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THE HERO TALES OF THE GAEL.

I.—INTRODUCTION.

SOME of our most important Hero Tales have not yet appeared
in a form accessible either to the general public or to those
students who interest themselves in popular and folk tales. It is
the intention of this series of articles to supply this want: transla-
tions, with introductions and notes, will be given of the leading
tales that mark each cycle of our Gaelic heroic literature. Our
sources are chiefly the following :—For two of the most important
tales—the story of Deirdre and the Cow-spoil of Cualgne—we are
indebted to the kindness of Mr. A. A. Carmichael and the Gaelic
Society of Inverness, respectively collector and publishers of ex-
cellent popular versions of these tales, taken down in vigorous
Gaelic. For the translation we are alone responsible. A second
source is J. F. Campbell’s “ Leabhar na Feinne.” This collection
of Heroic Gaelic Ballads contains only Gaelic texts: it is entitled
Vol. I., it being Mr. Campbell’s intention to issue a translation of
the work. The death of the author has cut off all hope of this,
and the work remains practically a sealed book for those who
cannot read and understand Gaelic. These ballads, as we shall
see, are mostly rhymed prose tales, and some of the Gaelic intro-
ductions are as important as the ballads they preface.  Our third
source is various : some four or five of these tales we have our-
selves collected in a popular and somewhat debased form, and
there are others scattered in various publications, more or less

ephemeral, of which we shall make use.
I
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Our versions, it will be observed, will all be modern and
popular ; they will be all native to the Gaelic Highlands, where
they have been orally collected within the last century and a-half.
The only work, connected with our subject, that could be counted
on as native previous to last century, is the Book of the Dean of
Lismore (circa 1512), for all our early Edinburgh manuscripts
are couched in Irish Gaelic, and most of them are clearly of Irish
origin. Consequently we hold these ‘suspect,” and confine
ourselves purely to the popular heroic literature of the Highlands
as taken down and written since the time of Culloden. We shall,
of course, make reference to the Dean of Lismore’s Book, for it is
written in the Gaelic vernacular of his time, at least for the most
part, but even it we may suspect of Irish influence, for the Dean,
Leing a cleric, was strongly drawn towards ecclesiastical and
literary Ireland, the seat of the Middle-Age Celtic Church and
Literature, and the district in which he wrote—Perthshire—has
been, next to Argyle, most directly connected with Ireland,
belonging, as it does, to the Southern and more Irish dialect of
the Gaelic. But this brings us to consider the relationship
between the Hero Tales and Ballads of Ireland and those of
Scotland.

ARE THE GAELIC HERO TALES OF IRISH ORIGIN ?

In the full blaze of the Ossianic controversy, the Irish writers
claimed that Ossian and Fingal belonged to them and to them
alone ; the Scottish Gael had merely borrowed these tales; even
Macpherson could not keep his fabricated Fingal out of Ireland :
and they could point to defmite historic dates and definite locali-
ties as the times and scenes of these events. Such were the ar-
guments used, with many disparaging remarks as to the purity
and antiquity of the Scottish Gaelic as compared with its near sis-
ter dialect of Ireland. But it is not the controversialists of the
past and present that alone held or hold this view. In a modified
form it has commended itself to Prof. Windisch, who, in his
‘ Keltische Sprachen,” says that his opinion “tends to the con-
clusion that all these poems, as well as the sagas which they in-
clude, are of Irish origin, and I scarcely believe that the Scots
brought them in this shape from their earlier settlements. I
think it much more probable from the style of composition that
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many poems were brought over in later centuries either orally or -
written.” Here the Professor touches two questions ; the Scots
or Gaels came from Ireland ; did they bring the sagas of the race
with them ? Secondly, many of the ““ Ossianic” poems appear to
be later than this period; they introduce the Ossianic heroes as
fighting with the Norse and especially with Manus who fell in
1103 ; were these composed in Ireland and brought across to
Scotland, for the ballad of Manus is found on both Scotch and
Irish soil, in Miss Brooke’s Reliques as well as in Gillies’ Collection ?
Or was the communication between the two countries in the later
Middle Ages so close and constant in language and literature that
in these respects the two peoples were practically one? We
shall find that the latter alternative is nearest the truth.

For Ireland and Scotland had practically a common language
and literature till the time of the Reformation, and even after the
Reformation the ebb of the Irish influence was felt in our earliest
printed works and in the orthography adopted. The first Gaelic
book printed in Scotland was Bishop Carswell's Gaelic Prayer
Book (1567), and it, as O’Donovan, than whom no better judge
could be found, says, “is pure Irish and agrees with the Irish
manuscripts of the same period in orthography, syntax, and idiom.”
At that time the literary language for the two countries was
identical ; but we must not think that the popular dialects were
in any such harmony with one another. We have every indica-
tion that the popular Gaelic of Scotland was travelling with
greater rapidity down the grooves of change than the literary
dialect of the time, which itself was changing from middle Irish
to modern Irish. Once the Reformation broke the chain
of connection, the Scotch Gaelic proceeded on its course
of change unchecked by literary influences, and it is certain
that during the last three hundred years our Gaelic has
undergone greater changes than during any similar period
of time previously. Little or nothing has been borrowed
in the popular literature or in the popular language from
Ireland since the Reformation. The common literary stock
of hero tale and ballad belongs to the pre-Reformation time.
The Gaels, in our opinion, came from Ireland originally ; in how
many immigrations is unknown ; but the last and almost the only
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one known was that Christian colony which Fergus, son of Erc,
led into Scotland in the end of the fifth century. Culture,
literature, and Christianity followed in their wake with Columba
and his monks. The Irish bards carried the tales and poems of
the mother country among a kindred people, and doubtless
received in turn whatever Albanic genius was able to add to the
common stock of Gaelic literature. This went on for nigh ten
centuries, and Scotland was a second home not merely for the
Irish priest and Culdee but also for the Irish poet and harper.
“Even in the twelfth and thirteenth centuries,” says Dr. Sullivan,
in his article on Celtic Literature for the Encyclopedia Britannica,
“the Irish poets and musicians included Scotland in their circuit,
and took refuge, and sought their fortune there. We shall
mention one instance as it happens to be instructive in another
way, that of Muireadhach O’Daly, better known on account of
his long stay in Scotland as Muireadhach Albanach, or Muireach
the Scotsman.” This Muireach Albanach is believed to have
been the ancestor of the Mac Vurrichs, hereditary bards to
Clanranald, the direct descendant of whom figures in the Ossianic
controversy. ‘

The conclusion we come to on this question as to whether
our Gaelic Hero Tales are of Irish origin is simply this: we
think the question is unfairly put; for when those tales were in
the process of formation, a period which ends with the Reforma-
tion, but which goes back to the origin of the Gaelic race of both
Scotland and Ireland, the Gaelic-speaking peoples of Ireland and
Scotland were one as regards language, literature, and culture.
The first tale with which we shall commence our series, and also
one of the very oldest, proves this. It is the story of Deirdre,
and there the scenes are shifted from Ireland to Scotland and
then from Scotland back again to Ireland. Of course Ireland, as
the seat of the Gaelic race, produced most of the literature of that
race, but we must not, because it is in the cultured language of
Middle-Age Ireland that the best specimens of our Gaelic litera-
ture is contained, say that Ireland produced all this literature,
Besides, these Hero Tales, from their very nature, are for the
most part as old as the Gaelic language itself and belong to no
particular epoch of the language or the race ; they develop with
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the language and culture of the people, “grow with its growth
and strengthen with its strength.”

Scotland has advanced its own popular dialect to the position
of a’ literary language, adopting many Irishisms, besides the
orthography, in the process. The old Irish-Scottish literary
language was lost and so too was its written literature. It s only
the purely popular part of the old Gaelic literature, what was in the
mouth and on the lips of the people, that has been retained. The
more learned and literary pieces are unknown ; the histories and
genealogies have disappeared, and with them, too, the many
monkish manufactures that traced Irish history back to times
previous to the flood. It is, therefore, what is purely popular of
the remarkable Irish-Scottish literature that has lasted to our time,
and it comes to be a question whether this popular or folk litera-
ture is a broken-down form of the older learned and written
literature, or whether the learned literature was an attempt to
faise the popular literature to the dignity of history and rational
incident. We may put the question in a more concrete form,
thus : Are these Hero Tales the genuine popular tradition handed
down through countless generations by oral transmission, or are
they Tales written by literary men at definite times and places,
and degraded by getting into general circulation among the
people, who handed them down by oral tradition and made them
get still more «marred in the telling”?  This is a difficult ques-
tion to answer, because both processes probably went on at the
same time : we shall be able to answer the question better after
we have been through the tales, but meanwhile we may draw
attention to what Mr. Alfred Nutt has said in our last number on
this subject (pp. 552-4), and merely say that we incline to the
view that the popular form of the Hero Tales is the oldest, while
the literary form, is, for the most part, a rationalised or euhemer-
ised (Bowdlerised ?) form of the popular Hero Tale.

CONTENTS AND CYCLES OF THE GAELIC HERO TALES.

The whole of our Gaelic Hero Tales centre round only two
chief heroes: these heroes are Cuchulinn and Fionn. The Irish
heroic literature, combining as it does the literary and popular
elements, has at least one more important cycle of tales. This
cycle is called the Mythological Cycle, and deals with the mythic
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conquests of Ireland before the Christian era, the successive and
strange races that inhabited the land, and the long list of Milesian
kings that ruled for nigh two thousand years previous to the
Christian era. The second cycle is the first cycle of the Scottish
Gael, viz., the Cuchulinn Cycle, whose “circa” is the first years
of the first century after Christ. The third cycle is that of Fionn
—our second cycle in Scotland. This cycle is placed some three
hundred years later than the Cuchulinn Cycle, towards the middle
and end of the third century. The first Irish Cycle deals, as we
said, with the early mythical history of Ireland and Scotland, and,
however old it may be, it was completely recast by the monks in
the Middle Ages, and all obtrusive Paganism was removed.
Consequently the Irish gods became merely earthly sovereigns,
chiefs of an early race that seized on and colonised Ireland.
Monkish manufacture begins Irish history before the flood, when
the Lady Cesair took the island. But she and her company were
drowned, all except Finntan, who survived the flood in a Druidic
sleep and lived for generations to relate the tale. Several post-
deluvian “takings” of the island then follow ; but the outstanding
invasions amount to four. These are the Fir-bolgs, overcome by
the Tuatha-De-Danann, both of whom were successively annoyed
by the Fomorians or sea-rovers ; and, lastly, came the Milesian or
the real Gaelic Irish race. The Fir-bolg, Fomorians, and Tuatha-
De-Danann fight with each other by means of Druidic arts mostly,
and it is incontestably established that the Tuatha-De, as indeed
the name shows, were the higher gods of the Gaels. The
Fomorians were the gods of thisrule and death ; that is also clear.
The Fir-bolg may have been earth-powers, or they may have
been the pre-Celtic inhabitants; it is hard to say. When the
Milesians arrived they found the Tuatha-De-Danann in possession ;
the Tuatha kept them at bay by Druid magaic, but at last came
to terms with the Milesians or Gaels, gave up Ireland to them,
and themselves retired to the Sids or fairy mounds, and to the
Land of Promise, from which places they still watched and tended
the actions of men. Now these facts, such as they are, appear in
sober chronological order in the Irish annals, with minute details
and genealogies. The Tuatha-De came to Ireland in the year
1900 B.C., and the Milesians in 1700.
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Such is the Mythological Cycle. Passing over some seventeen
hundred years, we come to the beginning of the Christian era
and to the Cuchulinn Cycle. Ireland was then divided into five
provinces and over each was a king. An overking ruled at Tara
in Meath. The stories of the Cuchulinn Cycle for the most part
centre round the kings of Ulster and of Connaught. The cycle
pens with Meave (Medb) as Queen over Connaught, whose
consort and husband was Ailill, a weak and foolish man. Meave
was a masterful woman, very beautiful but not very good. Some
tales represent her as maternally of divine origin, and she herself
seems ever young and fair. Ailill was her third husband. She

had been married to Conchobar Mac Nessa, King of Ulster, but
they had mutually divorced one another. The reign and rule of
Conchobar is the Golden Age of Irish romance. He himself is
a king of the patriarchal despotic type, a brave and able man,
surrounded with a band of heroic warrior knights, called the
“Knights of the Red Branch.” Fergus Mac Roich, who had
been king before Conchobar, was for a time his subject; Fergus
had married Nessa, Conchobar’s mother, and it was through her
that Fergus lost the throne and her son gained it, for she had
bargained, as the price of her hand, that her son must get one
year’s rule as king. Once on the throne, Conchobar remained
there, despite Fergus and with the consent of the people.
There were three great heroes at his court, three
brothers, sons of Usnach and nephews of Conchobar.
Their names were Nois, Ardan, and Ainle. They were fleet
as hounds in the chase and the three of them could successfully
defy a province. They sang so sweetly that every human being
who heard them was enchanted and the cattle gave two-thirds
more milk. Just when these heroes were at their best, there was
emerging from boyhood the greatest of all Gaelic warriors—
Cuchulinn, son of Sualtam, “fortissimus heros Scotorum,” as Tiger-
nach says. We are now at the opening of the tragic scenes of
the Deirdre story ; up to this point we have followed the Irish
accounts, which are fuller and more consistent than such facts as
can be gleaned from our own popular tales. The story of Deirdre
we shall tell in our next in English as it was recited in Gaelic over

twenty years ago to Mr. Carmichael by a Barra Seanachaidh.
(70 be continued.)
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THE TRAGEDY OF CLACH-NAN-CEANN.

A SGEULACHD OF THE RANNOCH CAMERONS.

WHEN Lady Struan’s mind was sufficiently composed, she
enquired particularly regarding the relations subsisting between
Marsali and The Mackintosh of Mackintosh prior to the marriage
of the former with Ewen. William explained the circumstances
as well as he could. “ Ah! Struan,” said her Ladyship, “I sur-
mised there was an affair of jealousy in this case ; and some men
are very revengeful when they are slighted in love.” I was
always under the impression,” said Struan, “that, in love matters,
women were much more revengeful than men.” “That may be
quite true,” said she, “as a general rule ; but, wherever you find
a plausible and oily-mouthed man like The Mackintosh, who seems
to drop honey at every word he utters, depend upon it, such an
one has all the vices of a woman without any of her virtues, and
is capable of perpetrating very cruel deeds.” “ Bravo !” exclaimed
Struan, “you have hit the nail on the head ; but that will not re-
lieve poor Marsali!” ‘“Then,” said Lady Struan, *let us send her
provisions and clothing, and particularly such things as will bury
those poor murdered boys with decency.” “That is something
to the purpose now!” said Struan. “And,” said Lady Struan,
looking at her servants, “which of you maids will volunteer to go
up to assist Marsali, and be her companion for some time ?”
‘“Please, my lady,” said Margaret Robertson, a modest, comely
young woman, “I will go ; and my sister might take my place
here.” “ Well done, you brave and thoughtful girl !” said Struan;
“prepare to go immediately; and your sister shall have your
place.” Margaret curtsied, and retired blushing ; and William’s
heart thrilled as his eye followed her with warm admiration. And
now Lady Struan, having graciously bowed to William (which
honour he respectfully acknowledged with a low inclination of his
body) retired, following after Margaret Robertson to the house to
help that young woman to prepare for her journey.

In a very short time, the expedition started from Dunalastair
House. It consisted of Struan, William Cameron, Margaret
Robertson, fourteen armed men, and several ponies carrying
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panniers laden with provisions and other things, each horse being
led by a man. They travelled westward along the north bank of
the Dubhag, passing on their way Milton of Lochgarry, Drumma-
glass, Auchtiobart, Drumcastle, 7t om-a-chlackaig, and Craigvar,
until they reached Kinloch Rannoch, then, as now, a village of
some importance, at the east end of Loch Rannoch. Here they
soon launched a boat, which, on account of its large size, was
called Long Shruain, or “ Struan’s Ship ;” and, having stowed
in the contents of the panniers, and sent away the ponies and
gillies, the whole party went aboard and set sail for Tigh-na-dige.

In the list of inedited Gaelic poems collected by the Dean of
Lismore, there is one entitled Long air Loch Raineach,” or,
“ A ship on Loch Rannoch;” and, whether or not Struan’s was
the original of the ideal ship, this voyage of his deserved to be
celebrated by the Celtic muse. A sail along this loch from east
to west, save in a storm, when it is sublime, is always beautiful.
The Siiosmin on the right, and the Sliosgarbh on the left, con-
tinually present new scenes of varied loveliness ; while, in the
rear, the conical Schiehallion seems to grow in charming symmetry
and grace, until, at length, two miles along, it is a perfect gem ;
and then, in sailing on, it lessens inch by inch, and, like a small
triangle in the clouds, vanishes at last behind the hills. Truly
it is beautiful to sail along the Loch from east to west, extracting
pleasure from the outer world ; but far more beautiful it is to sail
like Struan, to visit the widow and the fatherless, and so to realise
that higher pleasure in the soul of doing good.

¢ Chuir Struan Long air Loch Raineach
Bho’m fac e aluinneachd Schiechaillion,*

* Schiehallion is a very beautiful object from all points in Rannoch whence it can
be seen ; but probably the best point of view is from the public road that goes along
the loch side under the farm-house of Annat. Here it appears perfectly symmetrical,
and is truly a gem in the noblest setting of hills on each side and woodland and loch
in the foreground. I remember one day in July, 1885, when driving in company
with a number of Fifeshire gentlemen, coming upon this point in the afternoon when
there was a dead calm on the loch. The sun shone above in 2 cloudless sky ; and
all the surrounding hills with their woods and other greeneries were reflected in the
bosom of the lake as in a mirror; but the great wonder was the part played by
Schiehallion in this fairy scene, presenting as he now did a perfect cone below as well
as a perfect cone above. One of the company, who was the editor of a newspaper,
was so entranced with the sight that, springing out from the carriage, he rolled him-
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’S e seoladh eadar Sliosan boidheach

’S gu sonnraichte fa-chomhair na-h-Annait ;
Ach ’nuair a chuir e 'n Long fo sheol

Gu comhnadh choimhneil ’thoirt do Marsail,
’S an sin bha’n aluinneachd bha mér

Is thar gach or an Alb’ is Sasuinn.”

That is—

A b b s A

“¢Struan put a ship on Loch Rannoch,
From which he saw the beauty of Schiehallion, _
When sailing between the pretty Slioses— |
More especially over against Annat ; .l
But, when he placed the ship under sail |
To render kindly aid to Marsali, '
"Twas there the great beauty was
And more precious than all the gold of Scotland and England.”
Meanwhile, Marsali, left alone in 7%g/-na-dige in charge of
the living and the dead, now felt more keenly than even on the
previous day, the horrors and desolation of her widowhood. That
morning she lay long in bed, literally “watering her couch with
her tears;” and when the cries of her only living child roused
her, she groaned deeply, and said :—
¢¢ Iain bhig, bhoidhich, bhioraich,
An t- eun mn dheireach air an iris,
Cha’n ioghnadh leam ged tha thu bideil
Is cat a mhilltich air ar milleadh ;
Ach ged a tha sinn’ 'n diugh cho diblidh
’S ar fuil air iobair air clach-a-chruithne
’S flearr leam 'nis bhi'n Tigh-na-dige
No bhi le michliu ’am Cheann-a-cinnidh,”

That is—

¢¢ O little bonnie Zan Biorack,
The last bird left upon the roost,
I wonder not although thou cheep
Since the cat of ruin has ruined us ;

self on the ground, and roared, ‘“Isn't there anybody amongst you that will sym-
pathise with me in appreciating one of the most perfectly beautiful pictures that
ever appeared on the tace of nature ?” Although not so mercurial as our able and
excellent friend, we yet, one and all, thoroughly enjoyed the scene which, in its mos
striking features, we cannot expect to see often repeated. The sunsets on Schiehallion
in the summer and autumn months are often gorgeous——so brilliant, indeed, in their
purple and golden colourings that a picture truly representing the mountain bathed
in such a warm glow of light and shade would be pronounced to be an exaggeration.
The various phases of the mountain under clouds would also afford a delightful and
not unprofitable subject of observation. It often passes through twenty different
phases in one day.
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But though to-day we are so feeble

And our blood has been sacrificed on the stone of cruithne,*

I'd rather now be in Zigk-na-dige

Than be with infamy the Chief of a Clan.”
Hereupon she arose from her bed; and having lit a fire, and
swept the house, and attended to her little boy’s wants, as well as
her own, she sat down for a long time on a stool, in the midst
of what really was the silence of death in her household. Zain
Biorack seemed awestruck and tongue-tied ; while poor “Strone”
gave an occasional whine, and at length placing his chin on his
mistress’s knee, looked up in her face so mournfully and lovingly,
that the faithful beast appeared to sympathise with her in her
SOrrows. '

¢ A Shroin, a choin Eoghain,” arsa Marsaili,
‘¢ D'am bu dual bhi coir, agus caoimhneil.”

That is—
¢¢ Strone, thou dog of Ewen,” said Marsali,
¢ Thou hast a right to be worthy and kind.”

At this point, little Zaz7z finding utterance, said, “ Nach eirich iad
tuillidh, a Mhathair ?” That is, “Won’t they rise any more,
Mother ?” Marsali’s heart was too full to answer this question,
so artlessly put ; but, under the influence of the excitement pro-
duced by it, she rose from her seat, and, having carefully
removed the white linen sheet, gazed full on the mangled features
of her three murdered boys, and said, “ A Thi Uile-chumhachd-
aich, c’arson a cheadaich Thu do’n duine aingidh fuil neochiontach
mo thriuir mhac a dhortadh? Ach O mo Dhia! nach do chea-
daich Thusa do dhroch dhaoine do Mhac fein a chuir gu bas?
Agus A Mhuire bheannaichte! ma dh’ ambhairc thusa roimh so
air do Mhac is e air a chrann-cheusaidh, cha’n eil aobhar talaich
agamsa 'nis. Ach na’'m biodh dearbhadh agam gu’'m bheil na
h- anaman a dh'fhalbh tearuinte, an sin bhithinn sona.” That is,
O Almighty One! why didst Thou permit the wicked man to
shed the innocent blood of my three sons? But, O my God |
"didst Thou not permit wicked men to put Thine own Son to
death? And O blessed Mary! if thou didst once on a time

*Called then ¢¢ Clack-a-Chruithné,” or *“The Stone of the Picts ;” but ever since
the Tragedy it has been named *‘ Clack-nan-ceann,” or the ¢ Stone of the heads.”
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behold thy Son on the Cross, I have no cause of complaint now.
But if I were to have evidence that the departed souls are safe,
I should then be happy.”

Scarcely had Marsali uttered the above pious ejaculations, and
decently covered again the faces of the dead, when a wonderful
sight presented itself to her view. A swarm of large, black flies
came in by the door, and having buzzed their way across the
room alighted in such numbers on the white linen sheet that
covered the bodies that in some places it looked almost black
with them., Having obtained a foothold they all seemed deter-
mined to keep possession of the sheet; and their large, bloated
bodies and the disagreeable odour they emitted made them very
disgusting inmates in a house. In less than five minutes after
this, however, another swarm of white flies came in by the door
and proceeded straight to where the black flies lay. Here a
fierce and notable contention took place over the bodies of the
dead, which ended in the white flies victoriously driving all the
black flies not merely from the linen sheet but also completely
out of the room. This battle of the flies is handed down in the
following lines :(—

Chunnaic Mharsail comhrag gheur

Eadar Chumhachdan nan speur

Thar chloinn a chaidh a chuir gu bas

Mar dhearbhadh air gun d’ fhuair iad gras;
Oir fhuair a chuileag bhan a bhuaidh
Thar cuileag dhubh a bhais ’s an uaigh ;

'S thug so do Mharsail solas mor

Gun robh na mairbh a nis an gloir.

That is (somewhat freely rendered)—

Marsail beheld a contest sair

Between the powers of the air

Over her children that were not

As proof to her they mercy got ;

For soon the white flies cleared the room
From the black flies of death and doom,
And Marsail joyed (so runs the story)
Assured the dead were now in glory.

Having been thus comforted, Marsali washed her face and
combed her hair, and, putting on her best attire, shone bright
with the additional lustre always imparted by deep sorrow over-
come to a beautiful woman ; and, in the new strength given her,
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she went out to revisit Clack-nan-Ceann—that stone of destiny
which now marked a new epoch in the history of her family.
She found both the stone and the sward in front of it still gory
with the blood of her boys. ‘A Phrionnsa na sithe,” arsa Marsali,
“a dhoirt a mach d’ fhuil fein gu sith a chuir air chois a’ measg
dhaoine, ¢’ uin a bhuilicheas Tu sith ar an duthaich bhochd
thruagh so? C’ uin chuireas Tu crich air dortadh na fola 'n ar
measg? Greas an t-am ’s an cuir mort Chlach-nan-Ceann
greann air Mor-Shluagh na h- Alba.” That is, “O Prince of
Peace,” said Marsali, ‘“who didst shed Thine own blood to
promote peace amongst men, when wilt Thou bestow peace on
this poor, miserable country? When wilt Thou make an end of
the shedding of blood in our midst? Hasten the time when the
massacre of Clack-nan-Ceann shall rouse a universal feeling of
horror amongst the people of Scotland.”

When Marsali had uttered this heartfelt and appropriate prayer,
she raised her eyes eastwards towards Beinn-a-Cluallaich, whose
bold escarpment from its hither side presented the appearance of
a rocky coast that had long been beaten by the waves of some
primeval sea, and on the loch below beheld Struan’s well known
ship sailing swiftly in the direction of 77g/k-na-dige.  She said—

¢ Chi mi nis an sealladh unasal
Thall fa chomhair Beinn-a-Chuallaick
Loag fo sheol an duine choir
A chunnaic mi an raoir am bruadair.

¢¢ Is mor ar feum air daoine treun’
Gu daoine breun ’a chuir fo uamhainn
’S a chuir an geill do ’n dia’ul e fein
Gum bheil aig neamh an lamh an uach dair.

¢ Mi’m sheasadh so aig Clack-nan-ceann
Far'n deach’ mo chlann an dé a phronnadh
Cha’n ioghnadh leam ged tha mi fann
Is moran autrom air mo bhrollach.

‘¢ Ach ged a tha mi air mo leon
Is barrachd broin ri taobh mo theallaich,
Nis chi mi neamh ag obrach seimh
An aghaidh eiceirt ann ’an Raineach.”

That is (freely translated)—

¢ I see a sight serenely fair
In front of Beinn a Chualaick there
The good man’s ship upon the deep
That I saw last night in my sleep.
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¢¢ Great is our need of champions brave
To terrify each wicked knave,
And to his face the devil tell
Heaven has the upper hand of hell.

¢¢ While near this stone I now remain
Where yesterday my boys were slain,
No wonder though I feel opprest,
And heave a heavy sigh for rest.

¢¢ But though my heart is sorely wounded,
And my fireside with grief surrounded,
I see in Rannoch here this hour
Heaven working ’gainst oppression’s power.”
In a short time the ship arrived at a point opposite 7%g/k-na-

dige,; and Struan and his party at once proceeded to effect a

landing. The first to go ashore was William, who eagerly ran to |

see how Marsali did, and to apprise her of the distinguished
visitor she was to expect. The rest, however, soon followed, all
being filled with a curiosity, not unmingled with awe, to see the
scene and subjects of the bloody tragedy that had been enacted
the day before. When Struan reached the top of the slight
elevation that rose above the shore, he beheld Marsali and her
little boy standing beside Clack-nan-ceann, with William at her
right hand conversing with her. He admired her tall and com-
manding form, and her grave and beautiful face. She bowed
gracefully to him ; and Struan returned to this salutation a bow
at once profound and deferential. He felt instinctively that he
was in the presence of a superior woman. ‘Madam,” said he to her,
“T understand you are in distress, and I am come to give you all
the assistance in my power.” ‘ Honoured chief,” replied Marsali,
“I am indeed in unspeakable affliction ; but He who rules over
all has wonderfully sustained me, and it was surely He that put
it in your heart to come here to give me comfort and assistance.”
Struan here presented Margaret Robertson and said, “I have

brought this young woman to help you, and she has come of her

own accord.” “I feel very grateful to you both for this,” said
Marsali; ““and I regard her as an angel sent from heaven to
minister to me in the hour of need!” Hereupon Margaret stepped
forward, and taking up Zain Biorach in her arms, kissed him.
The poor little-boy, notwithstanding his recent rough experience

at the hands of strangers, took kindly to her at once, and flinging
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his arms around her neck kissed her in return. This sight was
too much for Marsali. She cried out “ Buidheachas do N1 MATH
gum bheil mi faicinn grad/ an duigh far an robh fuatk an d¢”
that is, “ Thank goodness I see love to-day where there was Zatred
yesterday !” and laying aside that dignified reserve which she had
been trying to maintain in Struan’s presence, she took Margaret in
her arms and tenderly embraced her, and cried and sobbed over her
like a child. The scene was very affecting to all present. William
felt a secret thrill in his bosom which rose up like an apple to his
throat. Struan took out his pocket-handkerchief and appeared
for some time to be very busy in blowing his nose ; and, whether
from this exertion or from some deeper cause, copious tears were
seen to flow down the worthy gentleman’s cheeks. * But where,”
said he, recovering his equanimity, ‘“ where were the boys killed ?”
Marsali at once pointed to the stone on which, as well as on the
sward below, the clotted blood of her children could still be so
clearly seen. ‘ Ah, yes!” said he, making an effort to restrain his
feelings; “but where are the bodies of the murdered boys?”
Hereupon she, taking little Iain Biorach by the hand, turned
round and slowly walked towards 77g/-na-dige, at the same time

making a sign to the chief and the rest to follow, which they did
in deep silence. On entering, Marsali uncovered the faces of the
dead ; and Struan, after having looked on them for some time,
raised up both his hands, and, shaking them with horror, said :—

A Mbhicantoisich rinn thu’m breamas,

Le do bhruidealachd an Raineach;

Oir eiridh ’chloinn so anns gach al

Le moran bheairnean 'na do thalla ;

Is biths tu fein ad’ thruaghan grannd’

Dol bho ait’ gu ait’ fo mhallachd,

Faicinn nam paisdean mar an sgathain

Eadar Baideanach is Lochabair.
That is, literally—

O, Mackintosh, thou didst the mischief

By thy brutishness in Rannoch ;

For these children shall rise in every age

With many breaches in thy hall ;

And thou thyself shalt wander a sorry wretch

From place to place beneath a curse,

Beholding as in a glass the little cnes—
Betwixt Badenoch and Lochaber,

(T0 be coniinued.)
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GEORGE, FIFTH EARL OF CAITHNESS OF THE
SINCLAIR LINE.

[By GEORGE M. SUTHERLAND, F.S.A. ScoT., WIck.]
(Continued.)

THE principal employment of this Earl in his more youthful days
was in fighting and scheming against the Earl of Sutherland and
his followers. He was a most turbulent and wayward nobleman,
but withal possessed of considerable shrewdness. In marrying
Lord Huntly’s sister, it was evidently with the design of getting
Buntly’s influence used in his own favour, and to the detriment
of the House of Sutherland. His father was for a time almost an
absolute ruler in the two northern counties; but the aims of the
son were to no practical purpose, except in stirring up ill-will and
dissensions among the rival clans in Sutherland and Caithness,
The result was that the Sutherlands, Sinclairs, Mackays, and
Gunns had anything but peaceful times. Latterly, it seems
that the Earls of Caithness and Sutherland had made themselves
to believe that the clan Gunn was the cause of all their differences.
In 1585, a meeting took place at Elgin between the two Earls for
the purpose of adjusting their dissensions, in the presence of the
Earl of Huntly and some friends. At this meeting a conciliation
was effected. The bond of peace was to be the destruction of
those members of the clan Gunn who resided in Caithness. Sir
Robert Gordon writes—*Then was it concluded amongst them
that some of the clan Gun should be made away, chieflie such of
that tryb as duelt in Catteynes, becaus they wer judged to be the
principale authors of these troubles and commotions which were
liklie to ensue in that dyacie.” The clan Gunn were innocent
to a great extent of the charges imputed to them. The
members of that clan were merely secondary agents, and were
as a rule drawn into the disturbances through causes over which
they had very little control. The Sutherlands, Sinclairs, or
Mackays invariably, by some artful means, succeeded in getting
the Gunns to take up one of the opposing sides. Their troubles
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were therefore in a way forced upon them by outside influences.
The two Earls had agreed at Elgin to muster their forces to
destroy the Gunns. But the Earl of Caithness, when he returned
to Girnigoe Castle, had some little time for reflection. He
thought that he had no great concern in claying the Gunns,  Sir
Robert Gordon tries to make out that ‘‘In tyme of warr, they
(the Gunns) have alwyse served the Earl of Southerland and
Macky,” but if the Earl of Sutherland could have trusted them
in this fashion, it is curious to note that when Lord Caithness did
not interfere with them, the Earl of Sutherland got the Earl of
Huntly to hold another conference, which came off at Dunrobin,
with the avowed object of destroying the Gunns. The Earl of
Sutherland was anxious to have this work done, while the Earl of
Caithness hesitated, as if his heart was not in the concern. Sir
Robert himself even writes—“The Earles of Huntley and
Southerland desired the Earle of Catteyness to fulfill his promise
at Elgyn, whereunto he seemed to condiscend. Then agane
they determine and conclude to pursue the Clan Gun.,” If the
Earl of Sutherland could have so implicitly relied on the services
of the Clan Gun in time of war, it said very little for him that he
should have persisted so much in getting them destroyed. But
in virtue of the agreement that had been come to, the Earls
mustered their forces, and hemmed in the Gunns on all sides. It
is believed that the Gunns received some intimation of the in-
tended attack from the Earl of Caithness, but that they, on the
other hand, did not believe in the friendliness of his intentions,
when they saw the Caithness men come to their border. The
Gunns, while inferior in numbers, made up their minds to fight their
enemies from whatever quarter they came. Sir Robert graphi-
cally describes the position of the Gunns:—“Yit they had in
mynd that nothing wes befor them bot enemies, the deip and
bottomless ocean behind them, no place of retrait; no suretie
bot in valor and victory ; so, haveing the advantage of the Hill,
they set upon the enemy with a resolute courage.” Accordingly,
the battle of Aldgown was fought in 1586, and the clan Gunn
was victorious. In the battle upwards of 140 Caithress men
were left dead on the field. Henry Sinclair, who was a cousin
of the Earl of Caithness, and a brother of the Laird of Dunn, was
2
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also killed on this occasion. Instead of the Sutherland men

giving any assistance to their allies, the Caithness men, it appears '
that they pretended not to have known of the battle, and quietly

returned to their own, bounds with all the booty they had col-

lected. This was by no means fair treatment of the Caithness

men, especially when it is considered that the Earl of Sutherland

was mainly responsible for the policy that had been determined

on to punish the Gunns. Nevertheless, Sir Robert Gordon
observes, in his usual hypocritical manner, that “ by the speciall
help and assistance of the Almightie God (in whose hands are the
hearts of men, and the events of things), the Clan Gun overthrew
the Catteynes men at Aldgown,” and farther on, that “the
Catteynes host had been all destroyed, had not the darkness of
the night favored their flight, withholding the victors from follow-
ing the chase.” When the Earl of Caithness became aware of
what had happened at Aldgown, his wrath knew no bounds, and
having the Chief of the Caithness Gunns, whose name was John
Mack-ean-Mack-rob, in his charge at Girnigoe Castle, he had
him hanged, without any ceremony, on the castle gibbet at
Girnigoe Castle.

