuat,

'Chur neul an Aoig mu d' ghruaim-mhala

Gun teid an tarmasg dioghaltach

A ghreasad null th' ar chuaintean bhuaini

Bidh coirce strath nan dù-ghleannabh,

Fo'n dreach is cùirteil prìseileachd,

Trom thorach, diasach, cuinnleanach,

Ard, luirgneach, suighte, sonraichte
;

*S am pannal ceolmhor, mùirneachail,

Gu sunntach, surdail, ordamail.

Co gleusta, saoithreach, luath-lamhach,

'S am barr ga bhuain *na dhòrlaichean.

Gach te gu dileas deannadach,

Le corran cam-ghorm, geur-fhiaclach,

Hi farpuis stritheil, dhiorrasaich,

Cuir fuiun a sìos fo dhuaoagan
;
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Bidh oigridh, lùghor, mheaiimiieach,

A' ceaiigal bhann nia sguabaniian,

Le 'n diolt am briodal màraiiach,

A bheii't-adli g;iir air gruagaichean.

'S an luchar chiatach, ghaotlior, thèid

Feur-saoidh na faicli' a sgaoileadh leiiin

A* ceaiin nan riaghan caola ""bhios

Air loin nan raointean uain-neulach
;

Na rachdain làidir liatb-ghiubhais

A tionndadh rolag sniomhanach,

Gu 'n tiormachadh 's na grian-ghathan,

Cho caoin 's as miann le tuathanach.

'N uair dh'fhosglas PhcEhus seùmraichean,

Na h-aiid-an-iar thoiit ordugh dhuinn
;

•An dubhar an fheasgair tòisichear,

Ri cruinneacha feòir 'an cruachannan ;

Bidh niulain is gairbhe dòmhladas,

Gu tomaltach, cuirrichdeach, mor-cheannach
;

Grad fliighear na sioinain chorr umpa,

GÙ sginbailte, doigheil, suaicheanta.

Bidh ioinairean cian fo stràcan ann,

Le doiivachan goim biintàta ona,

Gu ginneach, dosaeh, ci'àc-mheurach,

Bog-mhògach, lairceach, uain-neulaeh
;

Barr-gùc a's dearg-gheal fas orra,

*Sa dhreach mar ròs nan gàraidbnean
;

Bidh paidirein phlunibas àillidh ann.

Air mheangain 'nam barr nan cluaranaibh,

Nuair thig an aimsir ghnàthaicht oirn,

'Sa bhuainear as a làraich è,

Grad-nnclidar fras bhuntàta dhuinn,

Ga chrathadh o'n bliarr 'na dhòrlaichean,

Ceud mile dreach a's dealbh orra,

Gu faobach, geainhlach, garbh-phlucacli»

Cruaidh mhealtach, uibeach, ghailbheach iad,

A' tuiteain mar ghaibhlaich dùrnagan.

'S iad cioohach, dearg-dhubh, brcac-shuileach,

Gu tana min-gheal, leacanach
;

Gu plubach, cruinn-ght'al, cnapanach,

*S iad fad-chumpach na uaireannan
;

B'e 'n toradh biadhar, feartach è,

Nach mall a liona chaiteagan,

*Nuair ghreidhear aim sa pliraisich è,

*S Ù bhias is taitneach buaghannan.

'S glan fàile nan cnò gaganach,

Air ard-shlios nan croc bad-dhuillt'acli

;

'S trom iasor am por bayailteach,

Air bharr nam fad-gheug sòlasach
;

Theid brigh nam fiuran slat-mheurach,

'An cridhe nan ùr-chnap blasadach
;

Gur brisggheal sùgh a chagannaicli,

Do neach a chagnas dòrlach dhìù.

'S clann-bheag a ghna le'm pocannan.

A' streup ri h-ard nan dos-chrannabh,

A bhuain nan cluaran mog-mheuiach,

Gu lughW, docoir, luath-lamhaeh;

'Nuair dh" fhaoisgear as na mogail iad,

'S a blnistear plaoisg nan eochall diu,

Gur caoin am niaoth-bhlas fortanach,

lihios air an fhros neo-bhruaileanach.

*S è mios nam buaidhean taitneach è,

Bheir pur an t-sluaigh gu h-abachadh ;

O'ra fograr gruaim an acrais dinn,

O's maireann pailteas pòrsain duinn
;

Mios bog nan ùbhlan breac-mheallacb,

Gu peurach, plumbach, sgeachagach,

A' lùisreadh sios le dearcagaibh,

Cir-mhealach, beachach, gròiseìdeach.

Mios molach, robacb, bracuirneach

'Sècatoilròiceil, tacarach,

Gu h-iolannach, cuirrichdeach, adagach,

Trom-dhiasach, bhreac-gheal, sguabanach ;

Mios miagh nam fuarag, stapagach,

lìuutàtach, feòljir, sgadaiiach,

Gu h-imeach, càìseach, (^eapaireacn,

Le bheirteas pallt gu truacaiitachd.

Gu saoithreach, stritheil, lamhachair,

An oigridh dhileas, thàbhaciidach,

Ri taobh nan linngean sàile 'm biodh,

An sgadan a snamh 's a bhointieircacbd

Snath-moineis garbh an snàthadan,

A' fuaigheal lion ri 'm bràiglieachan,

Gu si-eangach, bolach, àrcanach,

Bheir bas do'n nàisein chleùc-lannach.

'Nuair dh'aomas ùidhclie chiar-glilas oirn,

'S a dhubhas an iarmailt cheò-neulach,

Gur h-ullamh, ealamh, Ìasgaidh, dol

Air ghleus an iarmaid shonraichte
;

Grad bhrùcaidh iad 'nan ciadaii, as

Gacb taobh 'n uair dhiular Indugh dhaibh,

Air bharcaibh eutrom luath-ràmliach,

A' sguabadh .1 chuain ghorm-ghreannaich.

Gur dàicheil, sìirdail, cruadalach,

Fir ùr nan cruaidh lamh conspaideach,

A' stri CO fuiribi 'a luaithe bhios

Air thus an t-sluaigh 's a chonnsacha
;

A cholluinn nan tonn buaireasach,

Le neart nan cuaille beo ghiubhais
;

Mar dhrùid nan speur cho luath dhut iad,

Thar stuadh is uaibhreach crunanaich.

Air tiirla dhuibb san ionad, 's am
Bi n t-iasg ri mire gboraich, theid

Na lin a chur ga h-iongantach

Air uchd a ghrinnail bhòc-thonnaich ;
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*Nuair thogar nun sa mhadainn iad

Gu tro.n-iiui, l.teac le lo^ialaclul,

Guv suiitach, siubhlach, dhachaigh iad

Le'n tacar beairteach, sòlasach.

Gu li-aigeantach, eutroni, inntinneach,

Mr aigln-arar,h, ghleust, air linngeannan,

Le saighdean geur nan tri-mheurabli.

Air ghallanaibti direach cruaidh shleaghach
;

A' sireadli an èisg le duibh-liasaibb,

Theid seacliad iia leum air fior-uisge
;

Na mordhachaii reubacli, diobhalacb,

Gan tarruinu gu tlr air bbruacbanniiildi.

'S an oidbche chiùraidb, fhiathail, gum
lii surd air leois gam pleòiteachadh,

Gura pacar anna na h-urraisgean iad

Speailt tbioram iir gu h-ordamail

:

Bidli dearg as cruidh gan giulan ann,

Cbuir sinùid a suas gu beti-losgadh,

A ruith n:.m bradan fad-bhronnarh,

Fi-iidli bbuinne cas nam mor-sliruillipnn.

'S am bradan cutrom, aineasach,

Brisg, grad-chlis, mearanach, luasganach,

'Na eideadh liatb-ghlais, dhearg-bliallaich,

Dù-lannach, mpan-bhreac, cluaineiseacb
;

Gut gob-cham, sliosmhor, taiT-gheal è,

Le stiiiir bu shiabach earr-ghobhlach,

Ri lù-cbleas bras air ghoarr-agiathaibh,

'An toirmrich gharbh nan cuairteagan.

Gun d'fhuair stbh dan a nise bhuam,
Mar thug mi fios a' tòiseachadh,

Mu bhuaidh nam miosan biotailtcacb,

Tha trom le giblitoan sulasach,

On 'm bell da rai.n thar-fhicbead ana

'S o's mist è tuiiie W.paireachd,

Gun cuir mi crioch i;u tlmpil air,

M' am fag mi sgitb le bùilicb sibh.

AN GEAiMHRADH.

Aiit FONN—"*5 i SO 'k aimsir a dhearbhar."'

Tha Phahns s na speuraibh

Ag eiridh na thriall,

Roi reuUtaichean Geur-shaighead*

Bheumnaich nan sian
;

* S.ij^ittarius and Capricorn, two constellations on the

Ur-eifeachd a cheud gbath

Gu ceiteineach grinn,

A ni ieum do gach creutair

O eii-eadb dan dion.

Than a tlà ghathan biàtb ud

A b" fhàbhara<-li dbuinn

Gar i'àgail aig natnliaid

Nadh' fhàsasah-ùir;

O na thriall e roi chriocbaibh

Na Riaghuiltfanull

GÙ Sign-Adharc-Gaibhre

iiu duibh-reotach iCiil.

Tha àoidhealachd nàduir

A b' fhàiltiche tuar,

Fad an t-saoghatl air caocbladh

'S a h-aogasg fo ghruaim :

Thagiùigàirnadùilean

J.e funntainn an Miuachd,

I*'o dhCi-liunn trom-thùrsach,

Ri ciucharan truagh.

Tha 'm Foghar reacbdor, fialaidh,

Bu bhiadh abaicb t'.'is,

Le cruachannaibh cnuac-mheallacb,

Sguab-thcracb, Ian,

Air treigsinn a shnuaidb,

O'n a dh'fhuaraioh gach càil,

Roi'n mblos chruai-ghuinneacb, ghrunmach
*S neo-thruacanta bàigh.

Le striiiceadh na dùilicbinn

Tboirleum gu làr,

Gorm cbombdach nam mùr-cbrann

Bu chròc-cbeannach barr,

Ni tuigh-bheatba sùgbor

Nan ùr-fhaillean àrd,'

Tro fhèithean nan geugan

Grad tbearnadh gum fr.'uinli.

Na h-eòineinean boidbeacb

Is ia'damail pong,

Le'n dlù-fbeadain shunntacb

O'n siubhiaicbe fonn
;

Gum fògrar o'ti cheòl iad

Gu clò-chadal trom ;

'S ni iad comhnuidb *s gach cos

Ann am tVògaibb nan toll.

Thig leir-sgrios air treudan

Nam ft'ur-luibhean gorm ; i

Di-mhilltear gach dithean

Bu mhin-ghibeach dealbh :

f Riaghailt, the l-quinoctial line.
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BiMh spùtadh na funntainn

Is drùightiche siaii,

A' toUadh tro d' ghrudhan

Gu ciùri'-bbeumiiach, diaii.

Mios reub-bhiorach, èireanda,

Chreuchdas i^ach dùil
;

Mios buaireasach, buailteach,

'S neo-thrucant' a glinCils ;

Mios nuarranta, buagharra,

'S tuath-ghaothach sput,

Bhios gu h-eaiT-ghlaiseacb, feargach,

Le stairearaicb nach ciùiii.

Mios burrugblasarh, falmarra,

Gharbh-fbrasach fuar;

Tha gliob-sbleanibain, dileaiita,

Grim-ieotach, cruaidh,

Ged robh luirgneaii gan ròsladh

Ki deagh theinc guail,

Bi'dh na sàiltean gan cràdbladb

Gu bàs leis an fhuachd.

Mios colgarra. borb-chur,

Nan stoirmibh nan deann,

Gu funntainneach, puinnseunta,

'S diughaltach srann :

A' beuchdaich 's na speuraibh

Le leii'-sgrios gu call:

Bior-dheilgneach, le gairisinn,

Bu mheill-chvitheach greann.

Cba'n àireamh na thainig,

De bhàrdaibh san fheoil,

Gach imnradb thug teanntachd

A gheamhraidh g'ar cùir ;

Acb, mu'in tairghear rao sheanacbas

Gun dealbh air ach sgleò,

Gur tim dhomh bhi criocbnacbadb

Briathran mo sgeòil.

AN T-EARRACH.

Air fonn—" Thainig oirn do dW Albaitm croisj'

Thainig Earrach oirn m' an cuairt,

Tbeid am fuachd fo fhuadach cian

Tbeid air imrich thar a cbuan

Geambradh buaireasach nan sian :

Ràithe sneachdach, reotach, cruaidb,

A dh' atas colg nan luath-ghaoth dian

Sligneach, deilgneach, t'eanntaidh, fuav,

A lorn, *sa dh* aognaich snuadh gach ni.

Nis o'n pbill a ghrian a nail

Treigidh sid a's annradh gàrg :

Islichear strannraicb nan speur,

'S ceanglar srian am beul gach stoirm
;

Sguiridb na buìlg sht-ididh cbruaidh

'San àibheis aird, a b' uaibhricb fearg :

Eubhar sìothchaiaih ris gach dùìl,

'S tiunndaidh iad gu mùghadh foirm.

lompaichear an uair gu blàtbs,

Le frasaibh o'n aird-an-iar,

Leaghaidh sneacbd na shruthaibh luath

O ghuaillibh nan gruaim bbeann ciar.

Fosglaidh tobraichean a ghruinnd,

A bhrùchdas nan spùtaibb dian
;

'S deith gu sgealbach, ceilleacbdach, dlù,

Le gleadhraich gbairbh ga sgùradh sios.

Sgapaidh dall-cheo tiugh nan nial

As a ceil' an iar 's an ear,

Na mbeallaibb giobach, ceigeacb, liath,

Druim-robach, ogluidh, ciar-dhubh, glas,

A* snàmh san fbailbbe mhòir gun cheann,

A null 'sa nail, mar luing fo beairt

;

*S iathaidh iad nan rùsgaibh ban

Mu spiodaibh piceach ;ird nam bac.

Nochdaidh Fhcebus duinn a gnùìs,

A' dealradh o thur nan speur,

Le soillse caoimhneil, baoisgeil, blàth,

Gu tiusmhor, bàìgheil, ris gach creubh :

Na sgrios a gbaillionn chiurraidh t'huar,

Mosglaidh iad a nuas o'n eug;

Ath-nuadhaicbear a bbliadhn' as ùr,

Gach dull gu mùirneach ; surd air feuni.

Sgeudaicbear na loin 's na blàir,

Fo chomhdach àluinn lusaibh meanbh
;

Sgaoilidh iad a mach ri grein

An duilleach fein fo mhile dealbh :

Gu giobach, caisreagach, fo'm blàib,

Le'n dathaibh àillidh, lann-gbeal, dearg ;

Bilcach, raealach, maoth-bhog, iir,

Luirgneach, sùghmhor, driùchdach, gorm,

Gur h-ionmhuinn an sealladh fonnmhor

A chitear air lorn gach leacainn
;

'S ciibhraidh leam na fion na Frainge

FMle thoni, a's bheann, a's ghlacag
;

Milseineach, biolaireach, sòbhrach,

Eagacb cuacb nan neoinein maiseach,

Siomragach, failleineach, briirh'or,

Luachracb, ditheanach, gun ghaiseadb.

Thig muiileincin di_' shluagh an fheòir

Beò fo tlùs nam fann-ghath tlà,

Le 'n sgiathaibh sioda, ball-bhrpac oir,

'S iad daithte 'm boichead mios a Mhàigh:
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1 flùr.An luKÌrneagailili g .

Dùisgiiih iad le Ii-iocliil a bhlàis,

'S measgnaichidh an liglile illù

'Sa clieiteil) chiùin nach lot an ci

Diridh snotliach suas o'n fhriamhaich

Tro cham-chuislibh sliniomhain bhad-clirann,

Gu maothbhlasda, mealaoh, cùbliraidh,

Sior chuir sùigh 's nam fiùran shlatach
;

Bi'rth an còmhdach goiin a' brùchdadh

Roi sblois ùr nan dlù-phreas dosracb,

Duilleach, làbach, uasal, sgiamhacli,

Dieach nam meur is ilmheach coltas.

Bi'dli coin bheaga bhinn a cliàthair,

A cruinneachadh shràbh gu neadan ;

Togaidb iad 's na geugaibh naigneach

Aitribh chuairteagach ri taice

Laidhidh gu cluthor nan tamh

A blàiteachadh nan ciuinn ubh breaca,

Gus am bris an t~slighe Ian,

'S an tig an t-ilacli òg a mach dbaibh.

I'hig eibhneas na bliadbii an tiis,

Mu'n ciiochnaich an t-ùr-mlùos Màirt
;

I3!ieii- an spreidh an toradh tronl

Le fosgladh am bronn gu l;ir ;

Bi'ùctidaidb minn, a's laoigb, a's uain,

Nam miltibh m'an cuairt do'n bhlàr ;

S breac-gheal dreach nan raon 's nan slue,

Fo cliòisridh niheanbh nan lit-chleas bath !

Bidh gabhair nan adliaircean crhcach,

Stangach, cam, an aird nan sgealb-chreag ;

Rob-bbiat iom-dhathach m'an cuairt daibh,

Caitean ciar-dhubb, gruamach, gorm-ghlas,

S na miniieinean lagiiacb, greannar,

Le Qieigeadaich I'iiann g'an leanmhuinn :

'S mireanach a chleasachd ghuanach

Bhios air pòr beag luatli nan gearr-nibeann.

Caoirich cheig-rùsgai;h fo chòmlidach
;

Sgaoilt air reithlein lòinteaii-driuchdach ;

*A uaineinean chu geal ri cainichean

Air chluaintibh nan learg ri sùgradl].

An crodh mòr gu liontaidli làirceach,

Ag ionaltradh fhàsach ùr-gliorm ;

An dream lilh-dhonn, cbaisiunn, bhan-blireac,

Ghuailliunn,clira-dhearg, mluigach,dliùnihail,

*S inntinneach an ceol ri m' cblnais

Fann-glieum laogli m'an cuairt do'n cln'ò,

Ri coi'-ruitli timcheail nan rann,

Grad-bhrisg, seang-mliear, aotrom, beo
;

Stairirich aig an luirgnean luath,

Sios m'an bhruaich gu guauaicb òg ;

'S teach 'sa mach a buailc lain,

*S bras an leum ri bàirich bbò !

*N aimsir glinathaicbte na bliadhna,

Sgapar siol gu biadh san fbeavann.

Gathilgeadli na fhrasaibh diona:

'S na b-iomairean tiara, cama

:

Sgalag, a's eicb laidlr, gbniomhach

Ri straidblich n.in cliath gan tarruinn
;

'S tiodhlaicear fo'n dllsluing mhin

An gràinean liontaidli 's brigli'or toradh.

Sgoiltear am buntàta cnuachdach

Na sgràiUengaibh cluasadi, baclilach
;

Theid an inneir phronn ua lòdaibh

Socach, trom, air chòmltnard achaidh ;

Le treun ghearrain chùbach, cliàrnacli,

Chliabhach,spidrpach,bhràideach,sbrathrach

Surd air teachd-an-tìr nan Gà'el,

Dh' fbeuch an tàrar e fo'n talamh.

'Nuair a thogas Phcehus àigh

Mach gu h-àird nan nial a ceann,

O sheomar dealrach a chuain

Ag òradh air cbruach nam beann
;

Briichdaidh as gach cearn an tuatli,

'Staigh cha'n fhuirich luath no mall,

Inntrigidh air gniomh nam buadh,

Theid an inneal-draibh an òrdugh,

Sean eicb laidir mhor a' tarruinn

Nan ionnstramaid ghleadrach, rupach,

Beairt 'san lionmhor cord a's amuli,

Ailbheagan nan cromag iiara,

Socach, coltrach, giadliach, langrach
;

Glige-ghlaige crainn a's iaruinn,

Surd air gniomh o'm biadhchor toradh I

Hush ! an t-ùraicbe 's am ban-each.

Fear air crann, 's air crann, 'sa chorralg,

Buntàta, 's inneir theith na ciiabhaidh

Ga taomadh san fhiar-chlais chorraich,

Aig bannal clis lùghmhor gleusda,

Cridheil,eutrom, brisg gun smalatj
;

'S gillean òg a' diol na h-àbhachd,

Briathrach, gàireach, càirdeil, fearail.

'Nuair dh' fhalachar san ùir am pur,

Thig feartan gar coir o'n aird,

A sgirtean liath-ghlas nan nial,

Krasaidh e gu ciatach blàth,

Silteach, sàmhach, lionmhor, ciùin,

Trom na bhriichdaibh, ciùbrach, tiàlli
;

'S miorbhuilleach a bhraonach dhlù.

larbhacli maoth-mhin, driuchdach, seamh

'S lionmhor suaicheantas an Earraich,

Nach comas domh luaidh le lileacbd ;

Itàidhe 's trie a chaochail earraidh,

'S ioma car o thus gu dheireadh ;
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Uàjrihe'n tig :vm faoileach feannaidh,

Fuar chlach-mheallaiii, stoirm nam peileir,

Feadag, sguabag, gruaim a Ghearrain,

Crainnti Chailleach is beurra triodhan.

'Nuaìr spùtas gaoth lorn a Mhàirt oirn,

Ni 'n t-sid ud an t-àl a chranriadh,

Mios cabha^ach, oibreach, saoithreach,

Nam t'easgar slaod-chiaiiail, reangach :

Acras a' diogladh nam maodal,

Blianaoh, caol-ghlas, aognaidh, greaiiiiach ;

Deòghlar trian do t' fhior-liunn-tàth bhuat ;

'S mar ghad sniomhain tàirnear fad thu.

Ràidbe san tig tùs antilainn^

Liteach, càbhrach, làdhan lapach,

Druiii-rbionii, cean-fionn, biacach, viaspach

Hobach, dreamsglach, riadhach, rapach ;

Càl a's feoil, a's cruinn-bhuntàta,

'S aran oorca laidir, reachdmhor:

Hog no cruaidh, ma chanar biadh ris,

S e nach diiilt an ciad ni 's faigse.

'N iiair tbig òg-inbìos chèitein ciùin oirn,

iii'dh a bbliadhn an tùs a maise
;

*S flathail, caoimhneil. soiilse greine,

Mios geal ceufach, speur-gborm, feartacb,

riùrach, ciùrach, bliochdach, maoineach,

Uanacb, caoracb, laoghach, martach,

Grutbach, uacbdrach' càiseacb, sùghmhor,

Mealach, cùbhraidh, drùchdacb, dosrauh.

Nis thèid Earrach uainn air chuairt,

'S thig an samhradh ruaig a nail
;

'S gorm-bhog duiUeach geug air choill
;

Eiinlaidb seinn air bbarr nan crann
;

Uriùcbdan air teur gacb glinn,

S lan-thoil-inntinn sgiamh nam beann :

Theid mi ceum troi 'n lòn a null,

'S tàiriieam crloch air foini mo rami.

iM A R B - U A N N

DO MB SEUMAS BIcATTlE,

[Fear-toagaisg Càiiain, 's nan EoUis nadu
AoLtaÌsh ùr.Ob.iirreadliatn. a chaochail s

diardaoin.nnccathramh latha de'n ocbdamh t

v—^^Mort GhUnne

X yoovo \

Comhann

OCHI
11 > sbùgradb, mo mhàran, 's mo cheol !

'S trom an aiceid tha 'm chràdh-Iot,

S gtfirt ain beum a rinn sgàinteach 'am fheòil
;

Mi mar iinrach nan cuaintean,

A cbailleas astar feadh stuadban sa fheò ;

O'n bhuail teacbdair a bbàis tbu,

A Charaid chaoimh bu neo-fhàilteumach gU.ir.

- A Gbaoil ! a Ghaoil de na fearaibh !

'S fuar a iiochd air an daracb do i'.biL'ubh

'S fuar a nochd air a bord tbu,

Fhìùrain uasail bu stòild ann ad bhèus!

An lamb gbeal, fhuranach, cbàirdeil,

Is trie a gblac mi le fàilte gu 'n pblèid,

Ki d' tbaobh 's an anairt na sìneadb,

Na metill fuar creadha, fo cbls aig an èug I

A mhìog-sbuil donn bu tlà sealJadb,

A nis air tionndadb gun lannair a d' cbeann !

'S sàmhacb binn-gbuth nan ealaidh !

'Sdùint' am beui ud o'm b' anasarh caiiwit !

An cridhe firinneach soilleir,

Leis 'm bu spideil duais foille. no sannt
;

A nochd gun pblosg air an deile !

Sian mo dhosgainn^ nacli breugach an rann.

Gun smid tha 'n ceann anns na tbàrmaidi

Bladh gach eòlais a b' àird ann am miagh
;

Gliocas eagnaidh na Greige,

'S na thuig an Eadailt bu gbeur-fbaclaicb Inigb !

'S balbh fear-rèiticb gacb teagaimh
;

Anns a bheurla chruaidh, spreigearra. ehrinn !

\N uair bbios luchd-foghluim fo dhubliar,

Co na t-ionads a dh' fhuasgias an t-snuim ?

'S balbh an labhraiche pòngail,

Bu tearc r'a fhaotainn a chompanacii ht-uW
;

'Am briatbran snaighte, sgèimh-dhealhharb,

A chur na h-ealaidh no 'n t-seanchai» air neuil
;

Ge b' è bard an dàÌD chèutaich,

Mu chlan-astar ^nèas o Thrùidh
;

'S firinn cheart nach bu diu leis,

E-fein thoirt mar ùghdair do sgeòil.

Gun smid tha'n gliocair a b' eulach,

Air fad na cruitbeachd a dh' òrdaich ^lac Dbe !

Gach gnè an saoghal na fairge,

'Samhachthir chf.mhnaird no 'n garbhlaich an

Gach bileag ghorm a tha lùbadh, [t-slèibh :

Fo throm eallaich nan driucbd ris a ghrein ;

'S an rioghachd raheatailtich b' àghor,

Do phurp ag iimse dhuinn nàdur gach seud.

'S balbh fuar-aithne nan ràidean,

A sboillsich aingil a's fàidheaii o tbtis
;

A's soisgeul gblormhor na slainte,

Thug fios air tròi-airean iird-Ilìi^h nan dùi :

'An stèigh gach teagaisg bu ^brasmhoir,

'S tearc pears-caglais thug barr ort. a Kiiin !

Uòchas t-anma bu laidir,

*Sanfhuiladhoirteadhgu Pàrr;is tboirt dhuinn.
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Riagblaich t-eòlas *s doghiulan,

Modh iia foirfeachd a b' iuil dut *s gach ceuin
;

Do mhòr-chridh uasal gun tiiùth ami

Gutighoimh, gun uabhar, |;un lùbati, gun bhreug

;

Cha b' uailst! tholgach an Ibasain,

Cha dealradh saibhreis a dh-atadh do speis ;

"Si 'n inntinn fhior-gblan, a b' t'hiù leat,

A's foghlum dichill ga stiùireadh le ceill.

Mo chreach lèìr ! an taigh miiirneach,

'S am iaict'aglireadhaingusunntachniu'n bhùrd,

Dreòs na cèiie toirt suillse,

Gach tìon bu taitniche faoileas, fo chròic ;

Do chuilm bu cbonaltrach, fàiUeach,

B' aiseag slainte dhuinn màran do bheoil
;

Bu bhinn a thogail na teis thu,

'Sa chiuit thonnor ga gleusadh gu ceòl.

'N uair dh' eireadh còisridli bu choinnealt,

A dbamhs' gu lùghor ri proiiiiadh nam pong ;

Giiin b' eibhinn crl do mhnà-comuinn,

Do uhrùilein maoth, 's iad gu tonianach, donn
;

A gbearradh leum air bhòrd loma,

Dol si'ach acheile mar ghoireadh am fonn,

Ach dh' fiialbh s'ld uile mar bhruadar,

*' No biisteadh builgein air uachdar nan toiin."

A rlgh ! gur cianail rao smaointean,

Ri linn do t-;"irois bbi faontrach gun mlu'iirn !

Sguir H chuilm *s an ceol-gàire,

Chaidh meoghail ghreadhnach a's màran o> cùl :

Chinnan talla tuar fàsail
;

'S è chuir mullach na fardoich 'na smiir

Ceann na didinn, 's na riaghailt,

A bhi sa' chadal throm shiorruidh nach diiisg !

mhaidh,Do bhanntrach bhochd mar
Ri truagh thùrsa, 'su sgiathai

A neadan creachta, 's i dòineach,

Mu gaol a sholair an Ion daibh gach tràth :

O'n dh'imich Fir-eun na h-ealtainn,

Tha^i t-searbh-dhile 'tighinn thart as gach àird !

A Rjgh nan aingeal ! bi d' dhion daibh,

'S tionndaidh ascaoin na sine gu tlàths.

'Si il ata silteach,

A thaobh ùigh nam Tear glic gun bhi buan :

Iha miltean ùrnuigh ga d' leantainn,

Le miltean dùrachd, a's beannachd gu t-uaigh ;

A liuthad diiilannach ainnis,

A dh' àrdaich t-ionnsachadh ainnearah guuaill;

'S gach làbhios-ckirdeas air faoineachd,

A IJheattie chliùitich ! bi'dh cuimh' air do luach.

Riim t-6ug sinn uile gun solas.

Thateaehnan innleachd/s-anoigridh fopliramh;

Chaidli Albainn buileach fo C-islean,

Sgur na Ceòlraidheaa Grèugach de'u dan :

Thainig dall-bhrat na h-òidhch* oirn,

O'n chaidh lochraim na suillse na smàl :

B' e sid an crith-reothadh cèìtein

A mhiU am fochann bu cheutaiche bàrr i

Bu tu craobh-abhull a ghàraidh,

A chaoidh cha chinnich ni's àillidh fo'n glirèin !

Dealt an t-sàmhruidh mu blkthaibli,

Lùisreadh dhuilleag air chràcaibli, a geug

Ach thilg dubh-dhoirionn a gheamhraidh,

A bheithir theinntìdh le srann as an spciir
;

Thuit an gallan ùr, rimheach,

'S uile mhaise ghrad-chrion air an fheiir !

A Thi tha stiùireadh na cruinne !

^Stuleig d'ar n-ionnsuidh abhuillebha cruaidh!

Sintic cnaill an t-sàr ulaidh,

Neùnad prìseil nan iomadaidh buaidh !—
Dh' thalbh a chombaisd, *s na siùil oirn,

Chaidh an gaisreadh 's an fhiubhai *n am bruan,

Gach creag ^na cunnart do'n fhiùraicli,

O laidh duibhr' air rèull-iùil an taobh-Tti.itb.

Och ! nan och, mar a ta mi !

Mo chridhe *n impis bhi sgàinte Ic bi on !

Tha 'n caraid-cùirt' an dcigh m' fhàgail,

A sheasadh dùrachdach dan' air mo chùir;

Bi'dh sid am chliabh ^la bheum cnàmhain,

Gus an uair anns an tar mi iVii fhòil
;

Ach 's glic an t-Aon a thug cis dbinu,

'S da òrdugh naomh bith'mid striochdta gach lò.

SMEORACH CHLOINN-LACHUINN.

LUINNEAG.

Ho'dibh 0, iriay^ h luil^ o

Hoilidh 0, iriag^ liorò hi

;

Hoilibh 0, iriag, Ò Iuil, à
;

Smedraich a she\ mi.

"S smeòrach mise le chloinn-LachuÌnn
;

Seinneam ceòl air bharr nan dusan :

'S trie learn dùsgadh moch am' chadal

'S m'ùran maidne 'shtiìnn le frugan.

Hoilibh 0, S^c.

Cha mhi 'm fitheach gionach, .sgSiteach.

Na clamhan a chrom-ghiub shracaich
;

'S cian mn linn o' eoin a chathair

Chleachd (igh'n' beò air sàth nan ablach

Hoilibh o, ^c.
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'S raor gu'm b' anns' an am bhì 'i,'eiridh

Rladaiiin Shanohraidh fhann-blmig, chèitein
;

Diol nan rann gun ghreann gun e'lslein,

*S toirin an dauihs' air chrann nan g^ugan.

Hoilibh 0, ^c.

Bha mi n' còmbnuidli 'n tùs mo laithibb

Aig Peitbitni nan seamb-sbrutb airgeid,

Measg nam flùran drìucbdach, tlàtha,

Fhuair mi 'n àrach pàirt de m' aimsir.

Hoilibh 0, <^'C.

Tha mi nis an tir gun bhruaidhlean,

Til' tha feartach, reachdoi% buaghail

;

'S lionmhor àgh tha f;is air uachdar

Tir nan sealbh da'n ainm na Cluainean.

Hoilibh 0, ^c.

Tha na h-eoin is labhar coireall,

Feadh na coille 'n dlùtbs nam badan
;

liuidheann pbiòiseal, cheolmhor, loinneal,

Aid an coilleag,—binn an glaigeal.

Hoilibh 0, §-c.

Tha gach crann gu trom fo chòmhdach,

Duilleach, badach, meurach, cròcach
;

Stràc de 'n raheas cur sblios nan ògan,

'S eunlaith 'seinn nam fonn an òrdugh.

Hoilibh 0, 4-c.

Coisridh Iughor,'mùirneach, greannar,

Seulta gluasad fuaim an seannsar ;

Pur gun sgread, gun leasg, gun teanndachd,

Gleusd' am feadaia , deas an lanntachd.

Hoilibh 0, 4-C-.

Grian a'g eiridh dealrach, ùr-bhui,

Le gath soills' air gborm nam moi-bheann
;

Fàileadh cubhraidh dhriuchd nan lointean,

Sileadh meal air bhan* gach feòirnean.

Hoilibh o, ^c.

Eoin bheag bhuchlach nam pong ceìjlmhor !

Coimh-fhreagraibh learn teis an òrain
;

Dreach nan cluainean mar bu choir dhomh
Dh* innsinn sios am briathran iirdail.

Hoilibh o, 4-c.

'S ionnmhuinn leam a uhulaidh fhraoich

Dh' fhas air taobh nan luirgnean ca8,

Badach, gaganach, caoin, ùr,

""S nenil do'n' mhil a smuideadh as.

Hoilibh o, ^c.

^S boidheach treud nan uainean geala

Uuith 'sa reis feadh chluainean baiiinear;

'S caoiricii bhronnach, throma, cheigeach;

Ait* ^m bu aheideach blonag shaile.

Hoilibh 0, ^c.

*Sblasda, soilleir uisg am fuaran

Fallain brisg gun mhisg gun bhruaidlean
;

'Scràcach, gibeach, biolalr' uairie,

Fas gu h-ailli laimh ri'm bruachan.

Hoilibh 0, ^c.

'S labhar fuaim nan sruthan siùblacb,

Tbeid thar bhalbhag dlù nan alltan
;

Turraich mhear gach cuailean dù-ghuirm,

Dol feadh lùb tro làr nan gleanntan.

Hoilibh 0, §-c,

'S taitneach, sgiamhach, maotb-bhog ùr,

Fas do fhlùr is lionmhor dreach
;

Mar ghorm rionnagach nan speur,

Dealbh gach seud a sgaoil mu d' bhrat.

Hoilibh o, ^c.

Brat nan dithean driùchdach, guamach,

Lurach, luachrach, dualach, bachlach,

Cuachach geal nan neoinean eagach,

Sid a sgeadach tha mu'd' ghlacaibh.

Hoilibh 0, SfC.

Do chrodh-laoigh air lom an kilean,

Ueamhar, sultmhor, liontai, làirceach,

Caisionn, druimionn, guaÌUionn, cra-dhearj

Bainnear, bliochdach sliochd gun fbaiHÌnn.

Hoilibh 0, ^c.

Baile feartach coirc a's eòrna,

'S reachmhor fàsar dhailean còmhnard :

Be sid barr na mile solas

A chuir sgrainng na goirt air fogradh.

Hoilibh 0, <5-c.

Talamh tarbhach trom gu gnaisich,

Leatromach fo bharr buntata,

Chitiu gu luirgneach, meurach, màgacb,

Cluigeaiiach le plumbais àiliidh.

Hoilibh o, ^c.

'S trie do phreasan peurach, ubhlacb,

Groiseideach, trom-dhearcach, dù-dhonn
;

Luisreadh sios le gagain driùchdach,

'S buan an t-shlainnt am fàile cubhraidh.

HoUibh 0, ^r.

Baile coisrigte nam beannachd !

Fraochach, tiijrach, luachrach, mealach,

Martach, laoghach, caorach, bainneach,

Coillteach, duilleach, geugach, torach.

Hoilibh 0, §-c.

Nis' tha carbad boisgeil Phcsbuis

A' raarcachd an aird nan speura ;

•S n'n tha *n rann an cuimse faidead,

'S tim' bhi lasachadh nan teudan.

Hoilibh 0, 4*c.
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EALAIDH GHAOIL.

Air/aillirm^ illiriny uillirin ì>,

AirfailUrin^ illirin, uillirin b,

AirfaiUirin^ illirin^ uillirin b,

Gur boid/ieach an comunn,

""HCaig coinneamh 'n t-Sratk-mhoir.'

Gur gUe mo leaniian

Na'n eaV air an t-shnkmh,

Na cobhar iia tuitme,

'S e tilleadh blio'ii tràigh ;

Nam blàth-bhaimie biiaile,

'S a chuach leis fo bhàrr,

Na sneachd nan gleann dosrach,

'Ga fhroiseadh mu'n bhlar

Air/aUlirin^ (^c.

Tha cas-fhalt mo rùin-sa

Gusiùbhlachasniomh,

I\Iar na neoil bhuidhe ' lùbas

Air stùcaibh nan sliabh,

Tha ' gruaidh mar an rtis,

'Nuair a's bòidhche 'bhios fbiamh,

Fo ùr-dhealt a Chyitein,

Mu'n eirich a ghrian.

Airfaillirin^ ^c.

• The Choi

lachlan's.

attend the ai

more of Loctibrnom,—

except the last two lint

altered Our talented

and first stanza of this song are not Mac-

'v were composed by Mrs M'Kenzie of

ne when, by infirmity, she was unable to

ofthe Lord's Supper in Strath.

id ran word for word the same

of the verse which are slightly

»uthor got them and the air

from some of the north country students in Aber-

deen. All the other stanzas, however, are original, and

worthy of the poetic mind of Maclachlan. The following

translation of it by the celebrated author, we subjoin for

the gratification of the English reader :—

KnT the I

As the plar

H,-r blue-i<

Like the on

on the lake, or the foam on the hhore,

rilh the charms nf the maid I adore

:

1 the new milk that flows o'er the pail,

tat is Bhow'r'd from the boughs of the Ti

t of Venus that gleams n'er the grovi

ling eyes are the syinbola of love;

rcled bosom diffuses bright rays,

e bedimm'd with her blaze.

The mavis aad lark, when they welcome the dawn,
Make a chorus nfjuy to re-sound through the lawn:
Tint the mavis is lunelesi—the lark strives in vain,

When my beautiful charmer renews her sweet strain.

When siiinmei bespangles the landscape with flow'rs,

AVHiile the thrush and the cuckoo sing hoh from the bow'ra,

Through the wnod-shndpcl windings with Bella I'll rove,

&nd feast unrcslraiii'd on the smiles ofmy love.

Mar Bhenus a boisgeadh

Thar choiltibh nan ard,

Tha a miog-shnil ga m' bliuaireadh

Le suaicheantas graidh :

Tha bràighe nan send

Ann an eideadh gach àidh,

Mar ghealach nan speur

'S i car reulltan fo phràmb.

Air/aillirin, S[C.

Bi'dh 'n uiseag 's an smeòrach

Feadh lòintean nan driiichd,

'Toirt fàilte le'n òrain

Do'n òg-mhadainn chiùin ;

Ach tha'n uiseag neo-sheòlta,

*S an smeòrach gun sunnt,

*Nuair ' thoisicheas m' eudail

Airgleusadhaciùil.

Air/àiUirin, ^c.

'Nuair thig s.'imhradh nan noinean

A comhdach nam bruach,

*S gach eoinean 'sa chròc-choilP

• A ceòl leis a chaaich,

Bi'dh misegu h-eibhinn

'A leumnaich "s a ruaig,

Fo dhlù-mheuraibh sgàileach

A maian ri m' luaidh.

Air/aillirin^ Sj^c.

RANN DON LEISG.

A LEISG reangach, lobach, dhuaichnidh,

aiallachd buan bho dhuan nam bard dhut.

'S bochd an t-shian do'n ti bheir cluas dhut,

'S dearbh nach dual gu'n dean e tàbbachd,

'S fior an sgeul a sgriubh righ Solauih,

" Nach lobh sonas riamh ad ghlacaibh ;"

A chairbh rag gun sgrid gun fhosgladb,

Trom-cheann marbh nach mosgail tacal,

'S ronngach fàrdalach gun riith-bhalg ;

Do sheann chlosach bhruchdach, lachdunn,

'S miann leat coimhearsp bhuan an rosaid,

Dealbh na gorta sgaoil mu t-asdail.

