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tinguished sons, who are to be found
=== in all quarters of the globe occupying
positions of influence and trust. 'When a Kintyre
man follows the call of the “Lost Pibroch” and
goes out into the wide world to seek his fortune,
he invariably manages to find it. - He evidently
makes up his mind to succeed, and that is in
itself half the difficulties of life overcome, No
matter what remote corner of the globe you turn
to, sure enough you will find the inevitable
Kintyrian there before you, cherishing his
Scottish customs, and patriotic to the core. He
is not an Englishman, he will tell you, but a
Kintyreman. That to him is something very
much better! He may atay in distant lands
for many years, but sure enough some day he
will find himself on the quay at Campbeltown,
and wonder at the changes which have taken
place in the capital of Ceann-tir. Every summer
the wanderers return, for somehow, as Miss Alice
MacDonell has very truly sung, the “mountains
will claim their own.”

A few days ago a stalwart Gael called upon
us, and remarked, “You don’t know me, I
suppose? I am Dugald Macpherson of Dunedin,
and I know all your friends in New Zealand.
I am here to see the old land.” We had known
Mr. Macpherson by correspondence for a number
of years, and knew that he was Chief of the
Gaelic Society of Dunedin and one of the most
popular Highlanders in the Colony. We were
truly delighted to meet bim, and to hear that
the Celtic cause was making great progress on
the other side of the globe. The Gaelic race are
too numerous and influential in New Zealand to
require outside encouragement, and maintain
powerful Celtic Societies in all parts of the

%INTYRE has given birth to many dis-

island. That they are desirous of assisting
worthy Highland objects was evidenced by the
fact that Mr. Macpherson was the bearer of
handsome contributions from the Dunedin Gaels
to the Highland Soldiers’ War Fund, Heotor
Macdonald Memorial, the Macdonald Fund in
Govan, and the London Gaelic Society’s Scheme
for encouraging the teaching of Gaelic in High-
land schools.

We commenced this short sketch with the
intention of making a brief reference to Mr.
Macpherson’s successful business career, but
Kintyre always presents an almost irresistible
attraction to us. We may now mention, how-
ever, that he was born in Kintyre in 1846, and
twenty years later commenced his commercial
career in the Scottish drapery trade. After fill-
ing situations in Wales and Hawick, he er.tered
the employment of a firm of wholesale confec-
tioners in Glasgow as city traveller, a position
he held till 1883, In that year he established
the firm of Macpherson, Kemp & Co., and going

“out to New Zealand in 1884 commenced opera-

tions there, and very soon acquired a valuable
and extensive connection in the confectionary
business. His firm, of which he is now the sole
proprietor, represents the well-known Glasgow
bouse of Hay Bros., Ltd., for Australasia, and
Fry & Son for the South Island, N.Z. This year
Mr. Macpherson was elected president of the
New Zealand Commercial Travellers’ and Ware-
housemen’s Association, a high honour indicative
of the respect in which he is held in commercial
circles.

To Highlanders, however, he is best known as
the Chief of the Gaelic Society, a position,
curiously enough, which was recently occupied by
an uncle of the writer, the late Mr. Neil Fleming,
of Oamaru, another successful Kintyrian. The
Society could not have a more genial and popular
chief. We hope that bhe may enjoy long life
and increased prosperity, and Comunn Gaidhlig
Dhunedin many years of useful service in further-
ing the interests of our Celtic race.

EpiTOR,
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5 11+ QLAN . MAOKAY: SOCIETY.
* Vi€IT “UF'CLAN ' ‘DEPUTATION TO THE
REAY COUNTRY.

mHE deputation of members of this Society who

ety

have been for some time past holding gather-

ings of the Clan and friends in the Mackay
country, have now completed their mission, and
everywhere met with a most enthusiastic welcome,
surpasgsing in some res even the receptions
extended to the deputations in former years. The
Annual Tour hae alinost become a permanent
institution, and the whole population for seventy
miles along the northern coast look forward to the
visit of the Mackay deputation as the ‘*‘red-letter”
day of the year, on which the inhabitants, of all clan
names, indulge in a general holiday.

The Clau was represented this year by Messrs,
Donald Mackay, Edinburgh, President, John Mackay,
S.S.C., Edinburgh, ex-President, John Mackay,
Editor Celtic Monthly, Glasgow, Hon. Secretary,
Thomas Mackay, and Miss Jeannie Mackay, Largs,
Edmund G, Mackay and Mrs. Mackay, Glasgow,
Charles Mackay, Edinburgh, ete.

Instead of making Thurso the rendezvous as on

t occasions, the various members met at Melvich
gl‘:tel, on Tuesday, 8th September, where the first
gathering was held.

A MACKAY RE-UNION
in the far north is a much more formidable celebra-
tion than is usually understood in the south, and as
tically the same programme was carried out at
elvich, Farr, Tongue, Melness, and Skerray, it
might be well to deecribe the various items in the
day’s proceedings. The Hon. Secretary draws out a
programme of events for each day, copies of which
are printed and well circulated in advance, in the
various parishes. The WMI;IO tion, old and
young, gather at the appoin 3) ace, with ffipers
playiog, and all in their best holiday attire. the
weather happens to be unfavourable the meeting is
held in the schoolhouse ; if dry, in the most con-
venient field.
THE GAELIC CLASSES
which were instituted throngh the patriotism of the
‘ d old man” of the Mackay Clan, Mr. John
kay, Hereford, are first examined. The pupils
are formed up in front of the people, and are tested
in Gaelic reading. So proficient are some of the
scholars that a difliculty has often been experienced
in finding a Gaelic book sufficiently advanced to test
them, and recourse had sometimes to be made to
spelling to fairly gauge the merits of the competitors.

The junior classes examined, 8 Gaelic examination
for the older people follows, which often attracts quite
a formidable array of readers. The best scholars were
not infrequently to be found among the very old men
and women. Then follows

GAELIC BINGING,

some of the vocalists acquitting themselves in a way
not often excelled at the Gaelic Mod itself. If the
Comunn ever ventures near the borders of Sutherland,
the north coast will provide a rare company of com-

titors. Next the pipers have their turn, and the
E:enneu which they always manifest in the contest
is remarkable. There are many pipers but few own
pipes, the same set of bagpipes being sometimes used

MONTHLY,

by five or six players, The Reay country still
8 a large number of pipers of excellent merit.
t was always famous for the great musieians it pro-
duced. This usually completes the real business of
the clan visit, although competitions in Gaelic recita-
tion, original compositions in Prou and verse, dicta-
tion, ete., are sometimes held, if time permits.
ATHLETIC SPORTS
then follow, and very exciting contests take place in
putting the stonef, running, high and long jumping,
tug-of-war, etc.,, for which substantial money prizes
are given.

Having catered for the old people and the young
meu of the parish, the children are next attended to,
and the handsome way in which the boys and girls
of the Mackay country were treated on this occasion
will be a pleassnt memory to many during their
lifetime.

GIFTS FOR THE CHILDREN.

To begin with, every boy and girl present—and
that meant every child for miles round —received a
gift of a new silver coin—doubtless in most cases
the first piece of silver ever they . After
this, through the liberality of Mr. and Mrs. Edmund
Mackay, each girl was presented with a suitable
article of personal ornament, bangles and brooches
being mostly in demand, while the boys received a
variety of toys. Altogether over 2,000 articles were
distributed 1n this way, Melness received an extra
htm%er of toys from Mr. Lachlan Mackay, Edin-
burgh. The delight of the children at receiving
these unexpected gifts was worth going all the way
to witness, Children’s races were also held, and
money prizes given to the successful competitors,
These events occupied the best part of the afternoon,
and when finished the deputation were usually well
able to discuss the luncheon that awaited their
return at the hotel.

CONCERT AND DANCE.

It might be supposed that these p ings
afforded the deputation a good day’s work, but the
fact is they were merely the preliminary to the more
serious duties which they had to discharge in the
evening. At 8 p.m., the schoolhouse was brilliant;lﬂ
lit up, and the pipers discoursing lively airs. On
occasions not only was every seat occupied, but the

and side rooms were crowded, while outside
many faces of those unable to obtain admission,
peered weirdly through the window panes, eager to
see and hear everything that went on inside. A
charge was made for admission (children free), and
the handsome sum thus realized was devoted to a
local object, such as the district reading room, the
Edinburgh Royal Infirmary, or other worthy object.
The president of the clan presided on all occasion
and along with Mr. John Mackay, Secretary, an
Mr. John Mackay, S.S.C., contributed songs to the
programme, Miss Jeannie Mackay, a gifted gianiat,
accompanied the vocalists, while Mr. Edmund Mac-
kay gave a gramaphone entertainment, which never
failed to create great amusement. The prize winners
at the singing competition at the gathering also
rendered Gaelic songs at the concert., During the
interval the Gaelic Prizes are presented to the
successful competitors, about thirty handsome
volumes being distributed at each centre. It is only
then that the results of the examination are made
known, this event being probably the most interest-
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ing of all the evening’s proceedings. About halfpast
ten the concert ends, but the clan social has not
even yet exhausted itself. At eleven o’clock a
REAL HIGHLAND DANCE

commences in the dismantled schoolhouse, and con-
tinues almost till daylight. So crowded is the room
that those unable to obtuin admission often dance
in the playground, the windows being kept open to
allow the music to be clearly heard. Those inside
cannot all dance at once, 8o they trip through the
lightsome reel by turns. The members of the
deputation of course attend, but rarely venture
through the entire programme! One by one they
succumb and find their way back to the hotel, to
secure & few hours’ sleep before facing on the
morrow a drive of probably thirty miles, and carry-
ing out another exciting day’s entertainment such
as I have described.

These are the bare outlines of each day’s work,
and yet many people think that the deputation enjoy

A BARE GOOD HOLIDAY!
For a whole week there is hardly a moment of
leisure for that patriotic party of Mackays, and when
it is all over and they settle down at Tongue to
recruit from their arduous experiences, they do so
with the most profound thankfulness. And yet
they would not miss the clan tour on any account.
Three or four of the leading officials go every year.
It is hard work, but it has its delights. It is worth
going to the world’s end to receive the genuine
whole-hearted welcome which every man, woman,
and child in that vast track of country extend to
these clan visitors from the south. All clans and
all names are as enthusiastic as the Mackays, for
they are mostly related in some degree with the
predominant clan; and besides, the Mackay prizes
and gifts are open to the whole population
irrespective of name, The Mackays show no selfish
spirit in the distribution of their favours, and the
inhabitants extend to the society’s representatives
such a welcome as they never extend even to the
Ducal House of Sutherland itself, The inmates of
every house within sight of the road along which
the deputation drive are on the leok-out for the
visitors, and from almost every door a cheer is heard
and handkerchiefs waved. Many of the
HOUSE TOPS ARE DECORATED

with white banners, the ancient ‘‘Bratach Bhan”
of the Clan Mackay; even the hill tops frequently
flcat a flag of welcome, As soon as the con.
veyance with the party is observed approaching the
townships, the people can be seen hurrying out of
the houses in their eagerness to be at the meeting
place when the deputation arrive. The kindness of
the inhabitants is beyond belief, and one only
requires to take part in a Clan Mackay Tour to dis-
cover what is meant by a ¢‘Real Highland
Welcome.” The spirit of clanship is rooted deep in
the soil of the Reay Country, and is probably as
potent to-day as ever it was in the days of yore,
when the Lords of Reay occupied the ancestral seat at
Tongue. It is no doubt true that the same clan spirit
exists in other districts of the Righlands, but it finds
no special occasion to manifest itself. Some clan
societies do not keep in touch with the home district
as they ought to do. The Mackays have always
realize({ that their society was a Highland organis-
ation, and that it must be the *‘pulse” of the

Mackay Countr{. From it came the members, or
the ancestors of the members of the society, and
from it will come the great bulk of the society’s
recruits in the future. This policy bas borne
splendid fruit, and kindled the smouldering clan
sentiment in the north, which even the fires -of
Strathnaver have not managed to quench. As I
have already said, it is a real delight to meet these
kindly people year after year, and to feel that you
are really *‘ At Home.”

All these prizes cost money, but the Clan Mackay
never experience the least trouble in providing
funds to meet all these outla Eacﬁ year a
number of generous clansmen and friends contribute

- to this special fund, and Mr. John Mackay, Hereford,

frovides a large number of valuable Gaelic books
or each district. Of course, the members of the
deputation defray their own expenses, besides eon-
tributing to the prize fund. One member of the
deputation this time, was 8o surprised at the un-
suitable sitting accomodation at the Tongue Reading
Room—where religious services are held—that he

romptly offered to provide the necessary chairs

imself. Needless to say, the offer was gratefully
accepted. The gift represents & considerable
sam. At Melvich also, four members of the deputa-
tion defrayed the coat of fitting the new mission hall
with lamps of the most recent design.

A visit was again made to

“BONNIE STRATHNAVER,"
and the same enthusiastic welcome was experienced
from all the settlers.  There are now some twenty-
two tenants on the Strath, of whom thirteen are
Mackays. Many of the houses were visited, where
the visitors were hospitably entertained. Handsome
houses have been built and the crops, in spite of the
wet weather, looked splendid. The tenants all ex-
pressed satisfaction with their prospects, and were
confident of success. There is plenty more land on
Strathnaver sunitable for crofters, and it is probable
that the clan society will use its influence
to get other parts of the Strath peopled.

After their week’s exertions the deputation settled
down at Tongue Hotel, where they spent a delightful
holiday, varied with golfing, picnics, musical evenings,
and other enjoyments. As usual, the people of the
district did everything in their power to make the
holiday pleasant. ’ :

THE KYLE OF TONGUE '
is one of the most charming spots in the kingdom
the scenery being too varied and beautiful to be
described in a few words, It requires to be seen to
be understood and enjoyed.

In recognition of the many acts of kindness shown
by the people of the district to the various clan
deputations, the President of the Society (Mr.Donald
Mackay), held a Reception at the hotel,on Thursday,
17th ult., which was largely attended by the leading
inhabitants. The younger guests engaged in dancing.
After supper toasts were proposed and speeches
delivered, and a very enjoyagle evening was spent.
The local golf club had also a competition for prizes
offered by the President, which resulted in a keen
contest. The members of the deputation thoroughly
enjoyed their stay at the capital of the Mackay
country, and were sorrf when the demands.of
business forced them to leave that lovely spot, and
return to the more prosaic realities of life in the
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southern cities. Next year, at the same time, another
tour will be held, and those who would like to take
part in it, or desire to enrol in the Clan Society,
should communicate with the Hon. Secretary, Mr,
John Mackay, Editor, Celtic Mcmtl:lg, 1 Blythswood
Drive, Glasgow, who will be glad to supply all
necessary information.

The Duchess of Sutherland was staying at Tongue
House during the visit of the deputation. On
Sabbath the members attended the parish Church
where Her Grace occupied the quaint old ca.nopied
pew once the roEerty of the Lords of Reay, chiefs
of the Clan ﬁw ay. The incident illustrated the
uncertainty of riches and power. How long will the
House of Sutherland possess the Mackay country ?
It is not easy to guess, but already they have sold
a considerable portion of it. Possibly a Mackay may
buy it back some day !

REFUGEES OF THE '45.

FTER the proscription of 1746, and the
m‘ burning and sacking of their dwellings,
such of the outlawed superiors and
dependents as could not escape out of the
country lived upon the hills, in caves or huts,
and often the unsheltered heath, Lord Lovat
was concealed within a hollow tree in Morar;
and Cameron of Clunes in a ‘bothan” or cabin
on the side of the hill near Loch-Arkaig ; Inver-
cauld in a cave, or rather hole, in the midst of
the great pine forests which surrounded his
house ; and his clansman, Inverey, in a similar
retreat, not far from his home, and from which
he saw the light of his burning roof illuminate
the neighbouring-country. Of the fidelity which
preserved the secret of his retreat, an interesting
example is still told in his country. There was
about the house a fool—a sort of Davie Gellatlie
—who, after the seclusion of the laird, was
employed to carry the food to his den, not only
from confidence in his extraordinary attachment,
but the belief that his “daft” character should
render him less liable to suspicion. He dis-
charged his service with that fidelity and caution
—that almost instinctive discretion and self-
ocommand which is sometimes so remarkable in
defective intellects. Of this he once gave a
remarkable instance. In the old time, when
the household of every chief and superior was
thronged with kindly followers and dependents,
remuneration for small services was not only
never expected, but its offer betrayed the ignor-
anoe of a stranger, or the temptation of some
ginister desi One day two ladies, relations
or intimate friends of Inverey, and well known
to the fool, were by some confidential person
put under his guidance to the hiding-place of
the laird. He conducted them with great
alacrity and care, till they arrived near the
retreat, when one of the ladies, taking advantage
of the shelter of the wood, offered him half-a-

crown. At this donation he looked hard in the
face of the donor ; and the money being pressed
upon him, fell into sullenand, apparently,abstract
apathy, as if he had lost a temporary gleam of
intelligence in more than usual aberration. The
lady put up the money, and resumed the way in
which they were proceeding; but the fool turned
in another direction, and, after leading his fair
charges in a mazy track through the wood,
appeared to have lost all recollection of the
way. It was in vain that they interrogated and
encouraged him : he did not seem to understand
them, but looked at them, with his mouth half-
open, and a vacant stare, as if he neither
remembered his employment, nor comprehended
what they wanted ; and at length, taking to his
heels, left them in the wood. When afterwards
he was asked about his conduct, he chuckled and
grinned, and shook his head, “They gi'ed me
money /" he exclaimed ; “‘they gi’ed me money /
Div ye think Inverey’s freends wad gi'e me
money ?” This sentiment was not the weakness
of his incapacity ; it was a sentiment of his
period among all Highlanders, and continues at
the present day where the Highland character
remains unchanged. Many such incidents, and
many such concealments, are remembered in the
remote glens ; but the most remarkable, both for
time, fidelity, and the resources employed in its
preservation, was that of the gallant chief of
Clan-Chattan, Macpherson of Clunie. For nine
years he remained concealed upon his own
property, in caves, vaults, and huts, supplied
with all necessaries, and even comforts, by his
clansmen, who not only endangered their liberty
in his service, but, for his support, paid their
rents twice over—once to the government factor,
and once to their chief. His first principal
retreat was a cave dug by his people, opposite
to Craig-Dubh, in the woody bank on the south
side of the little loch of Uamhaidh : the excava-
tion was carried on during the night, and its
entrance concealed by the trees and bushes;
being close to the margin of the lake, the earth
was conveyed into the water, and all appearance
of its passage carefully removed from the brae.
Afterthis retreat had remained long unsuspected,
wearying of its confinement, and thinking it
safer to have a change of haunts, Clunie caused
other cells to be prepared for his reception, so
that he might never spend many nights in the
same place, nor his people attract attention by
going often in the same direction. One of the
most secure of his recesses, and which exists at
the present day, was a square vault under the
house of Dalchulie, three miles from Clunie
Castle. It is about eight feet square, and seven
feet. deep, wainscoated with deal planks, and
entered by a trap-door in the floor, which being
covered by a carpet, there was no suspicion of
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its existence. From the dryness of the gravelly
soil, it is perfectly free from damp, for which
reason it is now used as a store closet for cheeses.
No doubt its trap, and perhaps the scantling,
has been renewed oftener than once, but in other
respects it is exactly in the same state as when
last inhabited by its noble refugee.

But the most remarkable and ingenious of all
the retreats used by Clunie, or any of his
unfortunate contemporaries, was the romantic
and singular construction called “The Cage.”
“It was situated in the face of a very rough,
high, and rocky mountain, named Letbernillicg,'
still a part of Benalder, full of great stones and
crevices, and some scattered wood interspersed :
the habitation itself was concealed within a small
thick bush of wood. There were first some rows
of trees laid down, in order to level a floor, and,
as the place was steep, this raised the lower side
to an equal height with the otber, and these
trees, in the way of joists or planks, were
levelled with earth and gravel. There were
betwixt the trees, growing naturally on their
own roots, some stakes fixed in the earth, which,
with the trees, were interwoven with ropes made
of heath and birch twigs, up to the top of the
cage,—it being of & round, or rather oval shape,
—and the whole thatched and covered over with
fog. This whole fabric hung, as it were, by a
large tree which reclined from the one end, all
along the roof, to the other, and which gave it
the name of The Cage; and, by chance, there
happened to be stones at a small distance from
one another, in the side next the precipice,
resembling the pillars of a chimney, where the
fire was placed : the smoke had its vent out here,
all along the face of the rock, which was so
much of the same colour, that one could discover
no difference on the clearest day. The Cage was
no longer than to contain six or seven persons,
four of whom were frequently employed playing
at cards, one idle looking out, one baking, and
another firing bread, and cooking.”t In this
romantic retreat Clunie entertained the Prince
in his last distresses, previous to his escape from
the Highlands, and here the royal fugitive
received intelligence of the arrival of the ships
destined for his departure. The site of his last
remarkable retreat with his faithful adherent, is
in the heart of the ancient deer-forest of Beann-
Aler, one of the most secluded and magnificent
ranges of mountain-scenery, as well as one of
the finest—perhaps to be hereafter the finest
deer-country in the Highlands. It was a part
of the great territory of the Clann-Chattan, from

#Leitir na lice, Gael. The hillside of the flat rock;
or, perhaps more colloquially, ““The flat rock-side,”
i.e., ‘of the hill.”

tHome’s Works, vol. iii. Appendix No. 46.
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the time that the early ancestors of the male
line, represented by the present chief, Clunie
Macpherson, held it in a hereditary descent
which probably owned no dependence even on
the Crown, and was derived from an era disap-
pearing into the twilight of history which veils
the antiquity of the Celtic tribes.

In the deep wilderness of “The Cage” Clunie
found refuge after an almost miraculous escape,
in which he owed his safety to the vigilance,
fidelity, and vigour of his clansmen. Towards
the latter time of his seclusion, the success with
which he had so long baffled all danger produced
some relaxation of extreme caution, and even a
degree of confidence, through which, in very bad
weather, or the absence of the enemy’s patrols,
he sometimes ventured to visit his lady, and
pass a night in the house which she inhabited,
and which, formerly the residence of the grieve,
stood near the ruins of the destroyed mansion
of Clunie.* These dangerous ventures were not
without suspicion from the officer who commanded
the troops of the district, Ensign—afterwards
General Sir Hector Monro. The activity of this
subaltern, for the apprehension of Clunie, was
distinguished by a vindictive pursuit beyond the
vigilance of mere military duty, and inspired by
a spirit of revenge against the whole Clan
Pherson, by the fire of whose battalion his
father and uncle had been killed at the battle
of Falkirk. It is probable that, for his known
desire of revenge, he was appointed to the com-
mand of the troops directed against the clan,
and he performed the cruel service with un-
remitting severity and persecution. “Upon a
stormy, dark, and freezing evening in the depth
of winter, suffering from continual exposure to
cold, wet and privation of every kind, and trust-
ing perhaps to the inclemency of the night for
keeping the detachments in their quarters, Olunie
ventured to return to his temporary home. By
a singular coincidence, Monro had determined
to make a deliberated and particular attack
upon the house in the course of the same night.
During his pursuit of the chief, however, he had
discovered, that whenever he made a movement
for his surprise, the troops were everywhere
preceded by secret information. On the present
oceasion, therefore, he retired to rest as usual, and
when all others were asleep, he leaped out at a
back window, awakened his men, who lay in a
barn, and, without any disturbance or observa-
tion, put them under arms, and took the road
for Clunie; other parties had previously been
detached to Dalchuinne, Garva-mor, and Dalna-
shalg, and had orders to march in such concert,

sThe old house of Cluny stood near the present
road to Laggan, and almost on the site of the
northern offices in the modern farm square.
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that all ‘the parties should unite at tlic same
time round the house inhabited by Lady Clunie.
The main body, under the Eunsign, was within
seven miles of its destination, when passing a
cottage belonging to a man named Iain donn
MacPherson, he heard in his bed the heavy
tramp of the soldiers and the clink of their
equipments, and immediately observing that they
were passing towards Clunie, he sprang up, and,
without any clothes but bis sbirt and kilt, ran
off at full speed to give notice of the advance.
The path being occupied by the detachment, he
had to make a considerable circuit, and proceeded
with such speed, that, by the time he was half-
way to Clunie, he was seized with a stitch in his
side, which obliged him to stop at a cottage, and
call another man out of his bed to carry forward
the alarm. Meanwhile Monro had gained some
distance in advance, and it was only by very
great exertion that the messenger reached Clunie
ten minutes before the soldier. When he arrived
the chief was surrounded by a circle of his
friends, in whose reunion he indulged a brief:
forgetfulness of their misfortunes, which was
suddenly interrupted by the appearance of the
‘cearnach,” who rushed breathless into the room
with- an exclamation that the ¢Saighdearan
dearga’ were at hand. All present started from
their seats, and immediately scattered in various
directions. Clunie, accompanied by two stout
men, proceeded towards the northern hills ; but
they had not gone far when they heard the
approach of the detachment from Dalnashalg,
and, to avoid them, turned hastily to the west,
when at a little distance they discovered the
advance of the party from Garva. In this
jeopardy they determined to cross the Spey,
and descended towards an uncertain and little
frequented ford called ‘Beala’-tart,* and nearly
opposite to Clunie Castle. They gained the river
without interruption, but, just as they reached
the bank, heard the division from Dalchuinne
entering the water on the other side. It need
not -be told that both the chief and his two
clansmen were exoellent deer-stalkers—immed-
iately crouching on the grass, they glided away
on their breasts, as they would bhave drawn
themselves up to a deer, and, in a few moments,
were several yards down the bank, where they
lay flat under the brink by the water-side. In
this ambush they heard the cautious plash of
the soldiers passing through the stream, but as
soon as their quick tramp receded across the
field, they started up, cleared the ford, and find-
ing some horses grazing on the opposite meadow,
Clunie mounted on one of them, and the little

®¢ Beallach-tart,” the drought passage, because it is
impassible except when the river is low from want
of rain. For this reason it is very rarely used.

party taking the western hills never halted until
they reached Beann-Aler.”*

*Tradition of Badenoch, communicated by Mr. Mac-
Pherson of Bealid.

FEAR-TURUIS TIGH A' GHLINN BHIG.

[The following is one of the Folk Tales for children
which gained a Prize at the Mod last year. The
writer is Mr. John MacPhail, Beauly, a native of
Tiree; who wrote over the name *‘Tirisdeach bho'n
tigh.” We hope to give another of his tales in next
issue.—Ebp.]

thainig seann duine 's e gu maith sgith

gu Tigh &’ Ghlinn Bhig. Bha bean an
tighe ainmeil air son a caoimhneis, agus dh’iarr
i air suidhe agus 'anail a leigeil gus an deanamh
ise greim bidh dha. ’Se fear do laithean blath
toiseach an Fhoghair a bh’ ann. Gu mi-fhort-
anach cha robh graine mine a stigh, ach chuir a
bhean a mach an gille bu mho de’n chloinn a
bhuain sguaib mhaith edrna a ceann an iomaire.
Rinn i gradan air an sguaib, chuir e ’n gran
dhith le simid, sgus chruadhaich i e ann am
poit air an teine. 'Nuair a bha e cruaidh chath
i e le fasgnaig; agus an sin fhuair i boicionn
grinn glan a sgaoil i gu ciramach air an urlar
ghlan sguabta ; agus nuair a leag i ’bhra ioch-
drach gu sociach air a sin chuir i 'bhra uach-
drach air a muin. Chuir i 'n gran ann am meis
aig a laimh dheis agus shuidh i 'bhleith. Shuidh
Ceit air an taobh eile, agus mur a robh fuaim
an sin, '8 nednach e !

Bha 'm Fear turuis a toirt dhoibh naigh-
eachan 2’ Ghlinn mhor fad na h-uine, ach chuir
fuaim na brathain stad air, Bha na boirionn-
aich a seinn luinneagan 'nuair a bha iad a bleith,
mar so—

[ Ui A.

Beil a bhra,
'S gheibh thu fhéin
Bonnach beag.”
Aig ceann a chuile ceathramh chuireadh a bhean
lan a diirne de’n ghran ann an stil na brathain,
Oha robh iad fada ’cur crioch air na bh'aca, agus
’nuair a bha iad ullamh chriathair i ‘mhin agus
chuir Ceit a ghreideal air an t-slabbruidh, agus
ann an uine gle ghoirid bha bonnaich mhilis
fhallain edrna, im ur, agus gruth cho geal ris a’
chanach, agus gach ni eile ’bhiodh freagarrach,
air a’ bhord.
Bha cuirm aig a chloinn bhig air a gharbhan
a thug am mathair dhoibh air truinnsear.
'8 iomadh trath bidh milis taitneach a bha air
a chuir an drdugh mar so air feadh na Gaidh-
ealtachd anns na laithean a chaidh seachads

ﬁIR latha sdnraichte bho cheann fhada,
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THE REASONS WHY | BELIEVE IN
THE OSSIANIO POEMS.
BY KEITH NORMAN MACDONALD, M.D.

recording my conviction and belief in the

antiquity of the poems of Ossian* the

first question that confronts me is, ‘‘Can
any credence be given to anything that has ever
been written by the hand of man ” If so, then
I shall have no difficulty in proving that James
Macpherson was not the author of the Gaelic
poems translated by him, and designated “The
Poems of Ossian.” If, on the other band, all
men have been liars from the foundation of the
world, James Macpherson must have been one
also, but before conceding this it will be
necessary to enter somewhat into details. 8o
for as I am personally concerned, I approach
the subject quite impartially, as it does not
matter to me who composed them, but from a
strong sense of justice, I should like to see
James Macpherson, the Highlanders, and the
real author of the poems, receive the credit
respectively due to them.

It is no use telling me, and those who think
with me, that the question hus been settled long
ago—that the poems were simply forged by
Macpberson. That is just what I am going to
prove they were not, and that he was incapable
of producing them, but more of this hereafter.
In all matters pertaining to religion, science,
and politics, differences of opinion will always
exist, especially when questions can’t be meas-
ured with mathematical accuracy, such as that
twelve inclhes measure one foot, or that two and
two make four and no other number. 8o far I
am content to be in a minority, if that should
be necessary, but I yield to no one in inter-

reting internal evidence, especially when it
rs the impress of truth. I have seen mostly
all that has been advanced against the poems,
including
“RECENT RESEARCHES,”
but they are by no means so weighty, or con-
vincing, as their respective advocates would like
to make out. I would like to ask—Are the
Scriptures irue, or any part of them? If not,
where is the truth to be found? Certainly not
in profane history. Theologians, and others,
have been wrangling for centuries over the
sacred writings, and they are still as far off as
ever from agreeing upon all points among them-
selves. They have gone to the original Hebrew
sources, and came away from them still disput-
ing, and acknowledging that modifications, and
revised translations, are necessary. The Roman
Catholic Church is the only body which has

®Variously spelt Oisin, Oisenn, “Oshen,” Oishin, &c.

stood firmly by the traditional teaching of the
Church, which they maintain cannot err in what
she teaches, They won’t budge an inch, for if
they did, they would be giving away the whole
case. If Christ came and lived, and taught the
salvation of man, and died and rose again from
the dead, we have a certain foundation for the
Christian religion, but if He did not come, then
all is chaos. Under an agnostic regime we should
have no morality, no brotherly love, no charity,
no truth, no generosity, no object in life except
self-interest, and robbery, including a great
increase in the number of murders, and no
fature state* ! Notwithstanding what the bold-
est iconoclast can say, and we are familiar with
the writings of Hackel, Darwin, Huxley, Strauss,
Renan, the ““ascent” and *‘ descent ” of man, e
hoc genus omne, still there is the voice of con-
science within to reckon with, as well as the
internal evidence in the whole thing. We are
not satisfied or convinced by the arguments of
the iconoclasts and scientists, no more than we
are with the anti-Ossianites. There is just the
possibility, nay the probability, of their all
being wrong. It would be a dreadful thing if
we all renounced the teachings of Christ, simply
because some scholars argue that the whole thing
is a “myth.”

The sacred writings are different from all
others, so it is with the Ossianic poems. The
OUTSTANDING GENIUS
that produced them has had no equal. They
are different from anything else that we know.
There is no living poet who can produce anything
like them, and none of the dead ones for many
centuries could have written like Ossian. It
would have been impossible for a young man of
twenty-four years of age, with little experience
of the world, to have avoided all allusion to
things sacred, especially since he dealt largely
in ghosts, and clouds, and the motions of the
heavenly bodies. It is equally inconceivable
that he could have avoided particular allusion
to a pastoral statet which is about the earliest
we know of in connexion with human families.
However largely he may have drawn upon his
imagination, it is clear that he had & mass of

poetry

COLLECTED FROM ORAL RECITATION,
and in old MSS., otherwise, how are we to
account for his roaming about the Highlands,
if he did not intend to use the materials which
we shall presently see he collected. The vivid
descriptions of natural ohjects, and phenomena,

*Dr. Talmage, the { American preacher, believed
in Ossian as he did in the Bible. .
tDividing a herd in a case of divorce, or mention of
a white bull does not constitute & pastoral state, and
of agriculture there are no traces in the poems.
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without the embellishment of classical language,
and the sublime ideas which occur in many
passages, are altogether different from anything
clse that James Macpherson wrote.

In his acknowledged works such as “The
Highlander,” * Death,” ¢ The Hunter,” ¢ Frag-
ments of a Northern Tale, translated from the
Norse,” “The Earl Marischal’'s Welcome to His
Native Country, *To the Memory of an Officer
killed' at Quebec,” and “On the Death of a
Young Lady,” there is

NOTHING COMPARABLE TO OSSIAN

in any of them, and many, in fact, almost all
who knew him in the flesh, and were capable of
judging of his knowledge of Gaelic, declared
that he was unfit to produce them, while others
asgerted that they not only had heard many of
the poems which he translated, recited by native
Highlanders, long before MacPherson undertook
his task, but that some of the best of them were
known throughout the Highlands long before he
was born,* and that from a deficient knowledge
of the Gaelic written language in the old char-
acter though he had a colloquial acquaintance
with it, and could read modern Gaelic, yet he
was unable to write it correctly, and was in
consequence utterly unfit to produce the poems
as an original conception of his own,

With all their faults from a grammatical
point of view, we have nothing at all like them
in the Gaelic language, for quaint and masterly
description of natural phenomena as they
appeared to the poet’s imagination. What did
Ossian know about assonance, alliteration, qua-
trains, and all the rest of the scholastic impedi-
menta? absolutely nothing, and he cared less.
He simply interpreted Nature in poetic language
as she appeared before him, and the events which
oocurred during his own lifetime, and that of
others who had gone before him. Though some
Gaelic-speaking Highlanders do follow in the
wake of the opposition it is to be hoped that
their numbers are not increasiog, and especially
among those who have looked into the subject
for themselves without any bias.

In the present essay it is not necessary to
relate all the irrelevant matter, and

COLLATERAL RUBRISH
which has been gathered round this subject by
people who knew nothing about the language or
the people among whom these poems were found,
as they could not possibly judge whether they
were forgeries or not, except by inferences and
guess-work. 'We shall, therefore, almost ignore
them and proceed more particularly to enquire
what sort of materials James Macpherson had
to work upon, and his real fitness for the com-
position and production of such peems. In the

¥Dr, Olark’s Ossian, 1870.

present enquiry we shall embrace the questions,
(1) Did Macpherson actually collect ancient
Gaelic poems ?, (2) What use did he make of
them ?; and (3) Was he competent to translate
them into Gaelic from the English, presuming
that he was the author of the English? Other
collections, opinions, and objections can stand
over for the present. The general line of argu-
ment which I am adopting will be a sufficient
answer to all critics whose minds are open to
conviction.
JAMES MACPHERSON

was born at Ruthven, Badenoch, in 1738 ; was
educated at the Universities of Aberdeen and
Edinburgh, where he is said to have distin-
guished himself in classical scholarship, and it
is presumed had a liberal education for the time
in which he lived.

In 1758, at the age of twenty, he published a
poem in six cantos entitled “The Highlander,”
followed by “Death,” “The Hunter,” and other
miscellaneous pieces already alluded to. In 1760,
at the age of twenty-two, he published his
“Fragments of Ancient Poetry,” collected in the
Highlands of Scotland, extending from seven
hundred to eight hundred lines, and in the same
year we find him making a tour of the High-
lands and Islands, collecting the remains of
ancient Gaelic poetry, the existence of which
was well known to Highlanders. *

Accompanied by Lachlan Macpherson of
Strathmashie, a good Gaelic scholar, he pro-
ceeded on his journey, collecting as he went on.
Now if he had been anything of a Gaelic scholar
there would have been no necessity for his
taking Strathmashie along with him, but that
be did collect a lot of Gaelic poetry is abun-
dantly clear, for we first hear of him obtaining
from

MR. MACDONALD OF KYLES,

a gentleman of Knoydart, (Cnoidart), a Leabhar
Dearg (Red Bookt) or Gaelic manuseript in the
old character,containing manyof Ossian’s poems.
We next hear of him in S8kye, where he met
Alexander Macpherson,} Portree, who was
noted for bis knowledge of Ossian’s ms.
Having been informed by the landlord of the
inn at that place that this man had a manuscript
of old Gaelic poems he prevailed upon him to
give it up, urging that as he could repeat the
poems from memory he did not require them in
writing.
(To be continued.)

9The Authenticity of the Poems of Ossian, P. Mac-
Naughton, 1861.

+Diftferent from the Red Book of Clan Ranald —to
be mentioned later on.

$Brother to Malcolm Macpherson.
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HIGHLAND MOD AT INVERNESS.

Tar GaxrLic Mop was held in the Music Iall
Inverness, on 24th September, and proved most suc-
cegsful. The Most Noble the Marquis of Tullibardine,
D.S.0., presided at the opening ceremony, and was
supso by many gentlemen prominent in High-
land circles. His lordship delivered a patriotic
address, in which he praised the work of the Associ-
ation and strongly urged Highlanders to take a pride
in their nationality and foster the language of their
ancestors. Speeches were also delivered by the Very
Rev. Dr. Norman Macleod, a lady delegate from
Wales, and others. Owing to the large number of
events and entrants, the competitions were carried
on in three halls and proceeded all day. The musical
stundard was similar to that of former years, but
the IB?mlit.y of many of tbe literary papers was not
satisfactory. On the evening prior to the Mdd the
Provost and Magistrates entertained themembers and
competitors to a Reception in the Town Hall. Tea
was served, complimentary speeches delivered, and
a number of songs were rendered.

The Concert which was held in the evening
attracted a vast audience, hundreds being unable to
obtain admission. The Marquis of Tullibardine
presided, and delivered a short address. The pro-
fnmme was sustained by the choirs, nedallists, and
eading soloists, the various items being enthusiasti-
cally received. Messrs. Roderick and John Macleod,
nativesof Sutherland, particularly distinguished them-
selves by their magnificent rendering of the songs
entrusted to them. The former is undoubtedly our
foremost Gaelic vocalist.

The competitors at the Mod were, after the concort,
entertained to an **At Home” in the Music Hall by
the members of the Inverness Gaelic Choir, of which
Mr. Roderick Macleod is conductor; and on the
invitation of Mr. Wm, Mackay, Solicitor, Inverness,
Vioe-President, they were next day afforded an
o;ilportunity of visiting the Jacobite Exhibition, in
which a vgluable collection of relics of the ’45 have
been brought together. .

The Business Meeting of the Association was held
in the Royal Hotel. Mr. John Mackintosh was re-
appointed Secretary, and Mr. John Abrach Mackay,
Dundee, was clected Treasurer. It was decided to
hold the Mdd at Greenuck next year.

The following are the prize-winners in the various
competitions :—

Poetry, Gaelic poem on ‘‘Clarsach nan Gaidheal,”
1, Rev. D, Macechern, Coll ; 2, Rev. D. MacCallum,
Lochs, Lewis. Gaelic Song, 1, M. Macfarlane,
Elderslie, Paisley ; 2, Mrs.K.W.Grant, New Zealand.
Gaelic Song to any bagpipe march, suitable for vocal
rendering, John Mackadyen, Glasgow. Gaelic poem
on a patriotic subject, John Macfadyen, Glasgow.
Gaelic “Highland Crofters’ Song of Hope,” 1, M.
Macfarlane, Elderslie ; 2, John MacFadyen, Glasgow.
Prose, Translation of any of the tales in *“The Lost
Pibroch,” 1, Rev. D. W. Mackenzie, Islay ; 2, John
Macphail, Guisachan, Beauly. Gaelic tale of adven-
ture, 1, John Macfadyen, Glasgow ; 2, John Mac-
Cormack, Glasgow. Essay, on “The Influence of
the ’45 on the Highlands’ 1, Mrs. K. W. Grant,
New Zealand ; 2, J. Macphail, Beauly. Translation
of twenty verses of St. Luke’s Gospel, 1, R. Mac-
Dougall, Greenock. Musical Composition and
Compilation, Unpublished Melody, John Mac-

Callum, Glasgow. Unpnblished bagpipe march,
Pipe - Major Taylor, Edicburgh. Collection of
unpublished Gaelic vocal music, John Cameron,
Paisley. Musical Competitions, Quartette Sing-
ing (male voices), 1, Dundee; 2, Perth. Solo
singing (male voices), J. H. Matheson, Stornoway.
Solo singing (confined to northern counties), 1, Johu
Macleod,Glasgow; 2,Dorothy J. Murray,Stornoway;
8, Miss K. Kennedy, Inverness. Solo Singing,
(females), Annetta C. Whyte, Glasgow ; 2, gelfn
Matheson, Edinburgh ; 3, Margaret A. Cameron,
Blackmount ; (males), 1, John Mowat, Inverness ;
2, J. H. Matheson, Stornoway ; 3, Johu Macleod,
Glasgow. Choral Singing, 1, Dundee ; 2, Oban and
Inverness Choirs (equal). Choral Singing, 1, Storno-
way ; 2, Easdale, Argyll. Choral Singing (confined
to ladies’ choirs), 1, Stornoway ; 2, Edinburgh.
Quartette Singing, 1, Perth (No. 1) ; 2, Perth (No.2,)
Solo singing with clarsach accompaniment, Mary Ann
Mackechnie, Duunblane. Gaelic Airs on the Clarsach,
Mrs. Martin, Ireland. Solo Singing (Rob Donn’s
songs), 1. Margaret E. Stewart Moogie, Edinburgh,
2, Miss Thorburn, Dundee ; 8, John Macleod, Glas-
gow ; 4, Malcolm Campbell, Glasgow. Solo Singing,
Mrs, Bissct, Perth. Solo Singing (Orain or),
Jobn Macleod, Glasgow. Choral Competition (juniors)
Poolewe Gaelie Choir. Solo Singing giuniora,feuules)
1, Maggie M. Duncan, Glasgow ; 2, Maggie Mac-
lennan, Poolewe ; ﬁmales), 1, Kenneth J. Macrae,
Inverness ; 2, Charlie Macdougall, Inverness. Duet,
1, Margaret E. Stewart Moodie and Kate Bruce,
Edinburgh ; 2,Miss Rodgers,Dundee,and Mr. Allan,
Duet of any song by Rob Donn, 1, Mrs. Bisset and
Miss Stewart, Perth; 2, Miss Whym and Mr. J,
Macleod, Glasgow ; 8, Miss Macrae und Miss Thom-
son, Perth. Humourous Song, 1, J. H, Matheson,
Stornoway ; 2, Mrs. Sim, Edinburgh. Recitation,
(seniors), 1, Mary Mackinnon, Oban; 2, J, Mac-
fadyen, Glasgow. Recitation guniom), 1, Maggie
Duncan, Glasgow ; 2, Jessie Ferguson, Morven ;
3, Ronald Gillies, Morven. Reading, 1, M. A. Mac-
kechnie, Dunblane; 2, Mary Mactinnon, Oban ;
3, John Macaskill, Inverness. Conversation, to be
carried on between the competitors and judges,
Kenneth Mackenzie, Poolewe, and Katie Ann John.
stone, Morven (equal). Speech in the Gaelic Lan-
uage, John Macaskill, Inverness. Violin Playing,
raelic air, strathspey, and reel, on the violin, 1, lg
Mackenzie, Inverness ; 2, Frances Arthur, Dundes ;
3, Daisy Taylor, Glasgow.

THE Gagtic Sociery oF LoNDON’S GRAND ANNUAL
Coxcerr takes place in Queen’s Hall, Langham
Place, London, W., on Thursday, 29th October,
1903. A splendid programme has been -.n'n:?ed,
and we have no doubt the hall will be crowded, as
on all former occasions.

DeatH oF W. A. MacCEINNON OF ACRYSE, CHIEF
oF THE CLAN MackINNON.—The Clan Mackinnon
have lost their chief, who passed away at a venerable
age. He had a highly distinguished -career.
He is succeeded by his eldest son, Major F. A.
Mackinnon, who has, since its institution, taken an
active interest in the work of the clan society. He
is extremely popular among his clansmen. Hi

wife, (the Hon, Mrs. Mackinnon) shares her
husband’s enthusiasm in clan matters, and takes a
leading part in the philanthropic work of the clan,
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VINDICATION OF SIR HECTOR
MACDONALD.

It does not necessarily follow that because a man
shrinks from facing a charge against his honour, and
may even tauke his life rather than occupy the
the position of defender in such circumstances, he
must be guilty, and a knowledge of the fact

gompts the fatal deed. The great majority of ,

ector Macdonald’s countrymen refused to believe
that he was guilty, and felt convinced that he had
been the victim of jealous and false tongues. This
generous conviction has now been proved to be
well founded, and we have it on the authority
of six commissioners who investigated the charges,
that Sir Hector was entirely innocent, and that he
had been foully slandered. In the face of this
vindication, what satisfactory excuse can the late
Governor of Ceylon make for his suggestive and
insinuating speech in the legislative chamber. It
is only too evident that there was a decided animus,
a desire to injure the absent soldier at a time
when he was not in a position to reply. The shame
of the cruel deed lies with the men who could be so
base and unmanly as to impugn the good name of
such a gallant and honourable soldier. It is to be
hoped the names of those who originated the charges
will be made public, 8o that Scotsmen may know
who were the real assassins of Sir Hector. That the
commissioners have vindicated the spotless reput-
ation of our Highland hero, isa consummation which
will be %rently appreciated by Scotsmen in all purts
of the globe.

A spirited poem entitled, ‘“At last! To the
stainless memory of Sir H. A, Macdonald,” by

Miss Alice C. Macdonell, of Keppoch, will appear in
our next issue. ’

The following is the report :—

The decision of the Colombo Commissioners on
Sir Hector Macdonald :—

Government Buildings, Colombo,
29th June, 1903.

In reference to the grave charges made against
the late Sir Hector Macdonald, we, the appointed
and undersigned Commissioners, individually and
collectively declare on oath that, after the most
careful, minute, and exhaustive inquiry and in-
vestigation of the whole circumstances and facts
connected with the sudden and unexpected death
of the late Sir Hector Macdonald, unanimously
and unmistakably find absolutely no reason or
crime whatsoever which would oreate feelings such
as would determine suicide, in preference to con-
viction of any crime affecting the moral and irre-
proachable character of so brave, so fearless, so
glorious, and unparalelled a hero; and we firmly
believe the cause which gave rise to the inhuman
and cruel suggestions of orime were prompted
through vulgar feeliniu of spite and jealousy in his
rising to such a high rank of distinction in the
British army ; and, while we have taken the most
reliable and trustworthy evidence from every
accessible and conceivable source, have without
hesitation come to the conclusion that there is not
visible the slightest particle of truth in foundation
of any crime, and we find the late 8ir Hector Mac-
donald has been cruelly assassinated by vile and
slandering tongues. While honourably acquitting
the late Sir Hector Macdonald of any charge what-
ever, we cannot but deplore the sad circumstances
of the case that have fallen so disastrously on one
whom we have found innocent of any crime
attributed to him.

(Signed) ANeUs MACDONALD.
Dr. MatHEW WILSON.
Dr. D. MACNAUGHTON.
JaMes Brobpir,
GeraLp HeaTHCOTE.
ARTHUR Lane.

THE FISHING FLEET.

BEeYoND the harbour calm
The wild sea-horses leap ;
The fishing fleet sails on,
QOut to the stormy deep.
Ob, the boats go sailing, sailing,
And the women's hearts are failing,
Are failing them for fear ;
As the boats go sailing, sailing,
I hear a sound like wailing—
Of prayers for those most dear.

But One above doth hear

The cries of mothers, wives ;
‘Who stilled the stormy waves,

‘Will watch o’er loved one's lives ;
Oh, the boats go sailing, sailing,
And the women'’s hearts are failing,

Are failing them for fear ;

As the boats go onward sailing,
I hear a sound like wailing—
Of prayers for near and dear.
MarGAReT T. MACGREGOR,
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LEQGENDS AND TRADITIONS OF THE
OLAN MACRAE.
BY THE REV. ALEX. MACRAE, B A.
Author of ““The History of the Clan Macrae.”

Leiends and Traditions of the Clan Macrae.—How

the Macrnwes first came to Kintail.—How 8t.
Fillan became the Greatest of Physicians and
made the inhabitants of Kintail strong and
healthy.—How Ellandonan Castle came to be
built.

IKE every other clan, the Macraes of
Kintail had their own legends and tra-
ditions, and in olden time their country

was more than usually rich, even for the High-
lands, in poetry, legend, and historic lore. It
was formerly & well-known and universal custom
in the Highlands for the people of a township
to meet together in some central house in the
long winter evenings, and pass much of the
time in singing songs and reciting tales. This
custom, which has survived to a certain extent
in some districts down to cur own times, was
cilled the Ceilidb, a word which means a meet-
ing for social intercourse and conversation, and
it is needless to say that at such meetings the
Seanachaidh or reciter of ancient lore, who could
relate his tales in fluent, sonorous language, and
with a due admixture of homely, dramatic
dialogue, a thing to which the Gaelic language
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so effectively lends itself, was a man whose
company was always welcome. The Seanachaidh
has now given place very largely to the political
newspaper and other cheap forms of literature,
and it may be questioned if, in itself, the change
is altogether for the better. At all events, the
reciter of Highland folklore endeavoured to
entertain bis listeners with tales of the courage,
devotion and chivalry which go to make a true
hero, and to young, impressionable minds the
effect of this could hardly fail to be, at least, as
wholesome as the ceaseless appeal to human
selfishness and covetousness which too frequently
forms the chief stock-in-trade of the political

newspaper.
In this chapter an effort is made to preserve

i a few of the old legends and traditions of

Kintail, and they are given almost in the very
words in which they were communicated to the
author by men who know Kintail and its people,
and who, in almost every case, heard them
related by old men at the Ceilidh many years
ago. There is no attempt made to harmonise
them, even when possible to do so, with the
actual facts of the historic incidents to which
they refer, and the reader will readily recognise
some of them as local versions of legends which
may be found in other lands as well as in the
Highlands, but they are interesting as showing
the light in which the people of the country
looked upon their own history, and they serve
to illustrate the wholesome pride of the clan in
its own heroes, a8 well as their appreciation of
the man of courage, presence of mind, and
prompt action, who was bold and fearless in the
face of a foe, loyal to his chief, true to every
trust, as well as humane and gentle to the weak
and helpless who were in any sense dependent
upon him. It is not pretended for a single
moment that such traits of character were
universal in the Highlands any more than in
other places, but they constituted the standard
of life and conduct at which the true man was
expected to aim, and it was only in as far as he
succeeded in reaching that standard that his
memory was held worthy of an honoured place
in the traditions of his clan and country.
HOW THE MACRAES FIRST CAME TO KINTAIL.
Once upon a time, in Ireland, three young men
of the Fitzgerald family, called Colin Fitzgerald,*
Gilleain na Tuaigh, and Maurice Macrath were
present at a wedding, and partook somewbat
freely of the good cheer which was provided for
the guests. On the way home they got so
seriously implicated in a quarrel that they
thought it prudent to seek safety in flight.

*Colin Fitzgerald was the reputed founder of the
gil:::l Mackenzie, and Gilleain na Tuaigh of the Clan
ean,
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While crossing a ferry they took violent
possession of the ferryman’s boat, and putting
out to sea with it they sailed across to Scotland.
They landed at Ardnamurchan, and gradually
made their way across the country to the Aird
of Lovat. On arriving there late in the night,
and very tired, they lay down under a hedge to
rest until the morning before deciding what
their next step was to be. But in the early
morning they were awakened from their sleep
by the clang of arms, and found two men
engaged in a fierce fight quite near them. It
turned out that one of these men was Bisset,
the Lord of Lovat, while his antagonist was a
redoubtable bully who, in consequence of some
dispute, had challenged him to mortal combat.
Maurice, observing that Bissett was on the point
of being vanquished, proposed to go to his aid,
but the other two thought it would be wiser and
more prudent not to do so, as they did not know
the merits of the case, and had already been
obliged to leave their country through thought-
less interference in a quartel which did not con-
cern them. Maurice, however, would rot be
persuaded, and going to Bisset’s assistance he
cut off ths bully’s head with one blow. Bissett
then invited his unexpected deliverer to his
house, and being favourably impressed by him
be offered him an important post in his service,
and gave him the lands of Clunes to settle on.
When the Frasers became Lords of Lovat the
Macrae family was still living at Clunes, and
the head of the family was appointed ILord
Lovat’s chief forester. One day there happened
to be a great hunting expedition in the Lovat
forest, and among those who took part in it was
a bastard son of Lovat, who began to abuse
Macrae for mot giving his hounds a better
chance. One of Macrae's sons, called John,
who bappened to be present at the time, took
up the quarrel on bebalf of his father, who was
an old man, and settled the matter by killing
the bastard. As the old man had rendered him
8o much loyal and valuable service in the past
Lovat decided to overlook this unfortunate
mishap, but at the same time advised him to
send his sons out of the country, at all events
for a time, for fear of the vengeance of the
Fraser family. The four sons took the hint and
quietly left the Lovat country. They journeyed
together as far as Glenmoriston, and at a place
called Ceann a Chnuic (the end of the hillock)
they parted. One of them, called Duncan, went
to Argyllshire, married the heiress of Craignish,
and became the ancestor of the Craignish
Campbells. Another, called Christopher, went
to Easter Ross. The third, who was called
John, went to Kintail and spent his first night
there in the house of a man called Macaulay, at
Achnagart. He was such a restless man that

they called him Ian Carrach, which means
twisting or fidgety John. Macaulay’s daughter,
however, fell in love with him and persuaded
him to remain there. In course of time they
were married.  Their first child was born at
Achnagart, and he was the first Mucrae born in
Kintail. The family of Ian Carrach was one of
the chief families of Kintail until Malcolm Mac
Ian Charrich, Constable of Ellandonan, lost his
influence by supporting Hector Roy’s claim for
the estates of Kintail against John of Killin.