The Earl of Sutherland was not satisfied with what had hap-
pened, notwithstanding his craven conduct, but was resolved, still
further, to hunt down the Gunns. The conferences, which had
taken place at Elgin and Dunrobin, were now transferred to Gir-
nigoe Castle. Sir Robert Gordon mentions that a friendly meet- |
ing was held at Ben Graeme, in Sutherland, and that Sir Patrick
Gordon of Auchindoun was present as the peacemaker. It is
doubtful if ever the meeting occurred in Sutherlandshire, but
there is proof of a meeting of the kind in Girnigoe Castle, pro-
bably in 1587. There exists a document dated 16th June—
evidently in the year 1587—between the Earl of Caithness on the
one hand, “and Sir Patrick Gordon of Auchindoun, knight, tak-
ing the burden on him for a noble and potent lord, Alexander,
Earl of Sutherland ;” and reference is made therein to the cruel
slaughter and murder of the Caithness men, as the kinsmen,
friends and dependants of the Earl of Caithness; and the
said Sir Patrick Gordon, on behalf of the Earl of Sutherland,
concurred with the Earl of Caithness to take steps “in the pur-
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suit of the said Clan Gun to the death.” After this paction
between the two Earls, the Earl of Sutherland took the field
against the Gunns. Houcheon Mackay, who had previously as-
sisted the Gunns, saw that it would be unsafe for him to do so
any longer. Through his desertion the Gunns became at once
aware that their cause was hopeless, and, therefore, they resolved
to proceed to some of the Western Isles. On their way thither
they were met and completely overthrown, at a place named
Leckmelm, by the Sutherland men. Their captain, George
Gunn, was made a prisoner by the Earl of Sutherland and taken
to Dunrobin Castle. He was afterwards sent to Girnigoe Castle,
where he was detained for some time by the Earl of Caithness,
and afterwards liberated. For a time the Gunns were hotly pur-
sued, and Sir Robert Gordon mentions that they were ‘‘hunted
to and fro by their neighbours until the year of God 1588, that
there fell out trouble and discord betwixt the Earles of Souther-
land and Catteynes.”
(7o be continued.)

UNPUBLISHED PROVERBS.

Am fear nack cluinn air ckoir cha fhreagair air choir,
He who does not hear rightly will not answer rightly.

An rud @ chuir an Diablkad a dk-Ifrinn—frghneachd an rud
air am B fhearr an robk brath aige.
What sent the Devil to Hell-—asking what he knew full well.

An rud a ni Dhomhnall dona millidk Domhnall dona.
What wicked Donald makes wicked Donald spoils.

Mar mhadadh ag ol eanriick ainmeannan Chlann *ill- Eatkain
—¢ Eackann, Lackann ; Eachann, Lackann.”

Like a hound lapping broth are the names of Clan Maclean ;
‘“ Eachann, Lachann:” Hector, Lachlan.,

Barail an dune ghlic is tinne theid air an fhirinn.
A wise man’s opinion comes nearest to the truth.

B’ fhasa chriathrodh na chur air muin eick.
It were easier to riddle him than to set him on horseback.
(Said of a person a long time dead and buried )
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AM FOMHAIR AGUS AN GILLE RUADH.*

CHAIDH mac righ Eirinn agus a bhrathair aon uair air dm geamh-
raidh do 'n bheinn-sheilg ach cha do thachair riu ach fitheach.
Thilg mac an righ air, agus dar a chunnaic e marbh e agus fhuil *
air an t-sneachda, thuirt e ri bhrathair gum falbhadh e a dh’
jarraidh, agus nach tilleadh e gus am faigheadh e, te air am biodh
falt cho dubh ri ite, agus gruaidh cho dearg ri fuil, an fhithich aira
an t-sneachda. Dh’ fhalbh e agus bha e a’ siubhal agus a’ sior
iomachd ; agus dar a thainig an oidhche chunnaic e rionnag
sholuis fada uaith, agus dar a rainig e is e bothan tighe a bha ann.
Rinn muinntir an tighe a bheatha gun iarraidh gun fharaid, agus
dh’ fhan e an oidhche sin, mar gum b’i oidhche Di-Sathuirn a
bhiodh ann. Air madainn an la-ar-na-mhaireach chaidh iad uile
do thigh-coinne, mar gun rachadh iad do ’n t-searmoin. Dar a
rainig iad an eaglais bha duine marbh na shineadh anns an dorus
agus an aite ceum a thoirt seachad air bha a’ h-uile aon mar a
rachadh a stigh a’ saltairt air. Dh’ fheoraich 1nac an righ dé bu
chiall da so, agus dh’innis iad da gur e duine a bh’ ann nach do
phaidh fhiachan agus gum biodh e ann an sid gus am paidheadh
h-aon-eigin air a shon. ““ Mor no beag iad ni mise sin,” arsa mac
an righ. Is e coig tasdain deug, no seachd deug, no ceithir
fichead agus a h-aon, no naoi ceud, a bha ann. Phaidh e na
fiachan mar a thuirt e, agus thog iad leo an duine marbh agus
thiodhlaic iad e, agus thill iad dachaidh. Anns a’ mhadainn an
la-ar-na-mhaireach dh’ fhalbh mac an righ air a cheum agus air a
thuras agus bha e a’ siubhal agus a’ sior iomachd gus an robh e a
fas sgith. Thug e suil m’ an cuairt da agus co a chunnaic e a’
tighinn air a chulaobh ach gille ruadh, truagh, ceann-ruisgte,
cas-ruisgte, a dh’ fheoraich dhe dar a rug e air, ““ A bheilgille a
*This folk tale has been kindly sent us by Mrs. Wallace, Manse of Tiree, Her
brother, Rev. Mr. Campbell, Tiree, is gwell-known collector of folk tales, as readers
of the Scottish Celtic Review know. Mrs. Wallace says:—¢‘The foregoing and
similar tales were written from full notes taken during the recital of them by old and
young people now living in Tiree, ‘a chur seachad mo mhulaid’—to alleviate, the
deepest sorrow, as much as to gratify a taste acquired in childhood and the wish to
do something to help those who have already done, with their great gifts and abili-

ties, so much towards preserving what must be to every educated mind a charming
national literature,”” The English translation is on the opposite pages.
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THE GIANT AND THE FAIR MAN-SERVANT.

THE King of Eirin’s heir and his brother went once in the winter
time to the hunting hill (field), but they did not meet with any-
thing except a raven. The King’s son shot at it, and when he
saw it lying, killed, on the snow, he said to his brother that he
would go to seck, and that he would never return until he found
a maiden whose hair would be as black as the wing, and her cheek
as red as the raven’s life blood on the snow. So he went away,
and was travelling and continuously going until night fall, when he
saw a beam of light at a great distance from him. When he
reached it he found it was a small wayside house. The inmates
of the house welcomed him, without being asked by him, and
without questioning him, and he remained that night. Early
on the next morning they went together to a meeting house, as
if they would go to church. When they came to the church,
there was a dead man lying in the doorway, and instead of
stepping past him, every one, as they went in, trampled upon
him. The King’s son asked the meaning of their treatment of
this man. They answered him—That he was a man who had not
paid. his debts, and that he would be left lying where he was
until some one paid them for him. Be the sum large or small,
I will pay it, said the King’s son. The sum was fifteen shillings,
‘or- seventeen, or eighty-one, or nine hundred, and he paid the
debt as he said he would. Then the dead man was lifted away
and buried, and they all returned home. When the next morn-
ing came, the King’s son went early on his journey, and he was
travelling far and near, until he began to get weary. On looking
about him, he saw coming up to him, a wan woe-begone human
being—a red-haired youth, bareheaded and barefooted, who asked
him, Do you want a man-servant. I have not much means of
keeping a man-servant, said the King’s son, or of taking him with
me. I am only a poor forlorn wanderer going in search of my
fortune and my choice. But, said the young man, I will not
ask much from you. So they began ‘argle-bargling” until at
last the King’s son consented to the young man becoming his
body servant. There was now a giant to encounter. There isa
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dhith ort ?” “ Chan ’eil moran doigh agamsa air gille a chumail,”
arsa mac an righ, “no thoirt leam. Chan’eil annam ach duine
bochd, allabanch, a’ falbh a dh’ iarraidh m’ fhortain agus
caomhaig.” “QOd,” ars’ an gille, “cha bhi mise ag iarraidh

moran ort ann.” Thoisich iad air thurta agus air tharta, gus mu
dheireadh gun d’ thug mac an righ leis e gu bhi na ghille aige. =
Bha an so fomhair dol a bhi romhpa. “Tha uamh mhor =
air thoiseach oirnn ann a’ so shios anns a bheil fomhair,” |
thuirt an gille, “agus cha leig e duine seachad air gun a
mharbhadh ; ach ni sinn cleas air. Fanaidh tusa ann an so agus
ni thu mar gum biodh tu 2’ cur air doigh airm ; theid mise a sios
agus ma dh’ fhaodteadh gum faigh sinn sabhaladh.” Rainig e an
uamh agus bha am fear ud a stigh roimhe.  “Is math leam gun
d’ thainig thu,” ars ’esan ris a’ ghille. “Tha conadh orm gu feoil,
agus bidh tu agam air mo dhinneir, agus a rithisd air mo shuipeir.”
“Is fearr dhuit deanamh air do shocair,” ars’ an gile, ‘“agus mac
righ Eirinn shios ud air son do bheatha thoirt diot.” Sheall am
fomhair am mach agus ghreas e a stigh agus thuirt e ris a’ ghille
ruadh, “Tha da bhrathair agam is miosa na mise ri tachairt ort
fhathast, agus gu d’ thoirt seachad orra bheir mi dhuit brata, agus
dar bhios e ort, chan fhaic duine thu, ma chuireas tu am folach mi fo
’n chloich so.” ‘ Cuiridh,” ars’ an gille ; agus fhuair e am brata.
Thog am fombhair clach mhor a bha an taobh na h-uamha agus dara
chaidh e stigh foidhpeleig angille sios air a h-oir i air muin an fhom-
hair agusbhae na spreadhan. Fhuair iadan so a’h-uile ni a bha anns
an uaimh, agus dh’ fhalbh iad gun stad gus an do rainig iad creag
mhor am measg stallan, agus thuirt an gille ri mac an righ gun
robh brathair do 'n fhomhair romhpa anns na stallan ud shios, agus
esan a dheanamh a’cheart chleas a rinn e roimhe air cur an ordugh
an airm, agus gun rachadh e fhein a sios far an robh am fomhair.
Dh’ fhalbh e. Dar a rainig e bha am fear ud a stigh.  “‘ Thainig
thu,” ars’ esan ris a’ ghille ruadh ; ‘“tha mi gun bhiadh, agus is
math leam agam thu. Theid mi a gheurachadh mo sgeine.”
“ Agad no bhuait mi” ars’ an gille, “bidh e cho math dhuit an
toiseach sealltainn shios ud, agus chi thu mac righ Eirinn le
fheachd agus le armachd a’ tighinn a thoirt bhuaitse do bheatha
agus do storais.” Am mach ghabh am fomhair agus cha robh
aige an sin ach na creagean a’ freagairt do ghlaodhaich agus
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great cave down there before us in which a giant dwells, said the
man-servant, and no one ever gets past him alive, and we must
trick him. You will stay here and do as if you were putting in
order (drilling) an army, while I go to meet the giant; and per-
haps we may escape from him safely. He reached the cave and
the giant was there before him. I am glad you are come, he said
to the man-servant. I am ravenous for flesh meat, and you will
suffice for my dinner and afterwards for my supper. It will be-
come you better not to be in such haste, said the man-servant, for
the son of the King of Eirin is close at hand, prepared to take
your life. The giant looked out and hastened in, and said to the
fair man-servant : 1 have two brothers worse than me that you
must yet encounter ; but to take you past them safely I will give
you a quilt that will make you invisible when you put it on, if you
will hide me under this stone, I will, said the man-servant, and
he got the quilt. The giant then lifted the great stone that was
in the side of the cave, and, when he went under it, the man-
servant let it down edgeway upon the giant and he was ground
into powder. They then took possession of all the treasures in
his cave and went on their journey without any hindrance until
they came to a great rock amongst precipices. The man-servant
then said to the King’s son that a brother of the giant was before
them in these precipices and that he must use the same art as
before in putting in order his army while he would go down where
the giant was. And he went. When he reached he found him
at home. You have come, said he to the fair man-servant. Iam
without food and I am glad to have you. I will go to sharpen
my knife. Have me or want me, said the man servant, it will
be as well for you first to look from you and you will see
the King of Eirin’s son with an armed force coming to take your
life and your treasures. Out rushed the giant, but before him
there, the rocks were resounding to shouting, screaming, whistling,
and clash of arms, and his running was no faster than his leaping
again to his house, and he did not know what to do. I hid your
brother yesterday, said the man-servant, and he gave me in
return a quilt, as a reward. I will bestow upon you a pair of
shoes, said the giant, and when you put them on no one will hear
you walking, if you will let me down to the foot of the precipice
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sgreadail agus feadraich agus faobhair airm, agus cha bu luaithe
ruith na leum dha a stigh, agus cha robh fios aige de a dheanadh
e. “Chuir mise am falach do bhrathair an de,” ars’ an gille, ?
“agus thug e dhomh brata mar dhuais” ‘‘Bheir mise dhuit
brogan,” ars am fombhair, “agus dar a chuireas tu ort iad cha L
chluinn duine thu a’ coiseachd, ma leigeas tu sios mi gu bun
na stalla as an t-sealladh.” “Ni mi sin,” ars’ an gille, agus
chuir iad feist mu theis-meadhoin an fhombhair, agus dar a
bha e thun a bhi shios leis a’ chreig leig an gille ruadh
as e, agus chaidh e as an amhaich. Fhuair iad an so gach
or agus airgiod a bha aige agus dh’ fhalbh iad. Bha an rathad
reidh romhpa gun mhaille gun stad air an ceum gus an do
rainig iad tigh an fhomhair mhoir mu dheireadh. Rinn iad an so
mar rinn iad roimhe. Chaidh an gille sios thun an tighe agus dh’
thuirich mac an righ a’ cur an ordugh nan arm. - Dar a rainig an
gille bha coig stuib mu choinne an tighe agus ceann air
ceithir dhiubh agus fear falamh. Chaidh e stigh agus thainig an
nighean na chodhail. DN’ innis e dhi gun robh mac an righ shios
ud. Chuir i ga iarraidh e, agus dar a thainig e a stigh dh’ fhalbh
ise a nuas agus spain aice na laimh. Dh’ aithnich mac an righ
gum b’ i sid an te bha na bheachd ach cha do leig e fainear ceann
a sheud no shiubhal. Thuirt ise ris mur biodh an spain ud a bha
na laimh aige aig am braiceas am maireach gum biodh a cheann
air an stob fhalamh a bha e a’ faicinn am muigh ann an sid.
Thuirt mac an righ, “ Thoir dhomh i agus gleidhidh mi i” “Chan
eil thu ri 'faotainn mar sin,” ars’ ise agus dh’ fhalbh i leatha g’ a
falach a dh’ ionnsaidh an fhomhair mhoir, a h-athair, a bha a’
fuireach an uaimh a’ chladaich, agus thuirt i ris e ghleidheil na
spaine ud an sid gus an tigeadh ise g’ a h-iarraidh. Chuir am
fomhair sid fo’n chluasaig ach thainig an gille ruadh gun fhath gun
fhios agus am brat agus na brogan air, agus thug e leis an spain.
Dar a bha iad aig am braiceas an la-ar-na-mhaireach dh’ iarr ise
an spain, agus thuirt mac an righ, “An d’ thug thu dhomh i?”
“Chan ann mar sin a thug mi dhuit i ” ars’ ise agus ghlaodh i air
son a mharbhadh, “Dean air do shocair,” ars’ esan rithe ; is ann
aig mo ghille a bhios a leithid sin.” Ghlaodh e air a ghille agus
shin e dhi an spain oir. An oidhche so a rithist thug i a’ chir
airgid as a ceann agus leig i fhaicinn da i, agus thuirt i ris, *“ Biodh
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out of sight. That I will, said the man-servant, and they put a
fastening round the giant’s waist, but when he was almost at the
last ledge of the rock, the fair man-servant loosened his hold of
the fastening, and the giant was killed. The servant and his
master were now enriched with all the gold and silver that the
giant had, and they went their way. The road was smooth before
them, without let, hindrance, or obstacle, until they reached the
dwelling of the last great giant. They did now as they did
before. The man-servant went down to the dwelling and the
king’s son remained to put his army in order. When the man-
servant reached he saw five pales before the dwelling with heads
on four and one empty. He entered the dwelling and a maiden
came to meet him, and he told her that the King’s son was there.
abouts. She sent to invite him, and when he entered the dwell-
ing she came towards him with a spoon in her hand. The King’s
son saw that she was the maiden he was in search of, but he did
not show the purpose of his journey and travel. She said to him
if he would not have the spoon she had in her hand at breakfast
time to-morrow, that his head would be on the empty pale that
he saw out there before the house. The King’s son said, Give me
it and I will keep it. You are not to get it in that way, said she,
and she went to get it hidden, to the great giant, her father, in
the cave at the sea-shore. She told him to keep the spoon unti]
she would return for it. The giant placed the spoon under his
pillow, but the red-fair man-servant came without notice or word
with the quilt and the shoes on him, and took away the spoon,
Next morning, when they were at breakfast, the maiden asked for
the spoon, and the King’s son said, Did you give it to me. I did
not give it to you in that way, said she, and she called out to have
him killed. Do not be so instant, said he to her, it is my man-
servant who keeps such things as that, and he called to his man-
servant, who came and handed her the golden spoon. This
evening again she took the silver comb from her head, showed it
to the King’s son, and said to him, You must have this for me at
breakfast time to-morrow. Give it to me and I will have it for
you, he said. It was not that you might get it that I showed it
to you, said she. As before, she went with it to the giant, and
the man-servant followed her with the quilt and shoes on him.
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so agad domhsa aig mo bhraiceas am maireach.” Beir dhomh’g
i agus bidh i agam,” ars’ esan.  “Chan ann air son thu gu faotainn
a tha mi ga leigeil fhaicinn duit,” ars’ ise. Dh’ fhalbh i leatha a
dh’ionnsaidh an fhomhair mar a rinn ; roimhe, agus dh’ fhalbh an s
gille air a deighinn agus am brat agus na brogan air. An uair
a rainig i am fomhair thuirt i ris, “ Nach tu a tha a’ dol a dhean-
amh a’ chairdeis ris an fhear so nach do rinn thu ri cach.” D’
fheuch esan fo'n chluasaig agus cha robh mir d’ an spain oir aige.
“ Ma fhuair iad an spain chan fhaigh iad a chir,” ars’ esan. DR’
eirich e agus chuir e i ann am preas am falach mar a shaoil e, ach
c’aite an do chuir e i ach an laimh a’ ghille aig mac an righ. DN’
fhalbh esan dachaidh agus i aige. Aig a’ bhraiceas an la-ar-na-
mhaireach dh’iarr ise a’ chir agus thuirt mac an righ, *“ An &’ thug
thu dhomh i?” “Cha b’ ann air son a toirt duit a leig mi fhaicinn
i,” ars’ ise, agus ghlaodh i stigh riu gu mharbhadh, Ach thuirt
esan rithe, ““Dean air to shocair, is e mo ghille a bhios a’ gleidheadh
a' h-uile ni d’an t-seorsa sin a bhios agam. Thig a stigh,” ars’ esan
ris a’ ghille, “‘agus feuch a bheil a’ chir agad.” Thainig an gille
ruadh agus a chir airgid, agus shin e sid dhi. D’ fhalbh i an
oidhche so a rithist agas thuirt i ris gum feumadh e coig cinn,
agus coig mill, agus coig muinealan an fhomhair mhoir ud a bhi .
aige aig am brajceas am maireach, agus dh’ fhalbh i a thoirt fios
do 'n fhomhair. A mach a ghabh an gille ruadh air a deigh agus
am brata agus na brogan air agus thug e leis an claidheamh. Dh’
innis ise do 'n fhomhair mar bha ri eirigh dha.  Dar a dh’ fhalbh
i thug am fomhair air gu oisinn na h-uamha agus an claidheamh
aige. Thoisich an gille ruadh air leis a’ chlaidheamh aige fhein, agus
dar nach tigeadh ceann bhar an fhomhair tigheadh muineal dheth
agus cha robh e faicinn ni ach faileas a’ chlaidheimh a bha an dorn a
ghille gus an d’ thugadh dheth gach ceann agus muineal a bha air,
Chairich an gille ruadh air gad iad agus thill e dhachaidh agus iad
aige air a mhuin.  Aig a’ bhraiceas an ath la thuirt ise, “ A bheil
cinnn agus mill agus muinealan an fhomhajr mhoir agad dhomh ?’
Thuirt esan gur e sid ni a bha duilich dhasan fhaotainn. Ghlaodh
ise a stigh iad air son a mharbhadh.  “ Dean air do shocair
ort,” arsa mac an righ, “feuch a bheil jad aig a’ ghille agam.”
Thainig an gille stigh agus chaith e air an urlar iad. Bha an
nighean an so aig mac an righ ri fhaotainn ri phosadh. Rinn iad
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When she reached the giant, she said to him, It is you who are
showing such great friendship for this one that you did not show
to the others. He looked under his pillow and no golden spoon
was there. If they got the spoon, he said, they will not get the
comb. He rose to put it in a hiding place, as he thought, but
where did he put it but in the hand of the King’s son’s man-
servant. At breakfast time next morning the maiden asked
for her comb, and the King’s son said, Did you give it to me? It
was not to give it to you that I showed it to you, said
she, and she called them in to kill him. Do not be so quick,
he said to her, it is my man-servant who keeps everything of that
kind that I have. Enter, he said to the servant, and try if you
have that comb. The red-fair man-servant came in with the
silver comb and gave it to her. This evening she went again and
said to him he must have the five heads, five bumps, and five
necks of the great giant, who was down there, at breakfast time
to-morrow, and she went to tell the giant. But after her went
the red-fair man servant with the quilt and the shoes on him,
and he took his sword. She told the giant what was to happen
to him. When she left him, the giant went to the corner of
the cave and took his sword. The red-fair man-servant began
with his sword, and when the giant’s heads would not yield,
a bump would be cut off, aud all the time the giant could not
see anything but the glancing of the sword that was in the man-
servant’s hand, until every head and neck that he had were
taken off him. The fair man-servant placed them on a string,
‘and carried them home slung over his shoulder. At break-
fast time next morning, the maiden asked : Have you the five
heads and five necks of the great giant for me. He answered
—That was a very difficult thing for him to get. She then
as usual called them in to kill him. Have patience, said the
King’s son, perhaps my servant may have them. And the man-
servant came in and threw them down before her. The King’s
son was now'to get the maiden to be his wife. A great marriage-
feast, joyous and gladdening, was made for them. At the end of
the year the man-servant said that it was time for him to leave
them. What gift will you take from me for your good service to
me, said the King's son to him. What reward are you willing to
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banais mhor, aighearach, ghreadhnach. An ceann bliadhna thuirt
an gille gun robh an t-am aige-san falbh. ‘“De an duais a dh’
jarras tu uam air son do sheirbhis mhaith ?” thuirt mac an righ
ris.  “De a tha thu toileach a thoirt domh,” ars’ an gille. “ Aon
ni a dh’ iarras tu ged a b'e mo bhean no mo nighean e,” ars’ am
fear eile. “ Cha ghabh mi duais sam bith uait agus chan iarr mi do
bhean no do nighean, do chuid no do chuideachd” thuirt an
gille, ““A bheil cuimhne agad fhein air an fhear a bha an dorus
an tigh-choinne agus a phaidh thu na fiachan air a shon?” “Tha
cuimhne agam air,” thuirt esan. “Is mise an duine sin,” ars’ an
gille, “agus tha nis an t-am agam tilleadh do ’n aite as an d’
thainig mi.” Db’ fhalbh e agus chan fhacas riamh tuilleadh e.

ENGLISH.

give me ? answered the man-servant. Whatever you choose to
ask from me, said the King’s son, even if it should be my wife or
daughter. I will not take any gift or reward from you, said the
fair man-servant ; neither will I ask from you either your wife or
daughter, or treasures or friends. Have you any remembrance
of the man who was lying at the door of the meeting-house and
whose debts you paid. I remember, said the King’s son. I am
that man, saii the man-servant, and now it is time for me to
return to the place from whence I came. And he went away
and was never more seen.

UNPUBLISHED PROVERBS.

B’e sin im a chur a dh-Eirinn.
That were sending butter to Ireland.

Capull a chur a dh-Innse-gall.
Sending a horse to the Lowlands,

Giubhas a chur a Lock-alar.
Sending pine wood to Lochaber.
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THE HISTORY OF THE MACLEODS.
[BY ALEXANDER MACKENZIE.]

THE MACLEODS OF LEWIS.
(Continued.)

GREGORY'’S account of the close of the long dispute between the
Mackenzies and the Macleods, and the ultimate extinction of
Roderick Macleod’s heirs male must be given at length. He says
that being at length forcad to evacuate the stronghold of Berrisay,
by the Mackenzies, ““Neil retired to Harris, where he remained
for a while in secret, but at length surrendered himself to Ruari
Macleod of Harris, whom he entreated to take him to the King
of England. This the Chief of Harris undertook to do; but
when at Glasgow with his prisoner, preparing to embark for
England, he was charged, under the pain of treason, to deliver
Neil Macleod to the Privy Council at Edinburgh, which he
accordingly did ; and, at the same time, Neil's son, Donald. Neil
was brought to trial, convicted, and executed, and died ‘very
christianlie * in April, 1613. Donald, his son, been banished out
of Scotland, went to England and remained there three years,
under the protection of Sir Robert Gordon, Tutor of Sutherland.
From England he afterwards went to Holland, where he died.
After the death of Neil Macleod, the Tutor of Kintail appre-
hended and executed Ruari and William, two of the sons of
Ruari Oig Macleod. Malcolm, the third son, was apprehended
at the same time, but made his escape, and continued to harass
the Mackenzies with frequent incursions, having allied himself to
the Clandonald of Isla and Kintyre, in whose rebellion, under
Sir James Macdonald, in 1615, Malcolm MacRuari Macleod took
a prominent part. On the suppression of this rebellion, he re-
tired to Flanders, whence, in 1616, he made a visit to the Lewis,
and there killed two gentlemen of the Clankenzie. He then
joined Sir James Macdonald in Spain, and remained there till
the return of that Chief to Britain in 1620. On this occasion,
Malcolm Macleod accompanied Sir James; and of his further
history we only know, that, in 1622, commissions of fire and
sword were granted to Lord Kintail and his clan against Malcolm
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MacRuari Macleod.™ Tormot Macleod, the last surviving /legi#s-
mate son of Ruari Macleod of the Lewis, was imprisoned, as we
have seen, at Edinburgh Castle, in 1605. Here he remained for
ten years, when the King gave him liberty to go to Holland, to
the service of Maurice, Prince of Orange ; and he died in that
country. His elder brother-german, Torquil Dubh, executed by
the Mackenzies in 1579, left issue by his wife, a sister of Ruari
Macleod of Harris, three sons, Ruari, William, and Torquil.
The second of these seems to have died soon ; and although the
others are mentioned by Sir Robert Gordon as youths of great
promise at the time he wrote his account of the Siol Torquil,
they appeared to have both died without lawful issue to inherit
their claims to the Lewis, which has now remained for upwards
of two centuries, without challenge, in the possession of the
Mackenzies. The representation of the ancient and powerful
family of Macleod of Lewis devolved, on the extinction of the
main stem, 2n Gillechallum Oig Macleod, or MacGillechallum of
Raasay, whose father, MacGillechallum, Garve, is mentioned in a
charter, dated 1572, as heir male of the family of Lewis, failing
issue male of the body of Ruari Macleod, then Chief of the Siol
Torquil.” This is the same MacGillechallum, who escaped from
the massacre on the Island of Isay, when all the other members
of his family, as already detailed, were murdered by his own
relative, Ruari Nimhneach Macleod.

During several months in the beginning of 1615, Malcolm,
the only surviving son of Ruari Og Macleod of Lewis, is found
committing various acts of piracy on the West Coast and in the
Isles, in company with Coll Macgillespick, and others of the clan
Donald of Islay, and in April of the same year he is, along with
his associates, included in a commission of fire and sword issued
in favour of eight of the principal Western Isles chiefs. Malcolm,
however, escaped capture, though one of the King’s ships, with a
pinnace, had been engaged to support the island chiefs in their
attempts to capture him, and although a reward of three thousand
merks was afterwards oftered for his apprehension, for his share in
the piracies and the active part which, during the latter half of

* Record of the Privy Council, 14th November, 1622, and 28th November, 1626,
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the same year, he took in Sir James Macdonald of Isla’s rebellion.
Sir James, having made his escape to Antrim, in the north of
Ireland, afterwards crossed to Spain, and got clear of his pursuers,
wnile Malcolm Macleod and others of his supporters found
shelter on the Glynns and Route estates of the Macdonalds in the
same Irish county.

In March, 1616, the Privy Council ordered Campbell of
Lundy, brother of the Earl of Argyll, to appear before them to
receive instructions for putting down certain rebels who continued
to infest the Western Isles under the leadership of Malcolm
MacRuari Oig Macleod of the Lewis. Lundy, however, refused to
take any action under the Commission, in consequence of which
Malcolm again escaped, and retired to Flanders. He subsequently
returned for a short time to the Lewis, where he killed two leading
men of the Mackenzies, and afterwards managed to escape,
joined Sir James Macdonald of Isla in Spain, and in 1620
returned with that chief to Scotland. It is not known what was
the outcome of the Commission of fire and sword granted to the

. Mackenzies in 1622, to pursue and capture him, but he is said to
have escaped again to Ireland, where he died.

Sir Robert Gordon, Tutor of Sutherland, with whom Donald,
Neil Macleod’s eldest son, lived for three years in London, after
he was banished furth of Scotland in 1613, gives the following
interesting details regarding other members of the chief’s de-
scendants living when he wrote his History of the Earldom of
Sutherland. He says—* Rory Macleod, the eldest son of Torquil
Dubh, is at the University of Glasgow. Torquil Macleod, the
third son of Torquil Dubh, was bred with his uncle, Sir Rory
Macleod of Harris, and is a youth of great expectations.” Sir
Robert concludes his account of the Macleods of Lewis and their
misfortunes, which he details at considerable length, in the following
terms—*“The Tutor of Kintail did repent himself of his proceed-
ings against the Siol Torquil ; his aim was always to have gotten
the Lewis unto himself, from his nephew, the Lord of Kintail,
now Earl of Seaforth, in exchange for the Coigeach, and the rest of
the lands that he purchased in Ross and Moray ; which exchange
was refused by his nephew, who was ready to fall by the ears
with his uncle, when he died the year of God 1626, Thus have
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I run over the lamentable history of Macleod of Lewis, together
with the tribe of the Siol Torquil ; which punishment was justly
inflicted upon them for killing and destroying one another with
intestine and civil war.”* Lord Kintail was created Earl of
Seaforth in 1623, and Sir Robert Gordon’s work, from which we
quote, is dated 1630. It will thus be seen that Roderick and
Torquil, two of the sons of Torquil Dubh Macleod, and grandsons
of Old Rory of the Lewis, lived far down into the seventeenth
century, though we can find no further trace of them.

Roderick Macleod married, first, Janet, an illegitimate daughter
of John Mackenzie IX. of Kintail, and widow of Mackay of Reay.
By this marriage he had issue—

1. Torquil “Conanach,” so-called from his having been brought
up with his mother’s relations in Strathconan. He
married Margaret, daughter of Angus Macdonald of
Glengarry, widow of Cuthbert of Castlehill, Inverness,
by whom she became progenitrix of the famous Charles
Colbert, Marquis of Seignelay, Minister of Lewis XIV.
of France., By her Torquil had issue—(1) John, who
died before his father, he having been killed by his
bastard uncle, Rory Og; (2) another son, who also
died before his father ; and (3) Margaret, who, on the
death of her brothers, became his sole heiress. She
married Sir Roderick Mackenzie (second son of
Colin Cam XI. of Kintail), afterwards known as the
famous Tutor of Kintail, progenitor of the Mackenzie
Earls of Cromarty, now represented by the Duchess of
Sutherland. It will thus be seen that Torquil Conanach,
Roderick’s only son by the first marriage, left no male
issue. His mother, Janet Mackenzie, eloped with
John MacGillechallum of Raasay, whereupon she was
divorced by her husband.

Old Rory married secondly, in 1541, Barbara Stewart,

daughter of Andrew, Lord Avandale, with issue—

2. Torquil “Oighre,” to distinguish him from his elder brother,
who had now been disinherited by his father, on the
ground of his mother’s alleged misconduct with Morri-

* Earldor- of Sutherland, p. 276.
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son, the Breitheamh, or Celtic Judge of the Island.
Torquil Oighre, after he arrived at manhood, was,
about 1566, drowned, during his father’s life, while on
a voyage in his birlinn from the Lewis to the Isle of
Skye. He also died without any male issue.

Roderick Macleod married, thirdly, a sister of Lauchlan
Maclean of Duart, with issue, two sons—

3. Torquil Dubh, whom he declared his heir, and who, for a

time, maintained possession of the Lewis. He married
a sister of Sir Rory Mor Macleod of Harris and Dun-
vegan, with issue, three sons—Roderick, William, and
Torquil, all of whom are said to have died without
legitimate issue. Torquil Dubh himself was, as we
have seen, killed by his elder brother, Torquil
Conanach, in July, 1597.

4. Tormod, who entered the service of Maurice, Prince of
Orange, where he died without legitimate male issue,
when the male representation of the Macleods of
Lewis devolved upon the family of Raasay.

It would have been observed that Old Roderick, the date of
whose death we are unable positively to fix, had also five bastard
sons—Tormod Uigeack, Murdoch, Neil, Donald, and Rory Og,
all of whom took a leading part in the final struggle of the
Macleods for their ancient rights to the great Island principality
of the Lewis.

We shall next give the account of these proceedings, pre-
served in the oldest manuscript history of the Mackenzies in
existence. Though it may possibly be considered a little partial
in some of its details, it will be found exceedingly interesting,
and well worth quoting in this connection.
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MEDICAL SPELLS AND CHARMS OF THE
HIGHLANDS.

I
[BYy ALEXANDER MACDONALD.]

THE following charms refer more especially to the diseases of
cattle and their cure, but it must be remembered that many of
them, such as the ‘“ruaidhe,” ‘“beum-sula,” ‘‘ casg-uisge,” and
others, are also incident to humanity, and precisely the same
processes of cure were resorted to in the case of man as in that
of brute. The diseases and their cures by spells and charms are
both of them numerous, and I confine myself to a few only
which I know best.