Thu fo'n lijirlch na d' chuail chnàmhaicb,

Reic thu Fkrrais air son oadail,

Drein an Aoig na d' ghrod-chraos bearnach,

Do chrjig chearr am muing do phap-chinn.

Sid an sluagb thug bith an tùs dut,

A Mi-chùram 's Dith-na-sgoinne

Slabhraidh theann de phraisicli chruaidh ort,

S da cheud punnd de'n luaidhe d' dheircadh.

A Leisg throm ga 'm bodhar spad-chluan

'S tu 'n gadaiche 'shlad na h-aimsir' :
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Ged' bhiodh ir.ile cuip gad' sliliiiseadh

Cha tig an stadaich a t-eaiball.

Sibhs ami sam beil feum a's direadli,

Ruithibn grad an tim gu freagairt

;

jVIun cosgrai' sihh Co shlait iaraiiin

Ban-mhaighstear iariiaidh ua sgi'eatachd.

CLACH-CUIMHNE

GHLDmE-OABAIDH AIG TOBAB-NAN-CEANN.

Fhir astair ! tliig faisg a's leubh

Sgeul air ceartas an De bhuain
;

Eisd ri diol na ceilg a dh'fhàg

A Cheapach na làiaich fhuaii-.

Sgaoil na millti.li lion an eig

Mn bhoid elbbinn nam fleagh fial

'S mheasgnaich lad an sean 's na h-òig

*S an aon tòrr na'm fuilgun ghiomh.

Mhosgail corruich an t-àrd-thriath,

Ursann dbian nan comhlan cruaidh,

Morair Chlann-Dòmhnuill an thraoicli,

Leoghann nan euchd, craobh nam buadb,

Dh-iarr e 's chaidh Dioghailt na kum,

Mai- bheithir bheumnaich nan nial,

Ghlac e'n dream a dheilbh an fboill,

'S thug Ian duals mar thoill an gniomh.

Lamh riut-sa* ghorm fbuarain ghrinn,

Dh' lonnlaideadh seachd cinn nan liib,

'S aig casan a ghaisgich àigh

Thilgeadh lad air lar a dhuin.

Corr as coig fichead bliadbn' deug

Thriall nan speur blio dheas gu tuath,

Blio 'n ghairmeadh Tobak-nan-Ceakn,

Den t-sruthan so 'n cainnt an t-shluaigh.

Mlse 'n Seachdamh thar dheich gliiin

De fhreuinh ùiseil an laoioh threin,

Mac-Mbic-Alasdair m'ainin gnàitlis,

Flath Chlann-Dùmhnuill nan sàr euchd,

Thog mi chlaehs' air lom an raoin,

Faisg air caochan a chliù bhuain,

—

Mar mheas do iheann-stuic nan triath,

'S gu'n cuimhnicht' an gniomh ri luaths.

ALASDAIR M AC-ION MHTJINN.

Alexander M'Kinnon was born in Moror, in the district of Arisaig, Inverness-sliire, in

the year 1770, in which farm his father was tacksman. At the age of 24, he enlisted in

the gallant 92d regiment, in which he served with marked distinction till 1801, when, in

I

the famous battle of Alexandria, he received three several wounds, which were the means

of breaking up his connexion with that corps. After the battle, Corporal M'Kinnon was

found lying among the wounded and dead, " with his back to the field and his feet to the

foe," in frozen gore, and on the apparent verge of dissolution. In disposing of the many

brave fellows who fell on that memorable day, it was found necessary to dig ditches or

pits in which indiscriminately to inter them ; and such was the seemingly lifeless condiiion

of M'Kinnon, that he was ordered to be buried among the others. This order would

have been executed had not Sergeant M'Lean, a bosom-friend and companion of our bard,

been prompted by feelings of the purest friendship, to seek him out amid the heaps of

carnage in which he was entombed. The Sergeant, applying his ear to the poet's breast,

perceived that everlasting silence had not yet been imposed on his lyre ;—his respirations

were feeble and slow, but he lived ; and his friend insisted upon having him forthwith

conveyed to one of the hospital ships.
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Upon experiencing the care and attention his situation required, he gradually recovered

from his wounds ; and it was during his convalescence on board the hospital ship that

he composed his truly sublime and admirable poem so descriptive of the battle. M'-

Kinnon, on arriving in England, was discharged with a ])ension ; but a life of inactivity

seemed little to accord with his sanguine temperament,—for he was no sooner able to

bear arms than he joined the 6th Royal Veteran Battalion, in which he served all the

remainder of his earthly career. He died at Fort- William, Lochaber, in the year 1814,

at the age of 44, and was interred with military honours.

Corporal M'Kinnon was prepossessing in appearance ; he stood about 5 feet 10 inches

in height ; he was athletic in form and of very fine proportions and symmetry. As a

poet he ranks very high : his mind, indeed, was of that gigantic order, which, by its own

propelling powers, could rise equal to any subject he chose to sing. Judging from some

of his MSS, now before us, he studied the Gaelic language to good purpose ; few have

been able so completely to master its idiom and to soar on the syren wings of poesy, sus-

taining throughout such a sublime and uncontaminated diction. We have not been able

to ascertain what his scholastic acquirements were in English, but we feel warranted in

supposing these respectable, for he wrote the vernacular tongue with great accuracy, the

study of which, it must be recollected, formed none of the school-attainments in his juve-

nile days.

The four pieces here presented to the reader are of prime quality. They speak for

themselves, and need no passing encomiums from us. Any poetaster may string stanzas

together ad infinitum, and at a hand-gallop ; he may infuse something of the spirit oi

poetry into them, but to give metrical composition a high finish— to put so much excel-

lence into a poem as to ensure its survival, after the interest of the circumstance that

called it forth has passed away—to do this, has fallen only to the lot of a few gifted

individuals.

No one could be more happy in liis choice of subjects tliaii M'Kinnon ; and, most as-

suredly, none could handle his materials better. He was an enthusiastic soldier : he saw

and admired the prowess of the British arms, and commemorated their feats iu strains

which cannot die. The poet that chronicled these feats, was worthy of the indomitable

army that performed them. Ossian's heroes are often put beyond themselves through

the magnifying vista of poetic description ;—and who has not felt how much of the

prowess of Ajax and Hector owed its existence to the redundancy of Homer's inventive

powers? M'Kinnon has indulged in no fanciful representations;—he has honestly and

truthfully recorded such achievements as Britisli valour performed within his ocular cog.

nizance ; and one characteristic feature of his muse is, that she was always on duti/.

It would be out of place here to attempt a formal criticism upon the works of this ex-

cellent poet. His heroics, in which he seems most at home, admit of no comparison.

We wonder what stuflf the poet was made of: the poet, who could wind himself up—yes,

and inoculate us, too, with the high, patriotic, and impassioned feelings of his soul, to

the highest pitch of enthusiasm, and depict, with more than the fidelity of the painter's

hand, the panorama of the most sanguinary battles that ever drew the belligerent powers
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of two mighty empires face to face ! His poem on tlie battle in Alexandria beginning "Am
Mios iJeircannach an Fhogliair," has all the minuteness of detail of a studied prose narra-

tive, vvliile the vividness of his description, the freshness of his similes, the sublimity of

his sentiments, rivet our breathless attention on the various evolutions of the day, from

the discharge of the first shot until tlie whole place is strewed with mangled carcasses, and

the dark wing of night overshadows the gory and groaning plain.

His "Dubh- Ghleannacii" is a nautical production in which his muse appears to great

advantage ; and we are told by a friend, not likely to be misinformed on the subject, that

this was his favourite piece. Mr M'Donald, the proprietor of the yacht, which the poet

immortalizes, was so well pleased with the poem, that he gave M'Kinnon ^5, and this

sum appeared so enormous in the estimation of a boor, a neighbour of M'Kinnon's, that

he spoke to him on the subject, saying, " It is a bonny song, to be sure, but faith,

neighbour, you have been as well paid for it !" " I tell you, sir," replied the poet, " that

every stanza of it—every timber in the ' Dub/i- Ghleannach's' side—is worth a five-pound

note!" This retort must be regarded more in the light of a reprimand, than as an empty

gasconade. Men of genius, however, cannot be blind to their own merit; and if they

ought not to be the trumpeters of their own fame, they are entitled, by the law of self-

defence, to retaliate on the narrow-souled detractors of their well-earned laurels. Mac-

Kinnon was neither egotistical nor pedantic: he submitted his pieces to the rigid criticisms

of his fellow-soldiers, and never hesitated to throw out an idea, a distich, or even a stanza

at their bidding. This has, perhaps, tended to the critical correctness of his Gaelic and

the excellence of his productions : we read them and are satisfied : there is nothing want-

ing, nothing extraneous.

ORAN AIR DO'N BHARD A DHOL AIR TIR ANNS AN EIPHEIT.

Air fonn—"Deoch-slahite an larla Tliuathaich."

Gs fada an dràst guii dùsgadh mi, An t-ochrlainh grian do 'n Mhàirt againn,

Cha chadal sèiinh bu shùgradh dliomh, A iiochdadh ar cuid bhàtaichean,

Ach ragaid clinàmh gun lùghs annta, Vnx choltach seolta an Ciibhiach iad,

Air leabaidh-lair gun chùirteanan, ' Na 'n trotan mar a b' àbhaist dhaibh.

Gun chaidreamh blio luclid dùthcha, 'S na Breatuinnich na 'm bàrr orra,

'S mi gun charaid-rùin am choir. Le 'n cliathan ràmh san reùt'.

Gun cljaidreamh, &c. 'S na Rreatiunnich, &c.

Cha 'n 'eil fear a thàirneas rium, Gu *n chuir air tir na saighdearan,

Na thuigeas an deagh Ghàeiig mi, Na fir gun fliiamh, gun fhoili annta,

Nach innis mi gu'n d' rainig mi, Le 'n eireadh glian gu boisgeanta,

'N uair dh* imieh sinn do 'n àite sin, Ri lainnir an lann toileasach,

Gu 'm b' aobhar giorag nàmhaìd sinn,
|

'S an ceannard fein ga 'n soillseachadh,

Le 'r luingeas àrd fo sbe'uil. Mar dhaoimein a measg òir.

j;
Gu'm b' aobhar, &c.

|
'S an ceannard, &c.



342 SAU-OBAIR NAM 1!ARD GAELACH.
^^1

All darag dhileas dharaich ud,

Nach dh'fhàg 'sail linn so samhail da,

An leòghann rioghail, amaisgeach,

An cliu 's am firinn cheannasach,

Tha do ghaol inar anam dhuiun,

Air teaiinacbadh na 'r feòil.

Tha da ghaol, &c.

A dol gu tlr le d' bhrataichcan,

Air cheann do mliiltean gaisgealadh,

Shaoil Frangaich ghrimeach, ghlas-neulaci

Le spid gu 'n pillte dhachaigh sinn,

Gu 'n strioehdadh iad da 'r lasraichean,

Bu dhionmhor bras ar sròil.

Gu 'ii strioehdadh, &c.

Bu neimheil, smearail, dùrachdach,

Gu danara Ian mhùiseagach,

An canoin ann sa bhùireinich,

'S dealanach le fudar dhiu,

Cha bu lèur an ti-aigh le smuidreadh,

Dh'fhàg na spèuran dùinnt' an ceìj.

Cha bu Icur, &c.

Mar biodh cruaidh lusgadh Ìoutlan nun,

'San uair is iuaithe dh' iomraichte,

Air luchd-cuain a b' ullamh tulgaradh,

Greasadh ri cluais iorghuille,

*S na naimhdean dàna tilgeadh oirn,

Mar ghàradh tiomcheall òb.

'S na naimhdeaii, &c.

Choinnich iad *san uisge sinn,

A tigh'n' air snàmh gu 'n crioslaìchean,

'N uair bheireadh lamhach biisteadh dhui:

An dull gu 'm bàite an tiota sinn,

Gu st.Minneach, Ian, misneachail,

Gu sgrios as na bhiodh beò.

Gu stàlinneach, &c.

Choinnich ar fir shomalt iad,

Le roinn nam piosan guineideach,

Ma 'n d'fhàg an tonn fo 'r bonnabh sinn.

Chain siol na Frainge full annta,

'S am bàs bhà iad a cumadh dhuìnn,

Fliuair pàirt diu dh'fhulang bruin.

'S am has, &c.

Chuir buillean lann le susbaireachd,

Bho 'n tuinn mar choilltirb thuislidh iad,

Gach dara crann a tuiteam dhiu,

Na 'n sineadh sios le 'r cusbaireachd,

Thuig Frangaich nach lann Tliurcaich,

Le *n cuid lann a mhurt an slùigh.

Thuig Frangaich, &c.

Ri iomairt ghoirt na stàilinne,

Bha iomaiii cas bho 'n tràigh urra,

Gu 'n fhios CO 'm fear bu tàire againn,

A b' ullamh lot le saitliidhean,

I am dlùthadh ris an àraich,

'8 troni a dhrùigh ar laid na 'm teoii.

'N uair sgaoileadh bh'uainn 's gach aite iad,

MdV chaoirich 's gille-miirtainn annt',

'S trie a chite fall oirbh»

Na ruith a dhi a nihaighsleir,

Bu lionmhor inarcacb tkbhachdacb,

Lh each air tràigh gun deò-

Bii lionmhor, &c.

Bha'm buidhean rioghail Gàelach,

Gu h-inntinneach, borb, ardanach,

Air thoiseach, mar a b' àbhaist daibh,

Gu lotach, piceach, stailitineach,

Mar nathairichean, gun chàirdeas

Do dlf aon namhaid a bha beò.

Mar nathairichean, &e.

Tha elann nan eilean anii-sgeulacb,

Co theireadh gu 'n do chaorhail iad?

'S iad fèin an dream narh maol-ehluasarh,

'N uair thàìrnte a mire cannriaig iad,

Mar bheithir thana craoblachadli,

ir fhior fhaoineis tigh'n' ga 'n coir.

Mar bheithir, &e.

]\Iar mhiol-chion sbean^, Inatb-k'unina

'Eangach, ineaeh, tuasaideach,

Ri leanailt stri gun fhuju'achadh,

Le siubhal 's i a dh* fhuasgail iad,

Bha Frangaich air an ruagadh,

'S iad na 'n ruith mar chuain gun tr

Bha Frangaiehj &c.

ORAN

AIR BLAR NA H-KIPHIT.

C arson nach tli^icbinn sa eliinipa,

Far na dh'tbag mi elann mo ghaoil,

Thog sinn taighean Samhraidh ann,

Le harrach mhcang nan eraobh,

Bu solas uaibhreaeh, ceannard.

A bhi gluasad ri uehd naimluiean ann,

'Sadhaiiuleoiii Inaidhe Fhrangach,

B' aobliar dàmsba l.hi ri 'r taobb.

Cha chnalas ri linn seanachais,

Ann an cogadh arm na 'n stri,

Cuig mile dl;.g cho ainmeil ruibh,

I
A tharruiun aii m fo 'n 1ul)i

;
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B' aobhar cl'ù an trèun-fhear Albauiiach,

^ fhiiair a cliaia ud earbsa lis,

Nach cùb:iirean a tbearbadb leis,

Thoirt gniomh nan arm gu crich.

DhMaiT e moch duciadain,

'S a' chiad diagachadh de 'n Mhàiit,

Gach comisari riarachadh,

Ar biadh a mach oira tra
;

Rum ' bhi air ar cHathaichean,

Gu }i-ullamh mar a dh^ iarramaid,

Nach faodadh iad air chiad-lutigaidh,

Dol sios leis aim sa bhlàr.

'S ann air dir-daoin a dh'fbàg siriii,

Air sàr chablach fad air chùl,

Na 'm faigheadhmaid rian snùmha dhaibh,

Bulàidir iadnaVcùis:

Lean I\Iac-a-Ghobha* cairdeil ruinn,

*S gu ^in b' fhoghainteach a bhàtaicheao,

A dh' aindeoin gleadhraich nàmhaìd,

Clium e smàladh air au sùil.

Bba ar 'n àrd cheann-teadhna toirteil,

Anti san àm ga 'r propadh suas,

Bbo dbream gu dream ga 'm brosnachadh,

Cba b' aim le moit iia ghruaìdh
;

Gblacadh cuibhle 'n fhortain,

A tin sao laimh nach tionndadh toisgeal i,

*S a dbùisgeadh sunnt gu cosnadh dhuinn,

Mai' Fhionn a mosgladh shluaidh.

Thàirneadh iia laoich shomalta

Na 'n comhlann tbroma, bhorb,

Bu tàrslaoh, làmlian, comasacL,

An sradag t'iionnidh falbh ;

A g' iarraidh àitc an cromadh iad,

Na 'n tugadh nàmhaid coinneamh dhaìbh,

Gu 'm t'ag-te 'n àrach tonn-ibuileach,

Le stàìlinn thollach bliulg.

Bho nach tiunndadh nàimh gu casgairt,

Budlù lasairairan deigh,

'N uair chunnacas gnùis nam Breatuniiach,

B'fhearr casan dhaibh na strèup;

Thug iad an cùl gu tapaidh ruinn,

A shiubhal gu dlù astarach,

A sior dhiun an cùl le marcaichean,

Chum lasiachadh na ^m ceum.

Bha gillean lùgbar, sgairteil ann,

Nach d" aom le gealtachd riamh,

Mar db' fbaodadh iad ga 'n leantain,

rhilleadb caogad each le 'ii gniomh
;

« Sir Sidney Smith,

Bu smaointean faoin d'a marcaichean,

Nach faighte daoine ghleachdadh iad,

*S na laoich nach faoite chaisleachadh,

Ga 'n caol ruith mach air sliabh,

Bu trie an cìimhdach casgairt sinn,

Thug sud oirn stad na dhà,

Bhi gun elilas ann san astar sin,

'N dull mhòr ri gaisge chàich
;

Dh* fheuch Ha/ph gach doigh a chleachda leis,

*S an dian-te srùil a thaisbeanadh,

'S a dh' aindeoin seòltachd dh' fhiiirtlich oirn,

An toirt gu casgairt lamb.

Bha sinn làidir, guineideach,

Dana, urranta 'san strl,

Bha iadsan ràideil. cuireideu.b,

Làn thuineachadh 'ìì an tìr .

Ghabh iad àird na muuaidheait,

Gu 'n dh' fhuair iad aite cothromacli,

'San dianadh làmhaih dolaidb dhninn,

Gu 'n toileachadh r'a linn.

Thairneadh gàradh droma leinn,

De dh' armuinn thonnidh threin,

Bbo sh.Mr gu sail' a coinneaubadh

"N tra chromaidh air a ghrèin
;

Bu daisigean, làidir, comasach,

A phàirc ga m' fbàl na bonaidean,

Cha bu chadal seimb ga 'n comunn,
'S each ma 'r coinneamh air a bbeinn.

Stad sinn re na h-oidhche sin,

Gu leir an cuim nan arm,

Bha leannnii fein, gu maighdeannail,

Fo sgeith gach saighdear, bàlbh
;

Na 'n tigeadli feum na faoineachd orr\

'S gu tugte aobbar bruidhne dhì,

Bu neambail a speic phuiseanta,

Bhu 'n bbeiil bu cbinnteach se.ilg.

Dh' earbadh dlon an 'n anmanan,

Hi Albannaich mo ruin

Fir nach tàirnnte cearbaich orra,

'N am tharruinnamigudlù;
Rinn iad a chaitbris armailteach,

Gu h-uUamh, ealamb, ealachuinneach,

'S na 'n deanadh nàinhaìd tairgneachadh,

Bha bus allabbanich na 'n gniiis,

Sinn ullamh air ar connspagan,

Gu dol san tòir gu dion.

An treas madainn diag a shònraich Ìad,

Le 'r ceannard mòr gu 'n fhiamb;

An da rèiseamaid a b' òige againn,

Na Greamaich agus Govdonaich,

A ruith gu dian an còmhdhail,

Na bha dortadh leis au t-slìabb,
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Cho uUamh ris nn fhùdar,

A bha dul iia smùid ma 'r ceann,

Ghluais na gilleaii lù-chleasach,

Air mhire null do 'ii ghleann
;

Thug siiiu le teiiie dùbailte,

Bristeadh as na trùpairean,

Bha Greumaich nan euchd fiùghantach,

'S clia d* eisd iad mùiseag lann.

Mar stoirm a b* iargalt cunnsacbadh,

A spionadh neòil a's cbranii,

A riasladh làirge moire,

Gu piaiiadh sheM 's ga 'n call
;

Cruaidh dian bba buaidh nan Gùrdoiiacb,

Bu lionmbor sguab a''s dorlaicheauj

A bhuain iad air a cbumhnard,

Far an tug na slùigb dhaibh ceann.

Dhlùtbaicb ar n* arm urramacb,

Gu h-ullamb air ar cùl,

Lion iad an t-sreath fbulangach,

iiii I gu :

Bu naimbdeil dian an gunnaireacbd,

A db'fbàg an sliabb '» nial t'uileach air,

Bba cuirp na 'n riadban uireasach,

Fo 'n ian gun tuiUe 1ÙÌ8.

'N am propadh rls an nàmhaìd,

Sinn g'an smàladh anu sa' cheò,

Las a bheinii mar àmhuinn ruinn,

A bàrcadh na prais oirn ;

Shaoil sinn gur h-i Vesuvius *

A sgàìn bho bonn le tàirneanaich,

Airm chaola b' fbaoineis lamb ridbe,

'S craoa na cbaoir tigli'n' beò.

Bba craoslach nan geum neimheil,

Gu brèun, aineolach, sa' cheò,

A bheist bu truine langbanaich,

Bu reusan sgreamh do dh' fheoil

;

Bu cbaillteacb dbuinn an dealanach,

'S a liugbad saighdear bearraideach,

Bba 'n oidhchc sin a mearachd oirn,

Gu 'n anam air an tùir.

Ub' aindeoin a h-«rd bbùrainich,

Bba làidir, mùiseacb, garbb,

Ga b' oil leis an cuid trùpairean,

Am bruchdadh rinn an arm
;

Ge d' fbuair sinn beagan diùbhalacb,

A laoghad cha do lùb sinn daibb,

I'u lionmhor marcach cùl-donn diù.

Fo 'r casan briiite, màrbb.

* Vesuvius, poetically rendered Vcsavhis, a votcanir

mountain near the bay of Naples.—1 he first eruption took

place in the year 79,

Thug iad an cùl, 's cha mbasladh dhaibh,

Cbuir casgairt iarl na'n teinn,

Sinn ga'n sgiursadb do 's na fasaicbean,

'S gach tùbh na las a bheinn
;

Thionndadh gach ciiis taitneach dbuinn,

Bho bhon a cùil 's a cas-mhulaicb,

Cha d' fburich gniiis dbiu gleacbda ruinr

Nacb d' bbrùcbd amach na still.

'S cas a throm an ruaig orra,

Cbo cruaidb *8 a chualas riamli,

Bha Ahercrombie suas riutha,

Le shluadh a dh' fhuasgail fial
;

Mar bhi'dh am baile bbuannaicb iad,

Le canain air a chuartachadh,

Bba barachd dhiù 's na Ii-uaighichean,

*S a dh' fhuaraicb air an t-sliabh.

Thàirneadh gàradh Uidir,

'Dh' arm tabhachdach nacb stiiochd,

Ma cboinneamh Alexandria,

Air airde Ahoukier
;

'N uair rainig sinn an làrach sin,

'S a dbealaich mi ri m' chàirdean ami,

'S ann ghiùlain iad gu m' bhàta mi,

'S full bhlàth lo 'm air an fhiar.

Tha'n da Bhaiteal àraidh

An deagh Gbàelig ann am chuimbTi',

Cha 'n e 'n treas fear bu taire,

'S math a b" Ibiach e bard ga shi'inii

;

Tba mi sa' cheaird air mbàgaran,

Cha 'n fbilidh no fear dàna mi,

Na db' innis mi cha nàr learn e,

Co cbluinneas c' ait' an d' rinn.

ORAN AIU BLAlt NA H-OLAIND

Air fonn—^^Alasdair d Ghaima- Garadh.

Air mios deireannach an fhoghair,

An dara latba, 's math mo cbuimne,

Gbluais na Breatunnaicb bho'n fbaicbe,

Dh'ionnsuidh tachairt ris na maimhdean
;

Thug Abercrovihaidh taobh na mara

Dhiu le'n canain, 's mi ga 'n cluintinn
;

Bha fòirneadh aìg Mar'^ gu daingeann,

Cumail aingil ris na Fràngaicb.

Thriall Ahercrombaidh 's Mar na feile,

Le 'n laoich euchdach, tbun a bhaiteU ;

Tharruiiin iad gu b-eolach, treubbacb,

Ludhd na be urla ri uchd catba
;

llerculaneum and Vc
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N uair :i dhlù iia h-airm rì chèile,

Dhubhadh iia speurari le '» deuthaich
;

S bu lionmhor fear a bha 's an eisdeachd,

Nach do ghluais ieis (eiii an ath oidhch'.

Dh'Chag iad sinne mar a b'aunsa,

Vo cheannardachd Mhorair Huimdaidh,

An t-òg smiorail, fearail, naìmhdeìl,

N an teannadh ain-neart ga 'r n-ioniisuidh
;

Le bhrataicheaii Kiod^ a straiinraich,

Ri 'u cuid crann a damhs' le muiseag
;

S na iir a tughairt 's na Fiàngan:!),

B' iad mo ruinse chlann nach diultadh.

Bha 'n leoghann colgarra gun ghealtachd,

Le mhile fear sgairteil la' ruinn
;

An Camshronach garg o'n Earrachd,

Mai- ursaitin uhatha 's na blàralbh
;

JDh'aontaich siiin mar aoii sa bhaiteal,

Le faobhar luiin sgaiteach stailiiin
;

Cha bu j^hiiiomh le 'r laoich gun taìsi'.

FaoiiR'is air an fhaich' 1ft li'.mhaicli.

Bhruebd na nahnhdean le "n trom làdacli,

Air inuiii cbaich an àite teine
;

'N uair fbuair Sasunnaich droch chàradh,

Phill iad o'n àraich n' ar colnneamb.

Ghlaudh Halph uaibhreach ri chuid armunn

(jreasaibh na Gàeil n' an coinnidh,

•S tioniidaidh iad an ruaig mar b' àbhaist,

An dream ardanach, neo-fhoileil.

Grad air an aghairt 's an àraich,

Ghluaiti na saighdearan nach pillte
;

Mar iulaire guineach, gun chaoimhneas^

Nacb b'fhurasda chlaoidh le mi-mhodh,

Thug iad sgrios na'n gathan boisgeach,

Mur dhealanaich òidhchc dhilinn ;

Hi sior iomain romp nan nairnhdean,

'S neul na fal' air roinn am plcean.

'N uair a dh'ioiindi'ainn a chonnspuinn

Morair Gordon o uchd buailte
;

'S a chual iad gu'n robb e leòinte,

Dh'ùraìch iad le deoin an tuasaid
;

Mar mhaoim do thuil nam beann m^ra^

Brùchdadh bho na neoil mu"r guaillean,

Lean iad an ruaig le cruaidh spùltach,

Gu fuilteach, mor bliuilleach, gruamach.

Bha Camshronaich an tùs a ehatha,

Air an losgadh mar an cianda
;

Leonadh an Ceann-feodhna sgairteil,

Iti comhraig bhaitealach a liath e;

Cu Fonraicht* coltacli an dearcag,

*S an fheoil nach taisicheadh tiamh i;

Mu'n chrom a ghrian fo cleòc-taisgte,

Phàidh sinn air an ais na tiachaii.

Ged* bha na Rioghalaich bho Albainn,

Na tir ainmeil, mheamnach, phriseil,

Fada bhuainn ri uair a gharbh chath,

'S buaidh a b' aiiim dhaibh ri uchd mhilteaa ;

Gbreas iad air aghaidh gu culgail,

'N uair a chual Ìad stoirm nam picean
;

Mo creach ! luchd nam breacan balla-bhreac,

Bhi le lasair marbh na^ii ì>ìneadh.

Tlia na Fràngaich math air teine,

Gus ail teannar goirid uapa;

'S an mar sin a fhrois iad sinne,

ili deich mionaidean na h-uarach
;

Ach, 'ii uair dh'fhaod ar laoich gun tioma,

Dhol an àite buille bhualudh,

Bba luinii nan stailinne biorach,

Sàthadh guineideach mu'n tuairmse.

Gu*m bi sin an tuairmse smiorail,

Chinnteach, amaiseach, gun dearmad
;

Thug na leoghainn bhorba, nimheil,

Bu cholgail sealladh fo'n armaibh
;

Ri sgiùrsadh naimlidean mar fhalaisg,

A's driùchdan fallals air gach calg dhiu
;

*S bha FWingaich a brùcbdadh fala,

'S an cùl ri talamh sa ghainmhich.

Mar neoil fhuilteacb air an riasladh,

Le gaoth a b'iargalta seideadh ;

Ruith nam baiiiibh ceìgeach, lìa*-ghlas,

An deigh an cliathadh as a cheile:

Chite na naimhde gun riaghailt,

Teicheadh gu dian o uchd streupa
j

'S iad a leaghadh air am bialthaobh,

Mar shneachd am fìanais na greine.

Ged' a phill sinn o ar duthaicb,

Cha d' mhill sinn aìr cliù an cruailal

Bha sinn gach latha ga'n sgiùrsadb,

Mar chaoirich aig cù ga'n ruagadh.

Db'aindeoin an cuid slòigh gun chuitntas,

Tigh'n o'n Fhràing as ùr ga'r bualadh,

Bu leisg ar gaisgich gu tionndadh,

'Nuair a chord an Uiùc ri'n uaisle.m.

'N uair cbuireadh am baiteal seachad,

'S a dh-àireadh ar gaisgich threubharh,

Bha ioma Gael 's an deachaidh

Le miad am braise 's an streupa,

Fuil a ruith air lotaibh frasach,

Bho luchd nam brencanan fèilidh,

'S i sior thaomadh leis na glacan—

VS truagh ! nach dh'fhaod ar gaisgich eirigh

!

*S bochd gun sian orra bho luaighe,

On a bha iad cruaidh 'na'n nàdur,

Fulangach gu dhot san tuasaid,

Guineideach ^nuaìr ghluaist^ an àrdan,
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Cha rolih niiith d'an iiàmhaid {jliiasad,

Uli'iatrai'ili buaidli uira" s na blàraibh,

Cliaill iad air an ti'àìgh seachd uairean,

Tuilleadli 's na bha bhuain 'san àtaich.

'NÌs o'n chuir iad siiin do Shasunn,

Ghabhail ar cairtealan geamhiaidh,

Far am faigh sinn leann am pailteai,

Ged' tha Mac-na-piaisich ganii oirn

Olar leinn deoch-slainte' Alharcuìs—
Ar gualann thaice 's ar Ceannard

;

Tha sinn cho ultamh's a ait leis,

DhioD a bhrataichean bhu aiiineart.

No/c—Various spurious editions of this unrivalled pirce

havebeen published in diflerent colleetinns of Gaelic Poema,

It is now printed genuine, for the first time, from the poet's

own MS, ; and never, perhaps, did poet's lay commemorate
prowess in more graphic and burning language.

AN DUBH-GHLEANNACH.

Latha dhomh 's mi 'n cois na traghad

Chuala mi caismeachd nan Gael,

Dh' aithnich mi meoir grinn a lìhràthaicli,

Air siunnsair ùr bu lùglior gàirich,

A's thuig mi gu'n a ghluais an t-àrmunii,

Fear thogail nan tùr uasal,^' stàtoil,

Srji Dahh-Ghleannach a hh' arm !

m rl yhealladh, mi co chureadh i,

^Trom oirre 'seinn

Bu mhiann learn sunnt nam port eallaiita,

Bu chonnubhallacli ùrlar a's gcarraidhean,

Dionach, Inglior, dlù, iieo-mliearachduch

—

Tioiindadh nan ^iubhlaichean caithreamach,

Dbùisgeadh lùgh na smuis 's na carraideaii,

Dùthclias nan lann dil-ghurm tana dhuibli.

Sfn Duhh-Gldeannach^ ^c.

Dhirich mi *m bruthach le h-èìbbneas,

Dh'eisdeachd ri fàilte rìgh Seuinas,

Chunna' mi'n Druimineach dhubb, ghleusd;t.

Cuir fa-sgaoil a h-aodaich breid-ghil,

Air macliair mhiii, sgiamhacb, rèidhleach,

Mar steud eruitheach
—

's i' cuir reise.

Si'n Diibh-Ghleannach^ ^c.

Chunna' mi 'n Druimineacb dhubii, dhealbhach,

Long Alasdair ghtiniiich nan gaibh-chriuch,

I\Iar steud rioghail air bharr fairge,

'logail bho thir le sioda balla-blirear,

tiuHÌcheantas rioghail na li-Alba,

Ghtuaiseadh na miltean gu tearra-ghleus.

òTn Duhh-Ghleannach, t^-c.

This aong was composed on the pleasure-boat of Alex-

and<>r iM' Donald, Ksq., of Glenaladale, who endeared

himseli to his countrymen by the cenotaph he erected for

Prince Chailes Stuart in (Jlenliiniau.

'Nuair ghabbaidh i'm fuaradh na sliaaaid,

•S gualla 'ii fhii-iiiadh chasadh dian ria,

Ghearradh i'n linn' air a fìaradh,

'N aghaidh gaoithe, sid a''s lionaidb,

Dh' eignich i Cuiran an dlarrais,

'S leum i air iteig mar ian as !

SVn Duhh-Ghlcan7iachy S^-c.

'Nuair gheibheadh i cliathaich fo fhars'neachd,

tioirbheas na slìasaid ga brosnachd,

Mar shiu'ladh mial-chù bras-astrach,

Na ruith air sliabh a's fìadh air thoiseach,

1 direadh nan tonn liath 's ga'n sgoltadh,

Shnaitheadh i iad mar iarunn locrach.

Sin Dubk-Ghleannach^ 4'^.

agus ^olus,

i's cuan fo'n òrdugh,

Mhionnaich Nept

Bho n' chaidh gat

Nach do mhasluirhi-auli cho mùr iad

Bho linn na h-Airc a bha aig Noah,

Gu robh 'n righ is airde còmhnadh,

Dion 'a a sàbhaladh Chloinn-DòmhnuÌU !

&i'n Dubh-Gìdeannach, i^c,

Bha Neptune agus ^olus eudmhor

—

Dh-iarr iad builg nan stoirm a sheideadh

Uh-òrdaich iad gach bòrd dh'i reubadh,

'S na sìùil a stracadh na'm breidean,

Le borb-agread a's i'ead na reub-ghaoith,

'Cuir siaban thonn na steoU s na speuran ;

Si'n Dtibh-GMeannach, ^c.

Thoisich ùr-spaìrn chruaidh mar dh'iarr iad,

Chruinnich neoil dhubha na h-iarmailt,

Na'n trom-lùirichean dlù iargalt',

'S iad a trusadh surd 'sa lionadh

Mar dhùrch smùid a fuirneis iaruinn,

Gu bruchadh stoirm bha garbh a's fiadhaich.

Sin Dubk-Ghleaft7iach, ^c.

'N earalas fo laimh air gabhaidh

Chuir sibh an ceann i gu dina

;

Gach cupall a's stagh 's an robh failinn—

Sparradh buill thaghta nan àìte;

Slabhraidhean canach air faraidh,

Tbeannaich sibh gu daingean laidir.

Sin Duhh'Ghleannach^ S^c.

Bheartaich iad gach ball neo-chearbach,

Ullamh, deas gu gleachd ri fairge ;

Tharruinn i le gaoith an earra-dheas.

Gliiac. i 'n caol (o' taobh 's bu doirbii e,

'Sged bha Neptune saoithreach, stoirnitil,

Mh'cislaich an saobh-shruth 's an dùrch e!

Siu Dttbh-Ghleannadi^ ^c.

Nuchd i ilubhuir gniiis gun chaoimhne;

Sgaoileadh cùirtearan na h-bidhche
;
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Sgioba ii;i h-iubhraicli an gainntir
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woman of his own, of the name of M'Lennaii, with whom he enjoyed a great share of

connubial happiness.

The first of the two songs we annex to this notice, he composed in Edlnburghi upon

witnessing the demonstrations of joy which took place upon hearing the result of the

battle of Alexandria. It is a triumphant piece, and a very respectable effort, exhibiting, as

it does, no mean poetical talents. The other is equally good in its way. All his poems

were arranged and taken down in manuscript preparatory to their being printed, but our

author was seized with Cholera in the year 1832, which terminated his mortal career. The

intention of publishing was consequently relinquished for the time, nor have we heard

of any measures having been adopted to resume it.

M'Donald was of a middle-sized stature—active and cheerful. He was an excellent

companion, and much liked by his acquaintances.

ORAN DO BHONIPART.

Latha soilleir sambraidh dhomb,

Air càbhsairean Dhuii-èideann,

Gu'm faca mi iia brataichean,

A lasadh lis a ghrein ami,

Chuala mi na gunnaidhean,

A's dh' fhuiiieh mi ga'n cìsdeachd,

*S mac-talla bh'anns na creagan,

A' toirt' i'reagairt dhatbh le oibhneas.

'Nuau* sheall mi air gach taobh dhiom,

Feadh na dùthcha fad 's bu leir domli,

Bha ceòl 'sua h-uile taigh a bh' ann,

'S tein-aighear air na sleibhtean.

On chualas aims na Gàsaidean

'S gach àite blii ga leughadh ;

Gun deach' an ruaig air Bonipart

S an ouair aig a Ghreumach.

'S lionmhor bratach Albannach,

Tha ballach, balla-bhreac, buÌdhear.S,

Tha eadar a chrioch Shasunnach,

Gu ruige taigh laÌn-Ghròta,

Fir laidir, shunntadh, thogarrach,

Nach ob a dhol an òrdugh

Gu dol an coinneamh Bhompart^

Chuir onair air righ Seòras.

C'àite biodh nah-Albannaich?

Duin* uaiale calma, trcubhach,

Fir shntintach, shanntach, thogarracli,

Na seòid nach obadh eiridh,

Ach on nach fiCi laimhe leo.

Do bh&s a tboirt le treun-bheirt,

•S an thilg iad air sgeir thràghad thu,

'S gu'm bàsaich thu chioii bèidh ann.

Ach *8 beag learn sud mar phianadh ort-

'5 a mhiad sa rinn thu dh' eacòir,

Ach leir-sgrios nan deich plàighean,

A bh' air Phài'oh anns an Eipheid ;

Gu'n laidh iad air do chraiceann,

Gu do shracadh as a cheile,

•S gu'n cluiniif air falbh deich mil' thu,

A's mi fhin a hhi ga t-eisdeachd.

'S tu chain do n-iirt-, 'nuaiv

A bha thu ann an dòchas,

Gun leige sinn do Shasuinn thu,

Ged' ghlac thu bhuain Hanòbher,

Ach cuiridh sitme dbachaigh tbu,

S seachdnar air do tliuireachd,

S mar toir thu grad do dhaoiiie leat

Cha ruig a h-aon diù beù thu <

Nach saol thu nach bu ]adorn dhut

Bbi bagairt air righ DeÒrsa,

An cual thu fear chuir aodainn air

Nach daor a phàigh e ghòraicli,

Ge do choisirin ainneart dhut

An Fhràing a chuir fo t-òrdugh,

'S e t-amhaich a blieir dioladh ann

Le tobha sniobhta cùrcaicb.

'Nuair thig am morair SUibhteach ort,

'S na ceudan de Chlann-Dòmhnuilt,

Mar sud a's Mac-'Ic- Alasdair,

Ghlinn-garaidh agus CbnòideirC,
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*Nuair thogas iad am brataichean,

'3 an gaisgich a chuir còladh

O ! c'àit' am faod tbu t-fhalach urr'

Mar sluig an talamb beò tbu !

Ma chi iad aona bbaoisgeadh dhiot

Bidb greim ac* air do sgornan,

*S cban' eil de dh'eieb no dhaoin' agad

Na sbaoras tu hho meòirean,

Ged db-eireadh na deich iegonan,

Bb'aig Ceasar anns an Kòimh leat,

Cha'n fhaothaich iad air t-amhairb

A*s na lamhan aig Clanu-Dombnuill.