.A fourth son of Macrae of Clunes, called Finlay,

after wandering about for some time, finally
made his way to Kintail and settled there near
his brother John. He was called Fionnla Mor
nan Gad.t Fionnla Mor nan Gad was the
ancestor of Fionnla Dubh Mac QGillechriosd,
with whom the recorded genealogy of the
Macraes of Kintail commences.

HOW ST. FILLAN BECAME THE GREATEST OF

PHYSICIAKS, AND MADE THBE INHABITANTS OF

KINTAIL STRONG AND HEALTHY.

While St. Fillan was travelling on a pilgrimage
in France with a hazel staff from Kintail in his
hand, he went one day into the house of an
alchemist. The alchemist told the Saint he
would give him a fortune if he would bring him
to France what was under the sod where the
hazel staff grew. Upon being questioned by
St. Fillan the alchemist explained that under
that sod there was a white serpent, of which he
wished very much to get possession. St. Fillan
then undertook to go in search of the serpent,
and the alchemist gave him the necessary
instructions how to capture it. When St. Fillan
reached the spot where the hazel staff bad been
cut, at the north-east end of Loch Long, he
kindled a fire and placed a pail of honey near
it. The warmth of the fire soon brought a large
number of serpents out of their holes, and among
them the white serpent, which was their King.
Being attracted by the smell of the honey, the
white serpent crawled into the pail. Fillan then
seized the pail and ran away with it, followed by
an ever-increasing number of serpents, anxious
to rescue their King. The Saint knew he would
not be safe from their pursuit until he had
crossed seven running streams of water. The
river Elcbaig was the seventh stream on his
way, and when he crossed it he felt that he was
now safe. When he reached the top of a small
hill called Tulloch nan deur (the hill of tears)
he paused for a short rest, and composed a Gaelic

+The meaning of Gad here is doubtful, it usually
means a withe or switch, but in this case it may
possibly mean spear, See Macbain’s Gaelio
Dictionary.
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hymn or song, of which the following verse is
all that appears to be known—

'S mi ’m sheasidh air Tulloch nan deur,

Gun chraicionn air meur na bonn,

Ochadan! a raigh nan rann,

’S fhada ’n Fhraing bho cheann Loch Long.*

St. Fillan then continued bis journey, and
when he arrived at the end of it, the alchemist
took the pail containing the honey and the
serpent, put it in a cauldron to boil, and left
the Saint alone for a little to watch over it,
giving him instructions at the same time that if
he saw any bubbles rising to the surface he was
on no account to touch them. The alchemist
was not long gone when a bubble rose, and
Fillan thoughtlessly put his finger on it. As
the bubble burst it gave out such a burning heat
that he suddenly drew his finger back and put
it in bis mouth to allay the pain, but no sooner
did he do so than he felt himself becoming
possessed of miraculous healing powers. This
was how St. Fillan became the greatest physician
of his age. The alchemist intended to get this
power from the white serpent for himself, but
when he returned to his cauldron he found that
all the virtue had gone out of it. St. Fillan then
returned to Kintail with his newly-acquired
power, which he used among the people in such
a way that in watching over their spiritual
health he remembered their bodily health also,
and 8o made them strong and well-favoured
among their neighbours.
HOW ELLANDONAN CASTLE CAME TO BE BUILT.

In olden times there lived in Kintail a wealthy
chief of the same race as the Mathesous, who
had an only son. When the son was born he
received his first drink out of the skull of a
raven, and this gave him the power to understand
the language of birds, He was sent to Rome
for his education, and became a great linguist.
When he returned to Kintail his father asked
bim one day to explain what the birds were
saying. “They are saying,” replied the son,
“that one day you will wait upon me as my
servant.” The father was so annoyed at this
explanation that he turned his son out of the
house. The son then joined a ship which was
bound for France. Having learned on his
arrival in France that the King was very
greatly annoyed and disturbed by the chirping
of birds about the palace, he went and offered
to help the King to get rid of them. The King
accepted the offer, and the adventurer explaine

to him that the birds had a quarrel among
themselves, which they wished the King to

©Standing on the hill of tears with skinless soles
and toes,

Alas | O King of verses, far is France from the head
of Loch Long,

settle for them. By the help of his visitor the
King succeeded in settling the dispute to the
entire satisfaction of the birds, and was troubled
by them no more. In gratitude for this relief
the King gave his deliverer a fully-manned ship
for his own use, and with this ship he sailed to
far distant lands, but no land was so distant
that he could not understand and speak the
language of the people.

On one occasion, in the course of a very long
voyage, he met a native King, whom he greatly
pleased with bis interesting conversation. The
King invited him to dine at the royal palace,
but when he got to the palace he found it was
so infested with rats that the servants bad the
very greatest difficulty in keeping them away
from the table. Next time the adventurer
visited the palace he brought a cat from the
ship with hiwm, under his cloak, and when the
rats gathered round the table he let the cat
loose among them. The King was so pleased
with the way in which the cat drove the rats
away, that in exchange for the cat he gave his
guest a hogshead full of gold. With this gold
the wanderer returned to Kintail, after an
absence of seven years, and anchored his ship
at Totaig. The arrival of such a magnificent
ship caused a considerable sensation, and when
the owner presented himself at his father’s house,
as a man of rank from a distant country, he was
received with great hospitality. His father, who
failed to recognise him, waited upon him at
table, and thus fulfilled the prophecy of the
birds. The son then made himself known to his
father, and a birth-mark be bore between his
shoulders proved his identity to the entire satis-
faction of the people, who received him with
enthusiasm, as the long lost heir. His ability
and knowledge of the world afterwards brought
him into the favour and confidence of King
Alexander II., who commissioned him to build
Ellandonan Castle to protect the King’s subjects
in those parts against the encroachments of the
Danes. (To be continued. )

GAELIO PLACE-NAMES IN BRAEMAR.
BY MISS L. E. FARQUHARSON, OF INVERCAULD.

kindlygiven mehispermissionto continue

the notes upon Gaelic Place Names in
Braemar, commenced in the February number
of the magazine. Unlearned and disjointed as
was the first paper, there were those who pro-
fessed themselves as interested, and one corres-
pondent even has suggested alternative readings.
These will be noticed further on. My chief
reason for desiring to write a second paper is
that I have again read through Mr. J. B.

@HE Editor of the “Celtic Monthly ” bas
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Johnston’s excellent work ‘“Place Names in
Scotland,” and have gathered all that he has to
say on our local place names.

As only a very small number are explained
by him, Charles Coutts’ effoits to preserve
upwards of sixty old meanings are not altogether
worthless. Moreover in his Preface Mr. Johnston
urges that “if it is highly desirable to ascertain
the old spelling of a name, it is almost equally
desirable that we should know its old native
pronunciation. Wherever you can get a native
Gael to pronounce a name, listen carefully, such
a proceeding will save many a time from writing
or talking nonsense.” .

I will endeavour as far as possible to give in
full the fifteen paragraphs and names relating
to Deeside mentioned by Mr. Johnston, with any
alternative readings from my MSS. with the
further advan of some valuable information
supplied by the Rev. William Gordon of Brae-
mar and the Rev. Mr. Michie of Dinnet, whose
long residence amongst us enables them to quote
from storehouses of knowledge, closed alas! to
any now taking interest in the matter. The
fifteen Deeside placesmentioned in Mr. Johnston's
book are as follows and they will be commented
upon in the order named— Aberarder, Avon,
Balmoral, Ballater, Cairnaquheen, Cairngorm,
Cairntoul, Clunie, Crathie, Dee, Gairn, Glen-
muick, Glenshee, Lochnagar,and BenMaick Dhui.

(1) “Aberarder. Gaelic, abhir-aird-dur ; old
Gaelic, dobhar, confluence on the height over
the water.” Now to accept this reading we must
be certain that the final syllable was originally
dir or dobhar, the first being certainly given in
MacAlpine’s Dictionary as an obsolete word for
water. Aber, the Brythonic prefix, is certainly
a “confluence or at the mouth” but to one who
knows the spot and studies the surroundings
there is no striking “confluence at the height
over the water.” High up in the Deer Forest,
near what is known as the Balloch Dearg or
Red Pass, rises a burn called the Fearder. It
runs down a glen of thesame name, past““Achadh
da Mheann” the field of the two kids, past Bal-
more and Balclaggan and receives the water from
the Moss of Aberarder, ard three-quarters of a
mile further on enters the Dee at a place always
called “The Inver” giving a strange instance of
the Brythonic Aber and the Gaelic Inver within
a short distance of each other.

The hill between the Moss of Aberarder and
the Fearder Glen is rather a low one and the
place where the Aberarder water joins the
Feardar is a wide flat meadow, therefore ‘“the
height over the water” does not seem to suit the
situation very well. Charles Coutts translates
Fearder thus—*“Glen Fiardir, from ‘fiar’ oblique
and ‘dir’ to ascend. Probably derived from the
‘Pass of the Balloch dearg,’ meaning that the

Glen ascends obliquely up to the Red Pass.

Is there the possibility of an elipsed “Fh” in
Aberarder, thus making it the mouth of the
Fearder Glen? It seems a less remote deriva-
tion than the old Gaelic “Dobhar” although the
name Aberarder dates back to the fifteenth
century when  Donald, Farqubar Beg's son,
married Isabell only child to Stewart of Inver-
cauld and Aberarder,and got with her the said
lands.”*

“Fiar” oblique, and “dir” to ascend, are trace-
able in the dictionary and Mr. Michie considers
there is no sound objection to the initial F as
explained, and that Aberfearder may quite well
be the original form. One other rendering has
been put forward ‘‘Feur-dur” the water or stream
that runs through good grass land, or Feur-tir,
grass land, for the grazing is very good at the
mouth of the valley. Here there is a wealth of
evidence to choose from.

(2) “Avon River and Lake. The loch is pro-
nounced A'an ; the river is probably the Haefe
in the old English Chronicle, ann. 710. Strath-
aver in Sim. Durham (1180) is Ovania ; Gaelic
Abhuinn, water, river ; Welsh, Afon (for Anton
pow Avon, tributary of R. Severn, in Tacitus-
Annals XII. 31 should be read Anfona). Same
root is seen in Guadiana in Spain, in Dan-ube
and in Punj-aub (five rivers) and probably in
Aa, name of several European rivers. Evan in
Tweed-dale is the same word, Five Avons in
South Britain.”

Mr. Johnston does not mention that there is
a mountain of the same name, Ben Avon, pro-
nounced in common with the loch and river
A'an or Aun. Water may be said to rival
battles in the number of forms it takes. Besides
those mentioned above we have amhuinn, the
modern Gaelic form. Abhuinn is the Irish which
becomes Owen, and there is Uisg with .its
numberless derivations, Uisk, ¥sk, Usk, Ax, Ex,
Ox, Ux, Isis and Ouse. In Ireland we find the
letter ‘b’ often obtruding itself, and an address
given the other day in Co. Galway as Bunna-
howen, resolves itself with Dr. Joyce’s assistance
into the old familiar “mouth of a river.”

(3) Balmoral, probably “House by the big
cliff or rock; Gaelic, Mor al -or aill.” Aill is
the dictionary word for cliff, yet in & narrow
valley surrounded by bills it is hard to say
which house or “town” i8 more particularly near
a “big cliff” than another. Craig Gowan behind
Balmoral is much lower than many of the neigh-
bouring hills. Neither Mr. Michie nor Mr.
Gordon think any of the suggested renderings
are good. ‘‘Bal-mor-aol,” big house of the lime;
Bal-morail,” biggest house. I used to be told
“town of the great field” the valley being fertile

*Records of Invercauld—p. 6.
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here as compared to the heather and pine-covered
district higher up. *Dal” I suppose being the
word to represent field “Aol” ; Lime might have
referred to the house being whitened with lime,
but I agree with Mr. Gordon it is a far-fetched
derivation.

(4) “Ballater, village on the slope; Gaelic,
‘leitir’ from ‘leth,’ a half or part, and ‘tir’ land.”
Here Mr. Gordon agrees with me that seeing
Ballater to be built in a broad flat valley between
hills and none of the old village being on a slope,
that this is rather an unlikely derivation, . He
suggests ‘‘Beul-eader,” the mouth or pass into
the open country.. Conmsidering the Pass of
Ballater’s well known position as the entrance
to the Braemar Highlands, & man coming from
the upper valley would naturally consider the Pass
conversely as the entrance to the ‘“‘open country.”

(5) “Cairnaquheen, cairn of memory or recol-
lection ; Gaelic ‘cArn-na-cuimhne.” It was the
rendez-vous of the country-side.”

Obarles Coutts calls it Carn-cuimhne, cairn of
remembrance, and thus it is always called locally.
“I could never learn when or by whom the cairn
was erected but it is of ancient date. Carn-
cuimhne was the war-cry or slogan of the Crathie
men, especially the Farquharsons of Monaltrie.”
Thus Contts reveals he was not aware of the
legend that the cairn was composed by the
warriors each placing a stone before they started
on a warlike enterprise, that those who returned
took away their stones, the remainder marking
the number of slain. That there is no foundation
for this seems fairly certain, and yet the legend
clings as legends will. It is to ie hoped that
Cairnacuimhe, not Cairnaquheen will be the form
of the word to survive.

(6) “Cairngorm, mountain, green cairn or hill;
Gaelic, green as grass, blue.”

(7) “Cairntoul ; Gaelic, carntuathal (pro.
tooal) northern cairn, from ‘tuath’ north, but
‘carrantual’ Killarney, is from Irish, ‘tuathail’
left-handed, meaning hill like a reverted sickle-
carran,”

Dr. Joyce describes Carrantuohill as descend-
ing on the Killarney side by a curved edge,
which the spectator catches in profile, all jagged
and serated with great masses of rock projecting
like teeth. “Tuathail” means left-handed as
regards direction (a left-handed person is
“ciotach”) and so applies to anything reversed
from its proper direction, thus Carrantuohill is
“the reversed reaping-hook” because the teeth
are on a convex instead of a concave edge.”
Now however much this may describe the Irish
mountain, no Braemar man will recognise his
Cairntoul. In the same way it might be a
northern cairn to Deeside ideas but from Spey-
side it would be a cairn to the south. Here
then is an instance where local tradition may

be of use and here again we have two opinions
on the matter. One Mr. Gordon bad years ago
from Jobn Downie of Tomintoul, Braemar,
whose memory and knowledge of Gaelic went
back very far indeed, ‘“‘Oarn-an-di-tholl,” the
cairn of two hollows or crevices. The “Carran-
tuohill” version was given by Mr. Copland in a
number of the Cairngorm Journal this year, and
Mr. Gordon’s translation was given in a footnote.
Should anyone fail to be satisfied they may be
inclined to agree with Mr. Michie, “Cairntoul”
the Spy Cairn or Watch Tower.

“Glengeuschan, the narrow glen into which the
waters from the mountains drain on the south
flant, used in olden times to be termed “The
Cateran’s Puss,” and the mountain top may have
got its name from its having commanded a view
of this Pass, for I believe toul or soul sight (the
t and s are commutable letters in Gaelic) desig-
nates a place or point from which a good view
is to be got of the surrounding country—an
important consideration in primitive ages, when
catile and cattle-lifting formed man’s support
and pastime,” This is in substance what Mr.
Michie writes, and “Tomintoul,” the height from
which a good view is to be got” readily presents
itself to the mind as a well known instance of
the same word. Lately ‘Bellevue” has been
rendered in Highland Braemar as Shole Brae-
vardgh and here again, however mis-spelt, is to
be recognised Suil, eye, sight, view. I leave
Gaelic scholars to choose between carn-an-da
tholl and Cairntoul or suil.

(8) “Clunie; Gaelic and Irish, cluain or cluan,
a meadow.” No less than sixty examples of
words derived from Cluain are recorded in Dr.
Joyce’s Irish Book of Place-names. The best
known is Clon-mac-nois, the old Pagan nawe of
St. Kieran’s foundation and which he wisely
never altered, “The meadow of the sons of Nos.”
The name occurs “Cluain moccu-nois,’ in an
eighth century MS.

But here Charles Coutts has another render-
ing, “Craig Cluaine, pronounced Clunie, the
word has different meanings, which are, a green
field, a bower, or place of ambush, or a place of
safety ; for in a difficult place.among the rocks
of Craig Clunie is the remains of an ancient
building, where important documents and even
men were concealed in times of trouble, and
bence the name Cluaine, safety.”

In the dictionary Cluain is given “pacification
quietness” and Mr. Gordon reminds me of “Air
clunaibh glas le sith” of the twenty-third Psalm
—in pastures green with peace. Certainly Craig
Cluny rises above a meadow or pasture, and as
certainly the reputed hiding place or place of
safety for the men of Braemar was in a crevice
(rather than a building) in its precipitous and
rocky sides. (7o be concluded).
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Che Martial Music of the Clans.

By Fionn.

XVII.—THE MENZIES AND THE MACINTYRES.

CCORDING to Skene and other authori-
ﬁ ties the original name of this family was
Meyners, and they appear to be of Low-
land origin. “Their arms and the resemblance of
name,” says Skene, ‘ distinctly point them out
to be a branch of the English family of
Manners, and consequently their Norman origin
is undoubted.” “The root of the name,” says
Dr. Macbain, Inverness, who has made a special
study of Highland names, “is ‘man’ of ‘mansion’
and ‘manor’ and the name is allied to Manners
and Mainwaring,” In Gaelic an individual
member of the clan is called Méinn, thus James
Menzies would be known locally in Gaelic as
Seumas Méinn, while the clan collectively are
Na Meinneirich, and the chief of the clan 4m
Meinnearach. While the Menzies cannot claim
a Gaelic origin the clan has been 8o long resident
in Perthshire that they have come to be recog-
nised as & Highland clan.

The hereditary pipers of the clan were a sept
of MacIntyres long connected with the Badenoch
district and claiming the protection of Clan
Chattan. These ‘ Badenoch Maclntyres were
regarded of old as the bards of Clan Chattan,
and to one of them is attributed the Erse
Epitaph in joint commendation of Farquhar vic
Conchie and William vic Lachlan, Badenoch,
12th or 13th laird of Mackintosh. These
MacIntyre pipers ultimately lived in Rannoch.
Donald Mor, the first of whom we have any
account, was piper to Menzies of Menzies. His
son John learned with Patrick Og MacCrimmon
at the college of Dunvegan, and is known as the
author of the “Field of Sheriffmuir,” 1715. His
son Donald Ban followed the same profession
and left two sons, Robert and John. Robert
became piper to the late Macdonald of Clan-
ranald, after whose death he went to America.
“John died,” says Angus Mackay, writing in
1838, ¢“about three years ago in Rannoch,
leaving a son Donald who has a farm, Allarich,
at the top of Loch Rannoch.”

These MacIntyres were succeeded by a piper
of the name of Dewar, who in turn was succeeded
by John MacGregor, who was related to the
famous“Clann an Sgeulaiche” pipers of Glenlyon.
He died in 1890 and was succeeded by his son
Neil, who now holds the position There is in
possession of the clan an old set of bagpipes
which, it is said, were played at Bannockburn.*
This is very doubtful as we have no authentic
record that the plob mhdr was heard on that

*Bee “Celtic Monthly,” Vol. IX., p. 231.

historic occasion ; they were certainly not com-
mon in the Highlands till some centuries later.
Among the best known pipe tunes associated
with the clan are “Thdinig mo Righ asr tir 'am
Miideart’—My King has landed in Moidart,
composed by John MacIntyre on the landing
of Prince Charlie in 1745. The Gaelic words
usually associated with the tune are—

¢« inig mo Righ air tir am Muid
Tha i:g ag riitgnn, tha iad ag r&iti::,t,
Thainig mo Righ air tir ’am Muideart
Tebrlach Stitbhart Righ nan Gaidheal.”

“Failte nam Meinnearach” —The Menzies’
Salute—was also composed by John MacIntyre
son of Donald MacIntyre, Rannoch. The fore-
going tunes are to be found in Angus Mackay's
Collection of Iiobaireackd, first published in
1838. In David Glen’s “Collection of Ancient
Piobaireachd” we have, published - for the first
time, a tune called “Piobaireachd nam Meinn-
earach,”—The Menzies’ Pibroch.

Much of the mueic of this clan was composed
for the fiddle, and we had the pleasure of
perusing a list of over seventy compositions,
chiefly reels and strathspeys, associated with the
clan, compiled by Mr. D. P. Menzies, F.8.A,,
who has some intentions of publishing a collection
of the music of his clan. The musical genius of
the clan is well represented at present by Mr.
Archd. Menzies, 8.8.C.,, Edinburgh, author of
the “Taymouth Quadrilles” and various other
musical pieces. A4 A-uile latha dha /

TR MACINTYRES.

Having referred to the Sept of MacIntyres
who were hereditary pipers to the Clan Menzies
it may not be out of place to deal with the
martial music of the Argyllshire MacIntyres.
To this clan we are indebted for one of our
finest quicksteps—so fine indeed that it has
been coveted by many and attached by several
of our Highland clans. The tune, *“ Gabhaidh
sinn an Rathad mér"—We will take the High-
way—is one of our best known and deservedly
popular quicksteps we possess. It is to be
found in many collections of pipe music under
such names as ‘‘ The Stewarts’ March,” ¢ The
Highway,” . “ The Sherra’'muir March,” etec.
There is, however, sufficient evidence to show
that the tune and the oldest set of Gaelic words
set toit, are associated with the Clan MacIntyre,
whose territory lay around the base of Ben
Cruachan, and by the shores of Loch Awe,
The village of Cladich, Lochawe, was at one
time almost entirely inhabited by MacIntyres,
who carried on an extensive weaving industry ;
a speciality with them was the production of
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very finely woven hose and garters, which were
made in every clan tartan. The oldest set of
Gaelic words associated with the tune which is
claimed as the MacIntyres’ March refer to this
clan and the village of Cladich. They are as
follows :—

THE MACINTYRES’ MARCH.

Key G. Lively, with marked time.
(
I|s.,l t18.,f Im.,,f :8 }
Gabhaidh sinn an rathad mor,
{Ir.,n tf.,m | r.,m f }
Gabbaidh sinn an rathad mor,
{Is.,l 18, f | m.,,f :8 }
Gabhaidh sinn an rathad mor,
{1 e
d.,r :m.,,d |r :d
Olc air mbath le cach e.
{ln.,d :d.,r |l m,,d :m }
Olc air mbhath le luchd-nam-braoisg,
{'f.,r tr.,m | fo,r f }
Olo air mbhath le luchd-nam-braoisg,
Hn.,d td,r |m.,d :n.8 }
Olc air mhathle  luchd-nam-braoisg,
{ o)
d.,r :m.,d | :d
Bha mi’'n raoir an Clad - aich,
Mar ri cuideachda mo ghaoil,
Mar ri cuideachds mo ghaoil,
Mar ri cuideachda mo ghaoil,
Clann-an-t-Saoir 4 Cladaich,

Gabhaidh sinn, etc., etc.

The first verse or chorus is a declaration of
independence, and a determination to take the
highway, despite of all opposition, while the
second verse contains a jeering reference to the
Clan Campbell as “luchd-nam-braoisg”’—or wry-
mouthed—who were powerful in the neighbour-
hood, and likely to resent such independence on
the part of the weaker clan. The third verse
indicates the cause of this feeling of indepen-
dence on the part of the singer—he had spent
the night in the company of his clansmen, the
MacIntyres of Cladich. This tane became very
popular and was early appropriated by the
Stewarts of Appin, with whom the MacIntyres
were frequently associated in offensive and
defensive warfare.

There is another MacIntyre tune in Thomason’s
Cedl Mor entitled “The MacIntyre's Salute—
Failte Mhic an t-Saoir.

-bhliadh na 1609—bba duil ai

OOLLA OIOTAOH MAC GHILLEASBUIG.

LEIS AN OLLA MAC FHIONGHAIN AN
DUNEIDEANN.
(4ir a leantuinn ).

E nam bliadhnachan 1606 gu 1615 an
ﬁ uair a bha na Domhnallaich, le cuid-
eachadh chairdean, a’ stri r'an greim a
ghleidheadh air Ile cha robh aon 'n am measg a
dhearbh e fhéin cho gleusta’s cho tedma ri Colla.
Bha an duine, gu nadurra, foghainteach, misn-
eachail, sedlta ; ’s cha do chuir a choguis riamh
a bheag de dhragh air. Cha'n fhairicheadh a
cholunn no inntinn sgios no taise. Bu choingeis
leis muir is tir. Bha e cho tedma leis a’ ghunna
‘s & bha e leis a’ chlaidheamh. Bha a theanga
cho geur r’alainn, B’e Caisteal Dhin-naomhaig
an t-aon daingneach air taobh deas Ile, ach
neartaich na Domhnallaich Eilean Locha Guirm,

" sean daingneach Chloinn 'Illeathain. Thugadh

Dun-naomhaig thairis do Easbuig Knox ’s a’
Righ Seumas
gu'n deanadh e fhéin ’s an t-Easbuig nithe mora
’s na h-Eileanan mu’n &m so. Ach ann am flor-
bheagan tine bha na Domhnallaich 's an Din
air an ais, agus air aon doigh eile ghleidh iad e
fad dha no thri de bhliadhnachan. Ach thainig
chisean gu ceann 8 &' bhliadhna 1614. Fhuair
Tighearna Chaladair cdir air Ile mu dheireadh,
agus chuir an righ loingeas is feachd gu Din-
naomhaig. B’e 'n geamhradh a bh’ ann, ’s cha
b’ ann gun dragh ’s gun chunnart a bheirteadh
long chogaidh gus a’ chladach chreagach sin, no
a chuirteadh gunnacha-mora is saighdearan air
tir. Rinn an Comanndair Lambert na db’
fhaodadh e gu toirt air na Domhnallaich géill-
eadb, agus mu dheireadh thainig Aonghus dg
Domhnallach, bean Cholla, is feadhainn eile, fo
laimh a’ Chomanndair. Cha robh moran toiunisg
an ceann Aonghuis Oig, ma’s fhior Lambert, ach
mar & chuir eadh Colla ann. Fhuair Colla as.
Theich e fhéin ’s a chuid daocine ’n am birlinn,
’s rinn iad an cuan dheth, get a bha na peilearan
a’ feadalaich mu'n cluasan. Thug iad gu tir mu
choig mile o’'n Dun ; bhris iad am bate, agus
sgaoil iad gach leth ’s gach taobh. “Daoine
comasach,” sgriobh Zambert, “a ni sgath fhathast
mu'm beirear orra.” B’ fhior dha. Thachair so
’s an Fhaoilleach, 1615.

Thug Coll Eirinn air, ach cha b’ann ’na thAmh
a bha e. Ann am beagan dine ghlac e Dun-
naomhaig air ais. Thug e cuairt feadh nan
Eileanan ’s an earrach so, agus tha cunntas ag-

‘ainn air a dhoighean o litir a sgriobh Ruaraidh

Mobor Dhunbheagain gu Lord Binning agus o
chdmhdach fear Williamson, Eirionnach a ghlac
Colla ’s a ghleidh e gun taing 'n a sheirbhis fad
deich seachduinean. Isgann a dh’fhig e Eilean
eadar Reachrainn is Irt anns nach do thadhail
e,—Ile, Colasa, Muile, Cana, Uidhist, Irt, is
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I-Chalum-Chille. Thug muinntir Uidhist 1dn dba
fhéin ’s da chuid daoine, agus da Philot gu dol a
db’ Irt. Chreach e Irt gu buileach. Thadhail e
aig Eilean Bhoraraidh [ Burribaugh] dluth airIrt,
is chord &’ chreag ris gu gasda, Dheanadh i
daingneach ro dhiongmhalta dha 'n a fheum.
Cheannaich e fidar is luaidhean I-Chalum-Ohille,
Ghlac e air a chuairt bita-iasgaich Eirionnach lan
sl], agus soitheach a bhuineadh do Ghlascho a bha
luchdaichte le salann, fion, beoir is uisge-beatha.

Mu ’n gann a bha Colla air ais o’n chuairt so
fhuair Sir Seumas Domhnallach comas teicheadh
& caisteal Dhinéideann, agus anun an uine ghoirid
bha e le a chairdean ann an Eilean Eige, Colla le
moran furain is gairdeachais air an ceann. Shedl
iad mu dheas, agus mu’n do rainig iad Ile bha air-
eamh mhor sluaigh leo. Rinneadh am beatha an
Ile gu suilbhearra, ’s bha fir Chinutire deas gu
éirigh leo. Bha an t-oighre dligheach ’'nam
measg aon uair eile, ’s b’e rin is dochas nam
Ileach gu'm biodh cuisean a rithist mar bha iad
o shean—1Ile fo na Domhnallaich. ’S e Mac Cail-
.ein a chuireadh a cheannsachadh na ceannaire so.
Bha Caisteal Dhiin-naomhaig is daingneach Locha
-Guirm fo chomannda Cholla. Bhuadhaich Mac
Cailein. Fhuair Sir Seumas, le beagan da chair-
dean, comas teicheadh do db’ Eirinn. Shedl iad
A Port-na-h-aimhne ri oidhche ghealaich an deir-
eadh a fhoghair, 1615. Goirid 'na dhéigh sin
chaidh Sir Seumas thairis do'n Spiinn, An
ceann bhliadhnachan fhuair e maitheanas, is cead
tilleadh do Shasunn. Ach cha’n fhaca Ile riamh
tuilleadh ‘e. Chaochail e ann an Sasunn, ’na
dhuine bochd, falamh ; gun oighreachd, gun oigh-
re. Thainig riaghladh nan Domhnallach an Ile,
-far an_robh an teaghlach ’n am beachd féin agus
a réir ooslais le firinn, an ughdarras os cionn
mile bliadhna, gu crich mu dheireadh. Bha Ile
fo chasan nan Oaimbeulach, daoine mu’n d’ thuirt
Sir Seumas ann an searbhadas anma “gu’'m b’e
am miann riamh a bhi 'g iasgach ann an uisge
salach.”

Chuir Iarla Earraghaidheal roinn de na reubal-
aich gu bas mu’n d’ fhag e Ile, ach, chis glé ion-
gantach, cha robh Oolla de’n direamh, Thear-
uinn Mac Cailein an aon duine a bu chomasaiche
’s & bu chiontaiche de na ceannaircich air an d’
fhuair e greim, ach c’ar son? A reir a chunntais
théin, thug e maitheanas do Cholla air chimhanta
gu'n liobhradh e an da dhaingneach a bha fo dr-
dugh, agus gu'n cuidicheadh e le Mac Cailein na
reubalaich a bha fhathast mu sgaoil air feadh Ile
a ghlacadh. Rinn Colla so gu toileach. Db’
fhosgail e dorson Dhiin-naomhaig is Eilein Locha
Guirm do'n Iarla, ’s chaidh e mach gu dealasach a
shealg cheannairceach. Ann an iine ghoirid

hlac e Mac-a-Phl Cholasa ’s direamh de dhaoine
inbheach eile, ’s thug e thairis iad 'n am priosan-
aich. Chuir Mac Cailein cuid duibh g0 gu bas,
ach thug e Mac-a-Ph} is naocinear no deichnear

eile 'n am priosanaich do Dhuneideann, gu bhi
fo mheachainn an lagha. Ghleidheadh Mac-a-Phi
uine an Dunéideann, ach fhuair e as le ’bheatha
is thill e dhachaidh do Cholasa.

(Ri leantuinn.)

THE FORTUNES OF AN EXILE.
BY I. K. RITCHIE.
Author of ‘““In Love and Honour,” *‘Dearer Far,” etc

( Continued from page 235.)
CuaprEr III.
ﬁATHER COLINSAY sat in his study

with a letter from Ivan MacNeil laid
out on the table before him.

It was six months since the emigrant ship
had left Loch Garra, and very regularly since
then Ivan had communicated with his home
through the priest. Success had shone upon
him from the first. At New York he had
parted with most of his fellow-passengera, while
some went westwards to form new settlements,
and the wowen and girls, unfettered by ties of
relationship, were recommended for occupation
or drafted into domestic service, he and a few
others found their new home in the city itself.
It chanced that a big far dealer of the name of
MacNeil had had a quarrel with his workpeople,
and he determiped to discharge them all and
have an entirely new staff, Bcotsmen, if possible.
And being charitably inclined, he made applica-
tion to be allowed to interview the emigrants
who were straight from the Outer Hebrides,
islands to which he was remotely indebted for
his birthright.

A MacNeil, as may readily be supposed, he
acknowledged as baving prior claims to all
others, and to Ivan, although he was not the
only one answering to that name, he seemed to
accord the honour of a leader “of that ilk” from
the first,

“You will have some capital fellows to com-
pete with, I have no doubt,” he said, evidently
well-pleased with his new subordinates; ¢ but
serve me well, and it will not be my fault if
you do not boss it over them all yet.”

The fact was that Ivan’s bright, straight-
forward manner had taken his fancy and the
power of old clan feeling had done the rest.
Ivan feared his lack of “the schooling” would
be a stumbling-block in the way of advancement,
but he wisely refrained from aoquainting his
patron of the exact extent of his knowledge, and
in his spare time he set himself zealously to
practice and improve his handwriting and his
knowledge of spelling, and when he had gained
a little surplus cash on which he could draw he
took lessons in arithmetic, geography, and other
subjects in which he was deficient. That he said
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nothing about this in his letters home was partly
owing to a delicacy in letting Father Colinsay
know, and partly because he thought it would
be a pleasant surprise to Joanna when the time
came for them to be united again.

The contents of the letter which now lay
before Colingay were a gieat surprise to him.
It was in the afternoon two days later that be
found it convenient to walk to MacNeil’s house
to read the letter and receive Joanna's return
messages to send to Ivan; but then a parish
priest cannot be expected to be at the service of
one person entirely, and Joanna might easily
think herself well off to be in receipt of his
kindness and to get Ivan’s allotment in money
without any personal trouble.

Little Mary was amusing herself on a footstool
beside her grandmother when he entered ; but
after he had stroked her glossy curls and called
ber a clever little girl for answering one or two
questions he put to her, Joanna told her to run
out and play awhile. Father Colinsay bad con-
trived to make it understood, without words,
that he did not like curious young eyes regard-
ing him as he brought foith Ivan’s letters, and
eager young ears drinking in every word he read.
Perbaps it did not so much signify for the
present, but the astute priest looked ahead when
he might find it inconvenient that the child,
upgrown and able to read and write, should be
a witness of these periodical business visits.
For this reason he had made it a practice to
carry Ivau’s letters away with him again.
Although Joanna could not read, she had felt
very anxious, at first, to keep each succeeding
missive by her, but her dependence on Father
Colinsay’s goodwill kept her from expressing
the wish, and both she and Granny, by degrees,
became satisfied with the thought that it must
be easier for him to answer the letters when he
had them beside bim,

Little Mary stood a moment or so in the
doorway (as long, indeed, as she dared disobey
ber mother’s order), regarding Colinsay with dis-
appointed eyes and a petulant pout on her little
mouth. The child’s instinct is very keen and
discriminating, the child’sverdict quickly formed.

“He does not like me!” whimpered little
Mary, “and I hate him.”

She clenched her little hands and her brow
was puckered into a despairing frown as she
turned away from the house. But who was
that coming down the hill, in the rich red cloth
dress which Mary had many months ago decided
was the most beautiful garb that was ever made!
If there was no love lost between the little maid
and Father Colinsay, the newcomer, at any rate
fared differently in the child’s affections. She
ran forward as fast as her sturdy little legs could
carry her, and precipitated herself, not into

Flora MacAlister's arms, because that was a
feat she could not accomplish, but against the
skirt of that much admired red gown, and beat
out a welcome there with her fat little fists in a
way that showed she was a privileged protege
indeed.

“How now, Mary {” laughed Flora, “whither
away. Does mammy let her wee girlie run wild
like this ?”

“Her sent me out to play. Her had to ’tause
Father Tolinsay's in an’ he don’t ’ike ’ittle girls,”
asserted the child, ber heart still filled with
resentment. :

“Fie, fie!” admonished Flora, “I am sure
Father Colinsay is fond of little Mary.” .

“He p’etends to be, but he iss not, weally,”
was the prim answer. “Ou 'ikes me; I see it

-in ’ou eyes, but Father Tolinsay ’ooks at me ’is

way !” and the wee maiden imitated so well the
priest’s habit of looking sideways out of bis
drooped eyes that Flora could not repress a
smile, and forgot to chide again.

“Perhaps Father Colinsay does not like big
girls either,” she said, “so I will not go in to see
your mother to-day. Come and take a little
walk with me, and tell me about Nelly and the
others.”

Nellie was the family pet, a very pretty
terrior whose importance was periodically acoen-
tuated by her bringing on the scene two or
three miniature facsimiles of herself, for whose
future settlement in life Flora generously made
herself responsible. Mary could prattle readily
enough on this subject; bow one little one was
to be named Flora, in honour of the owner of
the beautiful red gown, another Neil, and the
third Ivan, after father.

“But father'll never see any o’ them, ’tause we
tant 'ford to keep three little doggies though
they are so pretty,” added the little one sagely.

**No, but father will not mind that when the
dear little doggies have nice homes, and the
money they are worth will help to bring him
back home again,” Flora told her; and baby
though she was, Mary could grasp the truth of
this suggestion ; but she added ruefully, “Miss
Flora, when the puppies are made so pwetty,
don’t you think we’ll always be sorry when they
bave to go.”

Then Flora told her a story about an old lady
who had a great many pets, but was not really
& good friend to them, for she could not attend
to them all, and usually the law had to step in
and restrict her foolish propensity, leaving only
one or two little animals, who for a time were
happy and comfortable, until little by little their
mistress returned to her old habit, and paved
the way for another action to be taken against
her. Mary did not forget that story or its
moral, and when the time came that she had to
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part with Flora, and Neil, and Ivan, she was
seen to fold her hands together and pray—
“Please God, keep me from being like the
foolish old woman,”

CHaPTER IV,

¢ Mr. Colinsay, for your sake, I implore—for
my own I command—desist !

Flora’s voice had little of its own sweet music
in it as she spoke. It was full rather of indig-
nation and contempt, though she had striven
hard to let some feminine sympathy steal into
her heart for the man she so thoroughly despised.

Five years had now sped by and time had
divulged the priest’s secret which Flora had,
long ago, divined.

“I will renounce my creed, I will embrace
your faith, I will even qualify as a minister
of your own Church,” he had declared.

But Flora turned from him with abhorrence,
and it was then she cried “Mr. Colinsay, for
your sake I implore, for my own I command—
desist ! ”

Instead, he contrived to catch both her hands,
and then slipped on his knees before her, “Flora,
I love you—I adore you—I worsbip you!”

With a terrible effort of strength she wrenched
herself from his grasp and would have fled from
him down the hillside to continue her way home,
in which she had been intercepted by Colinsay,
had not natural pity constrained her to forget
self, to pause & moment and urge him once more,
for his own eake to forsake folly, to hear the
voice of duty. .

“Promise me to leave Loch Garra at once ;
change of scene will work wonders, believe me,”
she said. “A very few days will convince you
of your error of judgment—will you try it1”

“You speak coldly like that when I tell you
you are my sun—my soul—my life—my light!
You advise me to go—you, to whom I have
given my all! No! I will not go away—I will
not give you up. I will stay here till you are
glad to accept my love. You have spurned we
as your slave—you shall bend to me as your
king and master.”

“Mr. Colinsay !” Flora ejaculated ; then more
calmly, “You cannot frighten me by any threats.
I can only say I am very very sorry for you.
You cannot' know what you are saying. May

God have mercy upon you and restore you to -

your right mind.”

She tarried no longer now, but hurried away,
and the priest, strangely calm after his wild
ebullition of passion, taking an opposite direction,
soon reached his chapel, and taking a key from
his pocket, opened the door and entered. Out-
side, the building was very plain and unpreten-
tious, but inside there was no little attempt at
adornment. Within the last few years Colinsay

had made it his aim to bring the furnishing and
details as near perfection as possible. “Oply
the beautiful and chaste was worthy a place
in the service of the Church,” he preached, and
many somewhat lax in energy had been spurred
to aid him in his efforts. ‘“But where had the
bulk of the money come from ?* was whispered
by not a few. Those who were the priest’s
devoted followers answered that question by
saying their spiritual pastor was one in a
thousand—he would live on bread and water
to save for the sanctuary. Others shook their
heads and elevated their eyebrows, the report
they believed was that Colinsay stinted himself
in nothing. His footsteps were not heard now
as he made his way towards the altar, for a soft
pile carpet covered the stone aisle which had
echoed to the clatter of the rough-shod Oatholics
of Loch Garra in former generations. The east
window was newly completed, a very fair repre-
sentation of the Virgin and Child ; and appar-
ently to scrutinize it was the object of Colinsay's
visit.

He made a few notes in his pocket-book, care-
fully removed some specks of dust on the altar
cloth ; then suddenly, as suddenly as he had
flung himself at Flora’s feet, he knelt on the
mosaic flooring beneath a crucifix, his eyes rest-
ing with a stern, commanding, ‘rather than
supplicating look on the sweet, compassionate
features of the dying Christ. “Not my will, but
Thine,” is the prayer which will ever meet with
acceptance there ; but the burden of the priest’s
cry was “Give me my heart’s desire.”

“Holy Mary, bend her stubborn will that, like
myself, she may become a humble suppliant at
thy feet!”

“Ag she has scorned me so make her idolize
me! Then will she no longer be as one out in
the wilderness, but she will be led, and I will
lead her to be taught of thee, O thou most holy
among women !”

Thus he ejaculated in broken sentences, and
outpoured the wild cravings of his heart, while
the short April day waned and the shadows
deopened in the little chapel, where only the
truly beautiful was deemed worthy a place, but
where alas ! the designer of it all was desecrator!

(To be concluded.)

A Grrrep HicHLAND CoMPOSER.—The prize of £250
which was offered by the Carl Rosa O%en Coy. for
the best English Opera, has been won by Mr. Colin
MacAlpin, who, it will be remembered, set Miss
Alice MacDonell’s beautiful song “The Lad with
the Bonnet of Blue” to such appropriate musio.
The Opera, which is entitled “The Crescent and the
Cross,” is to be produced in London this month.
IN our next issue we will give a poem by Miss
MacDonell, treating of a Keppooh subject. -
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J. A. LOVAT-FRASER.

R. James Alexander

Lovat-Fraser belongs

to a branch of “The

ancient and honourable clan

of the Frasers,” which settled

in Nairnshire over a century

ago. His great-grandfather

was John Fraser of Alanaha,

and his grand-uncle was

Donald Fraser of Achovelgin.

His paternal grandmother, Elizabeth Grant,

was the sister of the Rev. Alexander Grant,

D.D, a Gaelic preacher of much power,

and the daughter of Hugh Grant, who was an

infant in his father's house at Croy in Inver-

ness-shire when it was looted by the Duke

of Camberland’s soldiery after the battle of

Culloden. Hugh Grant married Jane Clark, a

descendant of the Clan Ohattan. She was the

daughter of William Olark of Berivan and

Lydia Rose, who was sprung from the ancient
house of Kilravock.

Born in 1868, Mr. Lovat-Fraser was educated
at Trinity College, Oambridge, and graduated
with honours in the classical tripos in 1888,
becoming Master of Arts and Master of Laws
in 1891, He subsequently read in the chambers
of Mr. English Harrison, now an eminent King’s
Counsel, and was called to the English bar at
the Inner Temple in 1890. He joined the
South Wales circuit and Glamorgan sessions,
on which he now practices.

Mr. Lovat-Fraser is an active politician. He
is much in demand as a speaker at political
gatherings, and alike on the platform, in the
press, and as a writer of pamphlets, has done
valuable service to the Unionist party. In the
early nineties he was an energetic member of

the London United Club, and was a familiar
figure at political meetings in Lincolnshire and
East Anglia. He was invited by the Rhondda
Conservative Association to contest the Rhondda
division of Glamorganshire at the General
Election of 1890, but was compelled to decline
the invitation. He has devoted considerable
attention to literature. His speciality, if he has
one, is the political history of the eighteenth
and nineteenth centuries, and numerous articles
from his pen have appeared in the Academy, the
Gentleman’s Magazine, and other periodicals on
the famous statesmen of the past two hundred
years. His knowledge of the works and career
of Disraeli in particular is exhaustive and
minute. He is identified in South Wales with
several social movements, and is a director of
one of the Public House Trust Companies,
inaugurated under the auspices of Earl Grey.
He has frequently appeared in the Licensing
Courts as counsel for the Glamorgan Publio
House Trust Company.

Mr. Lovat-Fraser takes u deep interest in all
that concerns the Gael. There are probably few
more deeply versed in Jacobite literature and
history. If he had lived in the middle of the
eighteenth century, he would have: been a
Jacobite as ardent as Bishop Forbes or Oliphant
of Gask. He is the author of an interesting
booklet, The Suffering Episcopal Church, dedi-
cated to the Bishop of Argyll and the Isles, in
which he dwells on the Jacobite traditions of
that communion. There runs through all that
he writes a keen consciousness of the romance
of Scottish story. He has said that the first
books which his father placed in his hands as &
child were the works of Sir Walter Scott, and
the influence of the great magician has tinged
his whole mental outlook. He is never happier
than when roaming over the heather, visiting
the haunts of the Jacobite fugitives or treading
in the footsteps of Prince Charlie. Although
he is resident for the most part out of Scotland,
he is emphatically one whose ‘‘heart’s in the
Highlands.”
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LEGENDS AND TRADITIONS OF THE
OLAN MAORAE.
BY THE REV. ALEX. MACRAE, B.A.
Author of “The History of the Clan Macrae.”

( Continued from page 13).

How the great feud between Kintail and Glen
began.—How Ian Breac Mac Mhaighster Fear-
achar made Lochiel retract a vow he had made
against the men of Kintail. —Tradition about
Muireach Fial.

HERE was once & famous archer of the

@ Clan Macrae called Fionnla Dubh nam

Fiadh* (Black Finlay of the Deer). He
was forester of Glencannich. While Finlay was
occupying this position, a certain Macdonald of

Glengarry, who had fled from his own home for

murder, took refuge in the forest, having

obtained permission from one of the chief men
of the Mackenzies, not only to take refuge there,
but even to help himself to anything he could
lay his hands on unknown to Finlay. One day

Finlay and another man went out to hunt in a

of the forest which was the usual haunt of
the best and fattest deer. To their great sur-
prise they found Macdonald hunting there also.
s‘i.nlay asked him who gave him permission to
be there, “That’s none of your business,” replied

Macdonald ; “I mean to kill as many deer as I

please, and you shall not prevent me.” Thus a

quarrel arose between them, and the end of it

was that Finlay shot Macdonald through the
heart with an arrow, and cast his body into &
lake called Lochan Uine Gleannan nam Fiadh

(the green lake of the glen of the deer). After

a time Macdonald’s friends in Glengarry began

to wonder what had become of him, but at last

a rumour reached them that he had been killed

by Fionnla Dubh nam Fiadh.

On hearing this they formed a party of twelve
strong and able men to go to Glencannich to
make inquiries, and, if necessary, to take ven-

nce on Finlay. On arriving at Glencannich
the first house they came to was Finlay’s. His
wife met them at the door, and as they did not
know that this was Finlay’s house, they stated
the object of their visit, and asked if she could
give them any directions or information. She

told them to come in and rest. This they did,

and as they were tired and hungry they were

SFionnla Dubh nam Fiadh belonged to a tribe of
Macraes called Clann a Chruitear (the descendants
of the harper). Those belonging to this tribe were

enerally of a very dark complexion. It is said
ghey were not of the original stock of Macraes, but
were descended from a foreign harper, who was
brought into the country by one of the Mackenzies,
and who settled down there and adopted the name

not sorry to see her making preparations to show
them hospitality. Meanwhile Finlay, who was
in the other end of the house, began to amuse
himself by playing on his trump or Jews’ harp.
The Glengarry men were so engrossed and inter-
ested in the conversation of their hostess that
they took no notice of Finlay’s music. She,
however, listened attentively to it, and from the
tune he was playing she understood that he
wished her to poigon her guests. She accordingly
contrived to mix a certain kind of poison, used
by her husband to kill foxes, in the rennet with
which she was preparing some curds and cream
which she set before them. They partook freely
of this dish, and eleven of them died from the
effects of the poison shortly after they left the
house. Finlay then went out and buried them.
The twelfth man, however, managed to make his
way back to Glengarry, where he told his fellow-
clansmen what had happened.

+ The chief, hearing of it, chose eleven strong
and brave men to return to Glencannich with
this survivor, who undertook to act as their
guide and lead them straight to Finlay's house.
Now, though this man had already been to
Finlay’s house, he had not actuslly seen Finlay
himself, aud would therefore be unable to
recognise him. In due time the Glengarry men
reached the brow of a hill opposite to Finlay’s
house, where they found a man cutting turfs.
This was Finlay himself, but he received them
with such calm indifference that they never
suspected who he was. They asked him if he
knew where Finlay was, or if he was at home.
“Well,” replied Finlay, pointing to his own
house, ‘“when I was at that house just now,
Finlay was there too.” The Glengarry men,
thinking the prize was now within their grasp,
hurried to the house without looking behind, aud
so did not observe that Finlay was following
after them. As they crowded in at the door,
Finlay called to his wife through the back
window to hand him out his bow and quiver.
His wife did so, and Finlay then took his stand
in a convenient position with his bow and arrows.
“Come out,” shouted he to the Glengarry men,
“the man you want is here.” They rushed out,
but he shot them dead one after another before
they were able to reach him. He then buried
them along with bis former victims, and shortly
afterwards moved down to his winter quarters
at Achyaragan in Glenelchaig.

After a time Glengarry began to wonder what
had become of his wnessengers, and so he sent yet
another twelve to make enqgniries about them
and to punish Finlay. As these men were pass.
ing by Abercalder, in the neighbourhood of
Fort-Augustus, on their way to Glencannich,
they got into conversation with & man who was
ploughing in a field. The man innocently told
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them that he was Finlay’s brother, whereupon
they immediately struck their dirks into him
and left him dead in the shafts of the plough.
On finding that Finlay had left Glencannich
they followed him to Glenelchaig, where it so
happened that the first man they met was Finlay
himself, who was out hunting on Mamantuire.
They began to ask him questions about the man
they were in search of, which he answered to
their satisfaction, and as they walked along he
conversed with them with a freedom which pre-
vented any suspicion on their part. But on
parting with them he quickly took up his stand
in a favourable position, and shouting out that
he was the man they wanted, killed them all
with his arrows before they could lay hands on
him. The last of the twelve took to-flight and
was killed while in the act of leaping across a
waterfall. His name was Leiry, and the water-
fall is called Eas leam Leiridh (the waterfall of
Leiry’s leap) to this day. When Mackenzie of
Kintail heard of the murder of Finlay’s brother
at Abercalder he applied for a commission of
fire and sword against Glengarry, who was also
making preparations on his own account to
retaliate for the slaughter of his men by Finlay.
The Mackenzies and the Maocdonalds met and
fought their first battle at the Pass of Beallach
Mbalagan, iu the heights of Glensheil. During
the fight Finlay took shelter with his bow and
quiver behind a large stone, which is still pointed
out, and continued to pour a deadly shower of
arrows among the Macdonalds until at last they
took to flight. After the fight was over, Mac-
kenzie made his men git down to rest and to
partake of some food. Observing Finlay among
them he turned round to him and charged him
with cowardice for taking shelter behind the
stone during the fight. ‘“You are very good,”
said he, “at raising a quarrel, but you are a very
poor hand at quelling it.” “Don’t say more,”
replied Finlay, “until you have examined your
dead foes.” When the dead Macdonalds were
examined it was found that no fewer than
twenty four of the chief men among the slain
had fallen to Finlay’s arrows.