In the case of the “ruaidhe,” which meant a lodging of the
milk in the udder of the cow or a woman’s breast, the charm or
‘““eolas” repeated was the same in both cases. It ran :—

‘¢ Tha eolas agam air an ruaidhe,
Gur ann air buaidhe ’s air blioc,
A chuir Moir’ a tonnaibh a cinn,
’S a chuir Brighde a roinn a fuilt :
’Chriosda, faicibh sibhse chioch sin air at :
Gu ma slan a chioch ’s gu ma crion an t-at ;

Trian an duigh ’s trian a maireach,
’S uile gu leir an earar.”

I possess a charm for the redness,

1t was for produce and milk

That Mary took from the ringlets of her head

And Bridget from the shedding of her hair.

Oh! Christ see Thou that breast swollen

May the breast be healed and the swelling disappear ;
One-third to-day ; one-third to-morrow ;

And the remainder the day after.

In regard to “beum-sula,” however, there is a little difference.
I find two incantations to have been used. I cannot determin
whether one was meant for persons, and another for animals.
But I myself do not think such to have been the case. The
existence of the double charm being most probably a circum-
stance of locality.

It may be necessary to make a few remarks upon this diseas
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of “beum-sula,” which was at one time so common in the High-
lands. The idea is of great antiquity, and wide as the world.
By the Greeks it was believed that the evilepe possessed a
malignant power, and that it was characteristic of persons subject
to envy and passion. Pliny makes mention of it in his works* as
a reason for the wearing of amulets and talismans among the
Romans, remarking that women with double eye-balls could
injure others. In more modern times the belief in the iniquitous
influence of the evil-eye is well illustrated among the Turks; and
it has been since times immemorial so prevalent in the Highlands
of Scotland as to take a leading place among the beliefs of the
Highlanders. No person, animal, or thing was considered safe
from the terrible power of the eye that would split the stone—
“an t-suil a sgoilteadh a chlach” And it was observed that the
deep-sunk eye was the most baneful, the belief being that a
person whose eyes were much out of sight—* fada-fo-dlion”—
had a more envious heart, and more cunningly-selfish ambitions
than 2 person whose eyes were prominent. Indeed, it must be
confessed that there is something in this contention too. But
several determining features and qualifications in the person’s
character are to be dealt with before coming to a conclusion.

When it was believed that the “evil eye” had taken effect,
the person to whom the ceremony of the cure was known was at
once sent for. This person might happen to be either a man or
a woman ; but there was at one time in the Highlands an order
of men who seem to have devoted all their time to the work, the
“ Cliar-sheana-chain,” going from place to place somewhat like
the Dr. Faustus of continental renown, and living by their magic.
The last of these may have been the man, well-known in Inver-
ness-shire by the name of Murchadl-nan-Gobhar. He was
noted for his magical cures, and also for other rather unfavour-

- able potencies. But, however, whether performed by man or
woman, the cure was always successful, unless an error was made
in repeating the charm, in which case on the Continent some
dreadful punishment was at once inflicted on the magician &y #e
devil, but in our country no such punishment existed, the cause

* Nat. History, Book 7.
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given for the failure of a cure at any time being that the disease
was not what it was represented to be. A case which illustrates
this once came under my notice. It was thought that a calf was
suffering from the effects of the evil-eye. The magician, a
neighbouring rather intelligent woman, was sent for, She got a
wooden vessel—a meadar-bleoghainin —and putting a certain
quantity of water, taken out of a running brook over which dead
and living had passed, into it, and also a sixpenny piece, she
stirred or swilled the water about in the vessel after a certain
manner, predicting that if the evil-eye had taken effect upon the
calf, the sixpenny piece would stick to the “earr” (bottom) o
the vessel. This, however, it did not do in this case ; and it was
at once understood that the ailment from which the calf suffered
was not to be ascribed to the evil-eye. This was the *silver-
water” cure. But, properly speaking, it does not seem to have
been so much a cure as it was a means of discovering the caus
of the ailment, so far as the evil-eye might be that cause, I am
not acquainted with any incantation repeated while this cure wa
being performed. The orthodox “ charm ” generally made use of
for the beum-sula was :—

Deanamsa dhutsa eolas air suil,

A uchd ’ille Phadruig naoimh,

Air at amhaich is stad earrbuill

Air naoi conair ’s air naoi connachair,

’S air naoi bean seang sith

Air suil seana-ghille, ’s air sealladh seana-mhna,
Mas a suil fir i, i lasadh mar bhigh

Mas a suil mhnath’ 1,1 bhi dh’ easbhnidh a cich.
Falcadair fuar agus fuarachd da’ fuil,

Air a ni, ’s air a daoine,

Air a crodh ’s air a caoraich fein.

Let me perform to you, |
A charm for the evil-eye ﬂ
By the love of Holy St. Peter i

Against swelling of neck and stoppage of bowels, i
Against nine ‘‘conair ” and nine *‘connachair,”* r
And nine slender fairies "1
Against a bachelor’s eye, and an old maid’s eye. { E
If a man’s eye may it flame like gum (resin), &
If a woman’s eye may she want her breast ; E[‘

* Can your readers explain these words ? 1
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A cold plunge and coldness to her blood,
Such to her gear, to her men,
To her cattle and sheep.

In the Beauties of Gaelic Poetry we find the following reference
made to this charm :—‘During its repetition the singular operation
of filling a bottle with water was being carried on ; and the incan-
tation 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 according 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 charm was performed in the name of St.
Patrick, it is probably of Irish origin; but we know that it held
equally good in the Highlands of Scotland as it did across the
channel.”*

We cannot but notice the conspicuous part water takes up in
these remarkable cures. It was a sort of a universal medium for
the practice of the magical art, and indeed it seems to have held
that place in the magical world for at least many centuries back.
We have it invariably resorted to in the Arabian mythology for
the breaking of spells and effecting the transformation of one
being into another. The water was sprinkled on the victim, and,
at the same time, some words repeated ; which immediately from
a magician or enchantress was followed with the desired result.
Again, in the 8th Eclogue of Virgil, we are introduced to a
sorceress who, in order to recover the lost love of Daphnis, requests
her attendants to bring her ““running water from the brook” with
which to work a charm—a charm which she believes to be suffi-
ciently powerful to “call the moon from its sphere, make the
cold-blooded snake burst in the field,” and strong as the one “ by
which Circe turned the companions of Ulysses into beasts.’
Among Highlanders it had such virtues attributed to it, when
treated according to the mysterious arts of the practitioner, that it
was almost on all occasions used in connection with the practice
of magic, particularly when the supposed cause of any trouble was
of a non-material nature.

Bat, still further, with respect to the evil-eye, there is a third
cure, if we are to accept the silver-water cure as one. There is

* Page 268 (Note),
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one called “FEolas-a-Chronachaidh,” the name applied to the
one already given being “ Casg-heum-sula.” Eolas-a-Chronach-
aidh ran as follows : —
¢ Paidir a b’ aon,

Paidir a dha,

Paidir a tri,

Paidir a ceithir,

Paidir a coig,

Paidir a sea,

Paidir a seachd,

’S neart nan seachd paidirean a

Sgaoileadh do ghalair air na

Clachan glas ud thall,” *

Bead number one (paternoster)

Bead number two

Bead number three

Bead number four

Bead number five

Bead number six

Bead number seven :

And may the strength of the seven beads

Cast out your disease amidst the gray-stones over by.

While repeating this charm, the magician counted th
“Leads,” giving a line of the charm just as each bead was passed.
It must be a very old charm, and seems to have been at time
used for the relief of sprained ankles and dislocated joints. I
seems also to be the one referred to by the poet, John Ro
Stewart, in his psalm composed after the rout of Culloden
Having sprained his ankle he went on to say :—

¢ Ni mi 1 ubhaidh rinn Peadar do Phol
'S a linghean air fa’s leum bruaich,
Seachd paidir, 'n ainm Sagairt *us pap
Ga chuir ris ’na phlasd mu’n cuairt.”
When taken for this purpose there was apparently no charm re
peated. The process was one of application, and suggests
considerable resemblance to some Pagan customs.

* Does the last part of this charm point to the world-wide belief in the passag
of 2 disease or evil-spirit from animate to inanimatenature? We know how prevalen
the idea was that persons were relieved of certain mischievous ¢ possessions” by th
power of magic, compelling these ¢ possessions ” to take refuge in stones, trees, an
sometimes even in water. Is not this suggestive in that direction? [This charm i
given by W. Mackenzie (Gaelic Society of Inverness, Translations, vol. viii., p. 12
as the latter part of a toothache charm. Ed., C. W]
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For sprains and dislocations there was, however, a more
specific incantation in vogue. It was denominated * Eolas-
sgochadh-feithe.” The performance accompanying the charm
was as follows :—A thread of common worsted was got and
knotted here and there. The thread was afterwards drawn
through the fingers of both hands, and the words of the charm
whispered as the knots on the thread came in contact with the
fingers. Thus again comes near a Pagan custom mentioned in
Virgil as part of the injunctions of the sorceress to her servants :—

o ¢« Knit with three knots the fillets : knit them straight ;

2 Then say these knots to love I consecrate.”
" The charm for this ““ eolas” is an interesting one :—
¢ Chaidh Crisod air muin each donn,

'S bhrist each donn a chois;
Chuir Criosda smuais ri smuais,
Cnaimh ri cnaimh, ’s feoil 1i feoil,
’S shlanaich cois each donn.”*

Christ rode a brown horse,

And the brown horse broke its leg :

Christ put marrow to marrow,

Bone to bone, flesh to flesh,

And the brown horse’s leg was healed.

This was a never-failing cure for such as suffered from sprains
and dislocations, and was applicable both to persons and animals
also.

“Casg-uisge,” stoppage of urine, was a serious trouble, and
would have been troublesome, as already stated, to both people
and cattle. The charm for it was more or less of the usual kind,
but seems to be somewhat incomplete :—

« Triuir a thachair orm a tighinn as an Roimh, . . . . Peadar agus Pol.
'S e bu dusgadh dhiobh ’s iad nan codal suain. . . . . Dhiarr Moiremhin as aoa

Tosa Criosda stad a chur le fhuil °S ruith chuir le fhual ; ’s e ’thighinn gu min gun
trioblaid gun strith, mar uisge le gleann.”

Three met me coming from Rome

Peter and Paul . . . . . .

What awakened them as they slept soundly . . « .
Meek Mary in the name of Jesus Christt

Desired that a stop should be put to its blood,

And that its urine should run ;

* [Cf. W. Mackenzie, op. cit. - 125.-—ED.]
1Or by the skill of Fesus Christ,
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So that it would pass smoothly
Without trouble or distress,
As water down a glen.

There was another ailment incident to cattle called the
“tairbhean,” a sickness resulting from eating too much of the
young grass or any such. The charm for it was:—

¢¢ Ni mi ’n obaig a rinn Calum-Cille do dh’ aon bho na caillich— <
Air a bhulg ’s air a bhalg ;
’S air a ghalair dhearg ’s air an tairbhean. k. -
Bristidh mise ’m builgean, ’s marbhaidh Moire ‘mhialag.”* = 4

’

I shall perform the charm

Performed by St. Columba

To the old woman’s one cow

For the distemper, and ringworm ? (blisters)
The erysipelas and swelling : (surfeit)

I shall break the blister

And St. Mary will kill the vermin,

The following is a charm for the toothache in English. It

may not be native, being apparently borrowed from the South :—
St. Peter sat on a new-rolled stone :
Weeping and wailing ;
Jesus came by and said—
What ails you, Peter?
Oh, Lord, my God, the toothache.
Jesus said be healed ;
And who ever will carry
These few lines for my name’s sake
‘Will never feel the toothache.

This charm, it will be seen, embraces more than one disease ;
and pretends to be applicable to one as to another. Indeed, it
seems, on a little consideration of these charms, that now and
then it did not matter much if the wrong charm entirely was
made use of, at least so long as that was not revealed to the
sufferer. Of course, in the case of cattle, there could be no fear
of such a revelation. In whatever way the cure was effected, if
success did attend on or follow the attempt of curing, by means
of spells and charms, it need hardly be said that the charm or
spell was not the real cause of the cure.

[*Cf. W. Mackenzie, op. cit. p, 127-8.—ED.]
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* THE FAIRY SNUFF-BOX.*

‘THERE was once a man in Trotternish, in the Island of Skye, who
had no snuff. He went to all the shops in the place for more,
but they had all run out of it—bha iad uile air ruith a mach ais.
_He heard that there was a pedlar—ceannaiche-siubhail—in the
{%ﬁship of Kilmuir, who had plenty of snuff. So after him he

ent. But when he reached Kilmuir the pedlar was after going
“to Waternish. He went after him there, but when he reached,
" the pedlar was after going to Edinbane. He went after him there,
but when he reached, the pedlar was after going to Dunvegan,
He went after him there, but when he reached, the pedlar was
after going to Stein. He went after him there, but when he
reached, the pedlar was after going to Portree. He went after
him there, and when he reached, he found the pedlar before him.
He bought a few pounds of snuff and went away. On his way
home he got thirsty, and went for a drink to a spring near the
road. When he was coming from the well he saw an old gray-
headed man sitting beside the road. He entered into conversation
with him, and told him of the trouble he had before he got the
snuff. “Well,” said the old man, “I will give you a snuff-box, full
of snuff, and if you will always give it open to others, the snuff in
it will never be spent.” The man took the box, thanked the old
man, and went away. He had the snuff-box for a considerable
time after this; yet the box never failed, because he always gave
the box open to other people. Some time after this Lord
Macdonald came to collect his rent, and this man, while paying
his rent, offered him ““a snuff,” having first, of course, opened the
box. ‘“Would you dare,” said his lordship, “to give the box
open to me. Shut it, for I can open it myself.” The man com-
plied, and shutting the box, handed it to his lordship. He
opened it, when lo! it was empty. The man explained the
mystery, whereupon his lordship, on account of the loss he
inflicted on the man, gave his croft to him free as long as he
lived, besides many presents.

* From Mr. Kenneth Macleod, Eigg.
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“NETHER-LOCHABER.,”

AN ACROSTIC.

Nourished by nature’s delicious dishes,

Envying none but the foxes and fishes ;

Teaching in tenderest, truthfullest fashion

How to be happy sans perilous passion ;

Eager to prove that the North of the nation '
Revels in riches that conquer creation ; i

Laughing at louts who may fancy him foolish
" Offering incense to bleak Ballachulish ;

Cheerful, content, among Scotia’s heather ;

Hearty in wettest or windiest weather ;

Altered by fame or by flattery never,

Brilliant and pure as the pebbliest river;

Equal of Scotia’s sunniest sages,

Royal ¢ Lochaber” will tunnel the ages.

‘WM. MURRAY.
Hamilton, Ontario, 23rd September, 1887.

REVIEWS,

STUDIES IN THE TOPOGRAPHY OF GALLOWAY. By Sir
HERBERT EUSTACE MAXWELL, M.P. Edinburgh: David
Douglas, 1887.

WE confess that we opened this work, not merely with the suspi

cion with which we regard all amateur works on topographica

etymology, but with some misgiving caused by the fact that the
author is a busy politician not likely to be able to give but th
scantest attention to a subject like the etymology of place names
which requires careful philologic training with full knowledge of
ancient local history; nor were we much assured when we founc
the preface speaking of the “agitated course of politics” whick
lately brought about three elections for the county of Wigtow.
and entailed “ almost incessant parliamentary work.” But we ar

glad to say that our suspicions and misgivings were unjust. T

book is a painstaking and intelligent piece of work, and althougt
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we have to criticise it on the score of inaccuracy in dealing
with the difficult and delicate subject of Celtic philology, we have
nothing but praise for it as a whole.

An Introduction of 44 pages prefaces the “ Studies” proper.
The Introduction contains the general principles with a full
account of the sources and authorities made use of in the work.
The “ Studies” contain the place names alphabetically arranged,
and with each name are given the parish in which it is and the
derivation, accompanied when necessary by the approximate
English pronunciation, while variant forms from old charters and
other sources are often given. In the Introduction the author
glances at the old history of Galloway, but unfortunately he deals
with the racial problems on the lines of theories put forward many
years ago by Professor Rhys, but now abandoned by their author.
The Welsh inscriptions led Professor Rhys to assert that in the
6th century Welsh and Gaelic were one language, and that
all differences had arisen since then. This extraordinary theory
misled Mr. Elton in his valuable work on the ‘Origins of
English History,” and here again it misleads Sir Herbert Maxwell.
The 6th century inscriptions found in Wales are now known to
be not early Welsh, but early Gaelic. Professor Rhys has
corrected himself in his Celtic Britain. The distinction between
Welsh and Gaelic is over two thousand years old. We have in
former numbers indicated our opinion as to the language of the
Picts, and we hold, with Sir Henry Macandrew, that the Picts of
Galloway are mythical. The people called Picts of Galloway by the
12th century chroniclers were merely the Gaelic-speaking inhabi-
tants of that country. The mistake in calling them Picts arose from
a mis-reading or mal-reading of Bede, as a glance at the laboured
note on page 133 of Skene’s Vol. I. of Celtic Scotland proves.
Gaelic was spoken in Galloway “until the closing years of the
sixteenth century,” and Sir Herbert maintains that it was identical
with the Gaelic of the Highlands, for both it and the Highland
Gaelic are spoken of in common as Erscke. The extensive use of
the word Blar (field), which is little known in Ireland, goes to-
prove among other things that what our author contends for is
fairly true; but, on the whole, the Gaelic dialect of Galloway
would appear to have been somewhat like its position, midway
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race, the student of topography has to take account of the influence.
between the dialects of Antrim and Argyle. Besides the Gaelic
which the British or Welsh language exerted on place names
during the supremacy of the Strathclyde Britons. He has further
to consider the still more powerful element introduced in the =
change from Gaelic to English-—the Teutonic element.” These
and other interesting points are discussed fully in the Introduction.
The author follows Joyce for the most part in his principles of
Gaelic topography, and no better guide could be proposed.

The “ Studies” themselves are more open to hostile criticism.
To begin with, the Gaelic translation offered for “ Topography of
Galloway”—An Tir-Chunntas Gallgaidhel—is barbarous in the
extreme, and the offensive form is met with thereafter as a head-
ing on every alternate page, much to the annoyance of any one
that knows the Gaelic language. Places receive their names, a
the author says, “from some distinctive characteristic, from a
definite event, or from the name of some individual who identified
himself with them.” There are thus three classes of names—
descriptive, historic, and personal. Places named from events o
persons are more easily traced, but names descriptive of place’:
characteristics, or even of the social and political conditions unde
which the names were given are not so easily decided upon
History will settle the first class, but descriptive names are ver;
slippery, and the worst of them is that the outsider, who has not
seen the place, cannot test the accuracy of the etymology b
reference to the appearance and characteristics of the place.
He can judge only the form of the word—whether it answers to
phonetic and etymological laws. We have to complain that our®
author has vouchsafed scarcely any descriptions of places so as to'
afford a test of accuracy. A graver omission, however, consists i
not having given a description of the places for which he offers
no etymology, which are many, and about which he tells us no
more than that they are located in a certain parish. He does not
even mention whether the place is a hill, dale, vale, house, farm, or
village. More information as to the older farms would also have
been of importance. As to the derivations offered, it is not often
easy to say whether they are right or wrong. For instanc -
prefixes like Pen and Pin require careful consideration as -'
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s
Swhether they are British or English—British gez (head) or
English penny in Pennyland, which appears on Gaelic soil
often as Peinn; and we suspect that most, if not all, of the
Galloway Pens are from the latter source. There are other
deri‘vations which we need not hesitate to condemn ; these are the
etymologies offered for general terms like field, island, port, top,
and so forth: The following are a few examples of wrong
etymologies : Gaelic Jeae is not allied to Lat. lapzs, nor gablhar to
caper, nor achadh to ager(?), nor breac to Greek perknos, nor coille
to Lat. sifva(?), nor baile to polis, nor coirce to granum, nor cas to
pes, etc.  These Gaelic words are borrowed from, not allied to, the
respectiverlanguages : eilean from island, ceap from cippus, crois
from cruix, poll from palus, capall from caballus, amhuinn from
owen, and so forth. These errors arise from unacquaintance with
the views of trained Celtic philologists, and lack of a good
grounding in philological principles. Despite these defects, the
work is a valuable contribution to Celtic topography; even as a
mere list of place names it will be found of use, not to speak of
the valuable Introduction and many suggestive notes throughout.

THE OLD-IRISH GLOSSES AT WURZBURG AND CARLSRUHE,
Edited with a Translation and Glossarial Index by WHITLEY
STokES, D.C.L.. Part I.—The Glosses and Translation.
(Trubner & Co., London.)

THIS volume is printed for the Philological Societies of London

and Cambridge, and it is needless to say, what may be said of

any work edited by Dr. Stokes, that on the score of palaeographic
and philologic accuracy it cannot be surpassed. The book con-
tains the Old-Irish glosses found in four Latin MSS. of the ninth
century preserved at Wurzburg and Carlsruhe, and this first
volume has the Latin and Old-Irish text together with a transla-
tion, while a second volume, which is to be sent to the printer in

February next, will comprise the introduction and glossarial index.

It need hardly be said that the second volume will be of more

importance and interest even than this first one. We may expect

that the glossary will take rank beside the author’s own index to the

Felire of Angus the Culdee and Prof. Windisch’s Dictionary to the

Irische Texte. These indexes and vocabularies are simply in-
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valuable in the absence of that Early Irish Dictionary which ha
been promised us so long from both Germany and Ireland.

The glosses in the four MSS. have already been pub-
lished. Professor Zimmer in 1881 published the glosses
of three of them—those of the Codex Paulinus, the Priscian
and the Beda, giving the Latin and Gaelic texts but no transla-
tion. Dr. Stokes says that Zimmer’s edition was edited ‘“so incom-
pletely and inaccurately as to render a revised edition desireable.”
Besides, his edition lacks a translation and vocabulary. The
fourth glosses are those on the Augustine Codex at Carlsruhe,
which were published in 1884 by Professor Windisch with a German
translation ; and, as a German translation is for many British
Celtists nearly as difficult to understand as the original Irish
glosses, Dr. Stokes has done well to print and translate the glosse
even for this, as well as to “render the present work complete.”
It must not be supposed that these glosses are of mere philologi
value. They are also most important as showing the high stat

- of scholarship in Ireland in the 8th and gth centuries—th
knowledge, for instance, of Greek among Irish monks, rare a
that time in Western Europe, and as showing also the -theologi
views held by the Irish Church at the time on the knotty point
of Pauline and other theology. Dr. Stokes’ translation, which i
done with admirable accuracy, enables the ordinary reader fo
the first time to make these discoveries for himself.

Dr. Stokes has also sent us an extract from Vol. 28 of th
Zeitschrift tor Comparative Philology (pp. 372-380) containin
two articles of his own. The first article (pp. 372-9) contains th
12th century Irish glosses and notes on Chalcidius in a MS. o
the Bodleian Library, and, if we remember rightly, they wern
published in the Academy last April. Dr. Stokes gives the Lati
and Irish texts, and thereafter a commentary, wherein he trans
lates and comments on the Gaelic text, and gives some etymologie
Old-Irish ocus (and), Gaelic agus he takes from an Old Celtic for.
agnusto-s cognate with Latin angustus, the ¢ being equal to g
Old-Irish arér, Gaelic an raoir (last night) is possibly connecte
with Skr. 7a@¢#i.  The second article concerns three addition
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Irish stems in -7, which Dr. Stokes has found, viz., all (rock), delg
(thorn), and gruad (cheek). AZ he connects with German JSels in
our felspar; delg, Gaelic dealg, with Anglo Saxon telgan (vir-
gultum) ; and gruad, for Old Celtic groudos, with Lat. grandis,
Eng. great () For this last connection he compares maxrilla
(jaw) to magnus.

NOTES AND NEWS.

THE Educational Conferences held lately at Oban and Stornoway, if they have
thrown no additional light on the problems of education in the Highlands, have at
least kept the subject well to the front. Meanwhile we may take this opportunity of
noticing the latest Bluebook or Report of the Education Department. In Mr.
Robertson’s district the Highland Minute is doing good, at least in the increase of
grants. ‘It is encouraging to note,” he says, ‘“that of the 157 schools inspected
this year the returns now to hand show that 74 schools claimed varying amounts of
the premium on average attendance, and that 26 of these claimed the maximum
ant (8/-).” Mr. Sime finds it ‘‘ extremely difficult to say how far that Minute has
fulfilled the expectations of its promoters.” Mr. Macleod says nothing about it.

BESIDES Attendance, the other leading provisions of the Highland Minute aimed at
he encouragement of Secondary Schools, the employment of Gaelic-speaking pupil-
eachers, and the teaching of Gaelic as a specific subject. The only information we
et on these points is a few remarks from Mr. Sime on Gaelic as a specific subject,
He says: ‘“A few schools have offered Gaelic as a specific subject ; the pupils
flered numbering 39. . . . The schools that have put forward pupils in Gaelic
re Raining’s School, Inverness, and the Schools of Cross, Shawbost, and Valtos, in
he Lewis,” apparently four in all. Mr. Sime justly remarks of the way Gaelic is
ut on the Code, ‘“the conditions of examination are of a most unsatisfactory nature,
$ 1o curriculum is prescribed, and managers are invited to submit a graduated scheme
0 Her Majesty's Inspector. I have never seen a graduated scheme or had an
nterview with the managers on the subject ; but I have not on that account refused
0 examine pupils (as I probably ought to have done), nor have I declined any scheme
or the first year’s work offered to. me.”

HAT Ishmael of Celtic Scholarship, Professor Zimmer of Greifswald University, in
ermany, has been getting, in recent numbers of the Academy, some ¢ lassooing ” at
he hands of Messrs. Standish H. O'Grady and Whitley Stokes for a paper of his
n the ¢ Gottingen Literary Review” for last March.  ¢¢ This learned person has
ver since 1881 been fairly running amuck,” says Mr. O’Grady. Professor Zimmer
elongs to the robust controversialists of Johnsonian days ; Gifford and Croker are
is prototypes,  He tells M. D'Arbois de Jubainville that his ignorance is abysmal,
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and he devotes a volume of ¢ Celtic Studies ” to Professor Windisch’s Irish Texts,
where choice bits of learned but lively Billingsgate may be met with. The paper in the
¢ Gottingen Review ”* deals with M. de Jubainville’s ¢* Catalogue of Irish Epic Litera-
ture,” wherein the learned Professor demonstrated, with his usual blunt vigour, whatf
M. de Jubainville would be the first to acknowledge, that his Catalogue was incom-
plete, and on a few points inaccurate. The review, however, contains some excellent
and novel information about Ossianic poetry, and the Professor discusses the relation-
ship of the Ossianic to the Cuchulinn legends, inclining to the belief that the 0551amc
is greatly derived from the Cuchulinn cycle. As usual, Professor Zimmer makes some.
- amazing blunders for so really able and learned a man, and Mr. S, O’Grady and Dr,
Stokes have been letting him know about them. 4

THE Gaelic Society of Inverness has entered on the active work of the session which
promises to be a very interesting and important one. A large number of papers on

Highland and Celtic subjects are promised during the winter. At the Society’s}‘
opening meeting the Secretary laid on the table a copy of Dr. Charles Mackay’s new
work, ‘¢ A Glossary of Obscure Words and Phrases in Shakespeare and his Contem-
poraries,” presented by Mr. John Mackay, C.E., Hereford, for the Society’s Library.
This is but one of a great many obligations under which Mr. Mackay’s generosity has
placed the Gaelic Society of Inverness.

Rar———

Dr CHARUES MACKAY’S book is in truth a sumptuous volume beautifully printecl
on first-class paper. It evinces a very wide and minute knowledge of the works o
the Bard of Avon and his contemporaries and interpreters. Beyond this, however,
we are sorry we cannot go further in praise of the work. It has been avowedly pres
pared for the purpose of demonstrating from Shakespeare and the writers of his time
that Gaelfe or Keltic ¢‘ formed a considerable portion of the vernacular speech o‘
that day.” The method adopted to prove this, and the results derived from t
exercise are such as will only serve to bring upon the author the pity and the ridicul
of all who know anything of Gaelic, its philological history, or even its colloquial -
and grammatical use. The book is destitute of any useful suggestion pertinent to
the purpose of its publication, and the sentiment with which intelligent Gaels wi
read it will be of sincere regret that the accomplished and genial anthor should ha
entered upon a field late in life where he is in serious danger of marring a splendld
literary reputation. l

..%
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THE OLD CHURCH AND CHURCHYARD OF
KINGUSSIE (ST. COLUMBA'S.)

[BY ALEXANDER MACPHERSON.]

‘¢ Stop, Stranger, whosoe’er thou art,
And to thyself be just ;

These mouldering tombs address thine heart—.
Catch wisdom from the dust,”

IN giving a few gleanings and traditions gathered from various
sources—meagre as these unfortunately are—regarding the old
Church and Churchyard of Kingussie, it may not be out of place,
by way of introduction, to give a glimpse or two of the great
Missionary Saint and Highland Apostle by whom, according to
popular tradition, the Church was planted, and to whom it was
dedicated.

In the very interesting Life of St. Columba, by the elder Dr,
Norman Macleod—the large-hearted, Highlander-loving, Minister
for so many years of St. Columba’s Gaelic Church in Glasgow—it
is related that Columba, with twelve of his favourite disciples, left
Ireland 563 A.D. in a little Curacl, built of wicker-work covered
with hide, arriving on Whitsun-Eve in that year at the ‘“lonely,
beautiful, and soft-aired Iona,” which subsequently remained his
home down to the date of his death in 597 A.D. The Highlands
—indeed the whole country north of the Forth and Clyde—were
at that time, we are told, like a vast wilderness, without way or
road through the thick, dark woods—the hills extensive and full
of wild beasts, But in spite of all this Columba persevered.

4
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During four-and-thirty years he never rested nor wearied in the
work of founding churches and spreading the Gospel of Christ.
In his day he established three hundred churches, besides found-
ing one hundred monasteries, and, as he penetrated, in the course
of his mission, so far north as Inverness, the probability un-
doubtedly is that the old Church of Kingussie was one of the
number thus planted by him.

No traces remain of the buildings which he thus raised, but
some particulars of their general character have come down to us.
“There was an earthen rampart which enclosed all the settlement.
There was a mill-stream, a kiln, a barn, a refectory. The church
with its sacristy was of oak. The cells of the brethren were sut-
rounded by walls of clay held together by wattles. Columba had
his special cell in which he wrote and read : two brethren stationed
at the door waited his orders. He slept on the bare ground with
a stone for his pillow. The members of the community were
bound by solemn vows. . . . Their dress was a white tunic,
over which was worn a rough mantle and hood of wool left its
natural colour. They were shod with sandals which they took off
at meals. Their food was simple, consisting commonly of barley |
bread, milk, fish, and eggs.” According to the evidence of}
Adamnan, his successor and biographer, the foundation of Col-
umba’s preaching and his great instrument in the conversion orf
the rude Highland people of that early time, was the Word off
God. “No fact,” says Dr. Macgregor of St. Cuthberts, “could
be more significant or prophetic. It was the pure unadulterated
religion of Jesus that was first offered to our forefathers, and
broke in upon the gloom of our ancient forests. The first strongf
foundations of the Scottish Church were laid broad and deepl
where they rest to-day on the solid rock of Scripture. 1t was wif]
The Book that Columba fought and won the battle with Pag{
anism, Knox the battle with Popery, Melville the first battle ©
Presbytery with Episcopacy—the three great struggles whicl
shaped the form and determined the fortunes of the Scottisl
Church.” i

The picture of the closing scene in the life of St Columba, of
oth June, 597, A.D., as given by Dr. Boyd of St. Andrews—thf*
well-known “ AK.H.B.”—in his eloquent lecture on * Earll’
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Christian Scotland,” is so beautiful and touching that I cannot
refrain from quoting it :—

“On Sunday, June 2, he was celebrating the communion as
usual when the face of the venerable man, as his eyes were raised
to Heaven, suddenly appeared suffused with a ruddy glow. He
had seen an angel hovering above the church and blessing it:
an angel sent to bear away his soul. Columba knew that the
next Saturday was to be his last. The day came and along with
his attendant, Diormit, he went to bless the barn. He blest it,
and two heaps of winnowed corn in it, saying thankfully that he
rejoiced for his beloved monks, for that if he were obliged to
depart from them, they would have provision enough for the year.
His attendant said: ‘This year at this time, father, thou often
vexest us, by so frequently making mention of thy leaving us:’
For like humbler folk, drawing near to the great change, St.
Columba could not but allude to it, more or less directly. Then,
having bound his attendant not to reveal to any before he should
die what he now said, he went on to speak more freely of his
departure. ¢ This day,’ he said, ‘in the Holy Scriptures is called
the Sabbath, which means Rest. And this day is indeed a
Sabbath to me, for it is the last day of my present laborious life,
and on it I rest after the fatigues ot my labours; and this night
at midnight which commenceth the solemn Lord’s Day, I shall
go the way of our fathers. For already my Lord Jesus Christ
deigneth to invite me; and to Him in the middle of this night I
shall depart at his invitation. For so it hath been revealed to me
by the Lord Himself.

“Diormit wept bitterly ; and they two returned towards the
Monastery. Halfway the aged Saint sat down to rest, at a spot
afterwards marked with a cross; and while here a white pack-
horse that used to carry the milk vessels from the cowshed to the
Monastery, came to the Saint, and laying its head on his breast,
began to shed human tears of distress. The good man, we are
told, blest his humble fellow creature and bade it farewell. Then
ascending the hill hardby, he looked upon the Monastery, and
holding up both his hands, breathed his last benediction upon the
place he had ruled so well; prophesying that Iona should be held
in honour far and near. He went down to his little hut, and
pushed on at his task of transcribing the Psalter. The last lines
he wrote are very familiar in those of our churches where God’s
praise has its proper place : they contain the words of the beauti-
ul anthem which begins ‘O taste and see how gracious the Lord
s’ He finished the page; he wrote the words with which
he anthem ends: ‘They that seck the Lord shall want no
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manner of thing that is good,” and laying down his pen for the
last time he said, ¢ Here at the end of the page I must stop ; let
Baithene write what comes after.’

«“ Having written the words, he went into the church to the
last service of Saturday evening. When this was over, he returned
to his chamber and lay down on his bed. It was a bare flag and
his pillow was a stone, which was afterwards set up beside his
grave., Lying here he gave his last counsels to his brethren, but
only Diormit heard him. ‘These, O my children, are the last
words I say to you—that ye be at peace, and have unfeigned
charity among yourselves ; and, if then you follow the example of
the holy fathers, God, the comforter of the good, will be your
helper ; and I, abiding with Him, will intercede for you; and He
will not only give you sufficient to supply the wants of this present
life, but will also bestow on you the good and eternal rewards
which are laid up for those who keep His commandments.” The
hour of his departure drew near, and the Saint was silent; but,
when the bell rung at midnight, and the Lord’s Day began, he
rose hastily and hurried into the church, faster than any could
follow him. He entered alone and knelt before the altar. His
attendant, following, saw the whole church blaze with a heavenly
light ; others of the brethren saw it also ; but as they entered the
light vanished and the church was dark. When lights were
brought, the Saint was lying before the altar, He was departing.|
The brethren burst into lamentations. Columba could not speak;
but he looked eagerly to right and left, with a countenance of]
wonderful joy and gladness: seeing doubtless the shining ones
that had come to bear him away. As well as he was able he
moved his right hand in blessing on his brethren, and thus blessin
them the wearied Saint passed to his rest. St. Columba was gon
from Iona. . . . There is but one account of his wonderfu
voice—wonderful for power and sweetness. In church it did no
sound louder than other voices, but it could be heard perfectly ¢
mile away. Diormit heard its last words: the beautiful voie
could not more worthily have ended its occupation—with kindl
thought of those he was leaving ; with earnest care for them
with simple promise to help them, if he could, where h
was going ; it was fit that good St. Columba should die.”