'Nuair thig Mac-Choinnich Bbratbain ort,

Le cheathairn' de dbaoin' uaisle,

Sud a bhvatach aigeantach

Le cabar an daimh ghruaniaicb,

Cba tar tbti na bheir pilleadb on'

A cbruinneachadb mu'n cuairt-daibb,

'Nuair luigeas fir Chinn-tàile

Co an geard a cbumas bhuatb tbu ?

'Nuair tbig an cinneadb Frisealacb,

Tba fios gur daoine bòrb iad,

Gu'n reacbadh iad tio theine

Le Mac-Shimidb mòr na Moraicb.

Cba tar tbu na bbeìr pilleadb

Air na fir ud 'nuair bhios colg orr',

'S ged reacha tu fo'n talamb

'S e mobbaireil gu'm bi lòrg ovt.

'Nuair a tbig Mac-an-Tòisicb,

Le sbeòid ort a Srath-Eireann,

IVIar sud agus fir Chluainidb,

Is iad nil' an guaile cheile

Ma gbeibh an cat na cbrubhan tbu,

Le dbubbanati beag' geura,

Ged bbiodb càcb air bbeagan dbiot

Bidb aige-sa cbeud feiu dhiot.

Tba Clann-an-Ab' a bagairt ort,

'S iad o cheann fad an deigh ort,

'S na gheibb iad ann am fagus dut,

Gur grad a bheir iad leum ort,

Bristidb iad do bbrataichean,

Na spealtan as a chèile,

'S bi'db tus an sin na d' starsaich ann,

Fo chasan nam fear gleusda !

Tba Gòrdonach an toir ort,

'S chan' eil beò na ni do thearnadh,

'Nuair db-eireas morair Hunndaidb,

Le fbearabh ionnsaicbt, laidir,

On se fein a's còirneal,

Air na sebid ga*m buin buaidh-lhracb ;

'S e cbanas sinn gu bicheanta

An da-fhichead a's na dhà riu.

Acb cùimbnicb thus a cbeatbaincej

Cbuir latha Foritenoù

'S a sheasadb anis an àraich,

As càcb a cbuir air tògar,

Cbi thu nis san Fhràiug ìad

Fo cbomannda mhorair Gòrdoìn,

Se ni do lambsa db' fheum dbut,

An reusar chuir ri d' sgornan.

Tba Rosaich agus Ilothaich,

'S iad ro choimbeach dhut le cheile,

Ma gheibb iad ma do cbombair

Gabb mo chomhairle 's tboir tbu lein as!

Acb ma cbi tliu "m firean

Tigb'n' le sgriob ort as na speuran,

Na gheibb i ann na crubbanan

Grad luthaig oirre fein e.

'Nuair cbruinnicbeas na gaisgicb,

Thig bho Apuinn-Mhic-Ian-Stiùbbairt

Sliochd nan rigbrean Abannach,

Da'n tig na b-airm a rùsgadb,

Co bheireadb tàire dhaibb

Nacb faigbeadh pàigbeadb dùbhailt,

'S ma gheibb iad ann an sàs thu,

Gu bràch cban fbaic tbu d' dbùtbaich.

'Nuair cbruinnicbeas Clann-Ionmhuinn,

Cha sbòr a dol 'san ùspairn,

'Smithicb dhut bbi tiomnadh,

'Nuair tba 'n t-iomraidb iad adùsgiidh,

Ma dh-eireas dhut gun tacbair sibh,

'S guu faic ind tbu le'n suilean,

Sid na tir a cliaitbeas,

Anns an adbar na do smùid thu.

Tha Caimbeulaich cbo nairahdeil dut,

'S iad sanntacb air do mbarbbadb,

A Diùc tba 'n Karragbàel,

Agus morair ard Bhraid-Albann

C'ait am beil na thearnas tu,

S na h-àrmuinn ud a sealg ort,

'S ceart cbo math dhut fàladair

A cbàradb ri do sbealabhan !

'Nuair a tbig Clann-Ghriogair ort

'S neo-cbliobacb a chuir ruaig iad.

'S fir iad nacb gabli pilleadb

Le teine no le luaidhe,

Le'n gairdean laidir. smiorail,

'S Ic lannau bioracb, cruagbach,

S ma chi iad fad na b-òirleich dhiot,

Cha bbeò na chumas bhuat iad.

Tbig Siosalaich Srath-ghlas ort

Na'n lassaireati man cuairt dbut,

Le lannaii gear a chinn-aisnich

Tarsuinn air an cruachan,

'Nuair thòisicbeas na gaisgicb ud.

Air tarruinn as an truaillean
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Chi tlm do chuid brataichean,

Ga srachadh ma do chluasan !

Thig Mac-'III-Lean Dhubhaird ort

'S gur subhach ni e greini ort,

Le dliaoine laidir lù-chleasach,

Nach diult a la no dh-ÙÌdhche,

Ni iad sin do sgiùrsadh-sa

Gu cuil an àite slaighteir,

"S theid thu air do ghlùinean daibh

'Nuair cbi thu 'gnùis an saighdear

An sin thig ort na Camshronaich,

Fir laidir, ainmeant, eMach,

Da thaobh Locb-iall a's Arasaig,

Aschaisteal Inbher-Lòchaidh,

'Nnair a thig na saoidhcan sin

Bu mhath gu straoiceadh Ìeòhi,

Cha iiihios air pronnadh mhuUach iad,

"S bu ghnà leo full a dhortadh.

Thig Mac-Neill a Kara ort

Le dhaoine falain finealt,

Uaoine bheir a iichead dhiubh,

Bristeadh a'a na miltean,

Baoisgidh iad mar dhealaiiach,

Ui òidhche shalach dhile,

"S m'an teid thu ceart na t-fhaireachadh

— Bidh ainneart mar a's tir ort.

Thig Clann-an-t-Shaoir a Cniachan ort

Na fir 's an ruaig nach diobradh,

An am del anns an chabhaig,

Sud na gallanan nach pillte,

Sliochd nan Gael cruadalach,

Bu dual daibh a bhi dileas,

Gu dol an eoinneamh Hhnnipait,

Chuir onair air an rioghachd.

^NuaÌr chruinncheas Clann-Fhiuniilaidh.

Na fir shunntach tha gun eisleaii,

Bheir iad tha gu cunntais,

As na dh' iunnsaich tha de dh' eucoir,

C'àit' am beil de Fhràngaich

Na cheannsaicheas le sreup iad,

'S gun tugadh iad gu cioaachadh,

Na uiDcean leis na ceudan.

Thig fathast diùc Mhontròise ort,

Le fhearabh mor an deigh ort,

*S ann an sin thig an dòrain ort

* Nuair thoisicheas na Greumaich

'S an t-aon fhear tha ri t-aodainn,

'S e daonnann cuir retreat ort,

Cha'n fhad' gum bi do cheann aige,

Ri crann mas e thoil fein e.

Guidheamaid buaigh-làrach,

Leid nu GKqìì anns gach teugbhail^

Toil inntinn aig ar càirdean

'S gach nàmhaid a bhi geilleadh*

Mar chuala mis a chai^eamachd

Bha taitneach learn ri eisdeachd,

Air latha soilk'ir sàmhraidh

*S mi air cabhsairtan Dhun-uidei

ORAN DA LEANAN.

QAgus sgeul' a bhi air a thogail gun roLih i torrach aige, 'a

c 'g itiiiseadh cho math 'sa bhiodh e dh' t ged a b' thior

mar chaidh aithrisj

Fhuair. mi sgeula moch an de,

'S chadeach' mi 'n èis ri chluinntinn,

'S cha tug mi gt'ill nach deanainn feum.

Le gaol do 'n te mu 'n d' Ìnnseadh,

'S cha toir mi fuath dh' i, 's beag rao luaidh air

Ged a fhuair mi cinnt air,

'Sa dh' aindeoin cruadal ga 'n toir cuairt siiiii,

Gheibh sinn bhuainn ri tim e.

A ghruagach dhunn, ma dh' fha.s thu irom,

Tha mis, air bhonn nach diobair,

Gu 'n seas mi thu, air bhialthaobh cùìrt,

'S cha 'n ami an duil do dhiteadh,

Tha mi air bheachd gu 'n seas mi ceart.

Ge d' bheir am Parson cis diom.

'Sgu 'm pàighiun daor air rù do ghauil,

Na 'n tàrainn saor "sa 'n tim so.

Gu *ui pàighinn daor gu t-fhàgail saor,

Mu 'n leiginn t-aodann nArach",

Fa chomhair ciiirt mar fhasan ùr,

'S nach robh e 'n run do naduir,

Cha n' eil mi 'n dùl thu dhol na n luib,

Mur tig a chuibhie cearr oirnn,

'S ma chumas airgead thù o chis,

Gu 'n seas mi fhin na t-àite.

Gur fad a rachainn ann ad leithsgeul,

Gu do slieasamh cliùiteach,

'S ghabhainn uileadh orm an aeisoin,

Gu d' leith-trom a ghiùlan,

'S ged chumadh iad mi ann gun lasadh,

Gus an at mo shuilean,

Mar diobair ci*artas mi. cha 'n fhaicear,

Chaoidh thu ac' fo mhùiseag.

Ach 's truadh ! nnch robh mi agus tu,

Dol fonasiùil do dh-Eirinn,

Natblr eilc 's faide buainn,

Nach d' ruig air suaimhneas fheutainn,

'S truagh nach faicinnse bhi seùladh,

A's sinn air bùrd le cheile,

Gun duil a chaoidh thigh'n' air ar 'n e'>his,

Do'n Hoìnn-Eòrp na dheigh sin !

I
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Ach cia mar 's urralnn domh bhi beò,

'S cho mar sa thug mi spèis dut?

Na cia mar dh' fhaodas mi blii stòllte

VS mi gii.i choir air t-fheutaiiin ?

Ged fhaighinn airgead na Iloinn-Eùrpa,

Agus or na h-Euphaid,

Cha chumadh e mi siias car uaire,

S tu bhi bhuam gun sgeul ort.

Ach CÙÌS mochruadail, 's faide bhuam,

An diugh dù uair na 'n de thu !

S ma leanas tu mar sin air luaths,

Gu 'in bi sinn cuairt bho cheile,

Ach ma thionndas tu do shlios rium,

'S tiosrach mi mar dh' eireas.

Gur gearr an ùin a thàmhas tu,

'Nuair thig do chùl na dheigb sin.

Mas e gun chuir thu rium do chùl

Ann an duìl mo threigsinn,

Gus an cuir iad mi *sa 'n ùir

Chii dean mi turn ad dheighse
;

Ci . mar dh' fhaodas mi bhi saor,

\S r.ach dean an saoghal feum dhomh ?

Mo chridh air fhalach lo do ghaol,

Gun duil a chaoidh ri fheutainu

Gur mor a bh' agam ort do mheas,

'S clia tug mi fios do chàch air,

'S o 'n is beairt e tlia gun fhios,

Cha'n innismisgubràch e.

Gu*m beil an sean-fhacal o shinnsear',

Tigh'n gu cinnt an drasda—
" Gur faide bhuam an diugh na 'n de,

A bhean nach d' fheud mi thàladh.''

Cha 'n eit mo chadal domh ach ciùirtj

'S cha 'n eil mo dhùisg ach cìanail,

Cha n' eil an ohair dhomh ach cràdh,

'S cha n' fheairrde mi bhi diamhain,

Cha dean laidhe dhomh ach creuchdan,

'S cha toir eiridh dbiom iad,

Cha toir asdar mi gu slainte,

'S cha 'n fhasa tàmh no gniomh dhomh.

Ged a tha mi 'n so 'sa ghleann,

Cha h' e bhi ann a b' fhearr loam,

'S mar b' e cruaidhead mo chomannd,

Hu luath mo dheann ga fhàgail,

Gur fada 'n aimsir tha o 'n uair,

A chualas bhì ga radhainn,

Gur cruaidh an i-eachd a bhi fo smachd,

'S bidh mise nochd mur tha mi !

Tha gaol nam boireannach o 'n hige,

Mar an ceo 'sa cheitean,

Laidhidh e ri madainn dhriùchd,

Ri Ur cho dlù 's nach leir dhuinn.

Chi mi 'n t-adhar a's an beanntan,

Dol an cennn a cheile,

Ach sgaoilidh e ri ùin ro ghearr,

Gun fhios cia n t-àit' an teid e.

Cha b' e chùis bhi nochd an glais,

Na 'n tiginn aisde a maireach,

Ach bhi 's na fiabhrais fad sheachd bli;

Gun la riamh dhiu tearuinnt

;

Cha robh uair gun chuartach ur dhom
Gur ciùirte rinn iad m* fhàgaìl,

Nì» o 'n lagaich iad mo pltears^a,

Tha mo sgairtair failiiin !

AM BARD SGIATHAN ACH.

Donald M'Leod, commonly called the " Shye Bard," was born in the parish of Durness,

Isle of Skye, about the year, 1785.—His parents were in humble circumstances, and con-

sequently unable to jjive him an extended education : but, whether by self-application,

or otherwise, he acquired a tolerable knowledge of the Gaelic language.

In the year 1811 he published an octavo volume—consisting of all his own compositions

and a few poems, the productions of other bards, ancient and modern. We cannot, how-

ever, say that, with the exception of a few pieces, eitlicr the original or selected poems,

which it contains, are of a high order. Our author was little more than twenty years

when he " came out ;" the manhood of his mind was not fully formed ;—neither reading
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nor society had ripened Ids judgment, or refined his taste ; and we are convinced, had he

profited by the sage admonition of Pope, and left "his piece for seven years", that the

character of his book would be far different from what it is.

Donald M'Leod possesses a fine and delicate musical ear, and so fastidious has lie

proved himself in the nice discrimination of sounds, that, to preserve the smoothness,

cadence and harmony of his pieces, original and select, he actually interpolated them with

words of no meaning, or, at least, paid no attention to grammatical rules, but took the

cases, tenses and numbers, as it suited his convenience.

In the year 1829, he travelled the Highlands, taking in subscriptions for a new work,

the prospectus of which is now before us, and promises a " correct history of Caluin-CiUe,

Coinneach Odhar,Am Britheamii Leùgliasach agus an Taoitear -Saileach, from the cradle

to the grave." But whether he failed in the attempt of publication, or was otherwise

diverted from his object, we cannot say; but the projected volume never made its appearance.

This is much to be regretted, for, from the impression made on our minds by M'Leod's

talents and legendary lore when we saw him in 1828, we are perfectly warranted in saying

that it would amply recompense a perusal. Few men could speak the Gaelic with greater

fluency and correctness than our author, and there was an archness about him which set

off his story and witticism in an admirable light.

Shortly after the period of which we write, the Skye Bard emigrated to America, and of

his history or adventures in the western hemisphere, we know nothing. He returned tc

his native country last harvest, and set up as a merchant in Glendale, near Dunvegan.

His two pieces here given are not destitute of poetic merit. Indeed, they

possess some genuine strokes of grandeur, which entitle them to a place among the pro-

ductions of poets of higher pretensions and fame. M'Leod possesses within him the

elements of true poetic greatness ; and if these are brought into fair play, under auspicious

circumstances, it is within the compass of possibilities that he may yet take his stand

amongst the first class of the minstrels of his country.

ORAN DO REISEAMAID MHIC-SHIMIDH,

CEANN-CIN.VIDH NAM FKISEALACH SA' BULIADHNA, 1810.

.\n am ùracha' fiiacail domh,

'S cunntas tlioirt seacfiad,

.'\ir rliutrachadh fhasaili

Nan gaisgeach tha 'n tràthsa

Air tiunndaidh a steach oirn,

Gu lù-chleasacli, aigeantacfi,

liùbht' anil am breacaiii,

'S paiste ann an sgàrlait i

Is cliùteach a bliratach, Blifir casg' as an iiimhaid ;

To'n cunntar air f'aiche silih, ' Le iuiinsaidli nam bagraidean,

Thoir leam iiach bu cbaidllbh,
\

Fudar na lasraicliean,

Ur tachairdledàmhairi, 1

lUù dhaibb cba'n Ihaighear

Is dlii dha na chasas i-iubh

Tiunndadh le inasladh,

Na'n nine bhi paisgte,

Fo'r casan sa'n aràicb,

Cha churnm dba'u aitribfa,

An duinhlaicfi ar Caipteinean,

\S dlù dtiaibh an t-achdsa,
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Kacoir, na craichinin,

Dh'firis *n hv feachdaiiain,

'S leir dhomti na chaisgeas e,

An gaisgeach is màidsear ;

Ge leibli e na ghlaine,

*S bus millteach e 'n carraid,

Ni shaighdean geiir, tana,

Cuim lliala a thiàthadh,

'N glaicdioU'an eich allail»

'S ard srann aim am falas,

'S dheannas mar dhealan,

A gearradh, 's stràcadh.

'S làreih shèunt* thu na t-earrndh,

'S ard iairas do dheannal,

'Sgriob dheucliain na gaillin,

Siou chaT gun bhàigh thu
;

'S deuchuineacli sealladh

Air iarbhail do ghalair,

Cuirp lionmhor ri talamh,

Nan earruinnean geàrrte :

*S tlii' bhiatach thu 'm fallachd,

'S corn iatach na falla',

'S e lion an ni 'n t-annart,

Is stailceas to làr iad.

Ulieir ioc-shlaitint' an cannati

Ceo tìamha ga 'n dalladh,

A spianas bho n talamh,

Nan deannanan small iad.

Ge gruamach a sealladh,

Fo shuaicheatais ballach,

Mar bhualadh na mara,

Na faiaisge Màìrtc,

Than sualrct^as 's an cenneal,

'S am boiuhead mar leannain,

A buaireadli nan caileag

'8 am mealladh nam pàistean ;

Theid Bainn-tigheainan glana,

Uhe'n cuimhne 's dheri aithne*

Cho cinnteach 's dh" aniais mi,

'N eallaidh-sa r.nte,

'S biodh banntraiclichean fhearaibli,

'S an clann air an dronnaig,

Le geall an cuid ban,

A bhi falach fo" chirn Ifibh.

2^ole.—The above spirited song is now partly freed from
the obscurity which characterized it in the author's own
collection—it will btill, however, (ask tlic understanding of
many readers. Ijut we could make no lurMier emendations
without inaiiileht danger to the structure of the piece.

SMEOUACII NAN LKODACH

Ulihlieag ù na Ì ri ì it,

Smctirach mise *mach 6'n Tùr,

Is gieoghrach cuim ma bhuird le/eusde.

VS mise ameòracb ùg a ghrinnis,

Shèinnis ceol mar organ mills,

Feadan òrdail fo mo ribheid,

'S fead mo mheòir air comhra filleant'.

Ulibheag i na i ri, ^c.

Cha b' i crionach liatb na mosgan,

liho na shiolaich trend an fhortain,

Ach fiogh miath, nam miar, gun socailb,

Geal marghrian, bhobbian Kiogh Lot l.la

Uiihhcag i na i ri, S^c.

An caisteil ard dha'n làidir tìnne,

Man iath pàrlamaid gun ghioraig,

Naeh iarr b.'iigh an àite millidh,

A dhialadh bais gun stràc ga*m pilleadli.

Ulibheag i na i ri, §-c.

Ge do dh'eug e cha treig fhasan,

Cha toir streupa na geimh gaiseadh,

As na connspuinn eòlauh, smachdail,

Nach d'rinn ceù gun feoil a shracbdadb.

Ulibheag i na i ri, §-c.

Gu^ii dean glòir nan neòil a phasgadi),

^S nach bi cumhra* fo shroin peacaich,

Bithidh na Leodaich mar or daite,

Sheasas coir, 'a nach fùgair casgradb.

Ulibheag i na i ri, 4*c.

Ma thig Xhiv a choir na h-altribh,

Theid an connspaid air sbeòil gaisgìdh,

Siiapach, òrdach, tòiteach, speachdacli,

Naisgear feòil do dh' eòin an achaidh,

Ulibheag i na i ri, ^c.

Theid an tarbh fo chalg na maise,

Le shròl balla-bhreac, ri geala ghasan,

Nar.h leig earabal gu falbb dhathaigh,

Gu'm bi 'n anaman baibh fo chasan.

Ulihheag i na i ri^ ^c.

*S lannach, liobhach, disneach, claiseach,

Meachair, finealt', rimhach, laisde,

Na brais phrisell, o'n tir t'hasgacli,

Nach leig cios ie stri, na feachdaibh.
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'Nuair theid dion air sgiath gach bealaich,

S luclid an thiamha, siaradh thaiais,

Car iia m bial 'us liad na'ii teangaidn,

'8 dorus riabt' air cias gach fear dhiu.

Ulihhea^ i na i H^ ^c.

*N uair thig sgian bho chliabh gach gille,

A sgoltadh bhiion, *s a diuiiamh pbiiiiie,

Uheibh am fiacail biadh gun sireadh,

8 gloine liotita, an ioc-sblaint* spioniid.

Ulibheag i na i ri, ^c.

'N uair a chiaradh grian gu calla',

rhigfadh triallnaudiolt-each uieara,

brannach, sianach, srianach, titaileach,

EalandS iargalt', lionta an laiiinir.

Ulibheag i na i ri, ^c.

Gus an Uùn is mùirneach raithream,

Uh;rm beil iùil gach cùrsa Cfaiinas,

Uha'm beil juntas dlù mar ghaineamh,

Narh toir spùil gu cunntas gainne.

Ulibheag i na i ri^ Sfc.

Vhv an lionor fion ga mhalairt,

Far an iarrar gniomh fir-eallaidh,

Tav an ciatauh miann gach seallaidh,

Far a riadhlar ciadan aìn-eoÌL.

Ulibheag i na i n, ^c-

Seinneam fonnmhoi*, pongail, m'ealaidhj

As a chom nach trom mar ealacb,

Cha tig tonn ma bbonn mo thalla,

Ni mo chall, na gbaniitas m'aran,

Ulibheag i na i ri^ ^c.

Tha mo chuach na cuairteig mhenla,

'S barrach uaine suaineadh tharum,

Air mo chUiasaig 'a fuaghte m' anail,

*S iomadh dual a luadh le'm theangaidb,

Ulibheag inairi^ ^-c.

Air mo thaobh an craobh nam meangan,

Clia toir gaoth dbiom m'a.idach droma,

'S ma thig naoisg a gbauirich mar rium,

Ni miaolra sgaoileas tan' iad.

Ulibheag Ì 7ia i ri^ ^t.

'S iomadh buaidh f'o stuaidh mo bhalla,

Chuireadh ruaig air sluagh a caraid,

Nach dean gluasad gun ruaim calta,

Dorainn fuathais a chuatn fhala',

Ulibheag i na i ri^ c^r.

Bratac.Ii-shithe nan tri seallaidh,

Fasda, dhidein, nan crioch cainis,

Glag an stiobla dha'n striochd ain-ochd,

Meirghe na firinn gun Utb sgainneil.

Ulibheag i na i ri^ ^c.

Sliochd an Ollaghair a bhorb sheallaidli,

Mic a tholgas le'n gorm lannan

Uiochd an fharabhais nach falbh falamh,

Cuip na h-Albun, san dearbh dhainghe.iti.

Ulibheag i na i ri^ Sfc.

Neart Eoin Tormod cha searg asrall,

'Smaisechrannachar 'sgach dearbheachdraidh

'S pailt na h-armabh na bhalg acuinn,

*S brais a leanamhuinn ga sgala shiiapadli.

Ulibheag i na i ri, ^c.

BARD LOCH-FINE.

Evan M'Coll, better known to his countrymen as the " Mountain Minstrel," or "Clàr-

sail- nam Beann," was born at Kcnmore, Loch-Fyne-side, in the year 1812. His parents,

although not affluent, were in the enjoyment of more comfort than generally falls to the

lot of Highland jieasants ; and were no less respected for their undeviating moral rectilmle

than distinguished for their hospitality, and the practice of all the other domestic virtues

that hallow and adorn the Highland hearth. The subject of our memoir was the second

youngest of a large family of sons and daughters. At a very early age he displayed an

irresistible thirst for legendary lore and Gaelic jioetry ; but, from the seclusion of his native

glen and other disadvantageous circumstances, he had but scanty means for fanning the

latent flame that lay dormant in his breast. M'Coll, however, greedily devoured every

volume he could procure, and when the labours of the day were over, would often resort
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fo some favourite haunt where, in the enjoyment of that soUtude which his father's fire-

side denied him, he might be found taking advantage of the very moonlight to pore over

the minstrelsy of his native country, until lassitude or the hour of repose compelled him

to return home.

His father, Dugald M'Coll, seems to have been alive to the blessings of education ; for

as the village school afforded but little or nothing worthy of that name, he, about the time

that our bard had reached his teens, hired a tutor for his family at an amount of remunera-

tion which his slender means could scarcely warrant. The tutor's stay was short, yet

sufficiently long to accomplish one good purpose—that of not only enabling Evan pro-

perly to read and understand English, but also of awakening in him a taste for English

literature. A circumstance occurred about this time which tended materially to encourage

our author's poetic leanings. His father, while transacting business one day in a distant

part of his native parish, fell in with a Paisley weaver, who, in consequence of the de-

pression of trade, had made an excursion to the Highlands with a lot of old books for sale.

M'Coll bought the entire lot, and returned home groaning under his Uterary burden, which

Evan received with transports of delight. Among other valuable works, he was thus put

in possession of the " Spectator," " Burns' Poems," and the " British Essayists." He

read them with avidity, and a new world opened on his view : his thoughts now began

to expand, and his natural love of song received an impetus which no external obstacles

couid resist.

Contemporaneous with this literary impulsion, was the artillery of a neighbouring Chloe,

whose eyes had done sad havoc among the mental fortifications of our bard : he composed

his first song in her praise, and, although he had yet scarcely passed the term of boyhood,

it is a very respectable effort, and was very well received by his co-parishioners. The

circumstances in which his father was placed, rendered it necessary for him to engage in

the active operations of farming and fishing, and he was thus employed for several years.

In the year 1837, he threw off the mask of anonymy, and appeared as a contributor

to the Gaelic Magazine, then published in Glasgow. His contributions excited consider-

able interest, and a general wish was expressed to have them published in a separate

form by all Highlanders, with the exception of his own immediate neighbours, w ho could

not conceive how a young man, with whom they had been acquainted from his birth,

should rise superior to themselves in intellectual stature and in public estimation. They

of course discovered that our youthful bard was possessed of a fearful amount ot teujtrity,

and the public, at the same time, saw that they were miserably blockaded in their own

mental timberism. If native talent is not to be encouraged by fostering it under the

grateful shade of generous friendship, it ought, at least, to have the common justice of

being allowed to work a way for itself, unclogged by a solitary fetter—unchilled by the

damping breath of unmerited contempt or discouragement. The high-souled inhabitants

of Inverary failed to extinguish the flame of M'Coll's lamp ; and now, as they are not

orobably much better engaged, we recommend them to " see themselves as others see

them," in our author's rctaliative poem, "Sloc/id a Chopair" in which they are strongly

oairrured, and the base metal of which they are made powerfully delineated.
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It is well tor dependant merit that there are gentlemen who have something ethereal

in them : mucli to their honour, Mr Fletcher of Dunans, and Mr Campbell of Islay,

patronized our author, and through the generously exercised influence of either, or both

of these gentlemen, M'CoU was appointed to a situation, which he now holds, in the

Liverpool Custom-house.

M'Coll ranks very high as a poet. His English pieces, which are out of our way,

possess great merit. His Gaelic productions are chiefly amorous, and indicate a mind

of the most tender sensibilities and refined taste. The three poems, annexed to tliis

notice, are of a very superior order : one of them comes under that denomination of poetry

called pastoral or descriptive, and evinces powers of delineation, a felicity of conception,

and a freshness of ideality not equalled in modern times. The second is an elegiac piece,

before whose silver, mellifluent tones we melt away, and are glad to enjoy the luxury of

tears with the weeping muse. The love ditty is a natural gush of youthful affection,

better calculated to show us the aspirations of the heart than the most elaborate production

of art. M'Coll imitates no poet ; he has found enough in nature to instruct him—he moves

majestically in a hitherto untraversed path ; and, if we are not continually in raptures

with him, we never tire—never think long in his company. But we are reminded that

praises bestowed on a living author subject us to the imputation of flattery : long may

it be ere Evan M'Coll is the subject of any posthumous meed of laudation from us I

L O C H - A I C.

A LoCH-AlCE na gnùis' cliaoin

—

Gnuis ghabh gaol air a bhi ciuin,

*S air an trie an laidh gath-grein'

Soilleir mar uchd sèamh mo ruin !

'Oide-altruim mhaith nam breac.

Gar an leatsa cath nan toiin,

'S ged nach d' amais long fo bhrcid

Air t-uchd reidli riamh chur fa bonti.

'S leat an eala 's grinne com

*S i neo-throm air t-ucbd a' snàmh.

Eun a's gile cneas na 'ghrian,

Sneachd nan sliabb, no leannan b.Mi'd !

'S leat bho Lochluinn a's bho 'n t-Suain

An lach bbeag is uaine cùl
;

'S trie 'ga eòir— *s cha n-ann *ga feum,

Falaeh-fead a*s caogadh shùl.

*S ]eat an lutnneag 'sheinneas oigh

'Bleodhan bho gu trie ri d* thaobh
;

'S leat an diian a thogas òg

'S e g* a coir a measg nan craobh.

Seinnidb e—" Tha cneas mo gbràidh

Geal roar chanach tlà nan glac,

'S faileasan a ghaoil 'n a sail

Mar tha nèamh an gruiind Loch-aic !

C'àit' an taitneaeh leis an earb'

Moch a's anamoch 'bhi le 'laogh ?

C'àit' an trice dorus dearg,

'Fhir nan garbh-ehiòc, air do thaobh ?

C'iiit* ach ri taobh loeh mo ruin

—

Far, aig bun nan stùc ud thall,

'S an robh uair mo chàirdean tiugh

Ged tha iad an diiigh air chall

!

O air son a bhi leam fèin !

*Siubhal sèimli taobh loch nan sgòrr

'Nuair bhios gath na gealaieb cbaoin,

Nuas a* taomadh ort mar or.

'Nuair tha duilleach, fochunn, feur,

Fo 'n òg-bhraon a' cromadh fliucll,

'S gun aon rionnag anns an speur

Nach 'eil ceile dh'i 'na t-uchd.
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'Nuair tha *n ciobair ann a shuain

'Faicinii niada'-ruadh 'na thread,

'S e Miari-stuigeadh nan con luath

Gu bhi shuas mu 'n dean e beud :

Sud an t-;im 's am bi ri d' thaobh

Ccò; a mhaoth'cheas clis gach cridh

Sud an t-iiin 'san tug thu gràdh,

'Shine bhàn ! do 'n fhilidh shitb.

'Tional ghobhar air dh'i bhi

'N Coii''-an-t-sith aon fheasgar JVIàigl

Cliiialas guth ro-mbilis, sèamh—
Shaoìi ì nèamh a bhi aig làimh.

1)!»' èisd i,—'s mar bu mhotha dh-eisd,

'S atin bu bbìnne tend a chiùil ;

Lean i,
—

's raar a b' fhaide lean,

'S ann a b' fhaid' e as, mo dhuil

!

Kii . dheireadh, cnoc,

; fosgailt :

'S dh' fhaiiich i gur ann bho sin

lìiirùchd an ceol bu bblasda fuaim.

*' Thig a's taigh, a Shine bhàn !

'1 hig, a gbràidh, gun eagal beud
;

Feurh an oidhche dhubh m' an cuaii't

—

'S fada bhuat do dhachaigh fein."

Chaidh i 's taii^h—ma's fior mo sgeul

—

1 huit i 'n gaol air fear a chiùil !

Dh' Ò1 i 'n deoch bu deoch do chàch,

'S tuilleadh riamli cha d'l'hàg ì 'n diìn.

RANNAN AIR BAS BANACHARAID

CiiAoc:iAiL i—mar neuUtan ruiteach

'Bhios 'san Ear ma bbriste' tàire ;

B' fharinad leis a* ghrein am bòichead,

'S dh'eiricli i 'na glòir 'chur sgail orr'

!

Chaochail i—mar pblatha grelne,

*S am faileas 'na reis 'an tùir air;

Chaochail i—mar bhogh' nan speuran,

Shil an fhras a's threig a ghlòir e.

Chaochail i—mar shneachd a laidheas

Anns an tràigh ri cois na tairge ;

Dh'aom an Ian gun iochd air aghaidh,

*Ghile O! cha b'ihada shealbhaich.

Chaochail i—mar ghuth na clàrsaìch,

'Nuair a's drùitiche 's a's mils' e
;

Chaochail i—mar sgeulachd àluinn

Mu*u ganii "tlioisichuar r'u h-innseadh

Chaochail i—mar bhoillsge gealaich'

'S am maraich' fo eagal 's an dorcha;

Chaochail i—mar bbruadar milis,

'S an cad'laiche duilich gu"n d' falbh e.

Chaochail i 'an tùs a h-aille !

Cha seachnadh Pàrras as fcin i
;

Chaochail i—O ! chaochail M^iri

Mar gu'm biiite 'ghrian ag eiridh Ì

DUANAG GHAOIL.

Air Fonn—" 'llle dhuinu, 's toir/h hum thu/*

LUINNEAG.

A nigliean donn nam mala crom,

A 7iighean dujm nan caoin-shul,

A nighean donn bho *m hinnefonn^

Gur mor mo gheall air t-fhaotainn.

A NIGHEAN donn a's grinne cruth,

A's hinne guth 's a's caoine,

Ge geal an cobhar air an t-sruth

'S ann bhiodb e dubh ri d' thaobh s:i.

A nighean donn^ S^c.

Mo run a' chaileag luinneagach,

Deagh bhanarach na sprèidhe,

*S nach geill 'n seòmar uinneagach

'Dh' aon chruinneig 'tha 'n Dun-C-i''. .v.n.

A nighean donn. ^c.

Te eir air bhith, d' a sgiamhaichead,

'Na t-fhianuis-sa cha leur dhnmh
;

S ann tha thu 'measg nan nianagan

Ceart mar tha 'ghrian measg reulltan.

A nigiiean donn^ <^c.

O 's truagh 'bhi 'n so air Galldachd

'Nuair tha 'n Samhradh 'us mo cheud run

A* stri CO 's grinne dheàrsas

Nisair àiridhcan Ghlinn-crèran !

A nighean donn^ l^c.

Cha tugainn air bhi 'm dhiùc cead 'bhi

Le m' run 'am bothan-gbeugan,

'S cha gliabbainn coron òir air son

Bhi 'n sud a' pògadh m* èiteìg.

A nigliean donn^ S^c.

A ruin, nam biodh tu deònach air,

'S ar cairdean nile rèidh ruinn,

Cha chuirinn tuille dàlach ann.

Am niàire-arh bn leam fein thu !

A nigiiean duioi^ S^c.
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THE BEAUTIES OF GAELIC POETRY,

ORIGINAL AND SELECT.

The following songs and poems are the productions of gentlemen, who invoked

the muse only on rare occasions, and under the impulse of strong feelings excited by ex-

traordinary events ;— or, of individuals of whose history little is known to the world, and

whose works were not sufficiently voluminous to entitle them to a place among the pro-

fessed or recognised bards. When the tide of chivalry ran high in the Highlands, and

ere the Gaelic ceased to be spoken in the chief's hall, it was deemed no disparagement to

people of the highest rank to imbody their feelings on any subject in Keltic poetry.

Many of these pieces are of commanding merit, and it is hoped that they will form an

appropriate and valuable appendage to this work. So far as practicable, the paternity

of the poem is given, and such historical and illustrative notes are interspersed as the

full elucidation of the subject seemed to require.

MOLADH CHABAIR-FEIDH
I,E TORMOD BAN MAC-LEOID.

Dkoch-slainte * chabair feidh so

Gur h-eibhiim 's gur h-aighearach
;

Ge fada bho tliir fein e,

Alhic Dhe greas g'a fhearann e ;

i"\lo chrochadb a's rao cheusadh,

A's m* eideadh nar mheala mi,

Mur ait learn thu bhi 'g eiridh

Le treuii neart gach caraide

!

Gur inise chuniia' sibh gu gunnach,

Ealamh, uUamh, acuinneach
;

lluith nan Kothacb "s math *ur gnothach,

Thug sibh sothadh raaidne dhaibh
;

Cha dcach' Cataich air an tapadh,

Dh'lhag an neart le eagal Ìad,

Ui taicinn ceann an Ìhèiòh ort

*Nuair dh'eirich do cbabar ort

!

Be*n t-amadan fear Fòluis,

'Nuair thòìsich e cogadh riut;

Kothaieh agus Ròsaich—

Bu ghòrach na bodaich iad
;

Frisealaich a's Grarindaich,

An cftmpa cha stadadh iad
;

'S thug Foirbeisieh nan teann-ruitb,

Gu seann taigh Chuilodair on'.

Theich iad uile 's cha dh-fhuirich

An treas duine 'bh'aca-san
;

An t-Iarla Catach ruith e 'iliachaigh

—

Cha do las a dhagachan ;

Mac-Aoidh nan creach gun thar p ;is,

'S ann dh'eigb e 'n t-each a b* aig<-aiiii;i

Ri gahbal an ra-treuta*

'Nuair dh-eirich do chabar crt

!
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'S ann an sin bha *m fuathas

Ga'n riiagadh thar bhealaicliean,

An deas dhuìiin a's nn tuath dhuinn,

Gu laath ruith roi' d' cheann-eideadh
;

Mar sgaoth a dh'eoin nam luar-bheann,

A's gruaim air a h-uile fear,

A tearnadh bho na slèibbtean

Gu reidhU'in 's gu c.ladaicbeau.

Dli'eigh iad port 's gu'n d'fliuair iad coit,

'S bu bbeag an toirt raar thachair dbaibh
;

Ciod e'n droch rud rinii am brosiiach',

Le'n cuid mosg nach fVeagradh srad,

'S a liutbad toirtear dheth na Rothaich,

Dol air tìod thar chlaigcannan ?

'S aiin ghabh iad an ratreata,

'Nuair dh'eirich do chabar ort!

Gu'm fdigh mi fein mi dhùrachd—
('Se dhùisg as mochadal mi)

An Tì da'ii geill na dùilean,

'S da 'n ùmhlaich na h-uile ni,

Gun greas e thu gn d' dbùthaich,

Gu h-uiseil 's gu h-uriamach !

Gur tu iiach leigeadh cùis,

Leis na dù-GhaiU nach buineadh dhaibh
;

*S tu bheireadh clotha do' luchd gnothaich.

Gun fhios co a throdadh viut
;

Ara fine Uothach cliuir thu fothadh

Ge mor leotha 'n ladornas,

Ga'n cuir romhad le'n ruith-choimhidi,

'S am baile-nodha na shradagan^

'S na lasair anns na speuran,

Nuair dh'eìrich do chabar ort

!

Chunna mi m\i thuath thu,

'S gu'm b'uachdaran allail thu ;

Bha Cataich fo do chùrani,

'S dh' ùmhlaich na Gallaich dhut
;

'S gaeh tì bha riut an diùmba,

'S nach dùirigeadh sealladh ort,

A faicinii bhi ga'n sgiùrsadh.

Gu diìthair.h nach buineadh dhaibh.

Le gasraidh fhinealt dheth do chinneadh

Nhc.1i gabli giorag eagalach
;

Luclid chlogaid 's bbìodag 's choroan bireach,

Cha philleadh luchd-bagairt iad ;

Tliig feachd Mhic-Sbimi gu do mhìlleadh,

'S rultbidh iad gu saidealta
;

'S gu'n leich iad o chlàr t-eudainn,

'Nuair dhVireas do chabar ort

!

Th'am brochan a' toìrt sàr dhuibh,

'S tha *M càl a' toìrt St oirbh
;

Ach 's bcag is misde 'n t-ùrniunn,

'Ur sàth thoirt an nasgaidh dhuibh :

Ge mòr a tliug sibh chaise,

Thar àiiidhean Asainne,

Cha''n fliacas cuirm a'm Fòlais,

Ge mòr bha do chearcan aim
;

Caisteal biorach, iiead na h-iolair\

Coin a's gillean gortach ann
;

Cha'n fhait-ear bioran ann ri teinne^

Mur bìdh dileag bhrochain ann ;

Cha'n fhaicear mairt-eoil ann am poit ann,

Mur bi cearc ga plotaigeadh
;

'S ga'n tional air an dèirt-e,

'Nuaii' thrc'igeas gacli cosgais iad.

Cha'n eil ian 's na speuran,

Is breine n'an iolaii'e,

Cha 'n ionan Ìdir beus d'i,

'S do dh-fhèidh anns na ftiichean ;—
Bi'dh ìadsa moch ag eiridh,

A feuchainn a bhiolaire
;

*S bi'dh is' ail sean each caoile,

Ri slaodadh a mhionaìch as
;

Chuir i spuìrastaigh na churacb,

A's thug i fhuil na spadul a:j,

An t-ian gun sonas' gian-aidh donaìs,

Bi'dh na coin a' sabaid ris
;

'S breun an t-isean e air itt-ig,

Gun fhios c'àìt' an stadadh e,—

Mas' olc a lean e abhaist,

Cha b' fheàrr far na chaidil e.