One day, as Finlay lay ill in bed at Fadoch,
suffering from a wound in the head, a travelling
leech from Glengarry happened to visit the
district. He was called in to see Finlay, who
folt much relieved by his treatment. As the
leech continued his journey in the direction of
Camusluinie, he met a woman, who asked him
how the patient was. ¢He is much better, and
will soon be quite well,” replied the leech.
¢ Agus leigheis thu Fionnla Dubh nam Fiadh”
(And you have cured Black Finlay of the Deer),
replied the woman, The leech did not know
until now who his patient was, and upon learn-
ing that it was Fionnla Dubh nsm Fiadh, he

returned again to the house, and on a pretence
of having neglected something that ought to
have been done, in order to make the cure
certain, proceeded to examine the wound in the
patient’s head once more. In the eourse of the
examination he drove a probing needle through
the wound into his brain, and as the blood
gushed out some of it flowed into Finlay’s mouth.
“Is milis an deoch a thug thu dhomb” (Sweet is
the drink you have given me), said he, and with
these words he expired. The leech then left the
house, and continued his journey. When the
sons of Duncan returned and found their father
dead, they set out at ouce in pursuit of the leech.
They overtook him among the hills above Leault,
killed bhim, and buried him on a spot which is
still pointed out. Finlay himself was buried at
Killelan. )

HOW IAN BREAC MAC MHAIGHSTER FEARACHAR
MADE LOCHIEL RETRACT A VOW HE HAD
MADE AGAINST THE MEN OF KINTAILL,

John Breac used sometimes to go in attendance
on Seaforth to the meeting of the Scottish
Parliament at Perth, and on one of these
occasions Seaforth’s sword was stolen from the
hall of the house where he was living in the
town, The next time Seaforth went to the
meeting of Parliament John Breac, who was
with him, recognised the stolen sword in the
possession of one of the followers of Lochiel.
John charged the man with the theft, beat him
soundly, and took the sword from him. When
Lochiel heard of the ignominious treatment to
which his man had been subjected he swore that
he would execute summary vengeance on any
Kintail man afterwards found among the
Oamerons in Lochaber, Shortly after his return
to Kintail John Breac missed three of his horses
from his farm at Duilig. He at once set out on
their track, and traced them all the way to
Lochaber, where he found them in a field, and
some men trying to catch them. John went
into the field and helped the men to catch the
horses, for which they thanked him, but they
had no suspicion who he was, nor did he tell
tell them the object of his visit. He asked them,
however, if Lochiel was at home, and they told
bim he was. He then went to the house, but
it was early morning and Lochiel was still in
bed. John told the servant that his business
was very urgent, and desired to be conducted
to Lochiel’s bedroom. “Who are you, and where
do you come from ?” asked Lochiel when he saw
the stranger entering his bedroom. “I come
from Kintail,” replied Jobn. *From Mac-
kenzie’s Kintail or Mackay’s Kintail 2” asked
Lochiel. * From Mackenzie’s,” replied John,
“Then you are a very bold man,” continued
Lochiel. “Are you not aware that I bhave
vowed vengeance against any Kintail man found
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in my country?” “I am well aware of it,”
replied John, “and what is more, I believe I
was the cause of your vow.” John then quietly
took possession of Lochiel's sword, which was
hanging on the wall by the bedside, and, explain-
ing who he wus, swore that he would deal with
him as he dealt with his man in Perth if he did
not at once retract his vow against the men of
Kintail, and order the stolen horses to be sent
back to Duilig. Lochiel, who clearly saw that
John Breac was & man who meant what he said,
readily granted both requests, rather than run
the risk of being ignominiously beaten like a
dog.

TRADITION ABOUT MUIREACH FIAL.
About the time of the battle of Sheriffmuir
there lived in Kintail a certain Maurice Macrae,
known as Muireach Fial (Maurice the Generous.)
He was a man of some means, and lent money
to the Chisholm of Strathglass, in return for
which he received certain grazing rights on the
lands of Affric. Maurice and his wife used to
go once a year to Inverness to sell butter and
cheese, which they carried on horseback through
the Chisholm country. On one occasion, as they
were returning home, they were met by a party
of Strathglass men, who invited Maurice to drink

with them in 8truy Inn. Maurice accepted the
invitation, and being of a convivial disposition,
was in no hurry to leave. His wife, having
vainly endeavoured to induce him to resume his
journey, started leisurely alone, expecting that
her husband would soon overtake her. But
Maurice did not follow, and his wife, at last
becoming anxious on his account, hurried home
to Kintail, where a party was immediately
organised to go in search of him. They searched
all over Strathglass, and having made many
inquiries without obtaining any information,
they returned back to Kintail. On returning
home one of their number disguised himself as
a poor idiot, and went to Strathglass, where he
wandered about begging his way from door to
door, but- at the same time keeping a careful
watch for any trace or talk of the missing
Maurice. One night, while lying at the door of
a house, he heard someone tapping at the window.
He listened attentively, and soon heard the man
at the window and the master of the house talk-
ing about the “bradan tarragheal” (the white-
bellied salmon), which was tied to a bush and
concealed in a certain pool in the river. When
the conversation ceased and the visitor took his
departure, the Kintail man, wondering what was

KILDUICH CHURCHYARD, THE ANCIENT BURIAL PLACF OF THE MACRAFS.
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meant by the salmon, stole quietly away to tle
pool mentioned, and there found the body of
Maurice, who had been murdered by some of
the Strathglass men, and whose body had been
hidden in the river in a dark pool under a thick
bush. He drew the body out of the water,
carried it some distance away to a safe hiding-
place, and then set out in all haste to Kintail.

When the people of Kintail heard what had
happened they formed a large party and went
to fetch the body home to Kilduich. As they
were passing by Comar churchyard, in Strathglass,
on the way back to Kintail, they came upon a
large funeral party who were in the act of
burying one of the principal men of Strathglass,
As the stone was being placed on the grave,
four of the Kintail men stepped into the church-
yard and carried the stone away. This was
done in order to provoke a fight, that they might
have an opportunity of avenging the death of
Maurlce. As the challenge was not accepted
they carried the stone all the way to Kilduich
and placed it over Maurice’s grave, where it is
still pointed out. Maurice might bave been
murdered for the sake of the money he was
carrying home with him fiom Inverness, but
the people of Kintail suspected that the murder
was instigated by some one connected with the
Chisholm, who did not like to see a stranger’s
cattle grazing on the hills of Affric, and the
tradition further says that as soon as Maurice
was dead all his cattle were stolen from their
grazing by the Chisholm’s men. Years after-
wards, when Maurice’s son, then an old man,
was lying on his death-bed, a certain neighbour

called “Murachadh Buidh nam Meoir” (yellow..

Murdoch of the fingers) went to see him. It
was a cold day, and as Murdoch, who was asked
to replenish the fire, was in the act of breaking
up an old settle for fuel, he found concealed in
it the parchment bond of the above-mentioned
agreement between the Chisholm and Muireach
Fial. ’
(To be continued.)

CraN MacLeax Nores. — The Annual Social
Gathering of the Olan takes place in the Waterloo
Rooms, on 6th November, Col. Sir Fitzroy D.
Maclean, Bart.,, C.B, Chief of the Olan, in the
chair. A most attractive programme has been
arranged, which ought to attract a large audience.
It is expeocted that
of Morocco, will be present.

Oaptain Hector F. Maclean, Scots Guards, eldest
son of the Chief, has just been appointed to the
adjutancy of his regiment.— We are pleased to
learn that his younger brother, Lieut. Charles L.
Maolean, R.N., is eniaged to be married to the
Hon. Philadelphia 8ybil Robertson, only daughter
of the Right Hon. Lord Robertson of Forteviot.

id Sir Harry Maclean,0.M.G., .
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JACOBITE ROMANOE.

EW BScotsmen would be willing to spare
ﬁ from the history of their country that
element of romance which was imported
into it by the achievements and adventures of
the later Stuart princes and their adherents. A
romantic charm invests the Jacobite leaders. A
subtle atmosphere envelops them, transforming
citerans into heroes, as the fancy of Don Quixote
turned barbers into knights and windmills into
castles. The deeds of Prince Obarlie and his
followers have been an inspiration to romancers
and poets for a century and a balf. Something
of the romantic charm which surrounded them
was due to the widely different elements which
went {0 make up their personalities. The polish
and civilisation of France and Italy were grafted
on the Celtic temperament, which is itself so
rich in romantic possibilitiea. The perfervidum
ingentum of the Gael was modified and softened
by French grace and refinement. The Highland
chiefs and duine-wassals were as well acquainted
with the narrow streets of old Paris as they
were with the blue lochs and misty mountains
of Perthshire and Inverness. They wore the
uniform of the army of France as well as the
tartan kilt of their own clans, They mingled
the gossip of Versailles and the Vatican with
the ancient tales of Conan and Fingal. The
ballades and rondeaux of France alternated with
the old Gaelic songs and chants. The Duke of
Perth, who accompanied Prince Charlie through
the Scottish Campaign of 1745, had been
educated at the Scots College at Douay, and
spoke English with & foreign accent, which he
endeavoured to conceal by the use of broad
Scots. Neil MacEachan, who acted as inter-
preter and secretary to the Prince, and who
became the father of Marshal Macdonald, had
been bred at St. Omers. Eneas Macdonald,
one of “the seven men” who accompanied Prince
Charlie to Scotland, was a banker in Paris,
There hung around the Bighland Jacobites an
atmosphere of foreign experience and adventure
which combined with the imaginativeness of the
Celt to produce a curiously charming result.

It has ever been my delight to visit the places
round which the romanoe of Jacobitism lingers,
I have sought for them in England and Scotland,
France and Italy. To see the spots associated
with historic personages and events, is to realise
history in & way that is otherwise impossible.
I remember standing one morning in the piazza
in front of the Palazzo Muti Papuzurri in Rome,
where James Stuart and his son Charles Edward
50 long resided. The piazza was almost deserted.
The deep blue sky of Italy hung overhead. An
old woman, clad in the picturesque costume of
the contadini, and selling snails, which she
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carried in a basket, walked leisurely across the
square. The yellow blossoms of the orange tree,
growing within the courtyard of the Palazzo,
could be seen over the gates. As I summoned
up remembrance of things past, I pictured to
myself the many broken exiles that must have
looked to that palace as the centre of all their
hopes and dreams. I pictured Prince Charlie,
a8 he came out of the gates, clad perhaps in his
kilt to attend a ball at the Palazzo Pamphili, or
going forth to walk with his father among the
ruined places of Rome and discuss their plans
to recover their kingdoms, or, it might be, to
attend the Church of the Holy Apostles close
by, and to assist at that mass, for which the
Stuarts lost their crowns. As I stood in the
piazza, the long drama of the House of Stuart
passed through my mind. The murder of the
Poet King ; the stabbing of James the Third;
the grim field of Flodden ; the broken heart of
James the Fifth; the tears of Mary; the
beheading of Charles the First; the flight of
James the Seventh ; the drunken old age of the
Bonnie Prince Charlie ; the long succession of
“Sad stories of the death of kings.”
The palace seemed wrapt in an atmosphere of
tragedy. I was conscious of the sad romance
of the Jacobite creed.

Just a year after I stood among the heather
on & mountain side in North Morar, watching
the sun set over the Cuchullin hills in Skye.
Faintly in the distance sounded a pibroch played
by a Highland gangrel. The bleating of a lamb
seemed to add a strange weirdness to the scene.
A pool, studded with water lilies, lay glistening
in the rays of the setting sun, A slight breeze
rose from time to time,ngringing the salt smell
of the sea, and flapping the kilt about my knees.
All around were the mountains among which so
many weary fugitives had lain hidden after the
dire field of Culloden. The atmosphere was
redolent of Jacobite associations. Below was
the bay at which Prince Charlie had disembarked.
A little boat sailed up the sound of Sleat, and,
a8 its prow rose and fell, cutting the water, it
seemed to keep time with some lines that had
haunted my memory all that afternoon.
¢¢ Speed, bonnie boat, like a bird on the wing,

Onward, the sailors cry,

Carry the lad that’s born to be king,

Over the sea to Skye.”

Again I was conscious of the charm of Jacobite
romance.

Two years after my visit to Skye, I stood in
the little chapel of St. Andrew in the old
Scottish College in Paris. Above the altar is a
picture of the patron saint of Scotland, and in

the ante-chapel there are monuments to King.

James the Second and Seventh, and to the
Duchess of Tyrconnell. The groundwork of

many romances might be found in the history
of the College. Here Father Lewis Inncs, Lord
Almoner of Prince James Stuart, filled the post
of Principal, and here his brother, Father Thomas
Innes, the historian, acted as Prefect of Studies.
In the quaint courtyard cowled and tonsured
monks from the distant Hebrides have talked
over news from home. Many an intrigue has
been spun within these walls ; innumerable plots
have been hatched to restore to the Stuarts the
imperial crown of Scotland, and to seat them on
the throne of King Robert Bruce. Eandless
prayers have been offered in the little chapel for
the success of the broken-hearted Prince in Italy,
who was drowning his sorrow in Cyprus wine.
The college is now an establishment for the
education of French youth, and cases of specimen
shells and minerals stand in the ante-chapel
The busy life of Paris is all around. In the
Rue du Cardinal Lemoine, in which the College
stands, the newsboys shout the familiar cries.
The hum of the electric trams is heard in the
ear. You are in the midst of twentieth centary
civilisation. Not far from the College is a statue
of Voltaire, the man who did so much to destroy
the creeds and loyalties which lay at the root of
Jacobitism. But the imagination transcends
existing conditions, and wanders back to the
past. Again I heard in the ear of thought the
words of the old boat-sung, ’

¢ Carry the lad that’s born to be king,
Over the sea to Skye.”

The Jacobite creed long lingered in Scotland
as a romantic dream, cherished by lairds and
ladies of ancient descent. It was associated with
the recollections of Scottish independence. The
thistles, springing in deserted Holyrool, were a
standing argument for the restoration of the
Stuarts. Stately old dames in Edinburgh, like
Lady Sarah Bruce and Lady Rachel Drummond,
clung to their political faith with a mediaeval
devotion. They would admit no cowpromise
with modern ideas. “A new light!” said Lady
Rachel Drummond, “a new light must come in
through a crack either in the brain or in the
heart.” Jacobitism was invested in its decline
with an aroma of aristocracy and fashion that
kept it alive, after it bad lost all real potency
and active power. Connected as it was with
ancient fawmilies and illustrious traditions, it
conferred a halo of gentility upon those who
professed or sympathised with it. To the sociully
ambitious it was better to know Miss Fraser or
Miss Cameron, the old Highland lady who
practised economy and prayed for *the King
over the water” in the fourth storey of a land
in the Cowgate, than to know Mrs. Smith or
Mrs. Wilson, the plebeian wife of the wealthy
whig merchant. J acobitism supplied a touch of




THE OELTIO MONTHLY. 27

idealism to a society declining into the prose of
modern civilisation. Even within the memory
of those now alive, the faint aroma of its atmos-
phere still invested a few Scottish families.
‘““Who,” asks Dean Stanley, after a visit to a
Jacobite household, “who, that had ever seen
the delightful castle of Fingask, explored its
inexhaustible collection of Jacobite relics, known
its Jacobite inmates, and heard its Jacobite songs,
did not feel himself transported to an older
world, with the fond remembrance of a past age,
of a lost love, of & dear though vanquished
cause?” The Jacobite tradition consecrates and
glorifies the later history of Scotland. Itremains
a precious possession to Scotsmen, shredding

¢ Dim perfume, like a cloud
From chamber long to quiet vowed,
With mothed and dropping arras hung,
Mouldering the lute and books among,
Of queen, long dead, who lived there young.”
J. A. LovAT-FRASER.

THE REASONS WHY | BELIEVE IN
THE OSSIANIOC POEMS.
BY KEITH NORMAN MACDONALD, M.D.

(Continued from page 8.)
@T was in Skye also that he met with

Captain Alexander Morrison, Skinnidin,

and spent a night at his house. He after-
wards assisted Macpherson in translating and
transcribing some of the poems. Being a good
Gaelic scholar, he was particularly well qualified
to form an opinion as to James Macpherson’s
capabilities for producing poems of the Ossianic
type, and he declared that he was gusite incapable
of composing them ; that he could as soon have
created the Isle of Skye, or written the prophecies
of Isaiah, as written these Gaelic poems. That
he was no great poet, nor thoroughly conversant
with Gaelic literature, and that he assisted him
often in understanding some words,and suggested
some improvements.

Captain Morrison further observes that before
leaving Skye, even from his earliest recollection,
he had heard repeated and learnt many poems
and songs respecting Fingal, Ossian, and other
ancient heroes, many of which were afterwards
collected, arranged, and translated by James
Macpberson. That he gave the Rev. Mr.
Mackinnon, Glendaruel, before he went last
time to America, in the year 1780, “Ossian’s
Address to the Sun” in the original, that he
found the “Address” among James Macpherson’s
original papers when he was transcribing for
him, as it stood in the poem of Carthon,* after-

*Highland Society’s Report.

wards translated and published, and that he
saw several MSS. among his papers in different
hand-writings, some of them in his own hand,
some not, as they were either gathered by
himself, or sent him from his friends in the
Highlands, some of them taken from oral recita-
tion, some from manuscripts, some from the
Macvurichs in Uist, and some from the Fletchers
of Glenforsa, in Mull—famous for a long time
for the recitation and history of such poems.
He also saw many MSS. in the old Gaelic
character with Macpherson, containing some of
the poems translated, which MSS. they found
difficult to read, and from the character and
spelling, seemed to be very ancient. That the
‘““Address to the Sun” in the poem of Carthon
wanted fwo lines in the original, which neither
Macpherson, nor anybody else, could supply, nay,
supply anything like them. If Macpherson was
such an unprincipled scamp as many allege, and
such a genius, he could easily have sapplied these
two lines, but the fact remains that he couldn’t
and didn’t,

Captain Morrison’s copy of the “Address to
the Sun” differs only from the original of Ossian
in Carthorn in the 7th, 14th, 26th, 33rd, 34th,
and 35th lines.t It was in Skye also that be
met with Ewan Macpherson of Badenoch, who
was prevailed on by Macleod of Talisker, and
M<Lean of Coll, to accompany him to Uist and
the outer islands, for the purpose of taking down
from recitation, he being an excellent scholar.
In Uist this man attended him for three or four
weeks, during which time he wrote down, from
recitation, several of Ossian’s poems, which he
delivered to James Macpherson, who was seldom
present. He also procured for him from Lachlan
Macvurich, the representative of the celebrated
head of that name, a Gaelic MSS. containing,
along with historical matter, several of the
poems of Ossian. Macvurich also gave him
several MSS. belonging to Clanranald, and one
of his own “as thick as a Bible, but longer,” for
this last, which among other poems of Ossian,
contained “Berrathon,” Macpherson gave him a
written missive promising to return it.

On his return to Badenoch he lived for some
time with the Rev. Mr. Gallie of Laggan, who
bad access to his papers, and who declared on
the 12th of March, 1799, that when Macpherson
returned from his tour through the West High-
lands and Islands—*“I enquired the success of
his journey, and he produced several volumes,
small 8vo, another large 12mo being the poems
of Ossian and other bards, and there was one in
partioular which he ascribed to the beginning
of the 14th century, every poem in it had the
first letter of the first word most elegantly

tIbid.
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flourished and gilded, some red, some yellow,
some blue, and some green.} The volumes were
bound in strong parchment.” Mrs. Gallie remem-
bered also her husband and Macpherson discuss-
ing the meaning of certain Gaelic words about
which they differed. The Ewan Macpherson
already mentioned, who accompanied him to
Ulst, certified on 11th September, 1800, that he

follows :—*“In the year 7760 I had the pleasure
of accompanying Mr. James Macpherson during
some parts of his journey in search of the poems
of Ossian, I assisted him in collecting them,
and took down from oral recitation, and trans-

$Gaelio Society's Report.
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noted down poems from Ossian from the recita-
tion of several individuals, at different places,
and that he gave them to Macpherson, and that
he got from Clanranald, senior, an order on
Lieutenant D. Macdonald, Edinburgh, fora Gaelic
folio MSS.

On the 22nd October, 1763, Macpherson,
Strathmashie, wrote to Dr. Blair, Edinburgh, as

cribed from old MSS. by far the greatest part of
those pieces he has published.” The two Mac-
phersons went into the subject in quite an open
way, and it was only when James Macpherson
found he could not overcome the language of the
MSS. that he applied to Strathmashie to write
them out in the Roman character.
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The Rev. D. M‘Nicol, minister of Lismore, in
his remarks on Dr. Johnston’s tour, speaks
minutely of a large folio MSS. which Mr.
Macdonald of Knoydart gave to Macpherson,
and Maopherson’s own acknowledgment to the
Rev. Mr. Maclagan, Amulrie, Perthshire, on
27th October, 1760, in which he says:—*I have
already traversed most of the Isles and gathered
all worth notice in that quarter. I intend a
journey to Mull and the coast of Argyle, to
enlarge my collection.” I am informed that you
have a good collection of poems of the kind I
want. It would be therefore very obliging you
should transmit me them as soon as convenient,
that my book might be rendered more complete,
and more for the honour of our old poetry.
Traditions are uncertain ; poetry delivered down
from memory must lose considerably, and it is a
matter of surprise to me how we have now any
of the beaunties of our ancient Gaelic poetry.
Your collection I am informed is pure, as you
have taken pains to restore the style. [/ havs
met with a number of old manuscripts in my
travels ; the poetical part of them I have endeav-
oured to secure.”

Again writing on the 16th January, 1761, to
the same, he says:—*I was favoured with your
letter enclosing the Gaelic poems, for which I
hold myself extremely obliged to you. *“Duan
a Ghairibh” is less poetical, and more obscure
than Teantach mor na Feins. The latter is far
from being & bad poem, were it complete, and is
particularly valuable for the ancient manners it
contains, It is trae I have most of them from
other hands, but the misfortune is that I find
none expert in the Irish orthography, so that an
obscure poem is rendered doubly so by their
uncouth way of spelling.” -

I have been lucky enough to lay my hands on
a pretty complete poem, and truly epic, concern-
ing Fingal.* The antiquity of it is easily ascer-
tained, and it i8 not only superior to anything
in that languege, but reckoned not inferior to
the more polite performances of other nations
in that way. I have some thoughts of publishing
the original if it will not clog the work too
much.” The above quotations do not seem like
the work of a forger. Again writing to the
Rev. Mr. MacLagan on the 8th of February,
1761, he says:—*‘I am much favoured with your
last letter enclosing four poems.”t

On his return to Edinburgh in January, 1761,
he took lodgings immediately below Dr. Hugh
Blair, whom be saw frequently, and to whom
he read such parts as he had translated. Dr.
Blair was unacquainted with the Gaelic language,

®Lachlan Macpherson, Strathmashie, saw one old
MS. in his possession dated 1410.
tHighland Society’s Report,

but Professor Adam Ferguson, a Gaelic-speaking
man, and the Rev. Alexander M ‘Caulay,chaplain
to the 42nd Regiment, often did examine his
papers, and in comparing the translation with
the original found it faithful. After the trans-
lation of Fingal had been published and objected
to, Dr. Blair, at the request of Mr. Hume, wrote
tonumerousgentlemenin the Highlands,  request-
ing them to give their opinion of the translation,
the testimonies from all of whom were favour-
able. Colonel Mackay of Bighouse, Campbell
of Aird, M‘Intosh of M‘Intosh, and Captain
M‘Donell of Keppoch testified to their know-
ledge of the originals. Mr. Campbell declared
that he had heard many of them, and Captain
M‘Donell that he had heard partsof them recited.

The testimonies of M'Leod of M‘Leod, Mac-
Farlane of MacFarlane, Professor Ferguson, and
Mr. Alexander MacFarlane, minister of Arro-
qubar, the latter a very superior Gaelic scholar,
were to the same effect. Grant of Rothiemur
chus, and Grant of Delrachny, both remembered
to have often heard the poem of Fingal in Gaelic
and they were positive that M‘Pherson had given
a just translation of it. Colonel Archibald
M‘Nab of the 88th regiment had very lately
beard a very considerable portion of Tighmora
(Temora) rehearsed in the original, with which
the translation agreed. Dr. Blair himself read
over the greater part of the translation of
Fingal to Mr. Kenneth M‘Pherson, merchant,
of Stornoway, in the presence of the Rev. Mr.
M‘Caulay. In going along Mr. MacPherson
vouched that he well knew the original of what
was read to him. In many places, he remem-
bered, and repeated the Gaelic lines, which on
being interpreted by Mr. M‘Caulay, were found
to agree with the translation. Professor Adam
Ferguson, writing from Peebles on 26th March,
1798, to the Committee of the Highland Society
says, “About the year 1740 I heard John
Fleming, a tailor who in the manner of his
country worked with his journeymen at my
father’s house, repeat in a kind of chiming
measure, heroic strains relating to an arrival or
landing of an host and a subsequent battle, with
a single combat of two chiefs. This I took down
in writing, and kept for some time, but was not
in possesion of it when Mr. MacPherson's publi-
cations appeared. I bad no doubt, however, in
recognising the same passage in the arrival of
Swaran and the single combat with Cuchullin in
MacPherson’s translations of Fingal. He also
states that the fragments which he afterwards
saw in MacPherson’s hands, by no means
appeated of recent writing ; the paper was much
stained with smoke, and daubed with Scots snuff.

(To be continued).

{Highland Society’s Report.
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IMPORTANT.

Subsoribers are reminded that the contribution
(4s. pest free), for the new volume is now due.
Vol Xil. co d with the last lssue.
American and Canadian readers may send a
doliar note, which is value on this side for 4s.
Subscriptions shouid bo sent at once to the
Editor, Mr. John Maskay, 1 Biythswood Drive,
Glasgow.

Bouxp Vorumes.—Copies of Volume XI., taste-
fully bound in cloth, gilt lettering, can now be had,
rice 7/6 post free. Volumes V. to X. can also be
in similar binding, at 7/6 each. The bound
volume makes a very suitable and handsome
birthday or Christmas present, or to send to a High-
land friend abroad. Apply, Mr. John Mackay, 1
Blythswood Drive, Glasgow.

SIR HECTOR MAOCDONALD MEMORIAL.

Wk have to thank Mr. John Macrae, Great River,
U.8.A.(formerly of Strone Farm, Glenmoriston), and
Mr.James H. Mackay, Primrose Hill, London,who cone
tributed£1and £1 1s.respectively towards this object-
which makes the sum now received by us £44 17s.
Mr. Wilson Barrett, the eminent dramatist, lately
visited General Macdonald’s grave in the Dean
Cemetery, and placed a wreath on the spot with
the following kindly lines attached—
I have looked in your fearless een, Maec,
And felt the grip o’ your hand,
‘When our hearts were aching for hame, Mac,
Awa’ in a distant land ;
And I wunna believe their lees, Mac,
You were ever a man among men,
And I'd rather be damned wi’ you, Mac,
Than be blessed wi'—some whom I ken,

THE RETURN TO STRATHNAVER,

Tak following letter from a subscriber in New York
will doubtless interest many of our readers :—
My dear Mackay,

8o Volume XI. has come to a
close. You continue to do well, every number fur-
nishing something of particular interest to American
readers at least, when not awakening reminiscences
equally pleasant to dwell upon. In your current
number appears the first letter from the Log of the
“Columba” in which reference is made to many
things, sham and real, from an old Highlander’s
point of view, playful flings made at Saxon High-
landers and others, all of which are both amusing
and interesting. Had the writer seen some of the
“professional” Highlanders on this side of the foam,
arrayed in full war costume, bristling with weapons,
he would have turned round and hugged his Saxon
Highlanders like brothers. The debut of some old
verses of yours has given comfort as well as pleasure
to many readers I feel assured—comfort from the
acknowledgment that Mr. Editor can once in & while
indulge in a weakness hitherto charged up to his
many correspondents. The ode-like prelude to
“Dunrobin” 18 good. In fancy we can see Iain of the
“stronghand” braving thekeep of hisclan’shereditary
foe, anathematizing the spectre of eviction, while
behind the scene kneels the fair Duchess Millicen
olive branch in hand, praying for peace—etern
peace—and goodwill between the -two warring
clans. And lo! the prayer is answered, for soon
afterwards is heard the tread of the returning
Reaymen peacefully marching down Strathnaver.

Always yours,
BEN. Davipson.”

OLaN MackinNoN Nores.—It is interesting to
mention, as showing the kindly feeling that exists
between the family of the chief and the clan, that
the Society was represented at the funeral of the
late chief, Mr. W. A. Mackinnon, who died at
Acryse Place, near Folkestone, by the president
and Vice-President. The members of the family
were greatly touched by this expression of sympath:
by clansmen, in their sad bereavement. Amonp; th{
papers of the late chief were found several clan
documents of historic interest, which the chief had
pleasure in showing to the clan officials on the
ogeasion of their visit. The original address from
the Mackinnons in Skye to the Prinee Consort on
his marriage with Queen Victoria, was one. of these.
1t was signed by over two hundred clansmen, and
Mr. Wm. Alex. Muckionon, M.P., as chief of the
clan, was asked to present it. The reply from
Buckingham Palace was also shown, as well as the
chief’s patent, for armorial bearings from the Lyon
King of Arms, dated 1811.

The Clan Society opened the session with a
musical *‘Ceilidh,” which was well attended and
proved very enjoyable.

REAR-ADMIBAL ANGUS MACLEOD has been selected
for the post of Senior Naval Officer on the Coast of
Ireland on completion of the term of office of Rear-
Admiral E. T. Jefirey, C.V.O. His fellow High-
landers are very proud of the high distinction which-
has been conferr:d upon Admiral Maclcod.
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CILL CHAIRILL.®

S8T. CARIL'S BURIAL GROUND IN THE VALLEY OF
THE SPEAN.

N a hillock fair and stately, crowned with
feathery birch and pine,
Looking down upon the valley, and the Spean’s
silver shine.

There the winds go softly sighing through the trees
. their mournful dirge,
Whilst the mighty torrents rushing, down the
mountain gullys surge.

Here, within the sacred precints, ‘neath each quaint
and graven stone,

Rest the haughty chiefs of Keppoch, in the soil by
right their own.

Each, beneath the soft starred mosses, resting quiet
and very still,

Where the church of great St. Caril pointed high
upon the hill.

8till the roofless walls are standing, built by Allan*
for his sin,

One of seven in atonement, that his soul to God
might win.

Raised above their slumbering people, in chasuble,
and alb, and stole,

Many a priest of Oaril’s mission do the hosts of
Ohrist enrol.

*8t. Chairill (English Caril) after whom the church was
named, was a monk of Ardchattan Priory.
tAllan-nan-creach, Allan Cameron of Lochiel, a notor-
ious riever, who, in atonement for his many misdeeds,
built seven churches throughout the Highlauds, of
which Saint Caril’s in Lochaber is one.

BURIAL-GROUND OF KILL-A-CHOIREIL, GLEN SPEAN,

At their feet Ian Lomi is sleeping, last of Celtio
laureates he, .

Loyal hearted, wittyscion, of the branching Keppoéh
tree.

On the mossy spot so christened ‘Angel’s Mound’ in
Gaelic tongue,

There the priests of God reposing, wait th’ awaking
trump unslung.

Mmy a warrior son will follow, croessed with chrism
neath the bands,

Meekly in the long procession, maid, and wife, with
folded hands.

Many a stormy life, in slumber, laid him down in
peaoe with ,

With the seal of pardon resting on his brow beneath
the sod. .

Many a hasty sin repented by the saving light of

Ce
For the fuith they held untarnished, will the Lord,
their God, efface,

Only one,$an outcast sleeper, tho’valiant chief, rests
out—alone,

Disowned of God, and of the people, unmarked by
cross or stone.

How many a funeral train went winding o’er the
green and verdant strath,

With the pibroch’s wail lamenting, through the
narrow wooded path. .

There is l:ﬂhln the seat of resting, moss-grown npon
the hi

Where the I;rieat sat to receive them, home at last,
and safe from ill.

O! to go there, and forgsiting
everyd’disoord, every jarriag
i soun
. Feel the tide of sorrow ebbing,
in the peace of God around.
Arice O. MacDoxeLL.

3$Through the patriotic generosi
of I;he8 late Qr. C.mFm:l{
Mackintosh, M.P., a stone has
been erected in Cill-Charill to the
memory of Ian Lom, although
owing to a mistake on his
not over the spot where he is
buried.

§The son of the Keppoch of
the '46, who left the faith of his
forefathers.

\ THE INVERNESS SHIRE GATHER-
ING takes place in the Queen's
Rooms, on 13th November, Mr.
Ian Grant of Glenmoriston in
the chair. A Dinner inhishonour
is to be held in the afternoon,
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Che Martial Music of the Clans.

By Fionn.

XVIII.—TrE GRrAHAMS, FRrasgrs, GORDONS,
GRANTS AND MACFARLANES.

HE martial music of the Grahams seems to
be chiefly associated with the great
Montrose and Claverhouse The gather-

ing of the clan is called ‘“Latha Alt Eire,”
commemorative of the battle fought at Auldearn
near Nairn, between Montrose and the Coven-
anters.under Sir John Hury, when the latter
was defeated. Full particulars of the battle
will be found in the “History of the Highland
Clans.” The tune is to be found in Cedl Mdr.
The march of the clan is known in Gaelic as
“Raon Ruairidh” the ordinary designation of
Killicrankie, where Claverhouse was slain. There
are two laments for Claverhouse to be found in
Cedl Mdr, one of these is given by Angus
Mackay in his Collection. There is a tune
called “MacIver’s Lament”—I have never seen
it in notation — commemorative of a battle
between the MacIvers of Glassary and the
Grahams of Caolasaid, Kintyre—called in Gaelic
Clann ’Ic ’Illebhedrnaig. The latter were all
killed but two, one of these being a piper, who
afterwards composed a lament, the words associ-
ated with it being—
¢ Thoir dhomh mo phiob
Is théid mi dhachaidh,
Thug Oloinn-bheirnaig
Nan gobhair gniomach,
Dioghaltas air Cloinn Iomhair Gblasraidh.”
THE FRASERS,
The martial music of the Frasers seems to be
entirely associated with the chiefs of the clan.
We have “Lord Lovat’s Lament” in several
oollections of music and also *“Lord Lovat’s
March.” In David Glen’s pipe music we have
& march called “Lord Lovat’s Highland Scouts.”
The musical genius of the clan is well repre-
sented by Captain Simon Fraser of Knockie,
who was born in 1773 and died in 1852. He
published a collection of “Airs and Melodies
peculiar to the Highlands of Scotland, 1816.”
This important work was revised and re-issued
by Logan & Coy., in 1884, The compiler was
a noted violinist and composer. For further
particulars regarding him consult ‘“Musical
Scotland,” by D. Baptie.
TaE GORDONS,

The chief of this clan is the Marquis of Huntly.
In several collections we find * Failte nan
Gordanach.” or the Gordon’s Salute,” and also
the Gordon’s March. In David Glen's bagpipe
music we find “The Marquis of Huntly’s High-
land Fling” and “The Marquis of Huntly’s
Strathspey.” also “The Marchioness of Huntly’s
Btrathspey.” The Marquis of Huntly being

konown as “The Cock of the North,” the tune
bearing this name is associated with the Gay
Gordons. There are a number of tunes associ-
ated with the “Gordon Highlanders” which will
be found in all modern collections of pipe music.
THE GRANTS.
This clan claim Strathspey as their habitat,
where stands Castle Grant, the residence of the
chief. At the upper end of the district is the
noted hill called Craigeallachie which forms the
slogan of the clan. The gathering of the clan
is also called Craigeallachie, and will be found
in Mackay’s Collections, and “Cedl Mdr.” Mr.
J. W, Grant of Elchies was a friend of Donald
Macdonald, Edinburgh, and to him Macdonald
entrusted his second volume of Piobaireachd in
MS,, which is now in possession of Mr. Grant’s
grandson, Major-General Thomason. The tune
“Elchie’s Salute” which is found in “Cedl Mdr,”
was composed by Donald MacDonald. In
David Glen’s collection there is a strathspey
called “Craigeallachie Bridge.” There is also
in “Cedl Mdr” a tune called “The Grant’s Blue
Ribbon.”
THE MACFARLANES,

Although the name of the MacFarlane’s
gathering tune “Thigail nam 55" has long been
familiar to people owing to Sir Walter Scott’s
reference thereto, yet the tune itself was not
committed to paper till within the last few
years. Scott in ‘“Waverley” says—*“The Clan
MacFarlane occupying the fortresses of the
western side of Loch Lomond were great
depredators on the Low Country ; and as their
excursions were made usually at night the
moon was proverbially called their lantern.
Their celebrated pibroch “Hoggie nam bo” which
is the name of their gathering tune, intimates
similar practices, the sense being—

We are bound to drive the bullocks,

All by hollows, hirsts and hillocks,

Through the sleet and through the rain ;

When the moon is beaming low

On frozen lake and hill of snow,

Boldly and heartily we go;

And all for little gain.
To Provost Robert MacFarlan, Dumbarton, is
due the credit of rescuing the music from the
oblivion into which it had almost fallen. The
tune was taken down from the playing of
Donald and John Leitch, natives of Cowal, and
published by Provost MacFarlan.

H1eHLAND GATHERINGS.—The County of Sutherland
Re-union takes place on 11th December, and the Annual
Gathering of the Clan Mackay, which will take the form
of a Conversazione, is to be held in the Albany Galleries,
Glasgow, on 18th December. Clansfolk please note.
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'OOI.I-A OCIOTACH MAC GHILLEASBUIG.

LEIS AN OLLA MAC FHIONGHAIN AN
DUNEIDEANN.
(Air a leantuinn).

HA Colla an Colasa roimhe, agus thoisich
@ a nis strl eadar Colla’s Mac-a-Phi air son
na ldimhe-an-uachdar ’s an Eilean so.

Cha robh cbir laghail aig a h-aon diubh air. Bha
Clann-a-Phi an seilbh fo na Domhnallaich ’s fo'n
Chrin a nis ceudan bliadhna. Thuit cdir nan
Domhnallach air Colasa ’nuair a chaill iad fear-
ainn Tle ’s Chinntire. Agus b'e Colla an t-aon
mu dheireadh a gheibheadh cbir ir. Thug Mac
Cailein a bheatha dha, ach cha’n ’eil iomradh
gu'n d’ fhuair ¢ maitheanas o’'n chrin. 'S &
bhladlina 1719 fhuair e barantas-sithe gu dol
do Dhinéideann ’s air ais, air iarrtas féin, ’s an
déigh dha gealltainn gu’m biodh e o so suas ’na
iochdaran umhal, dileas do’n chrin. Cha’n ’eil
cuontas mion againn mu cbomhrag Cholla ’s
Mhbic-a-Phl an Colasa. C(ha'n’eil an t-Eilean
ach beag, ’s cha saoileadh duine gu’n leanadh
an strl fada. Ach mhair i a réir coslais seachd
no ochd de bhliadhnachan. Bha gun teagamh
cdirdean Mhic-a-Phi lionmhor, ach bu namhaid
cunnartach, comasach Colla Bha combnuidh
Mhic-a-Phi o shean an Dun-éibhinn, ’s e Tigh-
earna Dhin-éibhinn a tAiodal air leac-lighe Mhic
Inin an I-Chalum-Chille, Rinn Colla a dhach-
aidh ann an Sabhal ban Chill-oran. Bha seann
Abaid an Eilein a nis ’'na laraich, ach bha
Sabhal na h-Abaide fhathast 'n a sheasambh, agus
is ann ’s an tigh 80 a rugadh Alastair MacColla.
Bha an da thigh mar dha mhile d’a chéile.
Fada, goirid 's & mhair & chomb-stri, thainig i
gu crici fhuiltich. Shumanadh Colla Ciotach,

Gilleasbuig a mhac, agus ceathrar sheirbhiseach

do Dhinéideann ’s an Og-mhios 1723, a fhreag-
airt air son mort Chaluim Mhic-a-Phl Cholasa,
Dhombnaill Oig Mhic-a-Phi, Dhughaill Mhic-a-
Phi, Iain Mhic Cuaire, agus Iobhair Bhain, s
an Fhsoilleach roimhe sin. B'iad an luchd-
casaid—Mairi Dhomhnallach, bantrach Mhic-a-
Phi, Domhnall 6g, a mhac, Catriona, Anna, agus
Fionnghuala,a nigheanan, agus Murachadh Mac-
a-Ph), an Ile, brathair Dhomhnaill Oig is Dhugh-
aill a chaidh a mbharbhadh agus an caraid a bu
dilse do Iain Mac Cuaire 's do Iobhar Ban.
Oha ruigear leas a radh nach do sheas Colla a’
ohlirt. Tha seanachas air sealg Mhic-a-Phi car
sitbhlach an OColasa fhathast. Tha iomadh
uamba is beul-fo-fhraoch is sglift-chreige ’s an
Eilean anns an d’ fhalaich iomadh aon e fhein

‘nuair & bha an tdir gu dian 'na dhéigh. Ma's

fhior seanachas Cholasa bha Brus fhéin greis
'ga dhithearachadh ’s na frogan ud. Ach their-
ear leab fhaileachd [’s e sin leabafhalaich] Mhic-
a-Phi riu gu léir & nis. Ma’s fhior an sgeul lean
Colla Mac-a-Phi o aon leab-fbaileachd gu leab-

fbaileachd eile air feadh Cholasa. Lean e lorg
an fhogarraich & Colasa do dh’ Orasa ’s & Orasa
do db’ Eilean-nan-rén. Tha an t-eilean so a’
1uith do’n chuan air ceann an iar-dheas Orass,
’s alr a roinn leis an lan-mhara 'na thri earr-
annan. 'S e an t-Eilean-iurach as fhaide mach
de’n tri. Lean na mortairean an t-allabanach
truagh do’n Eilean-iarach. Ruraich iad gach
frog dheth, ach cnaimh do Mhac-a-Phl cha 'd’
fhuair iad. ’'Nuair a bha iad a’ tilleadh air an
ais thug faoileann sgreuch aisde ’s an Eilean-iar-
ach. “Tha rud-eigin aig an fhaoilinn,” arsa fear
de na sealgairean, ’s air an ais thug iad. Fhuair
iad Mac-a-Phi 'na chriban fo bhile creige os
cionn a’ chuain air sgeilp air an gann a sheasadh
faocileann fhéin. ‘“Fabhar, a Thamhais,” thuirt
Mac-a-Pbl ri Tamhas Mac ’Ille Mhoirche, a
chunnaic an toiseach e. “Fabhar no fabhar,”
fhreagair Tamhas, ‘is beag fabhair a gheibht.
eadh o t’ fheusaig ruaidh mu’'n dm so’n dé.”
Chuireadh Mac-a-Phigu bas gun tuilleadh dalach,
’s bha Colla Ciotach 'na uachdaran air Colasa.
Chuir ctirt Dhinéideann air charn e; ach is
beag smuairein a chuir so air Colla. An suilean
an lagha, is ann air chirn no fo choille a bha e
8’ chuid a bu mhotha d’a shaoghal. Agus cho
fhad 's a tba iomradh air cha do rainig binn na
ciirt Colasa. Cha robh Clann-a-Phi comasach
air ceann a thoirt da, ’s air son a’ chorr bha e
coma. Fad bhliadhnachan bha e fhéin s a
theaghlach gu socrach, seasgair an Colasa, no
co-dhid cho socair ’s a b’ urrainn aon de nadur
Cholla a bhith. Is ddocha nach robh iarraidh
aig luchd-riaghlaidh na rioghachd moran dragha
a chur air, ’s ann a bhiodh iad taingeil fhad ’s a
dh’ fhanadh duine cho buaireasach ri Colla gun
a bhi cur dragh orra. Bhuineadh roinn de dh
fhearann Cholasa do'n Eaglas, agus bha cuisean
cho siochail s gu'n d’ fhuair Colla aonta o'n
Easbuig air fearann na h-Eaglais ’s a’ bhliadhna
1632. Bha e fhein ’s a theaghlach ’s an Eilean
86 no seachd de bhliadhnachan 'na dhéigh so,
Cha ’n ’eil cunntas an Colasa gu’m bu droch
uachdaran Colla. Cha mhotha tha iomradh
cinnteach air mar a chaill e fhéin 's a theaghlach
an oighreachd. Cha leigear air dichuimhne nach
robh riamh cdir aig an duine air an Eilean. B’
i cdir Cholla air Colasa cdir Abaib air fion-lios
Naboit. Mharbh e agus ghabh e sealbh. Agus
faodar a bhi cinnteach nach bu choimhearsnach
ro shiochail Colla. Bha na Caimbeulaich an
Ile, ach cha robh cliisean a’ soirbheachadh gu
ro mhaith leo an sin. Bha an t-uachd-aran’s
an tuath neo-thoilichte. Cha robh an oighre-
achd ’n a cinnradh cho maith s a bha fiughair
aig Tighearna Chaladair a bhitheadh i. Bha
airgiod a dhith airsan daonnan, ’s cha robh air-
giod aig an tuath duonnan dha. Bha Colla s a
chuid mac gu tric an caiont nan Ileach, agus
faodar a bhi cinnteach nach ann a’ moladh nan
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Caimbeulach a bhitheadh iad. Mu’n am 8o cuid-
eachd thoisich clisean-eaglais air togail an cinn
an Earraghididheal. Bha na Stiubhartaich, an
t-athair ’s am mac, &’ stri ri riaghladh na h-Eag-
lais Shasunnaich a thoirt a dh’ Albaion. Chaidh
leo ann an tombas. Ach bha na Gaill Albann-
ach a’ cur rompa nach rachadh leo na b’ fhaide.
Bha na Gaidheil, gu sonruichte Gaidheil nan
Eileanan ’s na h-oirthir iar-thuathach, meagh-
bhlath mu’n chiis. Bha moran diubh’n am
Papanaich, ’s an roinn a bu mhotha de’n chdrr
de'n Eaglais Easbuigich. Cha b’ ionann sin’s
do na Caimbeulaich ’s gu sonruichte do cheann-
cipnidh nan Caimbeulach, Mac Cailein. Bha
Easbuig an Earraghdidheal is dh’ fheumtadh
cur leis, ach bha Mac Cailein ’s a’ mhor chuid
de’n t-sluagh de dh’ aon bheachd ris na Gaill
mu mhodh-riaghlaidh na h-Eaglais, s bha iad
deas gu aonadh leo ’s a’ cheum so. Bu Phapan-
aich Colla Ciotach 's a theaghlach, ach is gann
a shaoilinn gu'n cuireadh gncthaichean eaglais
moran gluasaid air & haon diubh. Ach bu
bheag orra na Caimbeulaich, agus bu toigh leo
iorghuill is tuasaid. Agus a nis fhuair iad ior-
ghuill is tuasaid gu leoir—lan an cuirp. Thaom
fearg nan Caimbeulach orra o gach taobh. 'S
a’ bhliadhna 1639 chaidh Caimbeulach do’n
eilean le ceud fear. Chreach is spuinn iad so
Colasa o cheann gu ceann. Mharbh iad an
spreidh 's thug iad gach gran is im is cais air
an do rinn iad greim do Chaol-Ile. Nan robh
fhios air, faodar a bhi cinnteach nach robh an
sgath so, is iomadh d’a shebrsa gun dioladh.
Ach ’s e thainig as gu 'm b’ éigin do Cholla ’s
d’a theaghlach an t-eilean fhagail. Fhuair
Alastair teicheadh do dh’ Eirinn far an do rinn
e ainm iomraitheach ann an iomadh cath cruaidh.
Tha Mr. Hill ag radh gu'n do chuireadh Colla
's a dhithis mac, Gilleasbuig is Aonghus, an
laimh ’s gu'n robh iad am priosan faud chuig
bliadhna, gus an do leigeadh a mach iad ’s a’
bhliadhna 1644. Ach cha'n ’eil so &’ cordadh
uile gu léir ri cunntas a gheibhear 4 h-Irt. Tha
Mr. Buchan, a chaidh 'n a mhinistir do'n eilean
tri fichead bliadhna 'n a dhéigh so, ag innscadh
gu'n deachaidh Colla Ciotach do dh’Irt’s a’
bhliadhna 1641, ’na fhogarrach, an déigh cath a
chur ’s a chall an aobhar a’ Phapa. Chreach
Colla an t-eilean sé bliadhna fichead roimhe so,
agus 'nuair a chunnaic an sluagh e ’s a dh’ aith-
nich iad cb bha aca, theich iad do dh’ uamha ’s
cha tigeadh iad a chdir an seann nambaid. Ach
dhearbh e dhaibh nach bu namhaid a nis e. Dh’
fhuirich e tri rdidhean an Irt, agus cd shaoileadh
ciamar a chuir an seann laoch seachad cuid d’a
thim. A’ teagasg an t-sluaigh!! Fhuair Colla
a mach nach b’ urrainn do na h-Irtich an Creid-
eamh Catharra a radh gu cdthremach,—’s e sin
a’ Phaidir, a’ Chreud, ’s na deich Aitheantan.
Chronaich e an sagairt, agus, ma’s fhior an sgeul,

dh’ iarr an sluagh air an irt a chur as &
dhreuchd. Ach ghabh Colla a leithsgeul. Thuirt
e nach cual e riamh iomradh air sagairt a bhi
air a chur as a phosta air son aineolais. Is eigin
gu bheil roinn de'n fbirinn aig Mr. Buchan, s
gu'n robh Colla an Irt cuid de’n tiine a bha diil
gwn robh e ’s &’ phriosan.
(Ri leantuinn.)

AT LAST!
To THE STAINLESS MEMORY OF
SIR H. A. MACDONALD, K.C.B, D8.0.,,A.D.C.

OT a cloud upon his honour, not a tarnish
on his fame |
As, at last, we stand triumphant, we who
answered in his name :
Hurling back the lying slander, with a cold and
proud disdain,
We, the royal race of Donald, who have never
known a stain.

On that cruel night of mourning, we, who stood
beside his bier,

Prayed the Lord, our God of battles, to make right,
and justice, dear; ’

And the lie, that sent him murdered, to a martyr’s
early tomb,

Stmg before hisrisen spirit, there to answer for his

oom.

Not to us, O! loyal clansmen, is the sorrow of that

day,

For the cloud of darkened envy, melts before the
truth away,

And, the simple Highland soldier, stands a hero
doubly proved,

Through his glorious deeds of valour,and his loyalty
unmoved.

’Gainst the tide of envy setting to destroy him in
it’s spite,

Not a murmur dulled the courage of one man’s un-
equal fight ;

Every laurel gained, a dagger, forged to pierce his
Highland h

By the coward hands that struck him, in the traitor’s
hidden dart.

Aye, my kinsmen | we have conquered, we the faith-
ful friends who knew,

That the dearest thing he reckoned, was his soldier’s
honour true :

And, the tears we pressed in anguish, backward from
our flashing eyes,

In our scornful indignation, now for tender outlet
cries.

When the Judgement Book is opened, and each
record shall be read,

There, before the eyes of all men, and the Judge
they well may dread—

What mercy will the bitter tongue of cruel slander
find—what angel plead

For those, who held no touch of pity, for the alan-
dered in his need ?
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Are those hands entirely bloodless, who approved
the lying tale,

Holding all his years of honour, duty done—of no
avail

Rather be the martyred hero, lying honoured in his
rest,

Than the living, guilty conscience, garnered in un-
easy breast.

Highland men ! your task not ended, shall a nation’s
hero lie,

Where his early life was blighted, and his restless
spirit cry,

For his home among his kindred, where the heather
sweetly grows,

O! so gently must ye lay him, where the Highland
river flows.

With the pibroch’s wail before him, and the rights
of rank bestowed,

Else o:rd hero is not righted, by the reparation
ow

Till the utmost price be rendered, them our
memories may efface,

What our angry eyes had witnessed, in the cold
March morn’s disgrace.

Yours the right | he loved so dearly all the clans-
folks of his race,

By the mother’s side who bore him, is the injured
Hector’s place ;

Dinho]r;oured in his honour, sweep aside that craven
slave,

Who would dare oppose a nation’s right to lay him
in that grave.

London. Arice C. MACDONELL.

GAELIC PLACE-NAMES IN BRAEMAR.

BY MISS L. E. FARQUHARSON, OF INVERCAULD.

(Continued from page 15.)

¢ RATHIE, perhaps Crathes, or from
9) Gaelic “creathach,” brushwood. Cra-

tlie in Ireland is ‘ cruit-sliabb,”
c1ooked-backed hill.”

Cratlie is not to be found in Dr. Joyce's
small volume ; only Cratloe, sallow wood, saileog
being the modern Irish for sallow. It does
not recommend itself as a likely source, but
there is a wealth of local tradition—to guide or
bewilder us.

In Mr. Michie’s “Records of Invercauld” at
p. 54 is to be found a short account of the name.
“The earliest notice of Crathie, as a separate
property is contained in the charter by Queen
Mary of the Earldom of Mar to her brother in
1564 beginning “Terras de Kirktoun de Crathye,
etc.” The property was of small extent. It
received its name (Kirktoun) from enclosing
within its bounds the Church property, manse,
glebe, church and churchyard. There is some
uncertainty about the derivation of the name.
The Rev. Charles M'Hardy who wrote the

Statistical Account for Sir John Sinclair's work
(1794) and who was a good Gaelic scholar, gives
it thus—*“Crathy is of Gaelic derivation, pro-
bably from “‘cruaidh-acadh,” hard or stony fields,
as the parish in general is rocky, and full of
stones ; or from “craoibh-achadh,” fields or ridges
intersected with wood.”

Mr. Michie expresses himself in favour of the
stony field as well describing the locality in old
days. Will it be tedious to put forward another
suggestion backed by Charles Coutts’ translation,
given without any doubt and which may have

been received in the district when he was young.