To quote the beautiful lines of the late Principal Shairp, ©
St. Andrews, another warm-hearted friend, by-the-way, of th
Highlands and the Highland people :—

¢¢ Centuries gone the Saint from Erin
Hither came on Christ’s behest,
Taught and toiled, and when was ended
Life’s long labour here found rest;
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And all ages since have followed
To the ground his grave hath blessed.”

Little or no reliable information regarding the old church of
Kingussie earlier than the 12th century has come down to us.
About the middle of that century, Muriach, the historical Parson
of Kingussie, on the death of his brother without issue, became
head of his family, and succeeded to the Chiefship of Clan
Chattan. Obtaining a dispensation from the Pope of the time,
he subsequently (about 1173) married a daughter of the Thane of
Calder, by whom he had five sons, and surnames about this time
having become hereditary, Mac-pherson—that is, “ Son-of-the-Par-
son”—became the distinguishing clan appellation of his posterity.
The village of Kingussie occupies the precincts of the ancient
priory, built by George, Earl of Huntly, about the year 1490, on
the site, it is believed, of the old church of St. Columba; and in
course of the improvements recently made in the churchyard,
a portion of one of the gables of the chapel of the Monastery
was distinctly traced.

Mr. Sinton, the esteemed minister of Invergarry—so well
known as a collector of the old folk-lore and songs of Badenoch
—thus relates one of the most ancient traditions which has
survived in Badenoch in connection with 3t. Columba:—

“St. Columba’s fair—Feill Challum-Chille—was held at Mid-
summer, and to it resorted great numbers of people from the
surrounding parishes, and some from distant towns, who went to
dispose of their wares in exchange for the produce of the country.
Once upon a time the plague or Black Death, which used to
ravage Europe broke out among those who were assembled at
Feill Challum-Chille. Now this fair was held partly within the
precincts consecrated to St. Callum, and partly without, and so
it happened that no one who had the good fortune to be within
was affected by the plague, while among those without the sacred
bounds it made terrible havoc. At the Reformation, a plank of
bog-fir was fixed into St Columba’s church from wall to wall, and
and so divided the church. In the end which contained the
altar the priest was allowed to officiate, while the Protestant
preacher occupied the further extremity.”

The example thus shown in such troublous times of the “un-
feigned charity” so touchingly inculcated by the good St.
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Columba with his dying breath more than a thousand years
previously, reflects no little crecit upon Badenoch, and it does not
appear that the cause of the Reformation suffered in any way or
was retarded in that wide district in consequence. ‘The sockets
of the plank,” adds Mr. Sinton, “were long pointed out in the
remains of the masonry of the old church.” Unfortunately, =
when part of the north wall of the churchyard was repaired,
nearly thirty years ago, these remains appear to have been incor-
porated with the wall and almost entirely obliterated.

Here are some further reminiscences received from Mr.
Macrae, the Procurator-Fiscal at Kirkwall, like Mr. Sinton, a
worthy and much-respected native of Badenoch :—

“One of my earliest—indeed, I may say, my earliest—recol-
lection,” says Mr. Macrae, “is connected with this churchyard. I
remember one hot summer Sabbath afternoon—it must, I think,
have been in the year 1845—sitting with my father upon a tomb-
stone in the churchyard listening, along with a crowd of others, -
to a minister preaching from a tent. I cannot say who the
minister was, but I was at the time much impressed with his
earnestness, and with what, on reflection, I must now think was a
most unusual command of Gaelic language and Gaelic idioms.
In one of his most earnest and eloquent periods he, and the large |
congregation listening to him, were startled by seeing the head |
of a stag looking down over the dyke separating the churchyard® |
from the hill road which was used as a peat road, and which used ™ |
to be the short cut by pedestrians to Inverness. The stag was® |
tossing his head about, evidently bellicose. The bulk of the con-
gregation were from the uplands of the parish—Strone, Newton-"
more, Glenbanchor, etc., and they, by their movements, recognised
the stag as a young stag that the worthy and much-respected
occupants of Ballachroan attempted to domesticate. They were "
not in this attempt more successful than others, for the stag’s |
great amusement was to watch, from the uplands, persons passing
along the public road, and then giving them, especially if they |
were females, a hot chase. That Sabbath he had, as I subse- ;
quently learned, been in the west Kingussie Moss amusing him-
self by overturning erections of peat set up to dry. Those of the |
congregation who knew his dangerous propensities became very |
uneasy, and, in consequence, the service was interrupted, but
some of those present managed to get him away, after which the
service was proceeded with. '

“I used to be very often in the churchyard. It had a great
attraction for all the youths in the west end of Kingussie. The
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ruins of the old church engrossed our attention next to witnessing
funerals. The walls of the church were, when I first remember
them, more perfect than they are at present. The church con-
sisted of a nave rectangular without a chancel. The east and
south walls were almost perfect. The west gable was away. The
stones of the north wall were partially removed and used for
repairing the north dyke of the churchyard. There were traces
of windows in the south wall, but whether these windows were
round, pointed, or square could not be inferred from the state of
the walls.

“In the remains of the north wall there was, about two yards, 1
should say, westward from the east gable, an aperture with a
circular arch, which interested us boys at the time very much.
It was about eighteen inches in length, twelve in height, and
five in depth. We had many discussions in regard to it, some
of us contending that it was a receptacle for the Bible, others
that it was a canopy for a cross or an image, but it un-
doubtedly was a piscina where the consecrated vessels, paten,
chalice, etc., used in celebrating mass, were kept when not used
during the celebration. The piscina is generally in the south
gable, and has a pipe for receiving the water used in cleaning the
sacred vessels. I will be able to show you a perfect piscinain one
of the side chapels of St. Magnus Cathedral when you are next
here. It was, however, not unusual in northern or cisalpine
churches, especially in those of an early date, to have the piscina
in the north gable without a pipe. You may depend upon it that
the church was of a very early date, probably of the earliest type
of Latin Rural Church architecture in Scotland. It may have
been built upon the site of an earlier Celtic church.  You might
probably ascertain this by directing the workmen you have em-
ployed in putting the churchyard in order to dig about five feet
inwards from the eastern gable.  If they should find there
any remains of the foundations of a cross gable between the north
and south gables, you may safely conclude that there was a Celtic
church there, and that the Christian religion was taught in
Badenoch before the close of the tenth century.”

For a period of fully seventy years now there have been #ree
churchyards in the village of Kingussie, namely, “St. Columba’s,”
“The Middle Churchyard,” and “The New Churchyard”—the
first interment in the new one having taken place in 1815. Except
in the case of the latter, there is no obligation incumbent upon
the Heritors of the parish to keep the churchyards in repair, and
even as regards the new one the obligation extends simply to the
maintenance of the walls surrounding it. As regards the other



56 The Celtic Magazine.

two, which are now but seldom used, the force of the old adage
— What is everybody’s business is nobody’s "—has, alas! as in
the case of many other interesting old churchyards throughout
the Highlands, been sadly exemplified. ~ Up till within the last
two or three years the venerable churchyard of St. Columba—
where for a period extending over fully seven hundred years, so
many generations of Macphersons, Clann Mhuirich Bhaideanaick,
have been laid to rest with their kindred dust—was anything but
creditably kept. Its surface was so irregular and many of the
tombstones and mounds were so placed or raised above the
ground as to render it almost impossible to cut the grass or
remove the weeds. The whole ground was in consequence a
tangled mass of long grass, rank nettles, and dockens. The
walls had also been allowed to fall into a sad state of disrepair,
and altogether the condition of the churchyard was felt to be
so very discreditable that about three years ago the following
appeal was prepared and widely circulated :—

“CLADH CHALLUM CHILLE"”

“St. CoLUMBA'S CHURCHYARD, KINGUSSIE.”

“The stone wall or dyke enclosing this interesting and vener-
able Place of Burial having become dilapidated, it is proposed to
collect by general subscription a sum of money sufficient to put it
in good order and repair, and thereby guard the sacred precincts
from possible desecration. An estimate has been received for
the partial rebuilding and thorough repair of the dyke, and this
expense, along with that of other contemplated permanent im-
provements, which would add greatly to the appearance of the
place and the amenity of the neighbourhood, will, it is calculated,
cost altogether from £40 to £50. It is confidently anticipated
that the sum required for so commendablean object will be readily
subscribed in honour of the Dead who lie buried there; in honour
of the hallowed site of the old church of Kingussie, a place of
worship of remote antiquity, one of the most ancient north of the
Grampians, planted, it is believed, by St. Columba himself, to
whom the church was dedicated; and in honour of the “Parson”
of that church, from whom the Macphersons of the Macpherson
country derive the name which they now bear. Subscriptions

will be received and duly acknowledged by Mr. A. Macpherson,
British Linen Bank, Kingussie.”

The response to that appeal has been so far very gratifying,
the contributions already received amounting to close upon £50.
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Besides subscriptions from residenters in the place, ranging from
Is. to 21s., the list includes contributions from the late Cluny
Macpherson; Sir George Macpherson-Grant, Bart.; Mr. Baillie of
Kingussie ; Colonel Macpherson of Glentruim; Mr. Brewster
Macpherson of Belleville ; Mr. Allan Macpherson of Blairgowrie ;
Mrs. Macpherson, Waitui, New Zealand ; Mr. Donald D. Mac-
pherson, Manchester ; Mr. John Macpherson, Craigdhu, Crieff;
the Rev. Eneas Macpherson, Larbert; Mr. James Macpherson,
Edinburgh; Mr. G. R. Mackenzie, president of the Singer
Manufacturing Company, New York; Mr. John K. Macdonald,
and other natives of Badenoch, in the employment of that Com-
pany in Glasgow ; Mr. Donald King, London; Mrs. Cumming,
America; Mr. Hugh Bannerman, Southport; Dr. Murray,
Forres; Mr. David Whyte, Glasgow ; etc., etc. Not the least
gratifying circumstance in connection with the appeal is the fact
that through the kind exertions of Miss Macpherson of The
Willows, Kingston (whose grandfather, Captain Clark of Dalna-
vert, a nephew of the translator of Ossian’s poems, is interred in
St. Columba’s), subscriptions to the extent of several pounds have
been received from Canada. The Canadian list of subscriptions
includes such distinguished and well-known names as Sir John
Macdonald, G.C.B., the Prime Minister of Canada (whose de-
ceased wife was a daughter of Captain Clark of Dalnavert);
Sir David Macpherson, K.C.M.S.; Mr. Hugh J. Macdonald,
Winnipeg ; Mr. A. M. Macpherson, Kingston ; Lieut.-Colonel
John Macpherson, Ottawa ; and Mrs. Macpherson of The Willows,
Kingston.

The result of the response already made to the appeal referred
to is that not only, with a total expenditure of about £53, have the
walls been partially rebuilt and thoroughly repaired, but that the
churchyard itself has been all neatly laid out in terraces in con-
formity with the original formation of the ground, and the tomb-
stones and graves in each terrace all reverently placed on a
uniform level. The work is now so far finished that all who have
recently seen the place acknowledge that a great improvement
has been effected. Altogether, it is extremely gratifying to be
able to state that the old churchyard of St. Columba has been
rendered more worthy of the honoured name it bears, and of the
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care due to it as the hallowed resting-place, for so many centuries,
of all that is mortal of the old people of Badenoch. There is not, -
it is safe to say, one living Badenoch-Macpherson, or descendant
of the famous “ Parson” of Kingussie, all the world over, some
of whose forbears do not sleep their ““long last sleep” in the old =
churchyard of St. Columba. As with pensive thoughts, in the
quiet Autumn-twilight, we survey their ““ mouldering tombs,” we
seem to hear long-silent voices plaintively speaking to us in the
tender wailing strains of the Gaelic Coronach—so inexpressibly
touching to all Highlanders—which, in our comparatively cold
Saxon everyday tongue, may thus be feebly rendered :—
¢¢ Return, return, return, we’ll never.

In War or in Peace, return, we’ll never.

Nor Love nor Gold can recall us thither,

Till dawns the Great Day to unite us for ever.”

Hearty thanks are due to Cluny Macpherson and Mr. Mac-
pherson of Belleville for their kindness in supplying ivy and
other plants for the churchyard, and to Mrs. Duncan Cameron,
Kingussie, who not only subscribed to the Improvement Fund,
but exerted herself so successfully in obtaining contributions from
others, Similar thanks are also due to Mr. Roberts, C.E., who
generously prepared the specifications for the work, and to Mr.
George Macdonald for many kind services rendered in connection
with the improvements. If a further sum of about £20 were
subscribed—and let me express the earnest hope that such an
amount will soon be forthcoming—this would not only clear off
the present balance of about £5 against the Fund, but also meet
the cost of the additional operations suggested by Mr. Macrae,
Kirkwall, and of placing a small marble tablet, with a suitable
inscription, in what remains of the wall of the old church. The
minister of Invergarry has already kindly sent me a contribution
of 20s. towards meeting the cost of the proposed tablet.

In a future paper I propose giving transcripts of the inscrip-
tions on the many interesting tombstones in the churchyard,
with descriptive notes, to be followed, as opportunity occurs, by
similar papers on the other two churchyards in Kingussie, with

which, as well as with St. Columba’s, the history of the parish is
so closely identified.
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THE HISTORY OF THE MACLEODS.

[BY ALEXANDER MACKENZIE. ]
THE MACLEODS OF LEWIS.
(Continued.)

HAVING completed the history of the Macleods of Lewis so
far as that can be done at present from authentic historical sources,
we now proceed, as promised, to give the account of Old Rory’s
life and the extinction of his line, from the “ Ancient” manuscript
history of the Mackenzies. Having given a full description of Lord
Kenneth Mackenzie’s long-continued quarrels with, and final vic-
tory over, the family of Glengarry in connection with the lands of
Lochcarron and Castle of Strome, the author of this, the oldest
known manuscript history of the Mackenzies in existence, says—
“This Lord Kenneth was no sooner free of Glengarry’s troubles,
but he fell in the next in conquesting the Lewis. But, for the
reader’s better understanding how the Lewis came to this Lord
Kintail and his successors (whose rights thereto are always mis-
represented by such as are alive of Macleod of Lewis’s race, com-
monly called Siol Torquil, and the envious neighbouring clans),
therefore I resolved to set down here all the circumstances of it
and all the mischances that befel that family, as I was certainly
informed, not only by some of that clan, but by several others who
were eye-witnesses to their fatal fortune.” The author having de-
scribed the elopement of Old Rory’s first wife with MacGillechallum
of Raasay, the massacre of the Macleods of Gairloch and Raasay
at Island Islay by Rory Nimhneach Macleod, and the sea battle
in front of Raasay House, in which Alexander Mackenzie,
younger of Gairloch, Macleod of Raasay, and many of their fol-
lowers lost their lives, proceeds with his narrative of what fol-
lowed. All the change we make on the original is to modernise
the spelling. He says:—

Rory Macleod of Lewis after that Mackenzie’s daughter was
ravished from him by his kinsman (as I told) he took to wife
Maclean’s daughter.  She was mother to Torquil Dubh Macleod
and to Norman Macleod ; he had also several bastards, such as
Norman Uigeach, Murdo, Donald, Neil, and Rory Og, and he
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and they became such outlaws and oppressors that there was few
or no ships in the Lewis but they seized on and took them all as
free gear to himself. This wronged so many of the inhabitants of
the coast side of Fife that they used diligence of law against him
and his. His eldest son, Torquil Oighre, gotten with the Lord
Methven’s daughter, sailing from the Lewis to Troternish with
three score young men in company were all drowned.  After his
death, his second son, Torquil Cononach, gotten with Mackenzie’s
daughter in marriage, who was during his oldest brother’s lifetime
Laird of Coigeach, sought to be heir, but his father would not, but
must needs have Torquil Dubh, gotten with Maclean’s daughter,
to be his heir, so that there fell out many debates betwixt them,
and after debates there were several skirmishes betwixt the father
and the son, two of the bastards, Norman Uigeach and Murdo,
taking part with Torquil Cononach. Donald, Rory, and Neil
took part with their father.

Shortly after it fell out that Donald killed Norman Uigeach,
which occasioned Torquil Cononach, being assisted by his brother
Murdo, to take Donald prisoner with him to Coigeach, which in-
censed his father the more against him. Donald, making his
escape from Coigeach, came to his father Rory, who caused Donald
presently apprehend his brother Murdo, which he did and carried
him prisoner to Stornoway, where his father was. They moved
Torquil Cononach to go to the Lewis, where he invaded the castle
of Stornoway, and, aiter a short siege, took it and relieved his
brother Murdo. Withal he apprehended his father and killed
several of his followers.  He took also all the writs and evidents
they had of the Lewis, sent for his son, John Macleod (a brave
young gentleman who was in the Marquis of Huntly’s Court all
this time shunning his father’s and grandfather’s debates), gave him
the castle of Stornoway and the command of all the Lewis.

This John humoured his grandfather so well that they lived
together, and being in peaceable possession of all the Lewis, and
acknowledged as master, he went about to banish his bastard
uncles, Donald and Rory, from possessing any part thereof, which
they understanding plotted his death, and to that effect connives
with one ill race of people who lived there called Clan Illoyhenan.
When Rory Donald, and this clan had agreed, they came to a
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water loch, a little towards the hill from Stornoway, where they
saw seven ambushes betwixt the loch and the town, and sent one
of their company to the castle to tell John that there were seven
.wans on that loch under a good advantage. The innocent
gentleman, being desirous of sport (notwithstanding that his
grandfather dissuaded him, and still told him that there was never
a swan seen on that loch, and told him that he feared a plot),
his destiny drawing near, he would not stay but went his way,
accompanied with two Kinlochewe men only, whom he kept still
in his company, and the traitor that led him by all the ambushes
to the loch side. No sooner was he come there but the first
ambush broke out, which he perceiving took to his heels, and runs
back towards the castle. The second raised the third, fourth,
fifth, and all of them (as he ran by) still shooting arrows. They
killed his two men, but for all they could do he won the castle,
and several arrows in him, whereof he immediately died, to the
great misfortune of all his frierds, and the utter ruin of that whole
family.

We may remark here the fruits of fornication and adultery
which was (as they say) the predominate sin of that family, and
how providence ordered these fruits to be their only ruin (and
not the hand of man), and brought upon them all the disasters,
distractions, and all the murders that ever was amongst them,
notwithstanding of the fabulous and envious reports which is still
pretended, yea confirmed, by ill-set neighbours.  But I will not
insist on this shame, which was ever in that family (as the report
goes), though the judgment fell in this misfortunate man’s time,
but I pray God it may not follow these (who have in any manner
of way) descended of them.

Shortly after this his father, Torquil Cononach, apprehends
(one of the murderers) his bastard brother, Donald, and caused
execute him at Dingwall, in Ross. The writs and evidents that
this Torquil brought out of the Lewis he gave the custody of
them to Mackenzie, and withal tailzied the estate to him in case
of no heirs male.

After the foresaid John’s death, old Rory, by the persuasion
of others (as was said), fell in his old disaffection, and would not
acknowledge Torquil Cononach to bz his heir; but would give
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the estate to Torquil Dubh, gotten with Maclean’s daughter, who
was now come to perfect age, and began to rule the estate with
his father. But Torquil Cononach daily skirmished with them,
being assisted by as many as pleased to follow him from the in-
countries. My lord Kintail, of whom he expected help (as was
said), was at that time in war with Glengarry. In the meantime
there fell out a discord betwixt Torquil Dubh and Rory Og, the
bastard (the other of John’s murderers). He apprehends him
and sends him prisoner to his uncle Maclean ; but making his
escape (being in winter) he perished in snow and storm, leaving
behind him three sons, Malcolm that killed John Mac Mhurchaidh
Mhic Uilleam—a gentleman of the Clan Mhurchaidh that lived
in Rainish, in the Lewis ; after that he killed John Mac Domh’uill
Phiopaire, my lord Kintail's piper.  Afterwards he went to
Germany, but, hearing Thomas Mackenzie of Pluscardine was
there, he returned to Ireland where he died. His two other
brothers, William and Rory, were taken afterwards by the Tutor
of Kintail, and were executed as rebels,

Torquil Cononach and Torquil Dubh having their several fac-
tions, the one plotting the other’s destruction, so that it fell out that
the Brieve (that is to say Judge) in the Lewis who was chief of
the Clan ’Illemhoire there, being sailing from the Isle of Lewis
to the Isle of Rona, in a great galley, met with a Dutch ship,
loaded with wine, which he took, and advising with his friends
(who were all with him there) what he would do with the ship
lest Torquil Dubh should take her from him, they resolved to
return to Stornoway and call for Torquil Dubh to receive the
wine, and if he came to the ship, to sail away with him where
Torquil Cononach was, and then they might be sure of the ship
and the wine to be their own ; and, besides, he would grant them
tacks in the best “roums” in Lewis ; which accordingly they did,
and call for Torquil to come and receive the wine. Torquil Dubh,
nowise mistrusting them that were formerly so obedient, entered
the ship, with seven others in company, when he was welcomed,
and he commended them as good fellows that brought him such
a prize. They invite him to the cabin to take his pleasure of the
toast of their wine ; he goes, but instead of wine they brought
cords to tie him, telling him he best to render himself and his
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wrongly possessed estate to his older brother ; that they resolved
to put him in his mercy, which he was forced to yield to; so
they presently sail for Coigeach and delivered him to his brother,
whom he had no sooner got but he made him short by the head,
in the month of July, 1597. Immediately as he was beheaded
there arose a great earthquake which astpnished the actors and
all the inhabitants about them, as a sign of God’s judgment.

When the rumour of this unnatural murder was divulged
everywhere, then all the chief heads of the neighbouring clans
(that were anyways related to Torquil Dubh, such as Macleod of
Harris, Maclean, Macdonald, The Captain of Clanranald, and
Mac Dhomh’uill Duibh, met in the Isle of Skye to consult about
the affair, where it was thought that Torquil Cononach would not
take away his brother’s head were it not my Lord Kintail's per-
suasion ; whereupon they resolved to join unanimously together,
and ruin them both, and to begin on my Lord Kintail ; but he,
hearing this resolution of theirs, being a man of undaunted spirit,
did not value much their brag, but being advised by his friends
and some well-wishers, he caused apprehend Norman Macleod,
brother to Torquil Dubh, and kept him honourably as a pledge
and as an overband against his friends’ resolution. Withal he
sent out a strong watch to guard the borders of his countries
privately, who met with twenty men—the connivers sent for a
heirschip to breed the quarrel. The watch having met them
in Strathloynie put them all to the sword. The connivers
finding this to be the first fruits of their undertaking, and that
he had apprehended Norman, thought there was no dealing with
him, and that he would ruin them all with diligence and power.
But some were of thought (as was said) they had followed their
project, but that Maclean, though he was nearest related to
Torquil Dubh, had a reluctancy to enter in blood with him;
whereupon fearing the worst they broke their unity.

In the meantime the Brieve and his followers were hated of all
men by reason of his treachery and breach of faith to Torquil
Dubh. He finding himself thus hated took himself to the parish
of Ness, in the Lewis, which he was forced to leave also by reason
of Neil Macleod’s pursuit, who killed several of his followers and
leaders. At last John Mac Dhomh'uill Mhic Uistean met with
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him in the country of Assynt, killed himself and six of his %

followers. In revenge hereof one Gillecallum Mor went in search
of John Mac Dhomh'uill Mhic Uistean, but John, by good
fortune, takes him in Coigeach, and brought him to the Lewis,
where they made him short by the head.

About this time theeBarons and gentlemen in Fife, hearing ot
the troubles and miseries which were in the Lewis, were enticed
by persuasion of some who had come from there of late, who gave
them a full account thereof. They being desirous to take any
opportunity whereby they might redress their losses, besides the
account they had of the fertility of the island, so, having the laws
against Rory Macleod of Lewis and all his followers, they went
where the King was and got a right of the Lewis from him, in the
year 1598, being then at the King’s disposal, all of them being
denounced rebels, and they undertook to His Majesty (a hard task
in those days) to civilise the island and to plant a colony there,
which proved a loss to them, for instead of that they broke them-
selves and their interests, as you shall see. .

The adventurers (for so must we call them) having metin Fife,
where they gathered a company of soldiers and officers of all sorts,
and such other things as they thought necessary for a plantation,
so, transporting themselves to the Lewis, they built houses and
“skonses” about Stornoway. In end they made a bonny village
of it.

Neil Macleod and Murdo Macleod (the bastards) remain now
only in that island of the family of Clan Torquil, which two
gainstood the undertakers. Murdo Macleod apprehends the laird
of Balcolmly together with his ship, killed all his men, and de-
tained himself prisoner four months ; but, on promise of a ransom,
he released him. Balcolmly dying in his return homewards to
Fife, Murdo was disappointed of the ransom.

About the same time Neil fell out with his brother Murdo for
owning the Clan ’'Illemhoire, so that Neil apprehended Murdo,
with divers of this clan, whom he put to death, and kept his brother
Murdo alive,

The adventurers hearing that Neil apprehended Murdo, sends
him a message that if he would deliver them his brother Murdo,
they would agree with himself and give him a portion in the

. "f‘d‘
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Lewis, and also assist him in revenging his brother Torquil Dubh’s
murder ; whereunto he hearkened and gave them his brother
Murdo, whom they presently sent to St. Andrews, and beheaded
him.

After this, Neil went with them to Edinburgh and got his
pardon, and went back with them to-the Lewis; but shortly
after he fell at variance with them for some injury Sir James
Spence of Ormistoun offered to him, whereupon he left them.
Then they began to lay snares for him, the laird of Ormistoun
having sent a party in a dark night to apprehend him. Neil
being guarded thereof, sees them coming, falls upon them un-
expectedly, kills threescore of them, chased the rest till they
were rescued from the town.

The Lord Kintail, considering that the Lewis was like to pass
from Torquil Cononach, and altogether from the right line, com-
miserating the clan Torquil’s condition, he sets Norman Macleod
(after he kept him at school), Torquil Dubh'’s brother, gotten with
Maclean’s daughter, at liberty, to do for himself. No sooner was
Norman arrived in the Lewis, but Neil Macleod, Donald Dubh
MacRory, and their adherents, with the inhabitants, came to him
and acknowledged him their lord and master. So Norman
invades the adventurers, burns their Fort, kills the most of their
men, and took their commanders prisoners, keeps them four
months ; but upon promise they should never come again to the
Lewis, and that they would procure him and his followers a
pardon from His Majesty of all their by-gone offences, he in-
considerately lets them all go. '

Thus, Norman for a while possessed the Lewis, during which
time John MacDhomh'uill Mhic Uistean that killed the Brieve
apprehends Torquil Cononach, carried him prisoner to his younger
brother, Norman, to the Lewis, who desired him to give up the
writs and evidents he took from his father, Rory. Torquil said
that he had given them in custody to my Lord Kintail. Norman,
considering that these evidents were in Mackenzie’s hands, he re-
leased his brother on conditions he would never claim any right
to the Lewis, but to have Coigeach to himself and successors as
his proportion of his father’s estate. The releasing of Torquil
was far against Neil and his adherents’ advice, who would have

5
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him to be executed, as he did his former brother ; but Norman
said he would not enter in his own blood, nor had he will to dis-
oblige the Mackenzies, who had their rights in their hands, and
that he knew they were not well pleased with him for that un-
natural murder (whose revenge he would refer to God), and
although he was a prisoner with them on several accounts, that
they gave him breeding as one of their own, and, when they
were all like to lose their interest through their own miscarriage,
they let him go to act for himself in their greatest straits.

In the meantime, my Lord Kintail (by the grievances of the
adventurers) was put in question by the King, His Majesty being
informed by them that the Lord Kintail was their only crosser,
and to that effect he let Norman loose to undo their designs, for
which my Lord Kintail was put in prison at Edinburgh, and
thereafter to his trial, from which he escaped, the King being in-
formed that it was the Undertakers’ own negligence and mis-
management that wronged them, and nothing else.

Whereupon the adventurers (contrary to their promise) turn
again to the Lewis, and by virtue of the King’s Commission were
assisted with forces from the neighbouring countries against
Norman and his followers. How soon the adjoining forces, with
the adventurers, were landed in the Lewis they sent message to
Norman that if he would yield to them in the King’s name that
they would (on their own charges) freely transport him to London,
where the King was, and obtain him his pardon ; and, not only
that, but deal for the King’s favour and procure some livelihood
for him, whereupon he might live in peace. Norman condescends
hereto against the opinion of Neil and all his well-wishers, who
stood out, and would notyield. So the adventurers send Norman
to London, where he caused His Majesty be informed how the
Lewis was the inheritance of his predecessors, that His Majesty
was sinisterously informed by the adventurers, who made His
Majesty believe that he might legally dispose of it, whereupon
proceeded much unnecessary trouble and bloodshed, therefore
humbly begged His Majesty to do him justice in restoring him to
his own in peace, which the King was like to do; but the adven-
turers understanding that the King began to give hearing to Nor-
man’s complaints, they used all their moyan ” and industry to
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‘cross him. In end (some of them being the King’s domestic
servants) prevailed so far as to cause apprehend him and send him
prisoner to Scotland, where he remained at Edinburgh till the
year 1608, when the King gave him liberty to pass to Holland, to
Maurice, Prince of Orange, where he ended his days.

The adventurers having got Norman out of their way, they
settled again in the Lewis; but they had not stayed long there
when divers of them began to weary. Some of them drawing
back from the enterprise, others were not able for lack of money
to hold out, having both broken their credit and interest ; many
of them also dying in that plantation ; some having other business
to abstract them, and always daily vexed by Neil’s skirmishes ; in
end all of them gave over, left the Lewis, and retired to Fife.

My Lord Kintail finding that the right line male of the Siol
Torquil were now all gone, and that the adventurers also failed in
their enterprise to the Lewis, he, by virtue of the fore-mentioned
tailzie granted to him by Torquil Cononach, passed a gift of it to
his Lady, under the King’s seal. But how soon the Undertakers
understood this, some of them went and complained to the King
(though they were not able to manage it for themselves); they
incensed him against my Lord Kintail, and made him resign that
right in His Majesty’s hand by means of my Lord Balmerino,
then Secretary for Scotland, and President of the Session, which
right, being now at His Majesty’s disposal, he gave the same to
three persons, to wit, this Lord Balmerino, Sir George Hay
(afterwards Chancellor of Scotland) and to Sir James Spence of
Ormistoun, who, having now the right of the Lewis in their per-
sons, they undertook the planting of it, whereunto they made
great preparations, being, by order of His Majesty, assisted by all
the neighbouring clans, the order being especially for the Mac-
kenzies (they being the marrers of the former adventurers), so that
my Lord Kintail was forced to send 400 men to their assistance,
under the command of Sir Rory Mackenzie, afterwards Tutor of
Kintail, and Alexander Mackenzie of Coul, to plant a garrison
there, and to apprehend Neil if possible. But Neil, seeing such
preparations, withdrew himself and kept him secret till better op-
portunity. The Undertakers, being fallen short of provision for
so great an army, in end, they were forced to dismiss the neigh-



68 The Celtic Magazine.

bouring clans. ~ Sir George Hay and Ormistoun returned to F ife,
leaving a garrison in Stornoway to keep the fort till they would
send a supply of men and victuals. But no sooner were they gone
but Neil and Gillecallum Mor MacRory, his nephew, with some
others of the inhabitants, burnt the fort, killed several of them,
and apprehended the rest, whom they let go upon their oath that
they would never come on- that pretence again, which they never
did ; nor could the Adventurers getany thereafter on any account
ever to come and conquer the Lewis. So the Lord Balmerino,
Sir George Hay, and Sir James Spence, finding they were not
able to manage the aftair, and could not get men to follow them,
they sent for my Lord Kintail, and (as God would have it, whom
they put from his former right) sold to him their own right
and title thereof, with the forfeitry of Troternish and Waternish,
for a sum of money, wherein they took the woods of Letterewe in
part payment, so that Providence ordered the Lewis this way,
contrary all such as did strive to cross him, so that notwithstand-
ing of his neighbours’ malicious and various reports, this is the
whole progress of his attaining. to the Lewis.*

[ON the extinction of the male line of the Macleods of Lewis,
the representation devolvad upon the Macleods of Raasay, We
shall therefore begin an account of them—the “ Siol Mhic Gille-
challum” of Raasay and Gairloch—in our next. In the meantime,
Mr. Mackenzie will be glad to hear and receive any particulars—
historical or genealogical—from any descendants of that family -
now living,]

* From the ¢ Ancient” Manuseript History of the Mackenzies, written in the
seventeenth century.
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THE HERO TALES OF THE GAEL.

II.—THE STORY OF DEIRDRE.

THE story of Deirdre is the third of what is called the “ Three
Sorrowful Tales of Erin.” The first two belong to the mytho-
logical cycle, and of these the best known one is that entitled
“The Fate of the Children of Lir.” Lir was a prince of the
Tuatha-de-danann, whose children were enchanted by their step-
mother and became swans, suffering untold woes for ages, until
their spells were broken at the advent of Christianity. The other
sorrowful tale concerned “The - Fate of the Children of Turenn,”
whom Luga, prince of the Tuatha-dé, the sun god probably,
persecuted and made to undergo a miraculous series of tasks and
trials to avenge the death of his father. Neither of these stories
is known in the Highlands, nor, indeed, as was already said, is
any portion of the mythological cycle known among the Scottish
Gael. The earliest portion known in the Highlands of the old
Irish-Scottish mythology and hero literature is the story of
Deirdre, with which we accordingly commence. As mentioned
already, the following version is translated from the Gaelic of Mr.
Carmichael, who took it down in Barra twenty years ago from the
recitation of John Macneill, a crofter there, aged eighty-three
years at the time.
DEIRDRE.

There was a man in Ireland once who was called Colum
Cruiteir [Malcolm Harper]. The man was a right good man and
he had a goodly share of this world’s goods. He had a wife, but
no family. The husband and wite had come to a good old age,
so that they had no hope of any children at all. What did Colum
Cruiteir hear but that a fiosaicke (soothsayer or wise man) had
come home to the place, and as the man was a right good man,
he wished that the fiosaiche might come near them. Whether it
was that he was invited or that he came of himself, the fiosaiche
came to the house of Colum Cruiteir. “Are you doing any
soothsaying ?” says Colum Cruiteir. “Yes, I am doing a little.
Are you in need of soothsaying ?”  Well, I do not mind taking
soothsaying from you, if you had soothsaying for me, and you
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would be willing to do it.” “Well, I will do soothsaying for "
you. What kind of soothsaying do you want?”  “Well, the
soothsaying I wanted was that you would tell me my lot or what
will happen to me, if you can give me knowledge of it.”  Well, =
I am going out, and when I return, I will ask you a question.”"