Cha'n eil ian 'san i-saogh;il

R'a fhaotainn tha coltach liut,—

Cha'n ithear do chuid s'lthne

—

Uinn fiiinn a' mollachadh :

Ged tha ort Ìteag dhìreach,

Mar fhior shaighdead corranarh.

S ged' thuirt iad liut am firenn,

Tha ionan an douuis ort !

S ioma buachaille th' air fuar chno .

Aguscuaillebaf alye';

Ni guidhe bhuaii du bhuntain bhuath,

*S a bhuaileas bho do thapadh thn
;

'Nuair bheir thu ruaig air feadh nan u;in.

'S a bhios buaireas aciais ort,

'N uair thachras cabar feidh ort,

Gum feum thu bbi snasadb dha '

Tha cabar-fèania Dhòmhnuill,

Mar spòrs' anns an talambs' ac'
;

Nach innseadh sibh dhomhs' e,

'S gu'm b'eol domh a charachadh ;

'S chuirinn fios gu h-eòlach,

Gu Seòras an caraideacli,

Gur h-e Fear Dhuin-Dòmhnuiil,

Le l^n chum an t-anam ris
;

'Bhiasdgunmheas,gun mhiaghgun, ghlioc;

Riamh bu trie 's an talamh-s' thu
;

Dh'ol a's dhith thu trian do d' phiseach,

'S tu an l-isean amaideach
;



Cbuìr im Rothaich thu air ghnothach,

Stu au t-amluisg aineolach,

'S ged' thug Clann-Choinnich miadh oit.

Cha W (Wuich tliu 'n ti-eas earniiiin deth.

Faii-e ! faire ! 'sliaoghail.

Giir caochlaidheach carach thu.

lliiiniia inise Sl-phort,

'Nain pioban rruaiUh, sgalanta,

Narh robh an Alb' a dh'aon-shluagh,

Ged shìneadh Mac-Cailein ris,

Na chumadh riuts an eudann,

'Nuair dii'eireadh do chabar ort '

Uh'eireadh leat an còir 'san ceavt,

L.e trian do neart gu bagaracb,

Na bireadar Asainn, a's fa dheas,

Gu rnig Sgalpa chraganach,

Gacli feai' a glacadh gunna snaip,

Claidheamh glas, no dagachan,—
Bn It-at Sìi- DòmhiiuU Shiùibhte,

'Nuaii* dh'èireadh do cbabar ort !

Db'eiiTadh leat fir Mhùideirt,

'Nualr ruisgte do bbrataichcan,

Le 'ri lannan daite dù-ghoi'm,

Gu'n ciuirte na marcaich leo
;

Mac-Alasdair 's Mac-Ionmhuinii,

Le 'n cuilbheirean auuinneach ;

'Nuair rachadh iad 'san iorghuìll,

Gu'm b' ioghna mur trodadh iad :

—

lìi'dh tu fliathast gabhail aighcar,

Ann am Hrathuinn bbaidealach.

lìiMh cìiine t-athaìr ort a feìtheamh,

Co bhrathadb bagradh ort?

lìiMh fion ga chaitlieamli feadh do thaighe,

'S ui^ge-beatlia feadanach ;

'S gui' lionmhor pìob' ga'n gleiisadh,

'Nnair dh'eìreas do chabar ort !

Note —'Sorwnn IvrLeod, the author of the foreftoing

I'dpular clan song was a native of Assynt. Sutherlandshire.

l.itde is known to us of his parentage except that Iiemnved

ill the higher circles of his country, and upon hismarriape,

rented an extensive farm in his native parish. He had

two sons whose status in society shows tliat he was in

comfortable, if not affluent circumstances—one of them
wa- Professor Hugh M'Leod of the University of Glasgow ;

ami the other, the liev. Angus M'Leot), Minister of Rogart

in the county of Sutherland. Both sons were men of

C'lTisidcrable erudition and brilliant parts,—and Angus's

mme is still mentioned in the North with feelings of kind-

Nonnan iNPLeod lived long on a footing of intimate

familiarity and friendship with Mr M'Kenzie of Ardlocb

whose farm was contiguous to that of our author; ami
" Cabar-feidh,'''' which has single-handed stamped tlie

celebrity of M'Leod, arose out of the following circum-

stance. The e;irl of Sutherland issued a commission to

William Munroe of Achany, who, with a numerous body

of retainers and clansmen, by virtue of said commission,

made a descent on Assynt and carried off a great many
rattle, 'i'his predatory excursion was made in the latter

end of summer, when, according to the custom o( the

country, the cattle were grazing on distant pasturages at

the sheilings. a circumstance which proved very favourable

to the foragers—for they not only took away the cattle, but

also plundered thesheilings, and thus possessed themselves

of a great cjuantity ofbutter and cheese. 1 ndignant at the

baBCntss and injustice of such cowardly conduct, M'Leud
invoked the muse and composed " Cabar-feidh," or the

clan-song of the M'Kenzies—makmp it the vehicle of

invective and bitter sarcasm against the Sutherlanders and

Munroes, who had antecedently made themselves suffi-

ciently obnoxious to him by their adherence to the Hano-

That a production teeming with so much withering de.

clamation and piquancy of wit shouid have told upon its

hapless subjects, may be reasonabh suppnsed. Munroe
was particularly sore on the subject, and threatened that

the bard should forfeit his life for his temerity, if even hey

should meet. They were personally unacquainted with

each other; but chance soon brouglit them face to face,

Munroe was commonly known by a grev-coloured bonnet

which he wore, and was called "Ui/leam a bhonaid uidhir."

One day as he entered Ardguy Inn, there sat Norman
M'Leod, oil his way to Tain, regaling himself with bread

and butter, and cheese and ale. Munroe was ignorant of

the character of the stranger; not so M'Leod—he im-
mediately knew Achany by the colour of his bonnet-
drunk to him with great promptitude, and then offered

him the Ao/rt with the following extemporary salutation :—

Mu'n tig am bas air Tormoi

which may be translated th

Bread and butti [id cheese to me.
Ere death my mouth shall close

;

jid, trav'Uer, there's a drink for the<

To please the black I

Achany was pleased with the address, quaffed the ale,

and when he discovered who the courteous stranger was,

he cordially forgave him, and cherished a friendship for

him ever after. Years after the events recorded above,

the poet's son, Angus, then a young licentiate, waited

upon Achany, relative to the filling up of the vacancy in

the parish of Kogart.—"And do you really think, Sir,"

said Achany, "that I would use my influence to get a
living for your father's son ? Cabar-feidh is not forp.>tten

yet." " No! and never will," replied the divine, "but if

I get the parish of Rogart, I promise you it shall never

be sung or recommended from the pulpit there !" " Thank
you ! thank you !" said Achany, " that is one important

point carried—you are not so bad as your father after all,

and we must try to get the kirk for you !'* He gave him
a letter to Dunrobin and he got the appointment.

'* Cabar-feidh" is one of the most popular songs in the
Gaeliclanguage, and deservedly so. It has been erroneously
ascribed to Matheson, the familv-bard of Seafoith

; but
now for the first time, it is legitimately paternizcd. and
the only correct edition, which hag yet appealed, is here
given The song itself bears internal evidence that our
history of its paternity is strictly correct ; and our proofs

in corroboration are numerous and decisive. Nothing can
surpass the exultation of the bard while he sings the
superiority of the clan M'Kenzie over those, who have
drawn upon themselves the lash of his satire. 'Ihe line

'Nttair dh'eirendh do chabar ort ! falling in at the end of
some of the stanzas, has an e!ectrifyi!ig effect ; and. aU
though figurative in its language, is so applic;ibio as to

transport us beyond ourselves to those f&udal timis when
our mountain warriors rushed to the red field of battle to

conquer or to die. The music, as well as the poem, is

M'Leod's, and forms one of the most spirit-stirring aira

that can be played on the bagpipe ; bo popular, indeed,

has this tune been in many parts of the Highlands, that it

was not danced as a common reel, but as a sort of country,
dance. NVe have seen "Cabar.feiiih" danced in character,
and can bear testimony that, for diversified parts, for transi-

tions, mazes and evolutions, it yields not, when well per-
formed, to any '* Cotillon brent new from France,"
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Bhiodh bradan an fliiòr-uisg,

Bbiodli tHghadh gach aithir ami,

Bhiodh liath-cheaican fraoich

Anns an fhrith aig a tein ;

'Nam tighinn gu bhaile,

'S gu thùilach gun ainnis,

Bhiodh rusgadh air ealaidh,

Casg paghaidh, a's sgioa.

B' iad sud na fir uaisle.

Gun chrine gun ghruaimean

Cha 'n fhaigheadh each buaidh oi r'

'N tuasaid na'n stieup
;

lad gun ardan, gun uabhar,

Neo smachdail air tuatha,

Ach fearann to 'n uachdar

'Fas suas amis gach iii.

O na dh'imich na h-armuinn,

Chaidh an saoghal gu tàire,

'S bi'dli brùn agus pàidh

Hi clilàistinn na'n doigh :—

'S na 'm faiiain ri fhaicinn,

Clio fad' li mo sheanair,

Gu'm t'aii'deadh gach fear dhiom
—" Am faca mi 'n Fheinn ?''

O na dhi-mich na h-àrmuinn,

'S e n-ar cuid na tha làthair,

Gu mu beannaicht' an geard

Th'air an àlach a tli' ann !

Ceud soraidh, ceud fàilte,

Ceud furan gu Màiri,

A dh'fhàg Sinn 'sa Mhàigh

Ann am braighe nan gleann

*S i cuacliag na coille,

Na h-uaisle 's na h-oilean,

A dh'fhag sinn gu loinneil

An (-reagan nam beann ;

A glieala-ghlan gun ainnis,

B'e t-ainm a blii banail,

S gu'n dliearbh thu bhi duineil,

'S nir chluinneam-s' do ehall !

Gu'n cluinneam-s' do bhuinig,

Ge nach faic ml thu tuilleadh,

Gar an iarradh tu idir

Dhol fad' as an fhonii ;

Ach an iiite na s deiseil,

Gun bhlàr, no gun chreagan,

S ma gheibh m* achanaich freai^aii

Cha'n eagal dut bonn ;

rha uaislean, 'a treun-laoieh.

Tha truaghain a's feumaich,

' Tolrt tuaraisgeul gleusta

Air t-fheuin amis gach ball

;

Tha gach tlachd ort r! innseadh,

Lamh ^heal a ni sgriobadh,

'S gur tnigseach a chialt

A chuir Dia na do cheann i

Bi'dh mu dhàn agus m' uran,

Bi'dh m' alia mar 's e'ul domb,

Gu bràth fhad 'a is beò mi

Toirt sgeùil ort a chaoidh :

Na ihuair mi dhe t-fhuian,

Cha'n fhuaraich e tuille,

Ni smauintean mo chridhu

Riut brithinn nach pill

;

Cha 'n eil Siòrrachd dha 'n teid mi,

Gcd ' ruighinn Dun-eideaiin,

Nach toir mi deagh sgeul ort

Fhad ' dh' eisdear mo rainn

'S bheir mi Chanaig bho Fheargus,

Gu atharrach ainme,

'S leuchd-ealaidh na h-Alba

D'a slieanchas s da sheinn.

Ceud furan, ceud fàilte,

Ceud soraidh le b'crdachd

Ceud tlachd mar ri àilleachd,

Air fas air a mhnaoi ;

Ceud beannachd na dha dhut,

*S gu'm faiceam-aa slàn thu,

Mu tha idir an dan domh,

'Dhol gu brath do l.och-bhraoin ;

Ged nach agalaiihe bàird mi,

Cha 'n urraiiin mi àicheadh,

Ma thig ia.l ni 's dàine

Gu'm paigh iad ris daor :—
'S i bean nan rasg trodhad,

Gun ardan, gun othail,

'S i Mairi 's glain' bodhaig

—Creag odhar nan craobh.

Creag ghobhar, creag chaorach,

Creag bheann, agus aonaich,

Creag fhasgach ri gaoith thu,

Creag laogh, agus mheann ;

Creag chaoran, creag chnothan,

Creag fhiarach, a's chreamhach,

Creag ianach a' labhairt

Am barraibh nan crann ;

Gu'n cluinnte gQth smeòrach

An uinneag do sheòmair,

'S a chuthag a ciimhradh

Mar a b'eòl d'i bhi cainnt.

'S bi'dh ealaidh a mhoiiaidh,

Ri cluich anna an dorua

Mar onair ri Mhali,

Bean shona nan Gleann.

O nach urra mi sgriobhadli,

No litir a leughadh,

Fhir a dhealaich an de rium

Aig earn an flieidh dhuinn,

'Chuir a chuid gillean,

'Sa ghearrain ga'm' shiieadb,

Mu'n rachadh mo mhilleadh.

An curaisde puill

;
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O nach 1

Mo bhf

I mi mholadb,

I gu meal e

Gun easlaint a chaoidh !

Fhirashiul.hlasanrathad,

A dir ionrisuidh iia Dabhoicb,

(Jam imirich mo bheatinachd

Gu Mali chruinn Donn !

Note—The above truly admirable song was composed
by William M'Kenzie, the Gairloch and Lochbroom cate-

nly called An Ceistear CrùÒach, owing to a

ffhich he had. He was a native of the parish of

Gairloch. and was born about the year 1670. In his early

years, M'Kenzie had the reputation of being a serious

young man ; he committed to memory the whole of the

questions of the Shorter Catechism in Gaelic, and was
fiubsequenlly allowed a small stated salary for going about

from hamlet to hamlet in the forcmentioned parishes,

catechising the young, and imparting religious instruction

to all whochose to attend his meetings. It was whiteem-
ployed on these missions that he composed the foregoing.

It was the dead of winter: the houses were far apart—

a

tremendous storm came on—and our author, to save his

life, was compelled to stand in the shelter of a rock. In

this situation he was fortunately discovered, and conveyed
on horseback to the house of Mr M'Kenzie of Balone,

where he experienced the greatest kindness, lie forth-

with invoked his muse, and celebrated the praises of his

host's sister, then a beautiful young lady, and after-

wards Mrs M'Kenzie of Kernsary. in Gairloch. A
eong of less poetic grandeur and merit might well have
immortalized any mountain maid, and established the re-

putation of the author, and put it beyond the reach of de-

traction .

M'Kenzie continued to officiate in the capacity of

perambulatory catechist for a period of seven years, and
was then deposed, under circumstances which we shall

briefly recount. He happened to be in Strath Gairloch at

a time when the nuptials of one of the native rustics were

celebrated ; and, contrary to what he might well expect,

he was left uncalled to the feast. How he felt in conse-

quence of this indignity, we would probably have been left

in the dark, had not two or three others, who had been

slighted like liimself, congregated where he lived, having

with them a bottle of whisky. The glass went round, and
various witticisms and epigrams were exploded, manifest,

ing the contempt in which they held the newly-married

couple, and the entire round of their relatives and guests.

At length it was propounded to the catechist whether he

ought not to commemorate the circumstances in a poem
or song, forgetting the sacrcdness of his office and the

tenure by which he held his situation, in the buoyancy of

the moment, he sung the following extemporary effusion

before they separated ;—

ORAX EADAE CARAID OG OIDHCHE.'M BAINNSE.

Ad I'ud sin ili'agail a dhuine,

Gu &0S a bhlas.

-•S fada 'n latha gu li-oidliclie,

•S faid' an oidliche na'n latha,

S iomadh Keachdaia sa' bhliadbna,

Gu bhi 'g iarraidh ga leitliid,

'S tniiide sintii; 'sinn gnrach,

A dhol B thoiseachadh brais ris,

'S ma ni »iiin' n'ar mitleadh,

ighri
Dhfliiach am fi

'S ma Chi thu U
Cha bhi mi dan

Gui- ni gnathatcle leiihid,

'6 gur beag math th'ann sa ptaosadh,

*S a bhi as aoiiais an thasain,

'S e aig gach neach,

—'B truagh uach robh mi gun phosadh,

Bu mhodha m' feum air a ch&dal,

S ml 'n deigh coiseaclid an aoiilcli,

Ann '9 na brogan 's iad daor dhomh,
'S clia dian mi 'n obair air t-aiHeas

Ge b'i b' fhearr air an t-saoirhal

'8 nach 'eil mi 'n s^ilirt.

Ach mi dh'fbaicinn an t-saoghuit,

Le do chi-oraa-shlait gun phisvach.

Nach tig thuige fo'n aodach

'S mairg a tliachair ad chuideachd^

Fhior llu-udaii- nan daone,

'Saghlogaidh-hothI

Chabhidh dot
Nabidhlustu
Dh'fhaodadh t

'S nach robh du

t nach b'lhiach thu,

Mai- a caraichear breid oit,

Bheir gach nabaidh dhut toibhci

'Nuair a chluinn iad mar dh'eiii

Ge an ruigeadh tu 'm Parson,

r Bgaradh bho chcile

IsE —Innis thuBa dhomh 'n fhirinn,

Na'm beil feum dhomh bhi fuiieai

Na'm beil comas air t-innleachd,

No 'na dhiult thu mi huilleach,

Man esochair tha fas ott,

Gu do lamh chuir sa 'n obair

Fasaidh mis tliu cho colach,

Ris

Bho
a tha ris

lau fad.

uta.

!SAN.—-Nuair a ihainjg an oidhche,

'S nach lobh soils' ann ach dorcha,

'Sa chaidil an duthaich,

•S nach robh dull rì luchd falbha,

Air an obair gun shin e,

'Nuair a dli'elrich a mheanmaimi,

'S iheab nach sguireadh e fhathasd,

Le ma thaitinn am baragan ud

Ris cho math.

IsK.—"S fearr BUd na bhi falamh,

Ma ni thu clcachdadh dhcth *n comhimidlt.

'S mas ann am feobbas a theid thu,

Cha dlan mi t-eibbcach na t-olacb,

Cha-n Vil air obair ach si.ieadb,

'S a bhi ga sir dbeanamh comhnaidl^

Clia blii fiiiieacban trcubhach,

"S bidli don-bidh air fear bronxch

Nach teid na char.

This cnmico-satirical production was soon made public

d the author was lauded by one partv. and d&
nounced by another. The ministers of Gairloc .ir;.i Loch-



broom Bhook their heads—shuddered at the profanity

of the catechist, and gave intimation from their respective

pulpits that the catechistic.il labours of our author had
ceased! He was previously dragged before the Presby-

tery, examined, and cross-examined, as to the extent and
number of his bardic delinquencies. One or two of the

elders and ministers had the hardihood to espouse his

cause while thus arraigned at the Presbytery's bar, and
insisted that the reverend judges should hear the song

from his own lips. " I can repeat no song," said thebard,
•' unless I accompany the words with an air ; and to sing

here would be altogether unbecoming" This obstacle

was removed by consent of the Moderator, and he sung
the song with great glee, while his judges were more
obliged to their handkerchi^'fs than to tiieir gravity for

the suppression of risibility. It does not appear that

M'Kenzie was ever afterwards restored to his situation.

Ho died at a good old age, and was buried in Creagan-

an.Inbhir of Muckle Greenard, Lochbroom.

CALUM A GHLINNE.*

LUINXEAG

Mo Cha'din donn b^,

S mo nigkeati duhh thoganich^

TJiogainn ortfonn^

Neo-throm guti toyainn^

Mo tiiffliean dtihhgun iarraidh^

Mo bhriathar gun togainn^

S gun innsinn an i-aobkar.

Mack eileas 'ya d ihoyradh.

Mo Chailiii doft/i hg,

Gu'm beil thu gu boidhiach,

Baiiirididh, baiiail.

Gun clii'un orC to 'ii t^hiein,

Gun hheum, gun sgaiiinir',

Gur gil' thu fo d' leiiie

Na eittag na mara,

Gun cheile bhi mar-riut.

Mo Cluiilin donn og^ ^c.

• The author of this popular song was Malcolm
M'Lean, a native of Kinlochewe, in Rnss-shire. M'Lean
had enlisted in the army when a young man, and upon
obtaining his discharge, was allowed some small pen-

sion. Having returned to his native country, he mar.

ried a woman, who, for patience and resignation, was well

worthy of being styled the sister of Job. Malcuhn now got

the occupancy of a small pendicle of land and grazing for

two or three cows in Glensgaith, at the foot of Ben.

fualhais, in the county of Ross. M'Lean during his mili.

tary career seems to have learned how to drown dull care

as well as " fight the French"—he was a bacchanalian of

the first magnitude. Ho docs nut, however, appear to

have carried home any other of the soldier s vices with

him Tew men have had the good fortune to buy immor-

tality at so cheap a rate of literary and poetical labour as

" Cn/iitn a Ghlmne :" on this single ditty his reputation

shall -Stand unimpaired as long as Gaelic poetry has any

adniiiersin the Hiehlands of Scotland.

The ocrasioii of the song wa<; as follows ; M'Lean had

an only chilii, a daughter of uncommon beauty and loveli.

nees ; but owing to the father's squandering what oui^ht,

Gur muladach m\,

'S mi 'ii deigh nacli math leam

Na dheanadii dhut std

Aig each 'ga mhalairt

;

Bi'dh t-athairan comhnuidh

'Gollecaithieam,

'S e eolas nan corn

A dh-fhag mi cho falamh.

Mo Chailin don?t og^ ^c.

Nam bithinri a'g Ò1

Mu bhord na dibhe,

'S gum taicinn mo mhiann

'S mo chiali a' tighìun,

'S e 'n copan heag donn

Thogadh fonn air mo chridlie,

'S cha tugainn mo bhriathar

Nach iarrainn e rithist.

Mo Chailin donn oy^ ^-c.

BPdh bodaich na dùch*

Ri burst 's ri fanaid,

A cantain rium fèin

Nach geill mi dh-ainnis;

Ged tha mi gun spreidh,

Thateudri tharruinn,

'S cha sguir mi de 'n òl

Fhad ""s is beo mi air tlialamh.

Mo Chailin donn og^ <^c.

'S ioma bodachan gnu

Nach dùirig m' aithris,

Le thional airspreidh

'S iad ga thretgsinn a's t-earrac

Nach cosg anns a bhliadhna

Trian a ghallain,

'S cha toir e fo *n Ciir

Na 's mu na bheir Calum.

Mo Chailin donn og, i^c.

under any economical system of domestic governmenl, to

have formed her dowery, she was un wooed, unsought, and»
for a long time, unmarried. The father, in his exordium,
portrays the charms and excellent qualilie.s of his

daughter, dealing about some excellent siite.blows at for-

tune-hunleis, and taking a reasonable share of blame to

himself (or depriving her of the bait necessary to secure a
gond attendance of wooers.

'Ihc song is altogether an excellent one, possessing many
.strokes of humour and flights of poetic ideality of no
common order ; while its terseness and comprehensiveness
of expression are such, that one or two standing proverbs oi

adages have been deduced from it. His " Ntf^/iean iluhh

Thogarrach" and her husband were living in the parish o(

CoiitiJi, in the year 1760. Malcolm, so far as we have been
able to ascertani. never got free of his tavern propensities,

for which he l.ittitly became so notorious, that when he
was seen approac hJngan inn, the local topers left their work
and flocked about him. He was a jolly good fellow in every
sen^e of the word ; fond of singing the songs of other poets,

for which nature had provided hini with an excellent
voice. He ditù about the year 1761.



Nam bithìnn air feill,

'S na leudan mar rium,

De chuìdeachda cbòir

A dh-f)la(lh drama:

Gun sutdhinti mu 'n bhòrd

'S guii tràìghiiin ino shearr

'S cha tuirt mo bheHii liainh i

Ach—" Uia leat a Chalum
Mo C/tailin donn og^ ^-c.

Ged tha mì gun stùr,

Le M 's le iomairt,

AÌr bheagan de nì,

Le prÌ3 ìMv mine ;

Tha fortan aig Dìa,

'S e tìalaidh uime,

'S mu gheìbh mi mo shlainte,

Gu 'm pàidh mi iia shir uii

Mo Chailin donn og^ ò;c,

Ge raor le c;ich

Na tha mi milleadh,

Cba tugainn mo bhùid

Nach olaiiin tuilleadh,

'S e gaol a bbi mor
Tha m' fheoil a' sireadh—

Tlia 'n sgeul ud ri aithris

Air Galium a Ghlìrme.

Mo Chailin donn og, ^c.

* The virtue of mildness in his wife was often put to the

test, nnd found to be equal to the glowing representation

of the poet Malcolm had occasion to go to Dingwall on a

fiummcr day for a boli of oatmeal ; and having experienced

the effects of a burning sun and sultry climate, he very

naturally went into ;i public-house on his way to refresh

himself. Here he came in contact with a Badenoch dro.

ver, who, like himself, did occasional homage at the shrine

of the red-eyed god itur "worthy brace of topers" entered

into familiar confab ;
gill was called after gill until they

got gloriously hapjiy. Malcolm forgot, or did not choose

to remember, his meat ; the drover was equally indifferent

about his own projter calling—and thus they sat and drank,

and roared and ranted, until our poet told his last sixpence

on the table. After a pause, and probably revolving the

awkwardness of going home without the meal, " Well,"

said Malcolm. " if I had more money, I would not go

home fur some time yet." '" That's easily got," replied

his crony, "I'll buy the grey horse from you." The animal

speedily changed owners, and another and more deter-

mined onslaught on "blue ruin" was ihe consequence.

Our poet did nothmg by halves,—he quaffed stoup after

Etoup until his pockets were emptied a second time.
*' Egad!" exclaimed M'Lean, making an effort to lift his

head and open his cyc>, " 1 must go nmuj" " You must,"

rejoined his friend, "but I cannot see, for the life of me,

how you can face your wife." " Mv xvife !" exclaimed the

bard in astonishment, "pshaw! mur

thai aid I /ill say 1 to me than " Dia leat a
Malcohn. " I'll Uy you
d the meal that her tem-

Clialum\'" that is, God bless y

a bet of the price of i he horse

per is not so good, and that you will get an entirely differ,

ent salutation," replied the drover, who had no great faith

in the taciturnity of the female sex. '**Oonc !' my re-

cruit," vociferated the bard, grasping the other eagerly by

the hand Away went Malcolm and with him the landlord

Olid other two men, to witness and report what reception

CLACHAN GHUNN'-DA-ilUAJi..

LUINNEAG.

Mo chailcag bhian-gheal^ ìnheuU-shuueat'fi,

A dh-fkàs gufallain^fuasgaiW,

Gitr Ifom mo chenm o '« dhealaick sinn,

Aig clachan G/Uìnn-da-ruaiÌ.

DUdònaich rinn mi chòlauhadh,

Bean òg 's mòdhar glunsad,

Tha 'guth mar cheol na smeìiraicbe.

^S mar bhiT an ròis h gruaidhean.

Mo ckaileag^ i^c.

*ii caoin a seang bhlios furanach,

Ne«-churaidh a ceum nallach
;

Tha 'gairdean ban ^le chumadail ;

'S deud lurach n'' a beiil guamacb.

Mo chaileag^ ^c.

S ro fhaicilleach ""n a còmhradb i.

Gun sgilm, gun sgleò, no tuailcas
;

Gur flathiiil coiseachd shràideaii i.

Air bheagan stàit no giiaineis.

Afo chaileag^ i^c.

Ged bheireadh Seòras àite dhomb,

Cho ard 's a tha measg uaislean
;

Air m* fhncal *s mor a b' fhearr leaiii,

A bhi 'n Coir-chnaimh na m' bbuacliuill.

Mo chailcag^ 4'^.

U 's truagh nach robh mi 's m' ailU'ay:;ui

Air airidh cois nam f.Kir-bbeann !

Bu shocair, sèimh a chaidlitni, ''s i

Nan m' achlais, air an luachair.

Mo chailetig^ S^-c.

Clia suaimhneas ùidhch' air leabaìdh dtiomh,

Ga t-fhaicinn ann am bruadar :

^S am Bioball fein cba laimbsirb mi.

Gun t-iomhaighghraidh ga in bhuairealh.

Mn rhailmg, ^-c.

our drouthy friend should meet. He entered his dwellinEr,

and, as he approached nn iheflonr, be staggered and would

have fallen in the tire. pl.Hced gratclcss in the centre ofihe

room, had not his wife flung her arms ;ilH'Ctionatcly about

hiin. excUiming, "Dm Irat a Cfialton'." ** Ah !" replied

Malcolm, " why s))eak thus soflly to iiic,— I have dtuiik

my money and brought home no meal." " A hcatherbel!

for that," said his helpmate, " we will soon get more money
and meal too." " But," continued the intoxicated poet,

" i have also drunk the grey horse!" " What signifies

that, my love," rejoined the excellent woman, " you. your-

self are still alive and mine, and never shall we want —
never shall 1 have reason to murmur while my Malcolm

is sound and hearty." U was enough : the drover h.nl lo

count down the money, and in a few hours Mrs M'l.can

had the pleasure of hailing her huaband's return with il.e

horse and meal.
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'N iia::- b' fhlleaiit' briar' a mhinisteir,

A fiosrai-liadh mu 'r truailleachd
;

tiha mhe coimhead diirachdacb,

Nil scijc tha d' shiiil neo-Iuaiaeach.

A/'o chaileag^ ^c.

Ged shiiidlieas Clèir na tire learn,

'S mi si;riobhadh dhaibh le luath-laimh ;

'S aim bhios mo smuaiiitean diomhaireach,

Air Sine dhuiiin achuach-fhuilt.

Mo cìiailcag^ S^c.

Ach 's eagal Icam le m* cheileirGachd,

Gu 'n gabh an seisein gruaim rium :

Ged fhogras iad do 'n Olaint mi,

Ui m' bheij cha toir mi fuath dhut

'

Mo chaileag, 6;c.

Nole.~The above popular song has been attributed to

60 many reputed poets, that we feel great pleasure in

putting'the reader right on the subject. The Perth.'

shire people claimed it for the late h'ev. Dr Irvine of

Linle Dunkeld ; while the others were equally certain

thai it was the production of Mr Archibald Currie,

teacher of the firamniar J-chool, liothesay. To arrive

at a satisfactory conclusion as to its paternity, we have in.

Btituted the necessary inquiries, and have now the satisfac

tion to announce that it is the composition of Mr Angus

Fletcher, parochial schoolmaeter of Dunoon. We subjoin

Mr Fletcher's letter in reply to our communication :

—

"
I was born at Coirin-t-shee (Coirinli). a wild, seques.

tered. and highly romantic spot on the west bank of Loch-

eck, ill Cowal, early in June, 17'76i and was chiefly edu-

cated at the parish school of Kilmodan, Gicndaruel. From

Glendaruel 1 went to Bute in 1791, where I was variously

employed until May, 1804, when I was elected parochial

schoolmaster of Dunoon, and that situation I have con-

tinued to fill (however unworthily) hitherto. I

" 'I'he ' Lassie of the Glen' is my earliest poetical pro-

duction, and came warm from the heart at the age of 16
!

years. *Clachan Ghltnn'.da.runH,' I think, was composed in

lfi07, in compliment to a very " bonnie Hic-lau' lassie,^ Miss

Jean furrie of Coirechnaive. now Mrs B n. In this

song, although I believe the best of the two. the heart was

not at all concerned. It appeared first in the ' Edinburgh

Weekly Journal,' with my initials, and has been evidenU

ly copied from that paper into Turner's Collection of

Gaelic Songs. The verse beginning ' Nuair 'shuidheas

Cleir na tire Icam,' has reference to the situation I then

held of deputy-clerk to the Presbytery of Dunoon, and to

the office of Session-clerk of the united parish of Dunoon

and Kilmun, which I still hold."

Here, then, tlie authorship of* Clac/iati Ghlinn\daruaW*

is settled. It is one of the best and most popular of our

amorous pieces, and, although the talented author says
,

that "the heart was not at all concerned" in it, we venture '

to remind him that Nature, that excellent schoolmistress, \

had taught him to study her xvays. 'Ihe air to which it is
|

sung is also very popular, and is known in the Lowlands '

by the name of iieil Gotu's Strathspey. But, without

wisJiipig to denude that celebrated violinist of any of his

laurels, we beg to inform the reader that that air was

known in the Highlands centuries before Neil was born. I

U IS called " CetUireachd na Mnatha SilJi." or the '^'Fain/s

Ca7o/," and has the following tradition annexed to it. A
|

ceitain farmer had engaged a young beautiful female as

herd and daiiymaid, for a period of twelve months. Du-
ring the first days of her servitude, as her character and

history were aliogeiher unknown, it was necessary to have

a sharp eye after her. On one occasion while her employer

went out to see whether she was tending the cattle with

I due care, he found her dancing lightly on the green^ r.nd

;

6ingìng a Gaelic song, one verse of which we subjoin :

—

i"
Am buD a cliniidh cha chiiithris mi,

Am bun a chruidh ch^ bhi mi

;

Am bun a chruidh chachAÌtliris ml.

'S mo kabaidh anus an t-shithean."

ake of the English

ru tend not long thy catllo, man,
I'll tend not long thy buUock

;

I'll tendnoi Innjj thy cattle, man,
My bed is in yon hillock.

I

But to return to Mr Fletcher, we are sorry that want oi

I room prevents us from giving the " Lassie of the Glen" in

Gaelic. We annex, however, an Fnglish translation of

AiB—" Cum an Fhiasag ribeach bhuan

Beneath a hill 'mang birkon bushes,

By aburnie's dimpilt linn,

I told my love with artless blushes.

To the Lassie o' the Glen.

Lant'ly RuHÌll thy stream sae Elaswe,

Shail be aye my lav'rite theme

;

Kor, on thy banks, my Highland lassie

O / the bitkeriy f^c.

in some sweet wee boiv'ry den 1

Ur fondly Etray amaiiR the rashes,

Wi' the I.aMsie o' the Gleul

1 the birken, ffc.

And though I wander now unhappy,

Far frae scenes we haunted then,

I'll ne'er forget the bank sae grassie,

Xor the Lassie n' the Glen.

1 the birken, Sfc.

MALI BHEAG OG.

Nach tiuagh leat mi 's mi 'm piiosaii.

Mo Mliali blieag og,

Do chairdean a' cuir binn' oim,

Mo chuid de 'll t-saoghal tiiCl.

A bliran na inala mine,

'S na 'm pogaii mar na fìùguis,

'S tu nach fagadh shios mi,

Le mi-ruin do biieoil.

Di-domhnaich anns a' glileann duinn.

Mo Mhali blieag og

'Nuair thoisich mi ri cainnt riut

;

Mo cliiiid d/n t-shaogal nihòr.

'Nuair lililhosgail mi mo shùilean,

S a sb^all mi air mo chul-thaobh
;

Bba marcach an cich clirùthaicb,

Tigh'Q* dlii air mo lùrg.



*S miae bh'air mo bhu

Mo Mhàli bheag òg,

'Nuair *thain an 'sluagb mu'n cuairt duinu

Mo ribhiiin ghlaii ùr :

'S truagh nach aim sail uair ud,

A thuit mo lamh o m' gliualaiiin,

Mu'n dh' amais mi do bhualadh,

Mo Mhali bheag òg.

Gur bùiche learn a dh'fhas thii.

Mo Mhali bheag òg,

Na'n lili anil sail fhàsach,

Mo cbeud ghradb 'a mo ruin :

Mar aiteal caoin nagrèin'

Ann am madainn chiùin ag eirigh,

Be sud do dhreach a's t-eugais,

Mo Mhali bheag òg.

'S mise a thug an gaol

Uha mo Mhali bhig uig,

Nach dealaich rlum sa"n t-saoghal,

Mo nighean bhoideach thu.

Tha t-fhalt air dhreach nan toudan.

Do ghruaidhean mar na coaran
;

Do shuilean, flathail, aobhach,

'S do bheul-labhairt ciùin.

Shiubhlainn leat :

Mo Mhali bheag òg ;

Cho fad a's ri.l na greine,

A gheug a's ailli gnùis

Ruithinn agus leumainn,

Mar fhiadh air bharr nan sleibhtean,

Air ghaol s gu'm bithinn rèidh 's tu,

Mo Mhali bheag òg,

'S truagh a rinn do chàirdean,

Mo Mhali bheag òg !

'Nuair thoirmisg iad do ghràdh dliumh,

Mo chuid de 'n t-saoghal thu:

Nan tugadh iad do lamh dhomh,

Cha bhithinn-'s ann sau am so,

Fo' bhinn air son mo ghraidh dhut,

Mo Mhali bheag òg.

Ge d' bheirte mi bho'n bhàs so,

Mo Mhali bheag òg,

Cha 'n iarrainn tuille dàlach,

JIo cheud ghradh 's mo ruin ;

B'annsa 'n saoghal-s' fhagail,

'S gu'm faicinn t-aodann ghradhach ;

Gu'n chuimhn' bhi air an la sin,

'S na dh'fhàg mi thu ciùirt'.

JVo/tf.—The above beautiful song was compnscd by a

young Highland officer, who had served under King

William on the continent soon after the Revolution. His

history, which elucidatestlieaong, was thus :—He was the

son of a respectable tenant in tlie Highlands of Perthshire,

and while a youth, cherished a desperate passion for a

beautiful young lady, the daughter of a neighbouring

landed priii)rietor. Their love was reciprocal—but such

was the disparity of their circumfitances that the obstacles

to their union were regarded even by themselves, as insu

perable To mend matters, the gallant young Highlander
I enlisted, and being a brave soldier and a youiiR k m'i of

excellent conduct and character, he whs promoted tn the
Ì rank of an officer. After several years* absence, and whcn-
at the end of a campaign, the army had taken up their

I winter quarters, he came home to see her friends—to try

i whether his newly acquired status might not remove the

I

objections of her friends to their union. She was still un-

married, nnd if possible more beautiful than when he left

her—every leature had assumed the highly finished

character of womanhood—her beauty was the universal

theme of admiration. Othello-like, the gallant ytumg

officer told her of " hair-breadth 'scapes by land and fluod"

and so enraptured the young lady that she readily agreed

to elope with him .

Having matured their arrangements, they fled on a

Saturday night—probably under the belief that the non-

appearance of the young lady at her father's table on
Sabbath morning, would excite no surmises in the htirry

of going to church. She, indeed, hail complained to her

father of some slight headach when she retired to rest,

and instructed her maid to say next morning that she was
Letter, but not disposed to appear at the breakfast table.

Not satisfied with the servant's prevarication, who was

cognizant of the elopement, the father hurried to his

daughter's bed-room, and. not finding her there, he forcibly

elicited the facts from the girl. Heimraediatelyassembled

his men, and pursued the fugitive lovers with speed and

eagerness. After many miles pursuit, they overtook thrm
in a solitary glen where they had sat down to res*. ') he
lover, though he had nobody to support Ìiim, yet was de-

termined not to yield up his mistress; and being well

armed, and an excellent gladiator, he resolved tn resent

any attack made upon him. When the pursuers came up,

and while he was defending himself and her with his sword,

which was a very heavy one, and loaded with what is

called a steel apple, [ubhal a' chlaidhciwh), she ran for

protection behind him. In preparing to give a deadly

stroke, the point of the weapon accidentally struck his

mistress, then behind him, so violent a blow, that she

instantly fell and expired-^t his feet ! Upon seeing this,

he immediately surrendered himself, saying, " That he did

not wisli to iivCt his earthly treasure being gone

!

" He was

instantly carried to jail, where he composed this hcait-

meltuig song a few days before his execution.

Our neighbours, the Irish, claim this air as one of ilwir

own, but upon what authority we have been left in the

(lark. Sir John Sinclair establishes its nativity in Scotlaml,

but falls into a mistake in making an inn the scene of the

melancholy catastrophe of the lady's death. 'J he song

itself substantiates our version of it. The second stanza

was never printed till given by us— the whole is now printed

correctly for the first time. It is one of the most plaintive

and mellow in the Gaelic language— full of pathos and

melancholy feeling. The distracted lover addresses his

deceased mistress, as if she werestill living—a circumstance

that puts the pathetic character of the song beyond com-

parison, and amply illustrates the distraction of his own

mind— .1 slate of mental confusion, and wild melancholy,

verging on madness.

MAIKI LAGHACII.

(OIIIGINAL SET.)

LE MUHCIIADH RVAOH NAM BO,

LUINTiKAG.

//t\ mn Mh^ri T.ayhach,

S (a lui MhàiH bhinn ;

//I,, mo MhàiH Laghach,

\S i-j. mo .WiCdri ghrinri

,
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//Ì5, mo Mhàiri Laghach^

'S tu mo Mhàiri hìdnn ;

Alhàiri bhoidheachj lurach^

liugadh anns na glinn.