“Crathie, once the seat of a proprietor ; Gaelic,
‘crioch thaigh,” that is, house of the boundary.”
Now Mr. Johnston has under Crichton in Mid-
lothian, border or boundary town ; Gaelic, ‘crich,’
and to the same origin he traces Cree on the
boundary between E. and W. Galloway. The
‘thaigh’ of Coutts is the oft coirupted ‘tigh-
teighe,” a house. We are accustomed to meeting
it both in Ireland and Scotland in many forms—
Taynuilt, Tayvallich, Techmuiry and Tigh-na-
bruaich in Scotland ; Taghadoe, Taghboy. Tagh-
mon, Teebane, Timolin, Tinnahilly, and stranger
still in Stillorgan, near Dublin; Tigh Loreain,
Lawrence’s house, Stabannon, Bannon’s house,
Stamullin, Maclan’s house, Stackallan, Collain’s
house, a state of things said to have been brought
about by the Danes misunderstanding the
answers to the enquiries they made of the
momentarily conquered Gaels. *It is Lorcain’s
house, s'teac Lorcain.” Therefore that the
Crathye of Queen Mary’s charter might hide a
house within its few letters need not surprise
us, knowing that lairdships were many and small
on Dee-side in days of old, and that Crathie-
naird, the home of the Portioner MacHardy of
Cratbie, and then of a Gordon, might be built
on a boundary now lost sight of, and the “aird”
added because of its position high on the side
of the hill.

(10) “Dee, Ptolemy’s Deva ; in Gaelic, ‘deabh-
adh, pronounced devay, literally draining; it
also implies hastiness.”

The great fall of the river during its course
of some eighty miles from 4000 ft. to the sea,
causes it fully to deserve its name, and though
until now I had always thought Deva to be of
Latin origin (none of my friends knowing any
Gaelic for it), Mr. Michie writes me it has been
connected with the Gaelic ‘dhé’ and ‘abhuinn’
meaning river of God, great or mighty river.

(11) “Gairn (or Gairden) water? Gaelic
‘garan-ain,’ thicket, or carn, cairn, a cairn.”

For nine out of its twelve miles the burn
flows through a bare stony country, part deer
forest, part grouse moor and sheep-walk, and
although about the lower end the birch cluster
thickly on its bank yet the rough water more
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aptly translates its possibly older form ‘garbh
abhuin.’

(12) “Glenmuich, glen of the swine; Gaelie,
‘muc,’ genitive muic, a pig.”

(13) ¢‘Glenshee; Gaelic ‘sith,’ genitive sithe,
pronounced shee, means a hill, a fairy, a peace,
a truce.”

I never heard any but the fairy name. Hills
there are in plenty, but small word of peace or
truce was ever spoken between the men of Glen
Isla and Glen Shee. The green hills about the
lower end must hold many of the little people,
guarding Brown Diarmid still, whatever our
Irish cousins may say, for every Albanach
believes that he

¢ Who bore him well in wary fight
Now rests in thy dark vale, Glenshee.”

(14) The last names I could find searching
carefully through 250 pages were Lochnagar
and Ben Muic Dhui. The latter's connection
with the black pig offers no difficulty, but we
get no fresh light on Lochnagar.

(15) “Lochnagar, loch of the enclosure, dyke,
mound, or garden ; Gaelic, ‘garadh.’”

This is the same derivation as that quoted by
Dr. Mac@illivray as being given bim by a friend.
Certainly no one could imagine a likeness to an
enclosure or garden on Lochnagar. The great
rocks rising straight from the tiny loch may be
perhaps said to enclose or dyke it round, but I
cannot help thinking as in the first paper, Gaoth
Charna, the horn of wind, is the real name of
the Peak, but that the lake of hares came to
give its name to the mountain rather than the
lake of birds on the other face, because there is
another lake of birds where the gulls breed,
between Glen Ey and Glen Thaitnaich. Mr.
Michie expresses himself as inclined to this
belief, remarking we have another such trans-
ferance in the case of the Avon river giving its
name to the mountain. He adds that in 1805
Byron, as he heard it pronounced by the natives,
spelt it Lochin y Gair, which oddly with
Coutt’s note “pronounced nyar, but we
have no y in Gaelic.” Later, probably for the
sake of the rhyme, Byron writes ‘“Lochnagarr.”
This will not satisfy my kind commentator. His
suggestion that “Gar” is the cleft is probably
backed by his dictionary, but a search in Mac-
Alpine reveals no such word.

Lochan, not Lochnagar, seems the old spelling,
meaning little lake, therefore Lochangearr, little
short lake, might be quite as tenable as Gairloch
in Rossshire. I do not uphold any of my
theories about Lochnagar although inclining to
the lake of hares, nor do I defend Coutts’ deriva-
tion of Invercauld, but I seem to hear my old
friend’s gutteral rendering of Inbhircathlag with
its broad vowels, even though he has been dead
these years past, and shall I be forgiven for

setting aside the Saxon origin, “In for cauld,”
as hardly probable. Old John Lamond, forester
for more than a generation on the Invercauld
estates, and a good Gaelic scholar, used to main-
tain the name took its origin from the fact that
the stream passing Invercauld lost itself in the
meadows before it entered the Dee. The lost
entrance or influx would be the English render-
ing of the old Gaelic name Invercauld ; “Caillim
is the root for lost.

The same critic is not contented with the
assertion that the Breakneck Brook was so
called in Gaelic, saying, “No one can reasonably
believe that ‘Breakneck Brook’ had originally
such a meaning in its primitive Erse name. It
has a speckled look, well described by “breac,”
which some wily Englishman hewing in the
name has already corrupted.” The meaning of
Eas-alt-briste-amhach was only given on Dr.
Mac@Gillivray’s word and my own knowledge of
the first three words. All have now been care-
fully verified by the dictionary with the follow-
ing result—Eas, a fall, alt, a stream, briste,
part of the verb to break, amhach, neck.

Here is one more note from ‘“Place Names in
Scotland” to end with, and here local history
may help to fill up a blank. Mr. Johnston
states that the earliest quotation for Ben he can
find is for the year 1771, when a T. Russell in
Denholm’s *Tour through Scotland” writes:—
“Prompt thee Ben Lomond fearful height to
climb,” and he draws attention to the fact that
such words as cairn, craig, glen, loch, have only
been used south of the Highland line during the
last century. The history of Deeside can farnish
a description of one of its most familiar Bens
written many years before, with its local pro-
nunciation phonetically given. On July 14th,
1618, Taylor, waterman and poet, started from
London to walk to Scotland, and left a record
filled with strangely mis-spelt place names.

“ After extreme travell,ascending and descend-
ing, I came at night to the place where I would
be The Brea of Marr, which is a large country,
all composed of such mountains that Shooter’s
Hill, Gad’s Hill, Highgate Hill, Hampstead
Hill, or Malverne’s Hill are but mole-hills in
comparison, in respect of the altitudes of their
tops or the perpendicularities of their bottomes.
There I saw Mount Ben Awne with a furrd
mist upon his snowie head instead of a nightcap;
for you must understand, that the oldest man
alive never saw but the esnow was on the top of
divers of those hills, both in summer, as well as
in winter.”

Three hundred years nearly have passed away.
Ben Avon is “Ben Awne” still and the furr'd
mists rest too often this wet summer on his
snowy head, and drive one in to books and
fireside.
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THE MACLEANS OF CROSSAPOL.

Sm,—Will you permit me to yet again inilict you
with a letter on the above subject, though I fear it
can have little interest to your genersl readers? 1
see the Rev. A, Maclean Sinclair agnain writes about
my family in your September issue, more I suppose
in reply to my last letter, which you were good
enough to publish,

Mr. Sinclair in his “Clan Gillean,” Y 419 says :—
“Hector eldest son of Donald of Coll was the pro-
genitor of the Macleans of Gallanach.” He gives
this as a fact without any comment, and it is dis-
tinctly misleading unless p, 377 is read, where it will
be seen that if this particnlar Hector did ever exist,
he was admittedly born ‘‘out of wedlock.” The
origin of my family is first referred to on p. 393 as
‘“a matter of uncertainty and has consequently
occasioned a good deal of controversy,” and all is
stamped as tradition. Why then is the Gallanach
origin given as a fact? I am fully aware that Mr.
Sinclair received his information regarding that
family from a man intelligent, honest, and worthy,
but the same gallant man informed me that he liad
not a scrap of reliable evidence to prove his assertion,
and admitted the birth out of wedlock of this Hector
who he imagined his ancestor. I am as fully aware,
however, that he honestly believed all he asserted.
As Mr. Sinclair expresses no regret for having cast
a doubt in his previous articles, on documents and
papers which 1 told him I held, I suppose he con-
siders they are covered under the *‘few typographical
errors in my article””? I did not assert, as will be
seen, that Mr. Sinclair was in error in making John
Garbh the 8th Chief of Coll, quite on the contrary ;
I believe he is correct. I only to avoid any confusion
referred to John Garbh as “seventh Chief of Coll
gnh Chief according to the same author's *‘Clan

jillean’)” as previously John Garbh bas always been
known as the 7th Chief,

Mr. Sinclair evidently can’t show that the John
Maclean who was in Crossapol in 1642 was an
ancestor or even connection of my family. The
gravestone of Neil Maclean of 1773 (which I Tan
assure Mr. Sinclair was certainly in the Croesapol

veyard in August, 1900) says he was tacksman of

: ” not in Crossapol, which would go to
show from Mr, Sinclair’s argumnents and also indeed
those of Major-General Charles Smith Maclean, from
whom I see you also publish a letter on this vexed
question, that Neil Maclean had a g:oprietory right
over the farm, at any rate his descendants did succeed
to it till the whole island was sold. He doubtless
was a tenant but certainly a tacksman of Crossapol,
and it should be remembered that the Duine-Uasail
or tacksman was not always tenant at the will of the
Laird, who was in most cases a near relation, but
that about 1616 leases, and in many cases long leases,
were granted to the tacksman for a nominal rent or
service, 80 he would then have bad a claim to convey
to his heirs, I regret if I fell into the error of sayin
Mr. Sinclair had called Neil Crossapol of 1773 “Nei
Oli,” but such is certainly inferred.

would endeavour to impress upon Mr. Sinclair
that I have also had dealings with intelligent and
honourable men in this matter, and one in particular
has made it his life-long study to collect and sift the
facts and traditions in Coll of the Coll family,
that it can be well conceived that he and indeex

o4

father before him, are as reliable if not considerably
more 80, than those who can only collect information
from far off, though perhaps just as intelligent and
honourable.

The daughters of Colonel Hugh Maclean of Coll,
when they signed the paper in favour of my brother,
were certainly aware that the family of the Macleans
of Muck was still in existence, and as aware that the
legal Chiefship of the family must first come to any
living male descendant in themale line of John Garbh,
before it could go to the Muck family, even though
the entail of the lands on the Muck family had not
been cut by their father and brothers. 1 was Kerfectly
aware that Seannachie placed the Gallanach famil
last in the order of cadets of the Coll family, but
knew that family had no claim to succeed and there-
fore did not consider it in the question before me.
Mr. Sinclair is the first historian of the clan to
venture to change the order of the cadets. If he in
his wisdom favours my Neil More descent in the
male line the place he gives the Croesapols would be
correct, and incorrect if he favours my John Garbh
descent. He changes the order given by those much
more likely to know which was correct and yet he
8ays he hag not ‘‘even a belief regarding their origin.”
The legal heir can only be found in thegust legitimate
cadet from the main line in which there is a male
descendant ; as for instance, the heir presumptive to
our present gallant and loved Chief of the Clan
Maclean and his two sons, must be looked for in the
Macleans of Sweden, whom though possibly extinct
in Sweden, I have myself little doubt could produce
male descendants in England. I am quite aware of
what, even without Mr. Sinclair’s assistance I have,
can or shall prove, but 1 don't see his reasoning in
saying I shall have something more to prove than
that I am a descendant of John Garbh in the legiti-
mate male line. Mr. Sinclair starts a fresh opinion
from the depths of his own brain and self-constituted
authority, that I am descended from a natural son of
someone, though he confesses his reasons may be very
weak or fairly strong. This is very refreshing, but
I would suggest that before he gives his opinion in a
future article, he should make sure it is backed up by
information from an intelligent and honourable source
which he can mention, or I fear he may bring ridicule
on his own good and honourable name, when in due
time I produce the authority for what I have long
stated is my descent. It will be interesting to see -
how far he will go, and I do trust he will carefully
distinguish between fact and tradition and his belief
and opinion, and give some little credit to facts at
any rate which I have mentioned, 1s he working
still on the Neil Mor descent, or did I convince him
in my last letter that that descent was through the
marriage of my great-grandfather? I see he does
not again refer to it.

It is a pity General Maclean had not before writing
directed his observation to the fact that the term
‘‘male descendant” is usually used to denote a male
descendant in the male line. The gallant General’s
grandfather Charles married Margaret, daughter of
Neil, Crossapol. I and my brother are the only
living male descendants in the legitimate male line
of the same Neil. He has a much rugretted advan-
tage over me in bis knowledge of Gaelic and being
able to correspond with Mr. Sinclair in that language,
and this I suppose and the vexed question of descent,
may to an extent account for his irritation and now
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ignoring any relationship to myself or those with
whom he was associated in earlylife,and sinking what,
with pardonable pride of the General, I ventured to
hope a few years ago, might well have been a close
bond of friendship, notwithstanding the accident of
our descents.
Yours truly,
Harlington, Middlesex. Hecror A. C. MaCLEAN.

THE FORTUNES OF AN EXILE
BY 1. K. RITCHIE.

Author of “In Love and Honour,” *Dearer Far,” etc,

( Continued from page 20.)

CHAPTER V.

Meanwhile Flora, at home, was in an agony
of appreheasion and remorse. If neither con-
science nor common-sense would lead Colinsay
to go away from Loch Garra she could not keep
silent ; for her own protection she would be
obliged to acquaiut her father with what bad
occurred, and it was revolting to her delicate
sensibilities to contemplate such a step. Yet in
what way could she reproach herself for the
unbappy past? Often she had been little more
than civil to Colinsay ; she had even tried to
discourage the doctor’s freehanded hospitality
simply that the priest might bave less excuse
for easy intercourse with them. But Dr. Mac-
Alister was slow to take a hint of this kind, it
being a well-worn maxim with bim that Catholic
and Protestant should share alike in & welcome
at his table. Settled in sach out-of-the-way
spheres as the islands, he would argue, what
had these poor priests, vowed to celibacy, to
make life endurable if people were not neigh-
bourly with them ! This would have been very
good if all the persons concerned had been as
true to the trust reposed in them as they should
have been, but Colinsay, as Time had proved,
had fallen very far short. Yet so secretly had
- he kept his failing shrouded that no one sus-
pected him, even Flora herself, although her
early estimation of him had never altered, some-
times thought she might have judged him too
harshly, until the events of the previous chapter
shewed him in his true colours.

She was glad when she reached home to find
that her father had gone into the country and
would not be back for an hour or two; it was a
relief to be alone for a little while and think
of some possible course of action to prevent a
repetition of what she had already endured.
She would not see Colinsay again, of that she
was determined. Should he persist in seeking
her there would be no alternative but deny him
and acquaint her father of the reason. But
surely Colinsay would not be so mad, so infatu-
ated as that, although he had declared he would

not go away, that he would make it his object
to bring her to submission. Submission indeed !
His threats did not terrify her in the least, for
Flora’s nerves had never hitherto been strained,
and she did not fear danger to herself ; it was
ruin staring Colinsay in the face, if he per-
sisted in his wild folly, which kept her mind
occupied, and her generosity of character was
such that she only longed to save him, if by any
means it might be done. Could the doctor be
of service, or would it be best that he should
remain in ignorance? While she sat still un-
decided Mary MacNeil was shewn in to see her.

Mary was nine years old now. She had grown
up a very pretty child ; her raven-black hair was
long, and hung soft as silk over her shoulders,
and was shewn to advantage even out of doors,
for, as is the fashion of her country for young
maidens, she wore no head-covering of any kind.
Her dress was one of Flora's, altered to suit its
neéw owner, and in colour of the rich red tint
already mentioned as a favourite with her. Not
even satisfaction in coming to display a new
gown, however, could chase away the look of
distress which was in her eyes. And Flora was
not slow to discern it, nor the child tardy in
seeking her as a confidante.

“Oh, Miss Flora, T hope you will not be busy
or anything ! ” she exclaimed, ‘“for I am in such
trouble, and I will be wanting to tell you all
about it.”

“Oh, dear, I am very sorry. I am afraid I
shall be a poor comforter, Mary ; I am in trouble,
too.” The gentle hostess indulged in the luxury
of thus far unburdening her heart, as she caressed
the little hand tremulously agitated within her
own. Indeed, Mary had grown so tall for her
age, and 50 like what Joanna had been years
ago when she had gone as a little hand-maiden
to the doctor’s house, that Flora’s thoughts often
went back with magic-like speed to that distant
time, and Joanna’s words of tenderness and pit
trying to comfort her on her mother's death
were ringing once again in her ears, when she
awoke to the present, to hear Mary say, with
all her parent’s sincerity of manner, “Oh, Miss
Flora, can’t I be helping you?”

“No, dear, it is something no one can alter;
but I hope it will all come right in the end.
There, tell me what is the matter.”

Mary hesitated and blushed. ¢l daren’t be
telling my mother,” she said, “she would not
believe me—but you'll be knowing I can read,
Miss Flora 1” she broke off eagerly.

“Why yes, of course, child !|” Flora answered.
“Mother would surely be disappointed if she
thought you could not 1”

“Yes, but she will be thinking I have made
the mistake. You know how she believes in
Father Colinsay %” :




THE OELTIC MONTHLY. 39

Flora started, and could not help colouring,
and Mary interpretating her agitation as the
signs of indignation pleaded “Listen to me before
you’ll be saying I ought not to say a word
against him. You know I have often told you
how he will always be wanting me out of the
way when he will be reading my father’s letters,
and although I have sometimes asked him to let
me write to father, he says he cannot, I must
wait till I am older. To-day, when he came in,
I wass watering my geraniums in the window
where the old chest stands, and you know when
the door will be open you cannot see the window
from the other end of the bouse, and I think
mother and granny forgot I wass there, at least
they did not call me, and I stayed. I did not
think it wass ferry wrong to wish to hear father's
letter, and I am sure my mother would always
be letting me, if Father Colinsay did not say [
must not. Of course I was frightened I might
be caught, but no one came near and he only
stayed a few minutes. I heard every word he
said, and I saw him give mother five pounds
which he said was what my father will be send-
ing in his letter. Then, when he was putting
the letter back in his pocket, as he always does,
I saw it dropped on the floor, and when he had
gone I picked it up and carried it outside, and
read it quite plain—as if I could not be making
out plain writing like that !”

“But, dear, I scarcely understand. If mother
thinks it best you should not read father’s
letters, it is very wrong, you know, to disobey
her.”

“Wait a minute, please, Miss Flora ! It iss
not mother makes any hard rules like that—it
iss Father Colinsay, and because—this iss the
dreadful part—he had not read out what father
wrote at all | It wass all about wanting to come
home to see us, and he was ferry sorry mother
did not seem to be thinking he should come ; but
he really counld afford it. Then he spoke about
the money which he sent and said he wass glad
it would be ten pounds this time he wass sending.”

‘“Five, dear, wasn’t it?” almost whispered
Flora. Even as Joanna would have recoiled
from such an imputation, she felt she could not
believe this infamy ascribed to Father Colinsay.

“No, Miss Flora; read for yourself. T-e-n
spells ten, doesn’t it See, it is quite plain ; yet
he gave mother five pounds and read out that
father could not be thinking of coming home yet,
it cost s0 much, and although he was doing well,
it was a pinch to send something regular. Oh!
Miss Flora, it'll none of it be true! Read for

ourself.”

Flora took the letter with trembling hands.
She felt now she scarcely needed to corroborate
the dreadful truth.

“Were you not afraid to take the letter

away ?” she queried weakly.
search of it.”

“If he does, mother knows nothing about it,
and will be telling him he did not leave it in
our house,” Mary answered.

And then Flora very sorrowfully smoothed
out the letter and read it.

. Ivan did not write at any great length ; rather
he was brief and to the point, as one in constant
remembrance that other eyes than those of her
to whom the lines were indited would peruse
them. They ran thus—

New York, Aug. 19th,—

“He may go in

Dear Little Wife,

Again I have duly received all the
home news by the kindness of Father Colinsay, for
which I need hardly say I am always grateful. The
blessing of good health which will have been ours
since we parted, is another cause of deep thankful-
ness to me. Please tell me a little more about
Mary. Does Granny pet her as much as when she
was 8 wee lassie? Tell her I hope she keeps to her
lessons and will be able to write me soon. About
my coming home, I am sorry you do not encourage
me to do so. I could quite well afford it, but per-
haps it is & bit of a luxury I ought to deny myaself.
You must not think I stint myself in sending the
enclosed ten pounds. I am very proud to be able
to do it, but I have been fortunate in being pro-
moted in the service of a generous as well as kind
master ; that he will be trusting me with much
responsible work and that I can be pleasing him I
think as great a blessing as anything which has
befallen me since we parted in the dear old island.
That the holy angels may watch over us and unite
us all again, and that the good God may be with our
benefactor and pastor is the prayer, day and night,
of your loving husband.

Ivan MacNeil.

Before Flora had come to the end of this
missive her usual fortitude had forsaken her ;
she felt paralyzed as if some sudden blow had
bereft her of clear understanding.

“There must be some mistake, Mary,"” she said
at length. “I think you had better leave the
letter with me, and I will speak to my father
about it. I am glad you did not tell your
mother and granny about it; it would have
distressed them so much.”

¢‘Ob, I dare not, Miss Flora! A word against
Father Colinsay will be worse than anything I
can say; but I will not be trusting him as
they will. I wass not thinking it fair that
because he’s a priest he can keep me from seeing
my father's letters, and make my mother think
it right, too.”

“Little rebel | ” said Flora, with & smile, but
her heart was very heavy.

OmaPTER VI,

Flora was now as anxious for her father’s
return as before she had been glad of the respite,
and when, a few moments after Mary had left
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the bouse,she heard the sound of carriage wheels
on the gravel, then footsteps in the hall and the
surgery door opened, she went down at once.
8he had entered the room and closed the door
before she recognised the figure behind the
writing-table was not that of the doctor, but of
Father Colinsay. Instinctively her hand sought
the latch to let herself out again unseen, for the
priest’s back was towards her as he gazed
moodily into the fire, then a sudden impulse
made her alter her decision, and as she went
forward he advanced with some words of greeting
on his lips and in no way showing himself less
self-possessed than usual. Flora held coldly
aloof as she spoke.

“Mr. Colinsay, early this afternoon I thought
I would never willingly breathe the same atmos-
phere with you again—indeed I can scarcely say
I do so now, I came expecting to find my father.”

“He will be here presently,” the other inter-
rupted her to say, “he will be detained at the
stables for a little, and he gave me the key of
the surgery that I might not have to wait for
him. But I am sorry you made up your mind
not to be generous to me. I hoped that although
you repulsed me, in time you would think differ-
ently and give me encouragement in the decisive
step I told you of—”"

“Pray stop!” Flora cried. “Then I thought
you were trifling with your own best interests,
that a moment of weakness had betrayed you
into folly you would only too bitterly repent,
and, in pity, I urged you to save yourself and
go. But now, within the last hour, I have
learned something very dreadful —how you have
been false in friendship.—have dealt sinfully
with a poor, simple, honest man who trusted
you with the dearest treasures of his life—"

“One moment, if I may—1 am quite at a loss
to comprehend to whom or what Miss Macalister
can refer,” and Colinsay threw out his hand
with an imperious gesture, as if he would enforce
silence by the force of an authority he was well
accustomed to exercise,

But Flora was not easily subdued.

“I speak of Ivan MacNeil and his family,”
she said. Oh, how could you deal so hardly by
him—how could you pervert his words—with-
hold his hard-earned gains—how could you write
what was absolutely false and convey messages
Grannie never sent ! ”

The questions came in an indignant stream
from her lips; wrung from her heart, she could
not stay their passion if she would. :

“Does Joanna complain I have not acted
squarely by her ?” Colinsay queried in a would-
be careless tone. .

“As yet Joanna knows nothing of your
perfidy,” Flora answered, “but this has come
into my hands and witnesses only too surely

against youn,” and she held out the letter, at
sight of which Colinsay coloured deeply and
then grew pale.

Strangely enough he had not discovered the
loss of the missive unwittingly dropped in the
MacNeil’s house ; but he recognised it immed-
iately and also the truth of Flora’s words. It
did indeed put a dark stain on his hitherto spot-
less reputation in the eyes of the world. And
in a moment the doctor might enter to learn his
downfall and put an end for ever to the joys in
life he had so long enjoyed.

“Give it to me, Flora!” he cried, desperately,
and with a hasty gesture outstretched his hand
to take the letter from her. And but for that
slip of the tongue, that repetition of his famili-
arity discountenanced earlier in the afternoon,
Flora might have been off her guard, but it
discovered his agony—it betrayed his intention
of ridding himself of this conclusive evidence
of his guilt by fair means or foul.

“No,” she said, standing by the open door,
through which she was about to pass, “I cannot,
nor will I give it to you. It has come into
wy possession and it is my duty to take steps
that the wrong may go no further, that you may
no longer deceive the innocent and guileless.”

But who that is temnder-hearted can turn
coldly away from sin and all its attendant
misery ?

There were tears in Flora’s eyes when she
closed the door and spoke asgain. “Will you let
me advise you to coufide in my father? I only
wish you well, and he perhaps has only too
great a regard for you—I cannot tell. Knowing
what I do I cannot keep silent unless I am
assured you will clear up the mystery—will
make what amends you can. Oh, what reason
could induce you to do this thing1”

“What reason, Miss Macalister? The reason
that makes the villain covet his richer neighbour’s
goods. Why not? Have you not yourself
implied as much if you have not said it in so
many words.”

“No! No!” Flora cried, in deep distress,
“Who awm I that I should judge you ¢”

Colinsay stood silent a moment, then he said,
“I am not the villainous rogue you take me for.
The MacNeils’ money is quite safe. It bas made
our church at Loch Garra the only decently
equipped one in the island.”

“And its priest a thief. Oh, Mr. Colinsay!”

( To be concluded ).

CraN Macxay.—This society has now issued an
appeal to clansmen at home and abroad to raise a
¢ Benevolent Fund ¥ of £1000. The first seven
names on the circular represent over £190, and
already nearly £300 have been subscribed or
intimated. This is a generous response.
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Beckenham.

af>x R. DONALD MACRAE,
| Beckenham, whose por-
=¥J  trait we present with this
number of the Celtic Monthly, is
a native of Lochcarron, where he
was born in 1831. He comes of
the Macraes of Inverinate, being seventh in
descent from the Rev. Farquhar Macrae, who
was Episcopalian minister of Kintail from 1618
to 1662, and who was a famous Highlander in
his own generation.
“Sliochd Fhearachair nan cuirt ’s nan corn.”
His father was Christopher Macrae, for many
years tacksman of Glenmore in Kishorn; and in
his day, one of the best known cattle dealers in
the Highlands. His grandfather, Donald Macrae
of Achintee, was ruling elder of Lochcarron
during the ministry of the celebrated Mr.
Lachlan MacKenzie, Dr. Macrae was educated
at Inverness Academy and at Edinburgh
University, at first for the Church, but he
subsequently took up the study of medicine.
During his student days he made a somewhat
adventurous voyage to Greenland. The ship to
which he was attached was all but lost in the
ice, and on one occasion a grave disaster was
averted solely by his physical strength and
presence of mind. After completing his course
at Edinburgh, he was for some years medical
officer of Harris, where his kindness and gener-
osity endeared him to rich and poor alike. “4n
Dohtor mor coir.” His uncle, the Rev. Finlay
Macrae, was then parish minister of North Ulist.
From Harris Dr. Macrae moved to wider fields
of enterprise and labour in England, and after
practising for some time in Liverpool, he event-
ually settled in Loundon, about a quarter of a
century ago, and is now enjoying & green old

age in comfortable retirement at Beckenham in
Kent.

Among the grand old men of the present
generation of Highlanders, one does not often
meet a finer specimen than Dr. Macrae. Of
stalwart stature and commanding presence, he
is the very impersonation of what was best in
the bearing and appearance of the Highland
gentleman of old. He is & good Gaelic scholar,
well versed in the history and traditions of his
native Highlands, and interested in everything
helping to promote the wellbeing of his country-
men. He loves a good Highland song, and in
the fervent days of his youth he even wooed the
Guelic Muse himself.

In 1874 Dr. Macrae married Harriet Parker
Garth, daughter of Arthur Michel, Esq., of
Eaton Square, London, and their only child,
Emily Elizabeth Mary, is married to Edward
Oliver Kirlew, M.A. and B.C.L. of Christ
Church, Oxford, solicitor.

¢ Mac Rath mor donn-gheal mo run,
Bu mhin suil ’s bu leannan mnai,

A ghnuis anns an robh am ball-seiro,
'S a bha teirc air thapadh laimh.”

THE SONG OF THE WAVES.

OH, waves that beat upon the shore,
‘Why do ye chant so mournfully ;

Ye sing of days that are no more,
Of sad lives swamped in life’s dark sea.

Ye speak of grief and restless pain,
Of lonliness, lost love, all woe ;

Of days and years all lived in vain—
So sing ye in your murmur low.

But yet, in your immensity,
Oh, restless, ever-changing deep,
Ye waft a song of Hope to me, i
Of calm and quiet, rest, sweet sleep.
So speak the mountains, frowning, stern,
So dost thou algeuk, oh, heaving sea,
Words of great ope to hearts that yearn,
Whispers of God’s Eternity.
M, T. MACGREGOR.
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DUN AONGHAIS, NORTH UIST—THE LAND OF THE “MACHAIR.”

NORTH UVUIST.
BY THE DUCHESS OF SUTHERLAND.

HE * machair,” the ‘‘ machair,” the wild land
of the
The green 1:13 with the grey sand,
Where salt waves break, and outcast
Salt mists to creep in shoreward, like souls by
’ Death let free.

The wild geese, the wild swans, below the windy
clouds,
The clouds as spin-drift blowing,
As first snow faintly veiling
The land and sea enwreathing, and wan as dead
ones’ shrouds.

The strange calls, the strange cries, that men un-
heeding pass,
The spinner with the white thread,
The fisher with the brown nets,
And she that herds the cattle through the shiver of
the grass.

The bent grass, the long grass, it silvers in the
moon
The moon athwart the sunset,
The light upon the darkness,
The light that sets the music, where the S8hith* are
rising soon.

The old Shith, the good Shith, the Voice that comes
and goes,
That echoes wide of Heaven,
Nor human lot a-wailing,
No hum;: burden wailing, but what the wise man
nows.

The ‘‘machair,” the ‘‘machair,” the beach land of

the sea,
The fisher at his fishing,
The cailleach at her weaving,
The wild birds keening westward, they steal the
heart from me.

®Gaelic—pronounced Shee.

Lewis aNp HarrIs AssociaTioN.—Probably the
largest gathering of natives of these islands ever held
on the mainland assembled in the City Hall,Glasgow,
on 12th November, to welcome the popular laird of
the Lews, Major Duncan Matheson, on the occasion
of his presiding at the annual festival of this associa-
tion. He was accompanied to the platform by his
wife and young soldier son, Lieut.bﬂtheaon, of the
“ Camerons,” and prominent representatives of all
the Celtic societies in the city. The chairman, who
was dressed in the Highland garb, delivered a most
eloquent and practical address, in which he discussed
the many social problems which have still to be

solved in Lewis, and expressed a generous desire to
assist in carrying out any remedies calculated to
improve the condition of the people, and make their
lives happier. He also referred to the history and
antiquities of the island in a way which showed that
he was an authorityon these topics. The enthusiastic
manner in which the audience applauded the laird’s
address indicated how thoroughly they enjoyed it.
Such speeches are not usually heard at social gather-
ings. Addresses were also delivered by Sheriff
Guthrie and Mr. Malcolm Macleod, President of
the Association, both of whom advocated a vigorous
prosecution of the fishing industry.
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Che Marha/ Music of the Clans.

By Fionw.

THE MACFARLANES—Continued.
HE following is the groundwork of the
m tune with the old words associated
therewith :—
'THOGAIL NAM BO.
Kgy F. Moderato.

{Id.d,d:n Ir.r,r : m }
"Thogail nam bd,  ’Thogail nam bd,
{|d.d,d:n Im i r }

"Thogail nam bd  théid sinn ;

{'d.d,d tm.,m |r.r,r 2 mn,mM }
'Thogail nam bd, Ri nisge ’s ri ced, Ri

{ls.d,d:n Ir + d “
monadh Ghlinn-crd théid sinn.
{Id.d,d:d' 11.8,1 : &
"Thogail nan creach, 'Bhualadh nan speach,
{|s.s,s : 1 Im |
"Thogail nan creach théid sinn,
{Ir.r,r : d I1.8,1 : &

"Thogail nan creach 'Bhualadh nan speach,

S N L T o N

{|s.s,l HED | Ir : d
"Thogail nan creach théid sinn,
{Id.d,d:d‘ i1.s,1 : &

’Thogail nan creach ’'Bhualadh nan speach

{Is. s$,8 ¢ Im : d }

’Thogail nan crewh théid sinn,

{I .r,r : 1,1 |s.m,m : 8,1 }
’Thogul nam bd Ri uisge’s ri ced Ri

{ld.d,d:n lr : d “
monadh ghlinn cxd théid  sinn.

There is another clan tune in David Glen’s
Collection called “MacFarlane’s Rant,” while in
Guon’s Collection there is a tune called « Por¢
Mhic Pharlain.” There is also an Irish tune
called “MacFarlane’s Lamentations” to which
Moore wrote English words.

TEE MacNasgs.

Thm clan is of ecclesiastical origin, being
descended from the Abbots of - Glendochart,
which glen is the cradle of the clan. The name
in Gaelic is Mac-an-Aba—son of the Abbot.
The gathering of the clan is *“Co-thional Chloinn
an Aba,” while the salute is ‘“‘Failte Mhic an
Aba.” Two settings of this latter tune will be
found in Glen’s Bagpipe Music, along with
MacNab’s ‘“Farewell to Forres,”

T MacNELLs.

This Hebridean clan has a tune in Mackay’s
Piobaireachd called “MacNeill’s March,” and
there is in Ced! Mdr a lament for the chief
called “Cumha Mhic Neill Bhara,” and another
clan tune called ‘MacNeill of Kintarbert’s
Fancy.” The tune called “Bldr nan Doirneag,”
given in Ced! Mdr I have also heard associated
with this clan. In David Glen’s book of Bag-
pipe music there is a jig called “MacNeill of
Burra’s Barge.”

THE DRrUMMONDS. '
The Earl of Perth being the chief of the
Drummonds, we find among their martial music
“The Duke of Perth’s March.” This tune is to
be found in Angus Mackay’s Collection of Piob-
aireachd. It is the composition of Finlay Dubh
MacRae, who had been piper to the Earl of
Seaforth, and was 80 named in commemoration
of the march of the Jacobite army to attack the
royal forces under Sir John Cope at Prestonpans,
when the Highlanders were victorious, “Drum-
mond, Earl of Perth,” says Angus Mackay in a
note to this tnne, “havmg been engaged in the
Rising of 1715, had been attainted, but having
escaped to the contioent, he retained his title,
and was advanced to a dukedom by King James,
He was actively employed by Prince Charles,
who appointed him first lieut.-general, in which
capacity he was extremely serviceable, and not-
withstanding a delicate constitution he under-
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went a great degree of fatigue without apparent
suffering. After the battle of Culloden he
embarked for France, but he died on his passage,
13th May, 1746. Findlay, the piper, joined to
follow the fortunes of the white flag, along with
Macrae of Ceandaloch, and they are said to
have been the only persons who went from
Kintail.”

In David Glen's “Collection of Pipe Music”
there is a reel and a strathspey called “The
Duke of Perth.”

ForBgs. -
This clan have a tune associated with them
called “ Cath Ghlinn Earnan” (or Eurainn) but
I have failed to find it in any collection. Logan,
writing in “Mac Iain’s Clans” says, “Of the
Piobasreachd, the urlar or ground work only
seems to be preserved in the popular rallying
tune ‘Ca Glenernan, gather Glenochtie’ the
names of valleys in the same district.” There
is a popular quickstep sssociated with the clan
known as “Miss Forbes’ Farewell to Bunff.”
MacLACHLANS.
The only tune of consequence associated with
this Argyllshire clan is “Moladh Mdiri’ (The
Praise of Mary). The tune is usually ascribed
to Angus Mackay, son of Jain Dall, the blind
piper of Gairloch. He, it seems, attended a
competition in Edinburgh on one occasion, and
the other competitors were so jealous of him,
and afraid of his superior playing, that they con-
spired together to destroy his chances. They
obtained possession of his pipes and pierced the
bag in several places. When Mackay began to
practice on the day of the competition he dis-
covered the injury, and was in despair. He
had a fair friend of the name of Mary, who
procured for him a sheep’s skin, from which
between them they formed a new mdl or bag,
‘With this the piper carried off the honours of
the day, and in gratitude to his helper he com-
posed “Moladh Mairi" (T'he Praise of Mary).
As tbis tune is ever associated with the Clan
MacLachlan, the following account of its origin,
although less romantic, is more likely to be the
correct one. A daughter of MacLachlan of
Strathlachlan, chief of the clan, made a present
of a wither’s skin to the family piper to make a
bag for his pipes. He was delighted with the
present, and composed & tune in her honour.
The tune is to be found in various collections of

pipe music.
Ross,

The only tune of a maurtial nature associated
with this clan is one called “The Earl of Ross’s
March,” said to have been composed about 1600
by Donald Mdr MacCrimmon. A member of
this clan, William Ross, was piper to Her late
Majesty Queen Victoria from 1854 till his death
in 1891, He was a native of Ross-shire and
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was born about 1815. In 1876 he published a

collection of 41 piobaireachds and 437 marches,

strathspeys and reels, prefuced by an Essay on

“The Bagpipe and its Music,” written by the

late Dr. Norman MacLeod, of the Barony,

Glasgow. A second edition appeared in 1885,
SUTHERLAND.

ARMORIAL BEARINGS OF THE DUKE OF
SUTHERLAND,

There are at least two martial tunes associated
with the house of Sutherland—*The Gathering
of the Sutherlands,” and “The Earl of Suther-
land’s March.” The former of these is to be
found in Thomason’s “Ceol Mor.”

CLAN MuackaY Sociery. — The Annual General
Meeting was held in Edinburgh on 19th November,
Mr. Donald Mackay, president, in the chair. Mr.
John Mackay, Editor Celtic Monthly, hon. secretary,
read the report on the business of the past session,
which had proved the most successful in the history
of the Society. Numerically and financially sub-
stantiul progress had been made. The treasurer’s
(Mr. James R. Mackay, C.A.) statement was
extremely gratifying. The total funds amounted
to over £1,600, being an increase of £200 in the

ear. The following office-bearers were then elected.
;’m'dent, Thomas Mackay, Largs ; Vice-Presidents,
Provost A. Y. Mackay, Dr. Georg Mackay, of Big-
house, John Mackay, 8.8.C., Edinburgh ; John
Mackay, Alex. Mackay, and Alex. Mackay, Glaagow;
Hon. Secretary,John Mackay, Editor Celtic Monthly;
Assistant Secretary, John M. Mackay ; Educational
Secretary, David N. Mackay, Glasgow ; Treasurer,
James R. Mackay, O.A.,and twenty-four Councillors
in Glasgow and Edinburgh.

An interesting discuasion was initiated by Provost
A. Y. Mackay on the Strathnaver crofting settle-
ment, and he strongly advocated that the Society
should exercise all its influence to get other parts
of the historic strath re-peopled in the same way.
Other members spoke in support of the &mponl
and it was decided to approach the ngeateé
Districts Board on the matter.
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PROCLAIMING THE LORD OF THE
ISLES.

(From a MS, History of the Macdonalds written in
the reign of Charles 1I. Gregory Collections.)

AN ANCIENT CEREMONY.

THOUGHT fit to annex the ceremony

@ of proclaiming the I.ord of the Isles.
At this the Bishop of Argyle, the Bishop

of the Isles, and seven priests, were sometimes
present ; but a Bishop was always present, with
the chieftains of all the principal families, and
8 Ruler of the Isles. There was a square stone,
seven or eight feet long, and the track of a man’s
foot cut thereon, upon which he stood, denoting
that he should walk in the footsteps and upright-
ness of his predecessors, and that he was installed
by right in his possessions. He was clothed in a
white habit, to shew his innocance and integrity
of heart, that he would be a light to his people,
and maintain the true religion. The white
apparel did afterwards belong to the poet by
right. Then he wus to receive a white rod in
his hand, intimating that he had power to rule,
not with tyranny and partiality, but with dis-
cretion and sincerity. Then he received his
forefather’s sword, or some other sword, signify-
ing that his duty was to protect and defend
them from the incursions of their enemies in
peace or war, as the obligations and customs of

his predecessors were. The ceremony being over,
mass was said after the blessing of the bishop
and seven priests, the people pouring their prayer
for the success and prosperity of their new
created Lord. When they were dismissed, the
Lord of the Isles feasted them for a week
thereafter ; gave liberally to the monks, poets,
bards, and musicians. You may judge that they
spent liberally without any exception of persons,
THE CONSTITUTION OR GOVERNMENT
of the Isles was : Macdonald had his council at
Island Finlaggan, in Isla, to the number of
sixteen, viz. four Thanes, four Armins, that is

-to say, Lords or sub-Thanes, four Squires, or

men of competent estates, who could not come
up with Armins or Thanes, that is, freeholders,
or men that had their lands in factory, as Macgee
of the Rinds of Isla, MacNicoll in Portree in
Sky, and MacEachern, Mackay, and Mac-
Gillivray in Mull, Macillemhaoel or MacMillan,
etc. There was a table of stone where this
council sat in the Isle of Finlaggan ; the which
table, with the stone on which Macdonald sat,
were carried away by Argyle with the bells that
were at Icolumkill. Moreover, there was
A JUDGE IN EVERY ISLE

for the discussion of all controversies, who had
lands from Macdonald for their trouble, and
likewise the eleventh part of every action
decided. But there might still be an appeal to
the Council of the Isles. MacFinnon was

RUINS OF TRINITY TEMPLE, CARINISII, NORTIl UIST,
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DUN TORQUIL, NORTH UIST.

obliged to see weights and measures adjusted ;
and MacDuffie, or MacPhie of Colonsay, kept
the Records of the Isles. John, Lord of the
Isles, was at peace with the king always, and
had a strong party of standing forces, under the
ocommand of Hector More Macillechoan, for
defending Lochaber and the frontiers of the
oountry from robbery and incursions of the rest
of the Scots. He cohabited for nine or ten
years with & concubine, & gentlewoman of the
-Macdougalls of Lorn, Algive by name, daughter
of Allan, son of Roderick Macdougall. He had
by her three sons and a daughter, viz. Godfrey,
Reginald, and Marius, the last of whom was
drowned in his youth going for Ireland. Of
Godfrey descended a branch of the Macdonalds
in North Uist, called 8hiol Ghiorry, or Godfrey’s
offspring. He had from his father a large portion
of land, as North Uist, Benbecula, the one half
of South Uist, Boisdale, Canna, Slate, and
Knoydart. It was he who gave Boisdale to Mac-
Neill of Barra, and gifted Hirta or St. Kilda to
the Laird of Harris. He was very liberal, but
his offspring were very unfortunate and lost all.
He died a year after his father’s death. To
Reginald, of whom the family of Mudart
descended, his father allotted the rest of South
Uist, Egg, Rum, Mudart, Moror, and Arisaig,
This gentlewoman that was their mother, being
& good virtuous woman, procured to her children
from their father their proportion and estates
before he married. She built the
TRIKITY CHURCH AT CARINISH
in North Uist. This John of the Isles mortified

much land to the
church in his time,
and enriched the
family church with
several privileges.
Algivelikewisebuilt
the castle of Borve
in Benbecula, and
Oastle Tirrim in
Mudart. She built
the parish church of
8t. Columb in Ben-
becula,and the little
oratory in Grimsay,
all at the expense of
John of the Isles,
who mortified eight
merk lands in North
Ulist to the church,
two farms in Benbe-
cula. At last he
abandoned Algive,
by the consent of
his council and
familiar friends, par-
. ticularly by the
advice of MacInnes of Argour, who, being his
foeter father, advised him to take to wife the
king’s daughter. So declining Algive, who cursed
MacInnes for his advice to his foster father’s
son, the marriage went on, for he married Lady
Margaret Stewart, daughter to King Robert II.,
Sir Adam Moor'’s daughter being her mother.
‘When John of the Isles was to be married, some
of his followers and familiars advised him to
behave
COURTEOUSLY BEFORE THE KING,
and to uncover himself as others did. He said
he did not well know how the king should be
reverenced, for all the men he ever saw should
reverence himself; and with that threw away
his cape, saying he would wear momne., At
different times he had the rights of Lochaber,
and Morveirn, Mudart, and Knoydart, from the
king his father-in-law. Algive thereafter lived
a solitary life, but was the ruin of MacInnes of
Argour. John had by the king's daughter
Donald, who succeeded him; John More, of
whom descended the Macdonalds of Kintyre,
Antrim, and Sanay, Leargy, and Isla. He had
Alister Carrick, of whom descended Keppoch
and the Macdonalds in the Braes of Lochaber,
which I hold to be the third noblest branch of
the Macdonalds in order of their descent, as
being legitimately begotten before the rest. John
had a daughter by Lady Margaret Stewart
married to Montgomery of Eglinton, who had
MACDONALD’S ARMS

in their house for a long time ; till of late years
a countess in the family removed the bloody
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hand out of the arms
because it held a cross; |
she being a rigid Pres-

byterian.  John had ‘
another daughter by
Algive, who was married !
to Kenneth Achiench '
Mackenzie, so called '
being nourished on a
spot of land of that
name near the head of
Lochaw. John of the
Isles went two different
times to see if he could
make Brian Ballach
O’Neill (his brother by
the mother) O’Neal,
which he could not
carry on. He created
many thanes in his time,
for the Lords of the
Isles created thanes and
sub-thanes at pleasure.
He contracted a severe
flux at Argour, a little
before his death. By means of Algive and her
children some indecent language was reported of
MacInnes; and this was done by Algive and
her children, because MacInnes was the most
forward in advising John of the Isles from
marrying her. Forthwith Donald Maclean, son
of Lauchlane, had commission to kill MacInnes,

8T. MARY'S CHURCH, S8OUTH UIST.

which accordingly he clid ; and having alsoikilled
his five sons, got himself possessed of Argour,
which his posterity enjoy to this day. The Lord
of the Isles was carried while yet alive to Ard-
horinish,where he died the third night thereafter,
in the 55th year of his age, and was interred at
Icolumkill.

THE REASONS WHY | BELIEVE IN
THE OSSIANIC POEMS.
BY KEITH NORMAN MACDONALD, M.D.

( Continued from page 29.)

NE of the most important witnesses in
favour of the antiquity of the Ossianic

poems is Dr. John Macpherson of Sleat,
Isle of Skye, author of “Critical Dissertations
on the Origin, Language, Government, Manners,
and Religion of the Ancient Caledonians, their
posterity the Picts, and the British and Irish
Soots,” published in London in the year 1768.
It is recorded of Dr. Macpherson that he was
master of the Celtic, in all its branches, and
took pleasure in tracing other languages to that
general source of all the ancient and modern
tongues of Europe.

‘Writing to Dr. Blair from Sleat on the 27th
of November, 1763, he says :—*I have perused
a Gaelic manuscript containing all the poems
translated by Macpherson, and can honestly
affirm that I have seen a Gaelic manuscript in
the hands of an old bard who travelled about

the Highlands and Isles about 30 years ago, out
of which he read in my hearing, and before
thousands yet alive, the exploits of Ouchullin,
Fingal, Oscar, Ossian, Gaul, Dermid, and the
other heroes celebrated in Mr. Macpherson’s
book. This bard was descended of a race of
ancestors who had served the family of Olan-
ranald for about 300 years, in quality of bards
and genealogists, and whose predecessors had
been employed in the same office by the Lords
of the Isles long before the family of Clanranald
existed.* The name of the tribe which pro-
duced these hereditary poets and shenachies was
Macmhurich.” “I have made enquiry, for all
the persons who were able to rehearse from
memory any parts of the poems published by
Macpherson. and have made them rehearse in
my hearing the several fragments, or detached
pieces, of these poems which they were able to
repeat. This done, I compared with great care
the pieces rehearsed by them, with Macpherson’s
translations, These pieces, or fragments, are as
follows :—

(1) The description of . Cuchullin’s chariot,

#*Letter to Dr. Blair,
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Fingal, book 1st, p. 11. The rehearsers are
John Macdonald of Breackish, in Strath, Isle of
Skye, gentleman ; Martin MacGilivray, tenant
in Sleat, and Allan Macaskle, farmer in Glenelg.

(2) The episode relating to Faineasolis, Fingal,
book 3, p. 45. The rehearsers are, among many
more : John Macdonald of Breackish, Alexander
Macdonald, merchant in Sleat, John Down,
cow-herd there, and John Maclean, carpenter in
the parish of Strath.

(3) The actions of Ossian at the lake of Lego,
and his courtship of Everallin, Fingal, book 4th,
p. 60. The rehearsers are, Alexander Mac-
donald, merchant in Sleat, Nicol Mackenzie, in
the parish of Strath, gentleman, and Ewen
.Macpherson, schoolmaster in Glenelg.

(4) Fingal's combat with the King of Lochlin,
Fingal, book 5th, p. 62. The rehearsers are,
Alexander Macdonald, merchant in Sleat,
Donald Robertson, tenant there, and Nicol
Mackenzie, just mentioned, together with many
more.

(6) The Battle of Lora, p.111. The rehearsers,
Alexander Macdonald, merchant iu Sleat, John
Maclean, carpenter, in Strath, and Neil Mac-
kinnon, farmer there.

(6) Darthala, p. 155. The rehearsers, Alex-
ander Morrison, in the parish of Durinish,
Ewen MacPherson, schoolmaster in Glenelg, and
Jobn Down, cowherd in Sleat.

(7) The Combat between Oscar and Ullin in
the Fragments. The rehearsers, John Mac-
donald of Breackish, Alexander Morison, and
John Down, all these above mentioned.

(8) The Lamentation of the Spouse of Dago.
Sung by thousands in the Isles.

The Rev. Mr. Macdiarmid of Weem, Perth-
shive, got Ossian’s ‘“‘Address to the Sun,” as
they appear in Carthon and Carric-thura about
1770, from the repetition of an old man in
Glenlyon, who had learned them in his youth
from people in the same glen. This beautiful
“Address” was particularly pointed out as a
glaring forgery! The Rev. Angus M‘Neill,
Hovemore, South Ulist, also verified pieces from
Fingal, book 2nd, 4th, and 5th ; s0 did the Rev.
Nicol MacLeod of Ross, Mull, Rev. Mr. Mac-
Aulay, Edinburgh, Rev. D. MacLeod, of Glenelg,
and others.*

One of James MacPherson’s executors in the
country, the Rev. Mr. Anderson, minister of
Kingussie, after informing the Committee of the
Highland Society that all Macpherson’s papers,

*Dr. Hugh MacLeod, Professor of Church History
at Glasgow, assured Lord Bannatyne that he had
seen and examined several Gaelic MSS. partly
written upon vellum, and a%parentl of great
antiquity, in the possession of James pherson,
containing poetry mixed with other compositions.

MSS,, and collections relating to the poems of
Ossian were in London, he transmitted as the
only thing he had in his possession which had
any relation to the subject, an exact copy of
certain notes written in James Macpherson’s
hand upon the margin «f a copy of the first
editionof histranslation of Ossian,which had been
left at Mr MacPherson’s Highland residence,
and which Mr. Anderson fourd there. These
are a8 follows, marked »8 under in Macpherson’s
hand-writing and initialed :—

Delivered the 3 Duans of Cath-

loda to Mr. John Mackenzie as Cuthloda
completeasthetranslation. J. M.

Delivered the whole of Carrick-

thura to Mr. Jno. M‘Kenzie. Carrickthura,
J.M.

Delivered all that could be

found of Carthon to Mr. Jno. Carthon.

MacKenzie. J.M.

At the words “Have I not seen the fallen
Balclutha” there is marked on the margin, in
MacPherson’s hand, “all before this given to
Mr. M‘Kenzie.

Delivered the whole of Oina to

Mr. Jno. Mackenzie. J.M. Oina-Morul.
Delivered the whole of Colna-

Dona to Mr.J. MacKenzie. J.M. Colna-Dons.
Delivered the whole of Croma c

to Mr. Jno, MacKenzie. J.M. roma.

The original of Calthon and

Colmal given to Mr. Jno. Mac- ga:th:ln and
Kenzie. J.M., Coimal

The original of the poem of

Fingal given to Mr. Jno Mac- Fingal.

Kenzie, J.M.

Among many other MSS. forwarded to the
Committee of the Highland Society were a good
many copies or editions of Ossian, or poems in
imitation of Ossian, at that time in comwon
circulation in the Highlands. They were chiefly
collected in the Western Highlands and Islands,
and frequently appeared to be the same poems,
but in some with considerable variations, and
what appeared to be corruptions, with those
current in Ireland. Some of these pieces were
supplied by the Rev. Mr. MacLagan, minister
of Blair Atholl, S8ir George MacKenzie of Coul,
Sir J. Sinclair, Rev. Mr. Logie of Kildonan in
Sutherland, Mr. Macdonald of Staffa, General
Mackay, Archibald Fletcher, in Achallader,
Glenorchy, Mr. Peter MacFarlane, of Perth,
Rev. Mr. Malcolm Macdonald, in Tarbert of
Cantyre, Captain Macdonald of Breackish, and
Rev. Mr. Stewart, minister of Craignish.