And the fiosaiche went forth out of the house and he was not
long outside when he returned in. ‘“Had you ever any of a
family ?” said the fiosaiche.  Well, no,” said Colum Cruiteir, “I
never had any children, nor had the wife that I have, and I have
no hope that we shall ever have any. I have only myself and
my wife.” “Well,” said the fiosaiche, “that does make me
wonder. I am seeing in my dailgneackd that it is on account of
a daughter of yours that the greatest amount of blood shall be
shed that has ever been shed in Erin since time and race began.
And the three most famous heroes that ever were found will lose
their heads on her account.” ¢ Is that the soothsaying you are
making for me ?” said Colum Cruiteir in wrath, thinking that the
fiosaiche was mocking him. “Well, it is,” said the fiosaiche.
“ Well, if that is the soothsaying you are making for me you may
keep it to yourself. You are not much worth yourself or your
soothsaying, and do you be taking another road.” * Well,” said
the soothsayer, “I can fully assure you of its truth. I see it very
definitely in my own mind.” * Well,” said Colum Cruiteir, “ that
cannot come to pass. My wife and I are of great age, so that it
is not possible that we can have any children ever more. I do
not condemn your soothsaying. I have no right to it. But this
I am sure of, that my wife and I never had and never shall have
any children till doomsday. That will do. More I will not
inquire nor have, since you have done senseless soothsaying.”
And Colum Cruiteir let the fiosaiche away, whether he gave or
gave him not a fee.

The fiosaiche went away, but that is not what is to tell. The
soothsayer was not long away when Colum Cruiteir's wife became
pregnant! And as she was increasing in size he was increasing in
sorrow, vexed and grieved at himself that he had not had more
conversation with the soothsayer when he was speaking to him.
A smouldering care by day and gnawing solicitude by night came
on Colum Cruiteir, thinking that he was himself but a man with-

I
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out shift or sense, without any near friend, and without any
support to fall back on against the world, and what if this blaze of
disaster should come upon him, a thing that was now likely, and
he himself so much against it at first! He now came to believe
that everything would come to pass as the soothsayer saw in his
dazlgneachd, and he was in vexation and trouble. He did not
know what plan in all creation he could adopt so as to ward off
this shedding of blood from the land. And the thought that came
into his mind was that, if the King of the Elements sent this child
into the world to live, as it was likely that He would, he must
send her far away where eye might not see sight of her nor ear
hear tattle of her. % O

The time of her delivery drew near on Colum Cruiteir’s wife,
and she was brought to bed. It was a daughter that was born.
Colum Cruiteir did not allow a living being to come to his house
to give reproach to his wife, only himself and the mid-wife.
Colum Cruiteir put a question to this woman, would she herself
take the venture of bringing up the child to keep her in hiding
far away where eye would not see a sight of her nor ear hear a
word about her., The woman said she would, and that she would
do the best diligence she could.

Colum Cruiteir got three men, and he took them away to a
large mountain, distant and far from reach, without the knowledge
_ or notice of any one. He caused there a hillock, round and
.green, to be dug out of the middle, and the hole thus made to
be covered carefully over so that a little company could dwell
there together. This was done.

Colum Cruiteir sent the nurse with the child away to the little
“bothy mid the hills that were large, wild, waste, and far from
reach, where no eye might see sight, nor ear hear word of Deirdre,
for that was the name of the child. He put everything in good
order before them, and placed with them food for a year and a
day. And he told the nurse that food would be sent again at
the year’s end, and so on from year to year as long as she lived.

And so it happened. Deirdre and her foster-mother dwelt in
the bothy mid the hills without the knowledge or the suspicion of
‘any living person about them or anything that occurred, until
Deirdre was fourteen years of age. Deirdre grew like the white
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sapling, straight and trim as the rash on the moss. She was be-
yond comparison of earthly people shapely in her person, comely
in her beauty, and her hue and her action were as the swan on
the wave and the hind on the hill. She was the creature (drop of
blood) of fairest form, of loveliest aspect, and of gentlest nature
that existed between earth and heaven in all Ireland—whatever
colour of hue she had before that, there was nobody that looked
into her face tut she would blush fiery red over it.

The woman that had charge of her was giving to Deirdre every
information and skill of which she herself had knowledge and
skill. There was not a blade of grass growing from root, nor a
bird singing in the wood, nor a star shining from heaven but -
Deirdre had a name for it.  But one thing, she did not wish her
to have either part or parley with any living individual of the
rest of the world. But on a gloomy winter night, with black,
scowling clouds, a hunter of game was wearily travelling the hills,
and what happened but that he missed the trail of the hunt, and
lost his course and companions. A drowsiness came upon the
man as he wearily wandered over the hills, and he lay down by
the side of the beautiful green knoll in which Deirdre lived, and
he slept. The man was faint from hunger and wandering, and
benumbed with cold, and a deep sleep fell upon him, When he
lay down beside the green hill where Deirdre was, a troubled |
dream came to the man, and he thought that he enjoyed the |
warmth of a fairy broch, the fairies being inside playing music. |
The hunter shouted out in his dream, if there was any one in the
broch, to let him in for the Holy One’s sake. Deirdre heard the
voice and said to her foster-mother :  ““ O foster-mother, what is
that ?” It is nothing of any consequence—merely the birds of
the air astray and seeking each other.  But let them go past to
the bosky glade.” A second troubled dream fell on the hunter,
and he shouted out again if there was any one inside the broch,
for the sake of the God of the Elements to let him in. “What
is yonder ?” said Deirdre. “It is nothing of any worth,” said her
foster-mother. “The birds of the wood have lost each other.
But let them go past to the bosky glade.” Thereupon a third
dream fell upon the hunter, and he shouted a third time if there
was any one in the broch, for the sake of the God of the Elements




The Story of Deirdre. 73

to let him in, that he was benumbed with cold and worn out with
hunger. “Oh, what is that, foster-mother?” said Deirdre. “You
need not expect that there is anything yonder that will give
you pleasure, my dear. What is there yonder but the birds
of heaven lost to one another. But let them go past to the
bosky glade. There is no shelter or house for them here.”
“ Oh, foster mother, the bird asked to get inside for the sake of
the God of the Elements, and you yourself tell me that anything
that is asked in His name we ought to do. If you will not allow
the bird that is being benumbed with cold, and done to death
with hunger, to be let in, I do not think much of your language
or your faith. But since I give credence to your language and
to your faith, which you taught me, I will myself let in the bird.”
And Deirdre arose and drew the bolt from the leaf of the door,
and she let in the hunter. She placed a seat in the place for
sitting, food in the place for eating, and drink in the place for
drinking for the man who came to the house. ‘“Come now and
eat meat; for you need it,” said Deirdre. ‘“Ay, indeed, I was in
need of food, of drink, and warmth when I came to this hillock.
But, may I not enjoy my life preserved, if they have not left me
since I saw you.” ‘‘Oh, life and raiment! you man that came in,
what little restraint is there on your tongue ?” said the old woman.
“Itis not a great thing for you to keep your mouth shut and your
tongue quiet when you get a home and shelter of a hearth on a
gloomy winter’s night.” ‘ Well,” said the hunter, “I may do
that—keep my mouth shut and my tongue quiet, since I came to
the house and received hospitality from you ; but by the hand of
thy father and grandfather, and by your own two hands, if some
other of the people of the world saw this beauteous creature you
have here hid away, they would not long leave her with you, I
swear.” “ What men are these you refer to?” said Deirdre.
“Well, I will tell you, young woman,” said the hunter.  “ They
are Naois, son of Uisnech, and Aillean and Ardan his two
brothers.” * What like are these men when seen, if we were to
see them?”’ said Deirdre. ‘“ Well, that was the name and the
surname that I ever saw or heard given them,” said the hunter.
“And the aspect and form of the men when seen are these : they
have the colour of the raven on their hair, their skin like swan on
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the wave in whiteness, and their cheeks as the blood of- the
brindled red calf, and their speed and their leap are as those of
the salmon of the torrent and the deer of the grey mountain side.
And Naois is head and shoulders over the rest of the people of
Erin.” “However they are,” said the nurse, “be you off from
here and take another road. And, King of Light and Sun! in
good sooth and certainty, little are my thanks and my admiration
for yourself or for her that let you in!”

The hunter went away. Shortly after he left, the man
thought to himself that Connachar, King of Ulster, was lying
down and rising up by himself without a word of cheering con-
versation or any intercourse at all. And were he to see this fair
creature (drop of blood), it was likely that he would bring her
home to his own house for himself, and he would himself gain
thereby the king’s good-will for telling him that there was such a
girl on the dewy face of the earth. The hunter went straight to
the palace of King Connachar. He sent word in to the king
that he wished to speak to him if he pleased. The king answered
the message and came out to speak to the man. ¢ What is the
reason of your journey ?” said the king to the hunter. “I have
only to tell you, O king,” said the hunter, “ that I saw the fairest
creature (drop of blood) that ever was born in Erin, and I came
to tell you of it.” “Who is this beauty and where is she to be
seen, when she was not seen before till you saw her, if you did
see her?” ‘“Well, I did see her,” said the hunter. “ But, if I did,
no man else can see her unless he get directions from me as to
where she is dwelling.” “And will you direct me to where she
dwells? and the reward of your directing me will be as good as
the reward of your message,” said the king. “ Well, I will direct
you, O king, although it is likely that this will not be what they
want,” said the hunter. “You will stay with my household
to-night,” said Connachar, “and I will go with you along with my
men early in the morning to-morrow.” “I will stay,” said the
hunter. And the hunter stayed that night in the household of
King Connachar.

Connachar, King of Ulster, sent for his nearest kinsmen, such
as the three sons of Ferchar Mac Ro, the sons of his father’s
brother, and he told them of his intent. Though early rose the
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song of the birds mid the rocky caves and the music of the birds
in the grove, earlier than that did Connachar, King of Ulster,
arise, with his little troop of dear friends, in the delightful twilight
of the fresh and gentle May ; the dew was heavy on each bush
and flower and stem, as they went to bring Deirdre forth from
the green knoll where she stayed. Many a youth was there who
had a lithe leaping and lissom step when they started whose step
was faint, failing, and faltering when they reached on account of
the length of the way and roughness of the road. “Yonder, now,
down in the bottom of the glen is the bothy where the woman
dwells, but I will not go nearer than this to the old woman,” said
the hunter. :

Connachar with his band of kinsfolk went down to the green
knoll where Deirdre dwelt and he knocked at the door of the
bothy. The nurse replied that neither answer or entry would be
given to any one and she did not want anything to trouble her
or her bothy. ‘“Open, and you will get a better house than this
when we go home,” said Connachar. “I am,” said the poor
woman, “not seeking house or hall better than my own bothy,
were 1 left there now in peace and quiet.” ‘‘Open then,” said
Connachar getting wrathful, ““and if you do not open willingly,
you will have to open against your will.” “ No less than a king’s
command and a king’s army could put me out of my bothy
to-night. And I should be obliged to you,” said the woman,
“were you to tell who it is that wants me to open my bothy
door.” “It is I, Connachar, King of Ulster, and let the fact be
no longer matter of doubt to you.” When the poor woman
heard who was at the door, she rose with haste and let in the
king and all that could get of his retinue.

When the king saw the woman that was before him and
whom he was in quest of, he thought he never saw in the course
of the day nor in the dream of night a creature (drop of blood)
so fair as Deirdre and he gave his full heart’s weight of love to
her. Nor he nor his men had any other object from the
beginning to the end of the business but to carry her off with them
on the very top of their shoulders, if she were unwilling. It was
this that was done. Deirdre was raised on the topmost of the
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heroes’ shoulders and she and her foster mother were brought to
the Court of King Connachar of Ulster.

With the love that Connachar had for her, he wanted to marry
Deirdre right off there and then, will she nill she marry him.
When her permission was asked on the matter, she would not
consent at all—at all, inside or outside, she not having met earthly
people till then. She did not know the duties of wife nor the
custom of maidens, for she had not till then ever before sat in
company and among people. She could not as much as sit on a
chair from the cause that she never saw mankind till now. As
Connachar was so strongly pressing marriage on Deirdre, she
said to him that, if he gave her the respite of a year and a day,
she would be obliged to him. He said he would grant her that,
hard though it was, if she gave him her unfailing promise that she
would marry him at the year’s end. And she gave the promise,
Connachar got for her a woman-teacher and merry modest
maidens fair that would lie down and rise with her, that would
play and speak with her. Deirdre was clever in maidenly duties
and wifely understanding, and Connachar thought he never saw
with bodily eye a creature that pleased him more.

Deirdre and her women companions were one day out on the
hillock behind the house enjoying the scene, and drinking in the
sun’s heat. What did they see coming but three men a-journeying.
Deirdre was looking at the men that were coming, and wondering
at them. When the men neared them, Deirdre remembered the
language of the huntsman, and she said to herself that these were
the three sons of Ulisnech, and that this was Naois, he having
what was above the bend of the two shoulders above the men of
Erinall.  The three brothers went past without taking any notice
of them, without even glancing at the young ladies on the hillock.
What happened but that love for Naois struck the heart of Deirdre,
so that she could not but follow after him. She trussed her
raiment and went after the men that went past the base of
the knoll, leaving her women attendants there, be they or
be they not displeased. Aillean and Ardan had heard of
the woman that Connachar, King of Ulster, had with him,
and they thought that, if Naois, their brother, saw her, he
would have her himself, more especially as she was not
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married to the King. They perceived the woman coming,
and called on one another to hasten their step as they had a long
distance to travel, and the dusk of night was coming on. They
did so. She cried: “Naois, son of Uisnech, is it your intention
to leave me ?” ““ What cry was that I heard which is not well for
me to answer, and which is not easy for me to refuse?” It is
nothing but the noise of Connachar’s wild ducks,” said the
brothers. “But let us speed our feet and hasten our steps as we
have a long distance to travel, and the dusk of the evening
coming on.” They did so. And they were extending the
distance between them and her. Deirdre then cried: “ Naois,

son of Uisnech, is it your intention to leave me?” ‘“What cry is
in mine ear and struck my heart which is not well for me to
answer, and which is not easy for me to refuse?” “Only the cry

of the grey geese of Connachar,” said the brothers. “But let us
keep up our pace, as we have walking to do, and the darkness of
night closing round us.” They did so, and they were extending
the space between them and her. Deirdre cried thereupon the
third time: “ Naois, Naois, Naois, son of Uisnech, is it your
intention to leave me?” ‘“What piercing, shrill cry is that—the
most melodious my ear ever heard, and the shrillest
that ever struck my heart of all the cries I ever heard?”
“Is it anything else but the wail of the wave-swans of Connachar,”
said his brothers. ‘“Yonder is the third cry of distress,”
said Naois, and he swore he would not go further until he saw
from whom the cry came, and Naois turned back. Naois and
Deirdre met, and Deirdre kissed Naois three times, and a kiss
each to his brothers. With the confusion that she was in, Deirdre
went into a crimson blaze of fire, and her colour came and went
as rapidly as the movement of the aspen by the stream side.
Naois thought he never saw a fairer creature (drop of blood), and
Naois gave Deirdre the love that he never gave to thing, to
vision, or to creature but to herself.
(7o be continued.)
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THE TRAGEDY OF CLACH-NAN-CEANN.

A SGEULACHD OF THE RANNOCH CAMERONS.
(Continued.)

BuT soon Tigh-na-dige and the vicinity became a scene of bustle
and confusion in the work of preparing for the funeral of the
children. One party went to the ship to fetch ashore the articles
taken from Dunalastair; another prepared the dead bodies for
decent interment; while a third, led by Struan and Marsali,
proceeded to look out for a suitable burying-ground. At first it
was proposed to dig a wide grave for the three on the spot where
the massacre had taken place; but this, from the nature of the
ground, was found to be impracticable. They then fixed on the
site of the present graveyard as, although rather shallow, the
nearest suitable place they could find to the scene of the tragedy;
and in a short time and under a shower of snow which now fell
and covered the face of nature as with a great winding sheet of
white, Struan’s men dug a wide grave for the reception of the
murdered innocents of Clach-nan-Ceann. ;

When all things were ready, the solemn funeral procession
started from T7ig/-na-dige to the place of interment. Struan’s
men carried the bodies; and Struan and Marsali and Jamz
Biorack and William followed as chief mourners. The three
bodies were gently laid down side by side in the grave; and
Struan having placed a man at each corner of the parcel of
ground, now enclosed by a stone dyke, dedicated it to St

Michael in the following words :—
¢ A Mhichael naoimh, ard-aingil threun,
An Cladh so coisrigeam dhuit fein
’S tu nis an Raineach cumail feil,

‘¢ Chog thu ’n diugh le moran buaidl
An aghaidh spioradan na truaighe,
Is chuir thu air an dia’ul an ruaig.

‘¢ O gleidh an Cladh so nis gu brath,
Bho'n dia’ul ’s a chumhachdan gach trath
Is dion gach corp an glaic a bhais,

¢ Is gleidhidh mis® Marsail is a clann
Ga’n suidheach’ anns a Chamghouran
Gu iomradh thoirt air Clack-nan-Ceansn.
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¢¢ Is cinnidh Cam’ronaich an Raineach,
Fo bhratach Shruain mar an Ceannard,
Mar chinn iad roimh so an Lochabair.”

That is, freely rendered —

¢¢ St. Michael thou Archangel great
This Cladk to thee I consecrate
Whilst thou in Rannoch hast thy féte,

¢ This day thou didst contend with might
Against bad spirits in a fight
And didst the devil put to flight.*

¢ O keep this graveyard now for aye

From Satan and his powers each day,
And guard each corpse till Judgment Day.

‘¢ And I’ll keep Marsail and her clan
And give them lands in Camghouran
To tell the tale of Clack-nan-Ceann.

‘¢ And Camerons shall in Rannoch grow
Asin Lochaber times ago,
And shall ’neath Struan’s banner go.”

After these words Struan threw a handful of earth on the
bodies ; and his men, taking the hint, soon shovelled the soil over
them, and finished off the grave with a neat covering of sod
surmounted with large flat stones, as the then usual protection
against wolves. Marsali, though deeply affected, bore this trying
ordeal with a measure of outward decorum, which showed the
remarkable strength and firmness of her character; but Za:in
Biorachk fairly broke down when he saw the men covering his
brothers with earth, and said, “Nach fhaic mi iad tuillidh,
mhammaidh?” That is, “Shall I not see them any more,
mammy?”  “Bi samhach, Iainidh,” arsa Marsalaidh; “tha do
bhraithrean ’nis ann an neamh!” That is, “Be quiet, Jaznie,”
said Marsali, “your brothers are now in heaven !”

William and Struan’s men now proceeded to search for the
body of /ain, who had been drowned in the net on the previous
jday. They soon recovered it; and, having carried it in solemn
silence to 77g/-na-dige, they prepared it for interment. Another
grave was opened in what was now known as Clad/z Mhichael, a

* Supposed to refer to the battle of the flies that fought over the dead bodies, ut
supra. See also St. Jude 9.
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second funeral procession was formed from Z7iglh-na-dige; and
the body of Jain was reverently laid in the tomb. Marsali,
through sobs and tears, said, on seeing him lying in the grave :—

¢¢ Jain, ged bha do bhas cho cruaidh
’S math leam t’ fhaicinn ann an uaigh ;
’S bios so na chliu dhuit nis gu brath
Gun robh thu caoimhneil riums’ mar bhrathair.”

That is, freely rendered—
¢¢ Tain, although thy death was sad,
To see thee in a grave I'm glad ;
And this will keep thee aye in mind
That thou to me wast always kind.”

And after these words they filled in the grave with earth, and
securely covered it with sod and stones like the other one.

But scarcely had the funeral obsequies of Za77 been celebrated
when Struan, turning his eyes towards the loch, observed a small

skiff rowed by one man coming rapidly in their direction. It
soon reached the land; and, when the funeral party crowded |

round it, they saw that it contained what proved to be the dead '
body of Ewen Cameron. The boatman said, addressing himself |

to the company :—
¢¢ Mharbh Ardlaraich ’na fhearg
Am fear so aig a Ckreagan Dhearg ;
Ach b’ fhearr leis nis na moran oir
Nach d’ chuir e bhiodag riamh na chair ;
Oir tha droch spioradan a bhais
Ga chuairteachadh a dh’ oidhche ’s a 13 ;
Is db’ iarr e los gum faigheadh e sith
An corp a chuir gu Figk-na-dige.”

That is, freely rendered—

‘¢ This man was slain at the Red Cliff
By Ardlarich when in a huff;
But now he does regret that work
Of bloody vengeance with his dirk ;
For evil spirits from below
By day and night around him go;
And he, desiring peace to seek,
Has sent the corpse to Zigh-na-dige.”

When Marsali recognised in the murdered man the defaced
features of her late dear husband, she gave a loud shriek and
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swooned away. The sudden appearance of Ewen’s body, together
with the cruel words of the boatman, had evidently proved too
much for her, and she fell down quite unconscious on the beach.
Struan called on the crowd to stand back, and said with much
emotion, ‘ Poor Marsali! was ever woman before ‘now overtaken
by so many calamities?” Here Margaret Robertson stepped
forward and bathed her temples with cold water from Loch
Rannoch, whereon Marsali soon came to herself, and having risen
to a sitting position, said to the boatman :—

¢ Ged bhrist fear Ardlaraich mo chridhe
Cha’n eil mi diultadh dha-sa sith ;
Ach chionn’s gum bheil e fein gun iochd
Bios an da shealladh aig a shliochd ;
Is eiridh Cam’ronaich an Raineach
Do’m bith an talann so na bheannachd.”*

That is—
¢¢ Though Ardlarich has broke my heart,
I don’t refuse to him my peace ;
But, since he ruthless is himself,
His seed shall have the second sight ;
And Camerons shall arise in Rannoch
To whom this gift shall be a blessing.”

Ewen’s body was now carried to 7%g/%-na-dige, where it was pre-
pared for burial. A third grave was opened; a third funeral
procession was formed from 7%g/k-na-dige; and, when the corpse
was laid in the grave, Struan said :—

¢¢ Eoghain, shar-shealgair an t-Sliosghairbh
Nis sineam thu am measg nam marbh ;
Ach ged a tha do chorp gun ded
Tha d’anam shuas am measg nam bed ;
Oir fhuair do Shlanuighear a’ bhuaidh,
Is chuir e Michael 'ghleidh nan uamh ;
Is bruchdaidh Cam'ronaich gu leoir
Bho’n chladh so air an La Mhor.”

* It is a curious circumstance that during the last hundred and fifty years several
members of the S/osmin Camerons have been celebrated for having the faculty of
‘“second sight;” and that tradition ascribes their possession of this gift to inter-
marriages with the Macgregors of Ardlarich. It would seem the Camerons highly
appreciate their strange and eerie power of discovering the world of spirits ; for one
of them, their Ceann-tighe, “speaks of it with the greatest reverence, and would
almost rank as a blasphemer any who should speak of it disrespectfully.”—See Ce/fic
Mag., Vol. XL, p. 332. 6
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That is—
¢ Ewen, choice hunter of Siosgarbr,

I lay thee now amongst the dead ;

But though thy body lifeless lies

Thy soul’s on high amongst the living ;

For thy Saviour hath gotten the victory

And sent down Michael to protect the graves;

And Camerons plenty shall burst forth

From this graveyard on the Great Day.”
After these words had been pronounced, they filled Ewen’s grave
with earth, trimmed it with sod, and secured it with stones like
the other ones—Struan all the while remaining uncovered—and
Marsali deriving what comfort she could from the honours thus
paid to the remains of him whom she had loved more than any

other on earth.
Having duly performed their last offices of kindness to the

dead, the funeral party partook of a hastily prepared repast; and
when Struan had arranged to leave behind him at 7: 1g-na-dige
not only Margaret Robertson, but also her two brothers, Duncan
and Donald, who were amongst his retainers, he bade them fare-
well, and having given a cordial invitation to Marsali and William
to pay him a visit at Dunalastair, he went aboard ship with his

remaining twelve men, and was soon sailing on his way towards
Kinloch Rannoch,
‘¢ Chaidh ’n long air ais gu Ceann-loch-Raineach
'S i giulan Struain mar a ceannard ;
Is 'nuair a rainig es’ an Dun
Bha chliu cho airde ri Sichallion ;
Oir chruinnich moran luchd na duthch’
Chuir failt’ is furan airsa dhachaidh,
’Sa dhinnseadh dha gun lean e dlu
Ri shinnsearan an cuise Mharsail ;
Is ghuil 4 bhain-tighearn ghradhach chiuin
"Nuair choinnich i e air an starrsaich,
’S le pog thubhairt ise ¢*S tu mo rin,
Mo Shruan leis a chridhe fharsainn.’
’S mor an t-acibhneas thar gach saoibhreas
Bh’ac an oidhch’ sin anns a bhaile g
Oir ’s milis gloir an duine mhor
Tra mheasar coir e air an talamh,”
That is—
‘¢ The ship went back to Kinloch Rannoch,
Bearing Struan as her Captain ;
And when he went up to the Mount
His fame as high was as Schiehallion ;
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For many in the country gathered

To bid him cordial welcome home,

And tell him that he followed close

His ancestors in Marsail’s cause.

And his calm lovely lady wept

On meeting him upon the threshold,

And with a kiss she said ¢ My love,

My Struan with the heart of wideness.’
Great was the joy beyond all riches

They had that night throughout the place ;
For sweet’s the glory of the man of might
When he is reckoned worthy here on earth.”

After Struan’s departure from 7 igh-na-dige, Marsali and
Willim tried to shew every kindness and attention to the strangers
who were left with them. The latter, however, insisted that
Marsali should abstain from all work, and that they should be
allowed to make themselves generally useful. Accordingly they
set to work with right good will ; and in a short time they re-
moved so far as possible, all traces of the tragedy, and tidied up
everything in the house. Supper was prepared ; and they sat
down in due form, Marsali presiding at the head of the table, and,
in her own quiet dignified manner, doing the honours of the
house. The conversation at first laboured under the restraint
which the solemn sadness of the occasion rendered inevitable ;
but Marsali, though herself sick at heart, made an effort to infuse
cheerfulness into the company ; and social talk went the round
somewhat more freely. The two Robertson men talked of the
power and greatness of Struan ; and that he was one of the few
in Rannoch who could do noble and generous deeds. ~ Margaret
Robertson spoke of Lady Struan as even more than Struan him-
self—a beautiful specimen of what was gentlest and best in human
nature.  “ Without the influence and example of these two,”
said she, “ Rannoch would sink under the weight of its own law-
lessness and crime.” “May God bless them,” said Marsali, “ for
their goodness ; and may He bless you for being admirers, and,
it is to be hoped, imitators of their goodness 1’ She then repeated
the old proverb :—

¢¢ Mhuinntir chi maith am muinntir eile
Is iadsa 'ni maith do gach a cheile.”
That is—
¢ "Tis those that see good in other people
That will do good to one another,”
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The conversation now turned to the subject of William’s pro-
posed departure next morning for Lochaber. ~ Marsali said that
for her own part she should prefer him not to go ; because, if the
tragedy should be reported to Lochiel, this would still further
intensify the feud betwixt the Camerons aud the Mackintoshs,
and so be the means of spreading more bloodshed and strife
throughout the land, which state of thingsshe abhorred with all
the sensitiveness of a tender-hearted woman. She said—
¢ Ged chlaoidh iad mis ’an Zigh-na-dige,

Cha’n eil mir dhioghaltais am chridhe,
Ach tha mo mhiann an deigh na sith.”

That is, freely rendered—
¢ Though here they have me sore oppressed,

I bear no vengeance in my breast,

But my desire’s for peace and rest.”
But no sooner had she uttered these words than ““ Strone,” who
had been lying beneath the table, sprang to his feet, and, raising
up his nose till the lower part of his head was in a line with his
neck and breast, he gave three long-continued and weird howls
as if he were seeing something that troubled him ; and William,
also trembling as if under the influence of some super-human
agency, said :—

¢¢ Chi mi cuig spioradan mu’n cuairt ;
Is tanasg Eoghain ’gam bhagairt cruaidh,
Gum feum air mhochrath mi bhi triall
Le sgeul a chasgairt gu Lochiall,”

That is, freely rendered—
‘¢ 1 see five spirits in the air ;

And Ewen’s ghost, with threatening stare,

Says, I at dawn must go to tell

This tale of murder to Lochiel,”
When William uttered those words they were all struck dumb
with astonishment; and Marsali was more especially impressed
with the solemn feeling that the tragedy in which she had hitherto
been so deeply involved was not yet played out, but that still
further developments of it were in store for the future. They
retired to rest under a sense of a nearness to the world of spirits
which was positively oppressive ; and before daybreak William was
up out of bed and pensively walking along on his way to Lochaber,

R
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Durirg William’s absence, which extended over more than ten
weeks, the stream of life in 7%g/-na-dige, in so far as the altered
circumstances of the case permitted, returned to its normal course,
It is true Marsali continued to mourn for her dear husband and
children; but, being a woman of piety and good sense, she
endeavoured meekly to submit herself to the will of a Higher
Power, and to centre her affections and hope on poor, little
Iain Biorackh, who was left to her as a bird escaped from the
net of the fowler. Then Margaret Robertson was a great help
and comfort to her. The kindness of this young woman both to
herself and to her boy was unceasing—and fully justified Marsali’s
original expectation when she said she received her as an angel
sent to minister to her. The two Robertson brothers went out to
hunt daily in the Black Wood.

SIGMA.
(0 be continued.)

SNATCHES OF SONG COLLECTED IN BADENOCH.

VII.

COLONEL DUNCAN MACPHERSON of Cluny, grandfather of the
present chief, died at Cupar-Fife in 1817. His birth took place
in the troublous years which succeeded the Battle of Culloden.
Cluny Castle had been burned down; his father was closely
pursued among the mountain fastnesses of Laggan, and his
mother, the Lady of Cluny, daughter of Lord Lovat, had sought
refuge in a hut which stood near the blackened ruins of her old
home. Here it was that the subject of the following elegy was
ushered into the world ; and hence the sobriquet—Dunnach na
h-Ath—which was popularly applied to him. Upon his father’s
death, Government granted him the ancestral estates of his family,
which had been confiscated. Afterwards, in accordance with the
wise and generous policy which was then adopted in regard to
those who /%ad been Jacobites, Cluny was offered, and accepted,
a commission in His Majesty’s service. In 1798, he married his
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second cousin, Catherine Cameron, daughter of Sir Ewen of
Fassifearn, and sister to the heroic Colonel John Cameron, who
fell at Quatre-Bras. Upon Cluny’s death, the elegy, which I give
below, was composed by Duncan Fraser, Balgown; and is
throughout intended to express the personal feelings of the
bereaved lady. Long afterwards she was laid in her husband’s
grave in the little burying-ground close to the Cluny Burn,
There, after a long, beneficent, and honourable career, were laid,
amid general grief, the remains of that “infant heir” to whom the
bard so affectingly points in his closing stanza, seeing “ dawning
conquest play around his head,” and desiring that he may
“emulate the glories of his race.” There, within a short year,
was another open grave. She who had been Lady of Cluny for
over fifty years had passed away, leaving behind her a name
associated with all the graces of a noble and devout woman.,
And, there too, still more recently, was consigned to the dust
another Colonel Duncan of Cluny, who, by his illustrious conduct
in many lands, well maintained the fame of his house. Eheu
Eheu!

O! gur mis’ th’ air mo sgaradh,

'S cha -n & ’n t-Earrach a liath mi,

Ach na chaill mi an Cupar,

’S mor mo dhilibhail ’ga jargainn.

Chaill mi deagh fhear-an-tighe,

Ceannard cheatharn is chiadan,

’S tric a bhuanaich an latha,

An am catha ’ga dhioladh,

Nam b’ann an sabaid na 'n carraid,

Chaidh do ghearradh cho luath bhuainn,

’S lionar bratach bhiodh sgaoilte,

Agus faobhar g am fuasgladh ;

Bhiodh Mac Shimidh na h-Aird ann,

’S Cloinn Chamarain a’ chruadail,

Mar ri Toisich is Granndaich,

Mu ’m biodh annran na gruaim ort,

Do chinneadh féin Clann Mhuirich,

Bhiodh iad uile gu ’d ordugh,

Fearail, treun, ascaoin, fuileach,

Sud na curaidh’ nach soradh,

"Dol 1i aodainn a’ chatha,

Claidh’ leathann ’nan dorn-san,”

Ann an aobhar mac ¢’ athar

'S iad gun athadh gun sdradh.
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Céir 2’ lasadh an coinnleirean,

'S fhaide oidhch’ aig do cheatharnaich,
’S iad 'gdl air fion daithte,

As na casgaichean deur-lan.

Gheibhte sud ann do chlobhs’,
Fonn piob agus clarsaich,
Mac-talla ‘g am freagairt,

Fuaim fheadan gun direamh.

’N uair sgaoileadh tu d’ bhratach.
Chite cat ann gu h-arda,

’S ’n uair a dh’ fhaicte a mach i,
Gum bu leats am buaidh-larach.

Cha téid mise gu coinneambh,

L4 Nolluig na Samhna,

’S cha téid mi measg cuideachd,

’S ann a shuidheas mi ’n aon it
Bho nach tigeadh an Tighearn,

’S e bhi rithisd na shlainte,

Cha bhiodh feum air an lighich,

’S bhiodh sinn dithisd dhe sabhailt’.

Cha b ’e crionach na coille,

Bha ’san doire *san d’ fhas thu,
Ach na gallanan priseil,

Fhuair direadh gu ’n ailgheas.

Mur gearrt’ iad, cha sniomht’ iad,
Gus an spionta gu lar iad,

Craobh na chuilionn nach crionadh,
’S ioma freumh bha gu ’n arach.

An Tigh Chluainidh nam bratach,
Bithidh gach aiteal mar b’ abhuist,
Tha a’ ghrian oirnn a’ soillseadh,
’S tha an t-oighre an lathair.
Oighre dligheach an fhearainn,
Tha ’na leanabh an drasda,
Saoghal buan an deagh bheatha,
An it d’ athar gu brath duit.

The Duke of Gordon’s baron-bailie who wielded the awful
jurisdiction of furcum et fossa in Badenoch, resided at Ruthven.
Here was a court-house, a prison, an inn, a school, a market
stance. Close at hand, once stood the great feudal castle, where
the Murrays, the Comyns, and the Stewarts held an all-but-regal
sway. This in time gave place to the Government barracks,
whose ugly ruins are still with us, but have, fortunately, no claim
to antiquity. Near Lochan-an-tairbh—an ominous locality—Tom-
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na-croich is pointed out, where the grim machinery of piz and
gallows remained far on into last century. An old gentleman—
the Duke of Gordon’s last baron-bailie in the country—retained
until his dying day a vivid recollection of the creaking chain
which had terrified him as a schoolboy. At Ruthven resided the
redoubtable Mr. Blair, who was minister of Kingussie for three-
score years. One of his elders was Duncan Mackay—Dunnach-
Gobha— Ardbroileach, author of the well-known elegy on the Loss
of Gaick, and also, I have reason to believe, of both the accom-
panying poems. The first is an ode of very considerable merit,
in celebration of James Stewart, who appears to have been baron-
bailie about the year 1760. We learn that he had fallen into fin-
ancial difficulties and had gone abroad ; and that his return was
eagerly desired by the Badenoch people, among whom he had
been exceedingly popular. Giorsal was his sister.