Nuair a thig a £healltainn,

Bithidh ' choill fo bhlà,

'S eoin bheaga 'seinn duinn—
A dh'òidhch a's a la

;

Gobhaii* agus caoirich,

A's ciodh-laoigh le'n àl,

^S Màiri bhàn gan saodach\

Mach i'i aodainn chàrn.

//o, mo Mhàiri, 4-c.

^Nuair a thig an Sàmhradh,

B'iinsa bhi 's na glinn,

Ged lobh an t-aran gann oirn,

Bi'dh 'n t-amhlan tii 611t'

Gheìbh sinn gruth a's uachdar,

Bu;innachd a chruidh laoigh,

As lunaid a chìnii chuachaich,

Chuir mu'n cuairt a mhing,

//o, mo Mhàiri^ ^c.

" A Pheigi," arsa Sefjnaid,

" 'S neòiiach leam do chàìl,—
Nach ìarradh tu 'sheòmar,

Ach Gleann-smeòil gu bi'àth."—
'* lìiMli inÌ3' dol do'n' bhuaile,

A's m' fhalt mu m' ehluas a 'fàs,

'S bÌMh na fir a faighneadid,

I\Iaighdean a chùil bhàtn.

//o, ino MhàirÌ^ 8fc.

'M fear a thig an lathad.

'S math leis thu bhi ann.

Do ghruaidh mar na caorann,

Khiosri taobh nan àUt :

Tha thu banail beusach

—

Cha leir dhomh do mheang
;

B'annsa bhi ga d'phògadh,

Na pòit fion na Fraing,

Ho, mo Mhàiri, ^c.

Na"m biodh Seùnaid làidir,

Chiiiralàmh'sau ìm.

Peigi ris an àl,

A's Mk\v\ mu 'n chrodh-Iaoìgh,—

Bhithirinse gu stàtoil,

Dol gu àiridh leibh,

'S cha bhitheamaid fo phràcas,

Te nach tàmhadh linn.

Ho, mo Mkàiri, ^c.

Nuair shuidheas daoìn' uaisle,

Mu'n cuairt air a bhòrd,

'G eilteachadh ri chèile,

'S dèigh ac^ air bhi ceì)l,

Cha'n fhaic mis an èis iad,

Air son sèis da'm beoil,

Luinneag Màiri chuachach,

Tha shuas an Gleann-smeòìl.

Ho, mo Mhàiri, ^c.

Note.-'The author of the foregoing popular song was
Murdoch M'Kerizie, a Loch-broom Drover, known better

ill his native country, by the cognnmen of "Murckadh
Itttadh nam Bo," or red-haired Murdoch of the droves.

Mr M'Kenzie composed many exctllent songs, and had

them taken down in manuscript, preparatory to publication :

but at the importunity of his brother-in-law, the Kev,

Lachlan M'KenzÌe, of Lochcarron, he consigned them to

the flames His own daughter, Mairi La^hach, was the

subject of the above pastoral. Mr IvrKenzie's maidser-

vant, it appears, had absconded from his service at a time

when her labours were most required in the shelling or

mountain milk.house, and the parent naturally appreciates

the services of his own daughler, who at a very early age

showed great expertness in that department. The air is

original, and so truly beautiful that the song lias att.-iined

a degree of popularity, which its poetry would never have

entitled it to, if composed to an old, or inferior air. Jh:

M'Kenzie died in 1831.

MAlRi LAGHACH.

(second set.)

luinneag.

//ò, mo Mhàiri laghach^

'S tu vio Mhàirl hhimty

Ho, mo Mhàiri hujhach,

'S tu via Mhàlri ghriiin :

Ho, mo JMhàiri laghach,

'S tu mo Mliàiri Unnn

Mhàiri hhoidheach lurachy

Rugadh anns na gliun,

B'òg bha mis' a's Màiri

*M fasaichean Ghlinn-Smeòil,

'Nnair chuir macan-Bhenuis,

Saighead gheur 'n am fheoil

;

Tharruinn sinn rì chèile,

Ann an eud cho beò,

'S nach robh air an t-saogbal
;

A tiiug gaol cho mor.

Ho, mo Mhàiri, cjc.

'S trie bha mis' a's Mairi,

Falbh nam fàsach fial,

Gu**!! smaoliiteaii air i'àl-bheairt,

Gu'n chail gu droch ghniomh
;

Cupid ga n-ar tàladh,

S barr

Ho,-,

cairdeas dian
;

1 craobh mar sgàil dhuìnn,

b' aird* a glirian.

. Wiàirì, &-C.

Ged bu leamsa Alba'

A h-airgead a's a mi
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Ciamar bhitlilrin sona

Gu'ii lin clinmiiiiii gaoil?

13' annsa bhi i;;i <i' pliògadh,

Le deagh cliòir dhomli fhein,

Na geil fliaighimi stòras,

Na Roinii-Korp' gii leir.

Ho, mo Mìiiìiri, SjC.

Tha do bhroilliMth soluis

Làn de shoiias gi-aidh
;

Uchd a's gile sheallaa,

Na '[I caP air an t-siiàmh ;

Tha do mhinshlios, fallain,

Mar chariach a chair ;

Muiiieal mar an thauilinn

Fo 'n aodainn a's àillf.

r/o, mo M/iùiri, ^c.

Tha t fhalt bachlach, dualach,

Ma do chluais a' fas.

Thug nadur gach buaidh dha,

Thar gach grilaig a bha:

Cha 'n 'eil dragli, no tuairgni',

'Nachi

Chas gauh ciabh mun-cuairt dheth,

'S B 'na dhuail gu bharr,

//o, mo Mhàiri, ^c.

Tha do chaihvdheud shnaighte

Mar shiieacllda nan ard ;

eal ;

Boul bho'm banail fàilt:

Griiaidh air dhreach an t-siris
;

Min raisg chinnealt, thlà
;

Mala chaol gu'n glnuaimcan,

Gnùis gheal 's cuach-fhalt bà".

Ho, mo M/iiiri, ^c.

Thug ar n-uabhar barr

Air iiilleas righrean mor ;

B' iad ar leabaidh stàta

Duilleach 's barr an flieoir :

Flùraichean an l'hàsaich

'Toir dhuinri cail a's treòìr,

A's sruthain ghlan nan ard

A clinireadh slaint 's gach pòi".

Ho, mo Mìiàiri, ^c.

Cha rnbli inneal cinil,

A thuradh riainli fo 'n ghrein,

A dh'-ailhriseadh air chiiir,

Gach ceol bhiodh againn fhein :

Uiseag air gach lùnan,

Smeòrach air gach gcig
;

Cuthag 's gug-gùg aic',

'Madainn churaidh Ckèit'.

Ho, mo iWiairi, ^c.

broom, a gpntli

finitely supcrit

M'Kenzie has

M" Donald is en

of great poetical talents It is in-

tlle original set; alKi, while Mr
lerit of having composed the air, Mr

the praise of having sung that most

beautiful of airs, in language, which, for purity, mellow-

ness, and poetry, was never surpassed. Mr M' Donald now

lives in the island of Lewis, where he is much respected ;

he is the author of many excellent poems and songs, and

in him yet the Highland muse tinds a votary of ardent

devotedness,—of nerve, tact, talent, intelligence, and wit.

We subjoin a beautiful translation of five stanzas of this

popular song by another gifted Highlander I^Ir 1>.

M'Pherson, bookseller, London.

Sweet the i-isinff mountains, red with heathci-

1

Sweet the bubbtingfountains and the dew;/ tin

Sweet the snowy blossom of the thorny tree:

Sweeter is young Mary of Gtensmote to me.

Sweet, O STveet ! with Maiy o'er the wilds to sir

When Glensmole is dress'd in all the pride of M.i'

And, when weary roving through the green wi'o.l

Softly to recline beneath the birken sh.ide.

Sweet the rising mountains, 4 c

ny gaie ii

\ÌTiat were all the sounds contriv'd by tnnpfiil mi

To the warbling wild notes of the sylv.in glen ?

Here the merry lark ascends on dewy wing,

There the mellow mavis and the bl^ickbird sing.

Sweet the rising mountains, ffC.

What were all the splendour of the proud and gie

To the simple pleasures ofour green retreat ?

From the crystal spring fresh vigour we inhale ;

Sweet the rising mountains, Sfc.

Were I offered all the wealth that Albion yields.

All her lofty mountains and her fruitful fields.

With the countless riches of her subject seas,

I would sco'il the change for blisses such as thcs ,•

Sweet the rising mountains, ^c.

CUIR A CHINN DILEIS.

(original set.)

lutnneag

Cuir a cliinn dileis,

Dileis, d'tleis,

Cuir a cliinn dileis,

Thartim do lànih ,

Do ghorm-sÌMÌl IJiains,

A mJiealladh na millean,

*S duine gun chlt^

Nach titgadh dktU gnWi.

Cha thinneas na feachda,

•S a mhadainn so bhual mi

:

Ach acaid ro btian

Nach leigheis gu bràch.

Le sealladh air taiche,

De shlait on taigh uasail,

Moch-thra di-luain,

'S mi 'g amharc an la.
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Ririn deiseid a pearsa,

Nach facas a thuarmsa
;

'G imeachd to'ii chuach-chùl,

Chainagacli, thla.

lUiin dealaiadh a mais',

Agus lasadh a gruaidhean,

Mis* a ghrad bhualadli,

Tliaraisgu làr.

Cuir a chinn dileis, ^-c.

Ach dh' eirich mi ritbist,

Le ci'idhe Mm uabhair;

A's dh' iinich mi ruathar,

Uuighinii na dàìl.

G'a li-iathadh na tn' ghlacaibli,

Ach smachdaicii i bhuam sin

Ochan ! is truagh !

A mheath i mo chàìl.

Cuir a chinn dileis^ Sfc.

Do dhearc-shuilean glana,

Fo mhalla gun ghruairaean
;

'S daigheanii a bhuail iad,

JMise le d' ghràdh.

Do ròs bhileaii tana,

Seamli, farasda, suairce,

Cladhaichear m' uaigh

Mar glac thu mo làmh.

Cmr a chirm dileis, <^c.

Tar t'uasgail air m' anam
On cheanghal is cruaidhe :

Cuimbnich air t-uaisle,

'S cobbair mo chàs.

Na biodham-s'' am thraill dut

Gu biàcli, on aon uair-s'
;

Ach tiomaich o chruas.

Do cbridbe gu tlàs.

Cuir a chifm dileis^ S^-c.

Cba'n fhaodar leam cadal,

Air leabatdh an uaigneas :

'S m' aigne ga bhuaire',

Dh' òidhche 's a là.

Ach ainnir is binne,

'S a's griiine, 's a's suairce
;

Gabh-sa dliiom truas,

'S bithidh mi slàn !

Cuir a chinn dileis, &€.

CUIU A CHINN DILEIS.

(MODERN SET.)

'S mi 'm shuidh' air an uiliiin

A tuiieadh sa caoine
;

lihuail saighead a ghaoil mi,

Direach gum sbail.

Dh' fhàs mi cho lag.

'S nach b' urra' mi direadh ;

Le goirteas mo chinn,

'S cha d* shin i dhomh lamh.

Cuir a chirm dileis^ §c,

'S mi 'm shuidh' air an tulaich.

An iomal na cùirte ;

A* g ambarc mo ruin,

'S i 'n iunad ro ard.

Thug i le fionnaireachd,

Seatladh de sùil domb,

'S tbiunndaidh Ì cul-thaobb,

Seachad air barr.

Cuir a chinn dileis^ S,-c.

Sheall mi am dheigbidh,

Gu tVadharc dh'i Ihaotainn ;

'S chuna' mi h-aodann,

Farasda, tla.

Chuna' mi seatladh,

A mhealladh na miltean,

'S amaideach mi,

'S nach iaigh mi na pàirt,

Cuir a chiwi dilei", i^f.

Tha maib' ann ad bbilcaM

Cha'naithrisluchd-ciùil e,

Togaidh tu sunnt,

An tallachan ard.

Leagair leat seachad,

Sàr ghaisgich na dùthch'
;

Le sealiadh do sbiil,

'S le giùlan dd ghniiis,

Cuir a chinn dileis^ ^-c.

Do bhraghad ni 's gile,

Na canach na dige ;

Chite dol sios,

'M fionn bhaine blath.

S ioma rud eile—

Cha 'n 'eil i ri faotainn,

Idir san t-saoghal,

Aogais mo ghraidh,

Cuir a chinn dileis, -Jc.

Do cbul mar an canach,

T-f halt clannach 's cùirn air,

A chumas an driucbd,

Gudluairabbarr.

Na ehuailean air casadh,

Na chleachdan air lùbadh,

'S do-cheannaicht' an crùn,

Tha giulan a bhlath,

Cuir a chinn dUeis^ ^c.

Do ghruaigh mar an corcur,

Beul socair o'm binn sgeul :

Deud mar na dlsne,

•S finealt a dh' fhàs.

Do shlios mar an eala,

S do mheall-shuilean miogach,
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Thaladli thu m' inntinn,

'S cha pill i gu briich.

Cuir a chinn dileis^ ^c.

Note.^Vhe above two beautiful songs are of great anti-

quity, and their authorship is not known. Tiiere is a trans-

lation of one of them, by a lady, in Johnson's "Scottish

Musical Museum," Vol. II. i tie English version, however,

attliough very literal and notdtistitute of inurit, conveys no
idea of the spirit, felicity, and poetical grandeur of the

original.

AN NOCHD GUR FAOIN

MO CHADAL DOMH.

An nochil gur faoiii mo chadal dhomh,

Sior acaii

Do choinun

Dh'fhag !

G ur trie m

na'in beil bh'uam,

le deagli chaoimhnealachd,

i bho 'n raoir fo ghruaim.

anil an aisliiig leat,

Gach I

Tic i-osnaich 'iiuair a dhùisgeas in

- bhi dba t-iundrann bh'uam.

Air bhi dhumh 'g-iundranii suairceis bh'uain,

'S tn leagh mo shnuadh 's mo bhlà
;

O riiiii do ghaol-sa' f'uarachadh,

Cha dualach dliomh bhi slàn.

*S anil riut a leigiiin m' uir-easbhuidh,

Air ghleus nach cluinneadh each,

Dh-l'hag t-aogasg mi cho muladach,

'S gur cuiiiiart dhomh am bus.

Is mor a ta do ghibhtean ort,

A ta gun thios do chàch

Corp seang gun fheall gun fhalachd aiiiif

Gur càs thu mhealladh graidh.

*S a liughad ùigear furanach,

A tliuilleadli orms* an sàs,

D' an tugadh t-aodann faothachadh,

'S an t-aog ga 'n cur gu has.

Cha cliuireadh gaol gu geilte ml,

Na "m freagradh tu mo ghlòir,

Gur h-e do rhòmradh maighdeannail,

Mo raghaiiin dheth gach ceùl.

'S gur h- iomadh òidhch' no-aoibhneach,

Chum do chaoimhneas mi to lebn
;

Is bi'dh mi nochd a* m' aonaran,

A smaointeuch bean do nebil.

Tha bean do neùil am braithreachas,

Kiealabhàn nan epeur :

Gur liinne learn bhi màran leat,

Na clàrsaichean nan teud.

Is tha do thlachd a's t-aillidheachd,

Ag cur do ghraidh an ceill ;

Gur cosmhuil thu ri àiUeagan,

Da'n umhiaich c, oh gu leir.

Is beairt a chlaoidh mo shochair thu,

'S a shocraich ort mo ghaol

;

'S gur e mheudaich tùrsa dhomh,

Gu*n thu bhi dhomli mar shaoil.

Sgeul tior a dh' t'heudar aireanih leam ;

Gur leir a bhlà ''s a chaoin
;

Gu'n d' t'hag gach speis a th' again dhut,

All nochd mo chadal faoin.

Gu 'n d' rinn mi Alb' a chuartachudh,

O Chluaidh gu uisge Spe;

Is bean do neoil cha chualas,

Bu neo-luainiche na beus.

Is corrach, gorm, do shuilean
;

Gur geal, s gur dlù, do dheud,

Fait buidhe 's e na chuachan ort,

'S a shnuagh air dhreach nan teud.

Thug mise gaol da liiidh dhut,

'Nuair bha thu d' nionaig òig
;

Is air mo laiinh nach dibrinn r,

Air mhile punnd de 'n or :

Ge d' fhaighinn fhin na chruintean e,

Ga chunntadh dhomh air bòrd
;

Cha treiginn gaol na libhinne,

A tha 'n He ghlas an theòìr.

ORAN AILEIN.

LUTNWEAG.

Hilt/ h Jio-ri ho hoireannan^

IIu<)òho-rì 'snahìriìiu Ò,

flithiU ù hòg oireantian,

Uk ho ri )

A11.KIN, Ailein, is fad an cadal,

Tha'n uiseag a' gairm 's an là glasiulli,

Grian a'g èiridh air an leachdainn,

S fada bhuam fhìn iuchd n;ini breacan.

lìuff ko-ri^ ^c.

Aitein duinn gabh sgoinii 's bi g* eiridh,

Tionail do chl
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OHAN
DO PHRIUNNSA TEABLACH.

Film 11(1 tha thai/ ma airidh nan Comhaichean,

li'lhi-arr leain fhiii gu'n cinneadh gnothach leat,

Shiùhlilainii Gleaiin-laoidh a's Glfann'-cumhan

Da thaobh Loch-iall a's Gleann'-tadli.i luat, [leat,

HilUiM B-ri ho bha hb,

'S na hillirin hh-rù ho hiia hi,

Na hillirin hh-rò ho bita Aò,

Mo Icann-dubh mbr on cliaidh tu dhio,n.

Slmibhlaiiin inoch leat, shiubhiainn ana-mocli,

Air f'eadh choilltean, chreagan, a's gharbhlacli,

O ! guf h-e mo i-ùin an sealgair,
[

'S in mil raghainn do shluagli Alba. I

lliUirin ho-m ho bha ho, ^c.

A Tbearlaich òig a chuilein cliiatalcb,

1 hug uli gaol dut 's cha ghaol bliadlina,

Gaol nach tugainn do dhiùc na dh'iaila,

IVflii-arr leain tbìji nach faca mi riamh thu.

Umiriu ho-ro ho bha ho, ^-c.

Fhleasgaich ml am beul a Ghlinne,

Le t-flialt dualacb sios ma d' shlinnean,

B'aniisa learn na chuach bu bhinne,

*Nuair dlieanadh tu rium do chÙEnhradh mllis.

Hillirin ho-ro ho bha ho, ^x'.

Klia do pbiig mar fhion na fiainge,

Bha do ghiuaidh mar bhraileig Shàmliraidli,

Suil chor-rach ghorm fo'd'mhala gbreannar.

Do cbul dualacb, ruadh, a mheall mi.

Hillirinn ho-ro ho bha ho, 6,0.

CUMHA DO DH' UILLEAM SISEAL,

FEAR INNS'-NAN-CEANN AN SRATH-GHLAB
A THUIT LATHA CHUII.ODAIB.

LE MHNAOI FEIN.

Och! a Thearlaich òig Stiubhairt,

'S e do chilis rinn mo leireadh.

Thug thu bhuam gach ni bh'agam,

Ann an cogadh na t-aobhar :

Cha chrodh, a's cha chaoirich,

Tha mi caoidh ach mo cheile,

Ge do dh'fhigte mi m'aonar.

Gun siaii 's an t-saoghal ach leine.

Mo run geal òg.

Co nis Hhogas an claidheamh.

No n! chatbair a lionadh ?

'S gann gur h-e tha air m' aire,

O nach maireann mo chiad ghradh
;

Ach cia mar gheibhinn o m' nadur,

A bhi 'g àicheadh na 's miann learn,

A's mo thogradh cho làidir,

Thoirt gu àite mo righ math ?

I
iVlo run geal ùg.

Bu tu']

Od'
Bha do shlios mar

'S bias na meal' i

T-fhalt dualach, do

JVIu do mhuineal

'S e gu cam-lubach

*S gach aon toirt

tear mor bu mhath cumadh,

hullach gu d' bhrògan.

in eala,

ir do phògan
;

.n, lurach,

»n òrdugh,

cuimeir,

irram d'a bhoicheai

Mo run geal ùg

A Thearlaich òig a mhio Righ Seumas,

Cbuniia mi toir mliùr an deigh ort,

ladsaii gu subbach a's mise gu deurach,

Lisge mo chinn tigh'n' tinii o'm Ipirsinn. i

miHrm ho-ro ho bha ho, ijc
;

Mharbb iad m'athair a's ino dhi bhràthair,

Mhill iad mo chinneadh a's chreach iad mo cha- i

[irdean,

Si:rios ind mo dhuthaich rùisg iad mo tnliathair, I

'S bu laughaid mo mhulad nan cinneadh le

inUiriu ho-ro ho bha ho, c^r. [Tearlach.
;

Sote.—The real author of this favourite ditty is not

known, and though published on the '* lips of thousand fair '

mnidens and fond admirers," this is the first time it has

been committed to press. Various MS, copies of it are

In our possession, the oldest of which is by a Lady and

beats tlie following title. " Miss Flora Macdonald's La-

ment for Prince Charles."

Bu tu *m fear sliiineanacli Icathunn,

Bu chaoile meadhon 's bu dealbhaicli
;

Cba bu tailear gun eòlas,

*Dheanadh rota math gearra dbut
;

Na dheanadh dhut triubhais

Gun bhi cumhann, no gann dut
;

Mar gheala-bhradan do ch^sau,

Le d' ghearr osaii mu d' chalpa.

Mc run geal òg.

Bu tu iasgair na h-amhunii

—

*S trie a thaghaicli thu fein i ;

Agus sealgair a mhtinaidh

—

Bhiodh do ghunn* air dheat;h ghleusadh :

6u bhinn learn tabhunn du chuilein,

Bheireadh fuil air mac eilde :

As do laimh bu mhor m' earbsa

—

'S trie a mharbb thu le chèil iad.

Mo run geal òg

I



Bu tu pòìtear na dibhe

—

'N ;im suiilhe 's tiiigh òsda,

Ge be dh'ol;idh 's tu phaidlieadh;

Ged' thuiteadh oàcli mu na bordaibh,

Bhi air mhis^ rba 'n e b' fhiù leat,

Cha do dh iiuinsaich thu og e,

'S cha d' iaiT thu riamh cùis,

Ail- te air chul do mhna pòsda.

Mo run geal òg.

Gur mis th'air mo sgaradh,

'S ge do chanam, cha bhreug e—
Chiiidh mo shùgradh gu sileadh.

O'n nach pillear bho'n eug thu,

Fear do chuile a's do thuisge,

Cha robh furast ri fheutatiin,

'S rha do sheas an Cuilodair,

Fear do choltais bu treine.

Mo run geal iig.

S ioma baintighearna phriseil,

he'll sioda 's le 'n sròlabh,

Oàii robh mis* am chuis-fhàrmaid,

Chionii gu'u tairgeadh tu pòg dhumh
;

Ge do bhithinn cho sealbhach,

*S gu'm bu leain airgead Hanobhar,

Bheirinii cnac anns na h-àintean,

Na'n cumadh each sinn bho phtisadh !

Mo run geal òg.

Och ch ! gur mi bochdag,

ch: 1 còmhii idh;

Chain mi dùil ri thu thighinn—

Thuit mo chridhe gu doirteadh
;

Cha tog fiodhali, no clàrsach,

Pitib, no tàileatjg, no ceòl e ;

Nis o chuir iad thu'n tasgaidh,

Cha dùisg caidridh duin* ùig mi.

Mon^ngeulog.

Bha mi greis ann am barail,

Gum bu mhaireann mo cheile,

S gu'ii tigeadh tu dhathaigh,

Leaighear'sleh-eibhneas,

Ach tha 'n t-àm air dol tharais,

'S cha *n fhaic mi fear t-eugais,

Gus an teid mi fo*n talamh^

Cha dralaich do speis rium.

.Mo run geal òg.

*S iumadh bean a tha brbnacfa,

Eadar Tròiteirnis 's Slèibbte,

Agus te tha na baiitraich,

Nach d'fhuair sàmhla da'm cheile
;

Bha mise Ian sòiais.

Fhad 's bu bheò sinn le-cheile,

Ach a nis bho na dh't'halbh thu,

Cha chuis fhàrmaid mi fein daibh !

Mo run geal bg.

^ote.—Christiana Fergusson, the authoress of the above
elegiac production was a native of tlie Parisii of Contin,

RoBS-shire, where her father was a blacksmith—chieBy

I

employed in makini,' dirks and other implements of war.
She was married lr> a brave man of the name of Wilham
Chisholm, a native of Strnthglas, and a near kinsman of
the Chief of that name. Onthememorableday of Culloden,
William was flag-beaier or banner-man of the clan ; and
most assuredly the task of pieservingthe "Bratach Choimh.
each" from the disgrace of being struck down, cculd not
have fallen into belter li^inds. He fought long, and man-
fully ; and even after the retreat became general, he rallied

and led his clansmen again and again to the charge, but
in vain. A body of the Chisholms ultimately sought
shelter in a barn, which was soon surrounded liy hundreds
of the red-coats who panted for blood. At this awful con-

juncture William literally cut his way through the govern,
ment forces. He then stood in tiie barn door, and with
his trusty blade, high raised, and in proud detiaiice,

guarded the place. In vain did their spears and bayonets
aim their thrusts at his fearless breast—he hewed down all

who came within reach of his sword, and kept a semicircle

of eight feet clear for himself in the tsietli of his desperate

enemies. At length he was shot by some Englishmen,
who climbed up to the top of the barn from behind, where
he fell as a hero would wish to fall, with seven bullets

lodged in his body.

His wife forthwith composed the foregoing beautiful and
heart-touchmg lament, which is altogether worthy of an
affectionate woman. She is so full of the idea of her
noble-souled hmband, that her own personal hardships . nd
privations find no place in the catalogue of her miseriea

—

they have but one great radic.il source, the death of her

beloved. Neither does she pour invective on the depopu-

lators of her country—no! these were too insignificant

to draw her mind foi a mument from her peerless William
Chisholm. With great good taste too, she devotes to

the i'rince one sohtary expression of sympathetic condol-

ofili!-

and then, with the wings an t wail of a m.itelcss dove,
' the mangled carcass of her iiu&band, and

depicts his matchless person and soul in language that

would melt the sternest licart to sympathy, 'iheie are

ieveial passages of great beauty, pathos and sublimity in

this song; and, apart from the interesting circumstance

:hat called it forth, it possesses all the essential pruperties

Qr attributes of a first rate production. 'Ibe air isoriginoL
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MOllT GHLlNNE-COiMHANN.
LEIS A BHARD MHUCANACH.*

Lamu Dlie leinn a shaoghail

!

Tlia tim carach, mar chaochla nan sion,

All iii iiach guidheamaid fhaotaiim

Mai- iia sriithaibh ag aomadli a nios
;

'S i chneidh tèin, thai* gach aobliar,

Bhios gach duiiie ri caoiiie, 's e tinn,

Bi-eth Mhic-Samhain air saoidhean,

Tigh'nii a ghleauhd ruinn a thaobh cùl ar cinn.

A Righ ! fheartaich na greire

Tha'n cathair na fèile, dean sith,

Ri cluinn an fhir a bha ceutach,

Nach bu choitach ri feile tir chrion ;

'N uair a thogta leat br<itach,

Croinn chaola, fraoch dait', agus piob,

lihiodh mriai ghaoil, le f'uaim bhas

A* caoi lauicli nan arm sgaiteach ^s an stii.

Gii'n robh aigne duin' uasail

Aig a bhail' agus uaithe a* d' choir,

( ba b' i gheire gun tuigse

Bha sa bheul bu iieo-thuislichH glòir
;

Ceann na ceille "s na cuidcachd

Rinn na h-eacoraich cuspair dbeth t'fheoil

:

Cha b' e 'm breugaii'' a mhurtadh

1.0 luchd sheideadh nam pluicean air stùl.

Ach foar mòr bu mhath cumadli,

Bu iieo-sgàthach an curaidh gun ghiomh,

Cba robh barr aig mac duine ort

Ann an nilleachd, 's an uirigleadh cinn :

Anns a bhlàr bu mhath t-fhuireach

Chosnadh làrach, tCs uriam do'n righ

;

Mo sgread chràiteach am fulachd !

A bha 'a taigh chlaraidh 'n robh furan nam pios.

Cha robh do chridhe mar dhreagon

Tarruinn slighe na li-eacoir a'd' chùrs,

'S tu le d' chlaidheimh ag eiridh

As Icth t-athar 's righ Seumas a chruin :

'Taid an Albuinn 's an Eirinn,

Luchd a thagbaioh, 'sa reiteach do cbùis
;

Bi'dh la eile ga dheucbaitin

'S tus' ad laidhe gun èìsdeachd fo'n ùir.

B'iad mo ghràdh na cuirp gheala

Bha gu fijjghantacb, fearail, neo-chrion,

'S innii-g a chunnaic 'ur u-uaislean

Oul t'o bhinn 'ur luchd-fuatha gun <Iion
;

* This bard was one of the Macdonalds of Gleticoe,

aiid livud in the island of Muck, for which he was called

A'u f»'ir</ yiucaiiach. Afler much inquiry this is all Ihe

irilbriTi.ilioii we rould obtain concerning him . nor did we
sei- ^i; y niore of his productions. Rut from this iiiecc it

rn.iv he srci' that he w^s one of the first poets of his day.

We took down this version of the poem from therec'ita-

tif.n of an olrl man in Glencoc, anno 1833.

Ach nam bithoamaid 'n;ip n-armaibh

Mu*n do chruinnich an t-sealg air an tir,

Bhiodh luchd chòtaichean dearga

Gun dol tuilleadh do dh' armaitc an rìgh.

Cha robh gnothach aig leigh

'Dhol a leigheas nan creuchd nach robh slàn,

A' call am fala fo'n leintean

Bha na fir bu mhor feil' ri luchd-dhàn.

Nam b'e cothrom na Felnne

Bhiodh eadar sibh fein 's clanna Ghall,

Bhiodh eoin mholach an t-sleibhe

Gairsinn salacH air chreabhagan chàich.

Cha b'e cruadal an cridhe

Thug dhaibh buannacbd air buidheann mo ruin,

Tilgeadh luaidhe na cithibh

'S sibh mo thruaidh ! gun fhios air a chuis:

—

Eadar uaislean a's mhithibh

Gun robh bhuaidh ud a' ruith oìrn o thus ;

O'n 's i 'n uaigh ar ceann-uidhe

Bi'dh na sluaisdean a' frithealadh dhuinn !

Cha b'i sud an fhuil shalach

Bha ga taomadh mu'n talamh sa* ghleann,

'S a liulhad ùmaidh mar ghearran

A bha cuir l'ùdair na dheannabh mu 'r ceann ;

A Righ dhùlaich nan aingeal !

Gabhsa cùratn da 'r n-anam, 's sibh thall,

Chaidh \ir tmnntas an tainead

Le garbh dbùsgadh na malairt a bh' ann.

Thrus do chinneadh r'a chèile,

Dheanamh coinneamh an dè anns an Dun,

Cha d' aithris thu sgeula

Fhir a b' urrainn a reiteach gach cuis
;

Ite dhaingean na'n sgèìth thu,

'S am baranta treun air an ciil

Bi'dh làeilega fbeuchainn,

'S mise druidte fu dheile 's an ùir.

Cha bu ('hùcairean gioraig

Chumail cùmhnard an slinnein ro chàch ;

O'n la thòisich an iomairt

Chain Chlann- Dùmhnuill ceann-lìne nodhà ;

'N gleacair òg 'ur reann-cinnidh

Chuir a dhòehas 'an sinioraibh a chnamh ;

Gbeibheadh clicaire bioradh

Rogha spòltaioh o spionnadh a làmh.

Luchd a tbràghadh nam buìdeal

Bheireadh earrach air ruban de'n fhion,

'Nuair a th?irladh sibh cuideachd

Bu neo-bhrùideil mu'n cbupan ud sibh ;

Ag iomairt tbailt-asg, a's chluichibh

Air a chlàr bu nen ihrù'ail 'ur gniomh
;

Cha bu chearr am measg truid sibh

'N am pàidheadh na cuideachd, 's g'an diol.
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Gu'm bcil mise f'o mliulad

Ag amharc 'ur guiinaidh' air steill,

Sar ghiumaiiaich ullamh

Leis an ciiineadh an flmil aims a bheinn,

Ann am frith nan damh muUaicb

Far an deanle libh munasg air seilg,

Ga bu trie aibh gaii riisgadh

Cha d' iarr sibh riamh cuniitas 's ua bèin.

Cha bu sgiithaireaii gealtach

Bhiodh H^ maottheadh an gaisge gacli la,

Tha 's an Kilean na'n cadal

Kach dùisg gus am faicear am bràth,

Luclid dhireadh nan eit-bheann

Le'n cuilbheirean gleusta na'n laimli,

*S lionmhor fear nach d'rlnn èiiidh

Bha na ghiomanach treun air a li-earr.

High gur mis tha fo airtneul

Ki am dhomh bhi faicinu 'ur beann,

*S cha lugha mo churam

Ri bhi 'g amharc bhuv dùtchannan thall,

Mur bhithe mar thachair

'S ann leamsa gum b'ait bhi dol ann,

Gus an tainig a chreach oirn

Mar gu'n tuiteadh a chlach leis a ghleann !

'S iomadh fear tha toiit sgainneil

Do'n tighearn òg air an fhearann so thall,

Eadar ceann Locha- Uaineaeh,

Rugha Shleibhte, 's bun Gharaidh nam beann,

Bha thu feicheannach daingean

Far an eiste ri d' theangaidh an cainnt,

Mar urbal peucaig gu tarruinn,

'S mar ghath reubaidh na nathrach gu call.

Leum an stiuir bharr a claiginn

Le muir siiigh, 'sgun sinn ath-chainnteach dho,

Uii'fhalbh na croinn, 'a na buill-bheairte,

'S leig siiin uallach na slait air an sgòd
;

'S bochd an dùsgadh sa' mhadainn

So fhuair sinn gu grad a theachd oirn,

S ma gheibh sinn ùine rì fhaicinn

I3heir sinn fùcadh mu'n seach aìr a chlò.

7^0/^.—The cruel massacre of the Macdonalda of Glen-

coc, to which this " Lament" relates, was perpetrated by

a party nf soldiers under the command of captain Campbell

of Glenlyon. in February, 1691. Thirty.eight persons

suffered in this massacre ; the greater part of whom were

surprised in their beds, and hurried into eternity before

tliey had time to implore Divine mercy. The design

was to butcher all the males under seventy that lived

in the valley, the number of whom amounted to two

hundred; but some of the detachments not arriving in

time to secure the passes, one hundred and sixty escaped.

Campbell having committed this brutal deed, ordered

all their houses to be burned, made a prey of all the cattle

and effects that were found in the valley, and left the help-

less women and children, whose fathers and huitbands he

had murdered, naked and forlorn, without coveriuR, food,

or shelter, in the midst of the snow that covered the face

nf the whole country, at the distance of six miles from any

Inhabited place. For a particular account of this most
I'i'juft action, see " Smollett's History of England."

BHA (JLAIDHEAMH AIR IAIN

'S ANT-SEABMOIN.

LinNNEAG.

Bha claidheamh air lairiy

Air /am, air Iain,

Bha claidheamh air Iain 's an t-searnwin ;

Bha claidheamh air Iain,

Fear dcas-laimk mo chridfie,

'S tu \llieanadh aiifhighe jieo-ckearhach.

Thainig liirichean bagraidh,

A nail a Lochahar,

'Nuair chualas gu'n deai^haiJb tu t-armachd
;

Ghabh an ceannard mor churam,

'S gach fi'eiceadan dhùbaii e,

Eagal *s gun dùisgeadh tu Albainn !

Bha claidheamh, (^c.

'Se'n sgathdan heag casratdh

A thainig mu dheas oirn,

'Chuir lain na bhrcislich mu armachd,

'S aim a mhosgail mo chridhe,

Deagh fhortain 'bbi tighiiin,

'Nuair chithinn a chlaidheamh 's an t-searmoin,

Bha claidheamh, ^c.

Air la Sliabh an t-siorra

Cha ghabhadh tu giorrag,

'Nuair chaidh na gillean gu stairirich,

'Nuair ghlaoidb iad am bristeadh,

Cha philleadh tu idir—

'S atin dh-fhag thu na ficheadan marbh dhiu.

Bha claidheamh, <^c.

Gur mor a bha d' phòrabh,

De dhard.m Chlann-Uòmhnuill—

Nam hitheadh do phùca Ian airgeid,

Gu'n tugadh tu dhachaigh dhuinn

High fhear na h-Apunn,

A dh'aindeoin fir Shasuiiin mar niarblit' thu.

Bha claidlwamh, ^c.

\S iomadh Òganach ullamh,

Nach eisdeadh an cumasg,

Bha gun chlaidheamh, gun ghunna, gun targaid,

Gun urad na biodaige,

'M falach fo chrioslaich ;

Ged' bha Mac-a-Ghiobaich na armachd.

Bha claidheamh, ^r.

'S mor mo chiiram mu d' phearsa

Mu t-arm a's mu t-acuinn,

Mu d' ahlinnean mu d' chearislean 's mu d'

'S gu'n *bhri>t thu an t-achda [hbali:;in,

'Rinn Deòrsa bha 'n Sasunn,

'Nuair chaidh thu cho spailpeil na t-arni:ulnl.

Bha claidiieamJt, ^'C.
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Chaidh *n claidlieamh air astar,

Do bliiaighe Lochalmr,

Laidh rua-mheirg le dealt air a bharra-dheis ;

Tha'm breabadair againn,

Na chliamhuinn do'n t-Sagart,

*S gu'in faigh e bho'n pharson sin teannad.

Bha daidlieamJt, ^'C.

Mu dli-fhaireas sibh cuniiart,

'S nach fhaod sibh a chumail,

Cuirbh e thuinidh do'n Ghavbh-shliabh ;

^S iomadh àìte math falaicb,

Da tbaobh Locha-Garaidh,

'S tha'ii dream ud gle dhealaidh do Bhalgan,

Sha claidkeamh, 4'c.

Note.—The foregoing burlesque is the ^composition of

Angus M'Donald, of Glencoe, commonly called Aonghns

Mac Alasdair Ruaidh. Thesubject of it was Iain Gibeach,

a weaver, belonging t»j the same glen. This John was pre-

sent at the battle of Sherriffmuir in 1715, but deeming
" prudence the best part of valour," he made more use of

his heels than of his arms. It is said that, in order the

raore effectually to shield his person from danger, he laid

himself down behind a dyke, pulling a portion of that

fabric over him, and that thus covered he was rode over

by the combatants. On the first safe opportunity, he en.

ttiely abandoned the scene of strife, which but indifferently

suited his taste. His flight to Glcncne was a rapid one.

'ihere, however, he did not fail to give a magniloquent

account of his feats of arms at Sherriffmuir, being, at the

same time, the first intelligencer of that doubtful action.

He afterwards went to church with his broadsword slung

in his belt in order to indicate his valour, by setting the

Act of Parliament fur disarming the Highlanders at de-

fiance ! This last exploit of our hero gave birth to the

atltnirable pasquin, "John wields his sword in the kirk."

FEAR A BHATA.

Fhir a bhàta, na horo-eile,

Fhir a Ikàta^ na horo-eile

;

Fhtr a hhàta, na koro-èile^

Git ma slàn dut^ 's gach aif an ieid thu.

*S trie mi sealtuinn on chnoc a's airde,

Dh-fheuch am faic mi fear a bhàta :

All tig thu 'n diugh, na'ti tig thu maireach?

'S mar tig thu idir, gur truagh a tà mi.

Fhir a bkata, iia horo-eile, ^-c.

Tha mo chridhe-sa briste, brùite;

"S trie na deoiribh a ruith o'm shuilean;

An tig thu nochd, na ^n bi mo dhùil riut ?

Na 'n dùin mi 'n dorus, le osna thùrsaich ?

Fìiir a bhaia^ na horo-eUe^ ^c.

^S trie mi foidhneachd de luchd nam bàta,

Am fac iad thu, na 'm beil thu sàbhailt
;

S ann a tha gach aon aca rium a 'g ràite,

Gur gòrach mise ma thug mi gràdh dhut.

Fhir a bkaia^ na horo-eile, ^c.

Gheall mo leannan domh gun dhe 'n t-sloda,

Gheall e sud agus breacan riomhach
;

Fain' òir aims am faicinn lomhaigh ;

Ach 's eagal learn gun dean e dìochuìmhn'.