Lord WBannatyne, throngh whose influence
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Major MacLachlan of Kilbride’s MSS. were
communicated to the same Committee, also pro-
cured for them another MS. apparently of great
antiquity, pronounced by the late William
Robertson, keeper of the Register Office at
Edinburgh, to be a writing of the 13th century.*
It had no date, but on the cover was a date
written in Gaelic in black letter, but in a com-
paratively modern hand, which agrees with Mr.
Robertson’s opinion. *‘Glenmason the 15th day
of tbe (a space illegible by the wearing of the
parchment) of M ... (a similar space) in.the
year of our Redemption, 1238. This MS. con-
tains part of the poem of ‘‘Clan Uisneachan,”t
called by M*Pherson from the lady who makes
the principal figure in it, “Darthula,” but her
name in Gaelic, thus lengthened, and made
musical by Macpherson, is ‘“‘Deirdir.” A par-
ticular account of this MS. with the original of
that passage and a literal translation, was given
by Dr. Donald SBwith to the Committee of the
Highland Society. TLe passage above alluded
to coincides very nearly with three stanzds of
the edition of Clann Uisnech, as published by
Gillies in his collection, p. 265.

The largest and most valuable collection of
MSS8. in the possession of the Highland Society of
London belonged to the Rev. Sir James M‘Gregor
Dean of Lismore. From dates affixed to it. it
appears to have been written at different periods
from 15612 A.D. to 1529. It contains more
than 11,000 verses of Gaelic poetry, composed
at different periods, from the time of our more
ancient bards, down to the beginning of the
16th century. Among the more ancient are
poems of Conal, son of Edirskeol, Ossian, son of
Fingal, Fergus Filiy (Fergus the bard), and
Caoilt, son of Ronan, the friends and contem-
poraries of Ossian.

The second of these poems in the Highland
Society’s edition (1805) is the same story with
that called by Macpherson in his translation,
“The Maid of Craca,” and the third is on the
subject of the battle of Gavra, where Oscar fell,
an account of which makes the opening of
Temora,§ in Macpherson.

There were also the collections of Dr. John
Smith of Campbeltown, Duncan Kennedy of
Craignish, Miss Brooke, an Irish lady, the
famous Douay MSS. collected by the Rev. Jobn
Farquharsos, begun befure 17/6 when Mac-
pherson was only seven years of age, and filled
a volume of folio size about three inches thick.
The most rewmarkable thing about this collection

*Highland Society’s Report.
14Clann Uilsneachain,” or ‘“Olann Usnothain.”
1Said to be the brother of Ossian.

§ Variously spelt ¢“Timora” or “Temora.”

which was undertaken by Mr. Farquharson at
the request of Mrs. Fraser, Culbockie, was that
Mr. Farquharson declared at Douay in 1776,
that he had all the poems which Macpherson
translated, and several other poems equal to
them in merit; and Dr. Oameron, Roman
Catholic Bishop of Edinburgh, and four Roman
Catholic clergymen, all Highlanders, certified to
these facts,* and that they saw and heard him
often comparing MacPherson’s translation of the
poems of Fingal and Temora with his Gaelic
originals, and complained of tbe inferiority of
the translations throughout, These MSS. were
unfortunately destroyed or lost duving the
French Revolution. From the ahove facts it is
certain that MacPherson collected many MSS.
older than his day; that he openly employed
others to assist him in translating them ; that,
under public advertisement his MSS. lay for
twelve months in the shop of his publishers,
Messrs. Beckett and De Houdt, Strand, London,
with an offer of publication, on condition of
subscribers coming forward, but no one ever
went to see them! There is nothing to prove
that he gave other than the contents of these
MSS. The account of the Douay MS8S, renders
it probable that he found even the longest of
the poems arranged in the order in which he
has given them, while at the same time it is
possible that he may have done much in arrang-
ing and oconnecting their detached portions.

(To be continued.)

*Dr. Clark’s Ossian,

ROMZAE VIOTOR.

WHAT caused thy proudly pluméd helm

Thus low to bow and mingle with d.ugraobd dust?
Naught from without this viet'’ry wrought,

But from within this evil bred, increased,

And thus o’erwhelmed thee by thyself

(Till the rude North did thundet at thy

Like the wild sea-tide ’gainat the crumlﬁn‘:vohﬂ')

The hand that once thy famed aword did wield
Now feebly grasps the wine-cup’s stem ;
The form that once encased in steel did boldly strive
To plant thy city’s name in every land,
Now idly stretched on couch with ease is spoilt.
The deeds that once thee worthy fame did win
Forgotten are ’midst banqueting and vice.
Thy men are women ; and thy women, babes,
Not such as they who to Rome heroes gave.
The sensual scents and sights of slckly ust,
The enfeebling search for pleasure’s fill,
Have sapped thy manhood’s strength, and lo,—
Thine Empire totters.

Grey ruins now do teach
The world that wisdom which thou once did’st spurn,

ConnNeacH DusH.
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IMPORTANT.

Subscribers are reminded that the contribution
(4e. post froe), for the new volume is now due.
e Xil. d with the October issue.
American and Canadian r s Mmay d a
doliar note, which is vaiue on this side for 4s.
Subscriptions should be sent at once to the
Editor, Mr. John Maekay, 1 Blythswood Drive,
Qlasgow.

Bousp VoLumes.—Copies of Volume XI., taste-
fully bound in cloth, gilt lettering, ean now be had,
price 7/6 post free. Volumes V. to XI. can aleo be
had, in similar binding, at 7/6 each. The bound
volume wmakes a very suitable and handsome
birthday or Christmas present, or to send to a High-
land friend abroad. Apply, Mr. John Mackay, 1
Blythswood Drive, Glasgow. :

CLAN GrANT Sociery.—The members of thisSociety
and: friends entertained Mr. Ian M. Grant of Glen-
moriston to dinner in the Grand Hotel, on 13th
November, on the occasion of his visit to Glasgow
to preside at the Inverneas-shire Gathering. Mr.
H 0. Ogilvie-Grant of Grant occupied the chair.
Mr. William Grant, London, proposed the toast of
the ““Imperial Forces,” the “Guest of the Evening”
by the chairman, and the “Clan Grant Society, by
Mr. John Mackay, Celtic Monthly, responded to by
the president, Mr. James Grant. e compan

afterwards proceeded to the Queen’s Rooms, whic

was filled with an enthusiastic gathering of Inver-
nessians and friends. Mr. Grant of Glenmoriston
delivered an interesting address, and Provost Ross,
Inverness, also spoke. An excellent concert was
given, and the assembly was well attended, as usual.

ORUVINNICHIBH ORUINN.

A Gaelic Gathering Song for the late Mod at Inver-
nees, sung to an original air composed by the author.

H, cruinnichibh, cruinnichibh, cruinnichibh
oruinn,
Oh, cruinnichibh cruinn ri cheile,
Cha-n ann airson cathraid le claidbimh no lann,
Ach cuideachd ’an ceann a cheile ;
Chum air cuimbne na laithean o thriall,
Na laoich do’'m bu dual a bhi uasal us fial,
A’ chainnt a bu sheolta leiun ceol agus ciall,
" '8 gu’m basaich gach miann nach treig sinn.

Bidh gillean us nigheanan dga ri seinn
Gu fileanta, binn, ’s &’ chanan

’Bha blasda le’n sinnsear feadh aireamh gach linn,
'S a sheinneadh gu grinn le Adbamh ;

Gach aon aca feuchainn cd ’s airde bheir luaidh

Air mdrachd nan Gaidheal— gach piseach us buaidh

A dh-fhas ris na h-armuinn a b’ abhaist bhi cruaidb,
’S bho chion do 'm bu dual &’ Ghaidhlig.

Seisd—Oh, cruinnichibh, cruinnichibh, cruinnich-

ibh cruinn, ete.

A nall as gach aite 'san abhaist dhuibh lamb,
Ceud failte do chlann mo dhuthcha,
'Tha cruinneachadh cuideachd le furan ’s le baigh,
Mar chomunn ’s mar chairdean cubhraidh ;
Cha chuimhnich sinn i’dir gach aimhreit us strith
A lagaich ar sinnsear, ’s a dh-fhag iad gun bhrigh,
Oir oh, ’s ann bhios si,nne, fo bhratach na sith,
Ri ceileireadh binn ’s ri sigradh.
Seisd—Oh, cruinnichibb, cruinnichibh, cruinnich-
cruinn, ete.

’An comunn a cheile gu siobhalta, seimh,
An diugh bidh sinn eibhinn, ceolmhor,
Mar dhream do ’'m bu chbdir a bhi cordadh le daimh
Nach brisear le breug no foirneart ;
’S am maireach, nuair ileas gach aon a bhios ann,
Le cridheachan dilens do Thir ard nam Beann,
Sud slainte 'nur deigh—’s gu’n robh deadhchean
nach gann
Gu brath air bhur crann ri comhuidh.

Co-sheirm ard :

OB, cruinnichibh, cruinnichibh, cruinnichibh cruinn,
Oh, cruinnichibh cruinn ri cheile,

Cha-n ann airson cathraid le clasdhimh no lann,
Ach cuideachd ’an ceann a cheile ;

Chum cumail air ewimhne na laithean a thriall,

Na laoich do’m bu dual a bhi uasal us flal,

A’ chainnt a bu sheolta leinn ceol agus ciall,
’S gu 'm basaich gach miann nach treig sinn!

J. MACGREGOR, Lieut.-Colonel,

Ardgay, Ross-shire. Pice-President.
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‘We beg to acknowledge, with thanks, receipt of the
%llowi.n ono:lx:it’n"!):tl.iona tgwnkdn féhi' fund—Mr. D.
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dollar) 4s. ; Mrs. Mackay, Mortimer lioue, Im&on,
2s.6d. Th?i total sum in our hands now amounts to
£45 3s, 6d.
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of the Clan Cameron, distinguished for
his chivalrous character, was born at
Kilchurn Castle, Loch Awe, in February, 1629,
He was called by bis followers Mac'onnuill Dubh,
or the son of Black Donald, according to the
custom of their race, after his father Donald,
the chief who preceded him ; also Ewen Dubh,
or Black Ewen, from his own dark complexion.
He was brought up at Inveraray Castle, under
the guardianship of his kinsman the Marquis of
Argyle, under whose charge he was placed in
his tenth year, being regarded as a hostage for
the peaceable behaviour of bis clan. Argyle
endeavoured to instil into his mind the political
rinciples of the Covenanters, but it is said that
ge was converted to the side of the king by the
exhortations of Sir Robert Spottiswood, formerly
president of the Court of Session, who had been
taken at the battle of Philiphaugh in September,
1645, and was afterwards
executed. At the age of
eighteen he quitted Invera-
ray Castle, with the declared
intention of joining the
Marquis of Montrose, who,
however, had previously
disbanded his forces, and
retired to the Continent.
Although the royal cause
seemed lost, Lochisl kept
his clan in arms, and was
able to protect his estate
from the incursions of
Cromwell’s troops.

In 1652 he was one of
the first to join the insur-
rection

UNDER THE EARL OF

GLENCAIRN
when that nobleman raised
the royal standard in the
Highlands, and for nearly
two years greatly distin-
guished himself at the head
of his clan, in a series of

@IR EWEN CAMERON of Lochiel, Chief

From Photo by)

'on of Liochiel.

encounters with General Lilburne, Colonel
Morgan, and others of Cromwell’s officers. In
a sharp skirmish which took place between Lord
Glencairn and Colonel Lilburne at Braemar,
Lochiel gallantly maintained a pass with the
defence of which he had been intrusted, and
thereby saved Glencairn’s army. His services
were rewarded by a letter of tbanks from
Obarles the Second, dated at Cbantilly, the 3rd
of November, 1653.

In 1654 Lochiel continued to aid Glencairn
in a fresh insurrection headed by him. Being
himself opposed to Morgan, a brave and enter-
prising officer, Lochiel was often hard pressed,
and sometiines nearly overpowered, but by his
courage and presence of mind, he was always
able to extricate himself from positions of the
utmost difficulty and danger.

Monk was now commander-in-chief of the
parliamentary forces in Scotland, and he resolved

{W. Lrummond Norie,

EXTERIOR OF INVERLOCHY CASTLE.,
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to establish a garrison at
Inverlochy,nowFort William,
with the view of reducing
the royalist clans in the
neighbourhood. Lachiel lay
in wait on a hill to the
north of the fort, with thirty-
eight of his clan, and observ-
ing a body of men about to
land at a place called Achda-
lew, to cut down his woods,
and to carry off his cattle,
be proceeded along in a line
with the vessels, under cover
of the woods, until he saw
the ' English soldiers dis-
embark, one hundred and
forty of them having axes,
hatchets, and other working
implements, while the rest
remained under arms, to pro-
tect their operations. Not-
withstanding the disparity of
their forces, Lochiel at once
gave orders to advance. He
ordered his brother Allan to be boundZto a tree,
to prevent his taking any part in the conflict,
‘and 80 not deprive his clan of a chief, should
he himself be cut off. But Allan prevailed on
a little boy, who was left to attend him, to
unloose his cords, and soon plunged into the
thickest of the fight. The
CAMERONS RUSHED ON THE ENEMY,
discharged against them a destructive shower of
shot and arrows, and before they could recover
from their surprise attacked them with their
broadswords. The combat was long and
obstinate. At last the English, retreating
slowly, yet contesting every step of ground,
and with their faces towards their assailants,
were giving way when Lochiel sent two men and
a piper round the flank, to sound the pibroch,
raise the war-cry of the clan, and fire their
muskets, as if a fresh party of Camerons had
arrived, hoping thereby to create a panic among
the English soldiers. But this only rendered
the latter more desperate, and instead of throw-
ing down their arms they fought more resolutely
than before, as they expected no quarter. They
were, at length, completely borne down, and
fled, pursued to the sea, when those who had
been left in the boats received the fugitives,
and firing at the Camerons drove them back,
the chief himself advancing till he was chin-deep
in the water.
‘“THE SWEETEST BITE.”

In the course of the struggle an English
officer of great size and strength singled out
Lochiel,and as they were pretty equally matched,
they fought for some time apart from the general

From Photo by)

[W. Diummand Norie.

COMYN'S TOWER, INVERLOCHY CASTLE,

battle. Lochiel succeeded in knocking the sword
out of his adversary’s hand, but the Englishman
closing on”him, bore him to the ground, and fell
upon him, the officer being uppermost. The
latter was in the act of reaching for his sword,
which lay near, but when extending his neck in
the samedirection, Lochiel, collecting hisenergies,
grasped bis enemy by the collar, and springing
at his throat, seized it with his teeth, and gave
g0 sure and effectual a bite that the officer died
almost instantly. Sir Ewen is stated to have
said that it was the “sweetest bite” he ever had
in hia life. Of the English the number killed
in this encounter exceeded that of Lochiel’s men
engaged in it, in the proportion of three to one,
whilst only seven of the Camerons fell.

By this and similar attacks, now on the
garrison at Inverlochy, now in conjunction with
General Middleton, he

HARASSED THE FORCES OF THE PROTECTOR
with general success. After the defeat of
Middleton in July, 1654, and bis retreat to
the Continent, Lochiel was the only chief who
remained opposed to Cromwell. The English,
desirous to have peace with this formidable
chief, made various overtures to him to that
effect, but without success, until he was informed
that no express renunciation of the king’s
authority, or oath to the existing government
would be required of him, but only his word of
honour to live in peace. An agreement on this
basis took place about the end of that year,
Reparation was made to Lochiel for the wood
cut down by the garrison of Inverlochy, and to
his tenants for all the losses they had sustained
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from the troops; while a full indemnity was
granted for all acts of depredation and for all
crimes committed by his men. All tithes, cess,
and public burdens which had not been paid,
were remitted to his clan.
IN 1680 THE LAST WOLF

known to have existed wild in Great Britain
was slain by the hand of this brave and hardy
chief in the district of Lochaber. In 1681,
when the Duke of York, afterwards James the
Second, was residing at Holyrood, as commis-
sioner to the Parliament of Scotland, Lochiel
took a journey to Edinburgh to solicit the pardon
of one of his clan, who, while in command of a
party of Camerons, had fired by mistake on a
party of Athole men, and killed several. The
duke received him with great distinction, and

nted bis request. On this occasion he was
knighted by the Duke. After knighting him,
the Duke presented his sword to Sir Ewen, to
keep as a remembrance.

In 1689 Sir Ewen joined the Viscount of
Dundee when he

RAISRD THE STANDARD OF KING JAMES,

General Mackay bad, by the orders of King
William, offered him a title and a considerable
sum of money, apparently on the condition of
his remainingneutral, but this offerhe rejected
with disdain. Though then far advanced in
years, he distinguished himself with his usual
heroism, and had a conspicuous share in the
victoryat Killiecrankie. Beforethebattlecom-
menced hespoketoeachofhis men individually,
and took theirpromisethat they would conquer
ordie. On first seeing Dundee’s force, General
Mackay’s army had raised a kind of shout, on
which Lochiel exclaimed, “Gentlemen, the day
is our own ; I am the oldest commander in the
army, and I have always observed something
ominous or fatal in such a dull, heavy, feeble
noise as that which the enemy has just made in
their shout.” Encouraged by this prognostica-
tion of victory, the Highlanders, with their

usualimpetuogity, rashed on thetroopsof Mackay,
and in half an hour gained the victory.

In this battle Lochiel was attended by

THE BON OF HIS FOSTER BROTHER,

who followed him everywhere like his shadow.
Shortly after the commencement of the action
the chief missed this faithful adherent from his
side, and turning round to look for him, he saw
him lying on his back in a dying state, with his
breast pierced by an arrow. With his last
breath he informed Sir Ewen that observing an
enemy, a Highlander, in General Mackay’s army,
aiming at him with a bow and arrow from the
rear, he sprung behind him to cover him, and
thus, like his father, received in his own body
the death-wound intended for his chief. .

After the battle of Killiecrankie, Sir Ewen
Cameron retired to Lochaber, leaving the com-
mand of his men to his eldest son. He survived
till the year 1719, when he

DIED AT THE AGE OF NINETY.

Notwithstanding all the battles and personal
encounters in which he had been engaged, he
never lost a drop of blood, or received a wound.
He was thrice married, and had four sons and
eleven daughters.

LOCH EIL, FROM UPPER ACHINTORE.

COLLA OCIOTACH MAC GHILLEASBUIG.

LEIS AN OLLA MAC FHIONGHAIN AN
DUNEIDEANN.

(4ir a leantuinn).
IODH sin mar dh’ fhaodas. ’Nuair a
[ thainig a’ chomstri eadar a’ cheud Tear-
lach 's an sluagh gu h-aona-cheann,
il Montrds bratach an righ an Albainn ’s &’
bhliadhna 1644, agus fhuair Colla Ciotach ’s a
dhithis mac an saorsa air doigh air chor-eigin.
Thog Iarla Antruim mu dha mhile saighdear an
aobhar &’ chriiin agus chuireadh mu choig-ceud-

deug dhiubh do dh’ Albainn a chuideachadh
Mhontrdis. Fhuair Alastair Mac Colla com-
annda an fheachd so, agus tha Tormod Mac
Leoid ag innseadh dhuinn ’s an Zeachdaire
Ghaidhealach ciamar. “Nuair a chruinnich
Maithean na tire a shonrachadh c¢d a rachadh
air ceann an Airm, bha da fhlath uasal Eirionn-
ach aig an robh fiughair ris an urram sin, a
thaobh meud an cairdean aig a’ choinneamh.
‘Bu choir,’ a deir ceann-mhath na cuideachd, ‘an
t-urram a thoirt do’'n ghdirdean as tréine an
Eirinn, nam biodh fhios ¢ e.’

‘So e,’ deir Alastair, ’s e tarrning a chlaidh-
eimh, ‘a” dh'aindecin ¢d theireadh e’ ‘C'aite
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bheil an t-ath-ghiirdean,’ a deir an Ceann-suidhe?
‘So e,’ deir Alastair, s e tilgeadh a chlaidheimh
n’ a laimh chll. Cha do chuir duine 'n a aghaidh,

fhuair Alastair a bhi 'n a cheann-feadhna
air o’ chuideachd.” Is docha gu'n robh cainnt
de'n t-seorsa so am beachd Diorbhail Nic-a-
Bhrithuin nuair a sheinn i:

‘¢ Alastair, a laoigh mo chéille,
Cd chunnaic no dh’ fhag thu ’n Eirinn?
Dk’ fhh.g thu na miltean ’s na ceudan.
’S cha d’ fhig thu t’ aon leithid fhéin ann !

Buinidh cogadh Mhontrois is Alastair Mhic
Colla do dh’ Eachdraidh na h-Alba’s gu son-
ruichte do dh’ Eachdraidh na Gaidhealtachd,
agus cha’n e mo ghnothach sgeul a chur orra.
Dhearbh Alastair a ghaisge ’s a thedbmachd s &’
chogadh so, agus bha a’ bhuaidh aige gus an do
shath e a bhratach ann an Gocam-gd. Ma's e
farmad-cuirt is mi-run a thug air Montrds dol
troimh mhonaidhean Pheairt is Earraghaidheal
an dubhlachd &’ gheambraidh a thoirt sgrios air
duthaich Mhic-Cailein, bu shuarach an t-aobhar
e. Bha leithsgeul a b’ fhearr aig Alastair Mac
Colla. Cha bu ruith leis-san ach leum dol latha
sam bith de’n t-seachduin air an turus cheudna.
Agus feumar aideachadh gu'n robh ainfhiach
trom aig na Domhnallaich, agus gu sonruichte
aig chirdean Alastair, air na Caimbeulaich ’s air
Mac Cailein, ged nach cuir sinn ar n-aonta ris
an doigh ghairisnich air an d’ thug ‘fear tholladh
nan tighean’ a mach dioghaltas.

Tha e air a radh gu’n robh Colla ’s a dhithis
mac, Gilleasbuig is Aonghus, anns gach blar a
chuir Alasdair le Montrds. Cha’n ’eil dearbbadh

nach ’eil so fior. Ach dh’iarrainn dearbh-
adh gu bheil, mu’n lin-chreidinn e. Co-dhit tha
seanachas air gu’'n d’ fhuair iad dine is cothrom
air cogadh ’s air creachadh anns na h-Eileanan
’s air Tir-mor ’s na bliadhnachan so. Ghabh Mac
Cailein seilbh an Colasa, gun chbir sam bith ’s &’
cheud dol a mach, cho fhad ’s is léir dhomh, ach
an lamh-laidir. Chuir e, ma’s fhior seanachas an
Eilein, fear Domhnall Ballach Mac Ebghain ’'n a
fhear-ionaid do Cholasa. Bha ‘reachd a’ Bhaill-
idh’ cruaidh da rireadh an Colasa ri linn Dhomh-
naill Bhallaich, gu sonruichte air bochdan, air
bantraichean, ’s air dilleachdain. Eadar mal is
mod, cdin is cls cha robh a bhi bed aig an t-sluagh.
Chuir am fhear-sarachaidh so cdin air maorach a’
chladaich. Ohaidh Aonghus Mac Colla s a
dhaoine air sgriob do’n Eilean, cha’n ’eil iomradh
¢6 bhliadhna, ach b’ ann ri linn cogadh Mhont-
rdis. Thachair bantrach bhochd orra ’s & h-aona
mhart aice an ceann taoid, a’ dol a phaigheadh
an daimh-ursann ri Domhnall Ballach. Dh’innis
i a sgeul. “Till thusa dhachaidh,” ars’ Aonghus,
“gocraichidh mise chiis ri Domhnall Ballach.”
Rainig e fhéin ’s a ghillean Orasa, far an robh
am Baillidh &’ fuireach. Chaidh iad a steach.

Thairg Domhnall Ballach snaoisean do db’ Aon-
ghus. “A bheil iteag agad 1” ['s e sin, air son an
t-snaoisein], ars' Aonghus. “Cha’'n ’eil iteag
agam” ['s e sin, comas itealaich}, fhreagair Domh-
nall Ballach, “na’m bitheadh, cha robh mi romh-
adsa an 80 an nochd.” Cha robh tuilleadh sean-
achas eatorra. B’ fhearann-eaglais Orasa, ’s bha
tearmunn aig &’ chiontach a bu duibhe aon uair
’s gu faigheadh e seachad air Crois-an-tearmnid
a bha 'n a seasamh iomadh linn am meadhon na
faodhlach eadar Colasa is Orasa. Ach oha shibh-
aladh adharc na h-altarach fhéin Domhnall Ball-
ach. Cha chuireadh na daoine an-iochdmhor gu
bas an Orasa e. Thug iad thar na faodhlach e,
cheangail iad e ri carragh cloiche a tha fhathast
'na sheasamh air Leana-na-Eaglais ann am Baile-
raomuinn-mor, chuir iad seachd peileirean ann ’s
chuir iad fios gu Mac Cailein nan cuireadh e leith-
id Dhomhnuill Bhallaich a rithisd doCholasagu’n
deanadh iad an aon ghiullachd air. Rinn Aon-
ghus ’s a chuid daoine creachadh is milleadh mdr
an Ile. Bha athair is Gilleasbuig a bhrathair an
neo-ar-thaing cho dian ’s cho dioghaltach air Tir-
mor.

Cha ’n eil fios ro chinnteach ciod e a ghluais
Alastair Mac Colla 'nuair & dhealaich e ri Mont-
ros mar & rinn 6. Is ddcha nach robh e fhathast
sgith de chasgradh nan Caimbeulach. Co-dhiu ’s
ann air fearann Mhic Cailean a thug e aghaidh.
Is an air an turus so a bha e aon mhaduinn
bhbdidheach chéitein ’nuair a stad e fhéin’s a
chuid daoine gus an deantadh deas am biadh-
maidne. Shath e a bhratach ann an cnocan gorm,

dh’ fheoraich e cia b’ ainm dha. “Gocam-
gd,” thuirteadh ris. Thainig faisneachd a mhuime
’n a chuimhne, agus tuilleadh fuireach cha dean-
adh e. Dh’fhas cridhe a’ ghaisgich nach d’ thug
a chil riamh ri ndmbaid mar chridhe leinibh.
Cha robh stil air creachadh ; cha robh feitheamh
ri Leslic a bha nis air a sbdil. Troimh Chinntire
ghabh e. Db’ fhag e cuid d’ a dhaoine an Din-
dbhartaidh, ’s thug e Ile air. Dh’fhig e mu dha
cheud saighdear an Din-naomhaig fo chomannda
athar, Colla Ciotach ’s chaidh e thairis do dh’
Eirinn. Mu’n gann a ruith am foghar chaidh a
mharbhadh am blar Chnoo-nan-os. Bha Alastair
Mac Colla pbeda air aon de nigheanan Mhio
Alastair, Tighearna nan Liab. Db’ fhig e teagh-
lach, ’s tha & shliochd fhathast maireann, cuid
diubh an inbhe urramaich.

(Ri leantuinn).

CraN MacgaY.—The Annual “ Conversazione ” of
members and friends takes place in the Alban
Galleries, Renfrew Street, Glasgow, on Friday, 18

December, when a large hg:t ering is expected.
Tickets (gentlemen, 4s., ladies, 3;?, can be had

from Mr. John Mackay, Hon. Secy., 1 Iiz:ll\]a-
yoq;led Drive, Glasgow, All interested are cordially
invited.
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LEGENDS AND TRADITIONS OF THE
OCLAN MAOCRAE.
RY THE REV. ALEX. MACRAE, B.A,
Author of “‘The History of the Clan Macrae.”

( Continued from page 25 ).

A Crea.

Tradition about Fearachar Mac Ian Oig.—Tradition
about the Glenlic Hunt.—How Ian Mor Mac
Mhaighstir Fionnla killed the Soldiers.

= EARACHAR MAC IAN OIG lived at
@ Achyark, and was a man of note in
Y  Kintail. It was in the time of Colin

Earl of Seaforth, and the rents were very heavy.

To make matters worse, the bailiff who collected

them was a very unpopular man, and was in the

habit of exacting certain payments on his own

account. A quarrel having arisen about a

certain tribute which Farquhar refused to pay,

the bailiff went to Achyark one day while

Farqubar was out hunting, and, taking advan-

tage of bis absence, carried away a cow and a

copper kettle in payment of the disputed tribute.

When Farquhar returned home, his wife told

him that if he were half & man the bailiff would

not dare to do what he did. This taunt roused
him to such fury that he immediately set out
with his loaded gun in pursuit of the bailiff,
whom he overtook at the river Conag. As the
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bailiff was crossing the river, with the kettle on
his back, Farquhar shot: him dead. When he
returned home he told his wife what he had
done. “You silly woman,” said be, “‘you have
caused me to work my own ruin. [ must now
look to my safety, and you must take care of
yourself the best way you can.” He then fled
for safety in the direction of Loch Hourn, where
he had an uncle living When he reached
Coalas nam Bo (the strait of the cows), on Loch
Hourn, in the dead of the night, he began to
shout across the ferry to his uncle, who was
living on the other side. When the uncle heard
him he recognised his voice, and roused his own
sons, who weie asleep in bed. “Get up,” said
he, “I hear Farquhar, my brother’s son, shouting
to be ferried, with a tone of mischief in his
voice.” The young men at once got up, and
brought Farqubar across the ferry. When his
uncle asked him what the matter was, Farquhar
told him that he had killed Domhnull Mac
Dhonnachaidh Mhic Fhionnlaidh Dbuibh nam
Fiadh (Donald, the son of Duncan, the son of
Black Finlay of the Deer.) ¢If that is all,”
replied the uncle, “it does not matter much, for
if you had not killed him, I should kill him
myself.”

Farquhar hid with his uncle for some months,
and then took up his abode in a cave in Coire-
Gorm-a-Bheallaich, in Glenlic. This he made his
hiding-place for seven years, careful never to
appear to any but his most trusted friends. He
never left his hiding-place without placing a
copper coin in a certain position on a stone at
the mouth of the cave, his idea being that if
anyone had visited and discovered his hiding-
place in his absence they would be sure either
to take the coin away or, at all events, to handle
it, and move it from the position in which he
had left it. It is said that in those times, if a
murderer succeeded in evading the law for seven
years, he could not afterwards be punished, and
so, at the end of seven years, Farquhar, con-
sidering himself a free man, suddenly appeared
one day at a funeral in Kilduich. His friends
were delighted to see him again, and baving
paid a ransom to the representatives of the
murdered man, he was henceforth able to go
about the country in safety. On one occasion,
when taunted on being a murderer by one of
the bailiff's friends, Farquhar replied, “Ma
mharbh mis ’e nach d’ ith sibb fhein e?” (If I
have killed him, have you not eaten him your-
selves?) This reply referred to the ransom
which in those days would probably consist of
food and cattle. Seaforth, however, would not
forgive the murderer of his bailiff, and so he
sent a message to caution Farquhar never to
come into his presence. Shortly afterwards,
Seaforth was fitting out an expedition for the
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Lews, and gave instructions that his men should
meet on a certain day at Poolewe. When
Seaforth arrived there he was disappointed to
find so few of his men waiting for him. “How,”
said one of the Kintail men, “can you expect
your men to respond to you, when you won't
allow the bravest of them to come into your
presence?” ‘“And who is the bravest of them "
asked Seaforth. ‘“Fearachar Mac Ian Oig.” was
the reply, “and he would soon be here if you
would only restore him to the position he
occupied before the murder of the bailiff.”
Seaforth consented to do this, and Farquhar,
who was in concealment near by, was immed-
iately introduced, and became reconciled to his
chief there and then. The tradition says that
in the course of this expedition Farqubar proved
himself one of the Uravest and best of Seaforth’s
followers,

TRADITION ABOUT THE GLENLIC HUNT.
There was hardly any event in the past history
of Kintail around which there gathered more
legendary and traditional lore than the famous
Glenlic hunt, in which Murdoch, son of Alex-
ander of Inverinate, loat his life. The reason
for this was no doubt the mystery surrounding
Murdoch’s death, and the series of elegies com-
posed during the fifteen days that the search
for his body continued. His death was supposed
by many people to have been the work of some
evil spirit, and for many generations it was con-
sidered unsafe to pass at night by the spot
where the body was found, as strange sighta
were seen there and strange noises heard, and,
most convincing of all, mysterious marks, as of
a round foot with long claws, used to be seen
on the otherwise smooth unbroken surface of
the snow that fell there in winter. But there
was one man in the district who was proof, at
all events, against any fear of the evil spirit by
which the scene of the tragedy was believed to
be haunted. This was a redoubtable weaver
called Am Breabadair Og (the young weaver),
who lived at the Cro of Kintail, and who always
carried a brace of pistols with him wherever he
went. Having resolved to challenge the evil
spirit to meet him, he carefully loaded his pistols
with silver buttons—silver being, according to A
well-known belief of olden times, a metal which
for shooting purposes was proof against the
power of witches and evil spirits alike. Thus
fortified, he set out ag the night came on to the
haunted spot, determined to challenge and shoot
anything, whatever it might be, that chanced
to come across his path. Nothing happened,
however, the first night, and so he repeated his
watch the second night also without any result.
This went on for fourteen nights in succession,
and still the weaver’s watches were disturbed by
neither voice nor vision. But on the fifteenth

night, which, it may be observed, corresponded
with the number of days the search for Murdoch’s
body lasted, the weaver returned home orest-
fallen, exbausted, and silent, Nobody was ever
told what he saw or heard on that night, but he
had evidently failed to drive away the evil spirit,
which continued to haunt the place as before.
HOW IAN MOR MAC MHAIGHSTER FIONNLA
KILLED THE SOLDIERS,

John, son of the Rev. Finlay Macrae of Loch-
alsh, was considered one of the best swordsmen
of his own time in the Highlands. One Sunday,
while Mr. Finlay was conducting divine service
in Lochalsh Church, a party of four or five
soldiers came across from Glenelg,* and began
to plunder his house. While this was going on,
John, who was returning home from a journey,
arrived at an inn above Auchtertyre, and went
in to rest. But he had hardly sat down when
word reached him of what was going on at his
father’s house, and setting out at once with all
speed, he overtook the soldiers on the way to
their boat with the plunder. He told them to
return everything they took, and that they
would be allowed to depart without being further
interfered with. It so happened, however, that
as Jobn was hurrying along to catch the soldiers,
one of his garters came undone, and, instead of
returning their booty, the soldiers began to make
fun of his hose, which had slipped down about
his ankle. This was more than John could
stand, and falling upon the soldiers with his
sword, he killed them one after another before
they could reach their boat. The place where
the soldiers were buried is still pointed out. It
is quite near Lochalsh Parish Church, and is
known as Blar nan Saighdear (the Soldiers’
Field.)

*The military barracks at Glenelg were built in
1722, but in all probability there were soldiers
stationed in that neighbourhood from the time of
the Battle of Glenshiel in 1719 onwards.

AN DROBHAIR CRUINN.

[THE following tale of adventure secured first place
1n the competition for the prizes offered by the Clan
Mackay Society at the recent Mdd at Inverness.
The author is Mr. John MacFadyen, Glasgow.]

NNS na laithean a dh’ fhalbh ’'n uair a b’
ﬁ ibbaist do na Gaidheil —agus do na
Goill cuideachd—a bhi ’g iomain nan
drbbh, o gach ceirn de 'n dithaich, gu margadh
ainmeil na h-Egglaise-Brice, s iomadh tearn-
adh caol troimh ’n d’ thainig cuid deth na drobh-
airean, air an rathad eadar an Eaglais-Bhreac
agus an dachaidhean fein.
’S iomadh duine ainmeil a bh’ ann am measg
nan drdbhairean a bh’ ann a sud, agus ainmeil,



58 THE OELTIOC MONTHLY,

ann am measg dhaoine ainmeil, bha 'n Drdbhair
Cruinn. Cha b’ ann ainmeil, air son meud a
dhrofbh, mar a bha Ooire-Choillidh a bha’n
Drodbbair Cruinn, oir tha e air a radh gu’'n deach
Coire-Coillidh a stigh do 'n Eaglais-Bhric air
latha sdnraichte, agus bha ’n drobh, a bh’ aige
—orodh agus caoirich—a comhdachadh seachd
mile deth 'n rathad-mhor, agus bha e air a radh
cuideachd, gu'n robh seachd piobairean air ceann
an droibh, a dol a stigh do ’n mhargadh, ach
cha ’n ’eil na ldithean sin cho fada bh’ uainn, ’sa
tha na laithean anns an robh an Drobhair
Cruinn bed, ’s cha chuala sinn de 'm fad a bh’
anns an drdbh a bu mbodha, a bh’ aig an
Drdbhair Chruinn riambh, ged a chuala sinn gu'n
robh e na dhuine smiorail, gaisgeil, faicilleach,
ciramach, anns an robh neart anabarrach air
réir a’ mheud, a chionn cha robh e ach iosal na
phearsa, cho leathunn ’sa bha e cho fad, mar a
theireadh iad, ’s e sin & chuir gu ’n d’ thug iad
an Drobbair Oruinn mar ainm air. ’N uair a
ghabhadh tarbh no damh an caothach, rud is
minig & rinn iad, aig na h-aisig, na’'m faigheadh
an Drobhair Cruinn greum air a h-aon aca,
laimhsicheadh e an damh mar gu’m b’ i othaisg
a bhiodh aige. Fhuair aon tarbh ’s e air an
dearg chaothach as a lémhan aon uair, ach di
fhag e adhaircean ann an lamhan an Drdbhair.
Ach coma co dhiu, cha b’e sud idir, a ni air an
d’ aithriseadh an sgeul. D’ fhag an Drobhair
Baile na h-Eaglaise-Brice air feasgar sdnraichte
ann an dol fodba na gréine se ’m beachd an
oidhche sin a chur seachad ann an tigh dsda
anns an Lairbeart, tigh anns ann b abhaist
moran deth na drdbhairean oidhche chur seachad.

Bha cuideachd comhla ris an Drbdbhair ach
gabh iadsan ceum air thoiseach, ann an duil nach
biodh an Drdbhair fada as an déidh ach chum a
ghnothach an Drdbhair, beagan ni b’ fhaide na
shaol e agus bba e fagail a bhaile-mhargaidh
gun neach gun chreudair bed na chuideachd,
ach & dheadh chy, nach biodh uair sam bith
fada o ’shdil. Le ceum beothail aotrom—a
chionn bha margadh math, agus bha achlasan
dumhail deth chuinneadh Shasunn aige air a
shiubhal—bha’n Drdbbair a toirt ceum as agus
aghaidh air a dhuthaich, bha’n t-anamoch a
tighinn ’s cha b'ann air a shocair mar a thoirt
an seann-fhacal “Mar chloich &’ ruith le gleann,
feasgar fann foghair.” Ach mu’n d’ thainig an
dorcha uile gu léir air, chuala e fuaim chasan
eich a tighinn as a dhéidh, agus ann an tiotadh
rinn marcaiche, coltas duin’-uasail, a suas air,
agus tharruing e 'n Drobhair, agus thoisich iad
air seanachas ri chéile, agus bu mhath a b’ aithne,
do’n duin’-uasal seanachas a dheanadh, agus bha
e cho edlach air treudan, agus air droibh sa
bba'n Drobhair e fein, agus cha robh drdbh no
buaile ainmeil eadar Tigh Iain Ghrbid, s a’
Chrioch Shasunnach nach b’ aithne do'n duin’.

uasal. ’San a bha'n Drdbhair ga mheas fein
fortanach, a leithid deth chompanach a thachairt,
ris air an rathad. Thainig an duin’-uasal a nuas
a8 a dhlolaid s thilg e'n t-srian thar a ghdirdean
’s choisich e ri taobh an Drobhair’s lean iad air
seanachas car tacain, ’san déigh dhoibh a bhi
greis mar so, sheas an duin’-uasal agus thuairt e
gu'm feumadh esan siubhal air aghart, & chionn
gu’n robh direamh mhath mhilltean aige ri chur
seachad, mu ’'n ruigeadh e a cheann-uidhe, agus
an uair a bha e gu leum anns an diolaid thionnd-
aidh e agus thubhairt e ris an Drobhair “Nach
nednach leamsa duine mar a tha thusa, a bhi
gabhail an rathaid leis féin, ’s gun neach na
chuideachd a tighinn bhar a’ mharagaidh ; nach
’eil fhios agad gu 'm bheil dacine gu minig air
an robadh air an rathad so.”

“Ma ta” ars’ an Drobhair “Cha robh fiughair
agam a bhi leam fein a nochd, ged a thuit dhomh
a bhi ann, ach co dhiu tha'n ci is fedrr an
Albainn agam, agus tha Andrew Fardra air mo
leis, ged nach fhaic neach eile e, gus an d’ thig
feum air, agus ma thig feum air ’s aithne dhomh
chluich. “Andrew Fardara” ars an duin’ uasal,
’se sin a h-aon deth na claidheamhan ainmeil,
tha mi a’cluinntinn iomradh orra o’ n a’s cuimhne
leam, ’s cha 'n fhaca mi sealladh air a h-aon
dhiu riamh ged a bheirinn rud math air son sin
fhaodainn,” ‘“Cha ruig sibh a les a bhi ni’s
fhaide mar sin,” ars’ an Drdbhair, 8 e tarruing
o’ chlaidheamh & bha sios ann an osan na brigis
aige, 'sa cheann am falach fo ’chota o8 cionn a
chruachain. Shin e an claidheamh ann an laimh
an duin’ uasail, mar nach biodh e toirt dha ach
a chuach-theine ’s an spor. Ach o, ciod e'n
laigse thubaisdeach a thainig air an Drobhair
Chruinn aig an uair ud, duine ’bha cho sedlta,
sicire, faicilleach, 'sa sheas riamh air margadh
na h-Eaglaise-Brice, a dhol a shineadh na bba
deth db’ airm air ann an laimh coigrich, ann an
dorcha na h-oidhche. Ach de 'ruigeas sinn leas
a bhi bruithinn? Nach ’eil eachdraidh lan deth
leithidean so? Riamh o’'n latha shonraichte ud
anns na thachair gu’n do chuir an duine bu
chitiine a bha riamh air an t-saoghal —Maois—
ann am buaireadh braise na feirge, na deich
Aithntean ’nan criomagan leis an aon bhuille,
agus '8 minig bh’ uaidhe sin a thachair e gu'n
do thuit am fear laidir agus aig uair chiogailteach,
gu'n d’ fhailnich e gu buileach, anns an ni sin
anns an robh e air a chinntas barraichte, mar a
thuairt an sean fhocal—*’S minig a thainig fo
laimh an deadh stitireadair.” An uair a fhuoair
an duin’-uasal—an robair, ’se bh’ ann, ’s cha b'e
duin’-uasal—na laimh in claidheamh thug e
tacan air a mholadh. Sheas e¢'n sin ceum air
ais o'n Drobhair ’s bha e cuir caran deth 'n
claidheamh mu ’n cuairt a chinn, thog e'n sin an
claidheamh cho ard sa b’ urrainn e, agus thug e’
nuas e le uile neart, agus chuir e'n ceann deth 'n
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chi’s ma’n gann a bha 'n gniomh ud deanta,
bba rinn a chlaidheamh fein ri broilleach an
Drdbhair bhochd agus briathran an robair na
chluais—*“Liubhair do sporan.” Ach cha d’
fheum an Drobhair briathran sam bith, a ligeil
a thuigsinn—cha do rinn e, ach bha ’n tuigsinn
—ain gun mhoran feum dha, a chionn bha i ro
fhade gun tighinn, agus b’ eadar dha a h-uile
peighinn a bh’ aige—'s bha sinn aige, sporan
trom—a liubhairt thairis do 'n robair, agus bha
dheadh chit agus a claidheamh ga dhi cdmhla
ris a sin. Ma 'n do dhealaich iad, thubhairt an
Drobhair—“Thug thu bh’ uamsa na bh’ agam,
i8 duilich leam mo chuid fein ’se cuid
chaich a’s duilghe leam, tha mi cdrr agus fichead
bliadhna &’ dol ’sa tighinn, air an rathad so, agus
ged is iomadh neach a dh’ earb a chuid rium
anns an Wine sin, cha do chaill neach peighinn
riamh orm, ach an uair a theid mi dhachaidh,
agus a dh’innseas mi gu’n deach mo robadh
bidh cuid ann a chreideas mi, ach bidh moran
dhid nach creid, ach co dhiy, cha teid mi dhach-
aidh gu brath gun ledn orm, so agad stoc
craoibhe, agus cuiridh mi mo lamh chl air, agus
gearr dhiom leis a’ chlaidheamb, o chaol-an-diirn
1” «A dhuine ghoraich,” ars’ an robair, “nach
foghainn ledn a’s lugha na call na laimhe uile
leat  cuir an lighdag agus a mhear a’s fhaisge
dhi air an stoc, agus gearraidh mise dhiot iad ’s
gléidh an cdrr deth ’n laimh bidh feum
fhathast oirre.” “Mar sin fein bitheadh e” ars’
an Drbbhair 'se gabhail a ninn far an robh stoc
cracibhe, a chaidh a shabhadh, tri no ceithir
deth throidhean o'n talamh, agus chuir e ’dha
mheur sinnte air an stoc, agus thuirt e ris an
robair —*“A nis, buail grad, agus buail glan.”
Thog an robair an claidheamh cho ard sa b’
urrainn e, ’s an sin bha e ga thoirt a nuas le
uile neart, an uair a thiolp an Drobbair a mhedir
bhar an stuic, agus chaidh an claidheamh an sas
gu domhain anns an fhiodh, ’s mu 'n d’ fhuair
an robair Uine gu sealltainn, no gu smaointinn,
bha medir an Drobhair Chruinn a’ teannachadh
gu cruaidh mu’n sgdrnan aige. Gun teagamh,
rinn an robair sporgail gu ledir, gu faotainn ma
réir, dheanadh uan sin, ne’'m faigheadh e e-fein
ann an spbgan an ledghainn, agusbhiodh e a
chearta cho furasda do'n van faotainn &s o’'n
ledghann 'sa bha e do’n robair faotainn a’lAmhan
an Drobhair ged a b'e 'n robair, duine moran bu
truime na’n Drobhair. 06 dhiy, cha b’ fhada
gus an robh an robair ’sa dhruim ri talamh agus
fhuair an Drbbhair a chuid fein air ais, agus
dorlach math a bharrachd air, agus le iall na
cuip a bh’ aig an robair, chaidh a lamhan fein a
cheangal air a chulthaobh ’s b’ eadar dha cois-
eachd ri taobh an Drdbhair, gus an Lairbeart.
An uair a riinig an Drobhair an tigh-dsda, anns
an robh e dol a chuir seachad na h-oidhche, ’sa
cunnaic a chairdean fein e tighinn agus each

aige anns an dirpa laimh agus duine anns an
laimh eile, cha robh fios aca ro-mhath de am min-
eachadh a thigeadh as a’ chiis, ach 'n uair a
thiinig fear-an-taighe air lom, 'sa sheall ¢ mu 'n
cuairt air, thuirt e—“Ma laochan thu Dhrdbh-
air, rinn thusa obair mhath air an oidhcl’ a
nochd, ghlac thu ’n robair mor ’s tha ciad pinnd
Sasunnach air a cheann s ma bheir thu do
Shruithla ’maireach e, gheibh thu sin agus
taing.”

Agus’se sin a rion an Drdbhair, gu math
trith anns &’ mbaduinn thug e'n robair do
Shruithla ’s ged a chuir an robair casaid na
aghaidh ag radh gu 'n do rob an Drbdbhair esan,
cha bu mhiann leis an luchd dghdarrais ann an
Sruithla sealltainn a stigh anns & chiis sin;
fhuair an Drdbhair a chiad pinnd Sasunnach le
méran molaidh agus taing air eon e 'bhi cho
smiorail ; fhuair e cead each an robair a ghleidh-
eadh dha féin agus s minig a chluinnte e’g radh
as a dhéidh sud—*“Ged a chaill mi mo dheadh
chi, fhuair mi’'n deadh each,” agus ’s iomadh
latha as a dhéidh sud, a bha 'n Drobhair agus
an t-each aithnichte anns na h-eileanan an Iar.

CLAIDHEAME.

THE FORTUNES OF AN EXILE.
BY I. K. RITCHIE,
Author of ‘‘In Love and Honour,” *“Dearer Far,” etc,

(Continued from page 40.)

O the truth ahout the beautiful chapel was
heard at last, and Flora, aghast, could not’
restrain the words of terrified upbraiding;

surely worse was the confession than if it had
been “I have trafficked with the poor man’s
earnings, but I bad every hope to make it
good again.”  Colinsay, however, found no
difficulty in defending himself. “You need
not put it in that light,” he said. “MacNeil
was sending & great deal more money home
than his wife had any need of—his parish
church was in sore straits for a little réady
cash, and I have used some of it as it passed
through my hands. In my own time I can
explain it to Ivan,” he supplemented, loftily.

“If that is your way of looking at it, I have
nothing more to say; but remember I have
Ivan’s letter, and if you will not immediately
make your peace with Joanna, I must take
steps in the matter.”

“Never mind the letter !” he cried, testily.
“Really, it is neither here nor there. You
have said Joanna knows nothing about it. You
misapprehend the thing altogether. Why is
power given to such as I if not to use with
prudence and discretion. MacNeil has been a
very lucky fellow in going out there to so good
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a fortune, and he should be highly honoured to
give generously to Mother Church.”

“To give—yes ; but to be robbed—no. But
I see it is useless to argue. I can only give this
document into my father’s hands and leave you
to explain it.”

Colinsay sprang forward with flashing eyes.
That he should be outwitted by a woman—by
the girl he had vowed to bring to submission—
it was more than he could endure.

“Flora, save me ! ” he cried, “you only can do
it. You have my secret—let us bear it together.
I have told you I am willing to qualify myself
as a minister of your own Church. Your father
can deny you nothing, and our path in the
future is clear. I do not mind acknowledging
to you I bave made a little mistake in playing
fast and loose with MacNeil's money, but we
can bank it with interest for them. They would
not suspect me of anything but generous motives,
and you know your own inflaence with them.”

Not till that moment did Flora realize how
oompletely devoid of conscience Colinsay was.

“You suggest this to me,” she faltered, “‘and
without shame would make me an accomplice in
your crime! But even were I such an one as
would listen to you, it were useless. It was
Ivan’s own child who found the letter, and saw
how you had deceived them all. And she
brought it to me, poor child ! because she said at
home they would not believe a word against you.”

“I always knew that wretched infant hated
me ! ” Oolinsay exclaimed, as he staggered almost
speechless into & chair.

“No, not you,” Flora corrected, “but your
want of sympathy with her little joys and
sorrows ; your foolish desire to keep her in
ignorance of what she had every right to know.
I have often thought it wrong, and I blame
Joanna for giving way so easily.”

“I am glad you blame someone besides myself,”

. he said bitterly. “Aund now, as you will not
help me, what would you have me do 1"

“There is but one way to a new and better life,”
answered Flora, softly, “Repent and be forgiven.”

Then she closed the door and left him, his
face buried in his hands, in evident dejection.
8o the doctor would find him, she thought, and
none confided in him in vain. With a heart
lighter than it had been for hours, she went
upstairs. Perhaps it would be less bitter to
Colinsay to perceive her father was not prepared
for the dark tale of the past years.

It was weeks before Flora recovered from the
shock of that dreadful moment when the doctor’s
startled cry on entering the surgery made her
rush to his side, and together they discovered
Colinsay—dead /! Dead without a struggle, for
the glass on the table beside him contained the

dregs of a poison instantaneous in action. Base
and cowardly in life, he had sought a coward’s
release from the ills with which he had himself
encompassed the future, His perfidy never
became subject of public scandal. Dr. Mac-
alister’s sympathies inclined towards the humane
course of keeping silence, and Ivan also desired
that the deplorable episode might be buried in
oblivion. He so far justified the unworthy
priest’s opinion of him as to express himself
honoured, though unawares, by enriching Mother
Church.

But the outward prosperivy of the chapel
seemed to wane with the end of Colinsay’s mis
guided career, and when the MacNeils visited
their native land a few summers ago already
the rich furnishings were dusty and moth-eaten.
They placed flowers on old Mrs. MacLeod’s
grave in the “God's Acre” there, but they
made their devotions in the old kirk, where
Fraser was still the beloved pastor; and need
Mary—herself soon to be claimed by one truly
worthy of her in the rich country across the
seas—be ocensured if her eyes seldom strayed
from the manse pew, where Flora sat the bride
of a few months

The MacNeils had always been Catholics in
the olden times, but Ivan and his family have
strengthened their former peace and happiness
in becoming followers of a simpler creed, bind-
ing them in closer sympathy and affection with
some who long have loved them in Loch Garra.