Beir mo shoraidh so bhuam,

Gu-m beil doran is gruaim orm féin,

Tre mo dhiochain ’s gach uair,

Air an iarlach ghlan, uasal, réidh,

Dha’m beil onoir mo chledc,

’S e gun sgarm, gun bhosd, gun bhréig,

Ris an earbainn mo chluain,

Ged bhiodh ceannsgalach sluaigh mu ’sgéith.

An tigh geal ’sam biodh ’n fhuaim,

’S na clair mhear air am buailt an teud,

Le cedl farumach, cruaidh, :
Na mebir gheal a bu luaith’ ’sa chléir,

Air an tarruing bho d’ chluais,

Mhic na maise ! mo thruaigh an té,
Ghabhas beachd air do shnuadh,

S’ nach fhaigh dhachaidh thu buan dhi féin,

’Bharr air maise gun uaill,

Gabh do chleachdainnibh suairce féin,
Sar-bhall seirc an dith gruaidh !

'S tearc ri fhaicinn do luach air féill.
Tha cul buidh’ ort mar or,

Air an suidhich bean-og a spéis,
Taobh do chleamhnan air choir,

’S gheibh thu airgiod is or gun déidh.

’S beag an t-ioghna leam or,

A bhi sinte ri moisean céil,

Aig an sinnsir bu choir,

’Bhi ’g ¢ fion air a’ bhord mu ’chéir.
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Fuil an Righ ’s Mhic-an-Toisich,

Air an linigeadh bed ’'n ad chré,

’S tha thu dileas do’n t-seors’,

Cho glan, sioladh, ’s tha’m feoil fo 'n ghréin,

S nam faigheadh Giorsal bho'n stol,
Fear a lionadh a cledc ’s gach ceum,

Bu sgiath e air mdd,

Chuireadh srian ann an srdn luchd-beud.
Fear a thogadh a sunnd—

Mar nach lionar na duthaich féin—

A lonadh 3 stil,

'S fear e mile dha’n Iyb a’ gheug,

’S fhir mu ’n ionndraich mj n tis,

’S leathan, lionar, do chil ri feum.

’S truagh gun rian air do chil,

’S &’ airgiod deant’ aig an Ditic gun fheum ;
Ruathainn sgriobhta bho ’ghrunnd,

Tighinn gu cis gu d’ dhuthaich féin ;

Agus Righ oirnn as ar,

’Sbhiodh gach ni Sheumais Stitibhairt réidh,

The elegy with which I conclude this paper is said to have
been composed on a member of the Balnespick family, who was
drowned at sea, He had sprung from an excellent stock. The
last Mackintosh o Balnespuck resident in Badenoch was tacksman
of the whole Barony of Dunachton, He was a person of great
consideration and influence, being held in high esteem by all
classes. Iam informed that all his sons went to India,

S mor fuir na gaoithe,

Fad an t-saoghail gu Iéir,

'Ghaoth thiinig Di-h-aoine,

’S i chaochail mo sgeul,

D)’ fhig i aobhar nan ochan,
"Aig luchd nam portaibh gu I¢ir,
Air fad Eirinn is Bhreatunn,

Bha 'n éigh-creach ann ’ga sheinn,

Ach aon duin’ tha mj ’gearain,

Dhe na chaillear s chuan,

Cha bhiodh mo chlann.sa gun charaid,
Nam bu mhajrinn e buan,

Ach 2’ Righ Mhdir nan aingeal !

Glac an anam-sa suas,

Na leig orm do ainiochd,

Bi gu trocaireach tairis rj g’ shluagh,

p——
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Ubh! Ubh! a dhaoine!

Nach aobhar smuaineach’ is broin,

An ti a db’ fhalbh bhuainn Di-h-aoine,
Stghail, aotrom gu ledir,

A’ bhi ’n innis nam faochag,

'S nach faodar dhe ’choir.

'S joma ni tha tha cuir aois oirnn,

’§ joma caochladh tighinn oirnn.

Tha do bhriithrean ’s do philithar,
Trdm, dubhach, fo bhron,

35 iad a chaoidh ’ga do chumhadh,

»S cha bhi iad subhach ri 'm bebd.
Tha do chinneadh mor, laidir,

Trom criiteach gach 1o,

Bho ’n a chual’ iad gu-n d’ bhait’ thu,
An cuan barcach nan sedl.

Ach ’s truagh nach mise bha laimh riut,
Mu 'n do sgain i fo bhord,

'S nan robh tir faisg air laimh oirnn,
Dheanainn d’ shibhaladh bed.

'S tha do chinneadh gu h-iomlan,

Fo imcheist, 1an broin,

Mu do bhi anns an luma dheirg,

Measg uile-bhiast is ron.

DR’ fhalbh Iob le *chuid mhacaibh,
Le ‘uile bheartas is ni,

’S rinn e aodach a shracadh,

’S spion e 'm falt bharr a chinn,
Laigh e slos air an oidhch’,

»S thubhairt e, ¢¢’S coisrigt’ an Ti,
A thug dhomh gach ni taitneach,
’S ghabh air ais bhuam e is.”

Thug e treis ann am bochdainn,

"Na chulaidh-fhochaid ’san tir,

Gun neach ’thedraicheadh ’fhocal,
Na bheireadh deoch dha ’se tinn ;
Ach as sin fhuair e urram,

Bho gach duine dhiubh tis,

»S chinn e 'n storas gun chumadh,

'S fhuair e oighribh, urram, is miadh.

The expressions, ‘“innis nam faochag,” and “ cuan barcack nan
sedl,” are particularly happy. The reference to Job is character-
istic of the period.  This patriarch was a favourite of the bards of
the eighteenth century. ~ Many of their illustrations were drawn
from his history. [, S.
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SOME STORIES ABOUT WITCHES.

““CHA TIG OLC A TEINE”—‘NO EVIL COMES OUT OF FIRE.

THE principle upon which our forefathers went in the burning of
witches is well expressed in the Gaelic proverb, “Cha tig olc a
teine ”—*“ No evil can come out of fire,” and it was in connection
with, and in illustration of, the following witch story that we first
heard this proverb applied. *Creibh Mhor,” whose name is still
known in tradition, was the last witch that was burnt at Inverness,
and the event appears to have occurred about the beginning of
last century. Our story is not about ““ Creibh Mhor” herself, but
about a contemporary of hers—one of the last witches burnt in
the town. After the ordinary trial and condemnation, the witch
was brought to the Castle Hill ; there she was placed in the middle
of a pyre, and tied to a stake. The pyre was set on fire, for no
evil could come out of fire, as the proverb said. The flames and
the smoke began to wrap round the witch, and she cried to the
people around for charity’s sake to give her a mouthful of water
to slake her dying thirst. Instantly some good-hearted person
rushed off, got the water, and was going to give it to the witch,
when a “wise ” man stopped the person and asked what the water
was for. He was told it was for the witch. The “ wise” man
took the vessel and emptied the water out on the earth. When
the witch saw that her hopes were dashed to the ground in
every sense of the term, she abandoned herself to despair and
maledictions.  ““Well,” said she, “had I got that mouthful of
water, I would have turned Inverness into a peat bog!” So by
a slight accident Inverness was saved.

MOR BHAN-—FAIR SARAH,

There lived in Assynt, not so long ago, two noted witches,
and this is how they became proficients in the blackart. In their
youth they were two of the handsomest girls in the whole
country-side, but it came to pass that they both fell in love with
the same young man. One day, as they were working together
in the fields, the young man passed by on the high road. “Yon
is my lad,” said one of the girls. “No,” said the other, “he is
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y lad.” And straightway they quarrelled, and then proceeded
0 blows and scratches. They pulled handfuls of each other’s
1air out, and one cried, as she threw the hair up in the air, for
witchcraft ; and, if she did, so also did the other. Henceforth
oth were, or were reputed, witches. Of the two, Mor Bhan was
the most noted.  She had fresh fish, the neighbours noticed, any
time she chose ; she had milk and butter and cheese when none
else in the place had any—for witches, we should know, could
get milk out of the couplings that keep up the rooftree of the
house, or they might divert the milk of their neighbours’ cows to
themselves. )
HER SON'S BREAKFAST,
It happened that her son—afterwards a soldier in the Penin-
sular war—got one day fresh herrings for breakfast, and he
wondered very much where they could have come from, as the
weather was so stormy that no one ventured to go to sea. He
asked his mother where she got them, but all she said was,
“Never you mind where I got them ; just you eat them.” When
he took his seat at the table, he asked with closed eyes a blessing
on the meal of which he was going to partake. Opening his eyes
~ after the grace, he saw on his plate, not herrings at all, but horse
dung! His mother’s magic power had changed the horse dung
to herrings, but the invocation of the Blessed Name restored
them to their prior and natural condition. The young man un-
derstood how matters were ; he left the house in disgust and
fear, never more to return.

SHE MuzzLES THE WIND.

It was Ulysses or Aneas or somebody classical that got, for
his home voyage, from the wind-god, all the adverse winds tied
up in a bag, which was unfortunately opened by the curiosity or
cupidity of his companions. We have had more than one wind-god or
Aeolus in the Highlands. Mor Bhan was one. Some fishermen
from the Farr district were in Assynt with their boat fishing or
something. They could not get away home owing to contrary
winds. They bethought them of Mor Bhan and her witchcraft,
and one of them went to her with a present and a prayer for
favourable weather to make their homeward voyage. She came
down to the boat in person and told them to hoist sail. On this




94 The Celtic Magazine.

being done she took a hold of the sheet rope and put three knots
on it. She then told them when they went out to sea to untie
one of the knots and they would get a favourable wind, and, if
they wished for a still better wind, they might untie the second
knot, but on no account were they to untie the third knot till they
were safely ashore in their native place. They were not long in
getting home, for, sure enough, by doing as they were directed
they got favourable winds. One of the men, however, who attended
to the sheet, wished to discover the consequences if the third knot
wasuntied. When they came within fifty yardsofthe shore, thisfellow
secretly and unknown to the rest let slip the knot, when presto!
he disappeared. When the boat came to shore, he could not be
found ; they searched the boat to see if he was lying asleep in
any corner, but they could not find him, and yet they had seen
him only a minute or two before. The thing was most puzzling.,
The men went home, but, when they returned next day, they
found the man’s body about fifty yards from shore ; and, con-
necting his fate with the mystery of the rope, they concluded
that he was punished for disobeying Mor Bhan’s orders.

NOTES AND NEWS,

A propos to the unveiling at Aberfeldy of the Monument to the F orty-Second, the
following anecdote, which is vouched for as authentic, is related of the Rev. John
Maclean, minister of Grandtully, the worthy chaplain of the committee, When they
were collecting subscriptions for this monument, it was thought that Mr, Maclean
was the most suitable person to send to Kennard Lodge to solicit a contribution from
the Comte de Paris who rented the shootings of that place. The reverend gentleman
duly called at the shooting box, rang the bell, and, having been ushered in by the
waiter, was presented to the secretary, to whom he modestly explained the nature of
his mission, and expressed a request that he would be so good as to present the
subscription bookto the Comte. The secretary very politely took the book and
went with it to his master’s chamber. In a short time, however, he returned and
said, ““ The Comte de Payis sends his compliments to the Rev. Monsieur Maclean,
and requests to be informed, what has the Forty-Second Regiment ever done for
France?” Mr. Maclean said, ““Go back and tell him that the Forty-Second
Regiment helped to place Louis the Eighteenth on the throne of France at Waterloo ! *
The secretary went with this reply, and came back smiling, with two sovereigns to
help the monument !

THE above anecdote affords an excuse for in.troducing the Minister of Grandtully to
our readers as a man deserving of being better known to Highlanders in general than,
onr account of his unassuming disposition, he is. The late Principal Shairp of St.
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Andrews regarded Mr. Maclean as one of the most accomplished Gaelic scholars in
the Highlands, and invariably consulted him on all Celtic matters in which' he took
an interest. Dr. Alexander Laing, the learned and genial author of ¢¢ Lindores and
its Abbey,” has a similarly high opinion of Mr. Maclean’s Celtic acquirements, as
well as of his wonderful sagacity as a philologer. Accordingly the Doctor and his
friend wrought ¢ hand and glove” in the production of that learned work recently
printed for private circulation on the Topography of Breadalbane. Mr. Maclean
last winter delivered a lecture on his visit to Iona, which his Fifeshire friends who
had accompanied him were at the expense of printing. It is a fine specimen of his
4 Tranquil Erudition” and of that sweet contemplative sympathy he manifests with
the work of the carly founders of Christianity in Scotland. Amongst the ancient
Culdee Saints he revels with delight ; and of those of them connected with Perthshire
he knows more than probably any other man living. Mr. Maclean is an earnest and
| evangelical preacher, with a beautiful train of quiet imagery illustrating the great
truths of the Gospel—a preacher that grows on one. It is probably because he is
more solid than flashy that he has never received promotion from the guwoad sacra
Parish of Grandtully, which was endowed by his energy and perseverance, and where
he is a little king amongst his own attached people.

SCOTTISH subscribers and readers of the Gaelic Fournal have long given up the hope
of ever seeing another number of it. Indeed most of them have not been able to get
their second volume completed. But we are glad to inform them that the Gaelic
Sournal still lives, and 1s likely to live. Up till August of 1884, it appeared monthly
with great regularity. It had then reached its 20th number, and was beginning to
show signals of distress. In the next two years the remaining four numbers necessary
to complete the second volume made their appearance. Financial and other diffi-
culties were the cause of this. For the Journal was excellently got up, and mostly
printed in the Irish type, much to the annoyance of its Scottish readers. The 24th
number announced that difficulties had been so far tided over, and that trial would be
made of publishing the Fournal quarterly, at half its old size, with a yearly subscrip-
tion, including postage, of half-a-crown. Nos. 25 and 26 have already appeared this
year, and we hope the work may continue and prosper so far as to bring it back to its
old standard of excellence. We cannot disguise to ourselves the fact that these last
two numbers are inferior, not merely in size, for that wasto be expected, but they are

inferior also in matter to the old numbers. The last number is too recriminatory, and
recrimination is the bane of Celtic Literature. ~We may, however, expect it soon to
come back to the excellence of its first two volumes, for the editor has plenty material
to hand, he says—folk-lore, songs, proverbs, etc. We may offer two criticisms.
We think the Kessons in Irish may well be dropped as mere waste of space ; and,
again, why should the Irish type be still made use of ? It is forbidding and trouble-
some to outsiders, it is expensive, and it is not necessarily more national than the
ordinary Roman type. What is it but the Roman cursive hand of the 5th and 6th
centuries provected to the position of independent, self-standing letters ?

THE Maeatae of the third century and the Miathi of Adamnan have been a source
of trouble to historians. The writer who reviewed in the Northern Chronicle our
articles on the Picts, and who evidently knows the subject well, has pointed out that
the name Maeatae still remains in Methven, a fact which at least fixes their position.
He says :—*¢‘ We have no doubt the Caledonians of Tacitus were Picts, or substan-
tially the ancestors of the Picts of Bede and Adamnan’s days. Had Adamnan chosen
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to prefer history to miracles, he could have explained the whole Pictish mystery in a
short chapter. The conquest or acquest of Pictland by Kenneth the son of Alpin
did not destroy the Pictish people. It only superinduced a Gaelic aristocracy, Gaelie
became the Court and cloister language—in the latter, side by side with Latin—but
the Pictish people still formed the bulk of the population. Where is the proof of
that? In the fact that the Pictish law of inheritance through the spindle side,
struggled strongly against the Gaelic law of inheritance by male descenttill the death of
Macbeth. We may mention in passing, that the Mzatae of the time of Severus, 208
A.D., have left a trace of their name behind them. Methven near Perth is Mzany
in Gaelic, and the long moor behind is Sliabh-Mhaeany. It is probable that when
the Emperor Severus invaded the country, the Caledonians were divided into two
Kingdoms, as the Picts were afterwards.”

PROFESSOR MACKINNON is delivering, in connection with his Celtic Class in
Edinburgh, a series of Monday lectures on *‘ Place Names and Personal Names in
Argyle.” The lectures are, fortunately for the public at large, published in instal-
ments in the Scofsman. We have seen five instalments of the series, and can testify
to their excellence. Nothing of like scholarship and research has ever yet been done
in connection with Highland topography ; for the learned Professor does not confine
himself merely to Argyle; it is only a centre around which he groups his argu-
ments and examples. His first article deals with the names given in Ptolemey and
Adamnan, and of course with the general names for Scotland, Britain and the like.
In the next he treats of the early native names for the people and the places, such as
Gaidheal, Gall, and Scot. In the third article, the Professor deals with some
philological considerations, with sounds, composition, and accent ; the oldest forms
of the words must be got and the oldest forms of the language considered in un-
ravelling them. The fourth article deals with the general terms for places as existing
in Welsh, Irish, and Gaelic, such as the names for land, sea, river, pool, and such.
The fifth article, which is, on the whole, the best, explains to what an extent the
dative case was used in place names, thus clearing up the difficulties that hung round
such forms as Cin- or Cinn- (Eng. Kin, Kintyre) instead of the nominative Cean.
He discusses also other old inflexional forms that still exist in place names.
Altogether the articles ought to be a turning point in the study of the Gaelic
topography of this country.

WHILE referring to the subject of topography, we must not omit to mention Mr.
Carmichael’s two contributions to late numbers of the Geographical Magazine on the
“‘Place-Names of Iona.” They are written with all Mr. Carmichael’s wealth of
‘illustration’ and tinged with that poetic feeling which he knows how to infuse into
dry details of geology and etymology. He thinks that Tona was joined to the main-
land by a low narrow neck ot land when it received its name, and that this neck of
land gave its name to the island. Such an isthmus is called a0 in Gaelic, and
hence the 7 of I-Cholumchille. Mr. Carmichael shows how other islands and
isthmuses all over the west coast support his theory by their geological history and

by their names. But he must reckon with Prof. Mackinnon on philological points,
for the Professor goes over this very subject of @oi and the isthmuses in his last
article on Argyleshire place names. The Professor is inclined to think that aof is the

Norse eid borrowed. Anyway, no person interested in Gaelic topography can afford
to overlook Mr. Carmichael’s facts and arguments.
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THE HISTORY OF THE MACLEODS.

[BY ALEXANDER MACKENZIE.]

THE MACLEODS OF RAASAY.

THE first notice we find of the Island of Raasay is in the account
of King Haco of Norway’s expedition to Scotland in 1262. Here
it is mentioned as a point in his Majesty’s route on his way south
to meet the Scots at Largs, where he was completely defeated,
and his power in Scotland finally. crushed on "the third of
October in that year. At a very early period in their history
the ““ Siol Torquil” had, in addition to the Lewis, very extensive
possessions, comprehending not only the islands of Raasay and
Rona, but also Waternish in Skye, and the wide districts of
Assynt, Coigeach, and Gairloch on the mainland. It is thought
that the same sept of the clan, descended from the House of
Lewis, inherited both Gairloch and Raasay, long before Malcolm
Garbh MacGillechallum received the latter as his patrimony from
his father, Malcolm Macleod, IX. of the Lewis early in the sixteenth
century. It is quite clear that both the lands of Gairloch on the
mainland and the Islands of Raasay and Rona were held by
Macleod offshoots from the Lewis stem very much earlier
than this, though scarcely any record—beyond mere tradition—
remains to throw light on their first settlement or their history
in Gairloch during the fifteenth century. The only fact we
can find on record regarding this early period is that, in 1430,
James I. of Scotland granted -“to Nele Nelesoun [Neil son

7
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of Neil Macleod] for his homage and service in the capture
of his deceased brother Thomas Nelesoun, a rebel, the lands
of Gerloch and others in the Earldom of Ross and Sutherland
and Sheriffdom of Innernys.”® This Neil is supposed to have
conquered and driven out most of the MacBeaths, the earlier pos-
sessors of the district, having captured their strongholds of Island
Grudaidh, on Loch Maree ; the small island then occupied on
Loch Tolly ; and the Dun, at the east end of the Big Sand on an
elevated and easily-defended rock, near the present Established
Church, of which the foundation can still be traced. The size of
this latter stronghold must have been somewhat imposing in those
days, for the circumference of the remains measures about 200
feet. Later on, the Macleods, in the sixteenth century, held
places of strength at “ Uamh nam Freiceadan,” between Opinan
and Porthenderson, on the south side of the Loch, and almost op-
posite Rona, said to be the last occupied by them in Gairloch, and
another on Eilean Ruairidh Bhig on Loch Maree, afterwards one
of the residences of John Roy Mackenzie, IV. of Gairloch. The
walls of the house and garden can still be traced, and one of the
gooseberry bushes which adorned John Roy’s garden remained
when we last visited the Island.

Neil Macleod would seem to have been succeeded by a
Roderick Macleod, for about 1480 we find that the head of the
Gairloch Macleods was named Allan ‘“ Mac Ruairidh —Allan the
son of Roderick—who was sufficiently important and powerful to
have obtained as his first wife a daughter of Alexander Mackenzie,
VI. of Kintail, and sister of Hector Roy, who ultimately secured
two-thirds of Allan’s lands, and became the founder of the present
Gairloch family. Allan married, secondly, a daughter of Roderick
Macleod, VII. of Lewis, by whom he had one son, Roderick,
afterwards known as Ruairidh Mac Ailein, e/as Ruairidh
“ Nimhneach,” author of the atrocious massacre of the Macleods
of Raasay at Island Islay, near Waternish, in the Isle of Skye,
and of which in its proper place.f Allan himself was also closely
related to the family of his chief in the Lewis, but what the actual

* Origines Parochiales Scotiae, Vol. II. p. 406.

+ The author of this massacre is erroneously stated elsewhere to have been
Roderick Macleod, X. of the Lewis,
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relationship was it is now impossible to fix. Two of his brothers
are said, according to tradition (but they are much more likely to
have been his brothers-in-law), to have been residing with their
relatives in the Lewis; and they resolved that no Mackenzie blood
should flow in the veins of the future head of the Gairloch
Macleods. Allan Mac Ruairidh, who was-himself a peacefully
disposed man, lived at the ““Crannag,” of which traces are still to
be found on Tolly Island, with his wife, two sons, and a daughter.
His brothers (or brothers-in-law) determined to murder Allan
and his two boys, so that the estate should revert to themselves
and their relations. For this purpose they came across the
Minch to Gairloch, and took up their abode at the old 77g/% Dige, a
wattled house surrounded by a ditch, the site of which is still pointed
out in one of the Flowerdale parks, some few hundred yards
above the stone bridge which crosses the Ceann-an-t-Sail river in
front of the old hotel buildings at the head of Gairloch Bay.
Next day the murderous villains proceeded to Loch Tolly, On
their way they learnt that Allan was not then on the island,
but had gone a-fishing on the river Ewe; so they passed on
in that direction and found him sound asleep on the banks
of the river, at “Cnoc na mi-chomhairle,” and there and then
“made him short by the head.” They then retraced their
steps, and crossing to the island where his wife, with her
children resided, they, in the most cold-blooded manner, in-
formed her of her husband’s fate, tore her two boys from her
knees, took them ashore, and carried them along the hills to the
small glen through which the Poolewe rcad passes, about a mile
to the south of the loch, and there, at a place still called “Creag
Bhadan an Aisc,” or the “ Rock at the place of Burial,” stabbed
them to the heart with their daggers, carrying their blood-stained
shirts or tunics along with them to the Tigh Dige. These the
mother ultimately secured by the strategy of one of her husband’s
faithful retainers, and at once proceeded with them to her father,
Alexander Mackenzie of Kintail, at Brahan Castle. Hector Roy
immediately started, carrying the blood-stained shirts along with him
as evidence of the atrocious deed, to report the matter to the
King at Edinburgh. His Majesty, on hearing of the inhuman
crime, at once granted Hector a commission of fire and sword
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against the murderers of his nephews, and received a grant of
the lands of Gairloch in his own favour, by charter dated 1404,
from the Crown. The assassins were soon afterwards slain, at a
hollow still pointed out between South Erradale and Point,
almost opposite the Island of Raasay, where there graves are even
yet to be seen.

So much of the early history of the Macleod proprietors of
Gairloch is necessary to clear up their after relations with the
Macleods of Raasay, who so stoutly aided their namesakes of the
mainland for more than a century in their struggle to hold the
portion still left to them, and their futile attempts to recover
possession of the two-thirds of the lands of Gairloch, now granted to
Hector Roy by Crown charter, until they were finally driven
out of it about 1600. The leading incidents in the sanguinary
contest which ensued will appear later on. Meanwhile we shall
proceed with an account of the origin and history of the Macleods
of Raasay proper.

" TorRQUIL MACLEOD of the Lewis, who had a charter under the
Great Seal, dated the 28th of June, 1498, had a son, Torquil, who
on his father’s forfeiture in 1506 was excluded from the succession.
Malcolm, Torquil’s brother, had the estates restored to him in
1511, to the exclusion of Torquil’s son, known as John Mac-
Torquil. This John, however, died in 1532 without male issue,
so that his cousin, Malcolm’s son Roderick, became the head of
the family by right of birth as well as proprietor of the lands in
terms of the Royal charter. Malcolm, or GilleCallum Macleod
IX. of Lewis had married Christian, daughter of Thomas Urquhart
of Cromarty, with issue, first, Roderick, his heir, who succeeded
him in the Lewis, and second,

I. MALCOLM GARBH MACGILLECHALLUM, the first of the Mac-
leods of Raasay known to history.

(70 be continued.)
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FISHERMEN AND SUPERSTITION.

[By CATHEL KERR/]

IT is interesting as well as instructive to study the various forms
of superstitious beliefs that exists among different classes of
people. Those beliefs arise out of affairs, though trivial in them-
selves, yet in certain circumstances important.  Generally they
are the practical truths of the more important affairs of life
through a chain of causes passed into dim hazy fancies. The
study of folk-lore and kindred subjects is a wide one, and has
already been ably dealt with in the pages of this Magazine. In
this paper we propose to offer a few notes on the forms assumed
by such beliefs among the fisher folk of our land.

The fisher people differ from the rest of our population in
character, habits, language, and dress.  But in no respect is this
difference more marked than in the forms of their superstitious
beliefs. No class of people is more influenced by such beliefs
They enter into all their relations, mix in all their thoughts and
conversations, influence all their actions, and give a most dis
tinctive cast to their general character.

The life and surroundings of the fisherman give body and
shape to his beliefs. Filled with that light and airy spirit in-
cidental to life on the ocean, he is always in the mood to be
cheered by the bright and happy, to be awed by the grand and
sublime, to be terrified by the wild and tremendous. Every in-
cident in his ordinary daily life tends to influence that already
fanciful imagination of his, Taking these things into considera-
tion, it is not difficult to notice the transition from the natural
and ordinary into the fanciful and superstitious. At sea, after the
work of the day has been finished, the crew take to their beds,
having previously appointed one of their number to act as watch.
As he watches on deck amid the solemn stillness of the night,
broken but by the low musical murmur of the water ripples, his
mind gets filled with the strangest fancies. Each breath of the
wind, as it comes lightly over the main, seems to waft to him
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the longing sighs of his fisher lass on shore. He may even see
her spectre tripping lightly over the varying wavelets. Such
harmless and excusable fancies are not always the ones that
occupy his mind. All of a sudden a flesh creeping sense of
death may steal over him, and in that convenient state of mind
various portents of death or of disaster may present themselves to
him. Wilder and more impressive fancies seize the mind when
in the storm the mighty engulfings of the ocean threaten to
swamp his craft, and when life is in jeopardy in midst of the
white-crested water giants that in a threatening manner surround
the labouring vessel.  There are many other circumstances that
influence his beliefs. Success in prosecuting the fishing depends
very much on the careful observation of winds, tides, flights of
birds, etc. Where birds gather and fly about, and where at night
much phosphorescence marks the water trail of the boat, fish is
certainly present. Again periods of hardest and most blood-
heating work are succeeded by even longer periods of perfect
inactivity and indolence. =~ Very often during those idle months,
to while away the time, stories of thrilling adventure are related.
Thus we see that by accident and by necessity there are circum-
stances in the life of the fisherman that cause the most extrava-
gant superstitions.

Not only do the forms of their belief differ materially from
those of landsmen, but amongst different sections of themselves
these may, whilst in the main preserving binding links of resem-
blance, assume very characteristic differences. The nature of the
place, the average state of the weather, and the extent to which
sea-going is carried on, as also the extent of intercourse with
landsmen has much to do in explaining this. If the coast be
rugged and the sea wild much will be said about unseen powers
operating upon the elements. Those unseen powers may all of
a sudden blow down the hurricane, and furiously lash up the
main, while good spirits, and well affected towards the fishermen,
in turn produce a calm, or deliver the fishermen out of imminent
danger. Often are the brave fishermen of the Pentland Firth
and of the boisterous Minch annoyed by the gambols of these
powers. Those fishermen venturing out far to sea experience
the wildest and most thrilling incidents, while those whose sphere
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of operation is in inland seas or lochs mix with their belief much
that properly belongs to landsmen. Those coast fishers who
move about a great deal and combat the gusty mnountain squalls,
and the surging headland waves relate encounters with the
denizens of the unseen world, and marvellous deliverances either
through personal prowess or through the agency of well-affected
spirits. Another class who live along mild and sheltered coasts,
and whose mode of prosecuting their calling never brings them
into contact either with the dangerous or the awful, have their
beliefs running rather in the direction of codes of superstitious
observations, and in studying the trivial matters in their daily life,
which they think can reveal to them the events of the impending
future.

On shore the daily life of the fisherman is one continuous
atmosphere of the superstitious. Every occurrence is ominous
of something. He may not understand its import, but he feels
he is moving among objects that only need interpretation in order
to reveal the future. Not merely the most important coming
events but even the most trivial may be in this way predicted.
If he find a hair on his tongue he is about to get a glass of whisky
or a scolding. If there be an itching sensation in the palm of his
left hand he will soon have money counted thereon, but if it be
in the right hand he is to have a shake of the hand from some
stranger. An itching sensation in the left nostril betokens the
presence, or approach, of a friend or perhaps a member of the
family. Sometimes it may merely mean that the friend is think-
ing much of him. An itch in the right nostril generally means
that some stranger is soon to make his appearance. Some well
versed in the art can tell for whom the sensation is felt, probably
from the degree of the acuteness of the sensation. The ears also
by suddenly heating up indicate that he is made the subject of
praise or of abuse by some one.

As he sits musing at the fireside the future may be disclosed
by the shapes assumed by the ascending flame, or by the grotesque
figures that form in the live coals. In the Highlands a peat
standing out alone from its fellow peats on the hearth indicates
not merely the coming of a stranger, but his appearance, whether
long or short, lank or stout, his nature, whether talkative or not;
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if the former, the peat will smoke very much. If the stranger is
to be kindly received the observer will tenderly take up the peat
and lay it on the brightest part of the fire. Should he, however,
throw it down or cover it with ashes the stranger will not receive
a hospitable welcome. In certain places the greatest carefulness
is observed in treating such indicators, and that not without
reason (?) as the following shows:—A company one night seeing
a fine large peat stand out from the rest, for their amusement,
took it and dipped it in a tub of water, then placed it in the heart
of the fire. Before the company dispersed a respected stranger
made his appearance, and reported that he had had a narrow
escape from drowning on the way that evening. He was made
as comfortable as possible by the conscience-stricken inmates of
the house.

It is strange that there should be so many things to indicate
the coming of strangers. What can be the reason of this? Isit
in order to be the better prepared to entertain them hospitably ?
We remember hearing an old man say on the occasion of a
potato falling to the floor out of the hand of a man at a dinner
table (at which Nature’s knives and forks were used), that a
needier person than he was about to come in. And sure enough,
in a few minutes, a beggar man made his appearance, and need
it be added, was helped to a share of the good things going at
the time.

More serious and important events are predicted by the
shapes into which the clouds form themselves against the vault of
heaven. Strong is the influence the sight of strangely figured
clouds in the western sky on a calm summer evening wields in
the breasts of the seafaring people.

They have also got their own way of curing diseases, and they |
affirm those always succeed better than doctors’ drugs. Some of |
the cures are at times droll enough. Where their knowledge of |
herbs and waters fail they are never at a loss to prescribe forms |
of incantations. Some old toothless dame is usually the pre-
scriber. A young fellow has stye on his eye (leamhnuid). He |
is requested to go into the sea, and to stand on his head untill
nine successive waves pass over him, and he shall be at once
cured. Should he doubt his own ability to undergo this ordeal §
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there is yet one more way of effecting a cure. He is to repeat
the following without once drawing breath :(—

Thainig Cailleach 2 Loch Abair

’Shireadh scadain a Loch Bhraoin,

Cha d’iarr i air peighinn

Ach ’n a chunntadh i gun anail.
Scidear scadan aon, scidear, scadan dha, scidear scadan tri . . . . scidear
scadan ceud.
Should this be done as requested, it was supposed to be very
effective. A wart is removed by rubbing on it some earth from the
sole of the foot when the new moon is first noticed, which will
cause it to disappear before next new moon. A straw cut short,
but preserving the knot, wetted in the mouth and rubbed on the
wart, then hid away where no eye can see it, causes the wart to
disappear just as it rots in its secret place. The most effective
way to remove a wart is to contrive all unknown to rub it against
some article of apparel belonging to an adulterous person.  Evil
eye may injure any person, vessel, or thing. ‘ Sgoiltidh droch
shuile clach, etc.” The eye of some is so bad that nothing can
cure the effects of it but by the person in some way or other
proving his utter disrespect or contempt for the thing affected.
The possessor of this troublesome member often on its account
finds himself placed in the most ludicrous positions imaginable.
The common way of undoing the harm caused by the evil eye is
to sprinkle the affected person with water off silver and gold.
Jaundice is cured by pouring melted lead through the finger
holes of a pair of shears into water while some rhyme is recited.
If the cure be effected the lead in the water forms itself into the
shape of a heart. The cure of king’s evil by the spittle of the
doctor seventh son is well known., The seventh son of a seventh
son can cure all diseases under the sun. A person born legs
foremost can cure all spine diseases by merely walking on the
‘back of the person affected. There are many more cures equally
strange. Imagination is the strongest and most effective cure of
them all. There are many ways of getting and of losing luck.
Good or bad luck may follow the giving of presents. For
instance, no lass would ever receive from her lad a pin, nor would
a knife be allowed to pass between them, as these would be sure
‘to “cut their love.,” Should a present be returned after it was
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once accepted, which in change of friendly relations not in-
frequently happens, very bad luck will ensue to the donor. On
certain days of the year nothing belonging to one man may be
removed from his premises to that of another without greatly
endangering his luck, if not altogether transferring it to the
other.