Fhir a bhata, na horo-eUe^ ^-c.

Cha 'n oil baile beag 's am bi thn,

Nach tamh thu greis ami, a i-hnr do sgios diut

;

Bheir thu l;imh air do leabhar riomhach,

A ghabhail dhuanag ';> a bhuaireadh nionag.

Fhir a bkata, na horo-eile, ^-c.

Ged a thuirt iad gu'n robh thu aotrom,

Cha do laghadaich sud mo ghaol ort;

'Bi'dh tu m' aisling aims an òidhche,

A^s anns a mhadainn bi'dh mi 'ga t-fhoincachd.

Fhir a bhafa, na horo-cile, ^c.

Thug mi gaol dut' ""s cha'n fhaod mi aicheadh

;

Cha ghaol bliadhna, 's cha ghaol ràidhe
;

Ach gaol a thòisich 'nuair bha mi m' phàisde,

'S nach searga chaoidh, gus an claoidh am basmi.

Fhir a bhata^ 7ia horo-eile^ <^c.

Tha mo chàirdean gu trie ag innseadh,

Gu'm feum mi t-aogas a chuirair diochuimhn';

Ach tha 'n comhairle dhoinh cho diamhain,

'S bhi piUeadh mara *s i tabhairt lionaidh.

Fhir a hhata^ na horo-eile^ ^c.

Tha mo chriosan air dol an aiide,

Cha n ann bho fhidhleir, na bho chlàrsair
;

Ach bho stiiiireadair a bhata

—

'S mur tig thu dhachaigh, gur truagh mar tha mi.

F/iir a bhata, na horo-eile, 6fc.

BiMh mi tuille gu tiirsach, deurach,

Mar eala bhàn 's i an deis' a reubadh
;

Guileag bàis aic' air lochan feurach,

A's each uileadh an deighidh trèigsinn.

Fhir a bhata, na horo-eile, l^c.

ORAN GAOIL,

DO MHAIGHDIN UASAlL 'S AN EIJ,EAN-FHADA.

A Mhàiri bhhidheach, 's a MhàÌri ghaolach^

A Mhàiri bkòidlteachy gur mòr mo ghaol ort,

A MhàiH bhlidheach, gur tu a cMaoidh mi,

'S a dh-fhàg mibr'bnach, gun doiglt air t-fhaotainn,

Mhairi bhòidheach gur mor mo ghaol ort,

Gur trie mi cuimhneachadh ort 's ml m^aonar,

Gc do shiubhlaitm gach ceum de'n t-saoghal,

Bi'dh t'iomhaigh bhòidheach tigh'n beù gach

A JiUiairi bhoidheach. 4'c. [taobh dhiom.
2 b
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'S truagli nach robli ini 's mo Mhiiiri bhòidheacb,

Aim an gleannaii faoiii a's ceo air

—

'S ged bu righ mi ^ an Roiuii-Eòrpa,

Clia'n iarrainn pug ach bhu Mhari bhòidbeich.

A Mhari bhoidheoih, cjc.

Acli cliitear feidti air sgeitb 's na' speuran,

'S chithear iasg air aird nan sleithean,

Cbithear sneachda dubll air glieiigan,

Mu'm faicear caocliladli tig'n air mo speis dhuti

A Alhairi bhoidheach^ ^c^

O Mhari !—lughdaich thu mo chiall domb,

'I'ha mo chridh' le do gliaol air lionadh
;

Tha gach la dhomh clio fad ri bliadhna,

Mur faic mi t^aodainn a ta mar ghrian domb.

A Miiuri biioidhcach ^ c^c.

Do sbuilean meallacb fo d' i)

Uu bhilean tana air dbatb n

Slios mar chanach an gleam:

'^ do ghruaidh mar cbaoran

A Alhari bhoidiieach, ^'c.

ibala bhoidheich,

nòintich,

eith nani

[bhe

Fbir a sbiubblas tbar tbonnan uaibhreach,

A dh'ionnsaidh Innseachan cian nan cuaintcan,

1 boir gaub siod, agus ni tba luacb-mbor,

J31i'ionnsaidb Màiria rinn mo bhuaireadh.

A Mhari bhoidheach^ i^c,

Eoiri ! a's moicbe a theiti air sgiathan,

'S a dbireas suas ann an aird na h-iàrmailt,

Ka bitbeadh latba tbig fad na bhiiadbna,

*S nacb seirin sibh ceol d'a mo Mhàirì cbiataich.

A Mhari bìioidheach^ ^c.

Ach cha dean Eala air slios nam mor-thonn,

Cba dean smeòrach am badan bòidbeach,

Cha dean gach inneal ciùil acb crònan,

'Nuair a sbeinneas mo Mbàiri bbòidbeach.

A Mhari bhoidheach^ <^c.

Ge do bbi mi gii tCisacb cianail,

'S mi le ciiram air mo lionadh,

Ni do ghnClis-sa tba mar a gbrian domh,

Mo chridhe sunntach 'nuair tbig thu m'fhianais.

A Mhari bhoidheach^ ^'c.

Gu mo sUn do mo Mbàiri bbòidbeicb,

Ge b'e àite 's am bi i còmbnuidb,

'S e mo dhùracbd-sa 'm fad 's a's beò mi,

Gu'ra bi gach solas aig M'liri bbtiidheich.

A Mhari bhoidhmch, ijc.

M)/e.—This song was coiripospd by a schoolmaster in

North Uist, who fell in love witli one of the daughters

of a family in which he was tutiir ; and his attachment to

her preyed so heavily on his mind, that he sunk under it,

and was consigned to a preutature grave.

AN NIGHEAN BHUIDII lillAN.

LE DOMHXULI. MAC-AONGHAIS

LL'IXNEAG.

Mo niglican bhuV bhàn nafalbhadh tu Icam^

Mo niijliean bhiti' Ihmi nafalbhadh ta learn,

Mo nighcan bhui' bhàn nafalbhadh tu hum,

GiCii ceannaiclteinn gun de'n t-shioda dhut,

NiGHEAN bbàn tb'air cnoc a mburain,

Uba'n tug mi mo gbaol o'n uiridh,

B'annsa learn na or na cruinne

'Cbuilein tbu bbi' sinte rium.

Mo nigitean bhui bhàn, ^c.

'S furasd dhomh-sa' gbruagach t-àireamb,

Do chul dualacb, cuacbacb, fàineach,

Gruaidh tbana, dhearg, a's glan' deàrsadh
;

'S fait mar hbarr nan ditbean ort.

Mo niglican bhui bhàn, <^c.

Tba tbu gu ro bhòidheach taitneach,

Foghainteach, deas, ann am pearsa,

Cba 'n urra' mi cbiall 's a thasgaidb,

Trian dhetb do thlacbd innseadh dhut.

Mo nigltean bhui bhmi, ^c.

'S mall do rosg, 's gur glan do leiisinn,

Suil gborm, mar dbearcag an t-sblcibhe.

Mala cbaol a's caoine reidbe,

Cba bu bhreug acb firinn sud.

Alo nighean bhui' blum, ^c,

Calpa ban nach iarr an gartan,

Troigh sbocracb nacb docbunn faichc,

'S e mbeudaicb cho mòr mo tblacbd dbiot,

Chionns nacb faicte mi-gbean ort.

Mo nighcan bltui^ hhàn, ^-c.

Beul is binne sheinneas òrain,

Minis, blasda, socair, cùmhnard,

Gu fonnor, farasd, ro dboigheil,

Cba bbi sgòd ri' inns' oirre.

Mo nighcan bhui' bhàn, S(c.

Anna ged' nach eil mi stocail,

Cba 'n i'n t-shnàtbad mo cbiird cbosnaidb,

Dbeannain aran eorna 's corca

Mar ris an dhrocb sbide dhut.

Mo nighean bhui' bhàu, i^r.

Ma ni thu mar a tha thu labhairt,

'S gu'[i cum tbu rium-sa do gbealladb,

So mo lamb gur mi do leannan,

'S nacb bi ba-Iaocb s'lnte riut.

;i/o nighean bhui' bhàn, i/c.
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OUAN GAOIL

LE mGHEAN FHIR NA EEILIG.

Thig tri nith gii'n iarraidh,

An t-e;ifi:al, an t-iadach, 's an gaol ;

'S gur beag a chùis mhaslaidh,

Ged' ghlacadh leo mis air a h-aoii,

'S a liughad bean uasal

A fhuaradh sa' chiont an robh iiii,

A thug an gaol fuadainn

Air ro bheagan duaise ga cbionn.

Air failiì'in^ iUirìn^

U'dlirin, othoro laoidh !

^S craaidh fortan gunfhios^

A chuir viisefo chidng do t/ftaoil.

'Fhir a dhireas am bealach

Beir soruidh do *n ghleannan fo thuath
;

A's innis do m' leannan,

Gur maireann mo ghaol 's gur buan,

Fear eile cha ghabh mi

'S cha 'n fhuilig mi idir a luaidh

Gus an dean thu ghaoil m' àicheadh,

Cha chreid ml bho chàch gur fuath.

A irfailirinn^ ^c.

Fhir nan gorm shuilean meallach,

O 'n ghleannan de'm bidheadh an smùìd,

Gh 'm beil a chauin mhala,

Mar chanach an t-slèibh' fo dhriùchd :

'Ntiair readh* tu air t-uilinn,

lihiodh fuil air tear dhireadh nan stiic,

'8 nam bi'dh tu ghaoil mar rium

Cha b' anaid an cèile leam thu.

Airfailirinn, ^c.

Na faicinn thu tighinn,

*S fius domh gur tusa bhiodh ann ;

Gu'n eireadh mo chridhe

Mar aiteal na gièin' thar nam beann
;

*S gu"n tugainn mo bhriatliar,

Gacb gaoisdean tha liath na mo cheanii

Gu'ui fàsadh ìad buidhe,

Mar dhithein am bruthaich nan allt

!

Aii'/ailirmn, ^c

Cha b' ann air son beartais,

No idir ro phailteas na spreigh
;

Cha b' fhear do shiol bhodach

Htia m' osnaich cho trom a dheidh,

Ach mhac an duin' uasail,

Fhuair buaidh air an diithaich gu leir;

Ge do bhitheamaid falamh,

Tha caraid a cbitheadh oirn feum.

Airfailirinn^ tj;c.

* Reachadh^ poetically rendered.

Mur tig thu fuin tuilleadh

Gur aithne dhomh mhalairt a th* ann

Naoh eil mi cho beartach

Hi cailin an acbaidh ud thall.

Cha tugainn mo mhisneachd.

Mo ghliocas, a's grinneas mo laimh,

Air buaile chrodh ballach

A's cailin gun iùil na'n ceann.

Airfaìlirinn^ ^c.

Mu chaidh thu orm seachad,

Gur taitneach, neo-thuisleach, mo chliù ;

Cha d' rinn mi riut comunn,

'S cha d' laidh mi leat viamh ann an cuil.

Cha 'n araichinn arachd

Uo dhuine chuir ad air a chrùn
;

On tha mi cho beachdaij,

S gu'n smnclidaicli mi ganl nach fiCi.

Airfailirinn^ S;c.

Bu laoghaid mo thàmailt,

Na 'm b' airidh ni b' fhearr a bhiodh ann

Ach dubh-chail' a bhuacair,

'Nuair ghlacas i buarach na làimh.

Nuair thig an droch earrach

'S a cbaillear an ni ann sa' ghleann
;

Bitheas is' air an t-shiulaid

Gun tuille dheth' bunaltas ann.

Airfailirinn^ S;c.

ES-AN DA FREAGAIRT.

S truadb nach robh mi 's mo leannan,

'8 a chrannaig air stiiiireadh le gaoith,

Na 'm bùthaig bhig bharraich,

Aig imeal a ghleannatu leinn fhin,

No'n Lochlainn an daraich

K a taobh na mara to thuinn,

Gun chuimhn' air a chailin

A dh' fhàg mi air airidh chruidh-laoidh.

Airjuilirinn, ^c

DUANAG GHAOIL.
r,E BAINTIGHEARN ILLE-CHALUM KASA-

Titainig an gille dubh,

'N raoir na bhaile-so ;

^S trom 7110 cheum^

On thrèig do ghealiadh mu

Gur mis' tha gu tinn,

Le goirteas mo chinn ;

'S ged' reach mi na chill,

Cha phill mo leannan mi.

Thainig an gille, ^c.
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AN NIGHEAN DUBH.

A nioh'n dubh nati gruaidhe craobhach,

13hit uHÌr gu'm bu bbeag a shaoilinn,

Gu'n caidlinn aii òìdhch' as t-aunais,

Chaidh sid aog a's chaochail e cnith.

Tha thii suarach umam an diitgli^

Ge d' bha uair bu toigh leat mo gttth ;

T/ia thu suarach umam an diugh.

'Nuaii' a bha sinn aniis na gleaiitiain,

'Cuallach a chruidh-laoigh mu^i nibainnir,

Shaoil mi fhìa naeh robh air thalamh

Fear a inhealladh bean a chinn duibh.

Tha thu suarach^ ^c.

A th(5 sinii a th' aig iia gamhiian,

Bha mi uair is bu iiibòr mo gheall ort
;

'S yil' thu na sneachd' aip na beanntnn,

Ann sail am am bite 'ga chur.

Tha thu suarach^ ^c.

'Nuair a thogadh tu guth t-òrain,

Bu bhinn' thu iia chuach 's aii 'sraeòracli,

'Nuair a sheinneadh iad mar cbònihla,

Madainn cheu air bharrach an stuib.

Tha thu suarach, ^c.

Tha do chneas cho gheal 's an faolag,

Do dha ghruaidh cho dearg 's na caorji:- :

Suilfun iiieallac)i, gorm, na t-aoilaniij

Alala cbaol, mar ite 'n loin-duibh'.

Tha thu suarach^ ^c.

Tha mi lag, ged' bha mi laidir,

Tha mi sgith gu siubhal fhasach
;

'S gur e thug mo ehridhe mhàn,

Ko mhiad a gràìdh abhàìrig mi dhut.

Tha thu suarach, ^c.

Tha thu bòidheach. tha thu loinneil,

'S duilich team gu'm beil thu foilleil
;

'S biniie thu na guth choilìch-choille,

Anns an doire 'n goireadh e moch.

Tha thu suarach^ ^'C,

Is trie a bha saill air sean each,

Agus puisean ann ati glainne,

Amhuil sin as gaol mo leannaìn,

Mar chop gcal air bharraibh nan sruth,

Tha mi suarach umad an diugh,

Ged' bha uair bu toigh learn do gitih,

Tha mi suarach umad an diugh.

OCHOIN! MO CHAILIN.

Gu 'n dh'eirich mi moch, air madainn an dè,

'S ghearr mi'n ear-thalmhainn, do bhrìmosgèil
;

An duil gu'm t'aicinn-sa ruin mo chelibh
;

Ochòin ! gu'm facas, 's a ciil rium l'èin.

Ochùiìi ! mo chailin, 's mo shuil a d' dlteighy

Och'oin ! vio chailin, *s mo shiiU a d' dhsigh ;

Mo Lili, mo Lili, 's mo shuil a d' dheigh:

Cha leur dhomk am bealack, le sUeadh nan deur,

Na 'm bidheadh sud agam, mo Ibgh 's mo leum,

Mi 'm shuidh air a bhealach, 's mo chù air èiU ;

Gu'n deanainn-sa cogadh,gu laidir, treun,

Mu *n leiginn mo leannan le fear tha fo 'n grèin.

Ochoin .' mo chailin. Sf^c.

'S am orm-sa tha mulad sa*ra fiabhras mì)r,

On chualas gun deach' thu le Brian a dh-òl :

Mo choniunn cha dean mi ri mnaoi san fheoil,

O rinn thu mo threigsinn, 's mi fein a bhi beò>

Ochoin ! mo chailin, ^c.

O \ cha 'n 'eil uiseag, no faoilinn bhàn,

Am barr a chaisteil 's an robh mi 's mo gràdh
;

Nach eil ri tuireadh, a dh-òidhche 's do la,

On' chual'iad gu'n ghlacadh mo chailin air làimh,

Ochoin ! mo chailin, &c.

Note.~Th\s song is said to have been composed by an
Irish student, who had taken a fancy for a Highland girl

when attending the classes in the University of Glasgow.
" Brian," mentioned in this piece, was another Irish stu-

dent, and a rival of our Hibeihiaii poet.

THA MO CHADAL LUAINEACH.

Tha mo chadal luaineach,

'S an uair so cha 'n fhaigh mi tàmb
;

Cuimhneachadh an uasail,

A ghluais air madainn di-mùirt.

Oigear a chuil dualaich,

'S nan cuachagan troma, tlà
;

Ged bhiodh agam buaile,

'S tu dh' fhuasglainn 's cha 'n fhear de chach.

M' ulaigh agus m' eudail,

Bu reldh leam sealladh do shùl
;

Mar aiteal na grèine,

*S i g eiridh moch madainn dhriiichd.

Do bheul tana gle dhearg,

Fo 'n eudann 's guirme suil
;

'S ged bhiodh tu ad leine

B' e m' eibhneas de dh-fheaiaibh thu.
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M* aighear » *s mo rùin thu,

S e cuirtenr nu feile bh* ann ;

Cas (Uiii i-adh nan stùc-bheann,

Ceum lù^h'ii' air fea^h nan gleanii.

A mhiad sa iliug mi dhiù dhut,

Gu'ii dir fhàg e mo shuileaii dall

;

'S gu*n deanaitiii )eat lubadh

Ged dhiùltainn tri mile Gall.

On thana' mi 'ii tir so,

Air m' iiiiitiiiti gun laidh trom sproo
;

Cuimhiieachadh iia db^ fbag mi,

Cba tamh dbomh *m balle no port.

Oigeai- a cbul-sbniombain,

Beul siomhalt iiach labhair lochd ;

Ged bhidbinii to mhi-ghean

Gu'n i[iriseinti dhut e lo ^m tboil.

'S coma learn 'n seaiiii duine,

Laidheas gii teaiin ris an stoc ;

Fad iia h-òidhcbe geamraidb,

Cba tuiniidaidh 's gu*m bi na thnsd,

Laidhidh e gu diblidh,

Na shineadh Jiir bhair nan sop,

Gu*i» tarruinn e t-M'anntuir.h,

'S gun tiunndaidb e cul a nuig.

C arson nach labhrainn caoin riut

A ghaoil, cha cheilinn sid ort?

Seann-duine cha taobh mi,

Ged dh* thaodadh cha'n eireadh modi.

Ged* robh aige caoirich,

'S an suogbal a bhi gu thoil
;

'Nuiiir labhradh e pràmhail

Bu chraiteach mo chridhe'm chorp.

M' uilidh, 's mo ghrhdh, thu,

Gur ràidbe gach òidhch'' ad dhèigh
;

Lamb stiùireadh a bhàta,

Ga sàbhaladh as gach beud.

Poitear san taigh-thabhairn thu,

A phaidheadh a measg nan ceud,

Giomhanach nan ard-bheann,

'S cha shlàn a biodh mac an fheidh.

Note—This song has been sungand admired in Scotland

time immemorial, and no tradition now remains of its

authorship. The air is of great beauty, ami as we have

heardalady, a native of Ireland, singan Irislisong tolhe

same tune, we cannot say whether it belongs to us or to

the sister kingdom. Here is the first stanza of the Irish,

accorciing to the Scottish orthography :

—

" Mudaiiiii's mi gu h-uaigiieach,

Air biudch-loch' aa Iiiiiis-faU;

A fulbli air feadh a chrualaich,

Oil li-uoUiicIt 's mo ghuim'am laimh.

6 anil a dliearc' mi stuaire,

Ka gruai;; flnne' inhtunneil bhaio,

NIGHEAN DONN NA BUAILE.

A NIGHEAN donn na buaile,

Ga'm beil an gluasad tarasda;

Gu 'n tug mi gaol cho buan dut,

'S nach gluais e air an earrach so.

Mheall thu mi le d' shùgradh,

Le d' bbrxodal a's le d' chiuine

;

A's lub tbu mi mar ihiùran,

'S cha dCithchas dumb bhi fallain bhuat.

Do cbùl donn dait' an òrdugh,

Gu bachlach, buidheach, camagach,

T' aghaidb fbiathail, chòmhnard.

Mar ite 'n eoin do mhalaichean,

Dàshuilchorrach. mhiogach,

Kosg glan a* cumbail dionn orr';

Do ghruaidhean meachair, mine,

^Sdo pbòg mar fhiogois mheanganan.

Mar reull a measg an t-sluaigh tbu,

Nam gluasad a chum tionalaidh
;

Cha tugudh Bhènus buaidh ort,

'S ard thug do shnuadb-sa barrachd oirr'

Chit' am fion a' dealaradh,

Ann am dol sios tre d' bhragad
;

Gur math thig sloda 'n càradh.

Ma mhuinneal ban na h-ainnire.

Do sheang chorp, fallain, sunntach,

Nach do chiùrr an an-shocair,

'Nuair reachadh tu air ùrlar,

Bu lùghar amis na caraibh thu ;

Le d' calpannan deas, bòidheach,

Cruìnn, cumadail, neo-lùdail
;

Troigh chruinn ann am broigh chònihnaird,

Nach loir air feoirnean carachadh.

Do bheul o'm binn' thig òrain,

Ceol agus ceileirean,

Gur binne leam do chùmhradh,

Na smeòrach air na meanganan.

O 'n cbuir mi 'n tùs ort eolas,

Gu'n tug mi gaol cho mòr dhut,

'S mar faigh mi thu ri d' phusadh,

Gu 'n cuir do bhròn fo'n talamh mi.

Na 'm b' e 's gu'm biodh tu deònach,

'S gu'm pòsamaid an ath-ghoirid,

Cha ^n iarrainn leat de stòras,

Ach còmhdacha na banaraich.

Ge b* iHnmsa 'n Roinn E^rpa,

'S America le mòr shluagh,

Na 'm faighinn dbomh fhin cì>Ìr ort,

Bu leat gach stòr 's gach fearann din.



AIREAMH TAGHTA. 383

A ghaoil na creid di'och sgeul orm,

Ge M robh luchU-bhreug a labhairt riut;

Tha m' inntinii-se cho i-èidh dhut,

''S nach bi aoii seud aii an-t'hius dut.

Ge d* their iad riut le bòilich,

Gur beag leo mo chuid stòrais ;

A chaoidh oha cburam Ion dut,

'S an righ cuir seòl air aran duinn.

i^o/c—The author of this favourite song was the Rev.

Duncan Macfarl:iric?, at one time chaplain to a Highland

regiment, and lately minister of the Ciaelic chapel, Perth.

AN CAILIN DILEAS DONN.

Gu ma slàn a chi mi,

Mochailin dileiis dnnn
;

Bean a' chualaiii rèidh,

Air an deise dh-eireadh fonn ;

'S i cainnt do bheoil bu bhinn leam,

'N uair a bhiodh m' irintinn trom,

*S tu thogadh suas mo chii'

'Nuair a bhi'dh tu bruidhinn rium.

Gur muladach a tà mi,

'S mi nochd air aird a chuain,

*S neo shunntacli mo cliadal domh,
'S do chaidridh fuda bbuam

;

Gur trie mi ort a smaointeach
;

As t-aogaia tha mi truagh
;

'S mar a dean mi t-fhaotainn

Cha bhi mo shaoghal buan !

Suil chorrach mar an dearcag

Fo' rosg a dh-iathas dlù ;

Gj'uaidhean mar na caoran,

Fo 'n aodann tha leam ciùiu—

Mar d' aithris iad na bhrcugan,

Gun tug mi t'èin dut ruin
;

'S gur bliadhna leam gach la'

Bho'n uair a dh-fhàg mi thu.

Theireadh iad mas d' fhalbh mi bh'uat,

Gu 'm bu shearbh leam dhol ad choir
;

Gu do ehuir mi ciil riut,

'S gu'n dhiult mi dhut mo phòg.

Na cùireadh sid ort cùram,

A ruin,—na creid an sgleb ;

—

Tha t-anail leam ni *s cùraidh,

Na'ii drùichd air bharr an f'heoir.

Tacan mu*n do sheol sinn,

*Sann a thoiseich each

Ri innseadh do mo chruinneig-sa,

Nach pillinn-sa gu bràtb.

Na cuireadh sid ort gruaimean

A luaidh ; ma bhios mi slàn
;

Cha chum dad idir bhuat mi,

Ach saighead chruaidh a bhàis.

Tha raoran de luchd aimlisg,

*S a sheannachais an drocii sgeòil,

An chridheacha ra^v phidseany

Cha chuimhnich iad air choir
;

Ach na creid an sgeula;

Ma gheibh a* chleir oirn coir,

*iS ma dh' fhanas tiiun bho cheile,

'S i *n eigin a bheir oirn'.

Tha 'n snaim a nise ceangailte,

Gu dalgheann agus teann
;

'S e their Juchd na fanoid rium

Nach 'ell mo phrothaid ann :

—

'M fear aig am beil fortan,

Tha crois aige na cheann,

'S tha mise taiiigeil, toilichtc,

Ge d' tha mo sporan gann.

A'cite.—This song is the composition of Hector M'Kenzio,
a sailor belonging to Ullapool, Lochbrooni. ÌM'Kcnzie is

still alive—verging upon ninety years of age, and resides

either in Glasgow or in Liverpool. He composed several

of this song is

iginal ; the composition, though gi>od, is

A bad version of it appeared in Xurnci'^
CoUectio,

Duaiidgs of considerable i

excellent and i

happy.

itn a s|.uriou8 vers

" Tha Caiuibeulaich b

LUINNEAG.

^S i luaidh 1110 chagair JMòrag^

Mo (jhaol sa mhadaiim Afbraff,

Gu'm ìì'ait leam ar/am ISIÒrag^

Gut taitneach leam a comhradh.

'S TU Mhtirag rinn mo bhuaireadh,

O chunna' mi di-luan thu,

Tha m'aigne leat a gluasad,

*S cha tàmh e mar bi buaidh leis,

Mur geill thu bi'dh mi truagh dheth.

'S I luaidh mo chagair, 4*c.

Do sbaigidean rinn mo lebnadh,

*S iad ehuir mi uil' as ordugh,

Cha bhi mi tuille 'n sMas.

i\lur fàiUich thu le pl-ig mi,

'S do lamb a gealladh coir ort.

'*S' i luaidh mo chagair^ ^c.

'S tu *n reuU a' measg n£

Do mhaise lian le bròn i

òg-bhan.
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Dogbruaidh dh-fiiag fann na lòsali,

Do dheud dh-fliàg glas iia neòinein,

Cha leir dhomh samhl' do bhiiicheid.

•5 i luaidh mo chayair^ ^c.

Ge h-ioma tè a chi mi,

Cha teid iad uile 'm pris riut,

'S tu Bhenus ineafg nam milteari,

'S e t-eugas thug mo chli bhuam,

S a dh-fhàg an diugh gun U mi.

*-S i luaidh mo chagair, ^c.

*Nuair bhitheas mi ann a m'aoriar,

Nam chadal na mo sheùmar,

Thig t-iomhagh Ian de bhuichead.

An siun dùisgìdh mi le solas,

An dull gu'm beil sinn còmhla.

'iS i luaidh mo chagaii\ S^c.

Gur trie mi air mo gbluasad,

'N am cuimhneach air na h-uairean,

An robh mi, a's tu cluaineas,

'S a ruith le cèumau luatha,

'S nauh pill iad tuille nuadh dhomh.
'5 i luaidh mo chagair^ ^c.

Chuala tu mar tha mi,

Gu'm bheil mo chridhe I gràdh dhut

;

Ni r do nàdu

A's tlonndaidh ann am bias rium,

'S na fag a chauidh am thraill mi.

'S i lunidh mo chagaii\ S^-c.

in theNote.—This deservedly popular air became kni

capital of Scotland only fifty or sixty years ago. " The
young Highland Rover" and another song, both by Burns,

are the only English words hitherto adapted to it.

—

M'Plteraon's Melodiesfrom the Gaelic.

AN GILLE DUCH CIAR-DHUBH.

Cha dirich mi brughach,

'S cha shiubhail mi mòinteacb,

Dh-thalbh mo ghuth cinn,

'S cha sheinn mi ùran.

Cha chaidil mi uair,

O luan gu domlinach,

•S an giUe dubh ciar-dhubh ;

Tighinn fo m' ùidh.

'S truagh nach robh mise,

'S an giUe dubh ciar-dhubh ;

An aodainn na beinue

Fo shileadh nan siantan ;

An lagan beag fàsaich,

Nan àitigin diamhair,

'S cha ghabh mi fear liath

'S e tigbina fo m' ùidb.

Dh-òlainn deoch-slaint',

Aghilledhuibh chiar-dhuihh

Do dh-uisgc nan Ion,

Cho deònach 's ge b' fbion e,

Ged tha mi gun or,

Tha ni 's leor tigh'n' d'am iarraidh,

'S cha ghabh mi fear liath

'S e tighinn fo ra' ùidh.

Mo ghille dubh bt.idheach,

Gegòrach le each thu;

Dheanainn do phòsadh.

Gun deoin da mo chàirdean
;

Sbiubhlainn leat fada,

Feadh lagan a's fhàsach,

'S cha ghabh mi fear liath

'S tu tighinn fo m' ùidh.

Mo ghille dhubh laghach,

'S neo-raghainn leam t-f'bàgail,

Na 'in faicinn an cuideachd thu,

Thaghainn ro chàch thu ;

Ged' fhaicinn cùig mil'.

Air chiniit gur tu b' fbearr leam,

Cha ghabhainn fear liath

'S tu tighinn fo m' ùidh.

'S luaineach mo chadal,

Bho mhadainn di-ciadain,

'S bruaileanach m' aigneadh,

Mur furtaich thu chlall mi.

'S mi raoir air dhroch leabaidh,

Cha'n fhada gu liath mi,

'S an gille dubh ciar-dhubh,

Tighinn fo m' ilidb.

A'ofe.—This fine little song is attributed to a Highland

Sappho of the thirteenth century. Burns became so ena-

moured of it on hearing it sung by a lady, during his pere.

grination to the mountains, that he immediately wrote

verses to the air, and it then became known for the first

time to the English reader. 'J'o the same poet's taste we
are indebted for the beauties o{ simple melody, RnA to the

same lady's singing we owe the " Banks of the Devon,"

from "Banaracll dhonn a chruidlt," p. 127 See Buna's

Leilcrt.

CHUINNEAG A CHRUIDH.

Tha mulad mar ga m' sbàrach

Nach faigh mi dol do 'n airidh,

'S cha'n ihaod mi bhi ga ràite,

Air eagal each ga leughadh.

Mo chailiu griitn, meal-shttileach., diilth^

^S toigh Icainfhin cruinneag a chruidk.,

^Chailiìi ghrinn, mheal-shuileich^

Air m'/halluinn thug mi spiis dhut
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'S tu sealgiiir a's dirich amharc,

'S geal an aiogeal th' ann ad ghleus;

*S trie do luaidlie ghlas na siublial,

*S i gu fuilteach, guineacb, geiir.

Failtc dkut, ^c.

Bu tunàmh a chapiiilI-choÌUe,

'S a bhuic an doire nan stùc
;

Marbliaicb a bhiic ris a cbuinneil,

'S a choilich anns a cboille dhlù.

Failte dhut, §-c.

*S math thig sid air do ghiùlan

Flasg anns am bi fùdar gorm,

'S aireach learn nach d' rinn mi cùis riut,

Ged a bhiodh an t-ùmhladh orm !

Failte dhut, .^e.

Leat cha 'n iarrainn seumar cadai],

No rlàraidh leap' blii ri m' thaobh ;

B' annsa bhi le m' ghaol 'a le m aighear,

'N àros nan aighean 's nan laogh.

Failte dhut, Sfc.

Ma chaidh tu timiclieall air an rngha,

Bi'dh mi dubhacli as do dheigh
;

*S gus an cluinn mi thu 'bhi tighinn,

Gu'n robh gach slighe dhut reidh,

Failte dhiit^ ^-c.

HI-RI-HI 'S HO RA-ILL-O.

Hì-rì-rì 's ho ra-ill-ò,

Raill o hOf raill d,

Hì-ri-rì 's ho ra-ill o,

Mo nighean donn is bHdhcìie^

On tha mi fo mbulad air m'aineol,

Anns an tir nach faic mi cairìd,

Ruigidh mi nise mo leannan,

Gus am faigh mi coir oiiT^

Hi-ri ri, Sfc.

Bha' mi òg a measg nan Gall,

'S thug mi greis air t'eagh nam beann

'S ge lion'or te on d't'huair mi cainnt,

'S ann tha mi 'n geall air Mùraig.

HÌ-ri-ri^ Sfc.

Còmhdach cinn is àilte snuadh,

S e'n ordudh nan Ìoma' dual,

Gas an cuir iad mi 's an uaigb,

Cha loir mi fnath do Mhbraig.

tli-ri-ri, ^0.

Na h'Orain mhilis thig od bheuU

'S annsa' leam na ceol nan teud,

'S binne na smenrach air geig,

Nafuinii thig reidh bho Mhòralg.

Hi-ri-ri, cjl-c.

'S cliiitach, siomhalta, do bheus,

Aigne ciùin, 's e socrach, reidh

Gu seirceil, suairce, suitheamh, gleistp

Gnùis na feile Mòrag !

Hi-ri-ri, ^c.

B' annsa leam na ùr na spainte,

Do ghnùìs fhaicinn le fiamh gàire,

'S e sid a dh-fhag bruite m'àirnean,

Miad mo ghràidh do Mhùraig.

Hi-ri-ri, &fc.

'Nuair lionte 'n deoch a bhiodh blath,

Ma fheasgar 's na cupain bhìtn',

Ged dhuisgear sgainneal le ci'ieh,

Cha chluinnear cànran Mhòraig.

Hi- SfC,

'N uair chuirt an fhiodhal air ghlt-us,

Gu damhs air an ùrlar rcidh,

Bu dlù mo bheaehd air gach te,

'S mo chridhe leum gu Mòraig.

Hi-ri-ri, §-r.

Na glacadh tu nìse mo laimh,

Gu'n leiginn mulad ma làr,

Ghabhainn òran, a's dheanainn dan,

'S mo liimh gu'n tugainn pòg dhut.

Hi-ri-ri, §-c.

Nate—There are various sets of this popular song, we
cannot, indeed, say how many. Of these we think tins is

the best, and we are told it is the original. It was written

by the Kev. Charles Stewart, D.D., late minister of

Strathchur.

ORAN CUMHAIDH,

DO-DH- EACHUNN RUADH NAN C.VTH

A MHARBHADH LATHA INBHIR-CHEITEAN.

GuR h-oil leam an sgeul sin,

A dh-eisd mi di-dòmhnaich,

Gun bhi tuille il'a sheaticbas,

Ach an fhoill a' rinn Hòburn
;

Dh-fhàg iad deagh Mhac-'Illean

A cur a chatha na ònar,

'S tbeich iad fein troi cheile

Gun fhear-eilidh an òrdugh.

FaU il-an hu-U-an, hi-il-an Ò rò;

Fail il- an hu-il-an, hi-il-an h ro ;

Fail il-an kii-il-an, hi-il-an o ro ;

FaU il-an o ho : och nan och ! mar a ià sinn /
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Bu mbor bha dh-uireasbhuP làmh ort,
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Gu'r iomad bean uasal

A bba gruag air dbrocb càradb,

Ged nach db-f'huair iad de sgeula

Acb gu'n chreucbdadh 'sa bhlar thu.

Fail il-an, tjc.

Tba do phàiic air a duiiadb—

lonadlùcbairtuan Gael;

Gur deacair sud innseadh

Aig ro dhilUid do pbàirtidh
;

Tha chraobh a b'fhearr ùbblan

Air a rijsgadh an drast diu
;

Ocb ! a Mbaire mo dhiubbail

Chaidh am rtùr thar a ghàraidh !

Fail il-an^ ^-c.

Note.—This beautiful elegy was composed on the death

ol" Sir Hector Roy Maclean, second baronet of Duart and

IVIorven, who was killed in the battle of Inverkeithing,

28;h July, 1651. The author of the poem is unknown.

DO SHIR EACHUXN MAC MLLEAN DHUBHAIRT.*

LE IAIN MAC-'ILLEAN.

Dh' fhaibb air tburas fir Alb' uile,

'S iia dh-fbàg Lunnainn dùmbail,

'S e fa ar mulaid ceannard Mbuile,

Gu'm b'e a ohubiidb ionndrain,

ChuiinHcas uair tbu, linn Raoin- Iluairidh,

Cha tuga lucbd-fnatba piiic dbiot,

'S bu treun do gbeard gu dol do'n bhlar,

Ged dh-fbalbh ibu 'n dràsd le aon-fbear !

'S an UreòUaìnn tha air iomadh fa,

Fir h's mnài to chùram,

Mu'n ti a chaidh do Shasunn bbiiatn :

Ga 'm beil an uaiale ghìùlain,

'Ilia sinn na dheigb mar ian air geig,

Air chridb' am pein ga chiuradh,

Cba'ii nnchdar leinii aon gair air beul,

IVlur faigh sinn sgeul ni 's ùire.

'Nuair chaidh thu d' bbàta moch di-màirt,

Gu fhalbh bharr clàr do dbùthcha,

Gur truagh a bha gach toun air tràigb,

Ll' coltas cràidh a's tùrsa,

Chaidh gaoth air gbleus gu grad gu t-fheum,

Gu h-calamh, gleusda, sùrdail.

Gun feum air neart nan laoch bu leat,

Acb aon-fhear prop ga stiiiircadh.

Bu truagh' nad dheigb bha gruaim nan speur,

Gun an teas 'sa gbrein bu dii dh'i !

Gun Samhrftdh feiu nachùrsa buis,

Acb mar aimsir gbeur na dùlachd !

* This song was composed on Sir Hector M'Lean, fifth

baronet, when he went to France in 1721. He died at

Home, July, 1750.

Gun mheas air crann, gun fbeur ach gann,

Gun chuthag ann, no smùdan,

Gun sealg nam beann ri fbaotalnn ann,

'S gun damh sa* ghleann ^ni biiireadh !

Bha coille 's machair caomh ri Eachunn,

Thaobh gu'm bu ghasd am flùr e,

Mar ùmhlachd dhù fo bboiin a bhròg,

Bba feur nam fòd a' liibadb,

Na fhianais fein e grad a'g' eiridb,

Suas gu b-eutrom, driùicbdach,

'S b'e barail gheur gach neach da'm leir,

GuV fàlbh *n ad dbeigh bu run da !

Cha dù do 'n bbannrinn air aon aobbar,

'Uhi na nàmbaid dbuinne,

Gun seanachas dhanine rìamh ri fhaotainn,

Gur dream a dh-aom o'n' chrùn sinn,

Gun aoa aobbar—dba ri fbaotalnn,

Aig luchd-gaoil no diùmba—
Air falbb le aighear do'n Fhraiiig air bbaìdcaì,

B'e sud an aitbis shùl-ghorm.

'S mor an luidheachd thug thu bhuat,

Air son na fhuaìr thu cbùirt air,

Cinneadh greadhnach, feachdail, meadliracb,

Fearann saor, a's dùthaich,

All t-anana fein bha staigh a'd chre,

Chaidh sin na cbeudan cùntart,

Do shliucbd fo fbuatb 's am leat bu chruaidh,

'S nach robb e'n dual no 'n du dhut.

An talla chomhnuidh 'n robb a sbeursa,

Riamb gu ceùlmbor, mùirneach,

An earradh broin cha'n aoibhneas do,

Fo fhuaim nan stop aig dii-Ghaill
;

'Nuair fhuair e steach e leum e'n aiteas
;

Air leis gu m* chaisteal ùr e,

Bha clach chinn-snait' air caochladh dreaclif

Cbo geal ri sneachd ri aon-uair.'*

Tha 'n ti rinn ceann dibb air an ranns\

Gu trie fo ainneart spùilidb :

—

'Nuair chi e'n t-am ga'r cuir a nail,

Gun bheud, gun chall, gun cbunnaril,

Bi'db sibb air s<tgh, air cuirm, 's air ceùl
;

Air blaths gu leoir, 's air sùgradh,

'S gheibb sibb gu ceart bhur coir air ais,

'8 dion a dh' aindeoin cCiise.

'Na'n abradh neacb nach eil so ceart,

Cha'n iarrain dad bu mho dba,

No teachd fo chall mar tha sinn ann.

Gun righ, gun cheann, gun dùthaich,

Ach chi mi 'ghnà gur fior an rait,

'S gur bristeadh àithn' bho thus e :

—

" Gu'r beag mar chràdb le fear tha slàn,

A chnead tha nàbaidh bùirich."