( Concluded. )

CrLaN MacLeaN Assoc1aTION.—The Annual Social
Gathering of this clan took place in the Waterloo
Rooms on 6th November, and was a most brilliant
and successful function. The chair was oocupied
by Colonel 8ir Fitzroy D. Maclean, Bart., C.B., chief
o¥ the clan, who was woompanied to the platform
by Lady and Miss Maclean, and the following clans-
folk :—Captain C. A. H. Maclean, of Pennycross,
and Mrs. ﬁitohie (née Miss Maclean, of Pennycross),
Mr. Neil Maclean of Breda, President, and Mra.
Maclean, Maclean of Doolﬁ:mh, Mr. John Mac-
lean, Vice-President, and . Maclean, Mr. Hector
A. C. Maclean, Harlington, Captain W. Maclean,
Southampton, Mr. Colin C. Maclean, Janesville,
U.S.A., Mr. Roderick Maclean, of Gometra, and
others. The chairman delivered an eloquent and
interesting address, in which he expressed the great
pride which he felt in being chief of such an ancient
and historic clan as that of the Macleans, and
assured his hearers that he would shirk noue of the
responsibilities and duties of his honourable position,
and would do everything in his power to maintain
the best traditioms of Clan Gillean. Mr. Neil Mac-
lean, Breda, also addressed the gathering, while
Pennycross aroused the enthusiasm of the audience
by rendering a selection on the bagpipe. Altogether
the oocasion was & memorable one in the m
annals of the Macleans.
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LIEUTENANT E. 8. GRAHAM, §

Vice-President, Scottish Clans Asseciation of
London.

HE subject of our sketch this month,
& although born in London, does not for-
get the land of -his fathers, and as so
frequently bhappens, is probably more interested
in Celtic matters than many of those born and
reared in Highland glens, He is the seventh
son of Walter Graham, at one time a member
of the London Oorn Exchange, who, it is inter-
esting to mention, was also a seventh son.
Those of our readers who are familiar with
Celtic folklore, or Fiona Macleod’s works, will
remember the curious superstition associated
with this member of a family. His great-great-
dfather, owing to his participation in the
acobite Risings of the eighteenth century, was
obliged to leave his home in Pertbshire, and
settled near Langholm, on the estate of the
Duke of Buccleugh, on which, and also on the
Netherbie estate, his son and grandson farmed
extensively, gaining some fame as breeders of
Galloway oattle.

Sinoce their migration to the border Mr,
Graham’s forbears have become connected by
marriage with the Highland families of Nicol
and Ferguson, and with the border clan of
Armstrong. Mr. Graham was educated at
Highgate Gramnmar School, and for some time
studied medicine. He, however, took up volun-
teering very keenly, first in the ranks of the
“Volunteer Medical Staff Corps,” which he left
a8 & 2nd class staff sergeant, to take up a
commission in the Volunteer Artillery, where
by his hard work he attracted the favourable
attention of the officer commanding volunteer
and militia artillery in the Home and Woolwich
district, who, on the relaxation of the regulation,
obtained for him a direct commission in the
army. Mr. Graham’s first regular commission

is dated May, 12th, 1900, and he was promoted
lieutenant, May 11th, 1901. He has served at
Plymoutb, Woolwich, St. Lucia (West Indies),
and is now serving in the West African Field
Force in Northern Nigeria. While stationed
at Woolwich he endeavoured to found a cadet
corps in connection with the Scottish Clans
Association of London, of which he is a vice-
president. )

Mr. Graham is a player on the national
insttument, and greatly interested in all matters
relating to the Highlands.

BLIADHNA MHATH UR DHUIBH.

THA sneachd geal na Nollaig’ air mullach Beinn Hough,
Air Muile nam mér-bheann, s air Eilean-a-Cheo,
Bithidh stoirm na bliadhn’ dir’ ann am Bealach-na-gaoith’
Ach blaths 'n ar cridhe, a chairdean mo ghaoil !

Ged tha sinne 's an eilean, 'us sibhse thar sail’,

Na leigibh air di-chuimhne Eilean Chola bhur griidh,
Och! na leigibh air di-chuimhne fior-chairdean bhur n-oig’,
"Us na nlonagan dileas 'tha ’g ionndrainn bhur pog.

Air 12 na bliadhna dir’ bithidh sinn uile mar b’ abhaist
’Cur failt’ air na ciirdean tha dileas dhuinn fhathast,
Car failt’ air a cheile le acibhneas 's le ceol,
Clann Illeathain, Clann Phiidean, Clann Fhionghain ’s
Clann Dhomhnuill.
DUuGHALL MACEACHTHIGHEARNA.

NEW YEAR'S EVE IN THE ISLAND
OF OOLL.

THE old year is dying : Ben Feall and Ben Hough

Are white as a maiden’s pure bosom of snow,

The ice-blast sweeps keen through the Pass of the Wind ;
But our pulses glow warm and cur greetings are kind.

Can the waves of the ocean twin spirits e’er part?
Can an Islesman forget the dear Isle of his heart,
The old folks, the youths, and the maidens who miss
The warmth of his greeting, his band-clasp and kiss ?

To-morrow’s New Year! You'll not come as of yore
Full-hearted, full-handed, first-footing our door,
But at night by the fire, while the ocean-storm raves,
It’s of you we'll be thinking in Coll of the Waves.

D. M‘ECHERN.
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A BUD OF THE WHITE ROSE.
BY JANET A. M‘CULLOCH.

of Glasgow, one day in the winter of

1745. On the “plane stanes,” under
the colonade of the Tontiue at the Cross, the
wealthy merchants and city magnates whispered
mysteriously to each other as they promenaded
in all the glory of bright cloaks and cocked
hats. At the entrances of ‘closes,” the
corners of narrow streets, the sbopkeepers and
artizans held excited converse together. Even
in the drawing rooms and parlours of the rich,
or the kitchens of the common folk, some
burning question was debated; a feeling of
unrest pervaded the entire community. And
- it was small wonder, for that day Prince
Charles Edward, the young Chevalier, bad
marched into the city at the head of his ¢ wild
Highlanders,” returning from that ill-advised
incursion into England, and, without ceremony,
had demanded quarters, food, and clothing for
his ragged regiments. He had quartered his
men on the peaceful inbabitants, he and his
officers occupying one of the best houses after
ejecting the rightful owner, and had coolly
commanded the Lord Provost and Magistrates
to obey his imperious orders.

Glasgow was loyal to the House of Hanover.
These high-handed proceedings were generally re-
sented by thestaid burghers, yetsuchistheglamour
that youth and misfortune combined, can cast,
that many were touched. Pity and sympathy
went out towards the handsome young man
who had come fom exile to claim what he con-
sidered his rights. Many women, especially
those of social standing, -were secretly hopeful
that the Prince might succeed. Not a few
men were aware of the feeling in their house-
hold. Of this number was Gilbert Howie, the
wealthy cloth merchant of the Candleriggs.
An off'shoot of the famous Howies of Lochgoin,
he had, singularly enough, married a lady
whose ancestors and immediate relations
favoured the cause of the bLanished Stuarts.
Annabel Howie was a Jacobite at heart,
though she made no sign of sympatby with
Prince Charles, not even when Gilbert fell to
railling at the Lord Provost and the City
Council for weakly giving in to the demands
made by the young Chevalier.

*“And we are to feed and clothe these wild
caterans, his Lordship counsels! If the hand
of some just man would but strike a blow for
Scotland now that the last whelp of a vile
strain is within reach, it would not be counted
to him a8 murder, but rather as a righteous
act,” he cried with vehemence.

His wife grew pale, his daughter and sole

mHERE was consternation in the good city

child, Marjorie, a lovely girl of seventeen,
trembled.

“You do not mean that, goodman?” Dame
Anuabel said faintly.

“T do mean it,” he said passionately. *Nay,
more ; 1 myself ”—he broke off suddenly with
a slow, furtive look at his listeners.

“Where is Willie?” he asked; “I must
return to the Council’s evening meeting by his
lordship’s desire. Bid the lads close, and let
Willie see to the due safety of the place.
These wild Hielandmen are thieving rogues.”

He donned his cloak of fine blue cloth, and
put on his laced bat as he spoke, for he was a
rich and respected citizen, a frequenter, too, of
the ¢ plane stanes.”

He departed, leaving horror and dread
behind him, feelings that were deepened when
his nephew and assistant, Willie Howie, came
up from the big warehouse (in these days of
simple habits, even wealthy business men lived
in flats above their shops or warehouses) and
repeated a couversation he had had with his
angry and resolute relative. :

«“ He'll do something, Aunt Annabel, of that
I am certain,” the young man declared. ‘-He
believes that the only thing that can stop the
rebellion is the death of the Prince.”

Annabel wrang her bands in destraction.

“Guid save us! and him the rightful heir; a
bonnie lad and a gracious one,” she moaned.
‘But what can we do, Willie¥ Oh! What
can we do?”

¢ Nothing,” was Willie Howie's grim answer.

His cousin’s eyes flashed ; the girl was her
father’s duughter, half-hearted measures were
not in her line, and ber lip curled as she looked
at the young man. .

“ Foul shame it will be to Glasgow if nothing
is done to protect the Chevalier. Think,
Willie! There’s one thing only to be done,”
she said, her eyes fixed on his.

Some eyes possess a positive magnetism,
their very slightest glance can dart mecaning,
understanding to other eyes. As Willie Howie
looked at Marjorie a change passed over his
face. A swift gleam of comprehension lit it
up ; he nodded to tLe girl.

“Do not grieve, Aunt Annabel, my uncle
and the Prince will be alike protected,” he
assured the weeping woman in & tone that
carried conviction.

The mansion occupied by Prince Charles was
one of those haudsome editices so often erected
at that period. Massive columns held up the
great heavy portico; its lower windows had
equally massive supports and high carved
lintels. The interior corresponded in solid
comfort with the dignified exterior; it was-
furnished luxuriously in the sombre style then
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in vogue, for its owner was a man of immense
wealth, The Prince’s suite was small, yet all
day the coming and going of his officers had
filled the stately house with bustle and the
clank of arms. Now, however, that night had
fallen, these men had sought their own lodgings,
and save for the steady tramp of kilted sentries
all was quiet, though a considerable number of
people of the lower class had congregated in the
streets to stare at the lighted windows and
open door.

A chill wind was blowing as Gilbert Howie
took his way homeward from the Council
meeting. It was late, as lateness was counted
in those primitive times, for the hour of ten
had just pealed from the Tron steeple at the
Cross, as he came to a halt at the meeting of
two streets. In the distance he could see the
Prince’s quarters, could faintly discern the
lingering crowd before the lighted windows.
For a minute he seemed to hesitate.

“ Wherefore should I not? It muy be given
to me to save Scotland this very night,” he said
aloud, and strode rapidly forward in the direc-
tion of the Royal lodging.

He was but a short distance from his
destination when two young men crossed the
street in front of him. He stopped instantly,
his brow dark with anger.

“ Willie, and one of these ess loons
with him,” he muttered furiously. *Oh! the
wicked, idle lads. But I'll not thole their
compromising of my good name.”

He hurried forward into the crowd, thrusting
the people aside with scant ceremony till he
had forced his way to the outer verge of the
circle. But no sign of his errant assistant or
apprentice could he see; the men around him
were neither of Willie's age nor grade; they
were mature men of the lower class. But
though his nephew had disappeared, the set
purpose that had brought Gilbert there seemed
still to dominate him. He pushed forward till
he found himself confronted by the Highland
sentries,

“I have business with your master in there ;
I must pass. I am Gilbert Howie, cloth mer-
chant, and Town Councillor,” he said, standing
squarely before the men.

One of the pair seemed to have some idea of
the demand ; he looked keenly at Gilbert and
said & few words to his companion, in Gaelic,
of course.

“For the Prince?” he queried suspiciously.

“Yes, yes! the Prince,” answered the mer-
chant with impatience, flinging back his cloak
to show that he was unarmed.

The men, with a guttural word of satisfac-
tion, at once signed to him to pass, and he sprang
up the broad steps and entered the mansion.

The warmly lighted ball, wide, and stretching
back to the foot of a noble staircase, was empty,
but from a curtained doorway on the right-
hand side the sound of voices could be heard.
Gilbert made straight for this door, but before
his hand could touch the curtain two glittering
claymores fell across it, while their owners,
a brace of stalwart Oelts, appeared simul-
taneously from behind the double leaves of
the oaken door.

“I have business; I must pass,” repeated
Gilbert, and endeavoured to enter. .

But tbese kilted keepers of the portals knew
no English; they shook their tawny locks in
dissent as the blades clashed an ominous
warning. Qilbert was insisting, showing, as
he had done before, that he had no weapon,
and the silent guards were still barring the
door with cold steel when, from another door
just opposite, a man suddenly appeared, one,
too, of some importance apparently.

“ What is it, men? Donald, Ewan, what is
all this unseemly wrangle about?” he demanded
sternly, eyeing Gilbert keenly the while.

The men answered in Gaelic, and the gentle-
man turned courteously to the intruder. )

“ His Royal Highness is engaged at present,
but the moment he is at liberty I will tell him
you desire an audience,” he said with the
slight but pleasant accent peculiar to educated
Irishmen. .

With a bow he ushered Gilbert into a small
recess in the hall where there was a seat.

* Wait here! I will come for you when the
Prince is ready. I would give you a better
waiting place, sir, but my brother officers use
all the lower rooms,” he said apologetically,
before hurrying away.

The recess was evidently connected with the
room whence the voices came. There was a
double-leaved door in it, probably that used by
the servants waiting at table. This door was,
of course, closed, but a faint line of light
showed down its centre ; the voices were quite
distinot when Gilbert sat down close to this
crack in the wood. There seemed to be two
or three speakers, and at sound of one voice
the merchant started violently, for he knew it
well. But presently another, a clear, low,
tremulous one, caused a look of bewilderment
to pass over his face, a look that rapidly
changed to horror, then to the most awful
deadly fury, as he put his ear to the crack and
listened ; listened, while the cold drops of agony
gathered on his forehead and ran down his
drawn, livid countenance. He was an austere
man of high principles, but he set himself
deliberately to hear all that was said in that
secret conference, things meant for no other
ears than those of the occupants of the room.
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“But- you mistake, monsieur,” a pleasant,
refined voice said; “I am safe among these
‘savages,’ as you term them, safer than the
German with thousands of hirelings around
him. Not a clansman of them would betray
his lawful sovereign! Money, honours, cannot
buy these Highland hearts!” There was pride
and confidence in the slightly foreign accents.

‘ But there are others who wish you ill, who
will plot and plan to defeat your aims; nay,
thinking it loyal and noble to compass your
death. Oh! Your Royal Highness, let us be
near you to frustrate their attempts—they
will make them, and soon.” The second
speaker’s tone was deep and earnest.

“Oh! I am fortunate in such fidelity; I
value it, and may yet avail myself of the offer
made now,” the first voice said. .

The unsuspected listener’s bands clenched
till the nails cut into the palms; his breath
came and went in deep pants of rage too intense
for other expression.

“Let it be now—this very night,” pleaded
the other voice; ““we are ready, for we know
that danger threatens even as I speak; we
know that murder broods in a heart that never
held hatred till this unhappy day.”

Gilbert’s strong shoulders pressed against the
door; there was a drawing together of the
muscles as if for some supreme effort. Ob,
the treachery, the double-dyed villainy of one
he had trusted! The scalding tears rose in
his burning eyes, to be dried by the fierce
flames of wrath.

“Let your Royal Highness accept our
services till your army shall have left Glasgow.
We ask no more.” The tones were tremulous
with emotion.

“It is a generous offer and .shows your
loyalty. Yes, I accept your offer, young sirs.
This night you shall watch turn and turn in
my sleeping chamber.”

“May heaven bless your Highness, and bring
you to your own. By your side I shall stay to
protect your life with my own,” a low,
trembling voice said in scarcely audible tones.

“That shall ye never do,” a fierce, choking
voice interrupted with a sparl, almost like that
of an infuriated animal. :

There was a crash of rending bolts, of
splitting wood, the falling of a heavy screen,
and a haggard, wild-eyed man burst furiously
in, the foam of passion on his twitching lips.
Gilbert, with one powerful thrust, had forced
the locked door inward, and now stood as
though turned to stone, staring at the three
people before him. By a cushioned chair, from
which he had started up, a remarkably hand-
some young man, fn full Highland garb, stood
gazing with ouriosity at the intruder, while

near by two others, one a mere lad in the dress
of an apprentice, had shrunk back as though a
blow had been dealt at each. With a face
stiffened into absolute ferocity, Gilbert paused
a moment, then broke out violently.

“ You and your rabble shall have no dealings
with the men of Glasgow. Get ye hence, ye
vile son of a vile stock! May the curse of
Scotland pursue ye to the very gates of hell!
Get ye gone, I say.” The fury of the man
seemed to master him ; he took a step towards
the Prince, his hand raised.

With a shriek the young apprentice threw
himself between Gilbert and the Prince, who
had started back, his band upon his sword.

¢ Father ! Father! Do not touch him; he
is your rightful king,” the lad cried wildly,
and Gilbert’s hand dropped, his livid face
became ashen.

“Marjorie!” he gasped, and clutched at the
nearest chair for support.

The self-betrayed girl had thrown her arms
round the Prince, her head turned, her eyes
regarding her father with horror and defiance.
She did not see the effect the revclation of her
sex had upon Oharles; she was not aware that
the Highland guards had rushed in from the
hall, that & gentleman had hastened to the
Prince’s side, or that Willie Howie was trying
to unloose her locked fingers. She saw nothing
but the terrible face of her father, the foaming
mouth and blazing eyes.

“You shall not kill him! You shall not!
I dare you to touch him,” she cried, her voice
shrill with terror.

The unhappy man bad reeled after that one
piteous exclamation ; he looked like one stricken
with a deadly iliness. He made no attempt
to stir—he could not. The Prince, with
wonderful self-control, made & sign with his
right hand, his left arm supporting the girl
who would otherwise have fallen.

“ Renvoyez les hommes,” he said quietly, and
at an order in Gaelic from the gentleman the
guards instantly retired.

Marjorie, her face white as her father’s,
suddenly withdrew her hands from Charle’s
neck to cover her eyes with them. Her cousin
stood immovable by her side; the Prince
reseated himself calwly.

. # Secure the door, O'Neal ; let no one enter,”
he said, and the gentleman quickly fastened
both doors, returning to stand behind his
leader’s chair as unconcernedly as though such
episodes as the one then occurring were quite
common.

There was a brief pause; no one stirred
till Charles himself broke the silence. He
looked at the stricken Gilbert with stern com-
passion,
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‘“ Monsieur, we want your explanation,” he
said, not unkindly.

In those early days, before exposure and
privation had worn his face to haggardness, or
selfish indulgence set indelible marks upon it,
“ Bonnie Prince Charlie” was extremely hand-
some. With fascinating manners, he had less
of the hauteur, but more of the personal
magnetism of his masterful ancestors. As he

at the angry intruder, whose motives he
could not fathom, there was that look of calm

‘dignity upon his face which could influence his

most turbulent followers, It influenced Gilbert
unknown to himself; his mood became less
aggressive ; his fury was not gone, but he con-
trolled it better. But he did not answer
Charles.

““We are waiting,” repeated the Prince with
some impatience.

Then Gilbert drew himself together to
answer ; he took a step mearer, his dark eyes
cast down a8 though in deep shame. His voice
trembled, yet he spoke carefully like one
anxious to betray no emotion, and he never
glanced at his danghter. He gave the Prince
no title save that demanded by courtesy.

“8ir, my ancestors had no cause to love
yours, and did T follow their example I should
let the weapon of the assassin find its way to
your heart unhindered. Yet that I cannot do
—you are young and may repent of the evil
that you think now is no evil at all. Go your
way ; leave the city as you found it, loyal and
true to its best interests. It may be worse for
you than for Qlasgow if ye heed  not, my
warning.”

He raised his sombre eyes suddenly to read
the effect of his words, but beyond a slight,
scornful smile Charles showed no concern. ' The
smile seemed to determine the speaker’s course,

“] meant not at first to warn you, but I
dared not let your blood lie upon the city,
though in my passion’s heat I thought I could.
Sir, as I passed from the Council chamber this
night I overheard some words that told me a
plot was being laid for your destruction. The
plotters mean to carry it out ere the dawn.
Be warned, depart at once, for all your wild
horde cannot protect you against the scheme
a8 I heard it set forth.”

He paused again, but no word was uttered
by the Prince, and in the silence the sound of
steps and ‘voices could be heard without.
G lﬁrt, with almost feverish energy, resumed.

“ Do I—a man who has just discovered deceit
and dishonour in his own household —look like
one who would lie for a purpose? Would I,
who hate and despise your race, stoop to any
mean device to be rid of you because my own
nearest and dearest have deceived me for your

sake? Sir, we Howie's have hitherto been
honest, even to our foes. I would not shame
the stock I have sprung from.” .

He got no further, a wild clamour, oaths,
cries, the clash of steel, the trampling of feet,
and loud bangs upon the oaken door made the
group in the room start into sudden alertness.
Charles had risen, laying his hand inatinctively
upon his sword hilt. O’Neal had bastened to
his master’s side, while the others had turned
with one accord towards the quivering, straining
door as the assaults npon it became more
vehement.

“Open !
cried an agitated voice.
Highness is a dead man.”

Marjorie gave a faint scream and clung to
Willie; Gilbert placed himself beside O’Neal,
but the Prince turned calmly to the latter.

“See what they want,” he said, with no
haste or flurry, and in three strides the Irish-
man was at the door.

As he flung it wide three men swept past
bhim like a torrent, the Highland guards in
their wake. All five rushed forward, the three
civilians with a strange assortment of weapons,
the Highlanders with drawn claymores. The
leading citizen, a short, broad man of forbidding
aspect, flung himself upon Gilbert Howie.

“8eize him! Seize the traitor who would
murder his Royal Highness,” he yelled, and
laid his grasp upon the merchant’s arm.,

But, the momentary shock over, Gilbert
threw the assailant off. Not only was he
much taller, he was a far more muscular man,
and the hot, fighting bldod of the famous
Lochgoin stock was roused.

“Simon Crawford —liar, cheat, scoundrel ;
1 know you,” he cried, and with one well-
aimed blow sent his accuser spinning behind
the Prince’s chair.

But with oaths and furious lunges the other
two were upon him. Charles, his sword
unsheathed, calmly regarded the unequal com-
bat, and Willie strove to aid his uncle, for the
guards waited for O’Neal’s orders, and O’Neal
was for the nonce engaged in hastily refastening
the door to prevent any rush from the street,
or the escape of those already in the room.
Suddenly a piercing shriek rang out, the
Prince’s sword leaped into the air, then
descended. There was a deep, gurgling groan,
some one pitched heavily forward. From
beneath his overturned chair the Prince rose
staggering, his dress disordered, his sword gone.
With an awful cry O’Neal bounded to his side.

“It is nothing; I am not hurt. See to the
capture of these canaille,” said Charles rapidly,
and O’Neal understood the situation when he
saw the reddened sword grasped in thin

Open for the love of heaven!”
¢“Open, or His Royal
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nervous hands, and a glittering dagger lying
on the floor by a shapeless, huddled figure,
unnaturally still.

For a moment all was confusion, but before
long the struggling group resolved itself into
shape; each stalwart Highlander grasped =
cowering prisoner ; Gilbert and Willie, panting
from their exertions, were mopping moist brows ;
and Marjorie, sick and faint from horror and
the sight of blood, had dropped to her knees,
Charles himself supporting her.

But the prisoners were quickly bound and
dragged to the far end of the room in company
with their wounded accomplice, the man whom
Gilbert had recognised. Then Charles spoke
with a certain solemnity in his pleasant voice.

“I see it all, monsieur, my honourable foe ;
it is clear as day to me. These knaves knew
that you held their secret; they knew that you
would speak bitterly of me in your Council
(nay, be not hurt, I am honest too), and had
marked you for their scape-goat. It would
have been very cleverly contrived! Had you
not come here you would ere now be lying dead
in some corner with that dagger in your back.
Your resolve to warn me gave them their
chance to finish us both. Ah! it is plain
enough, my generous enemy, and I honour you
as one true man may honour another. I thank
you from my heart; these also, for they, too,
warned me, and they are of your household.”

He held out his hand, and, staunch Coven-
anter that he was, Gilbert laid his own in it
frankly.

“I knew not that my own family had word
of this plot, nor how they got it,” he said.
“They knew well how wroth I was at your
coming, but I thank Providence they were,
even as I, filled with horror at the crime
meditated.”

As her father spoke Marjorie’s eyes sought
her cousin’s, and each read in the other’s glance
that which tongues dared not utter—never so
long as they two should live must Gilbert
suspect that they had warned the prince
against Aim. The stern, rugged heart that had
put humanity and honour before sectarian or
party feeling must never be stabbed with the
cruel truth that his own kin had in thought
branded him a murderer. With this pride in
her father mingled another feeling which she
was too innocent to define, too unsophisticated
to know that there might be danger or tragedy
in it. Well for her that she knew she might
never look upon Charles Stuart’s face again,
for in that bitter knowledge was her safety
from future sorrow.

There was no wrath now in Gilbert’s soul
since the Prince had confirmed the idea that
had entered his mind since the fight, that Mar-

jorie had come on an errand similar to his own,
though how she bad obtained her knowledge
of Crawford’s plot he could not understand.
That the project of warning Charles was her'’s
he never doubted ; he knew her generous, high-
spirited nature too well to oredit either his
timid wife or matter-of-fact nephew with the
plan. Her father not being available she had
simply invoked the aid of the only other male
relative in whom she could put implicit faith.
As he built up his theory in his mind’s eye &
strange exultation took possession of Gilbert ;
he was proud of his daughter’s daring and
resourcefulness. As he glanced at ber he even
noted with secret satisfaction how well the
thread-bare ’prentice garb became her fresh
beauty and graceful figure. The Scots are not
a demonstrative race—Gilbert had given few
signs of tenderness in the domestic circle—but
there was something in the softening of the
stern face now under the spell of these
thoughts that emboldened Marjorie to slip her
hand into ber father's. And Gilbert held it in
a close, firm clasp that sent a thrill to the
girls loving heart. Then Charles addressed
the merchant again ; he had been watching the
play of emotions upon the faces of parent and
child; perhaps he understood their feelings
better than they did themselves, for he was
gifted with keen sympathy, at least in his
early youth.

‘“Monsieur, I owe you a debt I can never
fully repay, but perhaps ere long I may be able
to show you that Charles Stuart can feel
gratitude,” he said with some emotion,

“Oh! sir, take heed in time. Do not, I
beseech you, deluge Scotland’s soil with the
blood of her gallant sons. Believe me, you
cannot succeed ; your cause is desperate,” cried
Gilbert earnestly.

Charles drew himself up, his steel-blue eyes
flashed.

“My out-spoken enemy, I shall consider my
cause desperate when I am fleeing from the
German's hired legions with a price upon my
head,” he said with haughty scorn, all unwitting
that he was sketching out the miserable future.

““We shall keep the assassins safe while we
are here,” he continued, ¢ Thanks to the brave
maiden who wielded my sire’s sword so well,
one of them can trouble us but little. But I
fear me I can show but small portion of what
is in my heart.” '

He had been looking at Marjorie, and for
the first time seemed to realize the beauty of
the face under the ruffled locks of the pre-
tended boy. As a man of the world he was
well aware what construction the men of his
order would put upon her daring action in
disguising herself, but one glance at her was
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enough to dispel all unworthy thoughts. He
was beginning to understand something of the
splendid unselfishness of the women who knew
nothing of Courts, though it was reserved for
another girl than the Glasgow -merchant’s
daughter — the incomparable heroine, Flora
Macdonald—to show him to what sublime
heights of self-sacrifice love and loyalty could
carry a noble-natured woman. Marjorie’s face
flushed scarlet under his gaze; she trembled.
The Prince smiled (Marjorie never forgot the
wonderful sadness and sweetness of that smile)
as he unfastened from his coat the cockade of
whitesatinribbon, held in place by a jewelled pin.

¢ Mademoiselle, the time—as monsieur, your
father predicts—may never come when my
gratitude for your devotion can be shown, still,
I shall live in hope that it may. - But whether
or not, keep this in remembrance of me and of
your own brave action. It is the only order of
merit, unfortunately, that I have to bestow,
and they that have worn it have, alas! been
unlucky. But I hope it is now the symbol of
a bright day dawning for me and my House.”

With infinite grace he fastened the emblem
of his dynasty upon the shabby brown fustain
of the *’prentice lad’s” coat, and if his fingers
trembled or lingered just a little longer than
was necessary over their work, who shall blame
him? Marjorie was very, very lovely, and she
had just saved his life.

“ Her mother comes of a Jacobite line,” said
Gilbert, as the Prince completed his task.

“And never did a fairer bud than this
spring from the stem of the White Rose,” said
Charles, his eyes still upon the girl’s glowing
face. ‘* Farewell, mademoiselle and monsieurs ;
if the saints permit that I come to my own, you
havebuttoask your reward,and itshall be given.”

Alas! as we all know, he never did *“‘come
to his own,” and though we may be thankful
that it was so, what Scottish heart does not
ache, even at this distant day, recalling the
terrible sufferings and ultimate fate of * Bonnie
Prince Charlie.” ‘

In a ocertain family holding a high place
among the magnates of the beautiful city
of St. Mungo is preserved & knot of satin
ribbon, its original white long since faded to
ivory-yellow by the touch of time. Through

its centre is stuck a handsome, old-fashioned,
" and very valuable diamond pin, which is never
removed. This curious ornament is religiously
handed down from mother to daughter as a
sacred heirloom. And sometimes ai fancy-
dress balls or other functions in the oity it
adorns the bodice of some girl descendant of
that generous, high-souled *“ Bud of the White
Rose,” upon whose bosom it was first placed by
the hand of a Prince.

LONDON ARGYLLSHIRE ASSOCIATION.

THis Association gave a complimentary Dinner in
the Inns of Court Hotel, London, on Saturday, 28th
November, to Miss Jessie N. Maclachlan, the Gaelic
prima.donna, who is a native of Argylland a member
of the Society. The chair was taken by S. Greenlees,
Esq., J.P., the President, and the company numbered
over 100, and included such well-known Highlanders
a8 Dr, Farquhar Matheson, Dr. W, Aitken MacLeod,
John Forbes, Dr. Cameron Gillies, D. C. Fraser,
Jobn MacKercher, and Colonel J. S. Young. The
gathering, needless to say, was an enthusiastic one,
and Miss Maclachlan’s services to Gaelicand Scottish
song met due appreciation in the able speeches of the
Chairman and Y)r. Farquhar Matheson. A poetical
appreciation written for the occasion by Mr. Wm,
C. Galbraith, the honorary secretary of the Associ-
ation, was recited during the evening by Miss Iona
Robertson. The poem is as follows :

ORAIN NA DACHAIDH.

They charm us thro’ the passing years,
In our hearts kept warm the while;

They win our laughter or our tears,
Bring sadness or a smile :

The dear sangs in the Gaelic tongue
That bind our hearts th'gether,

The sangs we mind when we were young,
Of love, and hame, and heather.

Now we who thro’ thy art have been
As children once again,

And from the vanished homesteads seen
‘The peat reck ower the glen,

We proffer you our mead of praise—
But poor the thanks we give,

For the glimpses of the olden days,
And the Homeland that we love,

To you, Sweet Singer, whom we claim
As our dear QQueen of Song,

‘Whose genins great has spread thy fame
Our sundered kin among,

We offer you the tribute due
By all of Highland name,

For all you’ve done, and yet will do,
For the dear auld Sangs o’ Hame.

AT HECTOR'S GRAVE,

Through pathways, hallowed by sorrow’s feet,
I %msed to his resting place apart ;

A robin was singing a requiem sweet
As I laid my flowers o’er his broken heart.

So still it was ‘neath the wintry sun;
Nosound on the sacred silence smote
Save the one deep boom of the Castle gun,
Or the low, soft thrill of the wild bird's note.

And I wept as I touched with reverent hand
The grave of the hero that Envy slew,
And thought *“ In the happier spirit land
His wrongs be forgives as we cannot do.”
JaneT A. M‘CuLLocH.
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SMUGGLING IN THE HIGHLANDS.

T is a curious fact that the means of
@ producing artificial excitation, or a
pleasing flow of animal spirits, is one of

the earliest objects of human solicitude. No
sooner have herds been domesticated and the
land brought into cultivation, than the invention
of man discovers the art of preparing an exhila-
rating beverage. To the people of the east and
the southern countries of Europe, the vine
afforded a delicious tredt, the want of which
the Gauls and Britons supplied from grain, and
the liquor prepared from it they named Curmi,

a word retained in close resemblance by the
Welsh, whose term for beer is Owrw; the Gael
have lost this word, but they retain Cuirm, a
feast, and call ale Lionn, the Llyn, or liquor of
the former.

It was reserved for the northern descendants
of the Celtic race to improve on the process of
fermentation, and by distilling the Brathleis, or
wort, they became the noted preparers of Uisge
beatha. This term is literally “the water of
life,” corresponding to Aqua vitae, Eau de vie,
&c., and it is from the first portion of the word
that ¢ Whiskey” is derived. It is otherwise
called Poit du’, or the black pot, in the slang

HIGHLAND SMUGGLERS’' BOTHY.

vocabulary of the smuggler, the Trish Poteen,
or the little pot, being of similar import.

The superiority of small still spirits to that
which is usually produced in large licensed
distilleries, is supposed to arise from the more
equable coolness of the pipe, a regular supply
of spring water being introduced for the
condensation of the steam and the Braich, or
malt, is'also believed to be of a better quality,
being made in small quantities, and very care-
fully attended to. As the preparation of malt
for private distillation is illegal, it must be
managed with great secrecy, and the writer has

seen the process carried on in the Eird houses,
often found on the moors, which, being subter-
raneous, were very suitable for the manufacture.
These rude constructions had been the store-
houses for the grain, to be used in another -
form, of the original inhabitants. ~Whiskey
may be sometimes of inferior quality; but where
the people are generally so good judges of its
worth it is not likely that a bad article will be
produced, and it may be observed that the
empyreumatic taste, vulgarly called *peat reek,”
is a great defect. Tarruing dubailt is double
distilled, Treas-tarruing, three times, and when
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it is wanted to be still stronger, it is * put four
times through,” and called Uisge beatha ba'ol.

From the nature of the traflic, the most
secluded spot is selected for the plantation of
the simple distillery. Oaves in the mountains,
corries or hollows in the upland heaths, and
recesses in the glens, are chosen for the purpose,
and they are, from fear of detection, often
sbandouned after the first *“ brewst.” The print
" exhibits a Whiskey Still at work in & moonlit
night, attended by two gillean, or youths, and
the primitive construction of the apparatus is
sufficiently made out. Into the tub, or vessel,
through which the * worm,” or condensing pipe
is conveyed, although not seen in the picture,
there is a small rill conducted, which, runniog
through, affords a constant supply of the cold
stream. i

National as the love of whiskey appears to be,
it is matter of doubt whether it has been long
known to the Highlanders. Some writers seem
to have no doubt that the ancient Caledonians
possessed the art of preparing alcohol ; but to
arrive at the distillation of spirits an acquaint-
ance with chemistry is requisite, and society
must be in an advanced state of improvement
ere such a manufacture could be attempted.
Writers who have directed their attention to
the snbject, maintain that no satisfactory proof
can be found of whiskey baving been in use at
an earlier period than the beginning of the
fifteenth century. Certain it is, that malt
liquor formed the chief beverage of the old
Highlanders, who do not seem to have had so
foud a relish for uisge beatha as their successors,
and however useful a dram of good Glenlivet
may be in & northern climate, it does not appear
that the present race are more healthy and
hardy than their fathers. General Stewart
gives the evidence of a person who died in 1791,
at the age of 104, that lionn-laidir, strong ale,
was the Highland beverage in his youth, whiskey
being procured in scanty portions from the low
country ; yet Prince Charles, at Coireairg, in
1745, elated to hear that Cope had declined
battle, ordered whiskey for the common soldiers,
to drink the general’s health, which would prove
it to have been then plentiful.

Illicit distillation wasat one time perseveringly
carried on throughout Scotland, and whiskey
was indeed a staple commodity. Many depended
for payment of their rents upon what they could
make by this means, and landlords had obvious
reasons to wink at the smuggling which pre-
vailed with their knowledge to such an extent
among their tenants; some years ago several
justices of the peace in Aberdeenshire were
deprived of their commissions, for stating it as
impossible to carry into effect the stringent acts
passed for the suppression of the illegal practice.

In the fastnesses of the Highland districts it
was difficult to discover the bothies, where the
work was carried on, and prudence often forbdde
the gauger from attempting a seizure; but in
more accessible parts of the country, his keen
search could only be evaded by the utmost
vigilance. In Strathdon, Stratbspey, and
neighbouring localities, where a mutual bond of
protection exists, it is the practice, when the
exciseman is seen approaching, to display im-
mediately from the house-top, or & conspicuous
eminence, & white sheet, which being seen by
the people of the next “ town,” or farm steading,
a similar signal is hoisted, and thus the alarm
passes rapidly up the glen, and before the officer
can reach the transgressors of the law, every-
thing has been carefully removed, and so well
concealed, that even when positive information
has been given, it frequently happens that no
trace of the work can be found.

The life of a smuggler is harsssing, and the
system has a demoralising tendency; from the
time he commences malting he is full of anxiety,
and the risk he runs of having the proceeds of
his painful labour captured in its transit to the
customer is not the least of his troubles. Some-
times the low-country people will meet the

. Highlandecrs, and purchase the article at their

own risk ; but it is generally taken by the latter
to the towns, and they travel frequently in
bodies with horses and carts. Information is
often obtained of these expeditions, and the
exciseman intercepts it, taking, if necessary, a
party of soldiers; but sometimes, after a severe
encounter, the smugglers have got off, carrying
back a portion of the spirits, and, mayhap,
leaving wounded or dead on both sides. When

_the’ party reaches the vicinity of a town the

greatest caution must be observed in going
about with the sample of ‘“the dew,” and all
sorts of expedients are adopted to convey it,
when sold, to the premises of the buyer.

THE M‘QUISTINS.
Sir,—A friend sent me a few weeks ago the August
number of “Celtic Monthly,” containing enquiry as
to the proper ar;nunoiation of our name. Our
branch of the ily has always pronounced our
name M‘Questen. gur ancestors left leshire,
Scotland, for Ooleraine, in North of d, in
1650. I tind on looking up an old record, the name
as it was spelt in Argyleshire is M‘Uisthon. I
cannot tell you anything about the Clan they
belonged to, whether there was any. Our record
only begins from the time we left Scotland, came
to Ireland, and then left for America in 1736.
Trusting that this meagre account will be of some
use to you ; although I am afraid it is rather late.
Sincerely yours,
MarY Barowin M‘QuestEN,

Hamtilton, Ont., Canada.
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ANl Communioations, on literary and bdusimness
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MACKAY, 1 Blythe & Drive, Glasg
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a Dollar note, and save expense of Money Order.
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Subsoribers are reminded that the contributien
(4a.post free), for the new volume le now overdue.
Vol XIl. d with the October issue.
American and C dian readers may send a
dollar note, which le value on this side for 4e.
Subsoriptione should be sent at once to the
Editor, Mr. John Maekay, 1 Blythswood Drive,
Qlasgow.

Bounp VoLumes.—Copies of Volume XI., taste-
fully bound in cloth, gilt lettering, can now be had,
m 7/6 post free. Volumes V. to XI. can also be
in similar binding, at 7/6 each. Apply, Mr.
John Mackay, 1 Blythswood Drive, Glasgow.

THE MACINTYRES.

Si»,—In the October issue of the *‘Celtic Monthly,”
Ki 16, Fionn, in his valuable papers on ‘“The Martial
usic of the Clans” gives some interesting informa-
tion ing the t; Will you, or any
reader of the “Celtic Monthly,” inform me who ocom-
posed “Cruachan Beann,” his name and profession ?
Also who was the first Highlander who danced
before Her Majesty the late Queen Victoria ?
Yours truly,
Oanada. A SUBSCRIBER.
Hecror MacpoNALD MEMORIAL.—We are indebted
to Mr. D. Gair, London, for a contribution of 10s.6d.
towards this object. We have now handed the sum of
£45 14s. to the Treasurer of this fund, subscribed
by readers of the Celtic Monthly.
CraN MackaY S8ocieTy.—The Annual Conversazione
took place in the Albany Galleries, Glasgow, on 18th
December, and proved most successful. There was
a large attendance and dancing was carried on till 2
am. At an interval during t%e evening, Mr. John

Mackay, Editor, Celtic Monthly, in an appreciative
speech, introduced the new president, Mr. Thomas
Mackay, to the gathering. He delivered an
interesting (irou, touching upon the work of the
session, and his experiences during the Reay
Country Tour. The past session hug ved the
mosat prosperous in the history of the gociety, the
total funds now amounting to nearly £1,600.
Apologies were intimated from the followiniiclana-
men, Provost A. Y. Mackay, Grm%e’mouth, essrs.
Campbell T. Mackay, George G. Mackay, and W.
Macgonald Mackay, all of Liverpool, while the
veteran clansman, Mr. John Mackay, Hereford,
sent an inapiring message by wire,

THe SxYe GATHERING, which was held in the St.
Andrew’s Halls, on 4th December, proved a magni-
ficent function. Mr. Reginald Macleod, of Macleod,
C.B., occupied the chair, and delivered an address
on topics relating to the Eilean o’ Cheo. A stirring
speech was also delivered by Rear-Admiral Angus
Macleod, in 'which he urged his fellow-islesmen tc
take a greater interest in naval matters, as a career
in the Navy offered many excellent positions to
young men desirous of following the sea. He knew
what splendid seamen the Skye men were, and
would be very proud to command a warship manned
solely by natives. We hope to see this dis ished
son of Skye present often at Highland gatherings
in this city. The Skye Association deserve to be
congratulated on their gathering, it was altogether
a delightful re-union.

IN THE WOODS-DECEMBER, 1903.

THE red sun flames beyond the bare black trees,
And droops his glory into pools of shrinking gold
Sweet, swinging, agdd winds are everywhere.

The trees fast rusting to their glorious death,
Their yearly death—mutely to stand against

The smoking winter sky of grey—until the Spring.
Ah! dear to me the minor cadence of the wind,
That, Orpheus-like, all through the swaying trees
Doth draw strange music from each naked aisle !

The sudden-piping birds are cheery friends ;
How clear the shy sun’s unexpected ray !
How sweet to wander fancy-led across
The kindly carpet of the brown and golden leaves;
To feel the kiss of gentle
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[From W.\C. Mackenzic's [**History of the Outer Hebrides.”

WILLIAM MACKENZIE-UILLEAM DUBH,
Fifth Earl of Seaforth, who died in 1740
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TALES AND TRADITIONS OF
THE OLANS.
By Fionx.

Clans are curious legends and stirring

tales. Some of these refer to the
manner in which a clan received its crest, or
the incidents which gave rise to its slogan or
war-¢ry, while others refer to certain predic-
tions regarding the fate of not a few Highland
families. Many of these tales are concealed in
ancient histories of the clans, long out of print,
while others have been told by the Gaelic
seanachies and are still confined to the native
language of the Gael. In the following series
of sketches some of these will be presented as
they connect themselves with our leading
Highland Clans. The arms of the clans will
be given when these are necessary, for the
better understanding of the tales.

I.—TrE CrLax MacKENzIE.

@ONNEC‘TED with many of the Highland

Caberfeidh—1The Deer's Antlers.

As doubtless many of my readers are aware,
prominent in the coat of arms of the Mac-
Kenzies’ is the ¢ Caber-feidh,” or deer’s antlers.
So closely is this clan associated with the stag’s
head that in the north, where they are
numerous, they are frequently referred to as
the ¢ Caber-feidhs.” It is also well known that
the march or quickstep of the clan is the
gopular tune which bears the name * Caber-
eidh,” ever associated with the Seaforth High-
landers—the 72nd and 78th Regiments. The
origin of this portion of the clan arms is
deacribed in a legend somewhat as follows:—
Alexander III is alleged to have granted to
Colin Fitzgerald in 1266 lands in Kintail, the
cradle of the MacKenzies. This charter is
dated at Kincardine, a place of that name
supposed to be situated on the River Dee, and
an incident is reported to have occurred in the
Forest of Mar, in connection with which it is
traditionally stated that the MacKenzies
adopted the stag’s head (Caber-feidh) as part of
their arms, with the motto ¢ Cuidich an Righ”
—Help the King. The legend goes on to say
that Alexander was on a hunting expedition
in the forest, near Kincardine, when an

infuriated stag, closely pursued by the hounds,
made straight in the direction of the King,
and Colin Fitzgerald, the alleged progenitor of
the MacKenzies, according to certain theories,

“who accompanied the Royal party, gallantly

interposed his own person between the exas-
perated animal and His Majesty, and shot
it with an arrow in the forehead. The King,
in acknowledgment of the Royal gratitude,
at once issued a diploma in favour of Colin
granting bim armorial besrings, which were to
be a stag’s head puiseant, bleeding at the fore-
head where the arrow pierced it, to be borne
on & field azure, supported by two grey hounds.
The crest to be a dexter arm bearing a naked
sword, surrounded by the motto * Fide parta,
Fide acta,” which continued to be the dis-
tinctive bearings of the MacKenzies of Seaforth
until it was cousidered expedient, as corrobora-
ting their claims on the extensive ions
of the MacLeods of Lewis, to substitute for the
original the crest of that warlike clan, which
bearings are now used by the representatives
of the High Chief of Kintail. In Braban
Castle, the seat of the MacKenzies, is a large
oil painting of the incident of the hunting
match and Colin Fitzgerald’s gallant rescue of
Alexander III., painted by West.

The origin of the Clan March is as follows :—
This stirring tune and the Gaelic words
associated with it, were composed by Norman
MacLeod, a native of Assynt, Sutherlandshire.
The Earl of Sutherland gave a commission
to William Munro of Achany, who, with a
large body of retainers, descended on Assynt
and carried off a “creach,” or cattle raid.
Among those who suffered was MacKenzie of
Ardloch, who was a near neighbour of Norman
MacLeod. Not content with lifting cattle, the
Munros carried with them from the sheiling a
large quantity of butter and cheese, This
“petty larceny” incensed ‘the bard, who com-
posed a song and melody which became the
clan song of the MacKenzies. The song is
very bitter and sarcastic, and provoked the
Munros very much. The Gaelic words will be
found in MacKenzie's * Beauties of Gaelic
Poetry.” It is interesting to note that a son
of the author of * Caberfeidh” was Professor
Hugh MacLeod of the University of Glasgow.

Another well-known tune connected with
the MacKenzies is “Failte Uilleam Duibh,” or
“The Earl of Seaforth’s Salute.” The salute
was composed about 1715 to William, 5th Earl
of Seaforth.(Seep.71.) He lived in a critical time
in the history of the Highlands. He was
present with his clap at Sheriffmuir, and after
this battle he followed James III. into exile.
His estates were forfeited, although it was
found extremely difficult to carry the forfeiture
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into effect. For several years after the estates
were confiscated the rents were collected by the
Earl’s faithfal henchman at Sheriffmuir—
Donald Murchison, and conveyed to his exiled
master in Spain.

TeR DooM OF THE SEAFORTHS PREDICTED.

During the seventeenth century there lived
oy the shores of Loch Ussie on the Brahan
estate the famous Highland seer ‘¢ Coinneach
Odhar”—Dun Kenneth. The Highlands are
still full of his prophecies ; some have been ful-
filled and others have not. It is wonderful
how many of his predictions have come true
within living memory. The predictions to
which we would now refer are those which
concerned the MacKenzies of Seaforth.
Kenneth, third Earl of Seaforth (1635-1678),
married Isabella MacKenzie, daughter of Sir
John MacKenzie of Tarbet, and sister of the
Earl of Cromartie. To her, cruelty and violence
may be traced. It may be here stated that
Coinneach was presented in a mysterious
fashion with a round white stone with a hole
through it. By looking through this hole
Coinneach could forsee coming events. On
one occasion Seaforth left his Countess at
Brahan, went on a visit to Paris, and joined in
its gay amusements. Lady Seaforth became
uneasy at the prolonged absence of her lord,
and summoned Coinneach, who had won a

reputation as a prophet, and demanded to know
where Seaforth was. The seer applied the
white stone to his eye, and informed the
Oountess that her lord was in Paris, safe and
sound, well and hearty. The Countess
demanded the seer to describe Seaforth’s
appearance and where, and how, he was
employed. Coinneach besought her to restrain
her curiosity, as her lord was “ well and merry.”
The lady insisted on knowing more, and used
bribes and threats to induce Ooinneach to give
a true account of her husband, where he was
and what he was doing. Coinneach at last
replied—*“ As you will know that which will
make you unhappy, I must tell you the truth.
My lord seems to have little thought of you or
his children, or of his Highland home. : I saw
him in a gay-gilded room, grandly decked out
in velvets and silks and cloth of gold, and on
his knees before a fair lady and his arm round
her waist.” On hearing this the lady’s rage
knew no bounds. Instead of waiting her
lord’s return and directing her ire against him,
she thought she would discredit the revelations
of the seer by branding him as a vile slanderer
of her husband’s character.

Turning to the .seer she said—* You have
spoken evil of dignities; yon have villified the
mighty of the land ; you have defamed a mighty
chief in the midst of his vassals; you have

(From W. C. Mackenzie's [“History of the OuterHebrides.”
STORNOWAY IN 1819, '

(8howing Seaforth Lodge, on the site of which Lews Castle now stands, and the remains of old Stornoway Castle).
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abused my hospitality and outraged wmy feelings;
you have sullied the good name of my lord in
the hall of his ancestors, and you shall suffer
the most signal vengeance that I can inflict;
you shall suffer the death.” Coinneach was
filled with astonishment and dismay, but
thought that the rage of the Countess would
soon evaporate, and that in the course of a
few hours he might be allowed to depart in
peace. But the decision of the Countess was
no less violently conceived than it was promptly
executed. The doom of Coinneach was sealed.
No preparation was permitted the wretched
man. The gallows was forthwith erected and
the miserable seer was led out for immediate
execution,

When Coinneach found that no mercy was
to be expected from the vindictive lady he
resigned himself to his fate. He drew forth
his white stone of prophesy and once more
applying it to his eye said—‘I see into the far
future and I read the doom of the race of my
oppressor. I see a Chief, the last of his house,
both deaf and dumb. He will be the father of
three fair sons, all of whom he will follow to
the tomb. He will live careworn aud die
mourning, knowing that the honours of his
line are to be extinguished for ever, and that
no future Chief of the MacKenzies shall bear
rule at Brahan, or in Kintail. After lamenting
over the last and most promising of his sons
he himself shall sink into the grave, and the
remnant of his possessions shall be inherited by
a white-hooded lassie from the East, and she is
to kill her sister. And as a sign by which it
may be known that these things arc coming .to
pass, there shall be four great lairds in the
days of the last deaf and dumb Seaforth, viz.,
Gairloch, Chisholm, Grant and Raasay, of
whom one shall be buck-toothed, another hare-
lipped, another half-witted, and the fourth a
stammerer.

‘When the seer had ended this prediction be
threw his white stone into a small loch, by the
gide of which the gallows was erected. Then
submitting to his fate he was hung up on high,
and this wild and dreadful doom ended his
strange and uncanny life.

Strange to say, every thing as predicted
came true—long afterwards. I cannot enter
into details—these will be found in the
“ History of the MacKenzies” and in a book
called ““The Brahan Seer”—but shall briefly
state that the last Chief of the Seaforths, who
died in 1815, was deaf and dumb, that he had
three sons, that he had survived them all, that
his estates were inherited by a white-hooded
lussie from the East, who was the unfortunate
cause of her sister'’s death. All these things
happened some two hundred years after the

death of the seer., The gradual development of
the doom was watched with sympathy and
grief, and the fate of the Seaforths has been,
during the last half century of his life, regarded
as one of the most curious instances of second-
sight, for which the inhabitauts of the High-
lands of Scotland have been so long celebrated.

“THE REAL MAOKAY.”

[IN a Lecture on ‘Ulster Sayings and Proverbs,”
which Professor J. W. Byers, M.D., M. A, delivered
recently to a large and influential gathering, held
under the auspices of the Belfast Natural History
and Philosophical Society, he referred to the well-
known saying “The Real Mackay,” and gave the
following interesting information regarding its use
in the North of Ireland, which is probably new to
most of our readers, and will doubtless be welcomed
by members of the Clan Mackay. In the Macka
Country we have heard the expression used in bo
senses,—to denote a& person whose parents and
grandparents, ou both sides, were Mackays ; and
to indicate anything that was thoroughly genuine,
and beyond suspicion.

It would be interesting to know exactly what are
the armorial beu'ings cut upon the gravestone of
Daniel Mackay in the burying-ground of Bun-na-
Margie. These Mackays, although said to have
ocome “from Ayrshire” are more likely to have
belonied to the Kintyre or Islay branches of the
clan than to the main stock in the far North. The
ancestors of most of the Antrim Mackays were
driven out of the West Highlands along with the
Macdonalds, under whose banner they fought for
many generations, but who have received only the
scantiest recognition at the hands of the various
historians of the Macdonalds, We trust that the
Rev. authors of the new “Clan Donald” histo:
will remedy this omission. They were the heredi-
tary Crowners or Coroners of North Kin from
the days of Robert the Bruce, till they shared the
exile of the Macdonalds in the 17th century, and
as the Lords of the Isles were then in the zenith of
their 0&)owex- in Kintyre, the Mackays must have
rank highly in their favour, and been able to
take the field with a strong force in the Olan
Donald wars. It would therefore be valuable to
ascertain if Daniel Mackay used the arms of the
Mackays of Reay or of Argyllshire. The latter we
have never seen, although there is an imposing
effigy of Mackay of Armicle and Ugadale, who
befriended the Bruce when a fugitive in Kintyre,
in the ancient veyard of Saddell Monastery,
where the great Somerled of the Isles also slee
It bears no armorial, but that this influential landed
family did use arms is almost certain. Possibly the
Antrim stone may supply the information wanted.
We shall be greatly obliged if any of our readers in
that district (and we have quite a number) would
send us a photo or sketch of the arms, and any
other carvings on the stone.