As the fisherman moves about and scans the ocean, there are
many things about it that may indicate to him what is in store for
him. He may be driven to sea, in full hopes of success, if he
merely smells as if fish were about him. Sea birds occupy a
very important place in his observations. At sea by their flights
they can direct him to places where fish is likely to be got, while
at other times their shoreward flights indicate the coming storm.
Their perching on the rigging of the vessel is invariably indicative
of something mysterious. At times the sailors catching the bird
and confining it in some place where escape would be impossible,
find afterwards on opening the place of confinement that no bird
is there. This vanished bird was the foreteller of certain death to
one or other of the crew.  Usually the pigeon is this grim and
mysterious messenger. Birds by their calls may point out morals,
or may encourage the faint-hearted, or indeed at any juncture
supply the needed advice or direction. A common sea-bird is
always seen hobbling about on the wildest headlands of the coast,
apparently never going in search of food, but depending upon
the stray particles that the lashing billows may cast at its feet.
There it sits making an incessant noise, giving vent to its ex-
pectations that a ship with grain will be wrecked there. The
expectant notes are ‘“ Long eorna, long eorna.” One day an
old woman was going along the shore in a most dejected mood,
for matters had not thrived well with her. She had all her days
lived in the hopes of receiving some unknown legacy, but now,
after her patience had been tried for nigh sixty years, she was
prepared to let her hopes go to the winds.  Just at that point a
common sea bird screamed out in its shrill notes, ¢ Tri fich’'t,”
(fichead.) The old dame was heard to reply, “Tha thu breugach
’s e th'ann tri cheud.” Her old hopes were revived in her breast,
though we are sorry to have to relate that she departed this life
without even the three score. The seal has at all times occupied
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a prominent place in the stories of the fisher people. Sometimes
indeed its relations with some of their number were of a most
intimate nature, Very few fisher communities are without some
family or other whose descent can be traced to some noted seal or
selchie.  Strange theories of the origin and habits of fishes are
related. God created all the fishes except the mackerel, if I
remember well. The devil wished to try his hand at fish creating,
and so formed the mackerel, but he had after all to apply to God
to put life into it.  All fishes at first had the power of speech.
And many stories are related of the ready use they made of it.
The black spots on the haddock are well-known to have been
caused by Christ having taken a haddock in his hand. Those
inhabitants of the deep about which most stories are told are—

¢¢ An giomach, an ronach ’s an ron
Tri seoid a chuain,”

[The lobster, the mackerel, and the seal, the three heroes of the sea.]

PREPARATION FOR SEA-GOING.

The greatest carefulness is necessary on the part of the fisher-
man as every step of his may influence for good or for bad his
future luck. As the boat is moved from its winter quarters luck
must be drunk to it in full bumpers, and any niggardliness on the
part of the owner in supplying the necessary drink is sure to be
followed with corresponding bad returns from the harvest of the
sea, In preparing the nets or the lines a small bit of worsted
thread or of a garment belonging to a female relative is twisted
into the baulk rope. Some of the female relatives are very lucky,
and, consequently, their friendship is eagerly sought after and
retained. The ill-will of these is always to be avoided, as then
success is out of the question. After the nets are laid in the boat
the females walk up and down on them ; in Buckie and elsewhere
they even go further. An old piece or article of clothing is also
usually put into the bread kit. New things are always unlucky.
In certain places a woman arrived at maturity must not step
across a line while it is being baited for no fish would then come
near it. The whole burden of work, and all pertaining to it, it
would seem lies on the shoulders of the fisherman’s female rela-
‘tives. They mend the nets, stretch the lines, procure bait, carry,
clean, and sell the fish. They often run shares in the boats and
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nets. The men have merely to work at sea, and even there
sometimes you find the ever active female prepared to take her
share should it be necessary.

To render a boat fully prepared for the sea, not merely must
it be seaworthy and thoroughly seagoing, but all luck and wind,
etc. charms, must be present. The horse-shoe is invariably present
as a preventive against any possible harm from witchcraft. A
Fifeshire fisherman, after a very prosperous career in his old
fishing boat, presented it to his son, and built a new one for
himself. His former good luck did not follow him into this one.
After a time, in the dead of night, he went to his son’s boat and
carried away its anchor, leaving instead of it his own new anchor.
This had the desired effect, and the old man was still to the front
with his success, though the son could not be expected to be.

Choosing a suitable crew involves great responsibility. Not
merely must the men be able-bodied and expert at their work,
but they must be men known to be lucky. Some unfortunates
there are whom bad luck sticks to year after year, until latterly they
get hunted away from every respectable skipper about.

The skipper, let us suppose, has now got his crew completed,
and has got everything fully prepared, and that under the most
favourable auspices. He leaves his home with some luck token
in his pocket, knowing well, though supposed not to know,
that he carries another luck charm in his bread kit on his
shoulder, and under a shower of old slippers he wends his way to
the place where his boat is. For a hare to cross his path should
be most ill-omened. A foal seen for the first time that season, or
sheep grazing on the hillside, all with their faces turned towards
him, would lighten his step and his heart, for goodwill towards
him was seen on all sides. A snail, the first seen that season on
grassy ground, or meeting a disreputable woman, or even a bad
man, who, if he did not of his own accord, wish good luck, did it
by request, are good omens. The opposites of these, in all cases,
indicate bad fortune. A man with a squint eye, or with a known
“bad eye,” or a reputedly mean and selfish person, is, by all
means, to be shunned. Should he, forgetting anything, have
occasion to return, he must not come back by the same route
but must go in some other direction,
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All things are now ready for sea, and the onlookers inwardly
or audibly mutter “Gu ’m beannaich Sealbh i,” if the boat be a
fine one. If the boat be rowed it must on no account be turned
by the left, because that is the way in which it 1s always done
by the Devil, who, by-the-way, does everything the contrary
way. For example, he cannot turn a screw in the ordinary way
but in the contrary way. Good sailing depends upon various
causes, which must be well attended to. A fisherman was
engaged to ferry some gentlemen across a wide arm of the sea.
As he had an early intimation of this he set to and mended his
sail by putting on a patch of new canvas. After putting to sea,
though the boat was under full sail, and a very favourable. breeze
of wind blowing, it yet laboured heavily in the sea, and seemingly
made little progress. Getting out of patience he pulled the boat
up into the wind, and tore off the patch, putting in instead part
of his own shirt. His boat, which he boasted had no equal for
sailing, now regained its usual speed.

When a crew are setting out for a distant port the duty of
attending to the wind charms devolves upon the friends at home.
Charms may be put under the thwarts of the vessel, but one way
remarkable for its cruelty must be mentioned. In Lewis, when
the boats used to leave for the East Coast fishing, a cat was put
into a bag and kept there, without food or drink, until word was
received announcing the safe arrival of the boats at their destina-
tion. In these days of telegraphs it might not be so much cruelty
to puss, but, in former days, when Donald was certainly no scribe,
and in no hurry to procure one, and add to that the time a letter
would take to reach Lewis, no one need wonder that few cats
survived the ordeal. Yet another cat story is come to hand. In
summer the East Coast fishermen move, with their whole families,
from one place to another. Puss is very often locked up in the
untenanted house in order to ensure a safe passage to its masters.
In old stories puss occupies a prominent place, and would seem
in this case to be confined as a hostage from the demon of
storms.

A party of ladies and gentlemen lately spending their holidays

\in Skye one evening went out to sea for a sail. It got so calm
that the boat made no progress. One of the gentlemen, in fun,
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said that they should whistle for wind. An old fisherman on
board, with the greatest earnestness of gesture, interposed, saying
that it was not “canny” to whistle for wind. He had before
then experienced the worst consequence of such. Laughing him to
scorn, they whistled away, but ere long a tremendous hurricane of
wind came on, so that it was with difficulty they reached the
shore. The man having got ashore with his life, was more con-
vinced than ever that whistling for wind is a dangerous thing.

A merman appearing at the helm of a boat when sailing is
always dreaded.  Neither his name nor anything about his
being there must be mentioned, for he may then sink the boat.
The thing to do is to put ashore at once.

In proceeding to fish, nothing about fish they do not expect
to catch may be mentioned. On no account must the word
“salmon ” be uttered, nor may the birds that indicate the presence
of fish be pointed at by the finger. To count the fish as they
are being caught is equally fatal to good luck.

The death of the whole crew, or of part of it, or of a future
crew in that boat, is known by one or more of the crew seeing
the boat suddenly get minutely small, or by seeing the boat lurch
in some direction, as if borne down by some tremendous weight.
The face of a person about to be drowned may be seen in the
water trail of the boat. To see a spectral boat, either at sea or on
a fresh water loch, is a sign of drowning. Rats in a body de-
serting a boat, or a dog accustomed to go to sea in a boat, refusing
to go, is always a sign of coming disaster.

A man between his contract and his marriage must on no
account go to sea. Lately, a man, a week or so before his
marriage, was going with his boat from one port to another, It
was a fine summer day, and all things went well until they came |
in sight of his mother-in-law’s house. A bee came whirring past :
the boat, and immediately thereafter a squall of wind almost!
threw the boat on its beam ends. Although they were two-
thirds of the way home they turned back to the port from which
they started, afraid that his mother-in-law, who was known to be
opposed to the marriage, and an uncanny person to boot, might
sink the boat. He again attempted to go by sea on the day|
before his marriage.  The crew did their utmost to prevent him
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going, but he would hear no reason. As soon as the boat started,
it was driven by the waves on a sandbank, where it had to remain
for a whole fortnight. He was literally thrown overboard, and
had to make the best of his way ashore.

Many stirring stories might be told, but these are given to
show how superstition enters into every circumstance of the
fisherman’s life. A good collection of myths could be made from
those related by them as they while away the time at sea, or while
at home, around the blazing fire in winter, mending the nets, and
thinking of the sailors of yore.

CILLE AMHLAIDH, SOUTH UIST.

IT is not, I believe, generally known that a quantity of the rich
and holy soil of Italy lies strewn among the cold, damp lands of
South Uist : and it was only very recently that I myself ascer-
tained that such was a fact. In the district of Iochdar, which lies
on the south side of the South Ford of Benbecula, is a township
called Cille Amhlaidl (Kilaulay), the burying-ground or Church
of Aulay, near which the Roman Catholic Church now stands.
But the district where this church is, is called Ardkenneth, being
so named after St. Kenneth, a famous priest who had the whole
spiritual government of South Uist in his time. In support of
this assertion, I may mention that the hill at the north side of the
entrance to Lochboisdale is named Ben Kenneth, a name which
it derives from the aforenamed St. Kenneth, who officiated occa-
sionally in a church which then stood at a place called Aurotote,
near Lochboisdale Hotel. The site of this church may still be
seen ; and from it Father Campbell of Lochboisdale recently car-
ried a most beautiful three-cornered stone font, found among the
green grass, to the Catholic Church at Dalibrog.

But the township in question—Cille Amhlaidh—bears the
name of another priest—St Anflith or Amhlaidh, who lived and
laboured faithfully and diligently for many years at Iochdar ; and,
having died there at a good old age, his remains were, in terms
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of his oft-expressed request, interred in the place, which has ever
since been called Cille Amhlaid/. 1t is but right to mention that
St. Amhlaidh had no connection with the Macaulays of Lewis,
who were of a different race altogether.

The next priest, says tradition, who ministered to the spiritual
wants of the people of Iochdar, was the famous St. Bliannan, a
man whose name, on account of his holy zeal, ought to be better
known and cherished by the people of South Uist than itis. This
great Saint, in order that the flock under his charge at Cille
Ambhlaidh might derive some of the good enjoyed by the happy
people who tread continuously on holy ground, went on one oc-
casion, at no small personal expense, to Rome, and carried hence
a quantity of soil, dug from the graves of the saints. After along
and weary journey, which occupied many months, he reached
Cille Amhlaidh, in South Uist ; and, taking the holy soil carried
from Rome, he scattered it there in the form of a cross. From
that day forward, the place has been looked upon as consecrated,
and, therefore, a sacred and favoured spot. I have frequently
stood on this ground.

I cannot -but think that, if the Crofters’ Commission had!
known, when recently in South Uist, the interesting antiquities
associated with Iochdar, they would not have passed over the
crofters there without giving them an equal justice with theirs
neighbours in the south end of the Island.

MAc IAIN.
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SNATCHES OF SONG COLLECTED IN BADENOCH.,

VIII.

MoST of the present contribution may be regarded as supple-
mentary to No. V. of these papers, which illustrated certain
aspects of the life and manners of long ago. The heroic and
romantic ballads which have floated down through many genera-
tions are now of acknowledged value to the historian and anti-
quarian, but the writer believes that there is a humbler class of
composition still surviving to some extent, and well worthy the
attention of all those who desire to become familiar with the
peculiar but rapidly disappearing characteristics of the Highland
peasantry.

Such popular rhymes as are here referred to, when regarded
singly, may appear to some almost unworthy of preservation—
like the Celtic scraps which Captain Macintyre rashly ventured to
translate to his erudite uncle, The Antiquary ; but let a broader
view be taken, and they will be found to reproduce vividly and
forcibly the lights and shadows, the whims and the humours, the
folly and the wisdom of our ancestors in these Northern Glens.
They are most frequently of a humorous nature, like these verses
- by which a goodman playfully upraids his wife for gossiping in
place of attending to her household duties :—

De ni mi gun line ghlain,
Gun line ghlain, gun léine ghlain,
Dé¢ ni mi gun line ghlain ?

'S mi dol as &’ bhaile maireach.

Tha tigh agam, tha bean agam,

’S am burn aig ceann an tigh agam ;

Tha punnd do shiabunn geal agam,
Is léine shalach ghrad’ orm,

’N uair thug mi dhi gu nigheadh i,
'S ann thoisich ri bruidhinn rium ;
’S an uair a fhuair mi rithist i,

Bu mhios i na mar bha i,

Two Kingussie worthies—one a tailor, the other a weaver—each
Callum by name, are in the next rhyme represented as engaging
8
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b
upon a certain occasion in a contest of wit. The Mr. Blair re-
ferred to was minister of Kingussie, and died a hundred years
ago, after an incumbency so prolonged that he baptised three
generations of his parishioners.

Hé ! Calum Figheadair,

Le ’leannanan ’s le *nigheanan,
Hé! Calum Figheadair,

Tha mi-altradh an din da.

¢¢ DI’ fhighinn-se mar dh’ fhuaghaila’ tu.”
Thubhairt Calum Figheadair.

¢¢ DI’ fhuaghailinn-se mar dh fhigheadh tu.”
Thubhairt Calum Thilear,

'S mise Calum 's fhearr tha ann.”
Thubhairt Calum Figheadair.

¢¢'Tha thu briagach anns a’ cheann.”
Thubhairt Calum Tailear,

¢¢ Gheibh mi bean bho Mr. Blair.”
Thubhairt Calum Figheadair..

¢'N i chaileag air am beil an spag ?”
Thubhairt Calum Tilear.

¢¢?S joma Calum tha sinn ann.”
Thubhairt Calum Figheadair.

¢ Calum dubh is Calum cam.”
Thubhairt Calum Tiilear,

A busy miller plying his work, and grumbling and humming
upstairs and downstairs and out and in, thus uttered his feelings
in strains wherein one seems to hear the noise of the clapper, the
pour of the water, and the creaking of the old machinery :—

Hoéré nd ! is hirl mébha !
Héré né ! is hirl mugh ! ete.

Tha ’ghaoth mhor air an uinneig,
Leam is coma co dhiubh,

Ged a bheireadh i leatha,
Gruid loibheach dhubh nach fii.

Eadar chais’ agus acfhuinn,
Eadar amar agus burn,

Eadar draghaid agus claban,
Agus chlachan agus chlud.

Ach nan tigeadh an Samhradh,
Gu’n rachainn-sa air m’ ill,
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Do thalamh Mhic-Dhomhnull,
Gheall e dhomh-sa muileann {ir,

Far am faighte na mnathan,
Air 2’ bhraigheann gu dluth,

Far am faight’ am bonnach-gradain,
’S im an taice ri ’thaobh.

It used to be said that the bonnack-gradain could be prepared
by one woman while another was cooking a pot of potatoes.
This is the recipe for making it :—Hold a sheaf of corn over
the flame for a few minutes; afterwards shake the grain into an
empty, heated pot set near the fire, and stir briskly to keep it
from burning. When sufficiently hardened, pass it hurriedly
through the quern; the meal is then ready for immediate use.
“Min-ghradain,” thus procured, was reckoned a delicacy. A small
handful of it in a dish of whisked cream would alone be accep-
table as an excellent diet.

The “ Saor Ruadh,” of whom before, once having got the loan
of a horse from Lachlan Mackenzie, better known as the Post
Ban—a far-seeing man who refused to accompany the Black
Officer to Gaick on the plea of illness—after bringing home a
heavy load of deals with the help of the good grey gearran, thus
expressed his approbation of the plucky creature’s exertions on
his behalf :—

Eich ghuirm bha ’n Allt-1airidh,
'S ioma ait eile bharr air,
Gur fheiirde mis’ an 1ad,
Thug thu ’n airde dhomh gun chinntadh.

O'! theid mi dhachaidh leat,
'S bu bheud sud mur tachradh e,
A’ shealltuinn air Lachlann,

A mhic 2’ chapuill shunndaich.

Ged chuirinn ceithir dusan ort,
Na ’n ciirinn iad ’s gun trusainn iad,
Gun siibhladh tu gu h-uchdarach,
'S an cuip cha bhiodh tu ’g ionndrain,

Gur mise bhios bronach,
’Nuair chluinneas mi nach beo thu,
Cha toir mi choin na Srdin’ thu,
Theid cisd nam bord mu’'m chirsan,
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Ged thubhairt am Post Ban riut—
Bho’n ’s ¢ ainm a thuigeas cach e—
Dhe Clanna Choinnich tha thu,

’S bi Silaich ort a’ cinntadh,

A crapulous age has left its mark in Gaelic poetry, as elsewhere,
But it was long before bards would condescend to mention in
their verses any less gentlemanly drink than the red wine of
France, It is now perhaps impossible to discover when whisky
fairly ousted wine and ale from popular favour in the Highlands.
Smuggling Lecame general among tacksmen, crofters, and cottars.
The bothie was a mystic shrine of Bacchus—the “black pot” his
symbol. The vessels great and small—from the cask to the
glass—utilised in connection with the exhilarating nectar, were
each sentimentally regarded as a sort of fetish. In the ditty I
have noted, the poit-dhubli is addressed as a bride. We are
afforded a peep at the “still” in full operation. The stream of
cold water flows freely over the pipes; and the assembled
company watch the proceedings, not without shadowy thoughts
of Nemesis, in the person of the exciseman—Am Belleach.

Bean na bainnse, hd! hi!
Hathaill u ! hathaill !
’S i bean bg a’ chiil dhuinn,
Bidh na suinn leat ag ol

Tha ’bhean-0g ann an ctil,
Fiile cubhraidh bho ’stron,

Chan eil ghidsear fo n chrin,
Nach bi dluth air a tdir,

Thig am Belleach mu ’n cuairt,
Gheibh e ’m bruaich a’ bhean &g ;

Bheir e ’n collar dhi ’sa chuairt,
Falbhaidh buanachd an stbip.

Nam faiceadh sibh-s' Iain Bin,
Botul lan ann a’dhormn,

Chan eil fear thig mu’n cuairt,
Nach fhaigh cuach thar a’ chéir.

Tha ’bhean-bg air a’ chuan,
Sruth mu ’guaillean gu ledir,

Chan ’eil gaidsear fo ’n chrim,
Nach bi null air a toir.
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Ge mor agaibhs’ an tea,
B’ ait leam fhin a’ bhi ’g o1
Glain do ’n gharbh-ghucag mhin,
Thogadh m’ inntinn bho bhron,

Fear 2’ Gharbha so shuas,
Chuir air chuan a’ bhean og.

An old pot-house catch may appropriately be given here. It
possesses much literary merit ; and must have been the composi-
tion of some Highland Falstaff.

’S olc an deireadh beatha bron,
’S olc an deireadh &il pathadh,

’S muladach suidh’ mu ’n bhord,
Gun bhi ’g iarraidh stdip thathasd.

Why all Highland old maids should be blithe-hearted and
witty this deponent cannot say—he can only aver the fact. Such
at any rate was Miss Barbara Macpherson of Ralia. In her
brother’s house at Breakachy Miss Macpherson, upon a certain
occasion, formed one of a large party of female relatives, while
only a single representative of the opposite sex was present. It
was in the age of “sentiments”; and at dinner this gentleman was
urged to give one. For some reason he did not comply, and at
length Miss Barbara losing all patience gave the following im-
promtu rhyme as a sentiment at his expense :—

Is cruaidh leam rumpull reamhar a’mhuilt,

Bhi am pluic a’ bhalaich gun tuigs’,

Fear gun chumadh, fear gun dealbh,

Fear gun seanachas, fear gun fuirp ;
’Chur an aith-ghear mo sgial,

Is coimeas a’ bhiast do’n mhuic.

This genial old lady composed numerous songs—mournful,
humorous, and satirical—now, for the most part, forgotten, along
with the circumstances which called them forth. The aged
individual from whom I received the following couplets heard
Miss Barbara sing them while fulling a certain web of cloth.
The leading bachelors of the country are enumerated, with some
shrewd hits at their habits and idiosyncrasies. I append a key to
the names which occur :(—
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Mo chidlan dubk, a thaobk! a k!l
Chan eil e tiugh’s tha fallus air.
Mo chldlan dubk, a thaobk! a ho!

(1) °N uair bhios mo chldlan fighte, luaidhte,
Gheibh Fear Chluainidh falluinn dhe.

(2) Tha fear-taca Ghasga-mhoir,
An ro-gheall air earrann dhe.

(3) Bheir sinn cdt’ dha Caiptean Clarc dhe,
Bho ’n tha gradh nan caileag dha.

(4) Bheir sinn deis’ dha Caiptean Bhiallaid,
Ged bhiodh sianar falamh dhe.

(5) Bheir sinn briogais dha na Ghreumach,
A righ féin ! gum meal e i,

(6) Ach cha téid snithainn gu Noid-Mhoir dhe,
Gus an geall e banais dhuinn,

(7) Fear an Lagain ’s duine coir e,
Ach gabh-s’ an clo ni Ealasaid.

(8) Tha daoin-uailse ann Dun-Eidinn,
Bhios dhéigh-laimh ma dh’ fhanas iad.

(1) Her relative, Colonel Duncan Macpherson of Cluny. (2) Archi-
bald MacAllan Macdonald, a well-known drover. (3) Captain
Clerk of Invernahavon, nephew to “Ossian” Macpherson. (4) This
Captain Macpherson of Biallid preceded the excellent tacksman
of that name and designation, who died some forty years ago.
(5) This was the tacksman of Banchor. (6) Captain Duncan Mac-
pherson of Nuide, who stood in need of advice on the subject of
matrimony. (7) He separated from his wife. Ealasaid was an
old house-keeper. Towards the close of his life he induced his
better-half to return. (8) Her brother tacksman of Breakachy and
Ralia, who, with great success, engaged in extensive cattle-dealing.
He was significantly described to me as “ Droblhair nach do bhrisd
riamh.” He was at this time in Edinburgh along with another
drover from Neisintullich.

Another spinster in much humbler circumstances than Miss
Barl?ara Macpherson of Ralia, was in great request at merry-
makings of all kinds on account of her happy faculty of creating
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laughter and fun wherever she went. This was one of her

numerous lays.

Let us call it, “ A song without sense:”"—

Heé! hé! hi! ur! ibh!i!

Hé! hé! hi! ur! a bhagaich !
Naile ! ’s mise tha gu criiteach,

’S mi bhi maireach dol a’ phosadh.

’S mi bhi maireach dol a’ phosadh
Mac a’ bhodaichein bhig, bhrénaich.

Mac a’ bhodaichein bhig, bhrénaich,
’S nach dean seich 'n eich mhoir dha brogan.

Nach dean seich 'n eich mhoir dha brdgan,
’S nach dean da shlait dhéug dha cota.

Nach dean d2 shlait dhéug dha cota,
’S feusag air cho fad ri sguab edrna.

All the famous strathspeys and reels were associated with
words of doggerel verse. In the absence of instrumental music,
the * port-beoil ” was regarded as a very good substitute for a
hastily arranged dance. A few of these macaronics may suffi-
ciently give an idea of their general character. Probably a
hundred merry melodies of this description could be collected in
any Glen in the Highlands :—

Gur e an gobhainn biorach, odhar,
Gobhainn Drum-an-aonaich.

Gur e an gobhainn biorach, odhar,
Gobhainn Drum-an-aonaich,

Gur e an gobhainn biorach, odhar,
Gobhainn Drum-an-aonaich,

’S gur olc a chairich e mo chlobha,
Gobhainn Drum-an-aonaich.

Gur biorach e, ’s gur odhar e,
Gobhainn Drum-an-aonaich,

S gur olc a chairich e mo chlobha,
Gobhainn Drum-an-aonaich,

Tha car ur an ruidhl’ a bhodaich,

Tha car ur an ruidhl’ 2’ bhodaich,

Car gu deas, 2 ’s car gu tuath,

'S car mu n cuairt an ruidhl’ a’ bhodaich,
Tha car tr an ruidhl’ a’ bhodaich,

Tha car ur an ruidhl’ 8’ bhodaich,
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Till an crodh, laochain,

A’s gheibh thu bean bhoidheach,
Gheibh thu bean laghach,
Gheibh thu bean bhéidheach,
Gheibh thu bean laghach,

’S a thaghadh Chlann Dénuill.
’S till an crodh druimionn-dubh,
Till an crodh, laochain,
Till an crodh druimionn-dubh,

An glaicibh nan caochan.

¢¢ C’ ait an robh thu ’n diugh ’s an dé ?
Ghiulain bhrogail ! ghiulain bhrogail !”
*¢ Anns a’ choille, ris an spréidh,
’Buain nan dearcag, buain nan dearcag.”

T. 5

THE TRAGEDY OF CLACH-NAN-CEANN.

A SGEULACHD OF THE RANNOCH CAMERONS.
(Continued.)

WEEK after week passed by in this way in 7 igh-na-dige ; and,
as the months of October and November were that year more
than usually mild, all the operations in-doors and out-of-doors
were carried on for a long time without interruption.  But one
morning about the beginning of December a robin redbreast,
having winged its way from the Black Wood, entered the Came-
ron habitation, and, much to Jain Biorack's delight, perched on
the nail on which the Mackintosh’s bow was suspended. Marsali
said—
‘¢ A Rabairt leis a bhroilleach dhearg,
Cha d’ thainig thus an diugh le fearg,

Ach dh'innseadh gum bheil doinnion-teachd
Le fuil #an Zoisecack air an t-sneachd.”
That is—
¢ O Robin with the breast of red,
In wrath thou hast not hither sped,
But to declare a storm shall blow
With Zoviseac’ blood upon the snow.”
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And sure enough, before night came on, the snow did begin to
fall ; and the frosty wind howled round about 7ig/k-na-dige, and

'pierced through every open crevice ; and all the inmates drew

their seats nearer than they were wont to the blazing fire of logs
from the Black Wood, which they were keeping on the hearth ;
and little Jain Biorack crept closer to his mother, as blast after
blast made the roof creak over their heads, and gave them a
practical illustration of the violence of a winter storm in Rannoch.
And next morning, when they looked out, they saw both the
Sliosmin and the Slosgarbk clad in a huge garment of white, and
the storm, still unabated, driving the snow along in fearful clouds
of drift, and the dark waters of Loch Rannoch that lay between
the two white slioses wrought up into an angry sea of foaming
billows—

¢¢ Tha Loch Raineach anns an t-samhradh
Mar shuireach suiridh air a bhan-suirich ;
Ach tha Loch Raineach aans a gheamhradh
Mar charaid phosd’ bhios tric ri dranndan
’S air uairibh bhios ri trod is comhstri, ”

That is, freely rendered—

‘¢ Loch Rannoch is throughout the summer
Like lad that sweetly courts his cummer ;
But winter changes all his tune
Like marriage after honeymoon,

‘When the young people often fret
And sometimes go into a pet.”

When the storm began to abate, an intense frost set in, which,
with the deep covering of snow on the ground, soon reduced the
animal world to great straits. At the end of the second week, the
wolves, descending to the lower grounds, were heard to howl
through the Black Wood ; and as the ominous sounds night after
night drew nearer, they struck terror into the hearts of the in-
mates of 7%gl-na-dige. But soon the ferocious brutes found their
way to Cladh-Mhichael, evidently attracted through the keenness
of their olfactory nerves by the dead bodies buried there ; and
the men had to watch over nights, and make all sorts of noises to
frighten them away.

On the third night before Christmas eve, three very large
wolves were seen to approach the grave-yard. The moon shone
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bright overhead ; and as the ravenous beasts were coming over
the plain with that gait so peculiar to them when pressed with
hunger in winter, the deep shadows they cast on the snow made
them appear all the more formidable. The Robertson brothers
went out as usual to scare them away ; but the famished creatures,
disregarding all the noises that were made, as well as the incessant
barking of poor “Strone,” who had no chance in close combat
with three such monsters, proceeded directly to the graves, and
set to scrape the snow and earth off them with all their might.
And when the men saw that they could not drive them away they
went in and told Marsali. She said, “ Donald, you will fetch down
the Mackintosh’s bow ; and here are three arrows for you, each of
which, in the name of St. Michael, you will shoot at them.”
Donald took down the bow, and .adjusted the bow-string ; and,
having received the arrows with the words proper for the occasion,
he proceeded at once to execute his commission. He took up a
position at a point overlooking the grave-yard ; and, having placed
the arrow on the string, and, like a good archer, drawn it back to
his right ear, he repeated the following prayer—

¢ A Mhichael naoimh, mo shaighead treoraich
Bho taifeid bogh’ Mhicantoisich
Steach gu cridhé mhadaidh mhor ud.”

That is—

¢¢ St. Michael now direct mine arrow

From string of Mackintosh’s bow

Into the heart of yon great wolf.”
And with these words he let fly the arrow, which, by the powerful
aid of the good St. Michael, pierced one of the wolves through
the heart and killed the monster on the spot. He then took up
another arrow; and having placed it on the string and drawn it
back, he repeated the same prayer and let it also fly. By the aid
of St. Michael a second wolf was pierced through the heart and
killed like the first. But Donald taking up the third arrow
thought he might now dispense with the prayer, and accordingly
shot it without having invoked the aid of the Saint. The arrow
pierced the wolf, but not in a mortal part; and the savage beast,
rendered fiercer by the wound inflicted, madly rushed on to
attack its human tormentor. When Donald saw the creature
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coming forward with its horrid jaws wide open, and that there
was now no other way of escape from it, he adroitly thrust the
end of the Mackintosh’s bow down the wolf’s throat; and then,
drawing out his dagger, he raised it up and said—

¢ A Michael naoimh, mo bhiodag treoraich,

Mar ri bogh’ Mhicantoisich,
Steach gu cridhe mhadaidh mhor so.”

That is—

¢ St. Michael now direct my dirk,
Along with Mackintosh’s bow,
Into the heart of this great wolf.”
And having uttered this prayer, he struck a blow which laid his
formidable antagonist dead at his feet.

Great was the joy and gratitude manifested that night in
Tigh-na-dige for their wonderful deliverance from the terrible
wolves. They expressed their joy because three ruthless enemies
of the living and the dead were now laid low. They expressed
their gratitude to heaven because these three enemies had been
destroyed, in so far as they could judge, in a superhuman way—
and that by the special interposition of Michael, the guardian
Saint of their grave-yard.

The next was a notable day in the annals of 7%g/-na-dige
—a day the transactions of which Duncan Du Cameron, the
Camghouran Sennachie, used to relate with great power and
spirit. Duncan often enlivened the long and dreary winter
nights in Camghouran by his many stirring tales of the times of
old ; and his narratives flowed on in such chaste and classical
Gaelic, interspersed here and there with short snatches of poetry,
each of which helped forward his story, that one of the best
judges of the language in Perthshire declared he would willingly
sit for hours at that old man’s feet if only for the pleasure of
listening to his admirable Gaelic. Peace to thy spirit, inimitable
Duncan Du! Thy body now lies safe under the guardianship of
St. Michael.

In the morning the Robertson men were early astir, and
went directly to see the dead wolves. There lay the great
monsters in the grave-yard—two over the graves where they had
been scraping away the snow and earth, and one at the scene of
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its desperate struggle with Donald—the three appearing terrible

even in death., The men first extracted the arrows from them ;

and, having dragged the carcasses, one by one, to the outside of

Cladh Mhichael, they got an axe and block and proceeded to chop

off their heads with the intention to set up these as trophies on

some prominent part of Zigh-na-dige. But just as they were

engaged in this operation, and discussing what was best to be

done, who should burst in upon them but William Cameron, now -
newly returned all the way from Lochaber !

William said—

¢’S math gheibhear nis na daoine,
Ach co dhibhse 'mharbh na faolan?*

That is—
¢ O, men, I've found you doing well ;
But which of you has slain the wolves ?”
¢ Le comhnadh Mhichael,” arsa Domhnull,
‘¢ Bho taifeid bogh’ Mhicantoisich,
Is mis’ a mharbh na faolan mor so.”
That is—

‘¢ With Michael’s help,” replied Donald,
‘¢ From string of Mackintosh’s bow,
"Twas I that slew these mighty wolves.”

William said—

‘¢ Be sin am bogh’ san robh 'n an-eibhneas ;
Ach ’s math gum bheil e nis cho feumail,
’S gum bheil sibh fein n ur daoine treuna.”
That is—
¢¢ That bow was once a woeful bow ;
"Tis well it is so useful now,
And that ye are yourselves so brave !
Duncan said—
‘¢ Ach 'n d’ thainig thus’ leat fein gu Raineach
Fad an t-slighe bho Lochabar?”
That is—
‘“ But did you come alone to Rannoch
All the way from Lochaber?”
William said—
¢“ Tha’n gaisgeach, Zaillear-Dubk na T waighe,
Teachd a’m’ dheigh le moran sluaigh ;
Ach theid mi steach gu 7. igh-na-dige
Thoirt fios gum bheil e air an t-slighe.”
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That is—
¢¢ The hero, Zwillear-Dubk-na Tuaighe,*
Comes after me with many people ;
But I'll go in to Z%ghk-na-dige
To tell them he is on the way.”
And with that he bounded along and was in 7ig/-na-dige in an
instant.

But scarcely had the Robertsons finished their work of
decapitating the wolves, when 7Taillear dubh na Tuaighe himself
with more than one hundred men fully armed burst in upon them,
The Tailor stepped forward towards the two men ; but, when he
saw the three huge carcases of the wolves, he placed the shaft-end
of his Lochaber-axe on the ground, and, leaning on the steel part
of the weapon, he gazed on the beasts for some time with silent
admiration. He was a man of middle stature and sinewy frame,
with dark hair and complexion, two large hazel-coloured eyes, and
a countenance full of determination and fire. It was on account
of his skill as a leader, and because he excelled all the rest of his
clansmen in the use of arms, and specially of the Lochaber-axe,
that, although by birth illegitimate, he was chosen to the honour-
able position of being Tutor to Lochiel during the minority of
that chief; and it was in this capacity, and to vindicate the
honour of his clan, that ha now came to Rannoch in the depths
of winter to enquire personally into the outrage of Clack-nan-ceann
with a view to punish the perpetrators of that horrid tragedy
The Tailor said—

¢ Co sibhse, a dhaoine choire,
A mharbh nis na beistean mor’ so?”

That is—

¢ Who are you ye, worthy men,
That now have killed these monstrous beasts ?”

Donald replied—

‘¢ Is sinn’ Robstanaich bho *n Auchtarsain,
Dh’ fhag Sruan leis a chridhe fharsainn,
A chumail dian air Zigk-na-dige ;
Is mharbh sinn iad le comhnadh Mhichael.”