* This stanza has referenc

stoiy, of which we freely conj

e wild superstitious
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AN LAIR DHONN.

TuA mise fo ghruaim,

*S gun mi ''ii caidriill) a chuaìii,

Cha chaidil mi uair air choir.

Tha mise fo ghruaim. &c-

Ge socrach mo ghleus,

Air capull na leum,

Cha chaisgear learn m' fheum le treòir.

Loth philleagach, bhreun,

Fo phillin 's fo shrein,

Aon ghille na deigh bu l^d
;

Cha tugadh i ceum,

Aeh duine 's i-fein,

'S gu'u cuireadh i feum air Ion.

Na 'n gabhaidh i sgios,

'S e b' fheudar dol sios,

'S a treigainn ge b' fhiamh an tòir
;

Chab'ionnan'sraolàir,

Air linne nam bare,

BiMh giilean a ghna cuir bbòd.

lubhrach shocrach a chuain

Dha 'n cliù toiseach dol suas,

'S croinn dhosrach nam buadh fo sheùl,

Air bharrabh nan stuadh,

'Cuir daraich na luaths,

'S buill tharuinn nan dual 'n am dhùrii.

'S i b' aighirich oeum,

Dha 'm faca mi-teiii,

'S cha chuireadh i feum air Ion
;

Cha 'n iarradh i moll,

No fodar, no pronn,

Ach sodradh nan tonn fo 'sri^in.

Reubadh mara le sjjrd

Fo bheul sgair agus sùigh,

Deis a barradh gu dlù le òrd
;

Ruith chiiip air a clùr,

'S 1 druite fo shàl,

'S bu chruit leam a gàir fo sheòl.

Be sud ra' alghear 'a mo mhianii,

Ged ghlasaich mo chiabh,

'S cha shlat agus srian a'm' dhorn
;

Ged thigeadh an ruaig,

Le caitheamh a chuain,

Cha laidheadh oirn fuachd no leòn.

Fhir a dh'im'cheas an lar,

Bho nach cinnteach mo thriall,

Ei 'g inuse gur bliadhn' gach lò ;

'S heir an t-soraidh so null,

Air fad oir thir an fhuinn,

Far am faighte na suinn a 'g òl.

Gu Innis an fheidh,

Gu eirir an eisg,

Far nach diolar leam feich air Ion ;

Gu eilein nan tonn,

Nam ban alluinn 's nan sonn

liu mhileanta fonn mu bhòrd.

Gu comunn mo ruin,

Nach cromadh an t-shuil,

*N am trumachadh dhuinn air pbit;

'S ainn gun àrdau gun stri,

Gun aireamli air nì

'Cuir sàradh am fion 'a ga ol.

Note.—The author of this piece wasMr Murdoch M'Kenzie
of Aicheldy, in Koss.shire, a gentleman of higli respecta-

bility. In the early part of his life he resided in the island

of Lewis, occasionally going to sea, in a vessel of liis own.

Afterwards he became a cattle-dealer on an exteneive

scale, purchasing among the tenantry of that island, and

exposing them for sale in the English market. He
happened to be In England with a drove of cattle, and not

getting immediate sale, he was compelled to remain a
considerable time. Being thus wholly unoccupied, lie

hired a gig in which hetonk sliort excursions through the

adjacent country, and it was when thus employed that he
composed bis " Lair Dhimn" The air is by himself. He
composed several other pieces of merit.

lORRAM* DO SHEUMAS BEATON.

lARr-ODHA DO 'N OLLA MHUILEACH.

He ho lid Ò,

He ho ro ho iiàilihk ;

He hu hd Ò.

'S e mo rùnsa Seumas :

He ho lal 0, 4-c.

Fear a bheus a b'àil' leam :

He ho lal o, ^c.

Beatonach gun amharus:

He ho lal o, ^c.

* This kind of composition is not used by any of our
modern poets. Various pieces of this eort are in our
possession, but they are generally of little poetic merit,

though the airs are sometimes cheering and melodious if

well sung. We shall only give the tollowing as a specimen
of the whole ofthe ancient " lorrams."



Leaiiach cha''n àicbeam :

He ho lot 0, ^c.

Cha b iugnadb leam idir e ;

He ho lal 0, ^c.

*N duine ud a bhi stàtail :

He ho lal 0, 4-c.

Car' an olla IMhuileach thu,

He ho lal o, c^c

Fhuair urram 's na bliiraibh

He ho lal o, S^c.

Thainig fios o'li Righ ort

;

He ho lal o, ^c.

* Dh-innseadh gu'ii robh 'm bàs air ;

He lal ho o, c^c.

Cba robh feum nan carrachd dhaibb,

Heholalo.^c.

A d' mhealladh* cha robh stà dhaibb,

He ho lal o, ^c.

Na'n tachra' tu 'n glacaig orm,

He ho lal 6, .5r.

Mheallainn thu do'n fhàsach,

He ho lal o, S^c.

Chàrainn fèin mo phlaide fodhad,

He ho lal 0, 6;c.

'N taigh'Coimhead na h-àiridh.

He ho lal 0, <|r.

* The Beatons were a race of hereditary physicians who
lived in Mull from the time of the Druids. Allusion,

however, is liere made to a time when one of the Scottish

monarchs being dangerously ill, and hearing of Beaton's

fame, sent for him as the forlorn hope,—the court doctors

having prunounced their Royal patient incurable. 'I'he

physicians in attendance, jealous of our rural .^culapius,

or, at least, anxious to put his skill to the test, brought
him, with great pomp and formality, cow-urine instead of

that of his Majesty, averring that its colour indicated the

desperation of the ailment. Beaton at once detected the

fraud, saying, "Ìfit behls Majesty'surine, itsinellsstrongly

of the byre ; and if you. gentlemen, open him up, you will

find he is with calf !" but upon seeing the proper fluid, lie

undertook the case, and was successful in eH'ccting a speedy

restoration of his Majesty's health.

Many anecdotes have orally come down to us as illus-

trative of the Beatons* skill. One of these we may
give in corroboration.—Sailing along the coast of Mull on
a calm summer evening, the song of a milk.maid floated

softly on the breeze and arrested the attention of the boat-

men. "Is not that a charming voice?" remarked one of the

party to Dr Beaton.—"5 breagh^ an gufh nir vachdar
iosgainn e !" was the mysterious and significant reply.

—

i.e. A very fine voice for one who has swallowed a frog

!

It subsequently turned out that the young woman whose
melody had charmed our navigators, had actuallyswallow.

ed the amphibious animal ; and, although it did not then

annoy her, it soon assumed an alarming aspect, and had
almost terminated in her death. We give one other

anecdote:

—

i

Beaton was once sent for by a gentleman at Aros, who '

had been lung indisposed, and was attended by two emi- I

ORAN LE FORSAIR CHOIR' AN T-SI.

Cha be lùchan a chratain,

'So dhùisg mi sa' madainn,

Ach caumhneach' fir chabair na cròìc.

Gu'm beil m' inntinn cho deacair,

Ri fear sgith 's e n deigh astair,

Rhiodb air mhi-gleus gun leabaidh na choir.

'Sann air ciil choir chreachainn,

So dhiult thu dhomh lasadh.

Air ùldaiche cabrach nan croc.

Tha corr a's ochd bliadhna deug,

Uho'n chaidh siiiii 'n carabh a cheile,

'S cha d' riun thu riamh eacoir bu mho.

I3ha'n spor bhearnach, gheur, tliana.

Am beil-snaip air deagh theannadh,

Ge do dhiult thu dhomh atngeal ri òrd.

Na 'n tugadh tu aingea),

Chuirinn cunnart air anam,

Ge d' chaillinn ris gearran 'sa' mbòd.

nent physicians. The worthy brace of health-restorers

retired as Beaton entered the chamber of sickness, and
after a few preliminary questions, he examined the

patient's body, exudations, &c. He soon ascertained that

the chieftain's complaint arose from aboil on the stomach,

and forthwith bethought him how to effect a cure. His
knowledge of the human system, and the laws that regulate

it, enabled him to foresee that some violent exertion of the

lungs would probably have the desired efft-ct ; in short, be
put his brains to work to try how he could make the sick

man l.iugh. Beatoti, in the presence of his patient, dis.

charged his excrements on a shovel, and then brandered

it with culinary skill and care until it was sufficiently dry
to be reduced to powder. This ludicrous prepara-

tion was then made up in a paper i)arcel, and left half

open on a table beside the astonished patient. Without
giving any prescription of a dietary or medicinal nature,

he took his leave, promising, however, that he would re-

visit the chieftain on the following day. Hewas no sooner

gone than the other doctors returned to the object of their

solicitude, anxious to ascertain the result of his interview

with Beaton. The patient told them that he had received

no advice from their rustic brother, but that he had
left a powder there on the table, not deigning, however,
to give any instructions as to how or when it was to be
used. The medical gentlemen were roused to the highest

pitch of curiosity to analyze the powder. What could it

be ?— It was brown and quite dry. Yielding to the curio-

sity of the moment, tliey smelt the iimple— it was per,

fectly innocuous ; each took his forefinger and thumb, and
seizing a goodly quantity of it, they tasted anri -swallowed

the pulverized excrements of their friend! The patient

knew the history of the preparation—he saw, shook, and
burst into an immoderate fit of laughter It was enough ;

the boil burst, and the chieftain vomited a quantity of

corrupt matter. A few days after, and the gentleman was
foremost in the chase; and Beaton universally lauded as

a man of shrewdness, skill, and penetration.
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Leig mi ruith chrios mo bhreacain,

Gus do rùisg air mo cliasan,

Mu*n cluinneadh tu tai'traich mo bhròg.

Bha mi ^g ealadh mar dh-fbodainn,

Del an aghaidh na gaoithe,

Mu*n gabhadh tusraonadh ad shròin.

'Siir diuirtear na maise,

(Chuir e liib air gu m' fhaicinn,)

Ga m bu dùtbcbas bbi 'n creachainn an fbeoir.

'Nuair tbog tbu do cheann rium,

Cha robh ' thrùp aig na Frangaich,

Na chuireadh a deann ud gad cbòir.

Gua an cluinn na gu 'm faic mi,

Tuill ùr ann do dheacaid,

Bì mi t-ìavraidh car seachduin na dhò.

Bi mi gabbail do sgeula,

Ciode n' t-iùil nan taobh theid thu,

Mhic an fhir ga'm bi 'n fheile ro mbòr.

!\Ibic an fhir a ni 'm bùirean,

'S ga'm bi n anail as cùìridh,

*S trie a chuir mi do lùireach 's an stop.

*S a chuid eile de'n chùineadh,

Dhol a cheannach an fhùdair,

Spàirt dheth ga shùdhadh am sbròin.

Hu tu mislean nan uaislean,

'N robli misneach le cruadal.

Air an dh-fhas na h-airm uallach gun sptirs.

Note.—FoJtskin Cboirb'-an-t-ShI, the author of this

song, lived near Kilmuii, a hundred and fifty years ago.

His real name was John White; he composed several

songs, some of which are in our possession, but our limits

will not permit us to insert them here.

lORRAM NA TRUAIGHE

DO THIGHEARNA CHILL-DUINN.

LE SACHAIRI MAC-ALLAIDH.

GuR Ì iorramna truaighe,

Tha mise 's an uair so a seinn :

Gur e mheadaich droch shnuagb orm,

'S a laghdaich a ghruag bharr mo chinn,

A liuthad sgaradh a fhuair mi,

'O *n ià b' aithne dhomh gluasad leam i'hii

Ach so 'n t-aon bheum 's cruaidhe,

Chuir an saogbal air uachdar ri m'' linn.

Gur bochd m' ur-sgeul ri leugbadh,

Ge be dheanadh rium eisteaclid an dràsd,

Tha mo chridhe ga reubadh,

O 'n la chuala* mi sgeula do bhàis^

Gu'm beil m' inntinn ro bhruite,

'S trie snithe mo sbuilean gu làr,

lìho 'n la dh-fhalaicb an ùir thu,

Fhir bu fhlathaile gnùis am measg chàicb.

Measg chàich bu tu 'chuideacbd,

Air mo laimh cha bu sgrubaire bùird,

Ann an tuigse 's an reusan,

Cha do dh-fhidrich mi fein ort ach cliù,

Ann an ath-truus ri d' dhaoìne,

'Nuair chidhe' tu baoghal ri 'n cùl,

Gur tu b' urainn da 'n tearnadh,

Fhir bu tairise blà-sealladh sùl.

Suil bu ghuirme na 'n dearcag,

Fo aghaidh ghlat>j ghasta, chùìl rèidh,

Gruaidh dhearg mar na caorann,

Slios bu gile na faoilinn nan speur
;

jNIeoir bu griiine gu sgriobhadh,

Litir bhàn bu glan sgrlob 'o d' pheann geur;

Nochd gur tùrsach tha m' inntinn,

Air thus domh bbi g' innseadh do bhcus.

Beus a b' ainneamh ri fhaotainn,

Measg clanna nan daoin' anns an t'honn,

Le d' chiall chunabhalach, socrach,

Cha bu leir dhomh aon lochd a bha 'd chòm
;

'S e thoU mo chridhe gu beachdaidh,

Gun thu thigbinn air t-ais oiin le fonn,

Ceannard m' oil agus m' aigheir,

Fo na bòrdaibh na laidhe gu trom.

Bhuainn gu 'n tug iad a nis thu,

Gu là-luain mo shuil silteacb gad' chaoidh,

Gur e fuaigheal do chiste,

Càs bu cruaidhe 'n robh mise na 'm bi,

Ge bu chruaidh b' fheudar fbulang,

Ochoin ! tha mo bhunadh da in dhitfa.

Mo cheol, m' òl, agus m' aighear,

Fo Da bordaibh na laidhe 's an I.^

Air an I ann san t-seapall,

Tha 'n ti bu mhòr ceist air an dàimh,

'S tu nach treigeadh am feasd iad,

Fhad sa dh-fhaudadh tu 'n teasraìgìnn slàn,

'S bochd team gaoir do dbauln' uaisle,

^S iad mur chaoirich gun bhuachaÌU aìr blàr,

A Rìgh ghaolaich ! gabh truasdiù,

Nois 'o thug an t-Aog 'uath thu gun d:iil.

Dàil cha *n iarainn a nis,

Ach bhi triall chum do lice mo mhiann,

Dol a dh-iunnsaidh na cathrach,

'Chuir cùram an eallaich so dhlora,

'S beag mo speis dhiot a shaogbail,

Na 'n creideadh na daoine gur tior;

—

Tha sior ghiiilain a piieucaidh,

Choisinn sgiùrsadh le masladh do Chriosd'.

* A burial place in the island of Lewis, near Stornowa;
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Ach a Chriosd tlia sa' chathair,

Air (leas lairali an atliar gu buan,

An (liugh 's !eir dhut mo dhoran,

'S mi 11 deigii cloidheaii an doriiis thoirt uara»

Fhir thug maois as an Kiphid,

*S a sgoilt na cl.^r reidh dha mhuir ruadh,

Fhir a chum mi 'sa dheilbh mi^

So an lorrum a sheirm mi gu truagh !

Note.—Sachairiy or Zachary Macaulay, the author of this

elegy, was born in the island of Lewis, in the beginiiing

of the eighteenth century. He was the son of an Kpisco-

palian clergyman and lilierally educated, 'ihe subject of

this piece was M'Keiizie, the last laird of Kildun, whose
widow lady kindly entertained Prince Charles when in

Lewis* (not"7Vg'Af(3r/i//5ain/," as erroneously stated in the

Inverness and other Collections. The last of the lairds of

Assaint hadbeen dead some time before our poet was born]

.

This Tig/iearmt Chill-Dztinn, was a gentleman of literary

and poetical taste ; he was a relative and great companion
of our author. It is said that Macaulay grew melancholy
after his death, though in his youth he was somcwh.it

loose, and wrote some wanton pieces, clever enough in

their way. The most celebrated of these was the " Giiog-

rnm.chas," the air of which was a favourite with Burns,
as appears from one of his letters to 'I'homson.

ORAN GAOIL.

LEIS A BHARD CHIANDA.

FoNN—" TVia mo Ìeannan airfas rium artgruaim."

Tha mo cbridhe mar chuaintean,

Air beil mulad, a's brnaillean asnàmh,

Gur h-e trom-cbeist mo leannain

Mo throm gbalar a's m'euslaint a ghnà,

Tha mo sbuilean gu silteach,

Mo dheòir 'tuiteara mar uisge gu làr,

Tha liunn-dubh air mo bbuaircadh,

Rinn mo cbaidridh thoirt l)huan 's mo pbràmh.

Mn'nrìbhinn òig àluinn,

Bann-rìgb na h-niP mbnà ta fo 'n gbrein,

Ann an deasachd 's an eolas,

Ann an tuigse 's *m fòghlum 's an cèiU,

Ann an geamnacbd *s am inialtachd,

Ann am baiiidearh gun mhì-ruin, gun end,

Gradh neo-chionntach, diambair,

Neo-lochdach, gun ghiamh, *s gun bhend.

• " While they were at lady Kildun's they killed a row
for which the Prince would have paid, but she at first re

fused till the Prince insisted upon it. When they leftthi

place they took some of the cow with them, two peck

of meal, and plenty of brandy and sugar, and at parting

ladv Kildun gave Edward Burk a lump of butler."— .<5-

canius, p. 134, Stirling. 1B02.

Ge b' leam ughdarachd Alleln,*

Ur-labbradh gach sgoile t^

Bu ro bheag leam mo c\

Air do dheauamh-sa follai

r.

Acli àth ;

'S mor gur fearr a bhi bait air an t-snàmh,

Bbo 'n a's onair 'n nach mulad,

Leam do mholadh bho d' mhuUach gu d' shàìl.

Dh-fhàs air ragba nan òg-bban,

CÙ1 sgiainbach, fait cornach nan cuach,

Ciamhach, cam-lubach, caslarh,

Sgiarabach, amalagach, dreacli-hluii', gacti dual,

Barr gasta cbùil or-bhui,

Mar (ihreacb theudan as ceol-mbòire fiiaira,

B' eibhlnn Chaicinn ga reiteach,

'S fiamh laiste na grein' rau do chluais.

Fuaim ùrgbain na fidble,

Ceol toragliain nam piob a's nan tend,

Cha do sheinneadh an si-libruth,

Ceol a's binne no piopan do chleibb,

Gaoth mar lusan na t'ritbc,

Tigh'nn bho uinneagan mine do bhòil.

Bilean blàth-bhriathracb, àluinn,

Aig an ribhinn a's cnaitnh-gtiile dcud.

'S ceart cho geal tha do bhràgad,

Ri canach no tra-shneach air geig,

'S corrach min na tuilichean

Dh-fhàs na mulain air mullach do chleibh,

Bàsan rionalta, bàna,

Meoir ghrinn-chaol ga'm àbhaist cuir glacis,

Airseudan le òr-shnath,

Dealbh iomhaigb gach euin a's g:u-h geig.

'Nam biodh na h-urad aig each ort,

'Sa hh' agamsa ghràdh air do ne'iil,

Cba bu ràfart no mearachd,

Leo mi labhairt mo bhaireil a's mo ghlòir,

Ach iia'n creideadb iad firinn,

Cha treiginn air mhiltean thu 'n or,

No air airgead nan Innsean,

Do bheadradh, do dhisleachd, 's do phòg.

Ri'dh mi nisa'co-dbiinadh,

Agus cuiream ri tùrsa gu bràt-b,

Cha 'n eil sì-shàimh nam aigneadh,

O'n nach meal mi do cbaidridh 's do ghrùdh :

Bho'n a thug thu Ian fbnath dhomh,

Gus an teid mi ""san uaigh leis a bhas,

Bi'dh ma chridbe mar chuaintean,

Air bi mulad' a's bruaillean a snìimh !

Note.—ThU song is a lament for the loss of the pnrfs

sweetheart, a coy maiden to whom he was attached, hut

who preferred and married another. It is questionable,

however, whether he was altogether ko ofjeved about Ihc

circum^tance as he would have us to su])pose.

i • Allan Ramsay, the poet.
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COiMHRADH, MAR GU'M B'ANN

EADAR DITHIS NIGHEAN MHIC-DHOMUNUILL DUIBH,

LE IAIN MAC-'ILLEAN.

Air fonn—^'Tha'nòidhche <cf,d 7

Thuirt Mairearad nigh'n' DòinhiiulU,

*S i tòiseachailh gu cìùiii,

A phiuthar, ciod an t-òrdugh?

A nis m'an deònach thu :

Mas ionnan dhut 's dhùmhsa,

Br t-!>igli, a's gheibh thu cliù
;

'S na iarr dhut fein do shùlas,

Ach pòsadh ris an ùir !

Sin 'nuair labhair Marsaili,

'S bu taitneach learn a glòir ;

A phuithar 's beag mo r.hiataidh,

Do bhriathran sin do bheoil

;

Gu'm b'fhearr leam a bhi macnus,

Ki mhac sin Eachuinn uig,

Na bhi cràbhadh mar ri sagart,

Agus paidearan na^m' dhùrn.

Ochan ! 's bochd an fhaoisid sin,

A phiuthar, ghaolach, og,

T'aonta tholrt do'n tshaoghal,

'S nach bi thu daonnan beò ;

Gur h-e gniomh a b' fhoghaiiitlch,

Do leabhar a bhi d' dhnrn,

Na bhi falbh an gleanntan tasalcb,

Gun sàllm, ach bàìrich bhò.

Air eagal t-fheirg' na t-ardain,

Bi'dh m' aicheadh dhut gu mall,

Gur truagh na smaointeari dh-thas anna

'S gun t-àrach a measg Ghall
;

Gabh fein sgeoil an easpulg,

Fhuair ar creidimhne na cheann,

*Fhiachain nach sean ùrdugh,

Am pòsadh a bhi ann

Tha iomadh ni ga chleachdadh,

Le lagh eaglais anns gach alt,

Ach faigh-sa dhomh-sa 'm Bioball :

*S e freamh gach firinn e
;

'S fearr pnsadh, ge be thogradh e,

No losgadh, cùis a chràigh !

Ach ge be nach dean aon chuid diù,

Gur ciunteach gur h-e 's fearr

B* fhearr leam a bhi caiteanach,

Le taitneas, a's le st^^
;

*S a bhi gu beartach, mearracasach

Le airgead a's le br.

Bhi gu rimheach, fasanta,

Le pasmunn a's le srM ;

Na bhi seargadh an taigh-cràbhaidii,

Gun tìù a ghàir', ach brùn.

A bharail a th' aig each ort,

'S e aobhar nair as mo,

Gur h-e rud ' chum bho chr.-ibhadh thi

Uo mhiad do ghraidh air pòig,

Na biodh tu air t-ùrnaigh mosglaite,

'S tu trodan ris an fheoil,

Gur deibhinn leam gu'n coisneadh tu.

An riogbachd 's mugha glòir.

An rud ud their na càirdean,

Ciod e 'm fàth dhuinn bbi de 'n run,

Gu feairrde bean air bheusaichid,

A ceile fein ri glùn
;

An te nach ith am follais rud,

An connaltradh no'n cùirt,

Cha chreid na daoine glice,

Nach ith i cuid an cùil.

Gur bochd na smaointean aignidh,

Aig mnaoi agaladh do bheil ;

Ge h-ioma neach tha'n càirdeas,

Cha*n ionnan nàdur 'a beus
;

Bi'dh barail aig a phòitear,

Bhios ng i)l gach uair ga m' feud,

Gum bi gach neach an gràdh.

Air an dibh laidir mar e-fein.

B* fhearr leam a bhi daonachdach,

Ri feumanaich do gbnà
;

No bhi gu faoilteach, furanach,

Ro' gach duin ad dhàimh ;

Bho'n 's e 'm beus bu trie a bh'aig,

Gach mnaoi bu ghlic do mhnai,

Na bhi air mo ghlun ag eadargbuidh,

Ri Peadar no ri Pal.

An t-àite taisge diamhair,

'S am beil t-ulaidh agus t-ùr.

Gun ann ach spòrsa phigidhean,

'S bristear Ìad gu foil,

Far am beil mo thasgaidh-sa,

Tha glasan air do-Ieòint'
;

Gum beil mo Stiùbhart saibbir,

*S bheir a làidheal domh mo llri

Bha gach bean bho*n tainig mi,

Gle stàthaii anns gach.euchd,

'S bu luchd a thabhairt dàlach iad,

Do neach air bilh am feum,

Bu mhiosail ann an nàisirm lad,

'S nàire 'm miadh do ghleidh ;

*S cha'n iarrainn fèin do dn-àìllea».

Ach a bhi mar bha iad fein.

2i>
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Gur deacair dhomhsa ràìtinn,

'Nach nàduiach do bheus

;

Mar a bha na càirdean,

Gur stàthail bhi da'n reir
;

Gluais thusa mar b'àbhaist,

Feiich an taitin e riut fein,

*S cha toill mise mòraii diùmaidh,

Chionu dol vi ùin' ad dheigh.

Note.—John Maclean, the author of this song and an-

other excellent one at page 389, compfised on Sir Hector
Maclean's leaving his country and going to France in

1721, was a celebrated bard in the island oC Mull. He died

about the year 1760. When Dr Johnson and Boswell

visited that island in 1773, they heard these songs sung by
a lady. Boswell observes that " all the company who un-
derstood the (iaelic were charmed with the verses,"-^

BosweWs Journai, p. 392.

DO NIGHEAN FJIIR NA COMRAICH.

LE UILLEAM MAC-CHOINNICH.

'S ciANAiL in' aigne hho na mhadainn,

Ghabh mi cead de "n ribhinii

;

TÌ cho taitrieach riut cha'n fliaic mi

Ann an dreach no fiambachd,

Bu thrian de m* lùii do bhriathrati beoil,

A leaclid mar cheol a si-bhrntl»
;

'S i 'n t-sheirc a ta na d' bhràgad ban,

A tliaìs^ mo gbradh gu diomhair.

Ciorhan corracb, lionta, soluls,

Air do bhroilleaoh reidh-ghlan
;

Do sheaiig-sblios fallain mar an eala,

Nit mar rhanarh sleibhe.

Bas ionmhiiinn, caoin nan geala, mhenr caol,

A' dealbli nan craobh air peurlainn
;

'S tu fialaidh, g!ic
—

's do chiall gun tig,

Air diomhaireachd nan reulltan.

Do bhralghe glè-gheal mar gbath greine,

T'aghaidh reidh ghlan mhodhar
;

Siiinnailt t-eugais 's tearc rì fheutuinn,

Gur tu reull nan òighean.

Gur badilacli, dualach, cas-bhuì', cuachach,

T'fhalt ma'n cuairt an ordugh ;

S ann tha gach ciabh mar fhain air sniamb,

'S gach aon air fiamh an h\v dhiubh.

'Nighean aingil nan rosg malla,

'S nan gruaidh glana, nhrach ;

Da slmil ghorm, mheallach, fo'd chaol-mhala,

'8 gach aon a' mhealladh gràìdh dhiubh.

Tha raais"* ad gnùia, gun easbhnidh mìiirn

Beul meachair, ciùin, ni màran,

Do bliriodal caomh, 's do loinn maraoii.

A rinn mo ghaol-aa thàradh.

Corp seambaidh ban, cho-Iionas gradh

Gach ti a tharadh iùil ort
;

^S ann tha do shnuagh, toirt barr air sluagh,

'S tu 'n ainnir shuairce, chliutaoh.

Do dheas chalpannan ro dhealbhach,

Gu'n bhi meanbh, no dùmhail;

Troighchruinn,chomhnard,dh-Jbalbhasmodhi

Nach dean feoirn' a lùbadh,

Cho glan is tu *s neo shoilleir dhuinn,

'S mar ghealach thii 'n tùs cìridh ;

Beul tana, niuint* a's aiiail cliubhraidh,

'S siunnailt tbu do Bhenvs.

'S e cbriin do thlachd deud ùr mar ohaiK-,

Air dlùihadh ceait ri cheile;

O'n tig an t-òraii eatrom, cfol-mhor,

Alar an smeòrach chèitean.

Bho Fhlath nan dul, tùs rath' nuiuir tlm,

Bhi modhaii, ciuin gun ardan ;

Tha iochd. a's cliù, a's h)inn, as mùirn.

Air glaodliadh dlù' ri d' nadur.

^S tu air do bbuain a freamh nam buagb,

De 'n treun-t'hutl uasail, statoil ;

Thu fiaUiidh, pailt. an giiiomh, 'a an tiaclid

'S do chiall co-streup ri t-àillteachd.

Mi cìan o d' chaidridh, 's buan dhomh fJiiinli.l.

Dh-t'hag sud m' aigne pianail
;

Osnaicli do ghnà, gun fhois, gun tiimh,

A fhrois gach blàth dheth m' fhion-fhuil.

'S 6 bhrosnaich deoir 's a chlaoidh mo tlneuir

An ribhinn òg so thriall bh'uainn
;

'S tu 's troin a dh-fhàg mi, òigh mo ghritidh,

Le d' bhròn ata mi cianail.

2C<3/c.—William Mackenzie the author of this beautiful

song, was the son of a respectable tacksman at Lot hcu idm,

Ross-shire. He lived about the middle of the last cer.tury,

and was one of three brothers who were all poets. 'Jhis

song was composed on a beautiful young lady. Miss IMac-

kciizie of ApplecroES. After she departed from his father's

house on her way home, William and his brother Alex-

ander accompanied her part of the way, and the song was

made on their return. When he repeated it tohisbriilher,

Alexander said lie could make a belter song himself, and

would allow his father (o judge wliich of the two were

best. He t!;cn composed Ant-Ailleanan * Alexander died

soon afterwards, and then William composed that admi-

rable elegy on his death, \vhich is imequalled in tenderness

and pathos by the most celebrated of the Keltic barda.

* SoitAiDB slan do'n aillcaf^an,

Gur barraicht' ami an ailleaclid tliii,

'B gur lan-mhaiseach do loinn,

Thug thu barr air

Ann an dreach 's

DIt-fhag nadur

lai na h-AlbanHt
n dealbit 's an fig^'ii'^

sdhut,
Gach buaidb dhtu snd os-rr

>e dana dhomb ri raite Bin,

Z\*o mar 's pun d' rinneadh bannrigh dbiot>

Ouu ardau no gne phroii,
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CUMHA' ALASDAIR DHUINN

LE BHBATHAIR.

UILLEAM MAC-CHOINTaCH CUIANDA.

'S TROM an luchd so th'air m'inntino,

Agus m'uirsgcul ri innse gur truagh,

Thriall mo shùgradh 's mo mhàran,

Lion tùrsa ^i a àite mi *s gruaiin,

Tha mo clioill air a raaoladh,

'S ni soilleir a shaoil air mo ghruaidh,
"*$ tearc mo shochair ri fhaotainu,

O'u la ghlacadh le Aog tliu oho luath.

'S ami a chiad làtha ''n earrach,

Bhuait an t-eug mi a spealadair lom,

Bhrist air ùbhlati mo ghàraidh,

Leag e m** abhull to bhlà thar a bhonn,

Rium-sa blininn e neo-Charasd,

'Nuair thug e leis Alasdair donn,

Mo chruas ìomairt 's mo chearrachd,

*S truaigh dhCiinne nach tearuinn siun bonn.

*S e bhi d' charadh air eisleig,

Rinn mo chràladh fo asnaich mo chleibh,

Chuir mo chri as a chochull,

Chor 's nach suidhich è socrach na dhèidh

Gur luaithe le bhuille,

Na mar ghlualseas an duilleach air geig,

Chaidh mo shliiinte gn raearan,

Cha 'n eil feum bhi' ga ghearan ri leigh.

A m
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Ann 's gach ceaird bha thu cosant,

Gil iieo-ardanach, foistinneach, ciùin,

I Ort ri ;iireamh bu deacair,

I
Clou an' càilcachd, am pearsa, no 'n cliù.

Shuidhiih t'inntinn air cheartas,

Air chiniitc, Ihir reachdair so dh-eug,

Leis gach neach bha thu taitneach,

loclidar, caomh-chàirdeach, ceart anns gach

Gu fial, furanach, nàrach
;

[ceum

Riamh mar churaidh iieo-sgàthach gun bheud,

Leoghunn fiorachail, tapaidh,

Teò-chridhach, iriseal, macant' am beus.

Thriall gach socair bha agam,

Chaidh mo chòmhiiaidh 's mo chadal an laoid,

Tha liunn-dubh agus airsneal,

Da m' tharuiiin gu li-abaidh am shlaod,

Ga m' shior ruagadh am shlapan,

Dh-aindeòin cniadail na tapadh ga m' faod,

Tha ma ghuahiinii gun tàice

On la bhuaileadh ort slacan an Aoig.

Chaidh mo shùgradh fo lithe,

Giir ciùirt' tlia mo chridhe am chdm,

Osnaich thiirsach da m' thcirbheirt,

Bias mo chiipain gur seirbh e iia'n dòmb,

Fhlr a chruthaich mi'n ceud uair,

'S a tha stii'iireadh nan reuU os ar ceann,

Orm furtaiih, 's cluinn fein mi,

S tog an luchd so th'air m'inntinn gu trom.

M A I R 1 D H O N N

THORRA-CHAISTEIL.*

LE COINNEACH MAC-CHONNICH.

L'.'INNEAG.

M/Mri dho?m, hhbidiieach, dhonn,

Mhàiri dhonn 's mor mo thlachd dhiol

;

Thogainnfonn gun bid trom^

Air nigh'n duinn 77iorra-CJiaisUil.

Gum ma sliin do'n mhaighdinn big,

Tha gu stòlda na cleachdadh ;

Tha gu fiosrach, tairis, tla,

Tha gu màranac.h, macanO

Mhairi dhonn^ Sfc.

'S gile na'ii sneachda do bhian,

'S fallain, sgiamhach, do phearsa
;

Gun thu cuidipamach, no caol,

Beathail, aotrom, gun ghaiseadh.

Mhairi dhonn, ^'C.

• There are gevoral places of tlie above name in t

Highlands, llic one refirreil to in tbis song is near Crei

Gbobhar in Lochbroom.

'S aim ort fein a dh-fhàs a ghruag,

Tha na dualaibli gu cleachdach

;

Clannaoh, dlii gheibh 1 cliù,

Miann gach sùl bhi 'ga faicino.

Mhairi dhonn, ijc.

Aghaidh fhlathasach gun sgraing,

'S e do shealltuinn tha taitneach
;

Snil chorrach fo mhala chaoii,

Gorm air aogais na dearcaig.

Mhairi dhonn^ ^'C.

'S glan an rutha tha na d' ghruaidh,

Bòidheach, snuadh-mhòr, gun ghaiseadh;

Tha thu eireachdail gu Icoir
;

Co tha beò nacli gabh tlachd dhiot?

Mhairi dhonn, ^c.

'S bcinn leam ccileirean do bheoil,

Gabhail òrain gu taitneach ;

Do ghilth mar smeòiaich sa' choill'

;

'S trie thu seinn aig a Chaistcal.

Mhairi dhonn, cjr.

Bha mi greis an deas 's an tuath,

A' measg ghruagaichean tlachd-mhlir ;

Ach te idir a thug barr,

Ort a Mhairi cha'n fhacas.

Mhairi dhonn, ^c.

Gu'm fhaic mis' thu aig fear òg,

Dha'm bi stt»ras, a's pailteas,

Spreidh a's fearann agus foiin,

'S chridhe conn-mhor gu'n airceas.

Mhairi dhonn, 4'C.

Bi'dh do thaigh agad le mùirn

Air mo cheanns' anns an fhasan,

Mu thig mi idir na choir,

Cha'n ann beò thèid mi-seachad.

Mhairi dhonn, 4*c.

Tha do chaiidean lionmhor, treun,

Dheanadh feum anns na baiteil

;

Friaealaich bho'n airde tuath,

'S math gu bualadh nan glas-lann.

Mhairi dhonn, ^c.

MAIRI GHREANNAU.
LEIS A BHAKD CHIANDA.

LUINNEAG.

O shaorainn, shaorainn, shaorainn i.

Air vi fhacalfUin gu'mfaodainn sin

;

'5 ged hhiodh cuid nach saoileadh e.

Gun saorainn Màiri Ghreannar.

Shaorainn fhein gun teagamh i,

Ged bha mi trie a' beadradb ri,

Nach d' iarr mi iii mi-dhleasannach,

'S nach fieagradh dhomh bhi cainnt air.

shaorainn, 4'C.
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Sgeul beag eile a dhearbhadh leatj

Gur sealgair sithne 'n garbhlach thu,

Le d' chuilliheir caol, nach dearmadach,

Air deiirg-ghreigh nan ceann eatrom.

r/io iiyìifodham^ ^c.

B* e sid an leoghann aigeannach,

—

'Nuair nochadh tu do bhaidealan

Lamh dhearg, a's long, as bradanan,

'Naair 'lasadh meanmna t'emiainn.

Tha tig'fifodham^ ^c.

Note —This pupular and cheerful song was composed on

the rising of Allan, the famous Captain of Clanrouald, in

1715. He was slain at Sherritfmuir, and the bards vied

with one another in lamenting his deuth. BoswclI,the

Liographer of Johnson, boasted that he could sing oMfr verse

of this ditty. He relates that" when Clanronald's servant

was found watching the bndy of his master the day after

the battle, one asked who that was? the servant replied,

' he was a man yesterday.'"

—

BoswelVs Journal, p. 35S.

ORAN ALLABAIN SUIRIDH.

LE PIOPAIRE FHIR GHLINN'-,\LLADA1U

LUINNEAG.

Tiiug mi Vi òidkche raoir sa 'n àiridh^

Thiuj mi *n òidhche raoir 'sa Vi àiridh^

Cìiaith mi 'n òidhche cridheil, caoimhitei/^

Mar rt maighdeannan na h-àiridh.

Mile marbhaisg air an t-sùiridh,

'S bochd le neach da 'n teid i ioinrall,

Fagaidh si inntinn fo Ìomaguinn,

Gluasad cbo simplidh ri raearlach.

Tiiug mi '7i, 4"C.

Oidhcbe dhomh 'a mi 'm bun na t^re,

'S mi goirid o bbeagan nionag,

'Smaointich mi gluasad os 'n iosal,

Nochdadh mo bhriodail le gràdb dhaibh.

Tiiug mi 'n, ^c.

'Nuair rainig mi taigh-an-Dùnain,

Bha chomhr ac* air a deagh dhiinadh,

'Sa db-aindeoin m' òlais a's mo thùir.

Gun tbòisicb na goid chuil ri rànaicb.

Thug mi 'n, ^c.

Labbair mo cbompanach runadi,

Dean stad a teuchaidh sinn cleaa ùr dh' i,

Faigb thusa botseag dheth 'n bbùrn,

'S faiiaidb nalùdagan sàmhach.

TJiug mi 'n, ^c.

Fhuair sinn staigh gun dad uamhainn,

'S bha sinn farasda n' ar gluasad,

Rainig sinn leabaidh nan gruagach,

'S chuir mi-fhin gu suairc mo lamb orr'.

77;«^ mi *«, ^c.

Thuirt i rium, na tig ni 'a faide,

*S leanabh te eile nam achlais,

Cha 'n ell rum agad fo ""n pblaide,

'S bi pilleadh dhachaigh mar thainig.

Thug mi '«, ^c.

Thuirt mise, na bi cho doichleach,

Fuirich gu si-mhalta, socracb,

Dad a mhi-mbodli dhut cha nochd mi,

Gus 'n eii'ich thu moch a maireach.

TJiug mi 'n, S^c.

Thuirt i, ma ta cuir dhiot t-aodacb,

Bheir mise nochd mo leath-taobh dhut,

Air eugal 's gu 'n dean thu m* auireadh,

'S cha 'n ann air son gaol do mhàrain.

Thug mi 'w, S^c.

Mu n' d' fhuair mi mi-fhin gu sociadi.

Ciod a rinn am pàist ach mos<;I:i(lh,

'S a nuair a gbrios mi e bbi tosdacb,

Tbeann e 'san droch-uair air rànalch !

Thug mi 'h, ^c.

Thuirt beati-an-taighe le dearras,

A chlann a chum mi am chaithris,

Ar leam gu 'm feumadh sibh anail

Gur siùbhlach ur teanga le Gàulig.

Thug mi '«, ^c.

Chuir a briatbran mi o thapadh,

£adar seorsa nàire 's gealtachd,

'S cha robb driuchd a bba tro 'm chraiceann,

Nach cuireadh cnag air an làr dheth.

Thug mi 'n, S,c.

Dh-eirich i ionunn 'sa bhi rùisgte,

'S theann i ri lasadh a chrùisgeen,

'S mu 'n d' fhosgail i ceart a sùileaii,

Bha mis air taobh cuil na fàrdaich.