We may add that the ancient family of Ugadale
is extinct in the male line, and is now represented
by Captain Hector MacNeal of Ugadale and Lossit,
whose ancestor married the Mackay heiress. At
one time there were twenty landed proprietors in
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Kintyre of the name Mackay. To-day there is not
one.—EDITOR. ]
The following notes are from Professor Byers
address on **Ulster Sayings and Proverbs” :—
HE expression ‘‘The Real Mackay” origin-
@ ated in the Highlands, in the country
north of Sutherland, where the real home
of the great clan Mackay is found. There “The
Real Mackay” is one who is able to claim that
both his parents and grandparents on both sides
were Mackays, and so his clan connection is
beyond doubt or dispute. The Mackay Clan
was 80 famous for its integrity, uprightness, and
bonesty that its name passed into a proverb in
the rest of Scotland, and so to all Scotsmen
“The Real Mackay,” applied to any person or
thing, means that it is genuine and honest,
without any shoddy. A blend of Scotch whisky
is advertised as “The Real Mackay,” and in
shops in Glasgow you will see articles labelled
“The Real Mackay.” Iu various parts of Ulster
the term ‘The Real Mackay” is used in this
sense as indicating that the person or thing so
designated is of the very best quality, but in
North Antrim the term undoubtedly took its
origin in another way. Seven brothers of the
Macksy (MacCay) Clan came from Ajyrshire
and settled at Mosside and Ballintoy, and in
the graveyard of the celebrated and ancient
Franciscan Friary of Bun-na-Margie, near Bally-
castle, in North Antrim, so intimately associated
with the family of MacDonnell, Earls of Antrim,
which in his most interesting account of this
ecclesiastical antiquity Mr. Francis Joseph
Biggar thinks was probably founded in the
fourteenth century, there is a stone with heraldic
bearings. The arms of the Mackay Clan are
boldly cut on the west side of this gravestone,
while on the east side is the inscription “Here
Lyeth ye Body of Daniel Mackay, who died
April ye 2nd, 1732. Aged 30 years.” One of
the sons or grandsons of the seven brothers
entered the service of a Spanish king and became
a distinguished general, and owing to the services
he rendered he was rewarded by getting the
title “Real,” which is the Spanish corruption
of “Regalis,” and indicates a high position in
the Casa Real, or Royal Household. This
distinguished general came back with this title,
which the country folk pronounced “rale,” and
he and his descendants were distinguished from
the other Mackays in this particular way. It
is simply a title of honour pronounced in a
peculiar fashion, and with a meaning attached
to it different from its original signification.
A doctor and a clergyman in North Antrim are
deacendants of one of the seven original Mackays,
and a medical student of Queen’s College,
Belfast, who graduated M.B. in 1901, is, I am
informed, a great-great-great-grandson of one of
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the seven. The descendants of the general who
obtained the Spanish title are generally supposed
to be extinct.

—

COLLA CIOTAOH MAC GHILLEASBUIG

LEIS AN OLLA MAC FHIONGHAIN AN

DUNEIDEANN.
(4ir a leantuinn ).

EAN Leslic is Mac Cailein air luirg Alas-
tair Mhic Colla troimh Chinntire. Ghéill
caisteal Dhun-Abhartaidh le cion uisge.

Chuireadh na saighdearan gu bas gu h-an-iochd-
mhor, air comhairle ministeir Gallda bha leant-
ainn an airm, their cuid, ’s le dedin Mhic-Cailein,
their cuid eile. - B'e oighre Tighearna nan
Abbanna [Sanda] aig an robh comannda &’
chaisteil. Obaidh e fhéin is athair, a bha leis
’san Dun, a mharbhadb, ach fhuair a bhan-
altruim comas teicheadh leis an leanabh-oighre
do dh’ uamha an aodann Maol Chinntire, far an
d’ fhan i gus an robh an tdir seachad. O Dhan-
abhartaidh chaidh Leslis 's Mac-Cailein gu Dun-
naombaig a bha fo dhion Cholla Chiotaich.
Ghéill Colla air chumhnanta gu faigheadh na
bha ’san Dun an saorsa. Db’ aontaich Leslie.
'Nuair a bhatar a’ sgriobhadh nan cumhachan,
thainig Colla mach as &’ chaisteal a cbainnt ri
Mac Aonghuis an Duin (’s e sin Dinsta’innis),
fior-charaid dha, ged bu Chaimbeunlach . Rinn
Leslie gu grad greim air Oolla, '8 chuir e an
laimh e, ‘“gniomh,” thuirt Turner,” a chuir smal
air clit Leslis.” ‘“Bha eilean sgreabach eile an
Ile,” tha Turner ag radh “fo chomannda mac
diolainn do Cholla, ach leig sinn leis-san a bhi
dol.” B'e so Eilean Locha Guirm. Ghlacadh
Gilleasbuig Mac Colla an Sgibnis agus Aongbus
Mac Colla an Dan-naomhaig, ma tha 'n fhirinn
aig Hill; agus chaidh an dithis a chrochadh.
Cha'n ’eil iomradh gu’n robh aon diubhsan posda.

Tha cunntas na’s cinntiche mu chrioch Cholla.
Thugadh thairis 'na phriosanach e d’'a charaid,
Mac Aonghuis an Duin. Nochd an Caimbeulach
uasal so gach uile chaocimhneas do’n t-seann
laoch, ’s thug e cead do Cholla bhi dol mu’n
cuairt, air fhacal nach teicheadh e. Fhuair Mac
Cailein rabhadh mar bha chisean, Thuit do
Mhac Aonghuis a bhi an Inbher-aora, agus dh’
fhedraich an t-Iarla dheth an robh Colla fo
gheimhlean. Thuirt Mac Aonghuis gu’'n robh.
Fhreagair Mac Cailein, “Ma gheibh mise mach
nach ’eil, diolaidh tusa air.” Chaidh teachdaire
a Inbher-aora a dhearbbadh a’ ghnothaich. Ach
chuir Mac Aonghuis air falbh a cho-dhalta fhein,
MacPhilip, le drdugh teann e ghabhail gach ath-
ghoirid a los a bhi air thoiseach air teachdaire
an Iarla Rainig MacPhilip an Dun-beag ’s
ghlaodh e airde chinn, thar an locha “Colla fo
gheimhlean, Colla fo gheimhlean.” 'S e latha
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séimb, grianach foghair a bha ann. Bha Colla
a mach air an achadh bhuana, gu dichiollach ag
adagachadh an déigh nam buanaichean. Ohuala
e an glaodh, ’s thuig e e. Dh’ fhag e an t-achadh
air a shocair. Chaidh e steach d’ a chiil ; chuir
e na geimhlean air a chasan le a dhi laimh fhéin;
’s bha e 'na phriosanach daingean, tearuinte, an
iaruinn, ’nuair a rainig teachdaire Mhic-Cailein.
Thugadh binn a bhais a mach. B’ e Tighearna
nan Ard ceann-suidhe na cuirt; ’s cha bhiodh
fuighair ri trdcair uaithesan.

Agus trocair no trocair cha’n iarradh Colla
air. Bha bas an t-seann duine an dlath-chordadh
r'’a bheaths, riasgail, doirbh; gun fhiamh, gun
sgith, ‘“An robh thu aig Inbher-ldchaidh?”
db’ fheoraich Mac-Mhic-Eoghain dheth aig a’
chlirt. “Air mo bhaisteadh; a bhodaich, ’s mi
bha, agus rinn mi barrachd sgath 'san teugbhail
na rinn thu fhéin,” fhreagair Colla le spid.
Bha e riamh ro dhéigheil alr snaoisein, agus b’
e aon iarrtas gu’n n.dhlmcht.eadh e cho dluth do
db’ uaigh Mhic Aonghuis, ’s gu m hiodh snaoisean
aca le chéile air uairean, 'nuair a racbadh a
sheana charaid fo'n fhoid. 'S e seanachas na
diuthcha gu’n do chrochadh Collo ri crann a
bhirlinn fhéin a chaidh a shineadh eadar da
chreig thar geodha cul caisteal Dhin-sta'innis,
’s gu'n do thiodhlaiceadh e mar dh’iarr e ann
an Eaglais bhig a tha nis comhdaichte le eidhinn
ann an tom coille dluth do'n t-seana chaisteal,
far a bheil dite-adhlacaidh teaghlaich an Dain.

"N ar latha-ne choisneadh an duine treubhach
s0 clit dha fhein is urram d’a dhuthaich. ’'N a
latha fhein fhuair e an t-ainm, ach gun an
tairbhe. Dalta mhoran eile cha robh clii a
dhuthcha ro thric ’n a aire bheachd. Cothrom
dhaibh fhéin ’s d’ an cdirdean ; anacothrom d’an
naimhdean, b’e sin an creud uile. Thoill gniomh-
aran Cholla Chiotaich peanas trom; uch bba
bhas, 'n a sheann aois, 'na mhasladh moér d’a
naimhdean. Chaill e a bheatha a chionn gu'n
do chuir e earbsa ann an onoir Leslie 's Mhic-
Cailein.

THE REASONS WHY | BELIEVE IN

THE OSSIANIC POEMS.

BY KEITH NORMAN MACDONALD, M.D.

( Continued from page 49.)

E shall now proceed to consider the
W fitness of James MacPherson to pro-
duce the Guelic of these poems,
after which we shall contest objections, and
“show up” the tactics of the opposition. It
has already been shown that MacPherson was
no great Gaelic scholar, and that is generally
admitted, though some still maintain that he

was clever enough to translate the English into
Gaelic. His contemporary, Captain Alexander

Morrison, who worked with him, and for him,
was very emphatic on that point, and his
opinion was that MacPherson was utterly unfit
to produce the Gaelic, and if he did, how does
it happen that he made the Gaelic, a language
which he only knew partially, or imperfectly,
80 very superior to the English #*

Dr. Hugh Blair well observed long ago that
‘“one of the principal difficulties which an
impostor would have to overcome would be to
pourtray in a lively, vigorous, easy style the
thoughts, actions and manners of an unknown
period, without betraying any warks of a
different age, nation, or state of society. It
oftea requires some genius to depict, in the
most proper and vivid colours, even what we
have ourselves seen or felt, and the greatest
genius can only combine and arrange, he cannot
create a single new, simp'e idea. Hence it is
almost impossible for any man to give a descrip-
tion of an unknown state of society which shall
contain much that is original, and at the same
time vivid and true to nature. There must
also be a constant watch against inserting any-
thing that would detect him. This must
effectually cramp- both the thoughts and the
style. Now it is a fact that Ossian is simple
and unembarassed, to a degree seldom or never
surpassed. His words seem to flow from him
without any effort whatever, while the thoughts
are often original and uncommon, and at the
same time natural. Such poems, therefors,
never were, and never shall be, composed by
one who describes an unknown period, and is
perpetually shackled by the dread of committing
himself, either by thought or expression.”

Now for some practical illustrations to pmve
that MacPherson did not understand the
meaning of all the Gaelic which he translated.
Thus for—

“ Bha mi dluth
Ri m’ chairdean ’an carraid nan sleagh,”
he has—
‘I was swift with my friends in fight.”

In this case he mistakes the meaning of the
word “dluth” (close) for swift, a sense in
which it is used locally, and even then incor-
rectly. Having done this, he had to put a
wrong interpretation on “7i,” which means to.
Instead then of swift with, it should be dosc to,
thus -

“] was close to my friends in the battle of spears.
Again for—

“’S cosmhuil ri Gorm-meull am fuaim,

Mu'n tirich gaillean a’ chuain ard,”

he has—

“Such is the noise of Gormal, before the

White tops of my waves arise.”

Here he mistakes the words mu and an con-

Dr, Blair was not a Gaelic speaking man,*
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tracted into mu’n, and meaning around which,
for mus and an contracted into the same form,
namely, mu'n, but weaning before that. It
should be—

¢ Such is the sound of Gormal, around which the
storms of ocean rise.”
In the description of the left-hand-steed in
Cuchullin’s chariot, for—
¢ Bu shoilleir a dhreach, 's bu luath
Shiubhal, Sithfada b’e ainm,”
he has—
“Bright are the sides of the steed; his name is
Sulin-Sifadda.”
Here he confounds the word stubhal, which
means {ravel or pace, with the horse’s name,
making it Sulin-Sifadda, when only Sifadda
itself is applied to it in the Gaelic. It should
¢ Bright is his figure, and swift his pace ;
Sifadda his name.”
For—
“ Theich Caracul, ’s a shlnagh om’ lainn ;
Theich e thall thar raoin an ardain,”
he has—
¢ Caracul has fled from our arms along the field of
his pride.”
Here he mistakes the word ardain, meaning a
little height, for the same word when it means
hotness, or haughtiness, of temper. It should
be—
¢« Caracul and his people have fled from my arms :
they have fled over the field of the height.”*
Mistakes like the above can only be accounted
for on the score tbat MacPherson did not
thoroughly understand the Gaelic, and such
mistakes are numerous throughout the poems.
Again, many words are skipped altogether,
and passages of great beauty are rendered flat
and insipid by wrong translations, such as—
¢ Nuair & dhiineas dorsan na h-oidhche
Air iolair-shiil gréine nan speur.”
He has—

“ When the gates of the west are cloged on the sun’s
eagle eye.”

It should be—
“ When the doors of the night are closed
On the eagle-eyed sun of the skies.”+

In these instances of imperfect translations
there is no evidence of intentional fraud ; they
are merely the shortcomings of one who was
unequal to the task of giving an English
version worthy of the original. The poems of
Ossian have been translated into many of the
European languages, but that must ever be
the original which contains} —

*Dr. Clerk used the word ** pride ” also for ardain,
but *‘ height" seems more natural here. .

+1§The authenticity of the poems of Ossian, P.
Macnaughton, 1861.

“ A ghaisgich dhubh ghruamach 'n a dheigh,
Mar chomh-thional uisge nan stuadh,

Mu'n cuairt do dhealain nan speur.”§
Literally—

¢ Ilis dark gloomy heroes behind,

Like the congregate water of clouds
Around the red lightning of heaven.”

How MacPherson could have produced such
passages in a language he did not thoroughly
Enow, is beyond one's comprehension. Though
I say this, one mnst give MacPherson due
credit for having undertaken the task at all,
which he did evidently with reluctance, and
how he could have created all this out of
nothing is equally inconceivable.

The uniform testimony of those from whom
the poems were collected, is that they were
the compositions of Ossian, the son of Fingal.
Tradition has also handed down to us certain
sayings in connection with Fingal and Ossian
which correspond with their characters as
delineated in the poems ¢ Fionnghal an righ,”
‘ Fingal the King,” *“Cho treun ri Fionngbal,”
“ As mighty as Fingal,” ¢ Fionnghal mor,”
““Great Fingal,” “Cho glic ri Fionnghal,” * As
wise as Fingal,” ¢“Ossian MacFhionngal,”
“Ossian the Son of Fingal,” “Ossian dall,”
“Blind Ossian,” “Ossian am bard,” *Ossian
the bard,” “ Cho binn ri Ossian,” ““ As sweet as
Ossian,” “ Ossian an deigh nu Feinne,” * Ossian
after the Feinne,” and many others, including
hundreds of place-names all over the Highlands
which a “myth” could hardly have commanded,
and the poems themselves reveal a world of poetic
beauty and grandeur such as never has been
surpassed, confirming all that tradition declared,
and showing Fingal as a great warrior king.
Hardly less famous in tradition are Cuchullin,
Diarmid, Oscar, and many more. A few more
quotations will show how MacPherson’s sins
of commission and omission in his English
trauslations, prove clearly that he must have
been translating from manuscripts in the same
way as a school boy translates from the Latin,
very freely and not always correctly.

At the beginning of the third book of Fingal
we find in the Gaelic—

“ Fhionnghail ’fhir-cbmhnuidh’s a’ chdmhrag,”
Thuirt Carull, ’bu bhinne fonn,

*“’8 lionor do chleas agus dubh-bhuill,

Fo @’ fheirg thuit Lochlin nan long,

’N uair bha d’ aghaidh cho lom ri digh,”
which MacPherson translates— :

“Fiogal, thou dweller of battle,” said Carril,
“ ea;lg werg, thy deeds in arms. Lochlin was con-

sumed in thy wrath, when thy youth strove with
the beauty of maids,”

The literal translation is—

¢ Fingal, who in battle hast thy home,”

Said Carul, of siweetest voice,

‘‘ Many are thy feats and deadly strokes,

Beneath thine ire fell Lochlin of ships,

When thy face was smooth as a maiden.”
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Here he omits to point out why Fingal was a
«“dweller” of battle. The original means that
in battle was his home, as we say of Brittannia
that “her home is on the deep.” He also
omits * of sweetest voice” in reference to Carul,
the bard, and mistranslates the appearance of
Fingal’s youth by saying—* When thy youth
strove with the beauty of maids,” instead of
“ When thy face was smooth as a maiden,”,
that is, had no hair upon it, indicating that he
took to the art of war at an early age, and
proved his prowess, in his teens.

(To be continued.)

LEGENDS AND TRADITIONS OF THE
CLAN MACRAE.
BY THE REV. ALEX. MACRAE, B.A.
Author of “‘The History of the Clan Macrae.”
( Continued from page 67 ).

*F all the Macrae heroes there is no one
@ whose name enters so largely into the
later traditions of Kintail as Donnacha
Mor Mac Alister. It is said that when Duncan
was a mere lad ‘he went on one occasion with
his mother to sell butter and cheese at Inver-
lochy (Fort-William). On the way home Duncan
sulked and fell behind, because his mother
refused to give him money to buy a ‘bonnet”
for himself. As they continued the homsward
journey along Locharkaig side the mother was
attacked by three Lochaber robbers, who not
only took her money from her, but also a silver
brooch, an heirloom which she prized very
greatly. The conduct of her son, who refused
to give any help, annoyed her so much that she
called out to one of the robbers that she had still
one coin left, and she would give it to him if he
would thrash her son for her. ‘Easan am bog
chuilean” (he, the soft whelp), contemptuously
replied the robber, and going up to Duncan,
struck him on the face with the back of his
hand. This was more than the sulking lad
could stand, and being now roused to action, he
fell upon the robbers, beat them, and recovered

his mother’s money and brooch.

Duncan once went to see his aunt in Lochaber,
and after wading the Garry river, he continued
his journey across the Pass of Coire’n t' Shagairt.
As the darkness came on he arrived at a lonely
sheiling, and asked permission to pass the night
there. The mistress of the sheiling received him
very coldly, and refused his request, but Duncan
had made up his mind to remain, and refused to
go. Presently the daughter of the mistress came
in from the milking of the cows, and proceeded
to turn Duncan out by force. A struggle
ensued, but Duncan’s chivalry led himn to acknow-
ledge himself beaten. His strength, however,
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gained him the respect of the mistress, and he
received permission to remain overnight. He
then sat down and took off his shoes and
stockings to cool his feet. When the mistreas
of the sheiling saw his feet she recognised him,
by some mark or peculiarity about them, as a
connection of her own family. It turned out
that she was the aunt he had come to Lochaber
to see. Next morning his cousin, who wanted
to put his skill as a hunter to the test, told him
there was a herd of deer among the cattle.
Duncan went out, killed two of them, and
brought them in for breakfast. On returning
home, after spending a few pleasant days with
his aunt and her daughter, he found the Garry
river in flood. At the river he met his mother’s
foster brother, Dugald Macdonald, who, on being
asked by Duncan if the river was fordable,
taunted him for hesitating to wade across.
Duncan then plunged in, but was very pearly
drowned before he got to the other side. Dugald
afterwards went to Glenshiel to see Duncan’s
mother. He met Duncan fishing on the river
Sheil, which was in flood, but did not recognise
him. Dugald told him where he was going, and
asked him to show the way. Duncan pointed
out his own father’s house on the other side of
the river. Dugald then attempted to ford the
river, but would have been drowned if Duncan
had not come to his rescue. Thus Duncan
proved himself to be the stronger of the two.
When Dugald was leaving Glenshiel, Duncan’s
father gave him a thrashing for tempting
Duncan to run the risk of wading the Garry
river when it was in such high flood, and
reminded him that if Duncan had been drowned
then, he would not be alive to save Dugald from
drowning in the river S8heil. Duncan’s mother
always used to say ever after this that though
her husband was so good to her she could not
forget how he thrashed her foster brother.

It bas already been mentioned that William
Earl of Seaforth appointed Duncan Captain of
the Freiceadan or Guard, whose duty it was to
protect the marches of Kintail from the plunder-
ing raids of the Lochaber cattle lifters. Seaforth
had heard of Duncan’s strength and courage, but
before entrusting him with such a difficult and
responsible post he resolved to satisfy himself as
to the truth of what he had heard about him.
He accordingly invited Duncan to come to see
him in Brahan Castle. When Duncan arrived
at Brahan, Seaforth received him alone in a room
in the castle. After some conversation, Seaforth
locked the door of the room, drew his sword, and
called upon Duncan to clear himself at once of
some imaginary charge, or he would take his
life. Duncan, who had left his sword in the
hall of the castle, had no weapon to defend
himself with, but Seaforth s hound was lying on
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the floor close by. Duncan seized it by the legs
and threw it at Seaforth, and, before Seaforth
could recover from bis surprise, Duncan took
his sword from him. Seaforth was so pleased
with Duncau’s promptness and coolness that he
at once decided to make him Captain of his
Guard.

At one time a band of Camerons came to
Lochalsh and stole a large number of cattle
from Matheson of Fernaig. When this became
known, Duncan and his men set out in pursuit.
They soon discovered the track of the spoilers,
and they overtook them on the borders of
Lochiel’s country. A fight ensued, in which the
Camerons had the worst of it. Not only was
the cattle recovered, but in the course of the
fight Duncan, assisted by his brother Eonachan
and Matheson of Fernaig, the owner of the
cattle, overcame Lochiel’s three chief warriors,
and led them prisoners to Kintail. ~When
Seaforth heard of this he sent a bantering
message to Lochiel asking him to come and
ransom his champions from their prison. Lochiel
sent for the prisoners, but at the same time
replied to Seaforth that the Kintail men could
never have taken the Cameron champions pris-
oners in fair fight. Seaforth then offered to
send three men from Kintail to Lochiel to
challenge any three of the Camerons to a
friendly contest of feats of strength. Seaforth
waoted the same three men to go, but his father
would not allow Eonachan to be one of the three
because he was too young, and because his hasty
and impulsive temper might cause the friendly
contest to end in a quarrel. Eonachan’s place
had to be taken by his brother Donald. Duncan,
Donald, and Matheson of Fernaig then set out
for Lochiel’s castle at Achnacarry. On the way
it occurred to Duncan that bhis brother Donald
had not yet tried the strength of any of the
Cameron champions, and so, when next they
stopped to rest, Duncan proposed to his brother
that they should wrestle together. They did so,
and Duncan was soon satisfied that his brother
was equal to the best of the Camerons. When
they arrived at Achnacarry Castle they were
received with much hospitality, and liberally
supplied with food and drink. In due time the
hail of the castle was cleared, and a large
number of men who had come together to
witness the contest were brought in. ‘I'he oppos-
ing champions stood forth and began a wrestling
match. The Camerons in each case had the
worst of it, and Lochiel was so much disgusted
with his champions that be kicked them out at
the door. He then iuvited the Kintail men to
join in the feast with his other guests, which
they did. As the cup circulated freely and the
evening wore on, some of the Camerons began
to betray their real feelings towards the

vanquishers of their champions, and occasionally
cast threatening glances at Duncan and his
companions. But Lochiel’s lady, being anxious
to avoid bloodshed, contrived to warn the
Kintail men of their danger. Duncan took the
hint, and taking advantage of the first favourable
opportunity, he quietly got his companions out
without exciting any suspicions, while he himself
was engaged in conversation with Lochiel.
Shortly afterwards he slipped out also and joined
them. The night was dark and stormy, but
they betook themselves to the mountains of
Glengarry. When they reached the river Garry
towards break of day, they found the Camerons
in close pursuit with firearms. The Kintail
men plunged into the flooded river and with
much difficulty gained the other side; but the
Camerons would not venture to try the river,
and so they returned home after following the
Kintail men for many miles to no purpose.

Another version of this legend says that
during the feast some of the Camerons made
the door fast to prevent the escape of the
Macraes, and that a servant girl (perhaps from
Kintail) made them aware of this by whispering
to one of them to get out by the window, and
that on a given signal from Duncan they rushed
for the door, broke it open, and escaped into the
darkness, challenging the Camerons at the same
time to follow them.

When Duncsn was a young man, he lived for
some time at Killechuinard, and at night used
to swim across Lochduich to Inverinate to see
his sweetheart. On one occasion, as he was
balf-way across, he suddenly came into collision
with a bull swimming in the opposite direction.
The angry bull tried to gore him, and though
Duncan was a powerful swimmer, he did not
think he could swim against a Highland bull,
So he cleverly contrived to get on the bull's
back, and, seizing hold of his horns, he compelled
the animal to swim back with him to Inverinate.

Though Duncan was a warrior of renown and
a mighty hunter, he was also very tender-
hearted, and always ready to help anyone in
distress. On one occasion a servant at his
father’s sheiling at Oaorun, in the Heights of
Cluanie, was taken ill of a virulent fever, and
while others were afraid to go near her, Duncan
took her in his arms and carried her all the way
down to Glenshiel, where she received proper
attendance and recovered from her illness. She
afterwards composed a song about Duncan’s
kindness, of which the following is the only
verse that now seems to be known : —

’Si nigh’n Alastair Rhuaidh

A rug a’ bhuaidh,

’S cha b’e na fuar mhic greananach ;
'Se fear mo ghaoil

A macan caomh,

A rinn 'sa Chaorunn eallach dhiom.
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THE MATCH BoY

WAS Christmas Eve : the night was cold
The snow fell thick and fast,
But as I hurried down the street,
A little child I passed.

He crouched within a doorway dim,
Among th’ untrodden snow,
Apart from every passer-by,
Alone, in abject woe.

His lips all colourless and cold,
Moved with a broken prayer,

‘While his numb fingers mutely made
The pleadings of despair.

I stood to cheer him, for, I felt
My heart grow sick with shame,
That one so frail should know no friend
"Mongst those who went and came,

While haipy children hastening home
Scarce knew the night was drear,

Here was one little waif to whom
"Could come no Christmas cheer.

But as from out his breaking heart
‘There rose his stifled cry,

To Heaven alone was lifted up
His sad and tearful eye.

‘““ Father!” he cried, ¢ dear Father! come
An’ tak' me hame the nicht ;

I've nae hame noo tae gang till sin’
My matches winna licht.

I dinna ken hoo they’re sae wet,
I jalouse my jacket’s thin,

For though I hapt them up wi’ it,
The snaw has &’ gaen in,

I selt jist ane wee box the day,
The man that bocht it smiled;
But when he gaed tae licht his pipe
He glowered sae dour and wild.

I've no selt ony mair sin’ then,
They’re nae mair guid tae me ;

O! Father! tak’ me hame the nicht!
I'll no be feart tae dee.”

I stepped unto the sobbing child,
Angetiok his hand so chill ; ’

But there was that upon his face
Which made my heart stand still,

He raised to mine his dying eyes,
From which the woe had passed ;
While faintly fell the fervent words—

I kenned He'd come at last.”

At last | Poor little one! at last
For this cold world too late!

Thou only wert a fragile child,
Yet who hath faith so great?

MAvVOR ALLAN.

CULCABOOK WELL, INVERNESS.
[Queen Mary, on her visit to Inverness, is supposed
to have taken a drink at this well, and the stream
running from it is called in Gaelic “Mary’s Stream.”
It may have derived its name from a Roman Catholic
source. The Queen would probably, in passing, have
taken & drink from the well, which has long been
famous.]

TAKE & draught from the famous well,
The Woods of Draikie silent stand—
And my thoughts are borne by twilight's spell
Into the days of our shadow land.

The land of our loved and noble dead,
The olden days of sweet romance,

When our chiefs in the van of battle led,
Or swung in the maze of a stately dance.

I rest and dream by Culcabock Well,
And lo! ’tis noon, the sun burns high ;
Down in the vale a joyous bell
Welcomes the Highland chivalry.

Clan Chattan’s men are round their Queen,
The Frasers and Munros are there ;

All hearts enthralled by her dark eyes’ sheen,
And her glorious crown of golden hair.

War hawks all, God help the foe,.

On fields where their claymores will gleam,
Dinna they hear the cry of woe

That sobs and wnﬂs'Zown Mary's Stream.

Why don’t they see in the pageant gay
The hand stretched out for a double crown,
And the grim cold dawn in Fotheringay,
Where Mary smiled as the axe came down.

¢I will drink to the hills,” fair Mary said,
“And the gallant men who guard my way,

To the Scottish hearts who dauntless bled
On Flodden’s dark and bitter day.

To the winds that sweep o’er the heather braes,
To the sea’s deep song and the isles afar,
Whose sons shall be in the after days
Foremost all in the ranks of war,”
“Give me to drink,” fair Mary said,—
The water still sobs by the grassy way,
And though her form in the dust is lai
Her beauty shines in the long, lon&day.
F. W. Massox,

Inverness.

SteENGTH oF THE HIGHLAND Craxs.—The
following list, showing the number of persons
bearing clan surnames in Scotland, was compiled in
1861, and is based upon the registers for the three
preceding years. They are interesting as providing
a reliable estimate of the numerical strength of the
leading clans :—

Macdonald ... 87,672 Cameron ... 16,802
Robertson 32,600  Macleod 15,671
Stewart 81,836 Ferguson 14,828
Campbell 81,565  Morrison 14,482
Mackay 23,840 Davidson 12,683
Mackenzie 23,272 Grant 12,186
Ross ... 18,2564  Graham 11,709
Fraser 18,018 Macgregor ... 11,070
Murray 17,606 Munro .. 10,098
Maclean 17,376 Sutherland ... 9,818
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BALLACHULISH QUARRIERS' MEDICAL
COMMITTEE.

E have much pleasure in presenting
W our readers with a portrait group of
the Medical Committee of the Balla-
chulish Quarries, including Dr. Grant, whose
name has become so widely known in connec-
tion with the recent dispute in thess Slate
Quarries. - In the circumstances a short sketch
of Dr. Grant’s career may be of interest. .
Dr. Lachlan Grant was born at Johnstone
some thirty years ago, where his father, who
was a native of Wester 'Ross, was engaged in
business. His maternal grandfather was Mr,
William Paton, manufacturer, Johnstone Mill,
a gentleman who was well known and much
respected in business circles in the West of
Scotland. .

While Dr. Grant was still young, the family
removed to Ballachulish, and it was in the
Public School in the village that young Grant
received the elements of his education.

After leaving school he was for a time
engaged as a clerk in the quarries’ office, but
having finally decided to adopt medicine as a
profession, he proceeded to Glasgow, where he

the Medical Preliminary Examination.
In 1889 he was enrolled as a medical student
in Edinburgh University. During his Univer-
sity career he was Medallist in Anatomy, and
also in Eye Diseases ; gained prizes in Clinical
Surgery, and in 1894 graduated M.B, C.M,
« with distinotion.” With a view to further
equipping himself for his life’s work, he studied
mental diseases under Dr. Clouston of Morning-
side Asylum, paid a visit to America to study
hospital work there; and subsequently became
assistant to Dr. Argyll Robertson, the well
known eye specialist. In 1836 he was appointed
assistant to Dr. M‘Calman, Oban. During his
stay there he submitted an original thesis,

entitled ‘Observations on Eye Work,” for
which his Alma Mater conferred on him the
degree of M.D., “ with honours.”

We next find Dr. Grant selected out of a
list of about sixty candidates for the post of
Medieal Officer to the Gesto Hospital in Skye.
For this appointment Dr. Grant’s knowledge of
Gaelic, along with his other qualifications, was
doubtless an additional recommendation. From
Skye he came to Ballachalish in August, 1900,
and by his skill and kindness, and by the
uprightnses of his character, he soon gained for
himself the esteem and confidence, and, we may
add, the affection of the entire community.

In these circumstances, it' may be readily
understood that Dr. Grant's dismissal in July,
1902, caused the utmost surprise and dis-
appointment - throughout the . whole district.
The quarriers were at once up in arms against
such arbitrary action, and maintained that as

‘they .appointed and paid the dooctor, it was

ulira vires of the management to have drawn
up an agreement, or to dismiss the doctor with-
out their consent. They re-appointed Dr.
Grant, and gave notice that no deductions were
to be made from their wages for medical
attendance. The Company replied by raising
an action of interdict against the doctor.
While this was pending the quarriers formed
themselves into a Union, and sought redress of
& number of Jabour grievances. On December
3lst, 1902, the Court of Session decided
against Dr. Grant. In January, 1903, the
management closed the .quarries rather than
concede monthly pays. The men at once with-
drew their demand. .The Company then offered
terms of such a nature that the men unani-
mously refused to accept them. The Union at
the same time resolved to raise an action to
reduce the agreement between the Company
and Dr. Grant, and issued an appeal to the
public for funds.

During the year over £800 were subscribed
to this fund, Many conferences and meetings
were held, but without result, and though the
men lost their action at law on a technical
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point, it had no effect on their resolution to
hold out until all their grievances were
redressed, and until they were allowed un-
restricted choice of their doctor. All this they
have secured, and the greatest industriul dispute
that has ever occurred in the _Highlands is now
happily ended. Whatever view may be taken
of the questions in dispute, one cannot help
admiring the loyalty of these quarrymen to a
principle which they considered to be right and
just. Chivalry may be a dying sentiment in
modern life ; it lives still under the shadow of
Sgur Dearg

AM FOGARRACH A’ FAGAIL A’
GHEARRLOCH.

Mop First Prize Garric SoNa.

HE following song, by Mr. Malcolm Mac

w Fa.rla.ne, Elderslie, was awarded first

prize at the recent Mad in the competi-

tion for “the best and most appropriate original

Gaelic song, suitable to be sung to Mr. Scott

Skinner’s tune, ‘Farewell to Gairloch,’ as given
in the ‘Logie Collection of Music’” :—

Guzus F.
dd.r [m:xx.d|r im.s |l 83.m
Tha'm feasgar &’ ciaradh, ’8 4 aibheis na

{Ir tdor |m :r.d lr m 8.8
h-iarmailt Na rionnagan jal - ach ag
{ll. t— |d :«d.or m:r.d |r :m }

- 1gh 'S na bideanan bdidheach
{ ] 8 .. m e :d . r
roimhe gu  h-orbhuidh Le’m

{In ir.d Ir m .8 | :(— |d ”
faluinnean oobth ach ’gan éid - eadh;
{:s Il B.m |8 :d.,s |1 .
’S & mach air an t-sdile tha long nan crann
{Ir.nslsnlnr ns}
drda, ’Sa’ ghaoth’na sidil bhan - a a’
{ls t— |1 Is m .1l |d :s }
séid - eadh; I fiar - adh gu siar uainn

{.s |l.s tg8.m |Jr :d.r
air  broill - eachan iar - chuain, ’G ar
r.dijr.m 8.8

L :— 1| 4d II
ail gu b-iar -‘guineach deur - ach.

{e

Chionn air bord tha ar triath-ne,

Ar tearmunn, ar sgiath-ne,

Ar ré-gheal, ar grian-gheal ’s ar n-aonghradh,
'N a fhogarrach reubte

Le dmhghar ’s le geur-chradh

Aig fagail 'na dheigh a chuid dhaoine.

Mhill eucoir is foirneart

Luchd seasamh na corach,

’S tha srulaichean bronach ’gan taomadh ;
Sir-ghaisgich an fhéilidh,

A dh’ aindeoin an tréine,

Gu’m b’ éiginn daibh géilleadh do dhaorshluagh.

B’ ard aigne nam mdr-shonn

’N am tionnsgnadh na cOmhstri,

Is b’ birbheartach tedm iad ’san tuasaid,
’S ged b’ iomarcach mdr-ghniomh

As leth Prionnsa nan dr-chiabh,

B’ iad cealgairean Shedrsa a bhuadhaich.
Och | na feachdairean bdidheach

Chaidh chasgairt ’s an torachd

Air dithne an fhedladair dhuaircich!

’S an diugh tha choin dearga

Le dian-theas a’ lorgach

A’ chdrr am measg gharbhlaichean uaigneach.

Nis tha’n dubhar air danadh -

Mu ghuaillibh nan stdc-bheann,

'S tha dall-cheo a’ michadh mo léirsinn :

Mo shoraidh gu brath dhuit,

Fhir ghrinn nam beachd irda ; 3

A’ bhuil a bha ’n dan duit bu gheur i;

Ach ge gruamach an trath-s’ thu

Mu d’ dhaoine bochd craite,

’S na gleannanan aillidh fo léir-chreach,
ig cidin mhaduinn ris duit,

’S air gorm-chnuic na tir so,

Chi thu grian bhoillsgeach dhrilseach ag éirigh.

DE PROFUNDIS.

A cloud-heaped sky ; the lone, cold moor,
An aching wind—and I am far from home.
Desolate the scene. A curlew wails,
Sobbing his grief into the gusty air,

Across the dreary waste grim silence movee.

Sad brood the circling hills around,

The mirror of the loch reflects but grey :

A chill rain falls ; the canna droops,

And mem’ries ol.ing to me like yonder mist,
Heavy and oclose upon the weary Ben.

The solemn stillness soothes me not,
For in its vast and hollow bosom lurk
A thousand secrets unexpressed ;
The myriad questions answerless of old ;

The littleness of Now, the great Beyond.

Across the moor the wingéd silence moves,
And as it surges, whispers soft

That high is low, and finished, but begun—
Success is failure ; struggle ofttimes peace —
Sadness is sweet, md beauty, bitterness.

CoINNEacHE Dussh.
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MOIDART,
OR AMONG THE CLANRANALDS.

[ReaDERs of ‘“‘Moidart, or Among the Clanranalds”
may remember how the writer traced down to the
late chief’s time the different branches of that
illustrious clan, and how the Clanranald estates got
divided and scattered. Thus, Canna was bought
by the then tenant, Mr. MacNeil, Eigg by Professor
Macpherson of Aberdeen University, Lochshiel and
Eilean Shona by Alexander onald of Glen-
aladale ; Glemnig, Inverailert, Roshven, and Arisaig
changed hands many times, while South Uist and
Benbecula shared the fate of the rest of the once
Princely dominions, until nothing was left but the
shadow of the substance in the shape of Eilean
Risca and the hoary ruins of its castle. Eilean
Shona was bequeathed by Glenaladale to Archibald
MacDonald of Rhu, who was his uncle by marriage.
“ Rhu” also inherited from Glenaladale the estate
of Lochshiel, and his son Alexander disposed of this
property of Lochshiel to Mr. James Robert Hope,
who, on marrying the grand-daughter of Sir Walter
Scott, adopted the name Soott, and it is his daughter
who s now the direct representative of the Wizard
of the North, and proprietrix of Abbotsford. *“Rhu”
seems to have been a veritable type of the genuine
old Highland gentleman whom one reads of. Friend
of rich and poor, he kept an open door and he was
as unstinted in his hospitality to all and every one
who came his way, as he was mindful of and ocon-
siderate to the very peorest of his tenants. Bein

a son of John MacDonald, who is so often !efems
to as the companion and protector of the Prince
during his wmdaringl, he must have possessed a
storehouse of authentic information concerning the
Royal exile ; and living as he did at the parting of
the ways between the old and the new order of
things 1n the Highhnds, he must have had reflec-
tions of mno o interest to the student of
Highland history. He died about 1820, and was
buried in Arisaig, but his remains were subsequently
raised by his family and now rest as they deserve

to do, in peace in that loveliest of all resting places
on the West Eilean-Fhionnan, en the gouom
of Loch Shiel. He left a family of sons and

daughters. Alexander, as we have seen, managed
like so many of his great clan, to get through his
estates, while his second son John, joined the army
and rose to be one of Wellington’s trusted captains.
He went through the Peninsular War and finished
up at Waterloo without getting a scrateh, although
suffering the hardships incidental to these trying

campaigns.

It is with this John, then, that the Rev. Mr.
MacDonald intended to begin his continuation of
“Moidart.” Captain John’s letters to his family
were all preserved and handed to Mr. MacDonald
for the purposes of the continuation of his history
of the Clanranalds in Moidart. They were never
published, as the reverend gentleman away
without carrying out his intention. o MS. is
now before me and I give it as Father Charles left
it. I should add that Captain MacDonald died at
Gibraltar without issue ; and that Dalelea House
referred to in the MS. was the birthplace of the
prince of Gaelic poets, Alasdair MacMhaighsteir
Alasdair. Dalelea is referred to by the writer as

dull and dreary ; it soon thereafter became more
8o and even tragic to himself, for there were born
the only members of his house who lived to tend
him on his deathbed, and who all followed him to
the grave, with one exception, through whose
hands this MS. now reaches your readers.
Glasgow. Huer

@APTAIN JOHN MAODONALD, whose

ACLEOD,

letters written during the Peninsular

War are here partly analysed, was a son
of Mr. Archibald Macdonald, Rhu, Arisaig, and
brother of *“Lochiel,” Dr. Coll, Gregor, Jane and
Joanna—all of whom were living at Dalelea
when I first went to Moidart. They were a
delightful family, and many a happy day have
I spent among them. During the dismal winter
months, if circumstances allowed it, I seldom
failed, year after year, to spend weeks playing
at whist and backgammon with these good
people. But, alas! they gradually dropped away,
one after the other, worthy Miss Jane being the
last. Never shall I forget the dreary, desolate
appearance of Dalelea House on the evening
after Miss Jane’s funeral.

Captain John received a commission in the
23rd Foot, (Royal Welsh Fusileers). Although
efforts had n made, in accordance with bis
own ardent wishes, to get him into the 92nd
some obstacle or other prevented a succeasful
issue to this scheme. He joined the Service in
the early part of 1810, and shortly afterwards
was stationed at Guernsey, where the time

‘pleasantly enough. ‘“We had a grand
ball on the 4th June, and a grand field day.
The ball cost three days’ pay to all the officers
in the island.” A good deal of his time was
given to the study of French. He attended
Mass on Sundays with great regularity, having
to walk four miles. The chapel was in the
town of St. Pierre: “There are two namesakes
that meet me every Sunday there. One is a
son of Major Macdonald of the 92nd, who has
joined the 456th, about a month ago, quite a
boy. The other is from Fort William and
belongs to the 4th Garrison Battalion.” Of
another catholic officer he observes : “M‘Crea is
quite a pattern. He never passed either Sunday
or holiday without going to church—went
through all his other duties in the same fervent
manner, and received the sacrament the week
he left the island.” This was Captain Macrae
of the 11th ; he was a native of Kintail. “We
are quite busy preparing for General Gladstone,
who i8 to review us in the latter end of the
week, and is very particular. He commands
in the absence of Sir Jobn Doyle, who has gone
to attend the Prince Regent.”

The first battalion having been sent away to
Spain to serve under Wellington, orders suddenly
came that John should forthwith proceed to
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join it. In communicating this news to his
father, Macdonald feels obliged to ask him for
an advance of money to defray the expenses of
his journey from ‘“England to Lisbon.” ¢There
being no regular packet from this (Guernsey)
to Lisbon, we must proceed to England and
embark from thence. . . The passage is either
. £15 or £20, for which we have no allowance
whatever.” Our excellent Government seldom
or never errs on the side of intelligent liberality
to its servants if it can help it! The golden

From “‘History of the Clan Donald.”)
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rule seems to be parsimony or mad extravagance
—according as the fit comes on. The first
battalion was then at the siege of Badajos,
operationsbeing conducted under Lord Beresford.
But Soult came to its relief, Beresford had to
retire, and shortly afterwards was fought the
battle of Albuera, in which the 23rd took a
distinguished part. Among its many losses was
that of Captain Colin Macdonald, a near relative
of the Rhu and Borradale families. His death
is thus announced by Col D. M‘Donell of the

|By Rev. Archidbald Macdonald.

CASTLE TIRRIM, MOIDART,
AN ANCIENT STRONGHOLD OF THE MACDONALDS OF CLAN RANALD,

11th Portuguese, in a letter to Rhu himself :—
AzANCHAL, May 28th, 1811,
DEear Cousiy,

It is with most sincere grief I have
to inform you of the death of our friend Captain
Colin Machna.ld of the 23rd regiment, in the battle
of the 16th at Albuera. He received a shot which
entered through his shoulder blade, d through
his lungs, and fractured the collar bone. In that
condition the enemy took him from the field of
battle, and he remained in their hands till the 18th,
when they began their retreat. Finding they could
not carry him away, he was left on the ground,

He was immediately removed to a place where he
ocould receive any assistance which 1t was possible
to afford. I went, the moment I heard of his
situation, to see him ; he seemed to have suffered
much from the ill-treatment he received, but did
not l:jpem' at that time to consider his wound
mortal, and supported his pain with great fortitude.
I told him I had written to Borradale an account
of his being wounded and taken; he said he was
happy at it, as it would show them why he had not
answered your last letter. The French having
plundered him of everything he had about him, I
sent him a few articles of my own the same evening,



YHE OELTIO MONTHLY. 85

I saw him no more, as -
next morning he was con-

veyed to Valverde, where

he qxpiredthon tl:;m%th,
retaining the use

of his fwultieapt: the last.

About twenty-four hours

before his death he was

told his wound was mortal,

and that he had but a

short time to live. He
received the intimation

with great fortitude,called

the surgeon and the

soldier who attended him,

and in their presence
diotated how he wished

to bequeath his property.

This the surgeon instantly
took down In writing.”
The letter then proceeds
to describe the terms of
the will, concluding
with a wish of the
testator, that Mr. Mac-
" donald, Rhu, would
undertake to see every-
thing duly carried out.
The writer is known in
the West as Colonel D. MacDonell of Santaig.

John arrived in due time in Portugal. After
a short stay at Lisbon, he was ordered to
proceed to the headquarters of the army with
five officers and two hundred men belonging to
different regiments. On the way he met Col.
D. M‘Donell of the 11th Port. “I met
Donald, Santaig, at Estremos. He commands
the 11th Port., and has been very attentive to
me. He is as fat and fair as if he had just
arrived from England.” He found his own
regiment stationed at Estremos. * They are
quite weak at present, not more than four
huodred in the field, and eight hundred in
Portugal.” As a specimen of his first impres-
sions of the country we give the following : —
I have enjoyed what I have seen of this kind
of life beyond anything; but I have only had
the smooth part of it as yet. The Portuguese
in general are very obliging, and although much
abused, will do anything they can for an officer.
We get 1} 1b. of bread, 1 lb. of meat, and a

bottle of a kind of sour wine issued as rations
every day, and are obliged to buy anything
more we can get at a very high figure, such as
vegetables, etc.”

While at Estremos, he met with several other
officers whose families belonged to the western
parts of Inverness-shire, and who were previ-
ously well known at Rhu, viz,, Captain Ronald
(who afterwards took the farm of Roshven or
Aorinn in Moidart), his brother, both serving
in the 92nd, and Major Macdonald of Inch in

RUINS OF ST. COLUMBA’S CHURCH, S8OUTH UIST.

(CLax RaNALD CoUNTRY.)

Lochaber, also Captain J. Macdonald, Galmas-
dale, Isle of Eigg,* who seems to have been
attached to the 68th regiment, and was a
brother of Captain Colin whose death is described
above.

Shortly afterwards John bad a severe attack
of fever while on the march, and had to be left
under the care of a servant at a small village
called Celerico. The crisis became so acute that
his life was despaired of, and his servant, con-
vinced that his master could only linger for a
few hours, decamped with everything worth
taking. It was while the invalid was in this
state that Dr. Maclean, of the Killundine
fawily, Morven, happening to pass through the
village, and seeing a tartan plaid hanging at
the door of one of the houses, had the curiosity
to enter. He was under the impression that
he might find a countryman, but when he recog-
nised John his amazement was very great. He
immediately exerted himself to save his friend’s
life, and so far succeeded that John got safely

*Eigg now belongs to a Mr. Thomson. There are
neither Captains nor even full Privates on the island
now ; Glenuig belongs to Lord Maclaren. Arisaig
is the property of a member of the English family of
Astley, while Inverailort and Roshven are owned by
Mrs. Head and Professor Blackburn respectively.
The latter two individuals have just emerged from a
long and expensive litigation over the erection of a
sheep fence between the two desolate estates, and
there is not a soldier in the British Army to represent
the once warlike country of the Clan Donald.
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over the crisis before Maclean left. The family
in whose house he was living did all in their

wer to follow the doctor’s prescriptions, and
it was largely due to this that the patient so far
recovered, as to be safely removed to Ooimbra
within a few months, In a letter to his brother
Alexander, dated from this town, he writes :—
«] bave been miserably ill at Celerico since the
4th September, and only got here on the 2nd
February, 1812. . . The army is very sickly,
and the regiments which were in the Walcheren
have all got the ague. . . The 79th and the
26th have all been in the rear a long time from
the number of deaths. Ours never muster more
than four hundred although we have about a
thousand in the country. I have heard a
number of officers that have been in the West
Indies say that they would much sooner serve
a campaign in that country than in this.”
Coimbra, however, is highly praised for its
health-restoring qualities. ‘This is one of the
best and the healthiest cities of Portugal. The
climate is so mild that the cherry trees are in
full blossom already (10th Feby.), and oranges

are 8o plentiful that the soldiers get forty for a
" penny. There are several convents and one
nuonery, but I seldom can meet with a clergy-
man that can talk English, and very few that
understand even French. Lent is kept much
more strictly than in England. The fumily I
am quartered on never take a morsel but once
a day. They always attend Mass . . and go to
public prayers in the evening. . . Salt ling is
cheap, about fivepence per pound. We never
taste fresh butter ; we pay three shillings a
pound for ship butter imported from Ireland,
and six shillings for a bottle of porter, but this
is a luxury which I cannot afford.”

While John was thus recovering, his regiment
was seeing hard service at the third and last
siege of Badajos. It got frightfully cut up, and
was almost annihilated. Out of twenty two
officers who took part in the attack, nineteen
had to be placed on the list of killed and
wounded, and out of two hundred men only
fifty remained to defend the colours. Reinforce-
ments were urgently required, so thut our friend
was ordered to the front if at all capable of
moving. He went at onoe, and reached in time
to take part in one of the greatest battles fought
by his illustrious chief, viz., the battle of
Salamanca. Among his friends who fell at
Badajos was his yonng companion in arms, a
son of Col. Macdonald, Inch, of the 92nd. This
was the same Catholic gentleman, “a mere boy”
whom he used to meet at Mass on Sundays
when stationed in the island of Guernsey. The
gallant youth was killed while bravely storming
the walls of Badajos, with his comrades of the
45th regiment to which he belonged. “Poor

Inch was much affccted at his son's death, He
recovered the body next day after a long search,
and buried it in a decent manner.”

(To be continued).

THE OSSIANIC POEMS.
Sir,—In %wmg further reasons why, contrary to
the generally received opinion of Celtic scholars, he
believes in t.Ze authenticity of Macpherson’s Ossianic
Poems, Mr. Macdonald, in your last issue, takes
Macpherson's translation of Gaelic into English
severely to task. But to judm:be translations
he suggests in lieu of Macp! ’s, he does not
appear to be much happier. For instance he says
that—
¢’8 cosmhuil ri Gorm-meall am fuaim,
Mu'n eirich gaillean &’ chuain ard,”
should in English be—
“Such is the sound of Gormal around which
the storms of ocean rise.”

But surely the reference here is to that deep moan-
ing of the sea which so often precedes a storm.
Macpherson was correct in giving the word “before”
for “m’un,” and the word “‘cosmshiul” has an impor-
tant bearing on the passage, though they both
ignore it. I would put it—

Like unto Gormal is the moaning

Before the ocean storm rises.

For the words ‘‘bu shoillier a dhreach” descriptive of
one of the horses of Cuchullin’s chariot, Mr. Mac-
donald gives “bright is his ﬁure.” Surely figure is
not the correct word fox dhreach here. Colour is
meant, not shape. Bright his colour, swift his steps,
sith-fada his name. The word sith-fada means long
stride. The name of the other horse dubh-srongeal
clearly indicates his colour. As for the lines which
Mr. Macdonald thinks once for all show that Mac-
pherson’s Gaelic was the original ; here again the
true picture conveyed by the lines—

‘¢ A ghaisgich dhubh ghruamach ’n a dheigh

Mar chom-thional uisge nan stuadh
M’un cuirt do dhealain nan speur,”

is lost in the translation given by Mr. Macdonald—

‘* His dark gloomy heroes behind, like the con-
gregate water of clouds, around the red lightening
of heaven.” Now in the Gaelic there is nothing
about ‘“‘clouds,” *“red,” or ‘‘heaven.” But there is
the word ‘‘stuadh” (waves) which ought to show
what was meant, viz., the gathering of the waves
into a water spout, which, when seen advancin,
towards a ship with the dark clouds bending low,an
the lightening playingin it,is most awe-inspiring. So
was the chief with his dark warriors behind him.
Mr. Macdonald omits the ‘him’ ; but it is important
as showing that the heroes were at his back to
suppport him, and not somewhere behind where
they could not be effective to inspire fear in the
foe, or help their chief. That Macpherson’s Ossian
is founded on stories handed down orally from pre-
historic times may be conceded. But the Gaelic is
mostly his own ; and much of it is modern, ungram-
matical and unidiomatic, and he added much of his
own to the stories he gathered.

Yours, eto.,

Kent. G. MurraYy CAMPBELL.
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SIGNAL FOR THE BOAT.