* A very full and able account of Zwillear Dubk-na- Tuaighe is given in Mac-
kenzie’s History of the Camerons, to which the reader is referred.  The only
deficiency in that account is the ignoring of all the Rannoch traditions connected
with the hero,
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That is—

¢ We Robertsons are from Auchtarsin,
That Struan of the wide heart left,
To be the guards of Zigh-na-dige ;
We killed these (wolves) by Michael’s aid.”

Hereupon the Tailor heartily shook hands with them; and,
having called his own men, who soon came in crowding round
the dead wolves, he spoke to them thus in reference to the sight
before them :—

¢¢ A chompanacha bho Lochabar,
Is mér an t-urram so do Raineach,
Gum bheil aig Sruan leithid de dhaoine,
Ris na fir so bho 'n Auchtarsain ;
Is gum a fada bhios iad beo
Fo shuaicheantais nan tri cheann madaidh ;*
Is gum a fad’ a bhios Cladh-Mhichael
Air a dhian le daoine cho tapaidh !”

That is—
¢¢ O companions from Lochaber,

Great is the honour now to Rannoch,

That Struan has such valiant men

As these heroes from Auchtarsin ;

And may they long be spared alive

’Neath coat of arms of three wolves’ heads;

And may St. Michael’s graveyard, too,

Be guarded long by men as brave !”
The Camerons then gave three cheers in honour of the Robert
sons; and the Tailor, after having given some instructions to his
men, went to 7igh-na-dige to hold a private conference with
Marsali.

When the gillies and sumpter-horses arrived with the baggage,
they proceeded at once to light large fires and prepare breakfast
for the whole company. This was done with a measure of
military order and precision that would have reflected credit on
the commissariat arrangements of a mnodern small detachment of
regular soldiers, and showed the genius of their redoubtable
leader.

SIGMA.
(7o be continued.)

* There are three wolves’ heads on Struan Robertson’s coat of arms,
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THE HERO TALES OF THE GAEL.

III.—-THE STORY OF DEIRDRE.

Nao1s placed Deirdre on the topmost height of his shoulder, and
told his brothers to keep up their pace, and they kept up their
pace. Naois thought that it would not be well for him to remain
in Erin on account of the way in which Connachar, King of
Ulster, his paternal cousin, had gone against him because of the
woman, though he had not married her; and he turned back to
Alba or Scotland. He reached the side of Loch-Ness and made
his habitation there. He could kill the salmon of the torrent
from out his own door, and the deer of the grey gorge from out
his window. Naois and Deirdre and Aillen and Ardan dwelt in a
tower, and they were happy so long a time as they were there.

By this time the end of the period came at which Deirdre had
to marry Connachar, King of Ulster. What intention had
Connachar but that he should take Deirdre away by the sword
whether she was married to Naois or not. What was Connachar
doing but setting up a great and gleeful feast. He sent word far
and wide through Erin all to his kinspeople to come to the feast.
He thought to himself to give a day of battle and fight to Naois,
son of Uisnech, and to take his wife from him, be she or be she
not married to him. Connachar thought to himself that Naois
would not come though he should bid him; and the “scheme”
that arose in his mind was to send for his father’s brother, Ferchar
Mac Ro, and to send him on an embassy to Naois. He did so;
and Connachar said to Ferchar, “ Tell Naois, son of Uisnech, that
I am setting forth a great and gleeful feast to my friends and
kinspeople throughout the wide extent of Erin all, and that I
shall not have rest by day nor sleep by night if he and Aillen and
Ardan be not partakers of the feast.

Ferchar Mac Ro and his two sons went on their journey, and
reached the tower where Naois was dwelling by the side of Loch
Etive. The sons of Uisnech gave a cordial kindly welcome to
Ferchar Mac Ro and his two sons, and asked of him the news of
Erin. “The best news that I have for you,” said the hardy hero,

2
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“is that Connachar, king of Ulster, is setting forth a great sump-
tuous feast to his friends and kinspeople throughout the wide
extent of Erin all, and he has vowed by the earth beneath him,
by the high heaven above him, and by the sun that wends to the
west, that he will have no rest by day nor sleep by night if the
sons of Uisnech, the sons of his own father’s brother, will not
come back to the land of their home and the soil of their nativity,
and to the feast likewise ; and he has sent us on embassy to invite
you.” ‘“We shall go with you,” said Naois. ‘“ We will,” said his
brothers. “Yes,” said Ferchar Mac Ro, “and my three sons
will be with you.” ‘ We will,” said Daring Drop (Boinne Borb).
“We will,” said Hardy Holly. * Lordship in Alba is better than
occupancy in Erin,” said Deirdre. ‘ Patriotism is before expedi-
ency,” said Ferchar Mac Ro. ““Unhappy is the lot of that man,
though his wealth and position be ever so good, who does not
look on his native land and his own home as he rises in the morn-
ing or lies down at night. “ Unhappy indeed,” said Naois; “I
prefer my native land to my adopted land, though I would get
much more here than there.” ‘ Unmeet is it for you not to go
with me,” said Ferchar., “Unmeet indeed,” said Naois; “ we
will go with you.”

Deirdre did not wish to go with Ferchar Mac Ro, and she tried
every prayer to turn Naois from going with him—she sang and
said :—

The howl of dogs is in mine ears,
And the dream of night is before mine eye ;
I see Ferchar mid a mercenary band,

I see Connachar ruthless in his hold,
I see Connachar ruthless in his hold.

I see Naois devoid of battle stay,
I see Aillen with no shield to give alarm,
I see Ardan devoid of buckler and glaive,
And Atha’s hill devoid of luck and charm,
And Atha’s hill devoid of luck and charm,

I see Connachar all eager for blood,
I see Ferchar with lies hid in veil,

I see the three brothers with their backs to the earth,
I see Deirdre full of tears and of wail.
I see Deirdre full of tears and of wail.

“ Unpleasant ever to me, and a thing I never yielded to, has
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been the howl of dogs or the dreams of women, O Naois, and
since Connachar, king of Ulster, has sent an invitation to the
feast and an embassy of friendship to you, unlucky and unmeet
is it for you, if you don'’t go there,” said Ferchar Mac Ro. “ Un-
meet, indeed,” said Naois, “and we will go with you.” “I saw
another vision, Naois, and interpret it for me,” said Deirdre :—

I saw the three white doves
With the three mouthfuls of honey in their beaks,
And, O Naois, son of Uisnech,
Enlighten thou the darkness of my tale.
Naois—
Is there aught in it but troubled sleep
And woman’s melancholy, Deirdre ?

I saw the three fierce hawks

With the three drops of the heroes’ cold blood,
And, O Naois, son of Uisnech,

Enlighten thou the darkness of my tale.

Naois—
Is there aught in it but troubled sleep
And woman’s melancholy, Deirdre ?

I saw the three black ravens
With the three mournful leaves of the yew-tree of death,
And, O Naois, son of Uisnech,
Enlighten thou the course of my tale.
Naois—

Is there aught in it but troubled sleep

And woman’s melancholy, Deirdre ?
“The day that Connachar sent us the invitation to his feast will
be unlucky for us if we don’t go, O Deirdre.” “You will go
there,” said Ferchar Mac Ro; “and if Connachar show kindness
to you, show ye kindness to him ; and if he will display wrath
towards you, display ye wrath towards him, and I and my three
sons will be with you.” *We will,” said Daring Drop. “We
will,” said Hardy Holly. “1I have three sons, and they are three
heroes, and in any harm or danger that may befall you, they will
be with you, and I myself will be along with them.” And Ferchar
Mac Ro gave his vow and his word in presence of his arms that,
in any harm or danger that came in the way of the sons of
Uisnech, he and his three sons would not leave head on live
body in Erin, despite sword or helmet, spear or shield, blade or
mail, be they ever so good.
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Deirdre was unwilling to leave Alba, but she went with Naois,
Deirdre wept tears in showers and she sang :—
* Dear is the land, the land over there,
Alba. full of woods and lakes ;
Bitter to my heart is leaving thee,
But I go away with Naois.
Ferchar Mac Ro did not stop till he got the sons of Uisnech
away with him, despite the suspicion of Deirdre.
The coracle was put to sea,
The sail was hoisted to it ;

And the second morrow they arrived
On the white shores of Erin.

As soon as the sons of Uisnech landed in Erin, Ferchar Mac
Ro sent word to Connachar, king of Ulster, that the men whom
he wanted were come, and let him now show kindness to them.
“Well,” said Connachar, “I did not expect that the sons of
Uisnech would come, though I sent for them, and I am not quite
ready to receive them. But there is a house down yonder where
I keep Amhusgs (‘wild men’), and let them go down to it
to-day, and my house will be ready before them to-morrow.”
Ferchar Mac Ro told this message to the sons of Uisnech.
“Well,” said Naois, ‘““since that is the place the king has ordered
for us, we will go there ; but sure it is that it is not on account of
his excessive love to us that Connachar places us among the
Amhusgs.” They went down on that bidding, and reached the
house of the Amhusgs. There were helter-skelter together
fifteen score and fifteen Amhusgs. There was not a single Am-
husg there that did not burst into a great guffaw of laughter when
they saw the men coming to stay with them. But Naois gave
two guffaws greater than all the rest together. When the Am-
husgs got them in, they rose one after the other and put a
chain on the door. Naois arose and put two chains on the door.
“ Who is this great heroic fellow that has come to stay among us
who gave the two great guffaws and put the two chains on the
door ?” said the head of the Amhusgs. “I will tell you that, if
you will tell me this,” said Naois; “ What earthly reason was
there why each of you gave a guffaw of laughter and placed a
chain on the door?” “I will tell you that, good fellow ; I never
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saw men of your hue and shape coming in to this house and hearth
betore, and I never saw men a bite of whose flesh and a draught
of whose blood I would desire more than your flesh and your
blood,” said the head of the Amhusgs. “ But tell thou, good sir,
why thou gavest two guffaws of laughter and placedst two chains
on the door leafs,” said the head of the Amhusgs. “ Well, I will
tell you that; I never saw on the earth of the living, or in the
company of the dead, of all the rest of the world’s inhabitants,
any that I would prefer to yourselves, ye Amhusgs, to put off
your heads the whole heap together.” And Naois rose to his feet
in his full height and caught the Amhusg of biggest head and
slenderest feet, and he began to lay about him, hitting them up
and down here and there, and before much time was past he left
no Amhusg alive. They then cleared out the house for them-
selves, and they made a charming, cheering fire, and they were
comfortable enough till morning tide.

But he that was up in the palace felt it long that he was not
getting word as to how matters were going on for those down in
the house of the Amhusgs. “Go thou, foster-mother (lit:
stepmother),”said Connachar, ““and see if Deirdre has on her her
former hue of complexion, and if she is as she was when she left.
If she is, I will bring Deirdre out with edge of blade and point of

. sword despite the champions (feinne), good though they be.
But if not, let Mac Uisnech have her for himself.” His foster-
mother went down to the place of the Amhusgs, where the sons
of Uisnech and Deirdre were staying. She had no way or device
to behold Deirdre but through the bicker-hole that was on the
leaf of the door. The woman looked through the bicker-hole,

and she returned back where Connachar was. “Yes, foster-
mother, how does she look? or has Deirdre still on her her
former hue and complexion ?” said Connachar. “From the

fruit and result of it, it is clear that the love of my heart and the
delight of my mind was in struggles and misery since she went
away ; not much of her form or her fairness is left on Deirdre
this night,” said his foster-mother. “I must have a second proof
of that before I let her go. Go you, Gelban Grednach (“cheerful
fire”), son of Lochlin’s King, go you down and bring me
information as to whether her former hue and complexion are on
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Deirdre. If they be, I will take her out with edge of blade and
point of sword, and if not, let Naois, son of Uisnech, have her for
himself,” said Connachar.

Gelban, the cheering and charming, son of Lochlin’s King,
went down to the place of the Amhusgs, where the sons of
Uisnech and Deirdre were staying. He looked in through the
bicker-hole on the door-leaf. The woman that he gazed upon
used to go into a crimson blaze of blushes when anyone looked -
at her. Naois looked at Deirdre and knew that someone was
looking at her from the back of the door-leaf. He seized one of
the dice on the table before him and fired it through the bicker-
hole, and knocked the eye out of Gelban Grednach Grennar
(Cheerful, Charming) right through the back of his head. Gelban
returned back to the palace of King Connachar. “You were
cheerful, charming going away, but you are cheerless, charmless
returning. What has happened you, Gelban? But have you
seen her, and are Deirdre’s hue and complexion as before ?” said
Connachar. “Well, I have seen Deirdre, and I saw her also
truly, and while I was looking at her through the bicker-hole on
the door, Naois, son of Uisnech, knocked out my eye with one of
the dice in his hand. But of a truth and verity, although he put
out even my eye, it were my desire still to remain looking at her
with the other eye, were it not for the hurry you told me to be
in,” said Gelban. “That is true,” said Connachar; “let three
hundred brave heroes go down to the abode of the Amhusgs, and let
them bring hither to me Deirdre, and kill the rest.”

“ The pursuit is coming,” said Deirdre. “I will go out myself
and stop the pursuit,” said Naois. “ It is not you that will go, but
I,” said Daring Drop, son of Ferchar Mac Ro. ¢ It is to me that
my father left your defence from harm and danger so long as he
himself is off home.” Daring Drop went forth and killed the
third part of the heroes. The King came out, and he cried from
above : “Who is there on the field of fight slaughtering my men ?”
“It is I, the Daring Drop, eldest son of Ferchar Mac Ro.” “I
gave a free bridge to your grandfather, a free bridge to your
father, and I will give yourself also a free bridge, if you come
over to my side to-night,” said Connachar. “Well, I will take
your terms,” and Daring Drop made the wrong turn, and went
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over to the king’s side” “Yon one went over to the king’s side,’
said Deirdre. “ He did, but he made good execution before he
went,” said Naois.

Connachar then ordered three hundred full heroes to go down
to the abode of the Amhusgs, and to bring Deirdre up and kill the
rest. “The pursuit is coming,” said Deirdre. “ Yes,” said Naois,
“but I will go out myself and stop the pursuit.” It is not you
but I will go,” said Hardy Holly, son of Ferchar Mac Ro; “it is
to me that my father entrusted your defence from harm and
danger while he himself went away home.” Hardy Holly went
out and killed two-thirds of the company. Connachar came forth

and he cried from above :—* Who is there down in the field of
fight, slaughtering my men ?” “It is I, the Hardy Holly, second
son of Ferchar Mac Ro.” I gave free bridge to your grand-

father, free bridge to your father, a free bridge to your brother,
and I will give free bridge to yourself also, and come over to my
side here to-night” “Well, I accept the terms,” said Hardy
Holly, and he betook himself to the king’s side. “Yon one went
over to the side of the king,” said Deirdre. “He did,” said
Naois, “but he did a good deed before he went.”

Connachar ordered three hundred active heroes to go down
to the abode of the Amhusgs and to take Deirdre up with them
and kill the rest. “The pursuit is coming,” said Deirdre. “¥Yes
but I will myself go out and stop the pursuit,” said Naois. “Itis
not you but I who will go,” said Fiallan the Fair ; it is to me that
my father entrusted your defence from harm and danger when he
himself left for home.” And the gallant youth, full noble, full
manly, full handsome, with beauteous brown locks, went forth girt
with his battle arms fit for fierce fight and clothed with his combat
dress for fierce contest fit, which was burnished, bright, brilliant,
bladed, blazing, on which were many pictures of beasts and birds
and creeping things, lions and lithe-limbed “tiger,” brown eagle
and hurrying hawk and adder fierce; and the young hero laid
low three-thirds of the company. Connachar came out in haste
and cried with wrath : “ Who is there on floor of fight, slaughter-
ing my men?” “It is I, Fiallan the Fair, third son of Ferchar
Mac Ro.” ¢ Well, said the king, “I gave a free bridge to your
grandfather, a free bridge to your father, and a free bridge each
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to your two brothers, and I will give a free bridge to yourself also,
if you come over to my side here to-night.” “ Well, Connachar,
I will not accept that offer from you nor thank you for it.
Greater by far do I prefer to go home to my father and tell the
deeds of heroism I have done, than accept anything on these
terms from you. Naois, son of Uisnech, and Aillean and Ardan
are as nearly related to yourself as they are to me, though you are
so keen to shed their blood, and you would shed my blood also, -
Connachar.” And the noble, manly, handsome youth with
beauteous, brown locks returned inside, with the dewy sweat on
his beautiful brow, which was of whitest and reddest hue. “I am
now,” said he, “ going home to tell my tather that you are now
safe from the hands of the king.” And the youth, all fresh and
tall and lithe and beautiful, went home to his father to tell that the
sons of Uisnech were safe. This happened at the parting of the
day and night in the morning twilight time, and Naois said they
must go away, leave that house, and return to Alba,

Naois and Deirdre, Aillean and Ardan started to return to
Alba. Word came to the king that the company he was in
pursuit of were gone. The king then sent for Duanan Gacha
Druid, the best magician he had, and he spoke to him as follows:
—*“Much wealth have I expended on you, Duanan Gacha Druid,
to give schooling ‘and learning and magic mystery to you, if
these people get away from me to-day without care, without
consideration or regard for me, without chance of overtaking them,
and without power to stop them.” “Well, I will stop them,” said
the magician, “until the company you send in pursuit return.”
And the magician placed a wood before them through which no
~man could go, but the sons of Uisnech marched through the
wood without halt or hesitation, and Deirdre held on to Naois's
hand. “What is the good of that; that will not do yet,” said
Connachar.  “They are off without bending of their feet or
stopping of their step, without heed or respect to me, and I am
without power to keep up to them or opportunity to turn them
back this night” “I will try another plan on them,” said the
druid ; and he placed before them a grey sea instead of a green
plain. The three heroes stripped and tied their clothes behind
their heads, and Naois placed Deirdre on the top of his shoulder.
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They stretched their sides to the stream,
And sea and land were to them the same,
The rough grey ocean was the same
As meadow-land green and plain.
“Though that be good, O Duanan, it will not make the heroes
return,” said Connachar ; “they are gone without regard for me,

and without honour to me, and without power on my part to

_ pursue them or-to force them to return this night” “We

shall try another method on them, since yon one did not stop
them,” said the druid. And the druid froze the grey ridged
sea into hard rocky knobs, the sharpness of sword being on
the one edge and the poison power of adders on the other.
Then Ardan cried that he was getting tired, and nearly giving
over. ‘“Come you, Ardan, and sit on my right shoulder,” said
Naois. Ardan came and sat on Naois’s shoulder. Ardan was not
long in this posture when he died ; but though he was dead Naois
would not let him go. Aillean then cried out that he was getting
faint and nigh-well giving up. When Naois heard his prayer, he
gave forth the piercing sigh of death, and asked Aillean to lay
hold of him and he would bring him to land. Aillean was not
long when the weakness of death came on him and his hold failed.
Naois looked around, and when he saw his two well-beloved
brothers dead, he cared not whether he lived or died, and he gave
forth the bitter sigh of death, and his heart burst.

“They are gone,” said Duanan Gacha Druid to the king,
“and I have done what you desired me. The sons of Uisnech
are dead and they will trouble you no more; and you have your
wife hale and whole to yourself.”  Blessings for that upon you
and may the good results accrue to me, Duanan. I count it no
loss what I spent in the schooling and teaching of you. Now
dry up the flood, and let me see if I can behold Deirdre,” said
Connachar, And Duanan Gacha Druid dried up the flood from
the plain and the three sons of Uisnech were lying together dead,
without breath of life, side by side on the green meadow plain
and Deirdre bending above showering down her tears. The
people then gathered round the heroes’ bodies and asked Con-
nachar what was to be done with the bodies. The order that he
gave was that they should dig a pit and put the three brothers
in it side by side,
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Deirdre was sitting on the brink of the grave, constantly
asking the gravediggers to dig the pit wide and free. When the
bodies of the brothers were put in the grave, Deirdre said :—

Come over hither, Naois, my love,
Let Ardan close to Aillean lie ;

If the dead had any seuse to feel,
Ye would have made a place for Deirdre.

The men did as she told them. She jumped into the grave and
lay down by Naois, and she was dead by his side.

The bad king ordered the body to be raised from out the
grave and to be buried on the other side of the loch. It was
done as the king bad and the pit closed. Thereupon a fir shoot
grew out of the grave of Deirdre and a fir shoot from the grave
of Naois, and the two shoots united in a knot above the loch.
The king ordered the shoots to be cut down, and this was done
twice, until, on the third time, the wife whom the king had
married caused him to stop his work of evil and his vengeance on
the remains of the dead.
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CURIOUS DOCUMENTS FROM LORD MACDONALD’S
CHARTER CHEST.

ON the 7th of December, a most interesting paper by Mr,
Lachlan Macdonald of Skaebost, entitled ‘“ Gleanings from Lord
Macdonald’s Charter Chest,” was read betore the Gaelic Society
of Inverness. We extract the following documents. They
throw a curious light on the events and customs of those days.
Mr. Macdonald says :—

The following resolutions taken by the Skye lairds at a meet-
ing held at Portree in 1744 show the state of matters at that time,
and the extent to which the luxuries had advanced even in those
days, and how the proprietor viewed the same, and the steps they
took in order to draw the inhabitants back to the old economical
way of living. The paper is dated, :
Portree, 15th August, 1744.

‘¢ At a meeting held here by Sir Alexander Macdonald of Macdonald, Norman
Macleod of Macleod, John Mackinnon of Mackinnon, and Malcolm Macleod of
Raasay, with the principal tacksmen living upon their estates, the following resolu-
tions were unanimously entered into :—

*¢ 1st. That we shall not in our own houses henceforth use any brandy, nor in
public-houses, except what at present is upon hand, and that we will inform and
assist the proper officers in order to prevent its being run upon any part of our
coasts, and that we shall likewise assist the proper officers to sieze any agua vite
without regular permits.

‘“2nd. That we shall henceforth use no tobaccos, but such as comein a regular
and legal way, and that we shall inform and assist the proper officer against tobaccos
that are entered for exportation, and intended to be re-landed. That none of us
shall purchase above one roll of tobacco at a time for his own proper use, and that
we shall use our utmost endeavours to prevent the immoderate use of it for the future
amongst the vulgar,

¢ 3rd. That we ourselves shall henceforth drink no tea, and that we will con-
tribute what we can to lessen the use of it in our families.

“ 4th, That we shall purchase no meal from any vessel coming upon our coasts,
except from such as are commissioned by the heritors, they having undertaken to
provide us in what is necessary, except upon extraordinary emergency, after applica-
tion made to the heritor, or his factor.

‘¢ 5th. That henceforth we shall not give the smallest encouragement, either in
money or effects, to any thigsters or beggars, but such as are inhabitants upon our
respective ptoperties, :

‘“6th, That fox money shall be continued in the method now laid on in the

Island of Skye, until a general meeting of the heritors and tacksmen think proper to
take it off,
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‘¢ That who kills a deer without permission from the heritor, shall be fined in

twenty pounds Scots money.
¢ Dunvegan, Ist October, 1744.

¢ The above is a just copy of the resolutions taken at Portree, and, by order of

the heritors, extracted from the principal by
WiLLiaM ToLMIE.

The two following papers point to questions interesting to all
Macdonalds, viz., the crest and chieftainship of the clan. The
first is a bond from Glengarry to Oliver Cromwell for £2000, for
which The Macleod of Macleod of that day, and Sir James Mac-
donald and others were security. It runs thus—

¢ Know all men by these presents, that we, Angus Macdonnold, Laird of Glen-
garry, as principal, Sir James Macdonnold of Sleat, and Rorie Macleod of Dunvegan,
Donald Macdonnold of Mundart, Allan Macdonnold of Maror, Ranald Macdonnold,
Benbequla, John Macdonnold of Strockwake, do acknowledge ourselves to be tied
and firmly bound unto his Highness, Oliver, Lord Protector of the Commonwealth
of England, Scotland, and Ireland, and the dominion thereof, in the sum of two
thousand pound sterling, to be paid unto his Highness, his successors, or assigns,
upon demand, for the true and perfect payment of which sum we bind ourselves,
jointly and severally, our heirs, executors, administrators, and assigns, and every of
them, firmly by these presents. Sealed with our seals, and subscribed by us, at the
Sconce, near Inverness, the 12th day of March, 1653,

‘¢ The condition of this obligation is such that whereas, by articles bearing date
the 5th and 1oth of June, 1655, made, concluded, and agreed upon (by order from
the Right Honourable General Moncke, Commander-in-Chief of all the forces in
Scotland), between the late Lieut.-Colonel Blunt, then Deputy-Governor of Inver-
ness, in behalf of his Highness, Oliver, Lord Protector of the Commonwealth of
England, Scotland, and Ireland, on the one part, and Angus Macdonald, laird of
Glengarry, on the other part, it was agreed that the said laird of Glengarry shall
give good security, bound in the sum of two thousand pounds sterling, to the said
late Lieutenant-Colonel Blunt (the said late Lieutenant-Colonel Blunt being de-
ceased); it is hereby further agreed that the said laird of Glengarry shall give the
said security to Major Miles Man, Deputy-Governor of Inverness, for performance
of several particulars hereafter expressed and mentioned in the said articles; if,
therefore, the laird of Glengarry, his clan, vassals, tenants, servants, now dwelling,
or that shall hereafter dwell, upon his lands, shall, from time to time, and at all
times hereafter, deport themselves peaceably and quietly under the present Govern-
ment, and give all due obedience to his Highness, Oliver, Lord Protector of the
Commonwealth aforesaid, or his successors, and to all others duly requiring anything
for the service or interest of the Commonwealth of England, etc., and neither directly
nor indirectly act anything that may be, or prove prejudicial to the peace or interest
thereof, and that the laird of Glengarry shall not build any house of strength within
his bounds without leave from his Highness, Oliver, Lord Protector of the Common-
wealth aforesaid ; and, further, that he shall not suffer any of the enemies of the said
Commonwealth to reside or remain within his bounds, unless they come with greater

strength than his clan is-able to oppose, and likewise the said laird of Glengarryisto

perform any other acticle (not here mentioned) included within the capitulation ; that
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then, upon performance of the premises, the bond is void, otherwise to stand in full

force, virtue, and power.

¢¢ Signed, sealed, and delivered by Angus Macdonald, laird of Glengarry, Sir James
Macdonald°of Sleat, and Rorie M*‘Cloud of Dunvegan.

¢¢ Geo. Bateman, ¢ A, Macdonald of Glengarie,
¢ Antho. Langrish, ¢¢ J. Macdonald of Sleat.
¢ Will. Wilkes. ¢ R, Macleoid.”

The next paper is a minute of agreement between Lochiel,
Glengarry, and Keppoch, showing the state of matters in Loch-
aber in 1744 :—

We, Donald Cameron of Lochiel, John McDonnell of Glengarry, and Alexander
McDonnell of Keopoche, taking to consideration that severals of our Dependents
and followers are too guilty of theft, and depredations, and being sensible of the bad
effects and consequences of such promiscuous practices, and in order to put an entire
‘stop to such villainy, as far as lies in our power, Have jointly agreed, and resolved,
upon the following articles, which we faithfully promise upon honour to observe and
fulfil. )

““1mo. That any of our Dependents, Tenants, or followers, guilty of such thefts
as by law may be capitally punished, we hereby oblige ourselves jointly, to contribute
a sum of money necessary to prosecute such person, or persons, and to convey him,
or them, to the next and most convenient county gaol within whose jurisdiction he
resides, and there adduce such evidence against him as may legally convict him, or
be assoilzied in course of process.

“2do. That any of our Dependents, Tenants, or followers, guilty of theft,

. receipting, or outhounding, so far as we judge the same may infer a corporal punish-

ment, are to be confined, and incarcerate by us respectively within lockfast and

secure ward, where we think most convenient to appoint, and such a criminal be

publicly scourged at a sight of a number of the neighbouring tenants, so often as is
thought sufficient to punish him for his crime.

¢ 3tio. That we appoint sufficient and sporsal/ persons, or men of authority
within proper districts of our estates (or where our authority among our followers and
Dependents will extend and reach) to apprehend and incarcerate any person or
persons guilty of the above crimes, and empowering our respective Deputies, to use
such criminals by scourging, jagging, stocks, and other punishments in as rigorous
a manner as any of us their constituents might have done ourselves, and this power
to continue no longer with any of those our Deputes than he duly puts to execution
this our authority committed to him.

‘“ 4to. That any notorious or infamous villain guilty of the above crimes, flying
from, and deserting any of us, to the protection of any of the other two of us, or
privately lurking within any part of our estates, any one of us in whose estate such a
fugitive resides, is hereby obliged, upon proper application, to deliver him up to the
one of us who has a right and title to punish him.

‘‘sto. and lastly. We hereby consent and agree that these, our articles and
resolutions, are to be lodged in the custody of Sir Alexander Macdonald of Macdonald,
Baronet, with powers to him severely to reprimand upon the most public occasion,
one and all of us failing n the strict observance of all and every the above articles ;
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in witness thereof, we subscribe these presents at Keapoche, the thirteenth day of
October, one thousand seven hundred and forty-four years.

¢ Donald Cameron,
¢ John McDonell of Glengarry.
¢ Alex. McDonell.

« Follows a list of deputies appointed in the following districts :—

¢t By Lochiel :—John Cameron of Fasfern, for the lands of Lochiel ; D, Archi-

bald Cameron, for Locharkaig, Glenloy, and Stratochy ; Glenevis and Callart, for -

Mamore, Glenevis, and Garohaich ; Dungallon, for Suinart and Ardnamurchan ;
John McEvan-ic-Allan, and John Ban Mclan ic Ian, for Morven; John Cameron,
younger of Kinlochliven, and Donald Cameron of Clunis, for Dachinassie ; Torcastle,
for Ardgour.

¢ Donald Cameron.

By Glengarry :—Donald McDonnell of Scothouse, and Coll Macdonnell of
Barrisdale, for Knoydart, equally betwixt them ; Allan and John McDonnells, sons
of Scothouse, for Moror ; Donald McDonnell of Lochgarry, John McDonnell of
Arnaber, Angus McDonell of Leeck, and Angus McDonell of Greenfield, for
Glengarry and Abertarf.

¢¢ John McDonell of Glengarry.

¢¢ By Keppoch :—Donald McDonnell, brother to Keoppeche, Donald McDonell
of Timadrich, Donald McDonnell of Orainichan, and Alexander McDonell of Tul-
lach, for the Braes of Lochaber; Ronald McDonell of Aberarder, for the Braes of
Badenoch.
¢¢ Alexander McDonell.”

Though the two foregoing papers explain themselves, it must be
mentioned that seals are appended to the signatures of the three
chiefly responsible parties to the deed to his Highness Oliver.
Glengarry’s seal is merely a large deer covering the whole of a
circular shield. Sir James Macdonald used what was evidently
an ancient seal ; it has a ground, or, quartered per cross. In the
dexter chief, an open hand (the lam/ dearg), in the sinister chief
a lion rampant, and a fish and a ship in the bases dexter and
sinister. Initials J. M‘D. on the scroll above the shield, but
neither motto nor crest. This seal does not correspond with any
I have seen in Heraldry Books. Perhaps, for all we know, it may
have once belonged to one of the ancient Lords of the Isles. It
is particular]y to be noticed'it does not show the croslet so con-
spicuous on the present arms of mostly all the Highland Mac-

donalds. The seal used by Macleod of Macleod was a classical-
looking head of a Roman type.
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>IRISH BARDS IN SCOTLAND—AONGHUS NAN AOIR.

IN our November number, in the first of the articles upon the
Hero Tales of the Gael, we mentioned that the Irish bards and
harpers found a second home for themselves in northern Scotland,
and often included it in their wonted round of visits. At the
Reformation, however, connection between the two countries
was practically severed. It is at this period we find that the
visits of the Irish bards came to an end. One of the last of these
bards whose fame is still known in the Highlands was Angus
O’Daly, known as Aonghus nan Aoir, Angus the Satirist. O’Reilly
says that he was called the “ Red Bard,” and was of the family
of O'Daly of Lough Foyle, and lived in the reign of Queen
Elizabeth. The tradition in the Highlands concerning him is
thus recorded in the McNicol MSS.: “Angus nan aoirean
possessed an estate in Ireland, which was forfeited in Queen
Elizabeth’s reign. This change in his circumstances roused his
temper and made him commence bard or rather lampooner. He
never afterwards was known to have said good of any person except
the laird of Glenlyon.” Even in the case of the laird of Glenlyon
he was not at first complimentary, until the-laird threw a garment
from off his own back to him, and thus mollified his rough
temper. The fourth volume of the Gael contains a valuable col-
lection of Angus’ sayings while in the Highlands. The paper was
evidently contributed by the late D. C. Macpherson, and displays
immense patience and research. From the verses therein con-
tained, it would appear that Chisholm of Strathglass was the only
one he would pick out of all the people of the world :—

Na ’n tugainn duine idir as,

B’ e siosalach fial Shrath-Ghlais,

Cha mhath ’s chan olc !
Were he to choose anyone of Adam’s race, it were the generous
Chisholm of Strathglass, and he was neither good nor bad! Mr.
Colin Chisholm informs us that Angus was a terror in the North.
In his travels he must not see a door shut; if he did, he satirised
the luckless occupier of the house as an uncharitable churl.
Chisholm of Strathglass kept the door of his house open seven
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years waiting for his arrival, and just when Angus came the way,

as ill-luck would have it, a gust of wind closed the door. Angus

promptly satirised him, but mended his satire when Chisholm

explained the circumstances. The amended lines run thus :—
Siosalach Srath-ghlais,

Brisgeineach na maise,
Es’ agus is’, is’ agus es’,

Chisholm of Strathglass, fair and free, he and she, she and he!

LONELY STRATH NAVER,

Inscribed to Mr. JAMES MACDONALD, formerly of Tain, Ross-shire.

Dear is the token, friend, and sweet,

Thou send’st me from Loch Naver’s shore,
A spray of heather white as snow,

Which grew where dwelt Mackays of yore.
Lone is the scene that teemed with men,

And maidens who were fair and true,
Whom curst eviction drove afar

From Naver’s Strath and Lochan blue,

In broad Ontario oft I've met
Strath Naver’s brave and stalwart race,
Who in each worthy walk of lite
There ever take an honoured place.
No thanks to fiends who drove them forth,
And set their sacred homes aflame ;
Let history’s finger mark with scorn
Their acts of infamy and shame.

Dear is the token as 'tis sweet

From that lone Strath thou sendest me ;
But dearer far the kindly thoughts

Which in this action prompted thee.
My thanks I waft thee o’er the sea

Old friend, for this charmed talisman ;
The spray I lovingly will prize

Till life has filled its measured span,

DUNCAN MACGREGOR CRERAR,
New York, September 19, 1887.
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THE HISTORY OF THE MACLEODS.

[BY ALEXANDER MACKENZIE.]
THE MACLEODS OF RAASAY.

(Continued.,)

I.—MALcoLM GARBH MACGILLECHALLUM MACLEOD, second
son of Malcolm Macleod IX. of Lewis, by his wife, Christian,
daughter of Thomas Urquhart of Cromarty, succeeded to Raasay
as first of this family early in the sixteenth century. The
earliest glimpse which we get of the Macleods of Raasay as
‘an independent sept is when, in 1518-19g, along with the
Macleods of Lewis, they accompanied Sir Donald Gallda of
Lochalsh in an invasion of Ardnamurchan, on which occasion
they defeated the Macdonalds and slew their chief Macian,
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