Thug mi 'n, ^c.

Ach fhir tha fuireach 'sa bhaile,

Giulain mo shoraidh gu Anna,

'S iiinis d' i gu 'n d* d' rinneadh ealaidh,

Do n luchd-faire bh' air an àiridh.

Tiiug mi 'n òidhche raoir sa 'n àiridh^

Tiiug mi 'n lidhche raoir "sa "n àiridh^

Chaith mi 'n òidhche cridheil, cauduhneiìy

Mar ri maighdeannan na h-àiridh.

Nole.—This hearty song is the composition of John
M'fiilvrav. i.iper to the late Mr Macdonald. of Glen-

aladalf. MTiilvray composed several cillicr loci' ;-:eces of

no general intciest.
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ORAN SUGRADH.

LB ALASDAm OG THBIASLAIN.

HU k hilin orb ho rii UUn èiìe,

Hil Ù hilin ì>rì) ho r6 hilin Hie,

Hil Ù hilin òro ho r6 hilin eile,

'S a nighean donn an t-shiigraidh,

Mo dhkrachd bid reith 's lu.

Bha mi-theiii 's mo mhàthair,

Di-màirt ami sa'ii t-seòmar,

'S gu robli i rium a g' ràitinn—

" Nacli nil- rthut bhi gòracli,

A laidhe leis na cailcagan,

Gur amaideach an dòigh e,

'S cha pòs bean gu bràch thu,

'S a ghràisg' ud an tòir ort
!"

mi ii hilin, ijf.

Thuirt mi fhiii gu diblidli,

Gur cinnteach gu'm b' fhior sid,

S nach bu duine fir-glic,

Bha stri lis a ghniomh sin,

A cosg, a chuid le mi-chliu,

'S le mi-cheutaidh mhiannan,

Ach sguiridh mi ri'm bbiò dheth,

Ochoin ! '3 beg mo mhiaii air.

HU u hilin, (^c.

Sin 'nuair a thuirt mo mhàthair—
" O b'lheari- leam gu'm b'fhior sin,

Gu sguiieadh tu gu bràch dheth,

'S gu'm fasadh tu ciallach,

Ged as iomadh càineadh.

Is àithn thug mi riamh dhut,

'S ann leigeadh tu ma d' chluais iad,

Le buaireadh na 'm biasl ud."

Hil 11 hilin, cjc.

'S ioma' duine b'fhearr na mi,

Dh-fhàilig sa cheum sin,

Ministeirean, pàirt dhiù.

Air airde 's ga leubh iad,

A bhean an cual' thu 'm Papa'

llinn paist' ann sa Eiphid ;

Na 'n cuala tu High Dicibhidh,

Chaidli dan air Batseba.

Hil Ù hUin, 4x.

" Ministeir, na Pupa'

A dh-fhàilig sa ghniomh sin,

Olc no mhath a rinn iad,

Cha'n fhaighnichear dhiots' c,

'S b' fliearr dhut a bhi ceillidh,

Ri ceusadh do mhiannan,

'S ma rinn iadsan eacoir,

'S iad fhein a bheir dial ann.

Hil Ù hilin, ^c.

" Bu mhath an duinne Daibhidh,

Ged dh-fhàilig e 'n uair sin,

Bha e ciieasda, naomha,

•S bha gaol aig an t-sluagh air,

Cha chomharda' do 'n High sin.

Do mhisteireachd thruaillidh,

•Smi-loinnaigan t-saoghail,

A ghaolaich dheth d' ghluasad."

Hil Ù hilin, ^c.

A bhean an cual' thu Sola",

Bha morghalach, fir-gblic,

Dha 'n robh urram foghluim,

Eòlais, a's criandachd,

'Nuair phòs e seachd ceud bean,

'S ochd fichead-deug diù ilialain,

'S their thusa a bhean nach Ihiach

Fear a dh-iaras a sia dhiu,

Hil Ù hilin, 4'C.

" Bha'n duinne sin na shearmonaich,

Ainmail sa BhiobuU,

Nach dàna leam do sheanachas,

Cho dearbhta' ga dhitoadh,

Ciod e cho brais sa bbitheadh e,

Mu'n ruitheadh e air mile',

Cha b'fhearde an te ma dheireadh dhiu,

Gu deibhinn os a cinn e,

"

Hil Ù hilin, 4:c.

A bhean na 'm bithinns" ann,

Anns an am bha e-fein ami,

'S gu'm bithinn a clieart limh ris.

An ait an robh threud sa,

'Nuair bhitheadh e ga shàraihadh,

Ghnà air gach te dhiu,

Gu'n rachainn greis na àite,

Na 'm b'fheairrde leis fliein e.

Hil Ù hilin, ^c.

'Nuair bhios ma chlann-sa laidir,

'S a dh'fh;'isas iad orianda'

Gu 'n teid mi null air sal leo,

Gu sriiid Charolina,

Sin a 'nuair a dh-eudar

Gach aon chuir ri gniomh dhiu,

Bidh duine air ceaiin sach (Vuina,

•S mi fein a bhi diamhaiii.

Hil Ù hilin, Sj^c.

Vote —This soup, in the form of .1 duet between a young

Btntleman and his raolher. was composed by Alexander

6„n of the late Mr M'Leod of Tnaslan, in the Isle of

Skye. On his begetting several illeRitimate children, he

emigrated to America about thirty years ago.
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GAOIR NAM BAN MUILEACH.

LE MAIRKARAID NP LACHUINN.

'S GOiKT learn gaoir nam ban Muileach,

lad a caoineadh 's a tiiireadh,

Mu na dii-fhalbh 's mu na dh-fhuirich
;

Gun Sir Jain an Lunnainn,

E 'b an Fhràing air cheann turais
;

'S trom an calldach thu dh-flmireach !

Gur h-e aobhar ar dunaidh,

Gun e leinn, ar ceann-uighe,

'S ùg a choisinn e 'n t-urram 's na blaraibh.

'S òg a choisinn e 'n t-urram, &c.

'Mhuire ! 's mise th'air mo sgaradh,

O Fheill-bride so chaidh,

O Fheill-micheil, o Shamhainn,

Chaidh a sios sliochd ar taighe.

Thainig dile tha ath-'bhuailt

!

'S mise an trua-han buchd mhnatha,
A tha taondracli gun fharaid,

Thaobh nàmhai.l, no caraid
;

Gun clieann ciiine thaobh athar, no mathar.

Gun cheann cinne thaobh athar, &c.

Cha 'n e Ailean, no Eachiinn,

Leis an eireadh fir Shasuinn,

So tha mise ag acain
;

Ach larla nam bratach,

Thogadh sioda ri crannaibh,

Na I dàìte :

Dheanadh stòras a sgapadh,

B' iad cinii-fheodhnaidh nan gaisgcach,

Sir Iain, a"s ceannard Chlann-Uànail.

Sir lain, a*s ceannard, &l-.

'S cairdeHch Lachunn nan ruag dhut

;

Clia neart dhaoìne thug bliuainn thu ;

Na 'm b'e, dh-eireadh mu d' ghuaillean,

Luchd chlogaidean cruadhach,

RachadI) dan anns an tuasaid
;

Fir chròdha bho thuath dhuinn,

Le airm ghasda, gun rua'-mheirg.

'S bochd an acaid sc bhuail mi,

O'n la chruinnich do shluagh ann an Aros.

O'n la chruinnich do shluagh, &c.

A mhic righ nan long siùbhlach,

Ged bu chairdeach do'n chrùn thu,

Co an neach d' am hi suilean,

Nach gabhadh da *n ionnsaidh.

Mar bha choill air a rjjsgadh,

*S an robh gach send cùbhiaidh ?

Thuit a blà, a's a h-ùr-fhàs ;

Fhrois a h-abhul, 's a h-iibhlan;

Clm rol>h It-i^he a clitiireadh am has bhuut.

Cba robh luighe a chùireadh, &c.

'S e chuir m*astar am maillead,

Agus m' amharc an daill'-inl,

A bbi faicinn do ctihunnp,

A's iad na 'n ceathariiaich cliuille;

A'sceancuram da 'n oilean
;

lad g' am togairt gun choire,

Mar chaora fhuadain gun aodhair
;

Mar sgaoth Ìanlaidh ro t'haoghaid ;

Nach eil fhios co an doire 's an tàmh iad.

Nach eil i'hios co an doire, &c.

'S mairg a d'fheumas am fulatig.

Gach eugail 's an duine !

Ach, 's mithich dhomhsa nis sgur dhibb,

'S gun toiseacha tuille.

'S e mo chòmhra-sa tuireadh !

'S ann mu 'n taice so 'n uiridh,

A bha Sinn àobhach am Miiile ;

Ach bhris an claidheamh na dhuille,

'N uair a sbaoil sinn gu 'n numadh iad slàn e.

'N uair a shaoil sin gu 'n, &c,

Nofe.~The real name of the author of this lament w
Margaret Maclean, soiiietiines calkd Matifayrn'l /

Lfichuiiin, from Lachlaii being the chnsli.ui iianiL- i.f h

father. She lived in the island of Mull, i.f winch |.|ace si

was a native. Like all local poels, St' Lnchuiun has b^i

applauded by her countrymen in general, tlinush v

must confess that we are blind to any poetic grandeur

her compositions. We have seen twenty-five pieces

compoaing, but the above aeven stanzas is huTchrj d'ccuvj

O R A N S U G R I n H

LE MR IAIN MUNRO.

Air fonn.—**Up ari' wa^r i/iem a Willu

An teid thu learn, a yhràidhag^

An Hid thu ham air sàl-ui^g^

An tHd thu learn, air bhàrr ììuu /o;/n,

Gu tir nan gleann 's nan ard-bheann.

'Se d' chumadh dealbhach, àillidh,

Mur dhealradb reult na taire,

\Se d' nadurciùin 's do bhàigh, 's do nil

A leag rao ruin 's mo ghràdh itrt.

An teid thu Icuin, a yhraidhug, ò{c.

Cha teid mi h'at a Gh.'iidhal,

Mo chairdun gaoil cha-n ihàg mi :

Cha teid mi null gu tir nam beann,

*S cha-n fhàg mi clann mo mhàthar.

An teid Uiu leam^ a yhraidhag^ ^'c.

Cha teid mi leat a Ghàidhal,

Mo dhuich a cbaoi' cha-n fbag lui;
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Gur bochg* am fonn *8 tha'ii t-aran gann,

•An ùr nan gleann 's nan àrd-bheann.

Afi teid ihu leaiTiy a ghraidhay^ S^c.

Cha teid mi leat a Ghàidhal,

Cha'n Vil do thaigh acb tàiral,

Bhith'nn fo sproc, nam bitbiiin bochg,

An tir nan cnoc 's nan àrd-bheann.

An teid thu leam^ a ghraidhag^ S^c.

Tha agum taigh cbo àiUÌdh,

Ills an taigb 'san d'fhuair thu t'àiach,

'S biMh cuan 'us fonn riut fiàl gacb am,

An tir nan gleann 's nan ;ird-bheann.

An teid thu learn, a gkraidhag, l^c.

Mur 'eil mor chrionacbg fas ann,

An tir nan gleann 's nan àrd-bheann,

Tha bàiT ni's leor, 'us fas an fheoir,

'An tir nan Ion 's nan àìridh.

An teid thu learn, a ghraidhag, ^'c.

'Iba agum spre le'n àiltun,

'S mo mheana-cbi'odh air na h-àirdun,

'S bi laoidh, 'us uain, air raoin, 'us cluain,

'S gur taitnach fuaim am bàirich.

An teid ihu learn, a ghraidhag, c§-c.

Ged nach 'eil mo long air sàl-uìsg,

Gu saibbrus 'dheanamh 'n àird dhoinh,

Theid bat' 'us Han, gach la gu riau,

'S bi' agud iasg gu t-àillus.

An teid thu team, a ghraidhag, ^c.

Bi' agud eidadh blàth, glan,

'Us breacan min mu d' bhràghud,

Cha teid thu macb, gun gbill' us each,

'S bi' h-uile neach riut càirdal.

An teid thu learn, a ghraidhag, t^c.

Bi tu failan, slaintal,

Le gaoiih a chuain 's nan àrd-bheann,

'S bi eoin na coill', 's nan sliabh gun fhoill,

Le coiral binn cuir f?.ilt ort.

Ati teid thu learn, a ghraidhag, ^c.

Bi rais' riut suilbhar, b.'iighal,

Mar mhadinn shàmhridh bhlàth-gbil,

Cha tig orst bend, nach dean mo cbrccbg,

On thug mi spèìs thar each dbut.

An teid thu learn, a ghraidhag, <§c.

Stad a nis a Ghàidhal,

Uo chrl, mo ruin, *s mo làmh dbut,

Gu'n teid mi null gu tir nam beann

Oir choisinn fonn do dhàin mi.

An teid thu learn, a ghraidkag, ^'c.

* This song and the follow

literatim from the author's

(ieemetl an improvement on t!

graph)*.

re printed verbatim et

MS. being what he
eived system of ortho-

O theid s

ihèid &

O theid s

ORAN DUCHA*
LEIS AN DUIN UASAL OHIANDA.

FONN.—"TÀe Battle of the Boijncr

LUINWAG.

, theid Sinn, le suigari agtis aoidh.

n, theid sinn, gu debnach,

n, tliHd sinn, tharis air an t-Srùidh,

Gu muinniir ar dàimh, ''us ar n-eUis.

Ged bha sinn blianntun fada, fada, bhuath,

A'ln Baile-Chluaidh" a chùnidh,

Tamul beag gu-n treig sinn, ar gairm 'sa nis g

A dh'tiiaotinn an griidh 'us an cùra, [teid si

O theid sinn, theid sijm, tjc.

Gu-n toir i

Us theid si

'8 Chi sinn

Caistalun
'

I taobli-

nhar ai

[t.

inn cuairst, rithist do-

in ruaig do Dbòrnacli

Droit-an-agh, 's fa co

IS pàircun 'us lòintun,

O theid sinn, theid sinn, ^-c.

Chi sinn an Caol, air am faca sinn le gaoitli,

Bàtichun aotroni a seòladh

Chi sinn na beanntun, a ghledhadh sneachg san

Is chi sinn na h-àbhnichun boi'ach. [t-siimbradh,

O theid sinn, theid sinn, <|-c.

Chi sinn na glinn, anns an dVugadh sinn
;

*S' bu ghna leinu bhi aotrom, gòrach,

'S chi sinn nucoiUtun, le aighar 'us toil-inntinn,

'S bu ghnii leinn bhi cluinntinn nan smeòrach.

O theid sinn, theid sinn, ^c.

'S chi sinn nacluainairambitbadhlaoigh'us uain

Ili mire gun ghruaim anns an òg-mbios,

'S chi sinn nab-aunich,airan inaltradh nacaovich

O'n d'fhuair sinn sàr aodichun comhdich.

O theid sinn, theid sinn, ^-c,

Cbi sinn na raoin, le blà a bheallidh chaoin,

'Sa cheitan bhi's aobhach *us bòìdhach,

Is chi sinn na bruachun fo sgài! 'a bhàrrich uaine

Gu trie anns 'na bhuain sinn an t-sòrach.

O theid sinn, theid sinii, S^-c.

Chi sinn an lag, 's an t-eas gu bècach, grad,

'S am bradan a leum suas na cbt>dhail,

Chi sinn am badan,'sam bitbadh coilich bht-ad-

Ri co-chath 'sa mhadinn chiùin, cheMhar. [rach,

O theid sinn, theid sinn, ^c.

Chi sinn gach sliabh, air am bitbadh greigbun

Ri mire air riasgun, 's aìr lòintun, [fbiadh,

Is chi sinn an Ìagan edar àrd nan cragun,

'S an caidladh an earbag air chùinntìch.

O theid sinn, theid sinn, ^t.

* Composed by Mr Munro, on the prospect of a visit to
his native country. o £
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*S cbi sinn garb Ioch,o'n trie ati tugadh steach,

liric inheana-blialliu-h, airt;idach, òr-bhui'

'Sinu'mliitba<]han cù-doiiii, a sbiùladbfnantonn

S eaV a snàtnh os-a-cbeaiin aim am mòr-chuìs.

theid sinn, llieid sinn^ i^-c.

'S cbi sinti gun ghniaìm, a bhanaiach le fiiaim,

'Sa bhuaile, gu diiaiiagacb, òraiiacb,

A bifothari a cbruÌdh-gbuailUin, is iad a* sgur

Le taitnas toirtcluais agus deoin di [de nualain

O theid sinn^ tlieùl sinn^ c^'C.

'S imadh, *s imadh ni, a chi sinn aims an tir,

Naeb saoilte tbigb'n ann 'nuair bu cblann sinn

Thar aisig na coit, tha ragba, ragba, droit.

*San àite na croit, baile-Hbanna.

O tlieid sinriy theid sirm^ ^c.

*S ratbad righal, reldb, tre chragun fhraoch us

Is carbadun mail, air an or.dugb [gheug

Gacli la sios le srann 'us gach i;i suas le deaiin

Tre-n t-Sligach us bhonn phreas-an-òidaiii.

theid sinn^ theid sinn^ ^-c.

*.S deagh fhearann ùr, a rinnadh le mor sbaoth'r

liho cbruai bhlàrun fraoicb, agus mùinticb.

'Us imadh letbadcruaidh, bhariamh gu seo, gun

\.v ùg-ghiuthas uain air cbòmhdach. [bbuaidh

O theid si?m, theid sinn, ^c.

Deùlidh sinn as ur, gaoth is athar our,

Hheir slaint agus surd dhuinn 'us solas,

Ar cairdun bbeir dbuinn, aran càis agus im,

'S deoch laidir de-n dram, agus ceòl leis.

tìicid sinn, theid sinn, §t.

Ged tha sinn an cèin, a nochg o ar tir,

S n'r caoiiih chairdun gaoil, 'us sean eMicb,

Olidb sinn le ruin, dt-agb sblainte dlmibb gach-

Is buaidh do dha thaobb Caolas Dbùrnich. [aon

theid sinn, theid si?in, ^c.

Sote —1 he Author of this and the preceding poem was

John Munro, Esq., Accountant, Glasgow, who was born at

Sordale. parish of Criech, Sutherland-shire, on the llth

Nov. 1791. He was the eldest son of Andrew Munro,

Merchant, Spinningdale, and of Betty, daughter of the

late John Ross, Esq. of Inveran. In Oct.ibLT, 1*0+, hia

father reinovetl to the new Village of Spuiningdale in the

same parish, where a Cotton Mill and a Weaving Factory

had been erected by a Glasgow Company ; here he carried

on business as a Merchant along with Manufacturing

and Bleaching on his own account for a number of years

;

but various circumstances rendering his efforts un-

successful, in 1S02 he was appointed to manage the

Weaving Department of the Company. John, then in his

eleventh year, was a good scholar, and able to write his

father's books, but on the 19th of April, ISU3, he had the

misfortune to lose his father by an accidental death in his

33th year. His father was an enterprising man, and highly

esteemed, for |)urity of intention and public spirit. On
the death of her husband, Mrs Munro was aided in prose-

cuting tlie education of her children by her brothers in

Glasgow, who were in flourishing circumstances. John
was engaged, during the four winter seasons succeeding

the death of his father, teaching in respectable families;

and being now 16 years of age, and his uncles having pro-

cured a situation for him in Glasgow, he arrived there in

Marcli, ISOS. He acted as clerk and cash-keeper during tlie

succeeding nineteen years, in Houses of the tirst cniinenct-,

and in 18'27, on his employers becoming insolvent, he com-
menced business as an Accountant.

Previous to this period he visited his native cuuntrv,

and had the melancholy satisfaction of being pre^ellt at

his mother's decease on the 20th Sept., 1S;'5. It was in

theprospectof this visitthathe composed" 0.' t/ieiiisinn,"

S(c. His acknowledged integrity and industry procured him
considerable business without solicitation, from which,

along with other successful speculations, he had realized a

respectable competence by the period of his decease;

which took place on the 27ih Nov., 1837.

Mr Munro's mind was early imbued with serious im-

pressiona, and his piety increased with his years. During

the whole of his life, the closest intimacy never detected

a fault in his conduct, which leaned not to the side of

virtue. He spent about a fifth of his income in aid of

benevolent and religious purposes;—pious men, teachers

and students from the Highlands sought his intimacy
;

and he failed not to patronize piety and talents, and

to aid such as he conceived to be deserving. His un-

assuming maimer \vas no less conspicuous than his intle.

pendency of mind ; he wasa diligent student, and in the

hours of relaxation from business, he became author of

several rLligiuus pamphlets and poems. The deep iiiter'-st

he took in promoting Gaelic literature, and in leaching a

Gaelic Sabbath School, and for many years acting as Secre.

tary to the Society for the support of Gaelic Schools, ren-

dered his name familiar to the religious portion of his cuun-

lr\men throughout the Highlands- His eatly de.ith was

much regretted. He was interred in the Xicropulis, and

a Monument, with a suitable inscription, is thcic erected

to his memory.



GLOSSARY.

A

Abhachd, a harmless gibing or joking
Abran, clàmpa. an oar guard, &c.

Achdaidfl, certain, self-salished

Aibheis, the sea, ocean, the horizon

Aib/ieiseach, immense, ethereal, &c.
Aimhealach, vexing, uneasy, galling

Aimhidh, sour, sulky, sullen, surly

Aisliii'^-chonnain , a libidinous dream
Annglndh. tearnadk, protection

Aoi-taigh, university, college

Arsaidh. ancient, old, over-aged
Ausadhot abhsadh, ajerk, asea phrase,

also the whole canvass ot a boat

Baile-na-buirbhe, Bergen, the former
capital of Norway

Baifag, a spruce neat little woman
Bagimtii, no buganta, tight, compact
6'tiic/io, the progenitor of the StuartB

|

IJùidiS'je.tch, a foolish woman, idiotic

li.istalitch, showy, cheering
ffiiiir, neat, clean, tidy, compact

j

Biddh.ianain, wood-sorrel '

Biii^ach, small, diminutive, dwarfish
Bioj^anta, lively, smart, apt to start

Biusgach, catching at morsels, greedy
Blialiimt gibberish, jargon, senseless

talk

Borriichan, the banks of a burn or

Ctiaranach^ a wandering bard or mm
strel, a swordsman, a wrestler

Ciimin, attention, retiit-'incni, peace,
slumber

Cnaideit, scofling, jeering, derision
Cobhraichean, coffers, money-drawers
CoUaid, a contest, a scold, a struggle
Cornanuc/i, direction or tendency
forward

Comeiich, petition, request, demand
Conac/i, saibfiiy, rich, riches
Cosgarnic/i, conqucio
Cuta-bitii, tou

Crab/iaid/i, h



Innidh, entrails, bowels
Innse-Gall, primitive nameof theHeb-

ritles, now confined to Isle of Skye
lomchuinn, comlucl, beliaviour, de-

Iivann, a patriarchal woman, a dam,
the mother of a race

Isncach, or ohneac.h, a rifle gun
làdmhaU, a fngitive, a coward, a low

Laniii-ach, full of chains or fetters

Là-iuain, doom's-day, the last day
Lenr, the wide ocean, the main
Lffira, a small plain or hiU, a battle-

field, a giecii goose
Liobasda^ slovenly, untidy, awkward,

L'tob, a contemptuous name for the
innuth.ptece of a bag-pipe, athick lip

lAobhar, polished, burnished
Lohtean, pleasure-boats, lodgings,

tents, or booths
Lon, an elk, a blackbird, an ouzle
Loriiair, one that traces or tracks, a
dog that follows by scent

7.fiA, a roe (now obsolete)

Litdi-àrmunn, a pigmy, a dwarf
Lunn, penetrate, a heaving-billow, &c.

M

Mac-fraoir^ s«Mj>,the gannet, a vora-
cious fowl or person

Mac-iàmhaich, cat-marUt griasaich,

the fish called a sea-devil

Maidnfan, matins, morning prayers

or devotions
Maighdcann, a maiden, an instru-

merit for bohuading with
Maut.ciaran, a child of grief, me-

lancholy
Màrsat, màrsadh, a march, or march,

ing of troops
Mathalt, a blunt sword, knife, or other
weapon

Meardrach, meter, crambo (Irish id.)

Mt'tila;!, belly, protuberance
Miara-caitic/i, active, nimble, vigorous
Mfirahf, a baimer, flag, peinion

Mri/òheag, niralMau^. a corn.pnppy
Mhàn, sios, downward, from above
M>g/tunn, sounds of musical instru-

ments
Miiireardncb, female fighter or cham.

pion, an undaunted female
Mwrtc/ii/iH, children, inmates, occu-
pants of one house

Mtitrneinn, (Irish id.) darling, or be-

Munaiih, a hill or hillock, (used poeti-

cally fur monad/i)

Olach, an eunuch, a fumbler, &c.,&c.
Olachd, ho-ipitality, kindness, bounty
Oinid, iin oration, a speech, an essay

Vrd/i'i, shining like gold, gilded, ex-

Peiglii, ! of land (not i

Pigidh, brtl-dhearg, robin red-breast
Pliathach, splay-footed, bandy-legged
Prabadh, botching, bungling, spoiling

Pràbar, the rabble, tlie refuse of any

Prais, praiseacht a pot or pot-metal, a
still

Priobartaich, parsimony, meanness,
shabbiness

Prioblosgadh, a sudden burning or
sense of heat, a twinkling blaze

PUfhart a wound or hurt, a scar
Puic, bribe, veil, cha tu^ e pttic dheth^

he made nothing of him

Uanntannan, title deeds, deeds of con-
veyance, chattels

Ranntar-bktht a confused dance with-
out system

Rati, a ludicrous appellation made to

signify whisky
Riastradh, outbreaking, immorality,

eruption
Rintaich, diolain, illegitimate

Robain, towering waves, swelling roar-

ing billows, heavy rains

Roiseal, the lowest and basest rabble,

a high swelling wave
Rd-seot, the highest of a ship's sails,

top-gallants, full sails

Rosg, prose writing, an eye, eyelids

Ruanach, firm, fierce, steadfast, stony

Samh, surge, the agitation of waves
onthesea-beach, the crest of whiten-
ed billows

SaoU, a seal, a mark, an impression
Sàradh, a broaching, a distraining, an

Seasdar, rest, repose, comfort, pallet,

pillow, a place whereon to rest

Seas-ghr'tan, the equinoctial line

Sew, a musical air, the humming of

Seis, one's match or equal.a companion
Stroig/tn, rare, superior, out of the

common order, eccentric

Seol-ait, an anchorage, a harbour
Sgalaiche, a man ready to raise the hu-
man cry against his neighbour

Sgibidh, tight, active, handsome, neat
Sglihrach, a clumsy person, a slattern,

a female tattler, a young sea gull

Siatnig, ioini, rheumatism, rheumatic
pains

Siogaideach, dwarfish, bony, ill-made
Sith, a span, a squint, determined

position in standing
Siuiinachftn, bianaii, phosphoric fire

Siàn. a defence, agarrison, a protection

SmeoU, Gen. of A'/«n/, Gleami.sineoily

the glen of mist
Sifteoirn, the end of an arrow next the

bow-string
Snaois, a spit of dried fish, &c., &c.
Sdrn, a hearth, the fiue of a kiln or

Spatigan, spangles, glittering toys, de-
orations, embellishments

Speach, a dart, virus, a blow or thrust,

Spreidfi, or spreigh, velocity, gallant

movement, gliding

Srianacht a badger, a brock

Stairbhanach, an athletic well-built
person

Staonag, ronnan, saliva, spittles
Sual, tumours, suail (Ir. id), wonder
Suc/ite, filled, saturated, tightened
Samaire, a coarse cudgel, a lethal wea-
pon, a beetle

Siunnailt, a likeness, a comparison, a
resemblance

Tarbharnacht fuaimneach, noisy, gar-
rulous

Tafaid, the string ofa bow for throw-
ing arrows

Taisdeal, a journey, a travel, a march,
a voyage

Taobhluaih, a division of a pipe tune
Targanach, a prognostication, a pro-
phesying

Tcallsanack or fiallsanack^ a philoso-
pher, or astronomer

Teamhaii; season, in season, fit time
Tetridneach, eiridneach, medicinal,
having the power to cure

Tcbllachd, cowardice, cowardliness
T/ieasd, chaochail, dh'eug, he died,
thcasd e

TobhOy ball. Top, rope, cable
Tògbhail. a feud, a levying of forces, a

rising in arms
Toinihscit-, sensible, prudent, frugal

Toiteat, ail attack in battle, a warlike
movement, a flock of waterfowls

Toitearlach, a thick gigantic man, a
dense column of smoke

Turroichtm, a deep snoring or sleep
Tosan, on onset, beginning, prelude
Tosgair, messenger, harbinger, am-
bassador

Treabhair, tighean, houses, outhouses,
steadings

Tno-haid, a stitch in one's side, ivc.

TriuUinn, no trealainn, nonsensical
stuff, doggerel

Troghad, rosg-troghad, soft rolling

eyes, full orbed
Troidh, Troy, an ancient citv which

hafiled the united efforts of all Greece
for ten years

Trosg, a cod, in Sutherlandshire a fool

Tuninieag, a round knob or sm^ili cup
Turaratch, a rattling or i uuibling

Turcadaich, nodding, a sudden jerk
from the sensation of sleep

Tuthn, Gen of iolin, a hillock, a
mound, a knoll

Tulg, a grudge, an upbraiding, puking
Tuillhi, canvass, sea storm, a shipped

Tuiiin, ducklings (obsolete}, waves
Tutrneikas, a striking of heads against

each other as rams, contact, collision

Vachdair, farm stock
; Jo uachdair^

under stock
Vcsa, ucas, the gadus or coal fish,

stenlock (Sc.)

Vrfhaitteacli, anecdotal, jocular,

cheerful in conversation

Vrtainn, the countenance, beauty, the
fore part of a ship

Urlar, division of a pipe tune
Urracag, a thowl, an oar pin, a elate

t/rraii^cfln,inundations, overflowings,
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Cha dlrich mi bruathach,

Cha b'e tùchaii a chnatain.

Deoch-slaint'an larla thuathaich,

Dh-innsinn sgeul mu nihalairt dhuibh.

Dh.fhalbli solas mo latha, .

Dh-fhalbh mi dùthchan fada, leathan,

Deoch-slainle 'n fhreiccadain,

Deoch-slaint' an larla,

Di-Iiaal.Ium. Di-haal-lum,

Deoch-slainte chabair-fèidh so,

Dh-flialbh mo nighean chruinn, donn,

Dti.fhalbh air thuras fir Alb' uilc,

E,hò, hiu 0, Tohòeile,

Ehnròmoruin an caili

Eas Mhor.thir soraidh 1

Eisd a bhean do 'd ghea

Fhuair rai sgeula moch di-ciadain.

Fàitt ort fein a mhor.thir bhoiilhcach,

Fhearabh taV suidh m'an bhòrd,

Fàilt an leoghninn chrcuchdaich,

Fhuair mi sgeula bho'n ghobha,

Fhearamh òg' leis am mianiiach posadh, .

Fear a dhannsas, fear a chluicheas, .

Fhleasgaich tha *g imeachd an aghaidh na gaoith,

Fhuair rni naigheachd as ùr, . . .

Fhir tha d* sheasamh air mo lie,

Fear mo ghanil an t-uisge.heatha, .

Feasgar luain a's mi air chuairt,

Faigh a nuas dhuinn am botal,

Fear dubh, fear dubh, fear diibh, fear dubh, .

Fhir astair thig faisg a's leubh,

Fhuair ini sgeula moch an de,

FhIr ud tha thall na àiri.i nhaichean.

Fhii ibha I ho I ?ile.

Fhir an leadain thlàith,

Failte dhut a's slainnte leat,

Fail il-an hù.ilan hi-il-an urn

Ged do Iheid mi do m leabaidh, .

Gur e naigheachd so fhuair mi.

Ged Iha mi m'eun fograidh 's an tlr sa

Gur fad thami *m thàrah,

Gesocrach mo leabaidh,

Gur diombach mi 'n iomairt,

Gur e naigheachd na ciadain, .

Gu*m beannaiche Uia an teach 's an ti

Gur h-i 's cirnch àraid, .

Gur h-e mis* an sineòrach chreagacli,

Gur rieo-aoidheal turas faoillich,

Ge beag orts' an Cnimbeulach dubh,

Gu'm beannaiche Dia long Chlan.i.Ra

Gur h-e dliùisg mo sheanachas dhomli

Gu neartaich an sealbh,

Ged tha mi car tamaill,

Gur lionmhor trioblaid sinte, .

Gu'm beil thu gu boidheach, baindulh,

Gur e mis tha brisle brùite,

Ge b'e dhi-mol thu le theangaidh, .

Ge is socrach mo leabaidh,

Ge fada na mo thàmh mi,

Grad eireadh fonn a's fior-ghlcus oirbh,

Ge Tad an dràst gu'n dùsgadh mi,

Gun d' eirich mi moch air a niliadaiiin a

Gu mo slàn a chi mi mo chailin dlleas i'.

Gur h-oil learn an sgeul sin,

Gur i iorram na truaighe,

Gur h.e mis tha gu cunail,

H

H.ithill uthill agus 6,

H-i rim h.6-rò. h-b-ib leatha, .

Ho TO 's fada "s gur fada,

Hi-rinn h-à rinii, ho ro h-Ò bha ho,

Hug hoireann h6 ro hu ra-blx.. .

HoroairfaUdar.arai.il).

Holaibh o iriaghorollò, .

Hohi-rl.ri thaetighinn,

H.eitirinn àirinn, ùirinn, oth-oro, .

He 'n clÒ-dubh, hò 'n clò-dubh,

Hò rò mo bhobug an dram,

Holaibh iiiag horoU Ò,

Ho ro gu'm eibinn learn, .

He tha mo ruin dut.

Ho ro mo chuid chuideachd thu,

Hnirionn Ò ho hi-ri-rio.

Ho ro gu'n tugainn air hùgan fathast,

Hoii nn Ò eilo 's

Ho ro gur loigh leinn drama,

HÒ ro ladie dhui' ho ro eile.

Ho.i ri, nahoro, hùò,

Hoilibh Ò, iri.ig ò luil Ò, .

Ho mo Mhairi Laghach,

Hùgùhùrihohoireannan.

Hillirinn ho.ro hÒ ba ho,

HeholalÒ he ho ro nailibb.

s ho raill Ò,

Hil Ù hiliii ho ro ho ro hiUn eile.

J hurabh Ò, i h.oìriunn ò, .

lomraich mo bheannachd,

Iseabail Nic-Aoidh, ris a clir<idli laoidb,

Iain Mhic Eachuinn o dh.eug thu, .

Iseabal òg an òr.fhuilt bhuidhe,

lain Chaimbcul a bhanca,

lain Faochaig ami an Sasuinn,

'lUean cridhc biodhmaid sunntach, .

Is duilich learn mar tha mi,

Latha siubhal slcibhe dhomh,

La do Fhionn lo began sluaidh, .

Lamb Dhe leinn a dhaoine, .

Latha dhuinn ar machair Alba, .

Latha do Phàdruig a sealg,

Latha dhomh is mi g-òl an drama,

Latha dhomh is mi 'n coU na tràghad.



AN CLAR-AMAIS. 407

ha soilleir samhr.iidh dhomh,

nh Dhe leinn ashaoghail, .

Mo blioiid 's mo chràdh I .

Mi'n so air m* uilinn. .

Much, 's mi *g eiridh sa' mhadainn.

Mi *g eiridh sa mhadainn,

Mi gabhail Srath Dhruim-uaclidair,

Marbhaisg ort a mhulaid !

Moch sa mhadainn 's mi Ian air sneul.

Miad a mhulaid tha *m thaghall,

Mi'n diugh a fàgail na tire,

Moch sa* mhadainn 's mi dùsgadh, .

Mile arbha at,

Mo ghaol an lasgaire spraiceal,

Moch sa' mhadainn 's mi 'g eiridh.

Moch madaiim ahamhraidh am mios fas nam mios,

Moch madainn cheitean ri ceo,

Moladh do'n Tl a's airde glòir,

Moch 's mi 'g eiridh sa mhadainn,

Mu'n tig ccann bliadhna tuille.

Mo run air a chomunn ud,....
Mo run Mairearad mhin mholach.

Mo v'haol an coilgearnach spraiceil.

Ma tlieid ni gu feill gu feisd. no banais,

Moch "s mi 'g eiridh madainn cheitean, .

Mo chailin donn òg, 's mo nighcan dubh thogarrach,

Mo chaileag bhian.gheal, mheall-shuileach.

>ro nighean bhui' bhàn na falbhadh tu leam,

M.i chailin grinn mcall-shuileach dubh, .

Mhàiri dhonn, bhòidheach, dhonn,

Mile Marbhaisg air an t-sùiridh. .

N

'N diugh chuala' mi natgheachd,

'Nuair bha thu ad fhleasgach òg, .

Nis theirig an samhradh,

Nach cruaidh, cràiteach, an t-aiseag,

'N an laidhe sn gu h-iosal,

'Nuair chaidh mi do Ghleann-T.ocha,

•Nuair thig an samhraidh geugach oirr

'Nuair shuidheas sinn socrach,

'Nan tàrladh dhomh sin fheatalnn, .

Nach mireagach Cubid,

Nam faighinn gille r'a cheannach,

N;ich tniagh leat mi 's mi *m Priosan,

•Nuair a thig a bhealltainn, .

O

O ! càraibh ml ri taobh nan allt,

O rò ro seinn, co na b'àil leibh ? .

O! 's coma leam fhln na co-dhiubh sit

Och ! a Mhuire mo dhunaidh,

O! Thearlaich Mhlc Sheum.is .

Oil thaminam'aonar, .

On uair chaidh Uilleam fo'n ùir, .

O gur mòr mo chùis mhulaid !

O ! gur mis th'air mo chràdh, .

O ! niosg'leamaid gu guilbhear ait.

On a's fàrsan leam gach la,

O! sudandeoch mhilis.

O ! teann a nail a's deasaich r ùin,

O hi ohà gur cruadh a chaiUeach,

Och nan och! mar a tà mi,

O'n thaghaich mi'n rathad,

Och ! a Thearlaich òig Stiùbhairt,

O'n tha mi fo mhulad air m' aincol,

O! fihaorainn, shaoraiiin, shaorainn.

O ! theid sinn, theid sinn le suigeard

K

Ri fuaim an t-saimh,

Rlgh ! gur muladach tha ml, .

8

li 'm shuidh' air an tulaich,

earc an duigh mo chùis ghàire,

rom 's gur eisleannach m' aignc,

I gun dlth dhut a Mharcuis, .Sl£

rfada 1 tliamh.

'S i so bliadhna 's faid* a chlaoidh mi,

'S i so 'n aimsir a dhearbhar, .

'S truadh gun mi sa' choill.

•S eibhinn leam fhln tha e tighinn,

'S lùrsach nio sgeul ri luaidh,

'S a nis o riiineadh ar taghadh,

'Smeorach mis air ùrlar Phabail,

'S mis a chain air geall na carachd,

'S mi 'm shuidh aig an uaigh,

Scana mharaich, seana cheannaich'.

ni-chomaincach thusa Shaoghail,

' mo bheachd ort a bhais,

? do bhàs Mhaighstir Murchadh,

rianail, a's cianail, a's canail a ta x

rom leam an àiridh,

mri a bhuail an iorghuill, .

:ian fada, gur fada,

'S iomadh car a dh-fheudas,

Coire.cheathaich nan aigliean siùbhlach,

i tearnadh a Coire-cheathaich,

'S duilich leam an càradh, .

i nighean mo gliaoil a nighean donn 6g,

e bailc mor Dhun-eideann,

traagh r'a eisdeachd an sgeul,

Smaointean truagh a th'air m' aigne,

So tha na briogais liath-ghlas,

*S coma leat an sioia-b'aniisa leat an stop,

*S coma leam a bhriogais lachdunn, .

'S beag mo shunnt ris an liùnn,

'S e feile preasach tiachd mo ruin,

'S truagh nach robh rai air m' fhagail,

'S a nise bho na threig sinn, .

Soraidh bhuan dh' an t-Suaithneae bhàn,

'S a mhadainn 's mi *g eiridh, .

'S toigh linn drama, lion a ghlaine,

Seinn eibhinn, seinn eibhinn,

:ia mar dh' fhaodas mi bhi beò ? .

3'n Soisgeil ghradhach thug Dia nan gràs

Smeòraich mise le Clann.Lachuinn, .

nithich dhuinc bhi 'g eiridh.

•S :ri

shuidh :

i sealltai 1 clino

iidh mo chagair Mùrag,

1 nlin an Gael laghach,

1 rùin-se Seumas,
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