@NE of the great inconveniences of a

Highland and insular life, is the

necessity in traversing the country
for crossing rivers, lochs, and arms of the sea.
The state of the weather renders this frequently
impossible for some length of time; rivers
bzcome swollen, lochs and seas are in tempes-
tuous agitation during a great part of the
winter, the inhabitants of remote places con-
sequently suffering at times considerable priva-
tion from the stoppage of regular communication
with the mainland or more favoured loealities.

Should the weather, however, be favourable for
a passage, it is necessary to apprise the Fear a
bhata, or Boatman, on the opposite side, which
may be a mile or more distant, that his services
are required by some weary traveller, anxious
to reach his destination. The boisting a flag
on a tall pole conspicuously fixed, might well
answer the purpose of a signal, but a more
ready and natural expedient is practised in the
Highlands. Turf is found plentifully in almost
every part of the country, with which a fire is
speedily got up, the smoke giving the necessary
notice.

In these days of universal improvement, the

SIGNAL FOR THE BOAT.

Highlanders doubtless avail themselves of the
use of chemical matches in the most remote
districts, but when this valuable article is not
at hand, a light is procured as in former times,
from a neighbouring cottage, or a live peat may
be carried from some distance. It is otherwise
obtained by the sparks elicited from flint and
steel, the back of a dirk, a sword, or the flash
of the powder from the lock of a pistol or gun.
Those who possessed a lens have used it during
the warm days of summer to raise a fire by the
well known concentration of the sun’s rays.
There was much agreeable excitement in
journeying through the West Highlands in

days of yore. It was then incumbent on the
tourist to engage a boat with able rowers to
trausport him from isle to isle or across the
numerous lochs or inlets of the ocean; horses
and guides were also to be procured, and in
these ways a considerable amount of money
was left among the Highlanders, while the
intercourse was in other respects beneficial.

It is quite otherwise now that steam boats
ply all around. In these the travellers generally
embark at Glasgow when bound to the west
and north, and they are carried to the far-
famed Staffa, the venerated Iona, the Cale-
donian Canal, and other places, where they are
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allowed an hour or two to land and examine
the natural and antiquarian curiosities, which
offer themselves to notice, and thus they pass
through the country, without perhaps leaving
& shilling behind. The poor Highlanders feel
the loss of this source, whence a ‘seasonable
accession to their scanty means was often
obtained.

The boat fire is always made on the same
spot, that it may not be mistaken. It is
generally kindled on a projecting point of
land, and when the smoke is seen ascending,
the people on the opposite side announce it to
the ferryman, *“Smuid suas!” the smoke is up,
on which the boat puts off to convey the
awaiting passengers across their watery way.
The smoke, which it is desirable to render
dense, is seen from a great distance when the
day is fine, but in wet and foggy weather the
mist which overhangs the water is embarrassing.

At night the brightness of the fire will render
it the obvious means of giving signal for a
boat. ‘The warning flame” was the primitive
telegraph by which aid was requested and
danger indicated, and the same means are yet
employed in military operations. The proper
distribution and management of ¢ Bail fires”
were regulated by Scottish Parliament, and the
proper time for the immortal Bruce’s descent
upon Carrick for the recovery of his kingdom,
was indicated by the kindling of a fire in a
certain place.

An affecting tale, in which we find the use
of fire as the only mode of conveying informa-
tion, is preserved in the islands of the west.

St. Kilda, or Hirta, as it is called by the
natives, is the farthest inbabited islet in this
range, and it has only one place where a
landing can be effected, while it is exposed to
the unopposed fury of the Atlantic Ocean.
The people live chiefly on the sea fowl which
abound among the rocks, and with the feathers
their little rent is paid. To procure these birds
the greatest perils are encountered, and loss of
life is often the result of the adventurous toils.

A boat had gone on one occasion to a pre-
cipitous rock at some distance from St. Kilda,
in search of the usual game, when unfortunately
the boat was dashed to pieces, while the crew
got safe upon the rugged isle. The storm
increased, and here were the forlorn men
exposed to its severity with no means of escape,
or any hope of relief from their grieving
friends, who could do nothing for their rescue
or ascertain their fate. In these afflicting
circumstances the unfortuuate men lighted as
many fires as there were survivors, and at
night, when these beacons were seen, and the
number reckoned, night by night, the people
of St. Kilda knew, by this device, how many

had been saved, and until the weather
moderated so that assistance could be sent to
take them off their sea-girt prison, they con-
trived to subsist on such fowl and fish as could
be procured. :

The artist has sketched a man and woman,
waiting the arrival of the boat for which they
have raised the smoke, the well-known signal,
which has been obeyed. In cold weather the
fire is agreeable, if the party has long to wait,
and there is usually a quantity of fuel prepared
for use, as necessary for the working of this
Celtic Trajectus, which is sometimes main-
tained at the expense of the landed proprietor
or surrounding gentlemen.

LEGENDS AND TRADITIONS OF THE
CLAN MACRAE.
BY THE REV. ALEX. MACRAE, B.A.
Author of ““T'he History of the Clan Macrae.”

( Continued from page?9.)
@T has already been stated that Duncan was

killed at Sheriffmuir, where, according to

tradition, he fought in command of the
Kintail contingent of Seaforth’s regiments Men-
tion has also been made of the stone which he
set up at Achnagart as he and his followers
were leaving Kintail on that occasion. It is
said that in the retreat after the battle he
killed seven troopers, one after another, with
his claymore, until at last one of them came
upon him with a pair of loaded pistols, shot him,
and left him for dead on the field. During the
night another Kintail man called John Macrae,
and commonly known as Ian Mac Fhionnla
Mhic Ian Bhuidhe, who had lost his shoes in
some marshy ground, and was also severely
wounded, revived sufficiently to think of leav-
ing the fatal field under cover of the darkness,
and commence the homeward journey. He
accordingly began to search among the dead for
a pair of shoes. In the course of the search he
came upon Duncan, who wus still alive and able
to speak, and whose voice John immediately
recognised. * Oh, Dhonnachaidh bhocbd,” said
John, ‘“’n tusa tha so, ciod e a thachair riut?$”
(O, poor Duncan, is that you; what has happened
to you?) “Thug iad a nasgaidh mi le'n cuid
peileiran beag’ (They have done for me without
any trouble with their little bullets, replied
Duncan.) He then asked for a drink, and John,
having no other means of fetching a drink, took
one of Duncan’s shoes, and brought it to him
full of water. The water revived him so much
that he was able to give John & full account of
his adventures during the battle, but before the
morning dawned Duncan was numbered among
the slain.  John lived to accomplish the home-
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ward journey, and it was he who brought to
Kintail an account of the manner of the death
of Donnacha Mor Mac Alister. There is a
tradition in Kintail that a sketch of Duncan in
the battle was made by one of the officers of the
Royalist troops, and that it was exhibited along
with his sword in the Tower of London.
TRADITIONS ABOUT EONACHAN DUEH.
Eonachan Dubh, Duncan’s youngest brother,
is also frequently mentioned in connection with
Duncan’s adventures with the Lochaber cattle
lifters. It is related of Eonachan tbat on one
occasion he pursued a party of Lochaber raiders
who had stolen cattle from Macleod of Glenelg,
and recovered the spoil single handed. As the
Glenelg men were returning home from an
unsuccessful pursuit they met Eonachan, and
when they told him where they had been, and
how they had failed to discover any trace of the
raiders, Eonachan volunteered to set out at
once, and alone, in search of them. Late at

. night he discovered them in an empty sheiling

house, where they had arranged to take shelter
for the night, and were then roasting a huge
piece of beef on a spit for their supper. Eonachan
presented himself as a benighted traveller, and
asked to be allowed to share the shelter of the
hut for the night. This request was readily
granted.  After sharing in their hospitality he
entertained them for some time with his con-
versation, and at last went to the door to see
what the night was like. It was very dark,
and as soon as he got outside he shouted to the
men within that the cattle had all gone away.
One of the men then went out to see, but no
sooner was he outside the door than Eonachan,
who was prepared for the occasion, threw his
plaid over his head, knocked him down, and
gagged and bound him before he had time to
utter a word. Shortly afterwards another went
out to see what had become of their companion,
but Eonachan dealt in the same manner with
him also. After a little time a third man went
out, but only to receive the same treatment as
his companions. There were now only two men
left in the hut, and Eonachan, knowing that he
was quite a match for both of them together,
called upon them to yield, which they did
without further resistance. These two men he
gagged and bound also. The Lochaber men had
some guns, which Eonachan rendered useless by
breaking off the stocks. He then told them to
make their way the best they could, with gagged
mouths and bound hands, to their chief, Lochiel,
with Eonachan’s compliments. Having thus
disposed of the thieves, he collected the cattle
and drove them back to their owner in Glenelg.

Eonachan was once on a visit to Biahan
Castle, and while talking with the Countess,
who had a fire of cinnamon in her room, she

asked him if ever he saw such & fine fire as
that. “No,” replied Eonachan, “the fragrant
smell of that fire reaches all the way to the
cattle folds of Kintail” ¢ How is that?”
asked the Countess. Eonachan pointed out to
her that her extravagant ways had made it
necessary for her husband to increase the rents
which his Kintail tenants paid for their cattle
folds. The Countess took Eonachan’s pointed
reply in good part and discontinued the cinna-
mon fires. When Seaforth heard of this he
told Eonachan that the Countess insisted on
having a fresh ox tongue on her table at dinner
every day of the year, and that if Eonachan
could cure her of this extravagance, as he had
done in the matter of the cinnamon, he should
feel deeply indebted to him. Shortly afterwards
Eonachan was going to Dingwall with a large
herd of cattle, and, as he approached Brahan,
he directed his herdsmen to drive three hundred
and sixty-five of the cattle past the front of the
Castle, in such a way as to make the number
appear as large as possible. Having given
these instructions, he himself hurried on in
advance. When he arrived at the Castle he was
kindly welcomed by both Seaforth and his
lady. As he sat by one of the windows talking
with the lady the herd of cattle began to pass
by. “What a very large herd of cattle,”
remarked the lady. “Not at all,” replied
Eorachan, ‘it is only as many as you require
for your own dinner in the course of the year.”
She could not believe that she required so mang,
and she asked Fonachan what he meant. He
explained to her that as she wanted an ox
tongue every day for her dinner, and as an ox
had only one tongne, it was necessary to kill
three hundred and sixty-five oxen every year
for her dinner, and that was exactly the namber
of the herd passing by.
To be continued.

OLAN AY—A SEPT OF CLAN CHATTAN.

S1r,—Would you kindly oblige a reader of your
Celtic Monthly by inserting in your next issue the
following queries relative to to tﬁe Clan Ay, said to
have been a minor sept of the Clan Chattan, What
is the origin of Clan Ay? Is it of Scotch, Irish, or
Scandinavian descent? Who was its founder or
leader? What were its armorial bearings, if any 1
At what period did this sept associate itself with
the Clan Clattan ; and who at the present day would
represent the head of this chieftain family? At
what period did the affix ‘‘son” appear to have been
added to the name Ay ? As in certain old rent rolls
Snamely of Invercauld and Castle Forbes, Aber-

eenshire), persons are entered Ayson and Ayeson,
and at later periods the name is changed to Easson
and Esson. Has this name any bearing on the
Celtic name Mackay? I will feel grateful if any one
can throw any light on this matter. AYSON.
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IMPORTANT.

Subseeribers are reminded that the contribution
(4s.pest free), for the new volume le now overdue.
Vel Xil. d with the October issue.
Amerioan and Canadian readers may eend a
dollar note, which e value en thie side for 4s.
Subscriptions should be sent at ence te the
Editor, Mr. John Maekay, 1 Blythswoed Drive,
Glasgow.

Bounp VoLumes.—Copies of Volume XI., taste-
fully bound in cloth, gilt lettering, can now be had,
mee 7/8 post free. Volumes V. te XI. can also be
. in mmilar binding, at 7/6 each. Apply, Mr.
John Mackay, 1 Blythswood Drive, Glasgow.

Hecror MacpoNaLD MEeMORIAL.—At a meeting of
subscribers held in Glasgow recently, it was decided
to apply the funds, which it is expected will even-
tually reach the sum of £1500, to the erection of a
suitable memorial near Dingwall, on an eminence
where it could be seen from the railway line. The
feeling was strongly expressed at the meeting that
no part of the funds should be applied to the erection
of a monument in Edinburgh.

DESCENDANTS OF ANGUS MACKAY,
THe QUEeN’s PiIper.

Sir,—I am anxious to obtain information regarding
the whereabouts of the descendants of “:go late
Angus Mackay, the celebrated piper, who died in
1838. Should any readers be able to assist me, I
shall be glad to hear from them through the pages
of the Celtic Monthly, or direct, if they prefer.

Prince Edward Island. Arex. MicNeiuL, M.D.

ULaN Mackay SocieTy.—This society met in Edin-
burgh on 21st January, Provost A. Y. Mackay,
Grangemouth, vice-president, in the chair. Mr. D.
N. Mackay, educational secretary, submitted draft
rules in connection with the clan bursary, which had
been prepared by a joint committee representing the
Glasgow and Edinburgh centres, and which, after
some discussion, were adopted by the meeting. The
value of the bursary is £20 per annum, tenable for
two years in a high school or technical college. Mr.
John Mackay, Glasgow, honorary secretary, intimated
that he had oommun‘iicated with the Congested Dil;;-
tricts Board in regard to r:?ective projects in the
county of Sutherland, anf had received a re]i}f' from
the secretary that the Board would favourably con-
sider any proposals addressed to them. Provost
Mackay was strongly of opinion that the policy of
repeopling the desolate straths in Sutherland ought
to be vigorously carried out, and that new settlements,
like that recently planted so successfully on Strath-
naver, should be multiplied. The initiative, however,
lay with the people themselves, who should hold
public meetings and decide upon definite proposals,
and they could depend upon the hearty support of
the Clan Mackay Society. Other members endorsed
the chairman’s sentiments, the policy of placing the
g:ople back in the straths in the Mackay country
ing one which met with universal approval among
clansmen,
THE Ross AND CROMARTY GATHERING, which takes
place in the Queen’s Rooms, Glasgow, on 11th Feb.,
promises to be one of the most interesting gatherings
of the year, The Hon. Jobn Ferguson, C.M.G.,
Ceylon, a native of Tain, who is at present in the
old country on a brief holiday, is to preside, and
doubtless he will have something to say regarding
his great countryman, the late Major-General Sir
Hector Macdonald, whose aprointment to the Ceylon
command ended so tragically. We hope to see a
large gathering to welcome this distinguished
Highlander. On the same date, at 5 p.m., the Asso-
ciation entertain Mr. Ferguson to dinner in the
Grand Hotel.
CLAN MacMiLLAN SocieTy.—The Social Gathering
of this clan took place in the Queen’s Rooms, Glasgow,
on 21st January, Mr. George A. MacMillan, London,
Chief of the Society, in the chair, and there was a
large gathering of members and friends. The chair-
man delivered an interesting address,in which he paid
a high eulogy to the memoryof the late Rev, Dr. Hugh
MacMillan, who had done so much to foster clan
sentiment, and whose investigations into the history
and antiquities of the clan had ;i:'oduced such valuable
results. Speeches were also delivered by the popular
greaident, Mr. James P. MacMillan, Paisley, and
ailie MacMillan, Partick, who welcomed the dele-
gates from other clans and friends. Dancing was
then commenced, and was kept up with spirit until
2am,
KinTYRE OLUuB.—In Ferguson and Forrester's, on
25th January, Mr. Hugh Ferguson, President of this
flourishing Society, entertained the office.bearers
to dinner, and a very pleasant evening was spent with
song and sentiment,
THE MULL AND l0NA GATHERING took place on 22nd
ult., Captain C. H. A. Muclean of Pennycroes, in the
chair, who delivered an eloquent address on matters
of Celtic interest. There was a large attendance.
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TALES AND TRADITIONS OF
THE CLANS.
By FioNn,

II. TR CLAN MACLEAN,

of the smaller isles, and the leading

families are Duart, Lochbuie, Ardgour,
Dochgarroch, Ooll, Torloisk and Brolas. The
progenitor of the clan was “Gilleain na Tuaigh”
—G@Gillean of the Battleaxe, who must have
flourished in Argyllshire about the beginning
of the 13th century. He was a prominent man
and a distinguished warrior. Tradition relates
that while Gilleain was on a certain occasion
hunting on “Beinn Talaidh” in Mull, he was
suddenly enveloped in a fog and lost his way.
He wandered about during two or three days,
and at last, utterly exhausted by hunger and
fatigue, stuck his battle-axe in the ground by
the side of a cranberry bush and laid himself
down apparently to die. His companions dis-
covered him in this perilous position, apparently
dead, and succeeded in restoring him to conscious-
ness and safety. Accordingly we find the crest
of the leading houses of Maclean consists of a

QHIS clan had its seat in Mull and some

[Prom photo by)
~ DUART CASTLE, ISLAND OF MULL.

(Mr. John A. Stewart, Glasgow.

battle-axe crossed by a branch of cyprus and
laurel.

It may be noted that in the arms of the
Macleans of Duart which surmounts this sketch
a tower is substituted for the battle-axe. The
present chief of the clan, Col. Sir Fitzroy
Maclean, Bart.,, of Duart and Morven, is the
lawful heir male of 8ir Allan of Brolas, and the
tower formed part of the arms of Brolas, o that

e —

ME

the arms of the clan as now submitted seems to
combine those of several of the leading branches
of this illustrious clan,

TBE SLogaNs oF THE CLAN,

This war-like clan has two slogans which are
used alternately. These are “Bis no Beatha”
—Death or Life, and “Fear eil’ airson Eachainn”
—Another for Hector. This latter slogan is
associated with a gallant incident which took

place at the battle of Inverkeithing,
1651. Charles II. was crowned at
Scone in 1601. Cromwell had no idea
of allowing him to rule in Scotland,and
80 he marched against him and defeated
the Scots under David Leslie at Dunbar.,
In June 1651, Cromwell led his army
against the Scots, who ocoupied a
strong position in front of Stirling.
Shortly after the middle of July he
sent a division of his army under
General Lambert across the Forth at
Queensferry to intercept the supplies
of the Scottish army. Holborn of
Menstrie was sent by the Scots to
oppose Lambert. The two forces met
at Inverkeithing on Sunday, 20th July.
Lambert had about 4,000 wen under

The illustrations to this article are from
photos by _Mr. John A, Stewart, Glasgow.
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LOCH EATHARNA, COLL.

him, 2,000 of whom were probably cavalry. Hol-
born had about 3,600 men under him. His force
consisted of 1,000 horse under his own immediate
command, 200 horse and 800 Lowland infantry
under Sir John Brown of Fordel, 800 infantry
under Sir Hector Roy Maclean of Duart, and
700 infantry under Sir George Buchanan, chief
of his clan. Holborn, who was both a traitor
and a coward, fled with his cavalry ere the
battle has scarcely begun. The left wing, which
was commanded by Sir John Brown, was, after
a brave resistance, overwhelmed by numbers and
forced to retreat, leaving their commander a
prisoner, and mortally wounded. The Macleans
and the Buchanans were in a short time
encircled by the English, the result being that
they were nearly all cut to pieces. It was now
evident that the charge of the ememy was
directed more particularly against the spot
where Sir Hector stood, and who, though
severely wounded, still continued to encourage
his faithful followers. His noble and heroic
olansmen seeing that the principal object
was to cut off their beloved chief, the few
that still survived flocked around his per-
son, and numerous were the attempts upon
the life of Sir Hector, which a Maclean
rendered abortive by the sacrifice of his
own. In their devotion for their young
chief, those fearless spirits offered their
own breasts to the weapons aimed at him,
and as each in succession rushed forward
for this purpose, his resolution was evinced,
as he threw himself upon the enemy to
shield the person of his chief, by the ex-
clamation, “Fear eil’ airson Eachainn "—
Another for Hector! Under the influence
of this extraordinary feeling of devotion,
no less than eight gentlemen of the name
of Maclean lost their lives at Inverkeithing.
With life only ended the resistance of the

fearless Sir Hector Roy. He fell covered

with wounds.
¢t Sir Hector Roy, the stout Maclean,
Fought, one to ten, but all in vain,
His broad claymore unsheathing ;
Himself lay dead ’mid heaps of slain,
For Charles at Inverkeithing ! ”
DEATH oF SIR LACHLAN MoR oF DUART.
This distinguished chief ‘of the Mac-
leans of Duart was killed in a bloody
battle between his own clan and the Mac-
donalds, which took place in the year 1598,
on the shore of Gruinart, Islay. It is
said that before setting out from Mull, Sir
Lachlan consulted a famous witch as to
his chances of success, He was told that
to be successful he must not land in Islay
on a Thursday, and he must not drink water
out of a well near Gruinart, called “Strange
Neill’s Well”—Tobar Neill Neonaich. Un-
fortunately through stress of weather he and his
forces were obliged to land on a Thursday. Being
athirst he drank water from the nearest well,
which happened to be the forbidden one. Tradi-
tion says that on the eve of battle a dwarf from
Jura offered his services to Sir Lachlan, but was
rejected. This dwarf, “Dubh-sith” by name,
transferred his services to James Macdonald,
and was gladly accepted. According to one
account, the dwarf had a gun and was on the
outlook all day for an opportunity to kill
Lachlan Mor. He climbed a tree, and as
Lachlan was climbing a hill he bent and thus
caused an opening in the joints of his defensive
armour. The dwarf took steady aim and killed
his victim. The body of Sir Lachlan Mor was
carried to Kilchoman, Islay, and buried there.
‘¢ Big Lachlan from his rocky hold
Right wisely ruled his clansmen bold
That owned the stout command there.
But stained with gore green Islay’s shore
Cut down by traitor hand there.”

BREACACHA CASTLES, 1S8LAND OF COLL.
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THE LADY OF THE WREOK.

(A TRUE KINTYRE TALE.)

HERE had been a dreadful wreck off the
Mull of Cantire, and many souls had
been hurried into eternity within sight

of land. A gentleman who was interested in
the fate of some relatives who had been on
board hud hastened to the spot, desirous of
viewing the scene of the disaster, even though
he should not haply find any traces of those
who were lost. It was two days after the
wreck, but many of the bodies had not yet
been recovered, and trunks, boxes, and various
kinds of personal property were either being
swept on shore or picked up at sea by the
boatmen. So many of these men were now
engaged on the work that the gentleman was
unable to hire a properly-equipped boat to
convey him to the spot. In his dilemma he
appealed to a fisherman whom he had acciden-
tally encountered, and whom he eventually
persuaded to launch his boat, promising, as he
was an experienced oarsman, to assist him in
sailing or sculling his little craft,

When they were well on their way, and were
nearing the island off which the wreck had
taken place, the gentleman noticed that his
companion, whose strange manners had already
attracted his attention, was gazing wildly
around him, with his eyes intently fixed on a
white object that could be seen not far from
them tossing to and fro upon the dancing
waves, Presently they were close beside it,
and as the boat plunged into thbe trough of the
sea & huge billow raised the while form on
bigh—where for a moment it stood, as it were,
poised over the boat like a thing of life—the
form of a woman, with wide-open eyes and
loose streaming bair, clad in her night-dress,
and tightly pressing an infant to her breast.
The effect of this apparition on the two men in
the boat was such as to paralyze their exertions
either to guide their crafc, or to draw the body
on board. In the moment when the wave
thus raised it up before them, and lent to its
pulseless form somewhat of the motion of life,
the gentleman had recognised it as the body of
one of those relatives of whom he had come in
search—the wife of a captain, who, with her
husband and only child, had barely left their
well-loved home, and, when well-nigh in sight
of it, had sunk in their watery grave. The
white figure, clasping the babe to its breast,
seemed to look down upon them for an instant
with a melancholy gaze, and then, as suddenly,
sank with the fall of the wave, and disappeared
from their view.

But the emotions with which the gentleman
saw this were overpowered by still stronger

feelings. His boatman’s wild look and manner
had increased ; and when the white figure of
the lady stood over them, he flung himself on
his knees in a paroxysm of terror, crying in
shrill agony, “8he has risen from the dead to
confront me! Oh, my lady! spare me! spare
me! It was a foul deed, and I have sorely
repented me of it, and asked for mercy. I fled
the spot, and never thought to see your face
again ; but the sea has given up its dead before
the last great day, and you have risen: in
judgment against me!” And with that he
threw himself down in the bottom. of the boat,
wildly . imploring for pardon. Aldchough: he
spoke in Gaelic, yet the gentleman fully under-
stood him, being- well acquainted with- the
language. : o

Presently the fisherman sprang to his feet;
but by this time the corpse of the lady had
floated onwards; and as the boat was under
full sail, they saw the white figure no more.
The man strained his wild-looking eyes in
search of the form whose sudden appearance
had wrought o powerful an effect upon him;
and when he missed it, dashed his bonnet from
his head, and passing his hand over his brow,
said, in & bollow voice, ‘“ Was it a dream? or
was it my lady rising from the dead?” Then
he muttered, “ A foul deed, a foul deed!
Blocd must have blood! Her eyes looked me
through and thiough, deep into my guilty soul !
Oh, my God, what a wretch bave I been!”

He was so wildly gesticulating as he muttered
these words, and his manner and actions were
altogether so much those of a man beside him-
self, that, as the gentleman knew that the death
of the lady whose corpse had so singularly
apppeared to them was the result of the ship-
wreck, and could not in any way have been
caused by his companion, he could come to no
other conclusion than that the man was now a

- maniac—one, perhaps, whose lurking disease

had been suddenly brought to a crisis by the
strange sight that the waves had brought before
him. The gentleman, therefore addressed him
in his own Gaelic, with soothing words, and
told him that they must attend to their boat
and shorten sail, and run into the island whither
they were bound. But his words had far from
their intended effect ; for they seemed to excite
tbe man to a fresh frenzy. “Run in there!”
he cried. “ Never! Do you think I have for-
gotten that bay, and the boat, and my lady and
her bairn? Is she to confront me again? I
see it all now! You have come to drag me to
my doom! Blood for blood ! that’s fair enough;
but it must be the strongest man that wins ” And
in an instant he had drawn a clasp-knife, and
had cut through the ropes, while the sail flapped
overhead in a way that threatened to capsize
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the boat. - In another moment he had leaped
across the thwarts, and with his gleamiog knife
in his upraised hand, and with madness flashing
from his eyes, threw himself upon his com-
panion.

The gentleman had but an instant to gather
himself together for defence against the maniac’s
attack ; but that instant, happily for him, was
sufficient. He bhad seized the boat-hook, and
with a well-directed blow he brcught it down
upon the man’s bare head, and laid him sense-
less and bleeding in the bottom of the boat.
There, with the severed ropes, he tightly bouund
him to the thwarts, and did his best to
any bad effecss that might resuit frem the blow,
by staunohing the blood and bandaging the
wosnd. With some difficulty he succeeded in
taking in the sail and righting the boat, which
had been shipping water, and had many times
been in danger of being capsized. His situation,
however, was still a critical one; they were
drifting out to sea; and the fisherman was giv-
ing signs that he was recovering from the effects
of the blow. If the cords should yield to his
maniacal strength, then the chances against the
gentleman’s safe return to land were few indeed.

But fortunately a boat hove in sight; and
they answered his hail, and bore down to his
relief, greatly astonished to receive his expla-
nation of the state in which they beheld his
companion. They knew him, it seemed, although
they said that he was a new comer, and, during
the brief time he had lived among them, had
kept himself aloof from their society, and been
distinguished for a morose and surly manner.
Nevertheless they did not appear to be astonished
that the man had proved himself to be insane;
and this was all that the gentleman thought fit
to tell them; but when he had seen the wan
taken on shore, and properly cared for—the
man himself now being as quiet and reservcd as
he had been previous to the appearance of the
Lady of the Wreck—he privately told to the
authorities what he had seen and heard, in order
that anyinvestigation that they deemed necessary
should be made into the strange circumstances
of the case. The matter was gone into and
sift~d as much as possible ; but nothing came to
light ; and the fisherman’s expressions were
regarded as the empty ravings of a poor maniac.

In the mean time the corpse of the lady, still
clasping her child, had been recovered, and had
been buried, together with her husband, in their
own family vault.

The circumstances under which the relative
had first seen her floating body would have been
imprinted on his memory as nothing more than
a terrible and remarkable episode in his life’s
history, had he not been in Cantire a few years
afterwards, and requested to visit the fisherman

who was supposed to be on his death-bed, and
had asked to see him. The gentleman obeyed
the summons and went to the man’s hut ; hav-
learned from the person who fetched him that
the man had not shown any signs of insanity
since that memorable day, although he had
always maintained his reserved and peculiar
manner, and was looked upon by his neighbours
as one who had * something on his mind ; ” and
the general belief was that the man had been a
smuggler, and had done some deed which had
driven bhim into hiding ; and for which he re-
ganmd The gentleman, therefore, expected to

ear some revelation concerning a deadly struggle
between a smuggler and preventive officer ;
and was greatly amazed when the man made to
him the following confession.

Hearing that he was at hand, he said, he had
sent for him, not only to ask his pardon for
raising his murderous hand against him, but
also, before the breath left his body, to explain
the words he had uttered on that day conocern-
ing the poor lady who, as he had been told, was
the gentleman's relative. He had been her
servant, but had been dismissed by the Captain
for misconduct. He bad her to take
him back into her service ; and she, by her hus-
band’s wish, had refused his request, The man
swore to be revenged ; and that same evening
saw his mistress, with her baby in her arms,
sitting in & boat, awaiting her husband’s cross-
ing the channel from the main-land. The boat
was floating at the rope’s length distance from
the shore, and the lady’s back was turned to-
wards him as she watched for her husband. The
man crept behind some rocks, and, unseen by the
lady, cut the rope that held the boat to land.
1t floated away so gently thut for a short time
she was unaware of what happened. Then she
called for help; but no help was at hand : and
in a few minutes she was out of hearing, for the
boat had drifted into the curient, and was being
rapidly carried down the channel and out to sea.
The man watched from his hidind-place until it
became a speck upon the waters and was lost to
view,

He watched the husband’s return—heard the
consternation excited by the disappearance of
the wife and child—saw persons sent out to
search in all directions; and then, fearing that
suspicion might fall upon bim, he contrived to
get a boat and cross to the main land. Arrived
there, he made his way to the place he after-
wards took up his abode, and gained his liveli-
hood as a fisherman. But he made no friends,
aud rarely spoke, unless he was spoken to, and
made the briefest of replies. Least of all would
he have spoken on the subject which had now
become a horror and a dread to him, haunting
him by night and day. His great and daily
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prevading fear was lest he should be delivered
up to judgemeant, and consigoed to the gallows
as the lady’s murderer; consequeatly her name
never crossed his lips: and mingling as he did
so little with others, he never heard her fate
meationed by them. But this was hardly to be
wondered at ; more especially in such a seques-
tered locality where news travelled but slowly.

Only three months of this life had passed—
thoagh every day had been to the guilty man
as a living death—when the dreadfal wreck
happened that had brought the gentleman to
the spot, and had led to his engaging with the
fisherman to convey him to the scems of the
disaster, which as it happened, took him not ®so
very far from th «t other scene of a tragedy that
had burnt itself into the fisherman’s brain.
There the heaving wave had suddenly raised up
before him the forms of the lady and her child,
of whom he believed himself to be the murderer.
Their ghastly appearance. making a palpable
reality of the vision that had been daily haunt-
ing him, had subverted his reason, which was
already tottering in the balance, and had led to
the scene that followed. The dying man now
implored his hearer to pardon him for making
the attempt upon his life ; which, he said, was
the only pardon that he could hope to obtain ;
his guilt, in hurrying to destruction the hapless
mother and her babe, being too great to be
pardoned here or hereafter.

The dying man’s thankfulness and astonish-
ment may be couceived when his visitor explain-
ed to him that although he bad, in truth, been
guilty of their death, so far as his purpose went,

‘the channel.

yet that a merciful providence had interposed,
and had saved his victims from the cruel fate to
which he had consigned them. The gentleman
said that he had heard from his relatives the
particulars relating to the events of that even-
ing when the lady and her child were cast adrift
in the boiwt—a circumstance which had been
regarded as an accidental one, and which ever
would have been remembered as such, had it not
been for the confession just new made. The
man had not been seen to do the deed ; and it
had been cousidered that the rope, by fraying
against the sharp edge of the rock, had thus
been severed and allowed the boat to drift into
The swift current bore it rapidly
towards the opsa sea, and the poor lady had
quite given up herselt »s lost, when -a small
schooner came in sight. Her signals of distress
were seen by those on board, who at once sent
off a boat to her assistance, and rescued her
from her perilous fate ; and before the morning’s
dawn, she and her infant were safe in their own
home,

The fisherman lived long enough to hear and
comprehend this explanation; but though he

ured forth fervent thanks that his victims
had esoaped bis deadly designs, he could not
forget that he had been a murderer in thought
and purpose if not in actual deed; and his last
moments were filled with incoherent cries for
mercy to that whiterobed figure which he
fancied had again risen up before him, as it had
done on the crest of the billow, clasping its dead
babe to its breast. and thrilling his horror-
stricken soul with the glassy gaze of death.

RUINS OF SADDELL MONASTERY, KINTYRE
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THE HOUSE OF ARQYLL AND
ARQYLLSHIRE REGIMENTS.

BY THE EDITOR.

N 1823 a small vol-
ﬁ ume of sixty-six
. appeared,
entitled ‘ Remarks on
Col. Stewart’s Sketches
of the Highlanders;
chiefly respecting the
Jacobitism of the High-
landers, the military
levies, the transactions
of Montrose, and the
charges against Argyll.”

The name of the
author is not given, but
judging from the con-
tents of the volume, it
was certainly inspired, if not actually written by a
member of the House of Argyll. The book
treats almost entirely of matters relating to that
fumily and Argylishire.

No reply to this volume, so far as we are
aware, has ever been published, and as there was
so much in the “Remarks” which was open to
refutation, it has surprised us that such an able
controversialist as General Stewart should have
allowed these reflections to pass unanswered.
However, that Garth did defend himself and
with considerable vigour and success, is evident
from the MS. volume which now lies before us.
It consists of one hundred and thirty-six pages,
written in a hand as clear as copper-plate and
evidently the work of an amanuensis, for Garth’s
own caligraphy is to be found in other parts of
the book, and as corrections in the text. On
the last page the author writes “not intended
for publication, D.S.” and at the beginning is
inscribed “To the library of the Writers to the
Signet from David Stewart, Edinburgh, 14th
September, 1823,” so it is apparent he lost no
time in penning his reply to his critic, whose
work appeared in that same year. In another
place we find written “David Stewart, Garth,
1827” Why the volume bad not been placed
in the custody of the librarian to the “Writers
to the Signet” is a matter regarding which we
can offer no explanation.

Then in regard to the contents of the volume.
It includes a good deal of controversial matter,
which can only be properly understood by refer-
ence to the offending passages in the printed
work. To attempt to present both sides of such
questions is quite beyond the space at our
disposal. There are, however, many valuable
facts preserved in this book which we are not
aware to have seen in print elsewhere, and

ARMORIAL BEARINGS
OF THE STEWARTS

MONTHLY.

which are well worth quoting. They serve to
illustrate the general contents of the volume,
which is now the property of our friend, Mr. J.
M. Sutherland, London.

The Argyll family were evidently annoyed at
some references Garth made to the limited
influence which they actually wielded in the
County, the general public impression being that
when Argyll summoned, all the neighbouring
chieftains hastened to obey.

Garth has completely dispelled this delusion,
for he adduces facts which show that the Earl
was no more master of bis own clan, than he
was of those of other names. In referring to the

JACOBITE LAIRDS OF ARGYLLSHIRE,
some of whose castles were in sight of Inveraray
itself, who in 1715 defied the Earl of Argyll
and took up arms against the Hanoverian
monarchy, Stewart says in this MS. volume:—

In the year 1715 Campbell of Auchinbreck,
next in rank, property and influence to Argyle
and Breadalbane, and the Campbells of Glen-
daruel, Ormadale, etc., were of that party ; as
were Breadalbaue, Glenlyon, etc., in Perthshire.
In Argyle also we learn from the best authority,
that at the commencement of the Rebellion of
1745, several of the principal gentlemen of the
County waited on the Duke of Argyle at
Roseneath Castle to ascertain which side his
Grace intended to take. No answer was given,
and they departed in ignorance of his intentions.
But he soon declared himself and exerted his
influence among his own clan and immediate
dependents. This influence, however, did not
extend to the other Argyleshire Clans, among
whom there was hardly an exception. The
MacLeans, MacNeils Camerons, MacLachlans,
MacDonalds of Glencoe, MacNaughtans and the
Stewarts of Appin, having actually joined, or
made preparations to join the Rebels. Many of
the Duke of Argyle’s own vassals paid no regard
to his authority, when he opposed their principles.

The following is a list of the Duke’s vassals
and other gentlemen in Argyleshire, engaged in
the Rebellion of 1745, as transmitted by the
Sheriff of Argyle in October, 1746. The original
list, in the handwriting of Mr. Campbell of
Stonefield, the Sheriff, is in my possession.
Donald Cameroun of Lochiel.

Ronald MacDonald younger of Clanronald.

Charles Stewart of Ardsheal.

Donald MacDonald of Kinloch Moidart; killed
at Culloden,

Lachlan Maclachlan, younger of Inneschonell—
killed at Culloden.

Charles Maclean of Drimnin ; killed at Culloden.

Allan Maclachlan, now of Drummin.

John MacLachlan of Killhorn.

Alex Stewart of Ballichillish.

John Stewart younger thereof.
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Alex. Stewart younger of Invernahyle.

Duncan Maclachlan younger of Crengarton.

James Stewart younger of Fasnacloich

Laclan MacLachlan of that ilk killed at Culloden,
holds his lands of the Crown.

Alex. Oameron of Dungallon.

Alex. Campbell of Ardslignish.

Kenneth MacLachlan of Kalinochanach.

Ludovick Cameron of Torecastle, holds of Mac-
Lean of Ardgour.

Alex. MacDonald of Glenco, holds his lands of
Stewart of Appin.

The Laird of Glenlyon, son to the commander
of Glenco, commanded six hundred of Lord
Breadalbane'’s men, under the Earl of Mar, at
Sheriffmuir. The Earl of Breadalbane being
upwards of eighty years of age, and his son,
Lord Glenorchy, disabled by lameness and
incapable of moving without crutches, the men
were placed under the command of Glenlyon,
the friend and relation of the family.

In a list of suspected persons summoned to
appear in Edinburgh in August, 1715, to give
bail for their good conduct and to prevent their
joining in the rebellion, we find the following
names (along with those of the Marquis of
Huntly, the Earls of Seaforth, Winton, etc.),
John Campbell Earl of Breadalbane, John
Campbell Lord Glenorchy, Sir James Campbell
of Auchinbreck. Sir Duncan Campbell of Loch-
nell, Colin Campbell of Glendaruel, with many
others of the same clan.

The Laird of MacDougall, Macquarrie,
Oampbell of Ballivolan, MacIntyre, MacNeil of
Barra, and many others kept at home though
prepared to join the rebels. Sir James Campbell
of Auchinbreck was sent prisoner to London.

RECRUITING IN ARGYLLSHIRE.

A good deal of space is devoted to Highland
military matters, particularly in regard to the
number of men, as compared with other parts
of the Highlands, which Argyllshire raised for
the national service. We find many curious
facts in this chapter which have not been
published elsewhere. We quote the following
from the MS. The author says :—

In page 16 and the four succeeding, my critic
seems to think that I have not done justice to
the military spirit of the men of Argyll, nor
with sufficientaccuracy enumerated the regiments
and men raised in that country. And he further
insinuates by his defence of the Dukes of Argyll,
and of their country and people that I have
undervalued their character, and the power and
personal influence of their chiefs.

To defend myself from such a charge would
imply something like an admission that there
are grounds for it ; I shall therefore only quote
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from the “Sketches” and military history, what
I have said in speaking of recruiting the first
regiment of Argyle Fencibles of 1759. “The
family of Argyll, which had exhibited so many
eminent examples of patriotism and loyalty, was
now called upon to exert the great influence
which it enjoyed in the Highlands,” and in con-
tinuation of the same subject I add, “but
whether the common people be more inclined
to the sea than the land service, there can be
only one opinion as to the military disposition
of the gentlemen of Argyll, and the chieftain-
like and paternal support they have always
received from their Chief and Protector.” There
are not many perhaps who would, like the author
of the ‘“Remarks,” consider such language as
this in any manner derogatory, from character,
rank, or power, and in regard to my statement
that it requires three months to recruit the
regiment, while the Sutherland regiment was
completed in twelve days; the author’s own
remarks fully prove with what truth and
delicacy I noticed the fact. He says that to
recruit this corps, it was necessary to eall a
meeting of the County of Argyll, and afterwards
district meetings, and to “set all this machinery .
in motion” was, according to him, a matter of
no small difficulty, while that of recruiting the
men was still greater. Now all this I knew
perfectly, but having more regard for my friends
in Argyll than their Advocate seems inclined
to give me credit for, I said nothing about this
apparent deficiency of military spirit on the part
of the people, and want of influence on the part
of the proprietors, and contented myself with
simply stating the facts. But I have again
unluckily offended by an endeavour to account
for this uncommon feature in Highland. feeling
and manners, by stating a very general opinion,
that the Islanders of Argyll have a greater
predilection for the sea than for the land service.
This very general opinion I adopted, because it
appeared to furnish the most natural and only
probable explanation of the marked difference
in question.

Lord Sutherland had no occasion to call
Oounty or district meetings in his rugged, and
as it has been called, unaccessible country, unfit
for the babitation or support of human beings,
because the men followed the Gentlemen as
quickly as they themselves could assemble, after
they had received his Lordship’s instructions.

Lord Macleod, an exile of thirty years,
without an acre of property to hold out as a
reward for his followers, met with no difficulty
or backwardness on the part of the people, and
found no occasion to call County or district
meetings, or to put any machinery in motion ;
but it is unnecessary to multiply examples.

(To be continued,)
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THE REASONS WHY | BELIEVE IN
THE OSSIANIC POEMS.

BY KKITH NORMAN MACDONALD, M.D.

(Continued from page 78.)

N the opening of Duan I. of Ca-Lodin, the
@ Gaelic, which [ consider very beautiful,
runs as follows :— :
¢ A chaoin aiteil, gun d’ fhaicinn a chaoidh,
Lubadh chluaran mu Lbra nan sian,
Thu air astar ’an caol-ghleann na gaoith
C’uime 'thréig thu, mo chluasa co dian ?
Cha chluinnear gairm* nan liath shruth ard,
No guth clarsaich o charn nan gas.+
’Mhalmhina nan teud, thig gu d’ bhard,
Till anam do bhaird air ais :
Till m’ anam, « 1amh.-gheal dhomh féin.
Macpherson’s translation of the above—-

“ Why, thou wanderer unseen ! thou bender of
the thistle of Lora! why, thou breeze of the valley,
hast thou left mine ear? I hear no distant roar of
streams ! No sound of the harp from the rock ! Come
thou huntress of Lutha, Malvina, call back his soul
to the bard.”

The literal translation is—

Thou gentle breeze for evermore unseen,

Swaying thistles round Lora of storms,

Wandering through the narrow glen of the wind,
Why so suddenly forsake my ear?

The sound of high mountain streams no more is heard,
Nor the voice of the harp from bushy cairn,
Malvina of (harp) strings come to thy bard.

The soul of thyr{mrd do thou restore;

Restore my soul, white-hand, to me.

In the original carn} is not exactly a “‘rock”; it is
& heap of stones, and there is no mention of a
“huntress of Lutha,” and this is a very important
fact, as it she s that Macpherson must have
been translating from a MS. not of his own
compos.tion, and introduced what he thought
was understood, if not expressed, in his usual
free manner of translating from the Gaelic. No
one could possibly make *“Why thou wanderer
unseen”! out of “A chaom aiteil gun d’ fhaicinn
a chaoidh,” or vice versa, and why should he
dream of introducing words into the Gaelic thut
are not in the English at all. Whichever way
we look at it, any person of common sense and
intelligence must see that the Gaelic and English
were written by two different individuals. “Cha
chluinnear *gairm nan liath-shruth ard” is very

#Gairm, literally call.

10 charn nan gas, from the stony mount.

“The genuine remains of Ossian,” by Patrick Mac-
Gregor, M.A., 1841.

tThough we apply the term ‘‘carn” or ‘“cairn” at
the present day to a heap of stones or monumental
heap, in olden times it may have been applied to a
mountain. For instance we have the “cairn.-gorm”
mountains,

graphic in the original, and not easily trans-
lated. The words are singular, and uncommon,
in their application, yet are most poetic and
beautiful. The poet soliloquising does not hear
the call, sound, noise, or roar of hoary mountain-
streams and waterfalls, which to a mountaineer
means & great deal, and not hearing the gentle
breeze of the valley, he invokes the muse by
calling on his favourite sweet minstrel Malvina to
touch the harp to restore his poetic soul. It is
only by going over every line of Ossian’s poems,
and noticing the peculiarity and style of the
language, and comparison with the English
translation, that one can arrive at a true and
just conclusion as to the merits, or demerits of
the Ossianic poetry. I don’t care one straw
whether it is all grammatically constructed or
not, but there is nothing in the Gaelic language
80 sublime, majestic, and beautiful as the finest
passages. There is an ancient aroma about
every sentence, which James Macpherson, clever
as he undoubtedly was, could no more .have
composed than flown in the air.
Immediately following the stanza above
quoted I find—
¢ Mi coimhead air Lochlin nann sonn
Ciar uisge Uthorno nan tonn,”
which Macpherson translates—
«I look to Lochlin of lakes to the dark billowy bay
of U-shorno.”
It should be—
¢ T am looking on Lochlin of heroes
The dark sea of U-horno of waves.”
or as Dr. Clerk has it—
¢ 1 look to Lochlin of valiant men,
The dark sea of U-horno of waves.”
Here Macpherson omits the * valient men”
altogether, and puts “of lakes” in their place.
If he translated from the English he was
certainly wrong in the meaning, and also in the
construction of the English, “L” of “valiant
men,” is far better than *“Lochlin of lakes.”
Again, line 45 of the same poem—
¢ Mu 'n righ ghrad db’ éirich triathan borb.
Ghlac iad uile an sleugh le colg,
Las an suil gun fhocal 'n am beul,
’N anam ’g éirigh ard do na tréin,
Air sgeith chualas screadan nan lann,
Macpherson translates as—
‘¢ Around the king they rise in wrath. No words
come forth ; they seize their spears; each soul is
rolled into itself. At length the sudden clang is
waked, on all their echoing shields.”
The literal trauelation is—
‘¢ Around the king soon rose up leaders stern,
All scized their spears in angry mood.*
Their eyes kindled. No word camo from their lips.

#Le colg or angry mood means, literally, with bristles
or with hair erect.
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Their warrior.souls arose on high.
On shield was heard the gridet of blades.”

Macpherson omits altogether that “their eyes
kindled ” (with rage), and there is no mention
of each soul being rolled tnto itself. If he were
the author of the Gaelic why did he not intro-
duce this graphic expression? The same may
be said of numerous passages throughout these
poems ; the English and Gaelic being quite
different in some parts.

The opening stanza of Duan III. is one of
the most difficult passages in Ossian, and the
only instance of direct philosopbising which we
have throughout his works. It is as follows:—

‘¢ Cia as tha sruthan na bha ann ?
C’ uin’ a thaomnas an t-am ’tha ’falbh 9
C’ ait an ceil aimsir a di cheann,
’An ceathach ’tha mall ’s nach gann

5 A taobh ballach le’ gniomh nan sedd ?
Tha mo shealladh air linnte ’dh’ aom :
Cha-n fhaicear ach caol na bh’ ann,
Mar dhearrsa na gealaich ’tha faoin.
Air linne 'tha claon ’s a’ ghleann ;
An so db’ éireas dealan a’ chdmhraig
An gin thuineas, gun sbdlas neo-thréin.
Cha cuir iad an gniomban air chomhla
Air aimsir ’tha modthar 'n an déigh.”

Macpherson translates as—

‘“ Whence is the stream of years ? Whither do they
roll along? Where bave they hid in mist their
many coloured sides.

I look into the times of old, but they seem dim to
Ossian’s eyes, like reflected moonbeams on a distant
lake. Here rise the red beams of war! There,
silent, dwells a feeble race! They mark no years
with their deeds, as slow they pass along.”

The literal translation is—

* Whence are the streams of what has been ?
When will have ebbed the age now flowing on ?
‘Where shrouds Time its two extremes
In mist slow-rolling vast of fold,

Its side all starred with hero deeds ?

J bend miune eye upon the ages fled,

Seen, but in narrow gleams, is all that was,
Like to the glimmer of a sickly moon

On water winding through a glen,

Here flash the lightening-gleams of war,

There, joyless, dwell the faint of heart ;

Their dceds together, they will not engrave

On Time which follows them with stately tread.”

Here, the poet asks what is the origin of the
past, and when the present will cease. Time
hides its beginning and end in darkness, which
reveals nothing but the deeds of the brave, etec.
Macpherson takes no notice of the word Time,
and its two extremes, line 3, and entirely mis-
translates line 5. In the Gaelic there is no
mention of “Ossian’s eyes,” or a “distant lake.”
If he had been the originator of the Gaelic why
is it so very different to the English ; and in

+@ride or barsh sound ; a jarring of blades.

every instance so immensely superior to the
latter. We have heard of him often as a trans-
lator. There is not a single verse of Gaelic
poetry known to bave been composed by him.

(To be continued.)

THE SONS OF CLAN OCHATTAN.

CLUNY’s clansmen of old
Were defiant and bold
When they guarded their homes by the Spey,
And to bards bright of song,
And to heroes belong
The brave sons of Clan Chattan to-day.
To their chiefs ever true,
‘When around by Oraig Dubh
They for ages defied every foe,
And with each daring Scot
For their country they fought,
And with Bruce the invaders laid low.

And on grim fields of war
In wild regions afar,
Cluny’s sons led to victormho way,
Where the Highland Brigade,
Of no mortals afraid,
Bravely vanquished their foes in the fray.
And though clansmen no more
On their loved native shore
Now inhabit the great Highland vales,
Yet afar o’er the earth,
For their valour and worth,
Still renowned are the sons of the Gaels.

Tho’ by tyranny and guile
They were foroed from their soil,
And tho’ now the wide world is their home,
They, afloat on the wave,
Or in battle are brave,
And undaunted wherever they roam.
And the clansmen of old
Were defiant and bold,
And the glory of Scotland were they,
And to bards bright of song,
And to heroes belong.
The brave sons of Clan Chattan to-day.

Carnoustie. CoLIN MACPHERSON.

THE MACINTYRES.

S1r,—In reply to “Subscriber” in last issue I beg to
inform bim that the author of the popular song
*Cruachan Beann” was Patrick MacIntyre, who was
born at Letterwood, Lochawe, Argyllshire, in 1782.
In 1811 he became the parish schoolmaster of
Innisail, at Achnacarron, and remained there until
his death in 1855, at the age of 78, being school-
master at Achnacarron for the long period of 44
years. Before he settled at Lochawe he was for
some years teacher at Jura. He was contemporary
with the great Duncan Ban MaclIntyre, the Hunter
Bard of Glenorchy. Patrick MacIntyre is buried in
Glenorchy. I am, etc.,

FIONN.
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PERSONAL NAMES IN A HIGHLAND
PARISH.

done in the way of opening up inter-

communication in the Highland it is
surprising how the descendants of the clan
originally holding any district seem to stick to
their own locality ; and the circumstances which
brought those bearing any other name into that
district are comparatively so recent that it is quite
well known to the natives. In the more remote
districts this is of course the more marked. The
parish of Gairloch in Wester Ross may be taken
as a typical one in this respect. This parish has
for centuries been the land of the Mackenzies,
and its population in 1901 was 4181, of whom
553 are on the newest Parliamentary roll.
These have between them 67 different surnames
of which no fewer than 39 are clan names, and
these account for 499 votes, so that the bearers
of the other 28 patronymics account for only 55
voters. Of the 499 clansmen here, no fewer
than 159 Mackenzies are on the roll. Next in
order came 42 Macleans, 40 Maclennans, 33
Macraes, 32 Urquhbarts, 25 Macivers, 24 Mac-
donalds, 16 Macphersons, and 14 Frasers, with
an equal number of Macleods, while there are
10 Chisholms, 9 Oamerons, and only 7 of the
famous Campbells. There are 6 Gunons, 5
Grants, 6 Munroes, 6 Rosses, 8 Forbes, and 5
Macaulays. Of Macaskills, Mackintoshes, and
Mathesons there are 4 apiece, while the Mackays
and Mackinnons are represented by two each;
but by one voter only are the following clans
represented — Logan, MacCallum, Macbeath,
MacGillivray, MacIntyre, MacMillan, Robertson,
MacAlister, Macnab, Polson, Rose, and Stewart.
There is not a single Sutherland, Murray, or
Sinclair, quite evidence enough that the chiefs
took their brides from the south or west, never
from the north—as many of the other clan
names occurring can be traced back to those
who came as retainers of the daughter of a clan
chief when any such came as a Lady Mackenzie.
Tt is well known that the Kemps, Crosses, and
Beatons came with the iron workers; the
Lawries, Boas, and Stewarts in connection with
the sheep walks, while the Taylors are descen-
dants of an English lad shipwrecked on the
coast. Commerce or sport account for nearly
all the others,

As to Christian names by far the most
common here as elsewhere is John, which no
fewer t